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Dedication




The month of March is filled with memories. It’s difficult for me to let the bad ones fade to the background but every year, I drag the good ones to the forefront and remember the best of her. This book helped me do that. With love to Viv and her boys, C and G. You know who you are.


Introduction

THE PLANE WAS FULL. That’s one reason I had my personal girl make business class reservations for the two-hour flight for me, of course, and for MAC, my exclusive who calls himself “Ms. Amity’s Cop.” The big A brand on the underside of his ball sac marks him as my exclusive. Currently, he is one of three exclusives I keep in cells in the attic. Three live there permanently. The newest one, Juke, is in training for his special role in my world. My Cop is a remote but appears whenever I want or need him.

The other business class ticket was for Zayn, my third exclusive. His sac was also seared with my brand and his inborn Tantric skills are developing under the tutelage of the ancient Asian Master I engaged. That I have an exclusive whose Eastern skills regularly take me beyond the outer limits of pleasure is well-known to my circle of friends. I received several inquiries asking if I was bringing him to auction. There was no need for them to drop hints. I knew what they wanted — their own time with him. Once you’ve been brought into the beyond by Zayn, no regular orgasm compares. 

That’s one reason he was assigned a strength-building regimen for the past two months. I can vouch that it worked to increase his endurance and I’m certain he can now satisfy a lineup of voracious Dommes in a single afternoon.

There were six economy seats in the back of the plane for what I was taking with me — five male slaves I was selling and my personal girl, Audra. Her status with me was a big question mark. Oh, she was OK, but in my world, OK doesn’t cut it. Disposing of her was a decision I’d make after I looked over the available stock.

We were headed for what used to be our biennial auction. I hadn’t been to a local one, one in the lower 48 states, since before the pandemic. It had been four years since we could schedule one on the mainland. The Swedish Auction a year-and-a-half ago was memorable, but this was the first one in-country, as My Cop termed it, in a long time. I was looking forward to seeing friends I hadn’t been with for four years.

The auction had been on my calendar for months. With all the planning it takes my personal girl to arrange my schedule, I still have to double-check her work to make sure it is done correctly. That’s one reason her status was iffy. I don’t have the time or the desire to make sure an assigned task is done right. The other reason was that I need fresh meat from time to time and this was one of those times. When I told My Cop that I was thinking about selling her, he nodded. I’m sure he thought the girl wasn’t the right fit for me. He knows what I want in a personal female.

“You deserve impeccable skills and huge boobs,” he said.

That’s another reason he’s My Cop.

What made this auction so attractive wasn’t only that we were getting together in real life for the first time in four years. That was a big factor, for sure, but there was a very special event listed for Saturday afternoon to close the day with a big bang after bidding, buying and shipping was done. There are often skill demonstrations at auction and I did a single-tail demo in Sweden, the last one I promised myself I’d ever do. But the special program on the Memphis agenda stood out.

It was right there on the agenda after the markdowns, the slaves who didn’t get sold in the main event, were unloaded. Sometimes you can find a gem among the leftovers, so I will take a look at the discounted items to see if I can get a deal on something useful. But what I was really looking forward to was the late afternoon event.

A bullfight! We were going to have a bullfight! That’s when I knew who was going to make an appearance at this auction. She’s one of a kind. And one of my best friends.

I had my girl RSVP immediately when I saw it on the timetable. One of my best but elusive friends was organizing the bullfight. There’s nothing like a one-on-one bullfight outdoors in the sunshine to make your Saturday afternoon exciting. Especially when it’s followed by a huge dinner and a slave talent show.

The Training Farm Mistress is one of a kind.

That meant I needed a bull to enter. One who could win. I don’t take well to losing. My entry for the bullfight was sitting in the back of the plane and he knew that his future in my stable — or getting put on the auction block — was his to win or lose. He was big and strong and I had him well-trained during the past few months. Living in Amityworld was his life’s dream. Whether I allowed him to stay was completely in his hands. And on his shoulders.

I sat back, listened to Beethoven’s No. 9 in my earbuds and had Zayn take care of me right after the seatbelt sign was turned off. Business class seating gave him just enough room to squat at my feet. My Cop looked over the auction catalogue so he could suggest slaves with skills and talents I might want to look at and perhaps purchase. It took the entire two hours of the flight for him to get through the listings.

This was going to be quite an auction. Neither My Cop nor Zayn had any clue what was in store for them.

But I did.


A Note from Amity

AUCTIONS WORTH MY TIME as well as my friends’ time are complicated to arrange. Hostesses have to sync many calendars and that’s just to choose a date. Then they have two fronts to contend with. One is internal. Location, events, a gallery to display the merchandise, housing, food and shipping the purchases. Only Dommes who have deep enough stables and a slave or personal with event planning skills can even hope to stage an auction.

The second front, which Dommes to invite, is trickier. Once you have commitments from an acceptable number of buyers and sellers to make your percentage of the sales worthwhile, you have to be sure they are the right kind of buyers and sellers. You want serious players and not newish Domme wannabees who go gaga over a barn full of stock on display. Sure, we like inviting new Dommes, but they need a thorough dose of what to expect, what to do and especially what not to do at our auctions.

That job, establishing expectations in new Dommes, is often mine. I think of it as my gift to my network. Prep sessions for Dommes new to our group are one of my specialties.

The Pet Shoppe owners, Annalise and Maeve, sent a list of potential but inexperienced Dommes to the auction hostesses who did cursory background research and forwarded the reports to me. My Cop did better checks and I whittled the list down to five from the original eight. I insist on in-person training so I hosted the new gals for a two-day tutorial in my world. They came in raw and left more sophisticated in how to behave at an auction.

Well, four of them did.

One of the girls would be a much better person, a better Domme, after our sessions. Unfortunately, one would not. That’s her problem.

While their training was in the planning stage, I had to decide what I wanted to buy and which slaves to sell in Memphis. That meant a thorough examination of my stable, their skills and usefulness now and in the future coupled with what new talents I could use. I had to evaluate which boys were earning more than their keep from the rental fees I charge my elite clients to have a boy for a few hours or a weekend and which cost more to feed and house than their skills were worth. It’s always a challenge to go through the P&L reports to separate the profitable ones from the slaves I have to write off as losses.

Then I had to deal with inquiries from my friends about one of my exclusive boys. All their emails hinted at the same thing. Would I bring Zayn to Memphis and allow them to experience what I can have whenever I want? They know that I rarely, if ever, lend one of my exclusives to anyone, even my closest and most trusted friends. The three of them are exclusive. To me. Zayn has natural Tantric talents that may be enough for most Dommes, but I have my own needs so I brought in an Asian master to expand his knowledge and steer him through practice sessions until he could give me awesome orgasms whenever I summoned him.

There’s no such thing as a night with Zayn. When I am done, it’s always morning.

I keep Zayn in an attic cell along with my other two exclusives, Nils and My Cop. My eunuch lives in a cell off that hallway and there’s an empty cell for a gelding that was on my list to buy at the auction. I had one neutered slave. I wanted two.

Eunuchs aren’t born. I create them.

Then there is Juke in the sixth attic cell. I bought him at Red Rick's on another shopping trip and he is a story worth telling. It's just not written yet. But it's going to be amazing. 

If I were going to permit Zayn to service other Dommes, I had to be sure he could do an outstanding job with them but I would never let him show them everything he could do. Some of his skills are reserved for me. I brought back the old man, the name he gave himself, to teach Zayn how to serve my friends proficiently but to hold back certain of his abilities. I watched his daily sessions with the old man on my monitor to keep an eye on his development.

I summoned Zayn at least twice a week to confirm he never withheld anything from me. When I sent him back to his cell right before the sun rose, I was confident he held nothing back.

Arranging My Cop’s time off was another agenda item that required finesse. Airports have security cameras and it was important that his cover story held true. Although the auction was in a rural area outside Memphis, TSA is TSA. Once he showed his ID, it was certain to flag so he needed to file his flight plan and mission. I had him meet with my clever attorney to set up a credible plan that wouldn’t prompt a lot of scrutiny. It’s why I hire lawyers who are creative as well as astute. I got my money’s worth with this one.

The Mississippi River creates Memphis’s western border. Fishing, boating, river cruises and camping filled his week’s plausible plan. Camping? Roughing it for me is a Holiday Inn with only black and white TV but the adventures meshed with My Cop’s prior, albeit mostly fictitious, getaways. They made reservations and rented equipment that one of my boys would love to use. Or hate. I didn’t care how he felt about three days in the outdoors. Wearing a cock cage.

They also arranged a potential side trip to a pharmaceutical factory to check how they were manufacturing the gels for a scientific study I was sponsoring. As I said, I hire crafty lawyers.

All of these tasks had to be wrapped up well before we landed in Memphis. I kept lists on a whiteboard in my office and had to check that my personal girl completed each of her tasks. Given everything that had to be done, the last thing I had time for was to look over her work to be sure it was acceptable. Nothing less than perfect satisfies me, especially travel arrangements. It was a struggle deciding whether to keep her or put her up for sale at the auction. It takes a long while and a lot of effort to train a new female and I wasn’t sure I felt like taking on that job so soon. I had Audra less than a year and schooling a new one was an enormous undertaking. One that only I could do.

One night after I welted My Cop’s ass with my new custom-crafted single-tail, he curled up in his little bed on the floor next to mine and asked if he could speak. I hung my arm over the side of the bed and rubbed his red-streaked asscheeks, my way of granting permission.

He had a simple question. “Does Audra make you happy?”

It takes a heavy dose of insight to render me speechless and I had no quick answer. Some things she did pleased me but others were a downright pain. She had big enough breasts, the kind I’m partial to, but her follow-through was mediocre. Her layers of jiggling body fat fit another check box on my list for a personal female. I like the big girls because no one ever wants to buy them, so they’re fiercely loyal to me. But she was missing the ability to pick up on my nuances and she seemed terrified to do things I hadn’t specifically ordered but tasks that needed to be done. It was a conundrum.

“In some ways,” I said.

He took my hand off his asscheeks and slid it between his legs to his scrotum where my initial, a big A, was permanently branded.

“You deserve all ways,” he said.

I traced the big A on his sac and listened to him moan. There was nothing else he needed to say because that moan said it all.

I decided right then to sell Audra and buy a better one. I grabbed his testicles, my kind of thank-you for his helpful input, and he groaned that special sound he makes only for me. Loudly. That’s another reason he’s My Cop.

The auction was a once-in-a-lifetime long weekend for most of the Dommes who attended. For me, it was a well-earned respite from all the preparation I had to do simply to get there.

Read on to see what I bought and who I sold, the mind-boggling bullfight, how Zayn’s talents became a Domme-network legend and the side trip we made to my leather guy’s studio and what I had him create.

Get ready for a couple of surprises, like what happened at the slave talent show, what my new gels can do and where the next auction will be held. In only two years.


Domme Training


Chapter 1

Dommes in Limousines

TRAINING IS MY SPECIALTY and my stable is known across the globe for how close to perfect my property is when I am done training them. Complete obedience, my expertise and their practice are the three areas my stable, including my females, must learn. Training never ends. I saw no reason to change my tried-and-true method just because the students this time were Dommes who were attending their first auction.

Three arrived on commercial flights and two flew on private planes that landed at a small airport two hours driving time from my world. The important thing was that they arrived at the time I specified. I sent two limos to bring them to Amityworld and was clear as to exactly what time they would be picked up. If they were late, they could arrange their own flights home. They had no idea where Amityworld was exactly, so there would be no ride shares delivering latecomers.

My limos are equipped with almost opaque window shades. I am careful about my privacy.

There were plenty of snacks and drinks for the two-hour ride and a list of instructions for the girls to follow. Like I said, obedience comes first in my method, no matter who or what I’m training.

My boys learn better and faster when they are treated as equals, that is, I assume all the new ones are utterly unaware of how my slaves behave. It doesn’t matter if I buy them from households where they were trained to satisfy those owners. The only thing that matters is they conform to my rules. Satisfactory does not exist in my vocabulary or in my rules.

The same holds true for new Dommes. I want them to feel they are on equal footing with each other, a difficult chore with so many dominant women who think they’re better than each other.

I foster uniformity with three Domme essentials: clothes, food and words. New slaves are run across the grounds naked to Intake where they are processed, inspected and assigned to their jobs after completing the two-week Intake process. New Dommes undergo a similar routine with certain alterations.

The first instruction they were given when they were in the limo was to take off the outfits they had on after most likely spending hours deciding what to wear. I had jumpsuits for them under the seats that they were going to put on. Dressing in identical jumpsuits forces everyone I admit to my world to adhere to my guidelines. Stripping together and donning unfashionable jumpsuits was their first lesson in creating uniformity and equality among them. Too often, Dommes bring their airs of superiority into our get-togethers and that was the first thing I wanted to eliminate in these new girls.

As I expected, they bristled at the instruction. They were Dommes! Stripping naked and having to dress in a plain jumpsuit was unimaginable. But they were desperate to be invited to the Memphis auction and kept their eyes on the prize. They would never be issued auction tickets unless I certified they knew how to behave.

They stripped reluctantly, snapped the jumpsuits up the front and laced plain white Keds on their feet. I watched them on my monitor. It took seven minutes for the first car to start disrobing but almost twenty in the second. That told me there was a ringleader in second car and she became my focus during their two-day stay.

Once they were dressed, my first lesson  obedience  was done. They got their second lesson an hour into the drive.

There is a huge difference between expertise and dominance. You can be a dominant and lack crucial skills. Those are the worst Dommes and we never include them in our events. The girls in the two limos driving down the highway and back roads had to learn that even if they lived on estates and owned stables, there was always something they could learn that would increase their skills and perhaps help them gain acceptance into our circle. Their first lesson in admitting their level of expertise unfolded in the back seat in a specific sequence.

They were given tablets and a survey to complete. The questions were worded to provide the kind of information I wanted. For instance, one question asked them to rate their proficiency on typical tools Dommes use, like short whips, humblers, cock cages and the like. As they went down the list, more esoteric tools appeared. Those included electric sounds, punishment or training furniture and ball stretchers with spikes and other exotic accoutrements. The last section was about drugs (a no-no in my world), herbs and topical treatments. Like my gels.

They tapped through the first section of checkboxes on the tablets quickly. They slowed down when they saw items they had rarely used and a few they had never heard of. My purpose? To see if they were honest or if they lied to impress the others in the car. Or worse, me.

The girls with the most potential would be the ones who answered truthfully and didn’t spend time deciding whether or not to lie. The smart ones figured if they said they were “adept” with a certain tool, I planned to have them demonstrate their talent in front of the others. They answered honestly. It was a good thing, too, because that’s exactly what I would have them do.

When the limos pulled into the transport garage, a plain concrete building with a single door on the side that opens to the path leading to the Intake building, they were told to follow one of my girls through that door. To their disbelief, she started jogging down the slaveway and if they were going to be admitted into Amityworld, they had to run behind her. That’s one reason I made them wear Keds. It would have been funnier if I made them run in stilettos.

Obedience, expertise and practice. Two of the three tracks of their training had already started and would be incorporated into the third.

Domme training class was ready to start.


Chapter 2

Intake

THE DOMMES’ ABBREVIATED Intake was an important step in how they would learn to behave at auction. They most likely expected to be admitted through the front door and served tea. That’s not how anyone is welcomed into my world the first time, especially if I don’t trust you. Yet. I vet my guests before they arrive and again after I get an up-close look at them.

I had my girl leave them alone in the Intake building’s anteroom and tell them, “Ms. Amity said to wait here.” That let me see and hear how they interacted when they believed they were alone. The second car’s ringleader, the one who took too long to decide if she was going to strip and put on the jumpsuit, was in my sights. I’m rarely wrong about egotistic personalities that might disrupt my goals. I wasn’t wrong this time, either.

The Pet Shoppe owners, Annalise and Maeve, initially sent eight names, five of which passed My Cop’s background checks. I read the tags sewn on their jumpsuits to match faces to those names. They went by Larisa, Odette, Avalon, Kiera and Sarai and all had purchased dogs so they had to visit at the Shoppe for in-person training from Annalise in how to handle their new pets. Annalise and I chatted about the five of them so I had a good idea of their strengths and flaws. We don’t tolerate flaws at auctions. They’re distracting.

Last year, Larisa and Odette put in orders for the same dog and that presented Maeve with a dilemma. The Shoppe was new back then and she couldn’t afford a bad review if a Domme didn’t get the pet dog she wanted or worse, if her pick was sold to someone else. What Maeve said was that Larisa got her first choice but her second choice went to Odette. That was a brilliant way for Maeve to handle the sticky situation. Both Larisa and Odette felt respected and each got one they chose and better, they each got one that the other gal wanted.

Avalon wanted a fairly rare breed, a Vizsla. Kiera was shopping for protection and wanted to buy the Thai Ridgeback and the Black Lab. That left Sarai who ordered a smaller dog to fit in her city living. One of them was the ringleader I intended to uncover.

The gals chatted in the anteroom, mostly about their surprise that they were actually wearing unflattering jumpsuits and were left unattended in a plain room. There were no chairs on purpose and lunch was ready in the dining room, but I wanted to make sure they followed my rules while my girls were crunching their survey responses so I could see what they claimed to be their areas of expertise. After lunch, they would prove to me — and to each other — if their surveys told the truth. Or if they were liars.

Word of advice: never, ever lie to me.

After they stewed unattended for 20 minutes, I had my girl open the door but not tell them what to do. They hadn’t been given instructions since the girl relayed my message to them that Ms. Amity told them to wait in the small room. If I had given that order to a slave, he would never move from that space until I told him to. With Dommes, however, you don’t expect that level of obedience. Not at first. I waited to see if one of them would expose herself as the ringleader. Although I already knew who it was, I let trainees of any type reveal themselves. Outing themselves is easier for me and more effective when I’m schooling novices.

Less than two minutes later, Avalon confirmed my suspicion when she asked Larisa what she thought they ought to do.

“I’m not happy at all being left alone in this little room,” Larisa said. “In fact, I’m appalled with this ridiculous outfit, too.”

Avalon tried a small grin to calm Larisa’s increasingly loud complaints. “You have to admit we couldn’t have run in our heels,” she said.

That’s when Larisa showed her true colors.

“Run? RUN? We had to RUN to get to this dingy little space. What in the hell could Amity be thinking?”

Kiera, the Domme who bought two pet dogs for protection, won the conversation. “We were told to call her Ms. Amity,” she explained to the fidgeting Larisa. “Personally, I have a lot of respect for her. She’s got a huge reputation. No one disparages her.”

Odette and Sarai nodded in agreement. Larisa was having none of it.

“This whole training thing is a waste of my time. I have more important things to do. There are half-a-dozen slaves I have rented to important clients that need my supervision. I had to upend my schedule to be here. I will not tolerate this kind of disrespect.”

That’s when I knew that Larisa might be invited to the auction but would be under the Memphis Dommes’ microscope. She had no idea she was at the very bottom of our circle’s pecking order. It takes years of successful history to be admitted and auction is often a Domme’s first step. Before we invite them, we want to know that a new Domme will react appropriately to a barn full of slaves for sale. We have to be assured they will interact properly with the regulars. We simply don’t stand for affectation or a false sense of self-importance. This wasn’t the first time I was going to teach an upstart Domme her place and it wouldn’t be the last. I was hungry. Lunch was ready. It was time to move ahead with their training.

One of my girls stuck her head in the door and said, “Follow me.” She was instructed not to say ‘please.’

The five women walked behind her. Unsurprisingly, Larisa was first in the line.




-=o=-




It doesn’t matter who I’m training or how inflated their egos are. The third pillar of my training is practice and that takes hard, repetitive work. I push my slaves beyond their limits so they learn how much they are actually capable of accomplishing. It’s a process. Physically overworking a new slave on the first day is counterproductive and produces a less-than-desirable outcome. Psychological training is what I prefer and it starts on day one. I want to see new slaves under my magnifying glass to make sure my purchases are up to the tasks I bought them to do. The first stop for every boy or girl I buy is a thorough medical checkup. It provides the opportunity for newcomers to interact with my medical slaves, mainly with the doctor I bought in Sweden.

Emma is a very good physician I bought as a wannabee female. Now that she has transitioned, she is a full-fledged female who works tirelessly for every perk I dangle in front of her. Her favorites are dressing and makeup. She’s very good at both. Her daily wardrobe is the carrot I hold in front of her every morning after the slaves finish their exercises and are cleaned inside and out.

My girl led the five Dommes into the exam room for routine blood pressure and heart rate checks. She told each to sit on an exam table and the doctor would be with them shortly.

“Doctor?” Larisa asked. “Why the hell do I need to be examined by a doctor?”

Odette shook her head while the others stared at their Keds.

“Because Ms. Amity said so,” my girl said.

She left them alone to stew over why I insisted they were going to be seen by my doctor. The ever-vigilant Kierra said, “I think we’re going to throw some whips and maybe flog some of Ms. Amity’s slaves. I bet she wants to make sure we’re up to it.”

Larisa snorted. The doctor walked — or rather pranced — in.

Faces tell me much more than words. Four of the guests smiled when they saw her. One had a stern frown plastered across her face.

My doctor does not chat with her patients. She knows what to do. Their blood pressure and heart rates were deemed normal, although Larisa’s was a tad high. The next step combined several of my agenda items for their training. Emma told them stand along the wall and form a line.

The stethoscope around Emma’s neck was pink.

Unsnapping a jumpsuit is easy. It’s one reason I put that outfit on all new trainees, including first-time upper-class male guests I invite to my Parlors. Thin jumpsuits create a fragile layer between them and my world. It has to be effortless to take off, no matter who is doing the unsnapping.

Emma has unsnapped jumpsuits for more than a year so Kiera’s jumpsuit flapped open quickly. The stethoscope found its target and she inhaled when told to “take a deep breath.” Odette was next, then Avalon and Sarai. So far, they were all healthy enough to throw a whip.

Larisa was last on purpose. I could see her struggling with having her chest exposed on my order. When Emma reached for the first snap, it was decision time. Larisa knew what the result would be if she balked. Her craving to be one of the Dommes in our top-notch circle ran deep. She was seconds away from either being served lunch in my dining room or sitting in the backseat of a small car while she was driven to the airport. It was entirely up to her.

Submission — and a heaping spoonful of greed — won.

After the medical checkup, my girl led them to the dressing room where the clothes they wore on their flights waited for them. Five jumpsuits’ snaps were ripped apart and they redressed. A short walk to the main house deposited them in my dining room.

I let the five Dommes sit by themselves for a few minutes before I joined them. After greeting them, I had luncheon served. It was delicious.


Chapter 3

The Training Building

AFTER LUNCH, THE GIRLS were golf-carted to the training area, an out-building I had remodeled into a full-featured space where I break and train new slaves. All my tools are handy on shelves, racks and hooks. Some of my custom single-tails are kept there in temperature-controlled cases. I can work on a dozen slaves at a time and suspend them, lock them in cages along the wall or secure them on benches. Whatever I feel like that day.

I keep a big supply of injectors there, the soft-tipped hypodermics that infuse my special gels into slaves’ asses. They’re enormously helpful for reluctant slaves and especially useful when I take one to a deeper level of submission. Injectors are multipurpose. When a boy in my stable needs a lesson, I have the gel to teach it.

The black gel was so remarkable that when I branded my exclusives, one of them begged me to do it again with the sizzling iron.

I gave the girls 30 minutes to look around. They were given a simple instruction, not to touch anything until I arrived. Did they know that every square foot of my world is monitored by cameras and microphones? I expect guests to comport themselves within my rules but I verify their behavior. That’s why it’s Amityworld.

There were three sessions planned for the afternoon to acclimate my visitors to proper auction manners and what is expected of them. They also had to know what we prohibit at auctions, actions that can get you banned. After I had my personal girl dress me in my leathers, I was driven to the training building and stood in the doorway to watch. It’s a very big space. They were so intrigued with the tools and furnishings that they didn’t notice I was observing.

Watching them on cameras is valuable. Seeing them in real life is better.

Two were walking the main room’s perimeter and ogling the crops and percussion tools that filled the wall racks. One was fascinated by the wall cages that held one boy each with cutouts for genitals that might need special attention. Kiera was captivated by what I call the trinkets, smaller tools used for ball stretching, nipple clamping and sessions that call for spikes. Larisa was by herself in the middle of the room, engrossed by my custom benches and electronic furniture.

They seemed well-behaved. Not one of them touched any of the plethora of tools or equipment. Until Larisa couldn’t help herself and fondled the headrest of a branding bench. If one of them was going to break my rule, it was predictable that it’d be Larisa. Four of the visitors were easily trainable. Larisa needed an extra lesson. Or two.

I have never failed to train a newcomer, whether it’s an in-house slave, a special guest or a Domme-in-training. I estimated it would take less than two hours to make Larisa fall in line. I’m a pretty good guesser about these things.

“Those are handmade cock cages,” I called across the room. Five heads turned toward the doorway where I was standing. A few jaws dropped, probably surprised at my outfit. I do my best work when I’m in my leathers.

“These are beautiful. I’ve never seen a collection like this,” Kiera said.

“Years of experience. Plus my developers on the west coast.” Dropping hints is my specialty. It captures attention. They wanted to know more about the left-coasters but I keep certain details to myself. Besides, I rarely offer. They have to ask.

Odette and Sarai were examining the wall cages, obviously afraid to touch the electronic locks. They were going to be easy to train. So was Avalon. Kiera had to be taught in stages. I recognized the fear lingering under her attempt to look cool and confident. Something happened to her but I didn’t know what it was. Not yet. When I forced it into the open, she’d be on her way to conquering it, whatever it was. Kiera earned some private instructional time with me.

“Let’s get started,” I said. “Stand under the suspension rings.”

The girls reluctantly gave up their tools and toys envy to form a line beneath the ceiling bar. They made an unusual group of women dressed in outfits they thought made them look like dominants. I wondered how much they paid for those outlandish getups. When women understand that it is not the clothes, not the bustier, not the stockings, not the stilettos that make a Domme, they learn how to be comfortable in their own skin. My word for that big step is simple. Authenticity.

When a Domme is authentic, it doesn’t matter what she wears. Her power comes from inside her. She has to grab hold of and own her power before we would consider admitting her into our circle. That was my goal today. To turn these five wannabees into authentic Dommes.

The first auction rule they had to learn was so basic, it still surprises me that so many get it wrong.

Pain must have a purpose.

When I train slaves, and training them never stops no matter how long I own them, they will suffer from pain that I inflict. Male slaves learn better and faster when their lesson is amplified by pain or when they are afraid pain is looming in their future. Either way, pain is instructive. It teaches and reinforces my rules. When they complete Intake, they report the same understanding to the Intake staff. It always sounds something like this.

“I learn better and remember longer when Ms. Amity corrects me.”

My boys know the difference between correction and punishment. Both occupy a substantial portion of their lives in my stable. If one steps out of line, correction is immediate and severe. That’s one reason I get high bids for my slaves at auctions. They are expertly trained and perform impeccably when the dread of correction — pain — fills their thoughts.

Then there is punishment. I do not have to punish my own slaves often because they are obedient but my friends commonly send me their miscreants that refuse to fit into their households. I am well known for reforming even the worst slaves and then have Red Rick ship them back to their owners. The calls I get after a rehabilitated slave is uncrated are always effusive and grateful.

Males who do not fit into a stable or who refuse to submit to their owners make up a sizable percentage of my punishment sessions. Like I said, I have never failed to break a slave. That’s where the first rule comes in. Oh, they get pain. Incessant pain. The longest it has ever taken me to completely break a slave sent on commission was two days and when I was done, the boy was so happy to be shipped back to his owner that she told me later she got a huge price when she sold him. That’s another reason I use pain to teach slaves how to obey. It’s expensive to feed and house a stable. You have to sell boys from time-to-time for your bottom line.

But these five didn’t know the rule that pain must have a purpose. I heard from others who knew them that some of them bragged about their whipping sessions and cock torture toys. They are toys when you use them for fun. They are tools when your purpose is to improve behavior. These gals had to learn the difference.

Pre-sales are held the first morning of most auctions. Buyers can see what is for sale and depending on their needs, they’re welcome to try out the merchandise before bidding. Maybe you want to hear how loud they scream when you cane asses or clamp nipples. Sure, that’s pain, but it has a purpose. Even trivial purposes help you make buying decisions.

But you never, ever perpetrate pain on for-sale slaves just for the heck of it. That is so out of line it will get you thrown out in minutes. More importantly, there is no reason to do that if it’s not part of a more intense inspection of a slave on the block.

An unfortunate example happened a while ago at the Atlanta auction. One Domme used an electric prod set on high on a slave’s ass and without warning, ravaged his testicles, cock, thighs, his entire body without letup. We all heard the tumult and stopped our examinations to see what the heck was going on. It was not a pretty scene and we were outraged, just not as fuming angry as the auction hostess. Madison marched over to the fracas, snatched the prod out of her hands, laid it against her knee and snapped it in half. She had one word for that Domme.

“OUT!” she yelled.

Two auction slaves took her by the arms and led her out of pre-sales. I heard they escorted her to her room, packed her belongings and arranged for her ride to the airport. I have never spoken to that Domme again after that deplorable episode. That was the rule the five girls in my training building were about to learn.

I was going to teach it to them right now.


Chapter 4

Wall Cages

FIVE SLAVES FROM MY STABLE were delivered to the training building to be props for my next lesson. I had Jack, my stable manager, bring the ones I was contemplating putting on sale in Memphis. They were well trained, had a variety of sought-after skills and one of them was being trained for the bullfight. None knew they were on my list. There is no reason to tell a slave what his future holds. It creates uneasiness and I do not tolerate angst in the stable. It’s disruptive.

I had a girl lock them in wall cages, flat barred cells only 12 inches deep that compact their contents tightly. Round cutouts in the front make it convenient to pull their organs through. Separating slaves from their genitals fuses their focus. They wonder if their balls will still be attached when I open the cage doors. My newest alteration to the wall cages is a rotating bar that lets me pull the cages away from the wall if I’m interested in their backsides. A talented welder cut a round opening on the back for that possibility.

I use the back circle to practice my aim.

“These are five well-trained slaves. Imagine that I may sell them at the upcoming auction,” I said. “You tell me how much you would pay for them. This is how a typical auction works. You have to know how much you are willing to pay so you make cost-effective decisions about what to buy. Their summaries are attached to the bars. Read them and set your price.”

As I expected, Larisa was the first to approach the cages. The other four followed her. She read the first summary and asked, “Can I touch him?” At least she looked at me for approval.

Her question was telling. She didn’t ask if they could touch him. Or if they could touch them. No, it was all about her and one caged slave. Larisa was about to learn a lot more about auction rules.

“You may touch him,” I said. I was specific with my pronouns.

She didn’t waste time. Larisa ran her arms through the bars, lifted his chin, squeezed his nipples and raked her nails down his belly. When she neared his genitals, the ones imprisoned in the same cock cage all my boys wear, she looked at me for permission to do more than touch. Her problem was the part she wanted to inspect was locked in an impenetrable fortress that opened with only two keys. She was staring at the electronic one attached to my belt.

“I don’t see how I can come up with a price I’m willing to pay until I see how this part works,” she said, pointing to his cock cage. “Or even if it works.”

That wasn’t a question. It was a statement and an uninformed one at that. Pricing depends on the whole boy, his skills and talents, what he can do for your business and how he fits into your stable. Cocks are important, of course, but they’re not the primary pricing consideration.

Besides, the cock in the cage was soft.

Before I even think about buying a slave, I want to see if he is reactive to me before I bother touching any part of him. That’s a skill I taught Annalise and Maeve before they began their cross-country Pet Shoppe dog-buying trip. It worked well for them.

When I saw her raise her hand and target his cage, it became a teachable moment. Her moment to be schooled.

“Don’t you dare!” I said.

The girls’ heads snapped toward me and four mouths hung open. Not Larisa’s. Her face told me my warning got through and her hand stopped in midair. The other girls sensibly backed away from what they feared was a brewing confrontation. Lessons do not always have to be hostile to teach proper behavior. I opted for that method. This time.

“Here!” I said and pointed to the floor in front of me. Four of the girls walked quickly to that spot. Even though Larisa took more time than she needed, I let it go. This time.

“Listen and learn. Whether you are at an auction or inspecting males in a private sale, you never ever inflict pain without a purpose. It’s stupid and pointless. It serves no one and produces nothing. We do NOT tolerate cavalier pain.” I took a breath before adding, “That behavior will get you escorted out of an auction and sent home. Worse, it scars your reputation permanently and none of us will buy from you again. We will think twice — three times — before we sell anything to you if that’s how you treat your slaves.”

Heads nodded. Larisa stared at her feet while the other girls looked at her with disdain. She earned it. She deserved it.

Odette asked, “Ms. Amity, will you show us how to inspect a boy that we’re interested in buying properly?”

Odette goes through a lot of boys in her Chicago-area Castle where she rents space to her private clients, many of whom implore her regularly to make their forced male-on-male fetishes come true. She stocks slaves with the talents that feed her clients’ kinks. It was unsurprisingly a profitable business model. Most men have unfulfilled dreams of being forced and the gender doesn’t always matter. Odette had a lot of potential and I was heartened to hear her ask politely.

We spent the next hour learning how to examine my demo slaves.

Although I have a process to inspect potential purchases, auctions require different methods. Normally, the first part of a possible acquisition is whether the boy is reactive. To me. I don’t need sex-challenged freeloaders in my stable. If they respond to me — if the cock stands up when I approach — then I may be interested. If it is soft as a sponge, I walk away.

Pre-sales barns are busy, often disorderly spaces. Lots of buyers, lots of stock, lots of noise, lots of chaos. Reactivity isn’t often visible in those situations, so I adjust my inspection routine. Besides, I almost never teach untrained Dommes all my methods. They are not ready to understand why I do what I do. Moreover, they need to come up with their own best practices. Like I said, it takes trial and error to achieve success.

These five fledgling Dommes needed to develop their personal systems for auction assessments.

“Let’s get started,” I said. “When you go to auction, you must have a list of what you want. What is essential for your business or household? Do you want financial skills? Are you remodeling and need construction proficiency? Did you sell a personal boy and want one who knows hair and makeup? Before you board the plane, you should have an itemized list of what you want and need. Otherwise, you will waste your time and throw away money.”

That got their attention.

“Questions?”

Sarai went first. “That’s a good point. I bought a pet dog, a big one, from Maeve and Annalise. It turned out that he also knew how to garden and grow food. He used to live on a farm. I save a lot of money feeding my boys now. All I was looking for was a big dog but his other skills? Well, I got lucky.”

“Luck doesn’t pay the bills,” Avalon said. “I bought a boy online and got screwed. Oh, he looked good enough and his cock measured eight-and-a-half inches hard, so I assumed he was a good package. Turns out that was all he had. A long cock. He’s useless and I’m out a bunch of cash.”

I wanted to hear from Kiera. Something was troubling her. I read faces and body language very well, so it was apparent that she was hurting from either a bad slave experience or something more complicated. Or both. I let it go for now but kept my eye on her.

“There are five boys in cages along the wall,” I said. “Inspect each one and tell me how much you are willing to pay for it. Their summaries are on the cage doors and you can touch any part you want. You have to justify to me why you chose that amount. Get started.”

Four of them rushed to the cages. Kiera held back. She had something to say, but only to me.

“Tell me,” I said.

“How did you know?” she asked and then launched into her story. “I bought two boys last year. It was stupid and I paid way too much for them. The seller sent summaries and I watched their videos. They seemed like they would be decent rentables and I needed the income.”

I nodded. It wasn’t the first time I had heard this story, buying online from a disreputable seller. It was what happened next that mattered.

“Tell me the rest,” I said.

“When they were delivered, I knew something was wrong. They were mouthy. They talked back. Neither one would ever fit in my small stable. But the worst thing? The talents I thought I was buying, what my clients wanted to rent, they didn’t have them. In fact, they flat-out told me they wouldn’t do that.”

I almost felt sorry for her. Almost. It was as much the seller’s fault as hers. There’s a tried-and-true system for selling or buying on video. Every purchase must come with a trial period and can be returned with payment refunded if they were falsely advertised. No seller wants a returned slave, so trusted sellers are careful about their sales. Too many returns ruin your reputation and none of us will buy from those sellers again. Word travels fast in my circle.

The other side of the problem was Kiera. She actually bought goods from a seller she hadn’t met. Worse, there was no return clause. She totally bought into what were probably highly-edited videos. But there was something else going on — I was sure I knew some of the ugly details — but she had to tell me herself. Kiera needed the right prompt.

“Which one of them touched you?” I tried to hide my disgust over a slave who would dare touch his owner.

“How did you know?” she asked.

Her eyes were moist. The last thing I wanted was a weeping Domme in my training area so I took her by the arm and headed to my smaller office in the training building. One of my girls kept an eye on the four who were going to town fingering the caged slaves.

I had her sit on the low chair, the one I use to create a feeling of physical submission. Clients and even Domme guests are in an immediate subservient position when they sit on it. They have to look up at me. Little things like that matter.

“Tell me what happened.”

Kiera went through the abysmal story. I let her talk through her sobs.

“One of them, the bigger one, right there in my garage, reached his hand out toward me. I must have frozen. I didn’t back away, I knew better than to do that. I just stood there.”

I handed her a tissue.

“And then … then he touched my chest.”

Had that been a boy in my transport garage who tried that, he would be attached to a punishment bench with a bleeding ass after my single-tail turned it into raw meat. But I have my dog, Aussie, my staff of girls trained to deal with disobedient boys, plus My Cop. Kiera was young and new. All she had was herself.

“Ms. Amity, I didn’t know what to do. I feel like a fool.”

I gave her a second tissue. She needed it.

“Have a good cry,” I said. “You deserve it. When you’re done, go back and inspect the caged boys. When we’re finished here, you and I will have some private tutoring.”

“Oh, that’s too generous of your time. I can’t ask you to do that.”

“You didn’t ask. And it’s not up for debate. Go inspect the boy. Set your price and have your justification ready.”

Kiera struggled her way out of the low chair to keep a shred of dignity and returned to the training area. Her steps were more confident this time.

When I was done with her, she’d stride like a real Domme. In stilettos.


Chapter 5

Inspecting Merchandise

THE CAGED SLAVES were being examined top to bottom by five Dommes’ enthusiastic hands. I unlocked the cage doors with my remote control so the “buyers” could bend the boys over and spread their arms and legs to get a full picture of what they were getting for their money. My next lesson would show them that a boy’s physical body is only part of what you purchase. There is a lot more to assess before handing over cash.

All vendors at our auctions are vetted and trusted. They aren’t there to take advantage of buyers, although they want a tidy profit. Putting a boy on the block that you spent time turning into a decent slave means you are selling not only the boy, but also the time and expense you invested in him. Breaking even is never a seller’s first choice unless they are dumping an unusable financial leech. In that case, breaking even is the best you can hope for.

“Inside,” I said and the five demo boys returned to the cages. The doors locked electronically and I was done with them for now. When they are caged, they’re safe and don’t need any attention. My focus was on the girls.

“Tap the price you think is fair on your tablet for the boy you evaluated. One price, a whole number, in US dollars.”

When they settled on their prices, I chose Odette to go first.

“How much?” I asked.

She turned her tablet toward me and I read the number. It was all I could do not to smile. “How many do you own now?”

“Five.” She seemed very proud of that rather small number.

“How many are outside workers? How many are assigned to the kitchen? How many have skills that earn a profit?

The other four girls were relieved they weren’t the one on the spot. The answers to my questions are ones every Domme with a stable has to have at her fingertips. Running a household is not purely issuing orders to naked slaves 24/7. You have to keep an eye on the bigger picture. A basic slave should add enough work product equal to at least the cost of his upkeep. A good one clears more than that. A great one pays for himself and nets enough to house and feed at least two other slaves you need but are not easily rented. When you’re investing significant cash in a slave, you must know his earning potential.

I was sure she never considered any of that.

“I don’t have them assigned to jobs every day,” she said. “I use them as I need them.”

“The boy you inspected, what are his skills that you need?” I tapped my foot waiting for her to answer.

“Um … well … I think he’s good with a computer.” None of the other girls bought that answer. Even Odette didn’t believe what she said. I read it all over her face.

“And you would pay that much for a boy with unknown skills and no specific way he can earn his keep?” I tried hard not to smirk at her discomfort.

“No, Ms. Amity. I’d like to rethink my price. Please.”

Two of her words told me everything I needed to know. She started with ‘Ms. Amity’ and ended with ‘please.’ I owned her, she knew it and I was done with her. For now.

“You,” I pointed at Sarai, “what’s your price?”

It went the same way with Sarai, Avalon and Kiera. They didn’t have enough critical facts about the boys but had prices in mind based on only a physical inspection. Then it was Larisa’s turn.

I looked at her tablet and then at her smug face. Her price was lower than the other four. A lot lower. I had her explain her reasoning.

“First, the cock is fairly small and the boy isn’t in great physical shape, so I can’t use him for big jobs. His summary says ‘good kitchen skills’ and that he had been owned by an Asian-Pacific diplomat. He’s not very rentable except for a very small slice of clients. He’s not worth more than what I offered.” Larisa was satisfied with her answer. And much more with herself.

It was time to tell her how little she knew.

“I bought him at the auction in Sweden. For three times your offer. He manages my kitchen and food budget and has never outspent what I allocate. For a year, he’s prepared every meal served in Amityworld and taught outdoor slaves to grow much of what they eat in my garden. My overall food budget has decreased by 12% and the stable is well-fed, healthy and never constipated.”

I watched the haughtiness drain from her face. When she looked properly chastised, I asked my final question of this lesson.

“Why didn’t you know that?”

An hour later, the girls knew how to inspect merchandise at auctions. They learned different ways to read the summaries and what questions to ask sellers. They knew how to get satisfactory answers before they bothered to feel bodies or measure cocks. The primary rule at auction is the boy must match a need on your list first. Buyers should not waste limited pre-sales time on ones they don’t truly need.

If they are in the market for rentables to satisfy clients, then by all means, make sure the cock works and the boy has expertise in the fetishes your clients admit they want to make real. Multiply rental fees by the credible number of times per week or full weekends you can rent him to calculate his income potential. Does that match what it costs to keep him? Is so, then figure out what else the boy can do to earn more than that, especially if he’s idle. Slaves should never be inactive except when they’re sleeping. And even that time can be used for overnight anal stretchers.

Now the girls knew that buying stock at auctions means they have to do their homework. The next lesson covered how to conduct a proper physical inspection. Amity style.
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There’s no reason to start an inspection at the top. Heads don’t matter much. You can cover a disagreeable face with a mask. Hair? Not an issue. Mine are hairless. That removes any chance they will care about their looks or develop egos that interfere with the rest of the stable’s functioning. Bald heads cut down on the time it takes to clean them in the morning and you would be surprised how many of my renters get excited by smooth heads and skin. My stable is kept busy every day and most nights. It is a waste of time having to shave them when my girl gets a last-minute request for a bald rental.

There is only one exclusive — My Cop — that is allowed to keep his head hair. I like it that way.

So where do you look first — after you’ve read the summary, asked the seller specific questions and matched all of that to your needs — when you’re looking at dozens of slaves for sale?

Auctions can be bedlam. There are a lot of buyers and a mass of items for sale. The first thing I do is walk up and down the aisles to get an overall look. Slaves come in sizes and colors as well as degrees of fitness, agility and experience. After seeing what they look like, I review the ones that match my needs. Sometimes I take My Cop with me to auctions. His task on the plane is to review the online merchandise and suggest which I might want to consider. He is an excellent summary reader and catches little things that require deeper background checks. These girls didn’t have a trusted exclusive, let alone three like I keep, so that work fell on themselves.

We talked about background research beyond what sellers include in the summaries. I encouraged them to use a paid service with a good reputation for privacy and a fast turnaround time. Free websites are worth what they charge. Nothing.

I had them imagine being in a busy pre-sales area, greeting old friends, being introduced to new ones, interrupted by auction slaves to see if they wanted any tools and most of all, an aura of controlled chaos. To replicate that, I had my girls bring a half-dozen more boys to put in cages and talk amongst themselves while my girls mingled throughout the building. They were tasked with showing interest in the same boy that one of the guest Dommes was inspecting. Two pretended to be sellers.

If a real auction is confusing commotion, I turned my training area into bedlam. My girls talked loudly. They whacked asses to simulate auction noise. Several intruded on the guest Dommes when they were assessing the demos. When Odette tried to ask a seller about a specific skill, I made sure one of my ‘buyers’ interjected herself into the conversation. Odette looked to me for help. I smiled.

Avalon’s inspection was disturbed by one of my pretend buyers trying to buy the boy outright, before bidding started. But she haggled with the fake seller and that led to a long and loud exchange. Avalon walked away to look at a different boy. Sarai fared no better. When she tried to bend a boy over, a buyer said, “No, I want to measure the cock first.” Sarai let her take over.

I gave them 30 minutes of frustrated shopping before I stopped the lesson to review what happened. I had my girls remove all the boys except the five original demos and sent them all back to work. Once the guest Dommes were sitting on the floor, I walked in front of them to make my point.

My training method always puts the learners physically lower than me. You’d be surprised how well that works.

“You have to hold your own at auction,” I said. “Never walk away. Never let another Domme pilfer a boy you are interested in. Prices are prices. There is little negotiating in pre-sales and almost no discounts. Getting a lower price is the chance you take in bidding.”

They all nodded, including Larisa. Maybe there was hope for her.

“Learn to block out extraneous noise. Focus on what you came for — to buy boys you need that positively impact your bottom line. Don’t let an aggressive Domme overpower you.”

They had lots of questions. Sarai went first.

“Ms. Amity, when I wanted to inspect an ass, your girl said no, that she wanted to measure its cock first. What should I have done?”

“Come here,” I said. Sarai struggled to her feet and stood next to me. “Boy!” I called across the big room and pointed at one of the demo boys. He ran over and knelt at my feet.

There’s always a short cane on my belt when I’m wearing my leathers. One whack to his balls brought him to his feet. I was pleased he stifled his grunt.

“Interrupt me,” I told Sarai.

I inspected the boy’s front with my cane, had him spread his legs with taps between his thighs and instructed him to bend over with two quick raps on his ass. My secondary goal? To show them that you do not always need to touch the merchandise with your hands. Obedience to mere taps is sufficient. It also displays the quality of a boy’s training. And his respect for the cane in your hand.

Sarai said, “I want to put a ruler on his cock.”

She sounded like a mouse.

I ignored her and had him pull his cheeks apart. She said it again. “I want to measure his cock.”

There is only one thing a self-confident Domme would say to that, so I did. “When I’m done.”

Sarai backed away. Sometimes new Dommes do not get the point the first time.

“You failed. Do it again.”

We role-played again and this time Sarai used a stronger voice and pulled the boy’s cock up  while I was studying him. “Come back later,” I hissed at her. She backed up one step but stood her ground, waiting for me to finish.

“What did you learn from seeing that?” I asked Odette.

She wriggled to her feet and said, “Ms. Amity, I learned that I should never let anyone take what I want.”

“Exactly,” I said. That’s the key to shopping at an auction.

The afternoon was filled with demonstrations and the five visitors role-played typical auction situations.

Sarai got evasive answers from a seller. Now she knew what any self-respecting buyer should do. She turned her back to the seller and feigned interest in a different boy. When the seller tried to get her interested again in her merchandise, she said she was no longer interested in buying her merchandise.

That’s the thing about well-stocked auctions. There’s always another slave to inspect.

All in all, it was a good afternoon. The best part was they got an education and learned not to inflict pain without a purpose. Authenticity comes from within.

It gushes inside authentic Dommes.


Chapter 6

In the Parlor Building

AFTER A SPLENDID dinner prepared by the chef I bought in Sweden, I sent the girls to the newly remodeled Parlor Building, the one I use for my invitation-only get-togethers. My regular invitee list includes my private clients, a collection of first-time clients or select Dommes. This time, I was hosting five Dommes-in-training. The best way to judge merchandise like they would see at the Memphis auction is hands-on.

I put four boys on the stage. One was face down on a training bench; a second was suspended by his wrists. The third was the upside-down version, hanging from his ankles. The fourth was locked on a cross, nicely spread-eagle. A rolling cabinet held the tools buyers often employ at auctions to inspect stock. The five Dommes I was training had to know which tools to use and when to use them. And where.

After they thanked me for the lovely dinner and conversation, it was time for the next level of their education to begin.

“When you choose a slave you want to buy, he is sent to your private viewing area. That’s where you can touch the merchandise anywhere you want,” I said. “In fact, it’s important to see how a boy reacts to touch. What parts would you explore first?”

Avalon wanted to feel muscles and bellies to make sure the boys were in good shape. Sarai thought that pulling or twisting a cock would elicit a scream and she enjoyed hearing her boys’ loud noises. Odette chipped in her take. It wasn’t surprising. She’s known for her personal kink — nipples. She said she would never buy a boy who didn’t respond loudly when she pinched his chest. Larisa was the only one who insisted on probing asses. Her routine evaluation zeroed in on how big a plug fit in a boy’s ass.

When Larisa was done, I looked at Kiera for her input. She finally said, “Submission. The boy must submit to me. That’s the first thing I have to have.”

Even though she had it backwards, I nodded. There was no reason to embarrass her in front of the other girls. I was saving that for when Kiera and I had a private hour together. We had bigger things to do right now.

“When you attend an auction, the hostess’s auction slaves will run and get whatever tool you want to use. Our events are high quality. All tools are sanitized and lube flows like a river. What you all suggested works well in private sales. But in a group setting like pre-sales, you want to stay inside the guidelines.”

Their faces asked the same question but Sarai said it out loud. "There are rules?"

“Rules are what makes our auctions stand out. There are proper ways of doing things just like there are practices that are verboten. Stay away from the latter and you will do well and make friends. The last Domme who flouted the hostess’s rules wound up in a rideshare to the airport. She’s never been invited again.”

I let that sink in. It was inconceivable to me that one of these girls, girls I trained, would intentionally break a rule. Certainly not after I was done with them.

Then there was Larisa. If any of them would break a rule, it was going to be her.

I had them gather around the boy on the training bench. He was secured with his wrists and ankles cuffed and his legs spread. My remodeled benches can flip over or I can change the tilt to any angle. My west-coast developers spent hours attached to the prototype before they figured out how to build the final model. At first, they thought the benches would be used primarily for ass whipping. They learned firsthand what else I wanted to do with them. Now these girls would see the final product.

“Remember, pain must have a purpose. There’s no reason to whip an ass unless it teaches or reinforces a lesson. Whipping for no reason is not acceptable at auction. We do not put stripes on for-sale asses for the heck of it. Look at the boy on the bench and then get a tool from the rack. Come back here and show me what tool you think is appropriate to use for an auction inspection.”

Four of them walked to the rack to look at the tools. Kiera stayed back. She had a question.

“Ms. Amity, what tool would you use so you can be sure a boy will submit to you?”

With that question, I was looking forward to our upcoming hour together even more. Kiera needed to get past her bad experience but she would never do that unless she admitted to someone exactly what happened. Every abominable detail. She was going to tell me; she simply didn’t know it yet. Her question hung in the air and needed an answer.

“Kiera, you don’t buy submission. You enforce it.”

She smiled even though she didn’t fully understand my meaning. No matter, she would get it later tonight. For now, the best thing she could do was select the tool to use on the boy on the bench.

When the girls returned, I looked over their choices. Two of them, Odette and Avalon, were holding long carbon canes, which is exactly what I told them not to pick. Sarai was fondling a humbler and I had no idea why anyone would opt for that. The boy was already locked down with his legs spread. There was no way she could put it on him in that position. Kiera was holding an electric prod and I congratulated her on that choice with a nod.

Larisa picked an anal plug. She neglected to get a lube injector.

I had each of them explain why they chose their tools and what they intended to do with them. After each explanation, I evicted them from the pretend auction. They were stunned, to say the least.

“One more time. Listen harder. There is no ass whipping during pre-sales inspection if it has no purpose. Even if you enjoy the sport, you may not inflict pain for no reason. Those canes would send you into Domme exile.”

Odette and Avalon sheepishly put their canes back on the rack and returned to my on-the-spot lesson.

“That humbler is superfluous. Look at the boy. How would you even thread his cock and balls through it while he’s in this position?”

Sarai was the next one to return her tool to the rack.

“Kiera, you picked a good one. I use a prod in pre-sales for several reasons but first and foremost is to make sure the boy sees it. He knows I will not hesitate to use it so he is much more acquiescent to everything I do. There are times I don’t need to turn it on, I just make sure he knows it’s in my hand. If he is a rare one who has never felt the prod’s bite, it takes only one tap and he will obey every command you issue.”

I had Kiera stand in front of the boy’s face so he could see the prod. He stared at it wide-eyed. My boys know exactly what I can do with that device.

“Show me how you’d use it to examine a potential purchase at auction,” I said.

Kiera stood between his manacled ankles and tapped the sole of each foot. The boy grunted at full volume and proved that the new bench’s restraints were more than adequate. Her next tap was behind his ball sac in the only available space the cock cage allowed. He didn’t grunt this time. He shrieked.

“When you hear a slave sing like that, you have a screamer. If that fits your needs and wants list, then you move to the next step. But first, we have one more to go.”

Larisa joined us at the bench. She had a dry plug pointed at his ass and that gave me no choice. I slapped it out of her hand with my ever-present cane.

“Unacceptable! How DARE you plug a dry ass? That will damage the slave and make him unsaleable. What were you thinking?”

Larisa’s jaw dropped. I don’t know if it was from being humiliated in front of the other girls or from her own stupidity. It didn’t matter.

“You’re banned from all future auctions. That’s exactly what the hostess would say. There are no second chances.”

I rubbed my boy’s bald head. He looked up at me with grateful eyes.

“There is a chasm of difference between tools and toys. Except for Kiera, you all chose toys. Maybe you like to use them and they absolutely have a place, but that place is not in pre-sales. Let me show you the difference between inspecting a slave for sale and torturing him for no reason.”

I pointed to a tool on the rack and my girl ran to retrieve it. It was all chrome, had an egg-shaped top and a small handle. It was beautiful. It is my new go-to tool to appraise merchandise. The best thing about it is it’s rechargeable.

“There are varieties of these but this one is my favorite. Examining a boy’s ass — and this boy is already in the perfect position to do that — is the opposite of whipping it. Red stripes on asscheeks may look nice, but it is what’s inside that matters. Remember, you’re exploring a boy’s ass. You probe it. You never damage it.”

After my girl lubricated him, I twisted the handle to show them how the device worked. Four flanges separated and the stainless steel plug that emerged captured their focus. Light bulbs went off over their heads.

“Watch and learn.”

I closed it up and pressed it into his ass, then twisted the handle to let the flanges spread him. The boy groaned, but that’s typical with male slaves. Something about having their asses opened reminds them unambiguously who owns it — and them. Once he was spread, I ran a camera on a flexible rod into him and projected it on several wall monitors.

“You never want to buy a damaged ass. They take a long time to heal and even when they do, the boy is basically useless. No one at our auctions would knowingly sell damaged goods. But I always double-check.”

I gave them an impromptu lesson on what to look for. Their eyes were glued to the screens. I enjoy seeing new Dommes learn valuable lessons, and anal checks are at the top of my list.

We had three more boys to go.

The second and third boys were hanging from the overhead bar, one from his wrists and the other by his ankles. That’s a handy way to display your wares in pre-sales because a buyer can get a good full-body look from every angle. The way a seller suspends him depends on what they think a buyer is looking for. These five girls had to learn what the difference was.

“These two are next. Take a good look. You are going to tell me why they are hanging this way. It’s not only for show. There’s a reason. Can you figure out what it is?”

The girls walked around both of them, looked at the ceiling and eyed their cocks and asses. I hoped at least one of them could come up with the right answer. They were going to see a fair number of suspended slaves at the upcoming auction and they had to know what those positions meant.

“I will give you a hint,” I said. “Look at your own feet.” They were dressed in their dinner outfits. They all had on stiletto heels.

Avalon guessed the way they hung it made it easy to measure their cocks. That was true, but you can measure a cock in lots of positions, even simply standing up. Besides, hard and soft length are always posted on the summaries.

Sarai and Odette had the same idea. To them, it had to be about endurance. How long could the boys hang until they were exhausted?

“There are stamina events at most auctions,” I said. “The hostess arranges them and they’re quite … entertaining. If you are looking for physical strength, you will see it when they compete. Keep this in mind. Slaves do not 'wear out.' Not if you train them properly.”

That left Kiera and Larisa. I was rooting for Kiera to come up with the right answer.

She started to explain, but Larisa interrupted her and asked, “Are they hanging that way so we can reach all parts of them?”

I had to fight against laughing. What part of a displayed slave is ever hidden? Rows and rows of naked slaves are presented precisely so buyers can view any and all of their parts. I reminded myself this was her first auction.

That left Kiera. My hope that she would come up with the right answer was fading fast.

“Kiera?” I said.

“Well, Ms. Amity, you told us to read the summaries to see their cock lengths. Soft and hard. Maybe they’re hung this way so we can double-check those measurements. One way, we can put a ruler on a dangling cock. The other way, we can measure a hard one more easily.”

Bingo. I was even more eager to meet with her later but we still had one more boy to go.


Chapter 7

The Boy on the Cross

THE FOURTH SLAVE was locked on a cross, spread-eagle facing the wall. Only his back and ass were visible. By now I was certain the five girls had learned a lot of auction lessons. What would they do with their new knowledge? Time — along with the boy on the cross — would tell.

He was one of my biggest ones. His arm muscles rippled. His shoulders were huge and his developed torso tapered into a narrow waist. His legs looked like tree trunks. I put him on a powerful training regimen to develop his strength and stamina. I was taking him to auction. Not necessarily to sell him.

This boy was #31, my entry for the bullfight. I intended to win. If he lost? He would go on sale with the leftovers, the unsold bullfight losers.

I was using him as a demo for the girls to acquaint them with the ways they could evaluate a purchase if they needed a meatier asset. #31 is the slave I have lead exercises for the stable. Even the most experienced boys cower when he makes sure they finish their full training schedules.

There is another reason I keep him. Sometimes I simply like to look at him.

He will never be one of my exclusives. I have to sense special abilities and artistries the very few I take as my exclusives have. #31 did not send out that imprecise aura that surges in Nils, Zayn and overflows in My Cop.  I felt it in Juke, the semi-exclusive whose role I'm in the process of defining. #31 is eye candy and keeps the entire stable, including my household girls, in excellent shape.

The last thing I want to see is an out-of-shape slave panting through three-times-a-day calisthenics. Or one that can’t run the perimeter of the estate. Twice. This boy makes sure they all perform at peak levels, especially important when they are rented for weekend sessions.

“Take a good look at this boy’s physique. You see how well-developed I keep him? Larger households need at least one built this way. His work assignment is leading daily exercises for the stable and my household girls. Remember, you buy goods that fill your needs and generate enough income to offset their upkeep. This boy is exceedingly rentable. My girl gets requests for him by number #31 every day. Some clients bid against each other to have him. I advertise him as the biggest cock you'll ever feel in your ass.”

They looked him up and down and oohed and aahed when I had them examine all of his parts closely. They couldn’t help themselves. Five pairs of hands explored his arms and legs, felt his rippling back muscles and patted his tight asscheeks. They gawked at his 12" cock. They knew my question was coming. I could see them thinking hard, trying to figure out why he was backwards on the cross.

“When I first saw him up for sale, I quizzed his owner to see why she was selling him. I got the answers I wanted and the price was reasonable. He was hardly this well-developed back then, but I knew I could have that fixed. Tell me how I evaluated him.”

Utter silence. Not one of them had a clue. Not even when I had my girl get a glove and a lube injector.

“Think hard,” I said. “Which need was I buying him to fill?”

More silence. They were stumped.

“My clients are bursting with male-to-male yearnings — the very ones they’ve been taught are forbidden — to experiment with and enjoy in real life. When they see the size of this boy, they get excited. His cock is huge, but that’s not his selling point. They are almost delirious to poke their own cocks into his ass.”

A glimmer of understanding filled the girls’ faces.

“If you are buying an ass slave, one that will be ass-fucked repeatedly, that ass must be able to handle all sizes with almost daily frequency. This is the tool I use to measure anal elasticity.”

I had my girl inject two doses of lube into #31’s ass and pushed a speculum inside. When he was wide open, I used my new favorite tool. I gave my devs the concept and they built it. It was beta tested on the west coast. I watched the video stream and made suggestions for improvements. When they were ready to deliver it, I insisted they fly here and show me how it worked on select stable slaves that I often rent out for ass work.

Before I signed off on it, I made them drop their pants because I wanted to see for myself how well it worked on their untrained asses. Once the speculum opened them, I attached the extra arm and turned it on with the remote control.

Some new slaves have to overcome anal hesitancy. True ass slaves moan joyfully through it.

“This boy,” I pointed to #31, “sang his slave song to me when I turned it on,” I said.

The arm drove a stainless steel plug in and out of his rectum. The speed is adjustable and when I increased it, he moaned a beautiful melody. The best part of the tool is that it was completely self-contained. He did not have to be out of commission when I was expanding him. He could walk around and even supervise exercise sessions with it inside and doing its work. No wires, no plugs. A rechargeable ass expander.”

The girls were rapt hearing him sing his song to me. His hips swayed and he humped the few inches the cross allowed. He bent his knees a little and then raised up in tempo with the repetitive thrusts in his ass. There was no slave anywhere more content than this bull-in-training was right now.

“Oh my god,” Odette said. “Do you know how much I could make renting one built like him to my Castle clients?”

Actually, I had a pretty good idea how much. He’s one of my top earners.

The other girls ran their fingers up and down his skin, from his calves to his massive shoulders. #31 never felt it, much less cared. His undivided awareness was in his ass. I had a girl unlock him so I could drag him by his cock cage and walk around the room. The plug continued stretching his ass. The girls were awed by my brand-new custom inspection tool. The huge slave sang his song to me for the entire excursion.

“You must know your tools. If you can’t find the one you want and need, then design it and have it built.”

I handed him off to Kiera, telling her to walk him around while I chatted with the other girls. While he sang, his ass was being enlarged. Like I said, slaves should never be idle.

“It’s late and I am sure you are tired. My house manager will show you to your rooms. We can pick this up in the morning.”

I never explain what’s next on my agenda to slaves, household girls or anyone I own. There was no reason to explain everything to these girls either. My meeting with Kiera was next and it was private. I headed for my office, assuming they were capable of putting themselves to sleep.

I turned off #31’s ass expander and had the stable manager clean him up for bed. I had an appointment with Kiera that would hopefully help to straighten out her head.

I was looking forward to unpeeling her layers of fear.


Chapter 8

Amity’s Office

KIERA WAS NOTICEABLY nervous sitting on the low chair in my office. Her body language was her tell. She was shivering even though the room was comfortably warm. What she could not yet appreciate was that she wanted to tell me her unfortunate story but was worried, no, she was scared to death that I would not treat what happened with the importance it deserved. Or I would be cruel. Or I would think less of her.

She was wrong. It wouldn’t be the first time a Domme didn’t know how to move past a horrible experience. Those things happen, albeit rarely to experienced Dommes, and they are always two-part problems. First, there’s the thing itself. The awful episode. The outrageous experience. The second part is worse. It’s all about the victim’s trepidation that the Domme they confess to will react with scorn. That’s not my style but Kiera couldn’t know that. 

She knew about me. She didn’t know me.

During the pandemic when we were isolated and seldom allowed visitors in our homes and demanded vaccine records for the ones we did, I took in a few cases of troublemaking slaves that were disrupting my friends’ lives. Rehabilitating reprobates is an easy way to generate income and I am very good at repairing defiant, rebellious stock. Besides, I believe that every slave, especially insubordinate ones, must submit totally to their owners. They are nothing more than useful household cogs who know their place and do their jobs, no matter what task they are assigned.

Their life’s goal is to serve their owners. Period.

One of the worst cases I took in during that time was a group of miscreants who put my good friend in the hospital in a pre-planned attack. For two weeks, they were rehabbed by a few of my friends’ whips in my punishment building. No matter how successful the punishment was — and it was very successful — I had them implanted with microchips. Then they were released into supervised home confinement under constant video and audio monitoring. My girls keep an eye on them. Any rule-breaking was and is greeted with jolts to the chips they will wear forever. They are lucky that I let them live within my rules. Their other choice was federal prison.

Shipping them to my world was the first time I used My Cop’s extensive law enforcement reach with an assist from two of my clients who were thrilled to help. It wouldn’t be the last time I used his skills. And his contact list.

But Kiera was here and it was her time. She had what I sensed was potential, yet she would never realize it unless she could power past the problem. Whatever it was. Just like I have a method of inspecting slaves at auction, I know how to drag confessions out of reluctant Dommes. I call it the half-sentence interrogation.

“So this thing happened … “ It wasn’t a question.

“Oh, Ms. Amity, it was a few months ago. I bought two boys online. I know I shouldn’t have. You must think I am stupid.”

Buying online from a vendor you do not know or have not gotten recommendations for is stupid. But emphasizing her stupidity wasn’t going to fix the problem.

“They were delivered and then … “

She took a deep breath and held onto the chair’s arms. “It was awful. They didn’t want to get out of Red Rick’s truck. His transport boys had to drag them out. They wouldn’t look at me. I knew something was wrong. Very wrong.”

Something was very wrong indeed. The seller should have paid to tranquilize them if she knew the boys were going to be a problem. Unless the seller was bogus. It happened before to my European friends, a phony seller who sent boys they knew would be expelled by the unhappy buyer and then the phony merchant would sell them again. That seller made two mistakes. He had GPS chips installed in one of their cocks that rendered the fake slave impotent. The seller’s other blunder was not knowing how to reverse track GPS and assuming no one else did. My doctor removed the chip and the boy was so grateful, he gave me all the information I needed to send the police. That phony broker is still in jail. Both of the fake slaves were shipped to a new owner. I hear they made fine pigs at the Training Farm.

It was the Nigerian prince scam with variations. But it was time to move on with Kiera.

“When Red Rick’s van left, they … “

“Oh god, they came after me. All I had was my personal girl and she was sobbing in the corner. The big one grabbed my … “

No, that wouldn’t do. She couldn’t stop now. This was the part that was killing her inside.

“Grabbed your … “

Her tears flowed like a river. Kiera bent over, trying to hide her face from me and from herself. She was nearly panic-stricken reliving the horror. One more step. She had to take one more enormous step.

“Grabbed your … “

Two tissues later, she said the word. “My breast. Wouldn’t let go. Tried to press against me. Oh god …”

Game. Set. Match. Kiera was ready to free herself from months of self-doubt and horrific memories. I would be her guide.

“Take off your bustier,” I said.

At first, she looked at me in shock and then unlaced her leather vest. When she was naked from the waist up, I had her massage her bosom and asked her how it felt.

“Nothing. I feel nothing.”

That was totally understandable. Those bastards violated her body and she dissociated herself from it to cope with what she believed was her own failure. There was more. I could feel it.

“And then you … “

Kiera massaged her breasts harder as if she was desperate to rub life back into them. She said, “All I had was the prod on my belt. I set it to high and aimed at their balls.”

Well, damn! A happy ending.

Kiera’s hands were working overtime and I saw tiny goosebumps raise on her arms.

“You immobilized both of them. And then … “

“I threw them out! Naked into the night!”

Her smile told me everything. I let her masturbate her nipples and watched her hips sway. It had been a while since I had seen a Domme induce her own orgasm, but it was still delightful to watch.

Kiera was on her way back. I jolted Zayn and had him help her find her balance. That night, his Tantric talents took her to a place she’d never imagined before. A place she could trust.

The next morning at breakfast, she asked for a second helping.

I had Zayn sent to my office and gifted him with two full minutes of the program I recently added to my exclusives’ chips. He moaned in pleasure the entire time.

He’d do that again — and a lot more — for me later that night.


Chapter 9

Learning to Bid

PRE-SALES INSPECTION was the first piece of what the young Dommes needed to learn about auctions. Once I was sure they knew what was and was not appropriate behavior in the display barn, they had to understand how bidding worked. And buying. And how to make sure the high bid is yours only if you really, truly want that slave.

I have been in situations where a buyer did not realize she had the high bid and the merchandise was hers. Some bidders will raise for personal reasons, like if the seller is her friend and she is trying to drive up the price to increase her friend’s profit like the Farm Mistress did with me in Houston. New bidders often make the same mistake. They lift their paddles when they don’t mean to. It’s all about the mechanics of auction and buyer concentration. You have to pay attention.

These girls also had to know how to deal with a big conundrum, how to put a numerical value on a boy for sale. Simply, how much should you bid — what’s a fair price — for a particular slave? It’s a hot topic among experienced buyers, especially when pre-sales close. If you buy an item before bidding starts, you may pay a higher price than if you waited to see the bids. But if the slave is exactly what you want and need, it can be worth the seller’s asking price.

That’s how I bought the bastard in Sweden, the one who hurt my friend a few years ago, even though it still feels like yesterday. I certainly didn’t want him and I had no use for him. This was different. I had to have him and make his life hell. Which is exactly what I did. Of course, that was a unique case and I didn’t care what the asking price was. He was going to be mine, whatever the price.

I kept him in a tiny cage for about a year before castrating him and shipping him to a mysterious group overseas. I keep his balls in a jar.

Most auction stock is not sold in pre-sales. There are exceptions, like the one I bought in Sweden, but that was a special circumstance. I was selling four or five in Memphis and how I determined their pre-sales prices was a complicated process. I used a spreadsheet to make sure I covered everything.

The first column was for what I paid when I bought them. Then I added in my investment in their upkeep and the third column was the value of specialized training and the cost of tools needed for that training I invested in that boy. The next column was for their rental income history and after that was their short- and long-term earning potential. In certain cases, like when I transform one into a eunuch, medical costs have to be factored in. The next column was a number from one-to-ten. That digit is my appraisal of a slave’s value to my businesses or estate upkeep. Finally, I entered a qualitative rating that said how much — or if — I might miss that slave. That number is often zero.

After I ran the formula that adds a profit percentage, I had a realistic asking price for each boy. Other sellers are famous for setting arbitrary prices, many of which are ridiculously high. That becomes obvious when the high bid is much lower than the pre-sales asking price.

Once these girls learned what common mistakes with a mishandled paddle can do to your bottom line, they were ready to incorporate yesterday’s inspection training with how-to-bid tips. They knew how to whittle down the choices to the ones they really wanted and needed so their bidding should be focused on them. Bidding can be fast and furious and there are frequent raises. You can get caught up in the momentum and before long, you bought an overpriced slave.

The Parlor building was set up with audience chairs and a podium on the stage. The girls were handed paddles and took their seats. I had Jack, my stable manager, a feisty fifty-ish assertive female who is tasked to handle my boys, act as auctioneer. She is good at keeping every boy in line when they are in the slave dorm. I hadn’t been awakened in the middle of the night to deal with a problem in a very long time. Jack had an additional talent — she knew auctions — gleaned from her Kentucky horse farm roots where they held thoroughbred auctions every season.

Jack was dressed in her refashioned leathers, the outfit I keep my girls in once they earn a single-syllable name. New females have longer names that I shorten if I decide to keep them. When I grant one a short name, she earns her tiny leather crotchless shorts and vest with a bodice low enough that her bosom is always visible. Jack’s breasts were big enough. I prefer huge bosoms on my females.

The first boy was deposited next to the podium. His summary sheet hung around his neck like a nametag at a conference. Jack announced his relevant points and invited the girls to inspect him. The five Dommes did not hesitate to get a closer look. I watched them explore his body, pinch certain parts and study the summary. I knew which one of them needed his particular talents and was intrigued to see how she handled competing bids from three of my house females. They were following scripts that were sure to complicate the bidding.

Jack announced the start of bidding and the opening bid was $250 with $50 raises each time a paddle went up. That’s a very low price for a boy wearing a summary that detailed like a necklace. Avalon raised her paddle to open the bidding. Odette lifted hers and upped the price to $300. Neither Kiera or Sarai touched their paddles. They had no use for that boy. He added nothing they needed to their households. Avalon raised Odette, who followed a little too quickly with another raise. The price was $400 when I saw Larisa finger her paddle’s handle. She was the one who needed this boy’s skills. Her business was primarily rentals and I knew she was short at least two boys with the exact talents I included on his summary.

I also knew what a fair price was for a slave like him and I knew that Larisa needed him more than the other girls did. Low-upkeep rentables are in high demand. This boy’s talents mirrored precisely what Larisa would be shopping for in Memphis.

She raised her paddle and the bid rose to $450. Avalon laid her paddle on her lap, signaling she was done. That left Odette with her Castle outside Chicago that could use another boy like this to satisfy two of her clients’ specific kinks. He was gravy to her. He was recurring income to Larisa.

After some back and forth, the high bid was $850 when Odette laid her paddle on her lap. Larisa just bought a 6’4” dark-skinned boy with an 8-inch shaft who is well-known to my clients as the one with the most provocative lips, tongue and teeth they had ever enjoyed.

Jack pointed at a stable staffer to take the slave back to his sucking practice. He was good at it, but I demand better than good. I can charge a higher rental fee when he is fully trained. My scheduling girl already had two requests for him. Both specified they wanted a cocksucker, a common request from many male clients. All they need is a safe place to turn that dream into reality, places like my recently-remodeled weekend cabins.

Larisa was pleased with her purchase. Like most Dommes, she loves winning. At auction, however, winning isn’t everything. If half the audience believes you paid too much, you probably did.

Larisa’s smug smile would be short lived.

“Girls, the winning bid was $850. Do you think that is a fair price for this slave? Tell me why or why not.”

Larisa jumped right in and said, “I think it’s a good deal. I need two new mouth-skilled boys. That’s the main reason I’m going to the auction. I want to see what’s for sale and buy ones that will be frequent rentals.”

That was actually a good reason. The problem in this case was exactly what she said.

“How many with sucking skills did you inspect?”

Her haughty smile turned into a sheepish grin when she figured out where my question was going. The other girls offered her only uncomfortable smiles.

“Never buy the first slave you see. It’s like trying on shoes.”

“Ms. Amity, what are your rules? What should we look for?” I was pleased that Kiera asked direct questions. That told me she was on her way back to who she was and who she could be.

Zayn did his job well with her yesterday. I was even more motivated to have him later tonight.

“These are the two most important policies you should consider. Like I said, never buy the first boy you see unless there is something very special about him. You know your list. Make sure you buy what you need first after you have seen everything for sale. That’s where you should spend your money. Your wants? See how much is left in your budget.”

That seemed so obvious to me that I was a little surprised they hadn’t thought of it already. But that’s why they were in training.

“Kiera’s second question doesn’t have a straightforward answer. I use a spreadsheet to lay out my wants and needs and factor in rental income, of course, but what you should look for means you have to use your Domme sense when choosing. Maybe an example will help.”

In previous auctions, I’ve seen a variety of Domme techniques and a few from male Doms. Some were excellent. Others were meh. A few were self-destructive.

“I told you earlier that I look for reactivity. If a cock doesn’t respond to my presence, I will usually reject it. That gets rid of the wannabees and sexless ones. Then I want to know who the previous owner is. I know many owners and how they discipline their stables. Only the ones whose methods I approve of make me take a second look. Of course, I check physical fitness, medical history, their feet and teeth. They are all important. But there is a big one I haven’t mentioned yet. Can any of you guess what that is?”

No takers. Not one of them could come up with what I thought was a critical piece of a slave’s potential.

“My stable is busy 24 hours every day. Their sleep time is work time. Like wearing anal expanders overnight. Most of all, they have to be ready for whatever I require. I never buy a one-trick slave.”

I saw five blank faces. They still didn’t get it.

“Any slave I buy has to have a second skill. If he has a third? I’ll take a deeper look at him.”

“That’s perfect,” Odette said. “I’m looking for two to entertain clients with specific kinks. I should consider what they can do when those clients are out of town. That’s so smart, Ms. Amity.”

Smart? Maybe. But it is a bottom-line necessity.

Sarai was effusive. “I need to edit my list. I thought I needed four to satisfy four different jobs I have. Maybe I can buy two instead if they have second skills I can use. That’ll save me bunches!”

It went on like that until Kiera added her thoughts.

“I was going to buy at least three for security, you know, like experience protecting diplomats or candidates. So one would always be available.”

I nodded. I knew where this was going.

“Now I see what I should really be looking for. Protection has to be combined with a talent I can rent. I want to start doing that. So what I’m going to put at the top of my list is estate duties. Do they have experience in outdoor work? Can they cook? Clean?”

That was a perfect response and I was proud of Kiera’s recovery. If you are injured, your body has to heal. If it’s your psyche, it’s more complicated. The first step is confessing to yourself that your head is messed up. Kiera did that last night and Zayn’s herbs and oils applied by his expert hands and other parts helped her balance. I was even more impatient for the sun to set so I could activate his chip and summon him to my rooms.

He won’t see his attic cell again till morning.


Bullfight Training


Chapter 10

Amity’s Office

THE DOMMES-IN-TRAINING completed their two-day visit and I was relieved to see them leave. I was two days behind on my pre-auction to-do list and there were still a number of tasks that needed to be done. I had to tell my personal girl to start packing. I don't go to auctions with only an overnight bag.

When the visitors left late that afternoon, I buzzed my personal girl’s chip. She crawled through the slave half-door and squatted on her haunches at my feet, ready to take notes on her ever-present tablet.

“Packing. You have the list. Two dinners, pre-sales in the morning, two luncheons. Travel outfits. Pay attention to my new leathers for the demonstration.”

Audra tapped furiously.

“Is there anything in that list I haven’t told you already? Twice?”

She looked up at me with that blank expression I’ve come to despise. That face increased the odds I would put her on the block as a last-minute female in Memphis. Of course she knew what had to be packed! I had told her before and she had the Memphis auction schedule. For weeks.

“Make sure Zayn’s herbs and oils arrive at least 24 hours before my plane lands. MAC needs two business outfits and nothing else.”

MAC is his self-named acronym. It stands for Ms. Amity’s Cop.

“As for tools, I am taking two single-tails, the red handled one and the new one my leather worker recently sent. They travel with me.”

Audra had never packed my custom-made whips before. If she was so stupid that it never occurred to her to ask how to pack them, then she had two feet on the auction block. I was giving her only five more minutes of my time today to ask questions. If I put her up for sale, it would be her own fault.

“Confirm that my gift box of gels has arrived in Memphis and is delivered to my suite.”

I believe in bringing hostess gifts. The Dommes in my network know where to order gels on my private site but not every gel is for sale. I keep a few for my own use, especially the color I had developed for My Cop. That will never be available to the public. But my friends will go gaga when they see what my gels can do. The hostesses will be thrilled with their gift box.

As for my secret gels? Let ‘em eat brie.

“That will do it for this afternoon. Get to work. I expect a progress report in an hour.”

Audra gulped. She knew how tenuous her position was. Can you imagine how high the bids would be when buyers found out she was my personal and I was getting rid of her?

She crawled across my office toward the slave door and I said, “Get my bull.”




-=o=-




The boy I chose to be my entry in the Memphis bullfight was #31, a 6'6” muscular boy I bought from Red Rick whose job was to lead the stable’s daily exercise sessions three times every day. To do that job, he had to evaluate the stable and prescribe strength-building work for the squishy ones and improve the rest. You would expect my male slaves to resent the physical fitness he enforced, but you would be wrong. It wasn’t the compulsory sessions they feared. It was him. They were clearly intimidated by his size, his brute strength and the fact he was implementing my orders. No slave ever talked back to him. They never even looked at him funny. The results were evident when I read Emma’s weekly medical reports. Inches appeared where they were needed, lower BMI scores were graphed and I saw increased output in their jobs. As a plus, they were exhausted at bedtime and not one needed a sleep aid. Stable nights were quiet.

Buying my bull was a win-win transaction. Not to mention his 12" penis.

My intuition, the quiet Domme voice I listen to, told me he would make a good bull if the Training Farm Mistress hosted another bullfight at her farm and invited outside contestants. When I bought him, a competition like that was fairly low on my shopping list because we had not seen a bullfight with non-farm participants since before the pandemic. That’s why the Mistress’s call for competitors at auction was a big topic on our network’s video calls.

Some Dommes would not send a slave to compete. I am a much better shopper than most of them, so I had a bull in stock. He needed work — a lot of work — if he was going to win. That’s the result I wanted. Insisted upon. Demanded.

He showed up at my office door in minutes. After trying to fit his wide shoulders through the slave door, he gave up and flattened on his belly and twisted through the opening. When he reached the floor near my feet, he contorted into the proper position on his knees with his hands on the floor as far in front of him as he could reach. His forehead kissed the carpet. I walked around him and took a good look.

His shoulders were massive now, one outcome of the strenuous muscle-building workouts he was assigned. Muscles rippled across his back that tapered into a narrow waist. The substantial thighs he had when I first sent him to Intake did not show an ounce of fat. They were, at the least, solid. I saved the best part for last.

“Up,” I said.

He got on his knees, bent backwards and grabbed his ankles. I was staring at one of the most immense chests I’d seen in a long time. I had to feel it for myself. I ran my nails from his neck to his navel. Twice. His dark nipples were still overly sensitive and clamping them was the carrot I dangled in front of him. He wore nipple clips daily, ones that did not come off until his daily fitness routines were completed. Only I could remove them. I enjoyed watching him work out on camera and each evening, I took my time before jolting his chip to summon him to my office to take them off.

Little things reinforce my ownership of my slaves. In his case, all it took was his two delicate nipples. When I bought him, he could fit through my office’s slave door. After I had him on his fitness program for several weeks, his shoulders no longer fit through the opening and he had to slither. Every wiggle pressed the clamps harder into his chest. He groaned his way in.

When I pointed for him to get on his knees, there were tears in his eyes but not a hint of confusion. He knew who owned him. Not only did he know it, everyone else did when I used him in my Parlors or rented out his cock. My ownership was unmistakable.

The bullfight was in less than two weeks. The professional I hired to get him ready advised me that once we hit the two-week mark, he would not get stronger so I put him on maintenance training three times a day. He just finished his second daily workout and had one more to go before Jack would clean him up for the night — inside and out. After he supervised the slaves’ pre-bed exercises, he was permitted to go to sleep. Until Jack woke him before the others and sent him to his first workout.

It was late in the day and the sun was starting to set. I had plans to use Zayn tonight and I was more than ready, so I wanted #31’s clamp removal to go quickly. Dinner was minutes away and then I was done for the day.

Amity time was calling me. Loudly.

All I had to do was yank off two clamps. I held his cock cage between my feet and listened to him sing for me. When I reached for the clamps, he was full-out sobbing. The new clamps my developers delivered three weeks ago did their job.

“I need extra-strength ones,” I told them. “I’m looking forward to the tests so I can sell them on my online store. I’m calling them ‘Excrutiators.’ Make sure they live up to that name.”

The tests were hilarious. I had to turn the volume down when the beta testers started shrieking. When I had them posted on the site with video clips that included a volume alert, they were huge sellers.

#31 learned how to control his screaming over time. Now he merely whimpered when I tugged the clips. His noises were the lullaby he sang for me and when I ultimately yanked them off, he groaned and grunted, the refrain of his slave song.

I sent him and his tear-streaked face to the slave door where Jack was waiting to take him to a small studio in the Parlor building to video an ad for the Excrutiators to use in a direct mailing campaign the marketing girls were preparing. What he didn’t realize was that when he was in front of the camera, the clamps were going back on. The storyboard called for demonstrating how tightening the clamps by remote control produced volume levels ranging from loud to ear-splitting. Purchasers could set them for the intensity they wanted.

Dinner was tasty but I didn’t dawdle over the three courses. I had Zayn sent to my rooms to prepare for my night. One that would last until morning.


Chapter 11

The Ring

MY HUNGER SHOWS itself in two ways. The ever-present internal hunger to own my property — my slaves, male, female, eunuch and those in between — is part of what makes me who I am. I am quite satisfied with that person. My other hunger, the one that feeds me beyond mere sustenance, shows itself frequently. It was apparent this morning at breakfast. I felt like I was starving.

That’s what a night with Zayn’s Tantric talents does to me. When I bought him, I knew he had good skills but also knew they could be improved. What Zayn needed was a fabulous mentor to lead him deeper into the Tantra and guide in the ancient Asian ways. Once I connected with the old man, as he called himself, Zayn’s natural gifts blossomed.

One night almost two years ago after a trying day of dealing with other Dommes’ problem slaves, I jolted Zayn’s perineal chip twice. He galloped to the anteroom of my suite with his kit of supplies. That night he discovered two important things. His oils and herbs had to be ready at all times. I feed my hunger no matter what time it is. The second was he needed to build up his own stamina to take care of my ever-growing needs. He worked nonstop through the night and I enjoyed every minute. When I was done, Zayn was beyond exhausted.

Once Zayn satisfied my first hunger last night, the second hunger took over. He knelt at my feet at breakfast while I fed him pieces of croissant with blackberry jam from my fingers. The day before My Cop has to leave for his remote life, I allow him to sit at the table in the small dining room. My Cop was sitting across from me, watching me feed the boy on the floor, piece by piece.

Something was brewing inside My Cop; he was struggling not to talk without my permission. “Speak,” I finally said.

He put his coffee cup down and reached for my free hand. “The one on the floor? The one you had last night? I am grateful that he made you happy.” He squeezed my fingers and I asked what was gnawing at him. “I’d give anything to be granted that much time to prove how much I can please you, too.”

“You think you can match what he does?” I said, extracting one finger from his hands and pointing it at Zayn who was still sucking blackberry jam off my other hand.

“I don’t think,” he said. “I know.”

That’s one more thing I value about My Cop. He is not egotistical, I would never allow that. It’s that he knows himself and is confident. And he knows me and is subservient.

After a night-to-sunup experience with My Cop months ago, I knew I was going to add two new exclusives to my holdings, Zayn and him. I had my house manager set up the branding irons and a few days later, they wore my initial on their sacs. It was a delightful afternoon. For me.

Maybe I'd have My Cop tonight. It depended on how hungry I was after dinner.

My bull was not one of my exclusives and would never be. Oh, I might decide to keep him for a while if he represented me well at the bullfight but exclusives are my private stock. They are allowed into my suite to take care of my intimate needs. I have no personal use for the bull’s talents. With Nils, Zayn and My Cop always available, I was content. At least for now.

After breakfast, it was time to see exactly what my bull could do. In real combat.
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The training building was set up so I could see if my bull was well-trained enough to win the bullfight. My developers devised a break-down ring, not for boxing but to pit my slaves against each other. I first used it in my initial Parlor, the one where I picked My Cop from all the invitees. Watching him outmaneuver the others — especially how he did it — sealed my decision. I haven’t regretted owning him for a second. Today’s event would be different. If my bull could not defeat a few stable slaves, he was certain to fail at the auction bullfight.

I hate losing any competition but this one was different. It was hosted by the Training Farm Mistress. She is one of my best friends yet I had no intention of listening to her remind me that her bull — if he won — was better, stronger and smarter than mine. My bull had to be all of those things. And more.

He was on his knees in a corner soaking up energy from Zayn’s hands on his upper arms. Neither of them spoke, words were useless. Zayn knows energy and that is what he was imparting to my bull. When Zayn laid his hand on my bull’s bald head, they both shuddered. I knew he was ready.

“First up.”

A slave assigned to my landscaping crew, #24, climbed between the ropes. I bought him from Nashville Ned, a seller who carries what he calls only first-class merchandise. The boy had two skillsets I needed and a third that has paid nicely for his upkeep. He was an experienced landscaper and was also adept at large renovations. That was on my needs list when Ned showed him to me on a video call. Ned knows me and touted the boy’s third knack.

“This is a big boy, big darned near everywhere. You’d think he’d have an attitude. Nah, it’s the opposite with this one.”

Ned had my attention.

He said, “Down,” and the big boy dropped on all fours. “Fetch,” Ned said.

The boy scooted across the room and grabbed one of Ned’s boys by his cock with his teeth, then dragged him over to Ned. Once the boy was delivered, he knelt on his hind legs and put his paws up, begging for a treat.

The boy was Ned’s working dog! He would be a novel demo at my Parlors but more than that, he was abundantly rentable. I had at least four clients who would pay well for a few hours with a trained dog. I already had my own dog, Aussie, a gift from Maeve and Annalise’s Pet Shoppe, but he was part of My Cop’s protection detail for me when My Cop had to work remotely. Ned’s boy? He could earn recurring rental fees in addition to his outdoor work. It was almost a no-brainer. Ned loved slapping a sold sticker on his ass before we ended the call.

When the dog, on the stable roster as #24, saw the bull climb into the ring, he bared his teeth and snarled. If winning the bullfight wasn’t looming in the near future, I would have had a good laugh. But this was serious.

My bull charged the dog and they wound up in a bear hug, each trying to flip the other to the ring floor. There were lots of thuds and clunks, grunts and snarls, and I began to doubt my bull’s chances in the real bullfight. It is not quite life or death, but the Farm’s bulls know what happens to the winner. They are scared to death of what the Mistress does to the losers. They fight as if their lives depend on winning. Their futures certainly do.

Only two minutes into the bout, the bull wrapped his huge arms around the dog’s waist from behind and pulled him backward. The dog fell and my bull roared in victory. Jack made the loser crawl out of the ring and locked his cock cage to a floor bolt in the loser’s corner. He would learn later what his punishment for losing was when a box of sand appeared during his pee and poop time. Losers are not entitled to toilets, especially not in the row of kiddie-sized ones I provide for my stable. Lose? Failures pee and shit in kitty litter.

The next slave Jack led into the ring saw the dog fastened to the floor bolt in the loser’s corner and knew what happened. I saw determination fill his face, the kind that refuses to accept losing as a possibility. He was one of the very few I had ever accepted from an online application. I used him remotely for a year and had a girl review the video and audio recordings that tracked him every day. His construction skills were handy and I used him when I had the out-buildings remodeled. Mason, the construction project manager turned convenient demo slave, assessed his work. “He works fast and accurately, Ms. Amity. All he wants is to get to the special training you set up for him.”

That special training? The boy was an ass worshipper. He tried to stretch his own but failed miserably. There was no damage, just no success. A two-week visit to Amityworld showed him that I could turn his lifelong dream into reality. The expander machine fucked him for hours and he smiled the whole time.

After two weeks, he could take a replica of the biggest cock any of my clients had. Yes, I have my doctor measure them all. With video. It is one reason my rentals bring in substantial fees. Videos are one way I maintain strict confidentiality.

One Tuesday morning, I interrupted the boy’s remote work with an offer. He could move into my stable full time or he could return to the life he lived before he applied. I was willing to give him five minutes to decide but he didn’t need that much time.

“Oh, Ms. Amity, there’s nothing I want more!”

It was a hectic two days while my girls saw to the details under the supervision of one of my attorneys. There was an apartment rental contract to break, trips to deliver his things to donation centers and two bank accounts to transfer. I do not own only the boy, especially one like him that I was taking a chance on. When I acquire a boy, I own everything he has. After all, a new boy adds to my upkeep and training costs.

I named him #48 so Jack put him with the rest of the 40s, the ass slaves, in the stable dorm. Each has an anal peculiarity but at least one other skill that keeps them busy working all day. When daily training time arrived, there was no happier subset of slaves than the 40s. With 24/7 cock cages keeping them celibate and wearing expanders in their asses all night, there were never any altercations in the 40s’ section of the stable dorm.

I watched #48’s face when he saw the bull in the ring. The bull had hardly broken a sweat and already defeated one opponent. If #48 wanted the extra ass work I dangled in front of him badly enough, this should be an entertaining match. I knew how much he coveted the custom tools I ordered after I used him to test the beta versions. My devs built an innovative anal speculum with an electronic plug that can be worn under street clothes. I had two clients currently wearing them. When I watched the videos of the moment I turned them on, they were hilarious. It was even funnier when the girl sped them up.

The bull needed no instructions. He knew what he had to do. #48 was not tentative. He stomped across the ring and dropped to his knees. He wrapped his strong arms around the bull’s calves and he pulled his legs up. The bull landed on his ass with a massive thud and #48 scampered toward him with every intention of plopping his big body on the bull’s torso, effectively pinning him. I leaned forward to get a good look at how — and if — my bull could salvage the situation.

Upper body strength was not the only area the bull’s training focused on. His legs were enormous but nimble. In a surprising move, he planted his hands on the ring floor and recoiled onto his feet. It was beautiful to watch. With a single turn, he landed on #48’s ass and rolled him onto his back. All the loser could manage was a series of grunts. Grunts of failure.

Jack locked #48 to the floor bolt by his cock ring in the loser’s corner so he could ruminate about his fate when I was done with this contest. I had one more combatant to test the bull and he was waiting to be sent into the ring. I saw his hooves bounce, heard his eager snorting and watched his hands clench and unclench. Every stable needs a pony and #62 is one of mine.

Ponies have to be strong. Strong enough to carry a rider or weights in a saddle and do their jobs at the same time. Their legs have to be sturdy and durable, so their daily training includes running up and downhill with weights on their backs. Ponies must have an unmatched sense of balance so no mishaps would injure a rider. Pony training is a long-term effort and a pony can never miss a day’s workout, rain, snow or sunshine.

#62 was one of the two tallest slaves in my stable. Topping out at 6’5”, his size intimidated many in the slave dorm. Jack had to assign him to the section filled with what I call the ‘brutes,’ the oversized slaves whose bulk is needed for particular jobs on my estate. They all have business or construction skills but most of their value is in my Parlor demos where I show other Dommes how I break the big ones. That session always generates rental requests when my guests reach the private airport and their phones are returned.

#62 didn’t simply climb into the ring. He galloped down the aisle and vaulted over the ropes. He landed on his feet, exactly what I expect of a trained pony, and charged the bull. In seconds, the two were pounding each other, trying to throw the other off balance. I was fairly sure the pony would not be the one that went down first.

The bull learned it the hard way. No matter which way he tried to tilt the pony, he could not knock him off his feet. He tried grabbing the pony’s waist from behind and yank him backwards, but that is one of a pony’s most well-developed skills. #62 would never let a rider slip off his back. The bull had to find another way.

The pony did not succumb to any of the bull’s devious takedown tries. He dared the bull to go one-on-one and fight with their main skill. Pure strength. The pony stood in the center of the ring and crooked his finger. “Let’s see what you’ve got,” that finger said. It didn’t need to say the words.

Even though the audience was only me with Jack and a few of my girls in the background, their focus was powerful. All eyes were fixed on what was about to happen in the ring.

The bull took a deep breath and exploded toward the pony.

Everyone was looking at the bull but my attention was on the pony. I wanted to see his reaction to a charging bull. Was he up to the threat? Did his training prepare him for an attack like this? Owners have to know if the training programs they pay for produce the highest skill levels in their slaves.

I heard their bodies connect and two deafening grunts echoed from the training building’s walls. They growled and snorted like the animals they were trained to be. Arms and legs flew as they wrestled, each trying to get a solid hold. It went on for several minutes when the bull backed up two steps and eyed his opponent, searching for a weak spot. I saw it in his eyes. He found one.

That recognition was the result of My Cop’s work. My Cop won the Parlor match two years ago with a similar tactic and it worked so well for him that I knew I would keep him the moment it happened. Now he is one of my exclusives and wears my brand on his ball sac and is the only slave in my household with head hair. I like it that way.

The bull targeted the pony’s midsection and drove his bald head into his cock cage. It had the effect he wanted and the pony was momentarily stunned, long enough for the bull to chomp the cage with his teeth and drop the pony to his hindquarters. He rolled on top of the pony, planted his elbows on his belly and dropped his ass on the pony’s face.

It was an impressive and strategic move that won the match. I knew I had the right entry for the bullfight.

I was closer to being ready for the Memphis auction.

My ancient Asian master, the old man, had just arrived. He would work with Zayn every day. Zayn’s nights were mine.


Chapter 12

Nils’ Cell

I AM NOT WHAT I wear. What I wear enhances my best parts. Besides, many of my friends will be in Memphis so I needed to pack an impeccable wardrobe. I never try to live up to their expectations. I exceed them.

Packing is at best, a state of disarray. I need options, especially if the weather fails to live up to the forecast. Tennessee is a wide state and spans two time zones. That may make the weather harder to predict. Audra was told weeks ago to make sure I had warm, mild and cold temperature outfits so when it was time to attend an auction event, I had alternatives. She was responsible for dressing me at the venue so if something was missing, she would pay the price at the end of my whip. I was pleased the hostesses invited me to stay in the main house even though their offer didn’t surprise me. It’s a feather in their caps to tell people I stayed there. Not quite the same as President so-and-so slept here. But good enough.

To forestall the whipping she knew would follow any wardrobe mistakes, Audra was obsessing over the selections that were laid out and hanging all over my dressing area. The eunuch, the only slave allowed in my rooms when I am not there, was assisting her. It was a nervous wreck.

I sent my two exclusives I was taking to Memphis to their cells to catch up on their fitness programs and then rest. They were scheduled to visit the esthetician I bought who takes care of new slaves in Intake. She makes sure the new ones are hairless and has trained other Intake girls to see to the stable’s upkeep. I had Zayn and My Cop added to her schedule to be inspected and have any errant hairs plucked out. My slaves are recognizable when I take them to auctions or use them at Parlors. They are the ones with the smooth skin and bald scalps.

Except My Cop. I like the hair on his head.

When I returned to my suite after brunch, Audra was running from outfit to outfit, double- and triple-checking each piece. The eunuch was fetching whatever she called out, bringing it to her and returning items to the closets, making sure everything was put away properly. It is one of my pet peeves and violators’ asses have been whipped so many times, they learned their lesson. Everything has a correct place and that is where it must be. There are no exceptions.

Part of the eunuch’s training included finding and ordering new pieces for my wardrobe. It loved looking through catalogues and making lists of possibilities. If I approved its selections, it beamed when it sent the order to my house manager. If I frowned, it crawled to the closet and crept back with my whip in its teeth for correction. It was still learning my tastes and distastes so its asscheeks are usually bruised. This afternoon they were black and blue from proposing I purchase a particularly appalling slitted skirt. Even though it was leather, the skirt was brown.

Brown? What the hell was it thinking?

I reminded it that my leather guy, the hard-of-hearing but talented hide worker who lives and works just outside Memphis, was on my side-trip agenda after the auction. Had it checked with him, brown would have never seen the light of day.

The whip I use on the eunuch is short and has a beautiful handmade grip that fits my palm perfectly. Its cheeks were bruised already and I didn’t want to draw blood, certainly not if it might dribble onto the carpet in my suite. It had no balls or penis, just a nicely crafted mock vagina so it could pee. Correcting a eunuch requires thinking outside the box.

I buzzed Audra’s chip and she ran in, struggling not to grab herself between her legs from the sting of my double-tap summons. She squatted and looked up at me for instructions.

“This incompetent earned itself an afternoon of stable duty. Deliver it to Jack.”

The eunuch started sobbing because stable duty is so distasteful that all my household girls and this neutered slave would do anything to avoid it. It is the lowest task in my household, the one often assigned to new or disobedient slaves after I use them for single-tail practice. Slaves are required to pee-and-shit three times a day and the rows of small toilets have to be sterilized after each use. After my girls fill the stable with their daily enemas, the slaves wait in line to expel their roiling bowels. When they’re done, their asses must be soaped and rinsed so they can get back to work and not leave telltale rings on the benches.

Stable duty covers that plus anything else Jack can use  them for.

“Get it out of here,” I said. “Then get back here and finish my packing.”

It followed Audra out the door, boohooing the entire way. I watched the clock. Four minutes later, Audra huffed and puffed her way into my suite. Her layers of fat and massive breasts bounced with every step.

“Have my packing done when I return.” She didn’t need to know how long I would be gone. The only thing she had to do was finish my packing. I rang for the elevator and pressed the ‘up’ button.

My exclusives were in their cells in the attic. All three of them needed my attention.

I opened the electronic lock on Nils’ door and walked in. He was in the middle of his second exercise program of the day, the part that involved pushups. I bought Nils at the Swedish Auction even though he was not officially for sale. He was the slave the hostesses gave me to use during my stay. He had a very Swedish look — blond hair, dark blue eyes, spoke a little English and had well-developed talents that satisfied me for the long weekend.

I rarely keep three exclusives but I have three now. They have to be ready at all times because my need knows no timetable. I had no use for Nils during the past two weeks because I was busy with new Dommes’ auction training, the bull’s preparation, Zayn’s Tantric development and Audra’s dreaded task of packing. Nils most likely felt neglected. An unhappy exclusive is a problem. There are only two solutions for exclusives with issues.

Either he gets over it or I get rid of him.

Nils did not hear me enter. His earbuds were playing his repetition count and he was focused on his pushups. The trainer had him scheduled to increase the length and intensity of his workouts. He was completely absorbed in it, straining to complete the new number of pushups required.

I watched the muscles in his shoulders and back ripple. He finished ten extra pushups and when he changed positions to start the next routine, he saw me and wriggled across the floor to my feet. I put my hand on his bald scalp and pressed his head back so he had to meet my eyes.

Nils was dripping sweat. Confusion was seeping out of him. I do not visit my exclusives’ cells very often and he had to be concerned about his status. Every slave in my stable knew the auction was approaching and that was the time I evaluated their work and worth and decided which I was going to sell.

“You are being sent to auction tonight,” I said and watched tears well in his eyes. He was scared that I was putting him on the block. He knew I had not summoned him for two weeks and was terrified he had fallen out of my favor. Every slave is replaceable. Even exclusives. Except My Cop.

“The hostesses asked me to ship a reliable slave to them. One who can handle arrangements, particularly in the pre-sales area. You have experience in that and served me well in Sweden.”

Nils was gasping for breath. All he knew was that I was sending him away, giving him to other Dommes in a far-away household.

I rarely tell slaves what’s next in their lives. Not knowing keeps them calm because they have nothing to worry about. Their days are preset. I just threw a monkey wrench into Nils’ composure. Tears streamed from his eyes.

“May I speak?” he asked through gut-wrenching sobs.

I expected it. As one of only three in my stable who is allowed in my suite, he found the courage to ask permission. I nodded.

“Ms. Amity, have I displeased you?” he cried. “Please, PLEASE don’t send me away.”

Screwing with my slaves’ psyches is one of my favorite pastimes. I let him stew for a few minutes before replying. He was trembling, crying and despondent. It’s good for slaves to feel that way every once in a while, especially exclusives. They have to remember that living in Amityworld is a privilege. One I grant. One I can take away. It keeps them in line and they focus on their work, making sure they work fast and accurately.

“If you serve my friends well, I will have you shipped back here. If not … “ I let the phrase unfinished.

Nils was gulping for air. It would have been heartbreaking if it wasn’t so amusing. He flattened himself on the floor and hugged my ankles with his newly-developed strength. It confirmed that the increase in his daily exercises was effective.

“I will serve them perfectly.”

Of course he would. He would do better than perfect. He would forego sleep and food to do whatever the Memphis Dommes demanded and he would do it perfectly. That performance would cement the quality of my stable and it would lead to a huge bid to buy him if I put him up for sale. A win-win.

“Finish your program,” I said and shook him off my ankles. I left his cell and headed around the corner to Zayn’s room.

While I walked down the hall, I heard Nils counting out loud, yelling each of the sit-ups in his new routine.


Chapter 13

Zayn’s Cell

TAKING ZAYN WITH ME to auction was a difficult decision I finally made only after the old man’s recent visit. Everything that happened while the old man guided Zayn was new to me. He steered me through an invaluable series of realizations. Zayn’s body? I already owned that. His spirit? I felt it flow into me in an exceptional moment between Zayn and me that felt like it lasted forever.

I knew it at the moment Juke helped him let the last drops of terror leave. There was no question that I owned Zayn’s essence — all of him.

However, the Memphis auction would present a new experience for him. I bought Zayn from Big Mike when I visited his mountain camp. Luckily for me, Mike had no concept of his capabilities,. My first invitation to Mike’s retreat showed me his compound was nothing like what I thought a ‘camp’ would look like. I don’t ever rough it. Big Mike’s place was more like a spread-out estate than it was tents and remote lavatories. Had I seen anything like that, it would have been a short visit. He even decorated one of the lovely cabins in purple for me and provided all the slaves I cared to use.

They were darned well trained, too.

I had no intention of buying Zayn or any of the other boys he had for sale. My purpose in visiting was to see some of Big Mike’s new equipment. Mike is an Old Guard Master and his crew is pretty extensive. They are intensely devoted to him. He had them all clean up before dinner when I was there and even had them supervise his sizable stable’s spring-cleaning the whole property. Big Mike and I have a unique relationship that both of us cherish. We argue a lot but it all comes from how much we care for each other.

Mike, like many people, had a secret he carried in his heart all day and most nights. It was not until Annalise and Maeve visited Mike’s mountains on their cross-country dog-buying trip for their Femdom Pet Shoppe, that he finally confessed it. Maeve was the spitting image of his tragically incapacitated sister who practically raised him before “the trouble” impacted his life. When Maeve told Annalise what the trouble was, Mike became part of their family. I was the only other person who knew the awful details.

On that visit to his mountains, I saw Zayn in action. There was something about him, a force like a glow I could feel. He intrigued me so much that after seeing him help My Cop let some of his painful memories float away, I bought him without negotiating the price with Mike. It was one of the best purchases I ever made. Of course, I dropped hints to my girlfriends about his unusual sensual skills and how he satisfies me any night I want him. Every night. All night. He never fails.

Those stories on our video calls predictably generated gossip across my Domme network and they each wanted to feel his uncommon talents for themselves. There are some slaves I rarely, if ever, share. Zayn is one of them. He is my exclusive.

But we were going to a party. An auction! They sent email after email asking if I was bringing him and could they have time with him to feel — just for an hour — the inexplicable joy I touched on in our conversations. That spurred me to send for the old man. To make sure my ownership, my special link with Zayn was not threatened if I loaned him to select friends.

I decided to do something rare for me. I told Zayn about the upcoming undertaking I planned for him with my friends. I wanted him to know my rules. That he couldn’t give them everything. A big part of him was mine that I refused to share.

Zayn had a jam-packed day and just completed his fitness program, so he was scheduled for an hour of rest. I do not dictate exactly how a slave rests because I can tell if it was effective when I get the day’s work results. Zayn is an exclusive, so his work product is evaluated differently. By me. Intimately.

When I unlocked his cell and walked in, the small room was dark. Lights are turned off during rest periods so it wasn’t surprising. I looked around the cell and saw the empty single bed. Then I heard quiet breathing, long drawn-out inhales followed by air blown slowly out his mouth. Zayn was in full meditation mode.

I knew where he had to be. In the corner, on his knees, his forehead pressed against the wall. Every cell in his body was involved. I wasn’t sure he knew anyone had entered his cell, let alone his owner. I chose not to disturb his process. I watched. And listened.

Zayn was motionless but hardly lifeless. I felt his aura from across the room. His breathing slowed so much I wondered if he was still awake. A dozen almost unbelievably long gaps between inhales and exhales later, Zayn was done.

“Ms. Amity,” he said.

The way he said my name ignited the fire inside me. It was beyond uncanny but not unwelcome. I took two steps, stood behind him and pressed my hands on his back. The results of his strengthening program felt so tasty, I ran my fingers down to his tight asscheeks. My palms felt like they were on fire when I heard the sound he makes only for me.

Zayn moaned. My fire raged.

I reached between his legs and traced the initial I branded on his sac. He radiated balance. Screw the talk I planned to warn him about what he was allowed to give the other women when he was on loan to my friends in Memphis. The flames inside me were burning and he was the solution. My solution.

He turned on his knees and held my ankles. His hands moved up my legs and he scrunched his head under my skirt. Two fingers spread my lips and he dotted herbs inside with his face. Damn, the boy was ready for me when he had no way to foresee my visit. When he wrapped his arms around my waist, I felt it start. So did Zayn.

He pulled my hands around his neck and pressed himself against me. When his forehead touched mine, an unfamiliar noise escaped my lips. Ready? Hell, I was beyond ready. I was on the verge of bursting. On my feet. Fully dressed.

Zayn dropped his forehead to my chest and right there, in my exclusive slave’s attic cell, I felt waves of orgasms gush. Like ocean waves. Huge whitecaps. My knees gave out and I felt like I was falling but I didn’t care. Not one whit.

The next thing I saw was the top of Zayn’s hairless head resting on my chest. I was on the only chair in the room and had no clue how I got there.

“May I speak?” Zayn asked. A nod was all I could manage.

“The Master said I would feel whole when you allowed me to feel your presence. He was right.”

The old man is usually right.

“I felt complete as soon as you walked in. I beg you to keep me and let me be near you. The Master explained that you were meant to hold my spirit and you may gift me pieces of it when I need it. That I would feel grateful — whole — when you did.”

Keep him? Hell, I’d lock him to my ankle if anyone dared come near him.

“Ms. Amity, I touch nirvana when you touch me. When you touch me.”

Zayn didn’t need to hear my rules about what he was permitted to share with my friends. He would perform for them but he would never approach paradise if I wasn’t there. I was no longer worried, not even an iota, about my girlfriends. They could eat cake.

I had Zayn.


The Auction


Chapter 14

In Memphis

WHEN THE PLANE touched down, I ignored jealous looks from passengers who apparently surmised where Zayn had been during most of the flight. He spent almost two hours at my feet in his own wonderland and had to reorient himself to having his feet on the ground. My Cop grabbed Zayn’s arm to steady him off the plane and the short walk through the jetway.

The rest of my retinue deplaned and headed to the baggage area to retrieve my bags. They had none of their own because they didn’t need anything. After the auction, their new owners would take care of any travel clothes if they chose not to use Red Rick’s shipping service where we usually ship them naked. It’s easier that way. Whatever I bought at auction would be dressed in the thin jumpsuits all my new slaves wear for transport. I had a reminder on my auction tablet to talk to Rick about how I wanted them shipped. Rick usually offers me discounts because I do so much business with him and I am one of his best sources for referrals. However, there are rarely price cuts at auctions. Rick charges his going rate. As he repeats at every auction, how else would we get our new merchandise hauled safely across the country?

Audra and the five males who rode with her in the back of the plane hauled my bags to the limo area where the Memphis hostesses, Naomi, Elke and Isabelle, arranged my transportation. They were poised to make a small fortune on their percentage of my sales alone, the piece that all auction hostesses are awarded. With four of mine sure to earn top prices and a trained female to sell, the Memphis Dommes considered the limo a good investment toward making me happy.

It was a good decision. If the bull lost on Saturday, I had a fifth to sell.

The for-sale males were packed into one of Red Rick’s trucks that hauled all the saleable items from the airport to the Memphis Dommes’ estate so mine were crammed in with the rest. When the truck was full, it would deliver them to the pre-sales area for check-in. They would not be put on display until pre-sales opened later this afternoon. I make it a point not to get to pre-sales too early. It makes a buyer look too excited and sellers will add a percentage to their asking price when the too-eager buyers arrive.

The hour-and-a-half ride took us around the city and through charming rural country. There wasn’t much to see and My Cop spent most of the ride revisiting the online catalogue to see if anything new had been added while we were on the plane when he wasn't calculating our exact GPS in case he had to call a rescue team. Zayn sat across from me, his back to the driver and front window. The passenger area windows were tinted so we rode in privacy.

One of the best features of stretch limos is the extensive passenger area. Our driver was one of Naomi’s first-level slaves, a term she used for the ones she owned for at least two years and trained to perform tasks that required skill and trust. He said his name was “L1 Slave3,” which I interpreted to mean he was her third first-level male. Slaves rarely need names. I number mine. Numbers are easier for me to remember and if I need a prompt, I use the numbers I have tattooed on their shafts when I decide to keep them. Until then, their tattoos are on their right asscheek. Numbers are easy to spot there.

Both My Cop and Zayn folded their travel clothes and put them in the small bag I keep with me when I am between an airport and my destination. Zayn held out his hand for permission to take mine. I nodded and he guided my fingers under his sac so I could check his balance. When I traced his brand to feel how level he was, he felt his own essence, the spirit he gave me to hold, flow into him. The old man called it the “reciprocal touch.” It was a perfect term.

Zayn sighed when I slid my fingers across the crossbar on the big A branded on his sac. He moaned when I gripped his testicles to remind him of the power of my ownership.

“Ms. Amity owns me,” he whispered.

Damned straight I do.

With Zayn’s balls still in my fist, My Cop held the tablet so I could see the screen. There was something he wanted me to see. I looked and had to smile. He found two things worthy of my attention.

The first was a collection of females for sale that he whittled down to three possibilities. Females are not generally advertised online before auction week. When an owner puts a female on the block, their personals might see the listing and that can create commotion among household girls. It’s a good practice not to market your female slaves too soon. That’s why Audra had no idea I was getting rid of her.

My Cop pointed to two of the three, the ones he thought I might want to inspect. They met my physical criteria for big bosoms, thunderous thighs and belly fat that would jiggle when I had them trained to run, not walk, when performing their duties. All day, every day. Waggling layers of fat amuse me.

The two he pointed out had other qualities he knew I demanded in a personal female. They looked strong, weren’t particularly attractive and their summaries listed the important history I always look for. They were both products of single owners. Ones with a limited set of owners are easier to retrain in my rules. No one wants a female who has been bought and sold too many times. They are always confused from prior households’ rules and are harder to train to obey mine.

My Cop swiped the screen to show me the second one. Zayn moaned when I squashed his balls from the surprise I saw on the tablet.

The Training Farm Mistress was putting her bull up for sale if he lost the bullfight on Saturday. She was holding a “Losers Sale” that afternoon if he was defeated and she urged all the owners to sell their losers as well. If all the losers were put on sale after the bullfight, it would make an exciting addition to the weekend. I mean, really, a barn full of slaves in excellent physical condition that probably had decent second talents? Maybe even thirds.

I felt the stress of the past weeks — deciding which slaves to sell, training my bull, teaching the new Dommes how to behave, getting Zayn to understand my limits on what he could share and the tumult of packing — slide away. This was going to be an exceptional weekend.

The limo arrived at the main house front door where the hostesses were waiting for us. We had wonderful hugs for each other, ones I missed during the time we were forced to stay home during that damned pandemic. Elke pointed to the backseat where Zayn and My Cop would stay until I told them to move. She asked where she should put them.

My friends are aware that my exclusives are exactly that. Mine. My friends never touch them but always stare in awe. My exclusives are the topic of Domme gossip whenever I parade them around.

“In my room,” I said.

Isabelle pointed to one of her girls and then at the limo. The girl led My Cop and Zayn around the side of the big house probably to the slave entrance so I didn’t have to deal with them while I greeted my old friends during the reception.

“Oh, I have a female in Rick’s truck,” I said. “I’ll use her while I’m here but I’m selling her Saturday. Put her somewhere handy.”

Naomi gave me an understanding nod. Getting rid of a personal female can be an off-putting decision and she knew I didn’t want the girl to know. Not yet. Naomi also knew one of my personal females would fetch a good price and positively impact her percentage. She came up with an inventive offer.

“Would you like to use one of our females this weekend?”

Oh god yes, I would like to use one of hers! If she had bathing and dressing skills, it was a perfect solution to my dilemma.

“Do you have a big one?” I asked. The four of us laughed and Elke said, “She’s a really big one. We know what you like.”

A second limo pulled up behind mine. The Memphis Dommes had more guests to greet, so Elke invited me to join the reception on the back patio. I looked over my shoulder and saw a leather-clad behemoth struggling to get his big body out of the back seat. I didn’t have to look twice to know who it was.

Big Mike landed in Memphis! I didn’t know if he was selling or buying or both and I didn’t care. The reception could wait. Big Mike and I had something special to discuss but a huge bearhug came first. We could talk later. I let myself enjoy his strong arms.
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The weather was perfect for the outdoor reception. There was plenty of finger food and real drinks, the only time during auction that alcohol is served. We were in Tennessee so bourbon flowed neat in glasses, on ice, in mixed drinks and in the appetizers we noshed. When I walked into the party, I heard my name called out. Not quite Norm in Cheers, but I was thrilled to see so many of my friends eating, drinking and hugging.

I was swamped with embraces from old friends. The Training Farm Mistress wrapped her strong arms around my waist. We didn’t need to exchange words. Our hug said it all. Nell and Talia each took one of my hands and told me how happy they were that I introduced them to the Pet Shoppe owners. Neve and Skye wanted to talk about their joint slave-holding facility in Houston and Madison handed me a glass of bourbon, neat, and showed me pictures on her phone of an old mansion she bought and was renovating to rent to guests. Kinky guests. Elite kinky guests.

Brielle waved from across the patio and we met in the middle. I held her face and there was no need to say anything. All she said was, “Ms. Amity,” and everyone left us alone. There are good friends and then there is Brielle.

Big Mike was devouring finger food when Annalise and Maeve joined the party. He stopped in mid chew and stared at them. Well, really at Maeve. She let her partner handle the greetings and made her way to the food table where Mike stood. Frozen. None of the guests could imagine anything that could unsettle Big Mike. I knew what was flustering him. So did Maeve and Annalise.

The chatter stopped. Something unusual was happening and they wanted to see what it was.

Maeve touched Big Mike’s shoulder and something happened that no one had ever seen before. Mike was crying. He was trying his best to hide it and most of the guests could not see the tears running down his face. Maeve wrapped her arms around him and he laid his face on her shoulder. She rubbed his back trying to conceal his sobs.

People were staring. We had a situation and the auction hadn’t even started.

No one gets to intrude on my friends’ privacy. I called out, “How much will you pay for an hour with my Tantric exclusive?”

Everyone’s attention shifted away from Big Mike and Dommes crowded around me to get details and offer their bids. I saw Maeve smile and nod at me while Big Mike collected himself. Maeve stuffed a bourbon ball in his mouth and I was the only one who saw him lick her fingers.

Based on the offers I was hearing, Zayn was worth more than every dollar I paid for him. A lot more.


Chapter 15

Amity’s Memphis Suite

AFTER WE RECONNECTED at the reception and everyone turned their attention to the hostesses’ welcome and announcements, we were encouraged to go to our rooms to get ready for the busy agenda. I expected that Audra had unpacked my bags but as usual, I had to make sure everything was in its proper place. Things must be put where they belong. My Cop calls it tchotchke-phobia.

The suite that the Memphis Dommes provided was lovely. The small foyer was suitable, the elegant bathroom splendid and the bedroom spacious. When I arrived, Audra’s breasts jiggled when she trotted from room to room, inspecting where everything was and moving my lotions in the bathroom a few inches one way and then back where they were. The prospect of being put on the auction block apparently sunk in.

Talking to slaves too much is pointless, and besides, she had nothing to say I wanted to hear. I sat in the upholstered chair-and-a-half and put my feet on the ottoman. Even a stupid personal female would know what to do. Not Audra.

Selling a personal female isn’t hard. Buying a new one can be agonizing. The problem is not just choosing one and taking the chance she will be better than the one you’re getting rid of. The grueling part is breaking in the new one. Instructing her how things will be done and correcting her when she makes mistakes. They all make mistakes, some more egregious than others. If you fail to correct those mistakes immediately, you get, well, a personal like Audra.

I couldn’t be sure how much I’d get for her as a last-minute female. Generally, Dommes prefer to view merchandise online and match skills to their needs before they are willing to touch one in the pre-sales area. I put a lot of time into training Audra and the thought of starting from scratch with a new one was, well, unappealing. But I was constantly annoyed with Audra’s ineptness that was a daily irritation. I despise being irritated. Especially by a slave, no matter what her role is.

“Where is My Cop?”

Audra stopped in mid-trot and stood there, looking stupid. A direct question demands a reply. Especially from a slave.

“WHERE IS MY COP?” I hate repeating myself.

Her face filled with stupid. My shoes were still on my feet, I needed to get dressed for the next event, my bath was not ready and my female was dumbstruck by a straightforward question.

That was when I knew for sure that selling her was the right decision. I wanted My Cop to fill out the entry form and then I could lock her up somewhere and enjoy a few minutes practicing with my new single-tail on his fetching white ass before my bath and dressing for the first actual auction event. Not only was My Cop not where I wanted him, the excuse for my personal female was immobile with fear.

If the situation was not so absurd, it would have been laughable. I was not in the mood to laugh.

I rang for an auction slave. In seconds, I heard a knock on the door. Audra ran into the foyer and returned with a surprising visitor. The hostesses typically provide males for guests to use but I was looking at an unexpected slave on-loan. A female. Not just any female. If I picked one out of a catalogue, she would look a lot like the one on her knees in the foyer.

She was a big girl. Huge bosom. Lots of belly fat. Thighs that went on forever. Sensible short hair on her head and a bushy growth between her meaty legs. I was doubly glad I sent a hostess gift to the Memphis Dommes. They went out of their way to provide the exact type of loaner slave I liked. I love it when even the Dommes sub to me.

I wanted to test how well they trained her.

“Where is My Cop?” I said.

“Ms. Amity, your exclusives are in the slave holding area.” Not only did she know the answer, she never asked if I wanted her to get him. Slaves should never presume and she didn’t.

“Fetch him,” I said.

She jumped to her feet and jogged through the foyer, her fat layers waggling as she lumbered out the door. I watched her run down the hallway to fulfill my demand. For a moment, I forgot about Audra and her incompetence. Until I turned around and saw her.

“Get my whips,” I said as evenly as I could. The rage inside me was heating up. Apparently Naomi, Elke and Isabelle trained their female better than I trained Audra. The situation was intolerable and it was time to replace her with a proficient personal female.

Audra proffered the whips I had shipped from her knees in her outstretched arms. I chose the dog whip, a short one with a double braided cracker. It’s lightweight and easy to use so I wouldn’t strain my arm. After all, I had a demo to do in two days and I didn’t want to wear out my left arm on this useless female’s big ass. She turned around on her knees when I twirled my finger and presented her fat backside.

I rarely explain why I discipline a slave. They know they deserve it. I raised my left arm when the foyer door opened and the on-loan slave crawled in with the end of a leather leash in her teeth and My Cop crawling behind her, attached to the leash by a hook on the ring behind his testicles. Neither of them said a word while I striped Audra’s corpulent ass. They never reacted to her screams or turned their eyes away. I was sure they were relieved that their asses weren’t my target but I teach my slaves to learn when one of their own is being corrected.

What they learn is a long-term lesson. Never displease Ms. Amity.

When I was done with the whip and definitely done with Audra, I told the loaner female to get her a space in the for-sale area. I didn’t care if there was a bay available and the loaner knew it. I wanted her out of my sight and didn’t give a damn where she wound up. She crawled toward me, lifted her face so I could take My Cop’s leash and turned to crawl out the door. She never looked back. She knew Audra was behind her. With her backside bearing the results of my whip, Audra knew what her bleak future held. Had she created a fuss, the whip I was still holding would find its target again.

When she finally crept out of my life behind the loaner, I felt liberated from the ongoing tension she brought to my days. My Cop looked up at me and I returned his silent plea. I heard him whisper, “Use me. Let me bring you the pleasure you deserve.”

That’s exactly what I did. And it was exactly what I received.


Chapter 16

Amity’s Suite

BATHE. DRESS. INSPECT. That was the trio of tasks ahead of me this afternoon. Airplanes make me want to soak away travel stress and put on new clothes. Once that was done, I had to get ready for the third agenda item, my first visit to the pre-sales barn. The Memphis Dommes added an extra review time to the schedule because there were a lot of slaves for sale and quite a few, like the female I just put up for sale, were last-minute additions. I make it a habit to see the merchandise before official pre-auction sales were conducted, usually in the morning. I didn’t want to lose an opportunity and besides, I might have to field questions about my for-sale males. The bull was not being shown. Not yet. It all hinged on how he did in the bullfight.

I keep winners. Losers get sold.

My Cop ran the bath and while the tub was filling, he crawled to my feet and took off my shoes. Piece by piece, he unzipped my skirt, unbuttoned my leather vest and laid them neatly on the bench so they could be attended to by the house slaves who pick up, clean and deliver our leathers. The only item he had not yet taken off was my sparkling gold panties. He used his teeth to pull them down to my ankles and I stepped out of them.

He stood up, lifted me in his new beefy arms and lowered me gently into the bubbles. The tub’s jets swirled warm water while he lined up the sponges and bath gels I prefer. He started with lavender, my favorite. That’s another reason he is My Cop.

I don’t know how long he bathed me. Time wasn’t important. My Cop sensed the relief I felt after finally ridding myself of my pathetic female. He was determined to wash away any remnants of that unpleasantness with sponges and lavender suds. He washed and rewashed me while I laid back with my eyes closed. He paid attention to every inch of my skin and is never shy about making sure my bathing experience is all-inclusive.

All good things have to end and after he rinsed me with the hot water I enjoy, he lifted me out of the tub. He had a warm towel ready and wrapped me in it. He let the on-loan female handle my hair and makeup but pleaded to be allowed to dress me. He knew that how I looked at the pre-sale viewing was important and he was resolute in making sure my wardrobe was flawless. No new girl could possibly know my preferences like he does. I was without a personal female at the moment and he was not going to tolerate anything less than a picture-perfect result.

His work was splendid. My leathers were straight, my boots pulled impeccably high on my thighs and my bustier laced so that only my nipples were hidden. He earned a small gift of my appreciation.

I pointed to the double bar attached to the wall and he crept toward it. He laid his belly on the high bar and bent to grab the low one, presenting his asscheeks for my special touch that he craves. My ownership is what he yearns for and when I remind him with my whip that I possess him, body and mind, he savors every bite. Like a great steak, medium rare.

At least Audra managed to get my single-tails shipped in time. They were displayed in open boxes on the bench under the window and I reached for the new one I recently had commissioned. It was a virgin whip. Each time I whip My Cop’s ass, it feels like the first time. My energy courses through the leather and he absorbs it like a starving man devours a meal. I hold Zayn’s Tantric spirit and can allow him a dose when I touch my brand on his sac. My Cop’s lifeforce fills him through my whip’s kiss.

I reached between his legs and unlocked his cage. I wanted to feel my brand, the big A he would wear forever. It reminds him every day that I own him whether he is in my world or remote. My fingers reaffirmed that his essence was at the end of the whip I gripped in my left hand.

I took a few steps back and cracked the new whip high above him. The loaner slave’s mouth fell open when she heard the sound. My Cop groaned. I held pure power in my hand. And him.

I heard his visceral screeches and grunts. Those notes make the special song he sings for me. When I paused after five strokes, he spread his legs farther apart, his way of begging me to aim for my brand and drive my ownership deeper into him. He earned this whipping after my wonderful bath, yet I wanted to add something extra, something just for him. That’s why I had Audra ship my private gels to Memphis. One of them was developed by my Asian master specifically to reinforce my ownership of My Cop. Inside him. Throughout him.

Black gel shatters a slave’s limits. They can’t see, hear or focus on anything other than me. When black gel is driven into their asses, their minds empty and they give up all rational thought. My presence is the only thing they see, hear and feel. The orders I issue when they are in that state are the ones they remember and obey. I never have to remind them again.

The old man raised his hands above his head when he explained that my ownership of My Cop was unlike any other he had been blessed to witness. He called it a singular symbiosis and deserved its own gel. He worked on it for weeks and finally delivered it, hoping that the first time I used it on My Cop, I allowed him to observe the effects. To make sure it was perfect, he said.

I knew better. What he really wanted was to share, even from a distance, My Cop’s experience. I listened to his description of what the gel would do. Real life is better. Much better.

I keep a few doses in small gold-flecked vials because that’s how it works. Like 24-karat liquid gold.

I never share a gel’s effects with strangers, so I sent the loaner girl into the foyer and closed the door. This was between My Cop and me. When I worked the injector into his ass and the tip reached its limit, he fought against bucking like a crazed bronco. His self-control has no place in my world and he sheds his internal regulators when he is with me. I can sense when he turns into his purest self. That’s who he was now. Stretched over the bar, legs spread, cock and balls presented and his brand shimmering under the overhead lights.

Absolutely mine.

I pressed the black gel into him and watched him morph into a kind of nothingness that could sense only one thing. The permanent A I branded on his sac. It was there but it was empty, ravenous to be fed.

I held his life’s sustenance in my left hand.

When I raised my arm, I felt it. Oh, I’d felt something close to it after a practice session when I landed the tip perfectly on a slave’s testicle and again when I did my single-tail demonstration at the Swedish auction. This was different. It was power, supreme power, radiating from my hand through the whip’s flawless grip and down the single tail. I threw it and My Cop gorged himself on the feast I served. He couldn’t get enough, he was a glutton for the meal I fed him. He consumed stroke after stroke, emitting an earsplitting joyful shriek after each one.

I never looked at my watch while I fed him. Hearing My Cop fully consumed in submitting to my ownership — to me — was the cherry on top of my sundae.
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It took him a while to compose himself. I sat in the big chair and watched him recover and weave his parts, the ones I scattered all over the room, back together. I want my exclusives to be whole.

The loaner female was still locked in the foyer and probably heard his cries. Heck, everyone staying in the Memphis Dommes’ big house likely heard him, too. When I am with my friends, there is always after-dinner chatter and I was happy to oblige the gossiping girls with something to talk about. As for the in-house slaves, let them wonder. I never explain anything to slaves. They are not worth my time.

When I let her out of the foyer, her face made me laugh. Slaves of any gender are used to seeing or hearing their owner punish their stables yet very few are accustomed to the kind of episode I just finished. In fact, I have never punished My Cop. He has never disobeyed any of my orders and holds my desires in his heart. I am content to own his utter submission. The gift I give him in return is the sustenance his body and spirit need.

My newest single-tail is a gem. I had to remember to compliment my leather guy when I visited him in two days. I had special requirements for him to craft something extraordinary for Zayn and My Cop. I was sure he needed to take their measurements. All of them.


The Pre-Sales Barn


Chapter 17

Circles in the Barn

“GET ME ZAYN!” I told the loaner girl. Loudly. She scooted out the door and ran down the hallway. After watching her massive breasts bounce with each step, I returned to the big chair and beckoned My Cop. I put him between my legs, the place he longs to be. Where he belongs.

That is his position when I want him. He knows what to do when I put him there. No slave, not even My Cop, gets all the time and effort I invest in him without showing proper appreciation. Pre-sales viewing started in 20 minutes. That was plenty of time for him to take me over my edge. Twice.

When I wrapped my boots around him and dragged him deeper into me, I felt him panting, sucking in and blowing out warm air. It didn’t matter that his body felt like raw meat. What mattered was how well he served me right now. Three orgasms later, I rated his service as excellent.

Once Zayn was delivered to my room, I locked My Cop’s cock cage back on him and we walked outside where the golf carts were waiting to drive us to the pre-sales barn. I had the loaner slave clamp my exclusives to the rings on the back of the cart and they jogged across the grounds behind me. The rings were a nice touch. The Memphis Dommes thought of everything  — or perhaps that was  Nils' idea, my exclusive-on-loan to them.

There is nothing that matches the headiness from your first glimpse of pre-sales. There was a mob of naked slaves shackled in place with summary tags hanging around their necks. They were arranged in concentric circles. That had to be Naomi’s work. She loved to tell us on our video calls about the never-ending possession of slaves. Circles would be her go-to system to display merchandise.

My Cop handled my auction tablet and I had a special job for Zayn that would be apparent when I was interested in a particular boy. For now, he was content to stay one step behind me. He never said a word.

Sometimes my plans are calculated to deliver particular results. This time, my intent was to create more of a feeling than a measurable result. If it worked, and I know my friends well enough to know it would, the outcome would be profitable both for me and the seller. And a ton of fun. That part was strictly for me.

There were four circles of naked boys and I started with the innermost ring. That’s where the higher-priced slaves were shown. Many attributes impact pricing. Sometimes it’s skills and talents, other times it’s who their previous owners were. Once in a while, pricing is impacted by what a slave used to be before he was owned. From what My Cop relayed to me after studying the online catalogue, I expected to see a few from the third group in the innermost circle. Slaves with interesting former lives.

He held the tablet so I could read the owner’s notes about their boys. The neck cards listed height, weight, cock length and a short summary. Like, “ass slave,” or “competent tongue” or “sissy rental.” That was never enough to make me look at a slave twice. I had to know a lot more than that.

I walked the circle once and took a cursory look at what was for sale. On my second trip, I took closer look at the interesting ones that were advertised online. There is almost always one that just intrigues me. On my second pass, I saw two that My Cop highlighted during the flight. A third caught my eye that was worth at least an initial inspection. My Cop knew some of the qualities I was looking to buy. He didn’t know all of them.

The first boy I stopped at was hilariously awkward. That happens often when it’s the boy’s first time being put on sale. At 5’10’ and only 160 pounds, the only word to describe him was scrawny. The primary reason any Domme would buy one like him was if he had a frequently-requested rentable talent. There was one more thing that made me look at him. His owner was Madison, one of my good friends who lives outside Atlanta. She was getting rid of him and I wanted to know why.

I was rereading my tablet when I heard someone say, “Get me an anal camera.”

Camera? This early in the pre-sales preview? That was a curious request. Several heads turned to see who gave that absurd order.

I didn’t have to look. I knew that voice. Larisa had just deviated from traditional auction policy and I wondered if she would manage to commit two faux pas this soon in her first foray into the auction world.

Our network has a pecking order. New Dommes are near the bottom until they prove themselves worth our respect. They defer to us. That rule does not have to be written down. Everyone knows it.

Apparently, everyone did not include Larisa. There was no chance in hell that I was going to walk over to greet her. It was her bottom-rung duty to speak to me first. I turned back to the scrawny slave Madison had for sale. I disregarded Larisa’s machinations when Madison joined me in the small circle. She heard Larisa’s bizarre demand, too.

“Who is she?” Madison asked.

“One of Maeve’s referrals. Apparently two days of training was not enough for her,” I said.

Madison nodded and we discussed the boy she had for sale with our backs turned to the fledgling Domme. We talked about his main skill — unsurprisingly he was an IT geek — and his secondary talent. A tech slave was on my list of needs but if he didn’t have a rentable ability, he would never offset the cost of his upkeep.

Madison explained more. “Like a lot of nebbishes like him, he’s brilliant in his field. He was raised as an only child, had no real friends, parents traveled a lot without him. He’s small so he got picked on a lot. His only saving grace was his nanny. A German. An old-school German.”

That made sense. A smart but little boy was ripe to be tormented and his only escape was the only authority figure he had. I bet that nanny made him crawl, physically and mentally.

Madison told me more about him. “When his startup got sold and he came into all that money, he searched for a life that made him happy in the only way he knew. I picked him up from an application, mostly because my consulting business needed a technology upgrade. The system is first-class, by the way.”

My good friends are entitled to brag. I returned Madison’s victorious smile.

“What else can he do?” I asked.

“You will be surprised, I’m sure. He’s highly rentable and often requested by name. I keep him busy five nights out of the week and he brings in double what it costs to keep him. I can rent him on a regular schedule. When I rent him to groups, it triples.”

Triple the cost to feed and house him? I was suddenly more interested. “Do tell,” I said.

“Two features,” Madison said. “Oversensitive nipples and an expanded anus.”

Nipple boys are impossible to develop. That sensitivity is inborn and cannot be taught. There was only one nipple boy in my stable and I had owned him so long, he was due to be transferred to a remote location in a few months, the place we ship retired slaves. The staff there keeps them busy with fitness programs and jobs that are evaluated and rated. Even old slaves need to be overseen and occasionally whipped. It makes them feel like they are still important.

I could use a nipple boy and the expanded ass was a plus, although all my boys are stretched. It starts in Intake and continues as long as I own them. The new device I had made can be worn overnight so they don’t have to waste work time kneeling in front of the mechanical expanders anymore.

“Interesting. Perhaps he’s worth a closer look.”

Madison smiled when I tapped a check next to his number on the tablet My Cop held in front of me. I wasn’t sure if Madison was smiling at the potential sale or My Cop’s new chest and shoulders. No matter. I had a boy to send to my personal inspection area when I finished going through the rest of the circles.

“Get that camera in deep!”

We turned toward the demanding Domme and like the other shoppers, stared at her unfortunate display. That’s when she saw me.

“Ms. Amity!” she called too loudly. “It’s so nice to see you. Again.”

Everyone heard her say “again” and rolled their eyes. You do not gain our respect by pointing out you met me before. Larisa needed to be put in her place or before too long, one of the Memphis Dommes would have her escorted out. A real Domme never overplays herself like Larisa was doing. We’re authentic. We do not have to put on airs. Ours are built in.

I looked at her with the most corrective stare I could manage. She was interrupting my pre-sales inspection and I was getting irritated. You never want to be the cause of my irritation. It will not end well for you.

Madison put her fingers on my arm. “Oooo, tension.”

That went without saying. My Cop took a step back to get out of the way. He didn’t need to touch my arm to know I was annoyed. The buyers and sellers stopped their conversations and the room became eerily quiet while I looked around the barn. There she was, in the third circle.

Zayn moaned. His energy flow was interrupted when I tensed up. That was it. I would not allow Larisa to disrupt my exclusive’s connection with me. It was time to put my plan into action.

“Kiera! Come over here. There’s someone I want you to meet,” I said. There was no other sound in the room except the clicks Kiera’s boots made on the straw-covered concrete floor.

Turning my back to the bothersome interruption, I introduced Kiera to Madison, told her about Madison’s auction where I schlepped around on a broken ankle and crutches while the three of us ignored Larisa. If Kiera suspected she was being used to discipline Larisa, she never let on. I liked her even more at that moment.

I heard My Cop let out the breath he was holding. Zayn felt balanced. Madison handled it like the pro she is and Kiera wore a little smile. The last time I looked at Larisa, Isabelle was informing her about proper and improper auction conduct. I didn’t look at Larisa again all day.
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The IT geek was interesting but there was a lot more to see before I made any pre-sale offers. The inside circle was full of quality merchandise but I had my carefully honed list and would finish inspecting everything before buying anything. The second boy I wanted to see was one that Big Mike had for sale. He and I do business often and he sells only first-rate boys. Mike rarely sells girls.

I hoped he had gotten over my out-bidding him in Sweden. Even though he drove up the price, I would have paid twice as much as I did for one particular boy. I think Mike realized it when the auctioneer yelled, “SOLD! To Ms. Amity!” and I smirked.

My Cop stayed behind me all morning. When he saw Big Mike approach, he moved to my side. The auction slaves must have treated Mike’s leathers. They were shining. Unlike his substantial motorcycle boots.

“You want him?” Mike got right to the point.

I had barely finished reading his summary and the seller’s notes. The positives for this big boy were obvious. He was 6’3”, 220 pounds of muscle, a 7.75” cock and was former military. It was a good set of stats, but that’s not enough to make me take a second look. What My Cop pointed to was his personal defense training. He had a few martial arts belts and was a bodyguard for Central African diplomats before Mike got him. There was a small note at the bottom that was the real reason I was interested in him.

Can roleplay. Dominates male clients.

Role play was a rentable talent! Mike had no clue that his minor mention of the roleplaying skill would capture my interest. I know my clients’ kinks. Not just a few of them checked that box on the long and deeply personal application form they complete before I agree to rent to them. That’s one reason I had the out-buildings remodeled. Long-term rentals, sometimes for a weekend, are always done on my property. My girls keep an eye on what’s happening in the rental cabins so none of my stable is damaged.

My sole IT girl splices together interesting highlight videos that I often watch over dessert and coffee after dinner. A roleplaying slave of his size demeaning a business executive, company president, ambassador or elected official would make a fascinating mix video. Better than that, his rental fee would return pure profit.

My dog, Aussie, handles my protection when My Cop is remote. I am sure he wanted me to buy a second one just in case. I was becoming more interested in the boy and wanted to see how good his roleplaying skills were. I checked his box and had him sent to my private screening area. Big Mike grinned and said, “No discounts at auction.”

“I’ll see if he’s worth my money,” I said and walked the circle until I saw the third boy on my list, one My Cop hadn’t suggested. There are some things I keep to myself.

I saw him from a distance. There was no mistaking what his blond hair and thick chest matting predicted. He was on the small side, only about 6’ tall and 175 pounds with a tiny 5.75” cock even when it was hard. His neck card told me what I wanted to know. 

Sissy, good personal skills.

A slave like that had to have been someone’s personal male. He was probably well-trained in bathing and possibly hair and makeup. There was no question why he was for sale. His former owner didn’t want to turn him into a gelding. But I did.

I was finished training my eunuch. The transformation was costly and the only way to recoup that much money was to sell him and replace him with a cheaper boy I could hand over to my doctor to castrate and medicate. If the boy had the skills I wanted, I could get a high price for a fully trained eunuch when it was time to sell him. That’s the thing with eunuchs. After a while, it’s time for me to buy and create a new one. I enjoy the process, especially when their balls are cut off. When I allow them into the makeup area in the eunuch wing of the stable dorm, they are in heaven.

I never buy eunuchs. I build them.

I had a feeling there might be a bidding war for him. The Pet Shoppe gals, Annalise and Maeve, would see him as a poodle and Neve, half of the New Orleans contingent, could easily fit him into a Mardis Gras theme. But the Domme who was likely to drive up the price was definitely Larisa. She was crazy about my eunuch when it served lunch and she peppered me with questions about I had it crafted. Of course, she didn’t have the medical staff to do the surgery and if the boy wound up with her, she would probably turn him into a useless commodity that would never be what she wanted. It would never pay for itself.

What she really wanted was what I had. Prestige. Stature.

You cannot buy reputation or status but she was determined to skip that step. I hated to see a boy butchered just so she could flaunt a sterilized male but I had no intention of spending money on him just to keep him away from Larisa. It was a conundrum.

My Cop pointed to the seller’s name and the problem was solved. Nashville Ned. No wonder the boy was in the innermost circle. Ned’s reputation is stellar. So is his status in our community.

A little collusion can go a long way. I wondered if Kiera was up for a bit of fun.


Chapter 18

Merchandise

KIERA WAS CHATTING with three of the Domme trainees that visited a few weeks ago. Avalon, Sarai and Odette were talking near the buyer’s buffet. Larisa was prowling the second circle, studying the more moderately-priced merchandise. She looked like a tigress stalking her prey, only her quarry was chained to the crossbeam behind them. It’s not much of a hunt when the animals are already trapped.

After Ned answered my questions about the sissy boy he was selling, I asked if he wanted to teach a fledgling Domme a lesson. There are many things I like about Ned. One of them is his good old country boy sense of humor. He is certainly not funny like a comedian. No, Ned is caustically droll and although Dommes are his biggest market, he does not kowtow to anyone. Not even Dommes who spend a lot of money on his stock. To be allowed to peer into his quirky inner self, you have to approach him with yours. Your genuine self.

“Ned, would you like to help me correct a Domme’s behavior?”

He gave me his famous side-eye and nodded. His lips curled into an sinister grin. Ned was in for the ride. Like I said, we trust each other.

“Follow my lead. Her name is Larisa. She has money and you’ll probably sell something to her today and more in the future. Just not this boy.”

Ned gave me his legendary one-eye stare. He only needs one to show he trusts you and will play your game without knowing all the details. I waved at Kiera and invited her to meet Ned. He’s the kind of seller that new Dommes aspire to meet because he carries only top-rate merchandise. She joined us and I was delighted she was willing to participate. I just didn’t tell her what the rules were of the game that Ned and I were playing. Or what the prize was.

After exchanging a few pleasantries, I raised my voice a notch. “You’ll be excited to see what Ned has for sale that he didn’t bring to Memphis. Wait till you see what I’ve bought from Ned when you visit Amityworld next time.”

It wasn’t quite a lie but it was definitely an embellishment. She can shop with Ned’s stock on video and I am sure she will attend one of my Parlors so it was more of a fib than a lie. My Cop tapped the tablet and showed me his message.

She is staring at you. Her face is red.

Ah, jealousy. Thy name is Larisa.

Ned followed up with a perfect fake invitation. “I’m happy to show you the rest of my merchandise after pre-sales are over. Why don’t we meet for dinner?”

Kiera was thrilled and gave me a hug. Larisa marched through the breaks in the circles and inflicted herself on us.

“Introduce me to your friend,” she said, turning toward Ned and edging Kiera to the side. I knew what was coming. All I had to do was wait for it.

“Excuse me,” Ned said, “I was speaking to this lovely woman.”

Larisa’s face turned even redder. I heard My Cop’s tiny chuckle. Zayn radiated balance. My point was made.

Don’t be rude — especially to me — at auction. Or anywhere else.
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I was finished looking at the inner circle of higher-priced items so I moved to the second ring. Unlike the Swedish auction, the boys weren’t categorized by skill. Naomi set up circles of merchandise for sale and it was up to me to read their neck cards and summaries. In Sweden, I could go through all “the cops,” the law enforcement types, or a section of skilled workers, like painters, carpenters and more. The Memphis Dommes wanted us to look at each boy and not, say, choose a chef from the household section and without looking at the ones on either side of him. By mixing them up this way, I would hardly choose the first chef I saw. I would have to go through the entire circle and put a check on my tablet next to all the interesting cooks. Of course, My Cop would do that. I was too busy checking the stock, comparing neck tags and summaries with my list.

The three main skills I was looking for were accounting, video and audio editing and a kitchen sous chef. I don’t buy one-trick slaves. They had to have to useful and rentable second talent, preferably one that my clients request frequently. At the same time, I would not ignore an interesting one if he didn’t fit neatly into one of my boxes. That’s the good thing about auctions. You never know what you will find. You have to be open to possibilities.

My Cop stayed a step behind me and Zayn behind him. He slid to my side when I paused to look at a boy. He scrolled through the listings to make sure the current boy’s specs were on the tablet when I looked at the screen. Although he never commented on a boy I was considering, I could read his face. For the most part, it was neutral. That changed when I stopped at a tall, olive-skinned boy with one of the biggest cocks in the entire display.

My Cop shook his head ever so slightly side-to-side. That was odd. He had never shown any disapproval before but he did now. That made me curious about why he was urging me to move on. But one thing was for sure. I made the right decision to cover most of his face. It’s my rule: when My Cop is naked in public, he’s masked.

But that cock! The neck tag said biggest cock at auction. How was I supposed to ignore that?

They boy’s summary was curious. He had an iffy background in Europe for two owners. One was a Contessa in Palermo, a lovely city on the Ionian Sea across the island from Sicily. The other was in Hamburg, Germany, a major port city in northern Germany that is connected to the North Sea by the Elbe River. That city is crossed by hundreds of canals that lead, eventually, to several countries in Europe. The main drawback was that I was not familiar with any Dommes in those two places.

That in itself was peculiar. Who was selling him? Could there be a trusted European seller I didn’t know?

My Cop pointed to the seller’s name. It was Red Rick. Rick is our go-to shipper, whether in the U.S or across the pond. Either pond. His business doesn’t train slaves. In fact, he rarely keeps any of them very long. His remote facility in the mountains is more like a way station where slaves are kept waiting for his trucks to deliver them to their new owners. In fact, it was unusual for Rick to sell anything at auction. He was there mainly to transport our purchases from auction to wherever we want them delivered.

I had only been in pre-sales for an hour and was facing my second dilemma. I handled the first but had no easy solution for the this one. There were two things I wanted to know before I walked to the next boy in the circle. First, why was Red Rick selling slaves at auction? The second was what did My Cop know that I didn’t?

The first was easy to resolve. My carbonite crop found an auction slave’s ass and I told him to find Red Rick and bring him to me. It’s not hard to see Rick across a room. His long bright red hair is a big giveaway. The slave alerted him and Rick jogged my way and gave me a big hug. He saw My Cop behind me and nodded, recognition of how much he appreciated his interference in what could have been a sticky transportation issue when he shipped the dogs Maeve and Annalise bought on their cross-country trip. It involved a flat tire and overly-helpful state troopers. My Cop made it go away and Rick was grateful. Very grateful.

“I see you’re interested in one of my overstock,” Rick said. “What can I tell you about him? He was supposed to be delivered but the new owner suddenly cancelled the delivery. She told me to keep him. Heck, I don’t keep beef long. They have to be in-and-out. There’s only so much room in the holding pens.”

That wasn’t much of a recommendation or a clarification about his former owners or even of the boy’s skills. Rick did not appear to be holding anything back; in fact, he sounded perfectly honest. He actually didn’t know much about the boy.

“I’m getting rid of three of them, lowest prices you’ll see at auction. Especially for the biggest cock in the barn.”

Rick’s a natural born salesman. My Cop stifled a cough, one intended to get my attention. He knows better than to interrupt me. I interpreted his little cough as a bigger message. I thanked Rick and suggested he go back to his shipping labels and trucks.

“Talk to me,” I said.

My Cop was searching for the right words and I tapped my foot. I dislike waiting, especially for a slave to reply to a direct question. Finally, he explained.

“I know who he is. What he’s done. He is a threat. To you and everyone here.”

Even naked and caged, he would always be my defender and protector. He’s a cop in his bones. High level law enforcement, but a cop nonetheless. My Cop.

Then he added the big one. “Get him out of here. It’s too dangerous.”

If anyone had pulled a fire alarm, it wouldn’t have concerned me as much as his explanation. This situation required a plan. Once I had one, I’d alert Naomi, Elke and Isabelle to the problem.

I led My Cop outside and we walked to the temporary auction office’s door. Thank goodness the three Memphis Dommes were there by themselves. The Goddess performed a small miracle.

I didn’t waste any time.

“Girls, there’s a dangerous fake-slave in the second circle. Rick’s the seller and he doesn’t know. You need to get the bastard out of here for your own and everyone’s safety.”

At least they didn’t look at me like I was crazy, even though I was a little worked up. There was only one word that described the look on My Cop’s face. Determination.

Elke braved the question. “I trust you, Ms. Amity. Tell us what we should do.”

That was easy. My Cop’s mask doesn’t cover his mouth. I like to see him smile when I whip his ass. He had a plan.

“Have your driver drop him somewhere rural and arrange a cash ride share to deliver him to an address I will provide. Law enforcement will take care of the rest.”

He looked at me and said, “I need to make a call.”

It went down textbook perfectly. Homeland Security doesn’t question or argue with My Cop. The whole thing was over in less than thirty minutes and the Memphis Dommes were immensely grateful. So grateful that they insisted I bring My Cop to our big dinner tomorrow night so he could see the demonstration I promised. It was easy to accept their invitation. I was going to bring him anyway.

When the scoundrel was removed and later, when My Cop received confirmation that he was in the hands of the right people, I had an auction slave find Red Rick and bring him to me.

“You’re down one slave to sell,” I said. “You should have done a better background check before bringing an unvetted slave to auction. You owe My Cop another thank-you.”

Rick was stunned. Not the good kind of stunned. He thought better of saying the wrong thing and said simply, “Thank you. Again.”

In situations like this, ones that can threaten my safety, My Cop will always have the last word.

“Never EVER put Ms. Amity in danger. Do it again and I’ll come after you. Hard.”


Chapter 19

Shopping in the Barn

THERE WERE TWO more circles of slaves for me to look at so once the inopportune excitement was over, I returned to pre-sales and was greeted by several questioning looks. I did not want that unfortunate episode to ruin the Memphis auction, so I ignored the questions and resumed inspecting slaves. There was still a lot to look at and only an hour left in pre-sales.

Time, as they say, was of the essence.

The first one with a card that said ‘geek,’ caught my eye. My slaves have no Internet access and that makes their work safe and secure. But for marketing?

Securely protected videos accessible only through a VPN are the way I show my clients teasers of the rentable possibilities. It takes an experienced and creative editor to produce the high-quality ones I want. On occasion, I splice narration on top of the video so buying an audio and video editor was a high priority.

This boy was decent looking, not your typical geek who eats pizza and drinks Diet Coke all night while playing in MUDs. With light brown hair, green eyes and an ordinary 6” cock, his spec sheet noted he was 5’11” and 175 pounds. All in all, fairly typical.

The summary listed his technical skills and they fit my needs. If he didn’t have a second talent I could use, I was ready to move on. My Cop held the tablet so I could read his details. And who was selling him.

Two years ago in Sweden, I consulted with the Spanish Dommes to help them cull their stable and buy new, less expensive stock to train and resell for a profit. This IT slave was one of those purchases. Isabella and Camila run a respectable stable and if they were following my advice, the price they set should provide them a decent return on their investment.

I read the rest of the summary.

What I wanted to see was the second line, right after the technical skills. Good for them for heeding my advice.

Prior owner trained him as a circus animal.

Perfect. Not only did he have a second talent, it was one I could rent to my clients. It left me with a question. What kind of animal?

Camila’s smile filled her face when she joined me in the second tier. A few hugs later, we got down to business.

“There’s always a discount for you, Ms. Amity,” she said.

My grin matched hers. “If the price is fair, I’ll pay it. It all hinges on one thing.”

“Of course,” Camila said. “You want to know what creature he turns into on demand.”

It wasn’t a question. I was very pleased with her sales technique, one I taught her. Don’t answer questions. Give only required information.

“Let me just say that he looks fabulous in stripes.”

Camila had come a long way since we met in Sweden. I was proud of her and at the same time, I wanted the tiger for my stable. There are at least two clients who’ve admitted their obsessions for animal play. If this boy was already a tiger, he could be trained to be different animals. On demand.

I looked at the asking price and nodded. My Cop tapped a check box next to his number.

“Go sell more,” I said to Camila and moved on around the second circle.

The next few were adequate but hardly met my needs. Halfway around the circle, I spotted an interesting tag hanging around one boy’s neck. It said, “chef, sissy.” That earned a second look.

I wanted to buy an additional cook to be sous chef to the chef I already owned. Normally, kitchen girls do the prep work but I promoted one girl recently and gave her a one-syllable name along with the much-desired job that got her out of the kitchen. My chef gets tense when vegetables are not diced to his specifications. A sous chef would solve that problem.

The only surprising item on the summary was his owner. It’s not often that a slave from the Training Farm is put up for sale. As I was reading the summary, Willa joined me. I met her once when I visited the Farm. She was wearing the same black leather shorts and low-cut vest with a neon blue stripe decorating her completely visible breasts. The Farm’s Mistress dresses her staff in the same leathers with vests that display her trainers and staff’s bosoms. Willa was her top female. Neon blue complimented her tan complexion she got mainly from to the Farm’s outdoor location. Had she been in the ring with my bull, I wasn’t sure who would have emerged the winner.

Willa was all business.

“Ms. Amity, tell me your specifications so I can match your needs to the Mistress’s stock for sale.”

She wasn’t being rude; rather, she was straight to the point. But I never do business with underlings. They don’t have negotiating power and they can’t know everything involved in running a successful stable.

“Get your Mistress,” I said in the same flat tone Willa used.

A submissive, even a top female, is loath to talk back to a Domme. It earns them more — and often worse — than a simple whipping. In her case, Willa would likely be demoted and lose her neon blue ribbon. She might wind up as low as a gray-ribbon trainee. She would have to work her way back up and that would be more of a punishment than a whip could inflict. She didn’t want to deliver my message but she would not dare say no to me.

I like watching slaves, especially females that oversee other females and the males. They have the biggest and mostly undeserved egos. It’s entertaining to take them down a peg. Or two.

“Now!” I was done giving her instructions. What she did next was hers to own.

Willa was exasperated with the lose-lose option she was facing. She managed to choose the correct one. The only option she had. “Yes Ma’am,” she said. Willa trotted out of the pre-sales barn and when she came back with her Mistress, I marked it mentally as a win.

I enjoy winning. It’s the only outcome I expect. Or tolerate. By the time the Mistress walked to the slave I was considering in the second circle, I had moved on and was examining an accountant. There was no way I was going to stop and walk several slaves back just because she was there. She could wait for me.

Even with the all the noise in the barn, I heard her boot tapping. My Cop got it. He wouldn’t dare touch my arm to tell me she was waiting. He knew that I knew. When she visited during the time I was rehabilitating what I called the scoundrels, the ones who dared attack one of my friends, I gave her My Cop for an hour when I was focusing on my single-tail and the four asses. Plus their cocks, balls, legs and backs.

My Cop knew exactly who she was and there was no way he wanted to be given to her when she was in that kind of mood. I really wasn’t interested in the accountant but I looked at him for five minutes before meeting her where the chef was bolted to the bar.

“It took you long enough!” Her annoyance flowed from every pore.

“Bitch!” I replied. Then we broke out laughing and shared a much-needed hug. My Cop finally exhaled.

A sous chef was high on my list. The “sissy” on his neck tag revealed his second talent. Kitchen workers are a busy lot, but after dinner is cleaned up, they have time to complete their fitness programs, plan upcoming meals and send shopping lists to the house manager. A second ability means that at least once or twice a week, I can put him to use. Profitable use. My only concern was, no matter how big a kitchen is, having two culinary artists in the same kitchen can cause friction. Chefs can be divas and there is no place in my household for one of those. I do not abide drama in my stable. Or in my kitchen.

“Tell me why you’re getting rid of him,” I said. “Bad cook? Uninspired meals?” I left out ‘diva’ on purpose.

“Not at all,” the Mistress said. “He’s a virtuoso as a chef. My meals are dazzling and he sets the diet for the animals. That’s not why I’m selling him.”

I realized her game. She was making me ask a second question. Domming each other is our sport, one I’m very good at playing

“That tells me he caused problems,” I said. “Nope, not interested in one of those.” I turned away and took two steps down the circle before she stopped me.

“Damn, Ms. Amity! You are a real pain. Gonna make me spell it out?”

In a word, yes. She did.

“He’s on spec. I’ve got several inquiries from the overseas gals and a couple of male Doms about selling him. His expertise in the kitchen is known internationally. I haven’t sold any staff in a few seasons so I wanted to see what I could get for him. You know, how high the bidding goes.”

Perfectly understandable. Just one flaw in her logic.

“Why didn’t you call me?” I was a little bemused. She’s one of my best friends. Surely she knew I would never consider her question about current prices as an imposition.

“I should have. I know I can call you about anything. It’s just that you were so busy training the west-coast neophyte Dommes and your exclusive … “ she pointed at My Cop, “was due to arrive. You mentioned that in one of our group calls. I didn’t want to distract you from your time with him.”

I went from bemused to stunned, like a sportscar does zero-to-sixty in seconds. I saw My Cop’s mouth fall open in shock. He moved a step closer to me. He protects me. Occasionally I protect him.

“One more thing,” the Mistress said. “I want to buy some of your Tantric exclusive’s time. I figured not interrupting you was the best way to get a piece of him.”

I felt it even though he was two steps behind me. Zayn’s energy went through the roof.

“Well, damn! Didn’t you think I would loan him to you? After everything you did for me with those home inspections for my Parlor guests? You should have known better. I’ll have him delivered to you after pre-sales are over. Don’t plan on getting any sleep tonight. You’ll want to keep him for hours. When he’s done, you’ll be too exhausted to care about sleep.”

We chatted for a few minutes about the chef’s sissy kink, the particular fetish the male Europeans wanted. I had My Cop put a check next to the chef’s number because I wanted to see how high the U.S. bidding might go. The Mistress and I shared a hug and I went to see what was next on the circle.

My Cop checked a few from the third circle but the fourth was uninteresting. I headed back to the main house by golf cart with my exclusives jogging behind.

It was time to get Zayn ready to be loaned to my friends.


Zayn on Loan


Chapter 20

Brielle's Hour

AN HOUR LATER, PRE-SALES was over and most sellers and buyers boarded the luxury bus to the hotel. We select few returned to our rooms in the main house for private time before getting ready for the first auction dinner. Dinners are always fun, what with catching up with old friends, making new ones and gossiping about each other, preferably when the women we were gossiping about were out of earshot. The Memphis agenda noted that seating was prearranged and we were to sit where Naomi put us. It had to be Naomi, she is the most organized of the three hostesses. Everyone was a little on edge to see where they would be seated.

It matters which table and where you sit at an auction dinner. Especially if they use rectangular tables. Most people think round tables don’t have a coveted spot but I know better. The after-dinner programs on the stage in the center of the big room meant that some seats faced the stage. Half the chairs would have to be turned around. Dommes can be sly when they deliver messages. Seating was one of those messages.

I wasn’t concerned about where my chair was. I was loaning Zayn to three enthusiastic Dommes who paid handsomely for the time. Before I sent him to those women, I had him delivered to me for last-minute instructions and what I call a balance check.

Zayn and I stood facing each other. We didn’t exchange any words. Zayn did not need to hear me reiterate the rules. He knew what he could do and what was entirely mine. What he hungered for was for me to reassure him that when he was done with the paying clients, he would come back to me. It’s where he wants to be. He was there right now. With me.

My Cop was on his knees in a corner, his ears filled with music. This was my time with Zayn and he had no part  in it and was content to be where I put him. That is yet one more reason he’s My Cop. He knows his place and is overjoyed to be there. As long as he is close to me.

My fingers started at Zayn’s chest and inched down to his belly, then to his cock cage. A tap on the controller unlocked it and I pulled it off. I didn’t care where it landed. My fingers searched his testicles for my brand on the bottom of his sac. Zayn is a former marine and is hard as a rock, especially his oversized cock. My fingers explored all of him, pausing when I neared the big A. His cock was stiff. His breathing was measured. His eyes were closed. Zayn was moving into that zone where I might give him a taste of his spirit, his essence, that he gave to me to hold for him and to use however and whenever I want. His totality was in my fingertips.

He moaned in my ear. My fire reawakened.

“When you finish with them, you come back here. To me.”

I felt him sob and wrapped my arms around his shoulders. He is so well-developed now I wasn’t sure my arms were long enough to hold all of him. Zayn moaned again, pouring fuel on my fire. I let go and sent him on his way to flabbergast three of my friends but save his ultimate talents for me. It was his penance, the way he would earn the right to return to me, longing for the chance to be immersed in his Tantric nirvana again.

I had a room set up on the upper floor of the main house. It was hardly luxurious, just a bedroom and bathroom. He needed nothing else to take those women into the stratosphere. If you’re wondering, the answer is yes, the room was wired. Save for an IT slave, no one knew there were cameras and a microphone, not even Zayn. If he was stupid, he would not have expected it. I don’t brand stupid slaves.

I sent him on his way.

The lights were dimmed and Zayn could barely make out the woman’s features. All he could see was her form sitting in the only chair in the small room. What she looked like didn’t matter to him. What mattered was whether or not she would allow him to interact with the unexpressed spirit inside her. Her essence. Her potential.

When I met the old man to discuss his mentoring of Zayn, he explained that success — our essences touching each other — happened only if I permitted it. If I didn’t consent, any skills he taught Zayn would be useless. He made clear that decision to connect with a slave was difficult for strong women. “Strong” is an apt descriptor for my friends. Especially Brielle who was sitting in the only chair in the dark room.

Zayn had never met Brielle, the owner of Maison Brielle a few hours outside of Atlanta. She is one of my trusted, go-to friends. It was in her training tank that My Cop had his first sensory deprivation experience. Brielle and I are very close and I wanted this afternoon to be an out-of-body hour for her. I wanted Zayn not only to take her to new heights but also to leave her eager for more. She earned a taste of what I can have whenever I want.

Zayn spread his kit out on the night table and withdrew three bottles of oils. He dropped a few herb flakes into small dishes before turning to face her. Brielle didn’t move; she had never had an encounter with anything like Zayn. She didn’t know what, if anything, she should do. It’s good even for veteran Dommes to have new experiences. If she could lower the wall we keep between us and our slaves, even temporarily, the hour she bought would change her life. At least it would alter her view of what an orgasm can feel like.

Trust me, I know how magnificent orgasms feel. The Tantra that Zayn practices is life-altering.

He put his hand out and Brielle put hers on top of his fingers. When he raised his arm, she stood up and faced him. His right hand touched her forehead and I saw her shudder. Zayn placed his left hand on her chest between her breasts and closed his eyes. The old man called it “sending energy.” I was rooting for Brielle to let her wall down and allow his energy in.

When she moaned, I wanted to cheer.

Brielle closed her eyes, the undeniable sign that she trusted Zayn to lead her wherever he wanted her to go. He had her sit on the bed and lifted her feet until she fell flat on her back. He removed each shoe and pressed her bare feet against his chest so she could feel his spirit.

Brielle groaned.

That was her signal to Zayn that she was ready. He dabbed oil on her temples and opened her vest so her breasts were exposed. Any other day of the week, she would have beaten his ass with a bull whip. Not today. Brielle arched her back, telling him silently her breasts were his. He mixed an herb with oil and spread it around his lips, then sucked her nipples and massaged her bosom with the oil on his fingers.

Brielle didn’t moan. She out-and-out yelled.

His hands reached lower and pressed her legs apart. A dribble of herbs landed between her thighs and his strong fingers worked them up and down her legs. Zayn never aimed for her lower lips but Brielle planted her feet on the bed and pushed up her hips. She gave him silent permission.

This is yours to use, too.

When Zayn’s palms pressed against her lower lips and Brielle screamed, I turned off the monitor. The rest belonged to her.

At the end of the hour, Zayn was delivered to my suite’s foyer. I left him there for 30 minutes to collect himself. I scheduled the second session to give him a full hour between them to regain his balance. The old man’s advice was clear. I left Zayn alone but kept an eye his breathing.

“It takes his entirety to serve,” the old man said. “Only he can renew his inner self for the next connection you demand.”

My next demand was a big one, a job that would come close to depleting his core. If he performed well, he would rest in my suite while I attended the first auction dinner and I would have him for dessert. Before I sent him to the next renters, I made sure he was balanced. He was to be mine after dinner so he needed time to replenish his spirit. I expected to feel that he regained some of his spirit when I ran my fingers along his brand.

I felt his balance and heard him moan. He was ready.

When I had Zayn delivered to the second room, there were two women waiting for their hour. Maeve and Annalise are not only co-owners of the Pet Shoppe, they are life partners as well. As thanks for my advice and contacts I set them up with on their first dog buying trip, they gave me Aussie, now my pet dog. Aussie has a noteworthy protection background and having him at my side keeps My Cop from worrying about my safety when he has to be remote. I figured that a two-fer with Zayn was appropriate thanks for their generosity.

Aussie wags his tail and makes me smile when I pat him on his bald head and say, “Good boy.”

If Zayn was surprised when he saw two women in the room, he never showed it. Maybe he is getting used to the unexpected in my world. Or perhaps he was looking forward to being the conduit for a double dose of their life-force. He unpacked his kit, took out four bottles of oil and several dishes for herbs. Once he was ready, he approached where they were sitting on the side of the bed.

They were ready for him. Annalise is definitely not shy and she probably convinced Maeve that their auction outfits weren’t needed for this session. They sat naked with their elbows interlocked. They’re a team in every way.

Zayn knelt, took Maeve’s right foot and Annalise’s left in his hands and held them. The girls closed their eyes and I presumed they felt the energy charge I know so well. He used one hand on their legs, the ones that touched each other, and worked his way up their shins, stopping just below their upper thighs. Zayn touched their foreheads and the girls fell limply onto the bed.

Their arms were still locked at their elbows. Zayn twisted their legs into the same position. He dabbed oil on their bellies and rubbed it in with his face, first Annalise, then Maeve.

I heard their first moans. It wouldn’t be their last.

The herbs he sprinkled on their breasts elicited a pair of sighs and when Zayn heard it, he oiled his fingers and squeezed their nipples together so both of Annalise’s were in his left hand. Maeve’s were in his right. Zayn never pulled or pinched; rather, he twisted his fingers so their nipples pointed at each other.

That was when I realized what he was doing. He didn’t want to absorb their energy. No, he wanted them to send it into each other.

There is a special power exchanged between women who love each other like these two do. That had to be what Zayn felt when he entered the room. That was the force he intended to magnify.

For an hour, Zayn first excited and then calmed both of them. Intermittent moans and groans filled the room. When their time was almost up, he reached for the silver bottle and drenched his fingers with its oil and soaked their pussies with it. Then he stepped back.

Maeve was the first to move. She turned and wrapped her arms around Annalise’s waist. Her knees straddled Annalise’s head. There was no stopping Annalise, either. She grabbed Maeve’s waist and the two fell on the bed, their bodies pressed together. They obviously had intermittent orgasms, but Zayn touched their backs and they calmed down. Then they started again.

That went on for fifteen minutes. He didn’t touch their backs this time. Instead, he pressed an oiled finger between their lovely asscheeks and lit their fires. They reacted like ravenous creatures starving for a taste of each other. They fed on each other until they were both completely absorbed in the frenzy.

I heard them scream. I turned off the monitor.

Ten minutes later, Zayn was in my foyer gasping for air. He left a small piece of himself with the girls. What he was hungry for now was what only I could feed him.

I traced his brand with my left hand. Zayn cried out and collapsed at my feet. I laid a comforter over him and let him rest.

It was time to dress for dinner.


Chapter 21

Dinner and a Show

MY COP CLEANED himself up after dressing me and I used one of the hostesses’ females for hair and makeup. He had to deal with what he called a “situation” so I had the house slaves set up a space for him to work with necessary Internet access. I let him wear a shirt, but he knew better than to stand up during the video call. Sitting for the call would be a challenge after what I did to his lovely asscheeks.

When I arrived at the dinner, the room was filled with tables of six arranged in circles around the stage. Naomi must have overseen the setup. She likes circles. “No beginning, no end,” she says.

Having dinner with my friends is one of my favorite indulgences. Being treated to an after-dinner show is like ice cream on top of my blueberry pie. Both were on tonight’s menu.

The Memphis Dommes did the dinner seating. It was odd to have an assigned seat; after all, I make my own decisions. Some of us like to move from table-to-table and chat with friends or make new ones. They often wind up at my table because I sit with the best-known Dommes. Maybe notorious fits them better. When I found my table, I had to smile.

Big Mike, Brielle, the Pet Shoppe gals and the Training Farm Mistress were already in their seats. I make it a point to be fashionably late. Not only were my table mates my close friends, but three of them had recently reveled in their first Tantric experience with Zayn. They had to have a lot they wanted to share. Big Mike made sure he sat next to Maeve while Annalise rolled her eyes at his fixation on her.

I sat down and Isabelle gave the opening welcome.

“Ladies — and three gents — welcome to the Memphis Auction! Elke, Naomi and I are glad you are here. Enjoy our hospitality. And spend money.”

It was a good laugh line. When the chuckling was over, Isabelle outlined the evening’s agenda.

“Dinner will be delicious. There are five — count them, FIVE! — chefs for sale plus our own in-house boy who we tasked with delighting y’all with their culinary talents. If you like the food, we’ll bring them out for your accolades. If you don’t, we’ll bring them out anyway.”

Isabelle pointed to a rack of whips and floggers. It was another good line and the crowd laughed.

“Between courses, keep your eye on the center stage. We’ve got quite a show for y’all tonight. I watched the dress rehearsal and it was mesmerizing. Wait, strike that. The undressed rehearsal.”

OK, that was three laugh lines in a row. Everyone at my table was smiling and Isabelle was on a roll.

A bevy of servers entered with the first course, a lovely salad that Isabelle made sure we knew was grown in the estate’s garden. Her crew of outdoor slaves tended to it every day. The servers were naked except for black bowties and their lot numbers around their necks. It was a great way to inspect slaves for sale and tap checks on our tablets. Most were being sold individually but I saw a few with the same lot numbers. When you sell multiples, they better have more than one skill. Pairs can get pricey.

The lights dimmed when they picked up the salad plates and a spotlight lit up the center stage. Elke introduced the first act.

“We know y’all want to see the big cocks for sale in action. We chose the biggest ones to use for your entertainment. Pay attention to the ass numbers in case you want to bid on a huge cock tomorrow.”

All eyes were on the table in the center of the room. Several slaves were displayed on their backs with straps locking their ankles to their thighs and spreader bars between them. The unusual part of the display was the white sheeting covering them from their chests to their heads. I suppose they didn’t want us distracted by their faces. Probably a few ugly ones in that group.

Naomi held a ruler against each shaft and read the lengths aloud. The shortest was 8.25” and the longest was a full 9.25” inches. That got a few oohs and tablet taps. Even Big Mike looked away from Maeve for a moment when that number was announced.

I don’t buy big cocks by themselves. But they can make me take a second look. Like the foot-long I bought from Red Rick.

Each cock had a sound inserted with a lighted tip sticking out. Everyone was talking about the newest sounds that lit up in colors based on the level of the shock it was set to deliver. With so many on display, we were treated to a light show. The overhead lights dimmed more until the room was almost pitch black. The music started and so did the penis lights. They were all green.

“Watch this,” Elke said.

The lights changed colors. Green turned into blue, then yellow, followed by orange. Each time they changed, a chorus of shrieks arose from the display’s hidden faces. Most of the audience was absorbed in the demonstration. Of course, I’d seen the video from my west coast developers and had them deliver two dozen sounds to me in person. I never accept new tools unless I see them in action. The devs’ screams were proof enough that they worked.

The music was reaching a crescendo when the sounds’ lights flickered then danced in alternating colors. Center stage was filled with dazzling hues in no apparent order and each color change was punctuated by gut-level screeches. The music, screams and lights made a lovely performance.

“I gotta get me some of them,” Mike said.

Maeve nodded and Annalise said, “They’d make great accessories for new dog owners to buy.”

Servers emerged from the darkness with the main courses we selected during registration. I was concerned that Big Mike was slicing his full-size steak with a very sharp knife in a dark room. My Chilean Bass was done perfectly. The veggies were on the right side of crunchy and tasted garden fresh. Every plate at my table was empty when the servers collected them.

Isabelle announced the next act in the slave talent show.

“Now that you’ve been spoiled with the biggest cocks, how about the other end? Many of you stretch your stable’s asses. You know what a pliable backside can do for your bottom line.” She paused while the audience groaned at the double entendre. “Stretching takes time and time is money. You can buy already-stretched ones at our auction and save yourself the cost and time. Look at the merchandise and tap the numbers on your tablets of the ones that interest you.

Heads turned to the center stage that sported at least a dozen slaves on all fours with their legs locked wide apart at their ankles. Their faces were planted on the floor so the spotlights focused on how stretched their asses were. To illustrate how much they could fit, they used a small electric Ferris wheel of anal plugs. One was inserted and then retracted and the wheel spun for the next one. It was an ingenious device for a show like this. I wasn’t convinced the wheel could replace the traditional mechanical expanders I used to use on the stable. But the new devices I designed might expand them faster and wider and slaves could skip the machine. The newest ones were a part of my after-dinner show tomorrow night.

“They’re self-lubricating,” Elke said.

That was definitely a plus. You wouldn’t have to schedule your stable manager or a house female to lube their asses when you used wider plugs. A few girls got up for a closer look. So did Maeve. Big Mike followed her like a puppy dog.

The music was pure percussion. The audience members tapped their fingers in rhythm on the tables and their boots on the floor. And their stiletto heels. The plugs plunged in and out with the beat. After ten insertions, the wheel spun. The next plug, somewhat thicker, ran its program. Each time the wheel turned, a bigger plug went in.

Earsplitting cries filled the room. It was obvious that some of those asses had never been impaled with plugs that wide. Or the Memphis gals were betting that Dommes like to buy screamers.

Every slave has his own scream. Their screams are the slave songs they sing to us. This group’s song was a chorus of capitulation that told potential buyers the asses we were looking at could be theirs if they were the highest bidder. Buyers wouldn’t get only their expanded anuses. These slaves would sing their song to them.

The act was a pleasant interlude between courses. Dessert was next to arrive. The servers winced when they heard the slaves sing while they placed a large tray in the center of our tables and small plates in front of us. The tray was filled with luscious choices. Auction is the time you eat sugary treats without worrying about calories. You can work them off in the morning when bidding started and later, when the slave games were underway.

I am not shy when it comes to dessert. I told the server to put the blueberry pie on my plate. Then I let the rest of the table choose theirs. They know me. If there are blueberries, they’re mine.

“Would Ms. Amity care for whipped cream?” the server asked.

Everyone at our table called out. “YES!” I didn’t have to say a word.

We ate and talked, laughed and commiserated until the lights dimmed again. The final act was ready and all eyes turned to the center stage.

Elke introduced what we were going to see. “Until now, we’ve given you the luxury of seeing cocks and asses without being bothered by faces. We know many of you are shopping for cocksuckers. If you rent yours out, you know how lucrative great suckers are. If you’re not doing that yet, you can buy one or two and benefit from renting their mouths to clients and friends.”

Heads nodded. Dommes who do not rent their slaves have to find other ways of generating income to offset their upkeep cost. If I were one of them, I wouldn’t buy one. I’d buy two. Cocksucking is a great selling point and one can earn twice the normal fee. Plus the extra charge for a pair.

A large sheet covered their bodies and cutouts laced under their chins. All we could see was a lineup of mouths. A procession of masked males lined up behind their heads, one per mouth.

“The big cocks!” Elke said while the slaves were positioned.

Perfect. A good way to get two uses out of the same cocks.

One by one, Naomi pushed their asses so the big cocks were deep inside the waiting mouths. Music started, slowly at first, then faster and louder. Based on the big cocks’ faces, the mouths were working overtime. That’s when Elke announced the surprise.

“First orgasm wins!”

None of us knew or cared what the prize was. We wanted to see a spectacular series of ejaculations. Not a little come-and-grunt. We wanted a full-fledged growl. With humping.

It was quite a show. The big cocks knew if they won, their owners would get higher prices and that is a for-sale slave’s duty. Moans turned into groans then into grunts. Hips humped. The music grew.

It went on for at least five minutes before I pointed to the third cock and said, “Keep an eye on #3. That one is going first.”

My table stared at the tall boy with the 8.75-inch shaft that was invisible inside an anonymous mouth. They looked at his humping hips and hands pushing his own ass in and out of the mouth harder and harder.

That’s not what I focused on. I can see pre-orgasm on a slave’s face. The tall slave had that look.

“Three … two … now!” I said.

Boom! A huge growl told everyone which slave won. High fives slapped all around my table. Then an unexpected thing happened.

Maeve turned to Big Mike and said, “Prove it.”

Mike eats challenges like he eats steak. Fast and in big chunks. He walked to the center stage. Pushing the tall boy out of the way, he unzipped his jeans to reveal a cock that had to be bigger than any of the ones for sale. It was the first time I had seen Mike’s cock when it wasn’t inside a slave’s ass. It was pretty impressive.

“Suck me off in under two minutes and I’ll buy the mouth. If he can’t, then I get him for free.”

Elke saw an opportunity. “Who owns the mouth? Do you guarantee how good it is? Are you willing to take the bet?”

A voice called out, “It’s mine. I trained it. Let’s get on with the contest.” All heads turned to the mouth’s owner. I should have known who it was. He has a flair for selling only the best.

The game was on between Big Mike’s cock and Nashville Ned’s slave’s trained mouth. Elke cued the music and we checked our watches. “Go!” she said.

Two minutes can feel like eternity when there’s the price of an expertly-trained slave on the line. Ned reached under the curtain and whacked his slave’s ass while Mike humped his hips furiously. It was a remarkable show.

“Ten … nine … eight … “ the audience counted. When they got to five, I saw it on Mike’s face. I know Mike. He was going to play it out until the last second.

“Three … two … “ Bam!

Mike ejaculated. Ned stared in disbelief. Both of them knew Mike could have waited a few more seconds. He didn’t want a free slave. No, he wanted that slave as much as he wanted to put on a show for the dozens of Dommes in the room. And for Maeve. That’s another reason Big Mike is my friend.

Maeve beamed. Annalise rolled her eyes. I excused myself and headed to my suite where Zayn was starving for his energy that I held. Tight.

If he performed well enough, I might feed him a little dessert.


Chapter 22

Amity’s Morning

AFTER DINNER, MY NIGHT was thoroughly enjoyable. It was a very good night. I woke up with Zayn and My Cop nestled on pillows on the floor under my right hand when the house slave knocked to deliver coffee and pastries. My exclusives stay with me when I travel. You never know when you will need one so I keep mine nearby.

There better be blueberry muffins on that tray.

In fact, there were blueberry muffins. Blueberry cheese Danish, a dish of fresh fruit including blueberries and blueberry jam for the toasted bagel. I was in blueberry heaven. Just wait until The Memphis Dommes opened the hostess gift I brought and I showed them how my gels worked. Of course they would have to order a few injectors, so I put a discount coupon for my online store in the box.

My exclusives know better than to attempt conversation before my second cup of coffee. The coffee had a delicious hint of vanilla.

“Up,” I said.

Zayn and My Cop rose to their knees and even though they were desperate to use the bathroom, they were more eager to suck blueberries from my fingers. While one ate a berry, the other licked my fingers. They worked quite well together. That was evidenced by my excellent night.

My Cop knelt next to the bed and watched my fingers trace my brand on Zayn’s sac. Last night was the first time I let him observe the full range of Zayn’s Tantric talents. He was probably surprised at what Zayn did and what oils and herbs he used but I was too involved with Zayn to pay attention to him.

Last night after I checked Zayn’s balance, I felt his desperation to be fed some of his own energy. It’s an unusual process and it plays out on his face. When he is balanced, Zayn beams. The old man called it his aura.

Even though Zayn has a military background and is perfectly obedient, he marched into a new world yesterday afternoon. A world I allowed him to experience. Taking three of my friends beyond anything they had known before was a valuable lesson for him. Not to mention how priceless it was to Brielle, Annalise and Maeve. What Zayn received in return was an injection of different energy. He feeds on energy. It stimulates his life-force. He gets amped up. When he is in that state, he feels compelled to create new experiences. For me.

While he served those three women, a piece of him stayed at my feet. A lot more than one hundred percent of him served me last night.

My Cop had a brief interaction with Zayn’s skills a few months ago. When it was over, I visited his attic cell and listened to him try to explain how it felt. The old man suggested I let him talk and say nothing. My Cop doesn’t open up frequently or easily. It is painful for him to tell even me about the anguished part of his past. I tasked Zayn to assess whether what the old man did to him in the sensory deprivation tank was still working. He helped My Cop let the horrid memories go without breaking him. I told Zayn to bring him peace.

When the old man visits, he guides Zayn’s hands and when he is confident all is good, he lets go. It's beautiful to watch. Even the old man smiles. My Cop wasn’t a changed man. He was a more peaceful one.

Last night, I had Zayn do a checkup on My Cop to make sure he was balanced in his own way. Zayn’s fingers explored his chest and My Cop gasped with each touch. Zayn’s fingers walked down to his belly and My Cop groaned.

Fingers behind his knees. Grunts.

Fingers on the soles of his feet. Growls.

Fingers inside his ass. Gasps.

Zayn asked for my hand to trace My Cop’s brand. He steered my fingers to his ball sac and then I was on my own. Each line I drew made My Cop shriek and when I closed the crossbar on the A, he roared an unending scream. Zayn lowered My Cop to the floor so he could tremble and shake without hurting himself. He laid behind him and pressed against his back and ass, wrapping his legs around his middle to suck away any leftover pain like a sponge soaks up water. When it was over, My Cop crawled to my feet and sucked my toes with his lips and washed them with the tears that fell from his eyes.

Like I said, when I use them, I want every piece of my exclusives. Without distractions.

Then my night started. Both of my exclusives’ energy was overflowing and I was happy to take it. I stopped counting at my fourth orgasm. There were more.




-=o=-




Dressing for bidding can be a stressful hour or two of auction weekends. You don’t want to over- or under-dress and be the object of gossip or worse, sneers. It is more fun to gossip about and sneer at the Dommes who chose extreme outfits. There’s a wardrobe middle ground that we berate our personal females to pack. In my case with my useless female, I had the eunuch help her.

The Memphis Dommes sent a different house female to help me dress. Her breasts were moderately sized, probably no bigger than a triple D. Her layers of fat made me chuckle. The Memphis Dommes learned my strategy and followed it. Get fat, big-breasted females and they will be totally loyal to you. They know no one else wants them and if they don’t make you happy, you’ll sell them into lower-level positions.

She tried to ignore my two exclusives when she was allowed in but I had no intention of sending them to the holding area. My Cop knows how I like my bath and the female looked perturbed that he repeatedly corrected her. Her face got red when he reached in the bath water to demonstrate how to massage my legs with lavender suds. She sighed when My Cop lifted me out of the tub and wrapped a warm towel around me, one he put on the heater because she neglected to get a towel ready.

I beckoned Zayn and told him to calm her down so she could use the opportunity to learn from My Cop’s skills. His face showed his disdain for her temperament but his obedience took over. One of Zayn’s fingers entered her hairy pussy and wiggled her clitoris. In seconds, her attitude changed.

Zayn washed his hands. Twice.

Today’s loaner ceded my lotion application to My Cop while she laid out my auction outfit options. I asked Zayn about her balance.

“One finger can’t fix her,” he said. “Will you make me do it?”

Not a chance. The last thing I would do was waste his energy on the likes of her. His energy is mine.

I started with a short leather skirt and debated between boots and heels before deciding on the former. I had two exclusives, one per boot, put them in place. I knew neither of them would simply pull them up my legs and I was right. Not one inch of my shins or thighs missed their lips. That left my top.

A bustier? A leather vest? An open blouse? The female shook her head uselessly. I turned to My Cop.

“Which one?” I asked.

He chose a halter vest and my lightweight leather jacket. It was a perfect combination. That’s one more reason he is My Cop.

Zayn handed me my medium carbonite cane and a small whip. I was ready to head downstairs to the auction.

I felt powerful when I traced a big A in the air and I heard their chorus.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!”


Bidding and Buying


Chapter 23

Outdoor Bidding Wars

AUCTION BIDDING WAS set up outdoors on a clear, warm spring morning. The Memphis Dommes could not have ordered a more perfect day. Almost everyone was seated when I arrived and my entrance was greeted with shouts of “Ms. Amity’s here! We can start now.” The Pet Shoppe girls and Brielle asked me to sit with them and once I was handed my paddle with the big A on both sides, I sat between them. Big Mike pushed his way in so he could sit behind Maeve. Red Rick wasn’t bidding. He was running around franticly in the stockroom checking transport wrist tags and asscheek stickers, making sure there were no shipping errors.

I looked around the audience and returned my friends’ smiles. In a few minutes, we would turn into cutthroat adversaries raising each other so we were the highest bigger for the merchandise we wanted. That’s one of the best things about our auctions. When the bidding is over, we eat lunch together and laugh about our rivalries.

There were no personals or exclusives allowed during bidding. Buyers were on their own. Our tablets would be our best friends for the next three hours.

I had three skillsets on my list: accounting, video and audio editing and a sous chef. I made no promise to myself I would not bid on anything else. A promise like that is a waste of time. Like every other Domme fingering her paddle, I knew there would be a slave or two that caught my attention. You don’t know what you want to buy until you see everything that’s up for sale. There are always hidden gems among them.

They auctioned the slaves we saw in pre-sales first. The ones that were held back because the sellers hoped they would draw higher prices were next. The odd ones, like eunuchs and females, were last. There is a good reason not to bid too early, especially on items you have no immediate use for. Keep your eye on the first group. The ones from pre-sales are often cheaper because buyers are holding onto their cash so they can bid on the surprises later. There are always surprises at auction.

Isabelle announced the rules.

“Welcome to the Memphis auction! Customary rules apply. Each time you raise your paddle, you up the bid by the amount stated by the auctioneer. Be careful with your paddle. All sales are cash only and final.”

The auctioneer stood at the podium and read the first group’s neck tags. We had seen them in pre-sales so all she offered was a brief summary. I glanced at my tablet to see if any were on my list. Watching others bid tells me who is in the same market as I am. I can also tell which bidders are too eager to raise. The Training Farm Mistress and I taught Brielle how to bid on a female at the auction in Houston about a year ago. I wondered how she would do today. Her interest in two of the pre-sales was obvious and I didn’t want her to overbid on commonplace merchandise.

I also knew what Big Mike wanted. Mike is lucky the boy he had his eye on didn’t have the skills I needed or I would outbid him like I did last time. Good thing I did raise him then. The boy I outbid him for was Zayn.

The Pet Shoppe girls were in an enviable position. Maeve listened to her inner voice that told her which boy Annalise could train into the breeds the Shoppe had requests for. Price also worked in their favor. Low-cost slaves were perfect to turn into pet dogs. I expected the girls to clean up in the first round.

The initial round went at a steady pace. There was only one final bid I thought was too high but it wasn’t my money, so I didn’t concern myself with it. At least 40 slaves were sold in the first round. Four were headed to the Pet Shoppe in the Pacific Northwest. Maeve kept whispering to Annalise things like, “That’s a Doberman. This one’s a poodle.” Her inner voice was working overtime.

The sous chef I wanted was in the last pre-sales group. He was owned by the Training Farm Mistress and the sale was being managed by Willa, her head female. I knew at least four Dommes put checks next to the chef’s number during pre-sales. If Willa didn’t get a good enough price, she might find herself on the block when the females were sold. I decided to have a little fun with her.

The opening bid for the chef was reasonable and I let two other Dommes raise. One dropped out. I let the one left smirk when she thought she was getting an experienced chef for a low price. I saw the auctioneer tense her shoulder to raise her arm and ask, “Are there any more bids?” That’s when I held up my paddle.

“Sold to the highest bidder, Ms. Amity!” she called out and pointed at my paddle, high in the air.

The Training Farm Mistress told Willa the final price would be higher. She tried to smile but her expression was hilarious. Hopefully, she learned a lesson. Never assume you know what I will do when I am bidding on something I want.

Kiera bought one that I pointed out to her in the pre-sales barn. He didn’t have enough skills for my use, but he was a former law enforcement officer and that was exactly what she needed to feel safe. I suppose it didn’t hurt that I’d spoken to a few buyers and told them not to outbid Kiera. I trust my friends and they came through.

Almost everyone bought something and when the pre-sales were sold, the eunuchs and females were led in. There are seldom many of them, so if you want one, this was your chance. Two of mine were up for sale, the eunuch I sterilized and my former personal female, Audra. The bidders knew that anything I trained was worth a decent price. Or more. I hoped the bids would be high enough to justify what I had invested in them, especially the eunuch.

The auctioneer read the eunuch’s summary.

“A former sports figure, this slave was castrated by Ms. Amity and trained to be her wardrobe slave. It is fully transformed so the cost of its upkeep is minimal. A video is on your tablets.”

Around the room, fingers tapped screens. I knew that watching it in action would trigger a higher price so I loaded a video in the online listing.

“The opening bid is $4,000.”

Ten. I counted ten paddles in the air. Brielle grabbed my hand and said, “Oh, a bidding war. This is so exciting!”

I wasn’t excited yet. I was counting the number of raises. When it got to $9,000, there were only two paddles left. One sported the Houston gals’ logo. The other was Larisa’s. She was inexplicably trying to outbid seasoned Dommes. I knew why Nell wanted it. Their joint slave holding facility outside Houston needed a genderless slave to deal with their male and female stock, one that wouldn’t be attracted to either sex. But Larisa? From the gossip I’d heard, she was desperate to have one castrated by Ms. Amity. Probably for bragging rights.

Nell is a good friend to many in the room. Larisa was not ingratiating herself into our circle with her inadvisable raises. She was a problem, but not my problem. Nell could handle herself.

Three bids later, I saw the auctioneer tense her arm. She called out, “Sold to the highest bidder for $12,500.” Larisa’s smug face told me everything I needed to know. So did Nell’s smirk in my direction. Nell played her and drove up the price. Larisa lost that costly little skirmish.

Two more of mine went for higher prices than I anticipated and I was happy to be rid of them. It gave me two superchips to return to my developers for parts. When I get rid of slaves, they leave with only what they brought with them and a bus ticket. Nothing else.

“The females are next,” the auctioneer said. “There aren’t very many so this is your chance to buy a trained personal girl. The first is from Madison’s household.”

Madison smiled and waved at the audience.

“The girl is an excellent personal with specialties in bathing, dressing, makeup and, oh listen to this! She’s a certified masseuse.”

The audience murmured. That wasn’t something you hear at every auction. I was hardly surprised when Odette opened the bidding. Her Castle outside Chicago could use a massage pro to rent. She has a lot of judges and corporate types for clients. Odette was bidding against two gals I didn’t know well and also against Annalise. That surprised me until I heard Maeve whisper, “A Newfoundland. Big and hairy.”

That’s one reason why some Dommes grow their slaves’ body hair before auction.

When the bidding slowed around $3,000, Annalise mouthed “no” at Maeve. Behind her, Big Mike wrapped his arm around Maeve’s shoulder and said, “Next time.” Odette bought the girl after an exciting round of bidding. I was pleased with how my training stuck with her.

Audra went for a fair price. I paid little attention to that sale and focused on what was coming next.

When the mysterious final group was ready to be shown, the room buzzed with excitement. Every Domme wanted to see the ones that were kept out of pre-sales. It can mean they are specially trained and have highly-rentable skills. But the intrigue is usually about who they used to be. They may be formerly famous — or infamous — males who dropped out of their worlds. In my circle, they are known as the ‘disappeareds’.

There were an even dozen of them. The auctioneer invited us to take a closer look and rows of buyers rushed to the front to inspect the goods. I waited until the crowd thinned so I could hear their comments. Dommes can be blabbermouths, especially at auction. Why would I waste my time figuring out who the slaves used to be when all I had to do was wait for the others to unravel those mysteries for me?

I had the video and audio editor and the chef in the stockroom waiting to be shipped. I could use an accountant but they are easy to find. I decided to wait until I had more time to look for a decent personal female. Nothing for sale this morning fit my requirements. My pony boy and the ass worshipper were already sold and Annalise and Maeve bought my extra dog in pre-sales. That meant I had a decent profit from selling them and that gave me room in my stable for something, well, special.

I enjoy treating myself to a new slave for my herd if I see one really out of the ordinary. When most of the crowd was either seated or chitchatting with each other before this round of bidding started, I walked to the front to examine the twelve of them, Amity style.

The room got quiet. I could feel their eyes following me. Big Mike’s stage whisper summed it up. “Watch this,” he said.

The summaries provided a wide range of information. I saw who their owners were, read what special skills they had and knew from my friends’ discussions who they were in their former lives. All I needed was the right combination.

Skilled. Rentable. Formerly famous.

I walked in front of the line and saw three reactors, cocks that jiggled or jumped up when I neared them. That helped narrow down my choices. I buy sensual slaves, ones who are highly sexed and respond to my presence. They are much easier to train. A permanent cock cage works wonders on them as do calming gels the first few days. Plus, my superchip cuts down on the time I have to spend correcting them. Their rentable talents pay for more than their upkeep and over time it compensates me for what I paid for them. Half of my decision is on those utilitarian concepts.

The other half? I can sense the slaves I want and I always listen to my gut. That’s why I bought Zayn. That’s how I chose My Cop.

Of the three reactors, there were two I decided I was going to buy. Maybe I was indulging myself, but that’s my right.

When I sat down, the auctioneer started the bidding. The first two went rapidly, especially when Madison upped the opening bid by $2,000. Four Dommes bid until Madison topped the last offer by another thousand. When they sent him to the stockroom for shipping, I asked her what he could do for her.

“Did you see his former position? Indian CIO?”

Yes, I’d seen it. A tech wizard.

“One of my business interests is forming an IPO.”

Ah, an investment. I also could predict his rentability. He was a two-ender, a very good sucker with an ass that never quit. That was worth what she paid. It’s why we make lists and why we don’t overbuy early so we have enough to buy one of the disappeareds.

The second one that sold was a former singer and actor of some sort, nothing I wanted. I can break any slave, but the egotists? They are too easy. They bore me.

It was the third one I wanted. His rental potential was enormous. In his past life, he ran political campaigns before being known as the marketer who could sell anything to anyone. My online store was primed to grow but more than that, the rental girls could use new sales pitches along with high-quality video clips. If a boy rents out twice a week and earns a profit, why not rent him five nights a week? My clients will pay for weekend time and I prefer the benefits of renting by the day, not the hour. A creative marketing slave was a solid investment.

Besides, his cock was almost eight inches. Soft.

The opening bid was reasonable and rose $250 per paddle raise. I let the others bid until two dropped out. That left two active bidders. I kept an eye on them, looking for their tells. These are Dommes, after all, not professional gamblers. They all have tells. You just have to know how to find them.

The price was at $9,000, a serious price for a virgin, a slave with only a single previous owner. That had to be a strain on Talia’s budget. She was eager to advertise their new Houston area slave market. Talia raised her paddle and looked at her partners, Nell and Della. That’s when I saw it. Nell shook her head ever so slightly. Talia made her last bid and if it got raised, she didn’t have the funds to outbid it.

Talia was bidding against a Domme I didn’t know well and met only during pre-sales. She was an enthusiastic seller, maybe a little too motivated to sell her stock. I have met Dommes like her before and they share a characteristic. They smile too much. Sure, selling for a profit deserves a smile, but plastering one on your face for three hours in pre-sales is a bit much. She wasn’t smiling right now. She was looking at a significant investment and as soon as Talia put her paddle in her lap, she put on that fake smile again. It wasn’t a happy smile. It was relief. She’d reached her top price.

I raised my paddle high enough for the auctioneer to see it.

“A new bid! The price is $9,250. Are there any other bids for this slave?”

Not a peep. Their paddles were flat on their laps.

“Sold to the highest bidder, Ms. Amity!”

I nodded at Red Rick to take him to the stockroom and put him on the next truck.

I sat out the next few sales. I wasn’t interested until the tenth one was up. His summary had a two-year period that my senses picked up on when I walked in front of him. I was a little iffy about him until I read his details. Then I knew it. He was being prepped for surgery but his owner met unfortunate circumstances and was forced to sell him to Nashville Ned before he was castrated. I didn’t care anymore about his cock length. It would be gone soon enough and I wouldn’t have to buy him a cock cage.

He had the right history. He was once an elected official, always a rentable type, and left government to pursue his passion for fashion. There were two stints in major style houses before his current owner took him in as his personal boy, most likely with the promise of turning him into a genderless personal. It was kind of Ned to buy him. This boy would never survive as just another slave in a typical stable. Most Dommes recognized it and weren’t interested in him.

Ned’s opening price was high enough that he was placed with the disappeareds. Ned carried only first-class stock and we all knew it. He understood the boy’s value to the right owner. The right owner was me. If bidding played out as I anticipated, I would get him for a rock-bottom price.

I love it when I’m right. I raised my paddle.

After the auctioneer banged her gavel and he was mine, three Dommes sidled over and told me they were interested in buying him when I finished transforming him into my new it. You have to love these girls. They don’t have the talent or time to make one of their own and have to admit that the ones I turn out are the best.

The boy was a good investment. Turning out outstanding eunuchs may become a new source of revenue.


Chapter 24

Final Round

I IGNORED THE NEXT boy and focused on the final disappeared. Before he fell off the grid, the twelfth boy was a trained bodybuilder who gained international celebrity with a syndicated TV show that became a hit with everyone from stay-at-home moms and dads who wanted to keep in shape all the way to professional athletes who found his off-season exercise programs very helpful. He was good-looking and in outstanding shape.

And god-awful rich.

As tempting as having money can be, it isn’t enough to deter a boy’s lifelong dream to be owned by a powerful woman. I am partial to authentic slaves, the ones who crave to be owned, who so appreciate my ownership that they will do anything and everything to please me. All day. Every day. And night.

His previous celebrity status amplified his rental potential but that wasn’t enough. His good looks certainly didn’t hurt and he had the body shape my clients often request. He might be a good stable trainer, especially if my bull lost the bullfight. In that case, I would get rid of the bull at the losers sale and I would need a new one. Although there is value in keeping my stable in good physical shape, it’s not enough to make me spend too much on a slave whose main value is mostly in vague potential.

There has to be an additional talent before I consider buying any slave. His summary hinted to that elusive skill.

It was subtle. I had to read the summary twice before I saw it. When his former owner fell into hardship, he had to generate income. Fast. The well-built boy with the attractive face and television fame became his main source of income. Unfortunately, he was rented carelessly and repeatedly. Background checks the owner did were inadequate. As long as a renter had money, the boy was his. It was that owner’s good fortune the boy’s ass was never damaged. No injured slave can be sold at our auctions and every piece of damage has to be disclosed. Especially anal issues. Spoiled asses have a completely different meaning to stable owners. They are simply not rentable.

What I saw on this boy’s summary was an odd sentence I recognized as Nashville Ned’s downhome way to describe his merchandise. He wrote that the boy “wasn’t fearful of nothing,” a dead giveaway in Ned’s Tennessee twang. Then there was this line.

The boy does a whole lot better when he’s in front of an audience.

That short sentence told me paragraphs of information. Once I used this boy as a demo in my Parlors, rental requests for him would skyrocket. All he needed was training to turn him into the kind of slave that Dommes wanted to use for themselves for an hour and also satisfied male clients who were zealous to fulfill their boy-on-boy fetishes. Obviously, he treated male clients well enough that they asked for him over and over. I wasn’t sure if he could satisfy my Domme friends. Perhaps he was a gay boy who faked it very well.

When I walked the line a minute ago, his cock shot up when I got near him. You have to merge what the seller writes on the summary with what you see with your own eyes. He was the only slave for sale in the disappeareds that I actually touched before bidding started. His cock dribbled on my finger. That was the proof I needed. I decided to buy him.

If for no other reason than his good looks and solid physique, he was destined to go for a high price. A boy with his face is the kind of male personal Dommes like to parade around. Those Dommes have too much money and not enough good taste.

The auctioneer opened the bidding.

“This is the last boy of the auction. Who wouldn’t want a male that looks like this? His seller’s excellent reputation tells you that you are getting top quality. The opening bid is $3,000 and each paddle raise adds $1,000.”

Four paddles went up at the same time. She called it for Neve, one of the New Orleans Dommes, but it was quickly raised by Brielle, then Willa for her Mistress. Then Larisa held hers up high. Heads turned toward Larisa when the auctioneer called hers to be the current high bid. I could see the question on their faces. Who the hell was she?

I joined the bidding mostly to establish my interest. Dommes who know me will drop out if they have limited budgets. They know I will outbid them in the end if it’s something I really want.

A deep voice behind me called out, “I raise $2,000.”

The heads that had been staring at Larisa turned to Big Mike. I wasn’t surprised with his bid; after all, his compound in the mountains has at least 25 gay Leather Masters full time and a lot more when he runs programs or hosts events. His slave facility has space for a lot of boys so he always has room for one more. There is nothing the Old Leather guys love more than a handsome face and a ripped body on its knees sucking their cocks. Then they would start on his other end.

Paddles went up and down until only three of us were left. Mike was grumbling behind me and Larisa was tapping her fingers on her paddle handle. I knew how to keep from broadcasting my intentions. Keep your hands still and wear a stoic face. Apparently, Larisa hadn’t learned to do that and I saw a pattern emerge. When I bid, Larisa raised her paddle almost in a rat-hears-bell reaction. She was intent on beating me in what had become a two-Domme a bidding war. I didn’t think she genuinely wanted that particular slave. It was all about outbidding me.

Big Mike was the monkey wrench in her plans. Larisa didn’t know him, his compound or his brothers. She was a neophyte who thought of herself as one of the girls when she was really the object of their derision.

I do my homework. That’s why I knew exactly how much cash Larisa had left. Our auctions are cash only, mostly done through bank transfers. That was all handled before our planes landed in Memphis. My Cop said it was almost too easy to find the information I wanted. It’s why my financial information is always encrypted and needs a generated key to unlock. Larisa was less than $1,000 from all the cash she had. Mike had a little more wiggle room, but not that much.

Then the quaintest thing happened. The bidding war was exciting for the audience but it also reached the slave on sale. Like his summary said, he loved performing for an audience and there was a very receptive one focused on him. His cock shot up. Fingers pointed at his groin with “Look! Look!” repeated through the crowd. Pretty soon the buyers were on the edge of their chairs anticipating something we had never seen before at auction.

A slave was going to ejaculate while he was being sold.

The auctioneer wisely stepped out of the way and repeated the current bid. The Memphis Dommes were appalled but the majority of the buyers were looking forward to seeing history made in Memphis.

I sat back and felt Mike’s hand grip my shoulder. “Buy him,” he said. “Teach that bitch a lesson.”

Aha! Big Mike really didn’t want to spend that much on this boy, no matter how fetching his face was or how muscular his body. He was bidding against her because no new bitch would buy something that Ms. Amity wanted. I took it was a thank-you for keeping his secret about Maeve to myself, not that he needed to.

I adore my friends.

He made his last bid and like an automaton, Larisa raised her paddle. She was near the upper limit of her cash and knew she was done. So did everyone else when she dropped the paddle in her lap.

“I’m going to raise one more time,” I said. “If you have the cash, pick up your paddle and you can have him.”

She glared at me with that stupid smile on her face. Everyone at auction understood what I already knew. She didn’t have the money. I raised my paddle and Larisa stood up and stomped out of the room. All by herself.

“Sold to the highest bidder! Ms. Amity!” the auctioneer called. Loudly.

I thought about telling Naomi to put Larisa at my table for lunch so her reputation wasn’t totally destroyed. Nah. Some lessons are difficult and have to be learned the hard way.

Mike hugged my shoulders and said, “You go, girl!”

Lunch would be delicious, of course, but nothing compares to the taste of victory.


The Bullfight


Chapter 25

Bulls in the Field

AFTER THE AUCTION was over, the bullfight was ready to start in the field between the main house and the barn. The Training Farm Mistress was barking orders at house slaves to finish setting up the field the way she wanted. We had no need for chairs. The competition was going to be a spectacle, too exciting to sit and watch. The field would resound with Dommes cheering for their favorites to win. And belittling the losers. Loudly.

My entry was escorted to the field by My Cop and Audra, who was purchased by someone during the auction. I didn’t know who and I didn’t care where she was going. This was the last act she would ever do for me. When my bull was delivered, she jogged behind her new owner, like all the personals and exclusives were required to be. We formed quite a crowd.

I had one piece of advice for my bull. “You better win.”

He was pumped up and could barely stand still. He raised and lowered himself on this toes over and over. His number, #31, was written in indelible ink on his right cheek and if he pulled off a victory, I would have it tattooed on his cock. Only my exclusives are branded on their ball sacs and this boy would never be an exclusive. My stable earns lower numbers and gets penis tats only when they provide exceptional service for at least a year. Or two.

The audience ringed the field and I looked for the Dommes I trained before auction. This was their first auction and the bullfight was the first of its kind at any of our get-togethers. I suspected they might be overwhelmed.

I found them in the ring of spectators. They looked like they were having a ball.

Odette was next to Avalon. They were immersed in conversation, most likely about what they bought this weekend. Sarai looked mesmerized by the crowd and her eyes darted to the bullpen where the entries were penned until it was their turn. I finally found Kiera. She was two Dommes to my left, inching closer to My Cop. Perfectly understandable. No one with evil intentions could get near her without getting past My Cop and that would never happen. Kiera was getting better, getting stronger. But she had a ways to go.

The last one I found was Larisa. She was working her way into a group of my friends who were doing their best to ignore her. Skye and Neve were chatting with Madison and right next to them, Brielle was visiting with Big Mike and the Pet Shoppe girls. It’s easy to find Maeve. Just look for Big Mike.

The thing about Dommes who are busy is that you don’t intrude unless you are a longtime friend or you have something important they should know right now. In Larisa’s case, neither was the case. After being excluded from Skye and Neve’s conversation by Madison’s deftly turned back, Larisa tried to ingratiate herself into the group where Big Mike was holding court. The same Big Mike who told me to teach the bitch a lesson a few hours ago.

Mike caught my eye and winked. I reached for My Cop’s cock cage and gripped it in my left hand. What I felt in the cage told me he was also watching the drama play out across the field. A shaft trying to get hard inside a restrictive cage is a dead giveaway that your boy is agitated. The third time Larisa tried to wrangle herself into their conversation, Mike had enough. He has the kind of voice you can hear across a wide field. He used it.

“This is a private conversation,” he said loudly enough that the keyed up crowd noise level dropped. “You know what private means?”

Apparently, Larisa did not know what private meant. Inexplicably, she tried again.

“I thought you might have room for a friend of Ms. Amity.”

She really said that. Larisa played the only thing she had — the Amity card — and invoked my name.

Annalise was having none of it. “We are Ms. Amity’s friends.” Big Mike nodded repeatedly, each time beating his beard against his chest. Beware of that level of agreement from Mike. It’s his tell. I grabbed My Cop’s cage tighter and felt him wince.

“Here it comes,” I warned the Dommes on both sides of me.

Maeve nodded at Big Mike, freeing him to take care of the upstart Domme wannabee.

“Find yourself another pretender like yourself and hang with her. These gals are the real thing,” he said, pointing at Annalise and Maeve.

Score! My arc of the circle applauded. Annalise frowned. Maeve winked at Mike again.

“NOW!” he roared.

Like a scared kitten, Larisa scurried around the back of the circle trying to find a place she fit in. Her problem was there were no other pretenders at the auction. No one wanted her in their group. Actually, we are a welcoming bunch. For authentic women.

While Larisa completed her trek around the perimeter of the circle, the Training Farm Mistress marched to the center of the field and declared the bullfight ready to start.

We had enough of her. We were done with Larisa.

“There are a few rules. No tools are permitted, including cock cages. No attacks above the neck. When an entry is pinned, the winner takes on the next competitor. There are no timeouts. Downed combatants will be hauled away and the bullfight continues.” She paused to make sure her words sank in.

“Who has the contender that can take on my bull?”

The Mistress’s bull was big in every direction. He was tall, at least 6’4” with dark skin, huge shoulders and legs as thick as oak trees. He didn’t talk. He snorted like a bull. You have to admire the training they give at the Training Farm. Their herds don’t act like animals. They are animals.

The crowd gasped when they saw her bull. We hoped the Memphis Dommes had enough medical slaves on hand to deal with the losers. Compared to her bull, mine looked like a scrawny teenager. He had to be wondering if any Domme would buy him at the losers sale.

I gripped My Cop’s cock cage so hard he groaned.

I hate losing.

The first contestant ran to the center of the field. The Mistress looked him up and down and sneered. His owner was a gal from Arizona that I met at lunch when she visited my table to thank me for making my gels available online. One of them, she said, made a big difference in how it helped her take in new slaves by stripping away their anxiety. It made her nights easier when the new ones slept straight through and she wasn’t interrupted by their angst. I invited her to my upcoming Parlor and she was thrilled with the offer.

The Mistress swatted the bulls’ asses. It was the signal to begin.

Her bull drove straight into the challenger’s belly and he was on his ass in seconds, gasping for air. It took only a few more seconds to pin him and the Farm’s bull snorted in victory. The Mistress waved for the next one and Madison’s boy trotted into place. He looked scared to death.

Madison put her hand over her eyes and said, “I can’t look.”

I understood why. Her boy was big but full of fear. All the training in the world can’t overcome that kind of terror. He lasted all of three minutes before the bull swept his legs out from under him. Once he was on his ass, the bull launched himself in the air and landed his full weight on his bare genitals. It was over seconds later.

The Mistress waved the next one to the field. Skye and Neve brought a native New Orleans boy that under ordinary circumstances might have gotten a decent price in pre-sales. He was big and strong, had wide shoulders and only a hint of a belly. What made him stand out was the size of his ass. You don’t see many that wide at auction. We know that giant asscheeks are a predictor of effeminate cross-dressers so I didn’t hold out a lot of hope for him. Boys like that are missing the feral instinct to win at any cost.

As it turned out, I was right although it took five full minutes during which he did Skye and Neve proud. He fought with his arms and legs, ran around the bull and tried to ground him from behind. He almost succeeded. But the bull had a trick up his sleeve. Well, up his mouth. He bit the boy’s cock so hard, Elke signaled the medical slaves to drag the screaming loser off the field.

We all saw a few drops of blood around the bull’s lips. I was yanking My Cop’s cock so hard, he was grunting.

There were only two entrants left. One was Big Mike’s enormous bodybuilder. The other was mine. Before his challenger ran onto the field, Mike delivered a warning.

“Lose and your balls are mine.”

That was a tactic I explained to Red Rick at lunch in Sweden. Take one testicle from a disruptive slave and it teaches the rest you mean business. Discipline is not delivered only at the end of a whip. Mike was putting my advice to good use. The boy knew he was deadly serious and wanted to keep his balls where they currently hung.

The combat lasted at least ten minutes with each opponent driving full force into the other. Mike’s boy hurled himself at the bull’s legs and threw him off-balance but never got him on the ground. The bull leapt head-first at his groin, but the boy had seen that attack earlier and stepped out of the way. Growls and snorts filled the air while the battle continued furiously. I didn’t know what the Mistress threatened her bull with if he lost, but it had to be substantial. Life altering. Slaves need high-stakes consequences to perform at their best. Threats don’t encourage them. Consequences they fear do.

The bull took in a big gulp of air and heaved himself at Mike’s boy. Many of the onlookers had never seen a slave fly through the air like that and the crowd roared its approval. It doesn’t matter how big you are. When a body that size falls on you, you have no defense.

Mike’s boy went down. Hard. The bull snorted and wrestled himself onto the boy’s belly.

The Mistress announced there was one more challenger. It was my #31.

He sprinted to the field and looked at me. I was clenching My Cop’s cock cage so hard he had to struggle to stay on his feet. I returned #31’s look with a stare that said, “Beat the bastard. Or else.”

He nodded and it was on.

We were treated to 15 minutes of pure bull warfare. The crowd roared with every near pin and oohed each time they returned to the fight. Heads butted bellies, arms pulled at knees, thighs spread and genitals beaten. The two bulls were consumed with one thought: winning for their owners. The Training Mistress nodded my way, congratulating me for a worthy entry. I returned the compliment.

It had to end sometime. I knew it was coming to a close when My Cop whispered, “He sees it. Watch this.”

Honestly, I didn’t know what “it” was but My Cop did and he’s usually right about hand-to-hand combat.

In this case, it was hand-to-ass.


Chapter 26

The Losers’ Sale

THE MISTRESS’S BULL bent over for a much-needed deep breath. He was clearly worn out from battling and defeating the previous challengers. My bull saw it as his best — his only — opportunity. He knew he had to take it. He wouldn’t get another chance.

He was sizing up the bull’s ass.

My Cop managed to mumble between grunts, “Now!”

It wasn’t like a light bulb went off in my head. It was more like a logical conclusion that made sense. The only part of the bull that had not been tested in combat today was his ass. At least not yet.

My bull dived for the gasping bull’s ass, not to knock him down but to bend him over and yank his asscheeks apart. The bull bellowed. That was the “it” My Cop saw, the bull’s ass was his Achilles heel. #31 drove four fingers into the bull’s anus and he screeched like a wild animal. My boy pumped his hand in and out. The bull screamed in cadence with his thrusts. All the physical training I enforced on #31 was worth it but it could not replace a fighter’s natural instincts. #31 has endured his own anal expansion sessions since I bought him. He hated them at first, but like most slaves, learned to suffer through them when he submitted to my authority. It wasn’t that he liked having his ass stretched. He learned that what he likes or dislikes means nothing. What I want is the only thing that matters.

His fingers dug deeper into the bull. The bull’s shrieks continued unabated, filling the air with an unusual slave song. The Mistress stared at the sight and frowned.

The impaled bull looked at her for a drop of compassion. She gave him none. Her bull was embarrassing her in front of her friends who were hooting and hollering at the turn of events. Many stared at me where I was jerking My Cop’s cage — and him along with it — and watching the events unfold. I love winning.

Even though I love victory, I’m not a fan of upsetting my friends in public. There was only one solution to the Mistress’s predicament. The bullfight had to stop and it was up to me to end it. I walked to the center of the field where my contestant was still reaming the bull’s ass and the Mistress looked annoyed. What I didn’t do was let go of My Cop’s cage and what was inside it. He stumbled behind me, fighting to stay on his feet one step behind me.

I spoke softly. This conversation was between her and me, not for anyone else’s ears.

“Do you want me to call off my slave?”

She watched my slave degrading her bull’s ass with his strong fingers. My boy’s face never broke into a smile. He was determined to finish the task I gave him. To win. Or else.

She looked at the disaster in the middle of the field and the Mistress whispered, “End it. Please.”

I pressed a button on the remote control that is always attached to my leathers and sent #31 into full-body spasms with a long jolt to his chip. He fell on the ground writhing in pain but his fingers managed to stay inside the bull’s ass. He pulled the big man with him when he went down. They landed in a heap with the bull bellowing and my slave screeching in pain. My Cop was still behind me, in his own world, growling like a dog in heat, his cock shrieking to be released from its imprisonment.

All their noises merged into a remarkable slave song.

“The losers’ sale is in the barn!” I called out loudly. The circle of spectators broke up and headed for the refreshments and to see if they could buy a beefy slave at a significant discount. Losers never command top prices. I’ve seen one or two given away when there wasn’t even a single bid and the owner didn’t want to pay to have them shipped.

As we made our way to the barn, the Mistress said, “That was considerate of you. Ending it like that. You didn’t have to shock your slave just to make me feel better.”

“You’d have done it for me,” I said.

She spun on her boot heel and headed for the barn, tossing a last comment over her shoulder.

“No I wouldn’t.”

I grabbed her hand and we laughed all the way to the barn with My Cop laboring behind me. The two bulls on the ground? That’s what auction slaves are for.
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Gallons of the kind of sweet tea you can get only in the South was the perfect accompaniment for the table of snacks everyone was enjoying in the barn. The former contestants were displayed cost-effectively with their wrists locked above their heads. That position made it easy to inspect them and check for injuries they may have suffered during the bullfight. There were no neck cards, summaries or prices. When you buy losers, you get them as is.

I already sold everything I brought. #31 was the last male I wanted to get rid of and Audra had been sold in the morning. My purchases filled most of my needs, including one I hadn’t planned on, so selling #31 was a good financial option. Perhaps Audra now knew why there were only three tickets for the return flight. What I bought would be shipped in one of Red Rick’s trucks.

My exclusives travel with me.

After we sipped tea and munched fruit and cheese, we moved to the display area. There were seven dangling slaves and their owners were willing to consider almost any offer. It was a perfect scenario for fledgling or cash-strapped Dommes.

My Cop jerked his hips to get my attention. His cock cage was still in my fist, so I felt the movement. When I turned to my left, I was happy to see Kiera. I hadn’t spoken to her much since pre-sales and I was curious to see how she was doing.

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked.

“Oh, Ms. Amity, this is the best event ever! I’m so grateful you showed me how to handle myself here.”

That wasn’t flattery. It was heartfelt. I know the difference.

“I wanted to ask you a question. About the losers. They’re cheap enough and I can always use big ones that know how to fight.”

It takes time to overcome fear after you’ve been threatened or worse, attacked. Building an immovable wall around you is not a solution. You have to make that wall portable. Kiera wanted to buy protection as a second slave skill and that made sense. Not everyone can have one like My Cop. Sometimes you have to settle for second best until you find the right one.

“Let’s go shopping,” I said. I took Kiera’s arm with my right hand. I dragged My Cop behind me with my left.

Kiera was not sure which of the losers had the qualities that make a decent protector. I knew who did.

“Annalise! We can use your help over here.”

She smiled as she walked across the barn. “Ms. Amity, if there’s anything I can do, I’m happy to. But I can’t imagine what you need my help with. Do tell!”

Actually, I didn’t need her help. Kiera did. But I had another reason to involve her. Wherever Annalise went, Maeve was sure to follow and Big Mike wouldn’t be far behind. I knew which loser Kiera should buy and I wanted as low a price as possible for her.

“Tell us what you look for when you buy a dog for the Pet Shoppe that you plan to train into a German Shepherd. You know, the kind that does excellent protection.”

Annalise looked confused especially when she saw what was in my left hand. She knew I had the best protection already. My Cop had apparently become legend in my circle.

“No, it’s not for me.” Annalise is a smart girl. She’d figure it out.

“Oh! You mean for your friend.” She pointed at Kiera who was beaming at being called my friend.

“Yes, please meet my friend, Kiera. New to our circle with a bright future. She wants a male with skills to keep her safe. This bunch is the budget line so she can save money and use those funds for training. Tell me what you look for so she can choose which one to buy.”

While I explained, Maeve joined us as I expected and only seconds later, Big Mike appeared. Everything was falling into place. I knew which slave was best for Kiera but moreover, I wanted Kiera to make new friends. Quality friends. My friends.

Annalise was in her element.

“The first thing I look for is what Ms. Amity showed me when I was new at this. Reactivity. A male has to react to me. The penis will tell you that. Watch this.”

She walked the line of suspended slaves. Even in defeat, three shafts jiggled when she neared them.

“Did you see that? There are seven slaves and I just eliminated four of them. Let’s concentrate on the three jumpy cocks. You don’t necessarily want a screamer, you know, the kind that makes a lot of noise. Security is done quietly. Then check their health and strength. Let’s look at this one more closely.”

Annalise led Kiera to the New Orleans boy, the one whose cock was almost bitten off during the bullfight.

“You saw the blood. Pick up that penis and examine it. Make sure the bite was superficial. A broken penis just won’t do.”

If she was reluctant, Kiera didn’t show it. I believe Annalise’s self-confidence was flowing into her. She grabbed the penis, pulled it straight out and twisted it to see the underside. When she pulled and turned it, the male didn’t make a sound. He started breathing faster, but at least he was quiet.

“Penises take forever to heal and if they don’t, you’ll have to cut it off,” Annalise said. “That makes the slave useless to you.”

The boy started sobbing when he heard Annalise talk about amputation.

“Let’s look at the other two,” Annalise said.

One was the Training Farm Mistress’s bull. The other was Big Mike’s boy.

“That one is noisy. You heard him snort, right?”

Kiera nodded.

“Scratch that one. That leaves the big boy from the mountains. Look at his build. Long arms, good for pinning attackers. Solid legs, great for chasing troublemakers. Decent penis, might be rentable. But look here …" Annalise pointed at his ass.

Big Mike, sensing a sale, spun him around so they could get a better look.

“See the tight asscheeks? That means two things. He’s a runner and that’s good. The other thing? He’s not ass trained. It means you might be getting an ass virgin.”

If Annalise had taken a bow, I’d have applauded. That was a brilliant analysis.

Big Mike pulled the boy’s tight cheeks apart and said, “She’s right. I own plenty of ass slaves. My brothers love a virgin. I kept this one out of their reach while he was in training for the bullfight.” Mike scowled and the slave winced. He should have been happy that his testicles were still attached.

Then Maeve’s inner voice apparently spoke to her. “He’s a pit bull. I can feel it.”

Mike sensed a sale and said, “Any friend of Ms. Amity, Annlise and Maeve gets a discount. What do you think he’s worth?”

I trained Kiera never to make an offer. Dommes should make only counter offers. Had she learned that lesson?

“Mike, it’s lovely to meet you. I’ve heard so many great things about you from Ms. Amity. You’re the owner. You know how much you have invested in him. I’d like to offset some of your costs.”

That earned her a gold star.

Big Mike said, “How’s $500?”

“I can have $350 transferred immediately,” Kiera said.

Mike nodded. Sold.

“I’ll set it up with Red,” he said and stomped toward the shipping area. His boots echoed throughout the barn and a few heads turned our way when they saw the big smile on Mike’s face. It matched the one Kiera was wearing.

Give them wings. Let them fly.

I sold #31 to the Arizona Domme. At least I broke even with him. She bought the Mistress’s bull, too. I bet there were going to be exhibitions on her estate in the upcoming months. They’d certainly be loud.

The Memphis Dommes sent slaves to remind us that dinner was in two hours, followed by a surprise show. We returned to our rooms and others went to the hotel because preparing for a closing auction dinner takes time.

With My Cop trailing behind me, I headed for the main house and some quiet time before dinner. So far the auction had been delightful and my purchases held promise. I still wanted to look at the leftover females in the morning.

For now, I had to get ready for dinner. My two exclusives would attend me, the only personals allowed in the dining room tonight. The demonstration that I promised the Memphis Dommes was scheduled to close the evening.

When the curtain came down, I knew they’d be eager for more.


Dinner and a Show


Chapter 27

Dinner and Dessert

I PUT MY COP in a corner on his knees and gave him time to try to compose himself after I pulled, tugged and squashed his imprisoned cock during the bull fight and losers’ sale. Zayn was tending to his herbs and oils, readying them for my after-dinner demonstration. One of the Memphis Dommes’ loaners did a decent job on my hair, makeup and wardrobe. I’d have to check in the morning to see if she was for sale. Other than her personal talents, she had enormous breasts. Enormous sensitive breasts. My favorite kind.

My new leathers fit perfectly. Clothes don’t make me who I am but they certainly show it off. After we leave the auction tomorrow, my two exclusives are accompanying me on a visit to my leather guy who conveniently lived about an hour away. I had something for him to create that needed several of my exclusives’ measurements. Intimate, exact measurements.

Naked exclusives are easy to get dressed for dinner. I made sure they were clean, My Cop’s hair washed and combed and Zayn’s kit in his hand. They would be a step behind me all night. With my exclusives, leashes aren’t necessary.

The Memphis Dommes outdid themselves. Tables were arranged in half circles so they could set up a dais for certain guests. Like me. The head table guests included the Training Farm Mistress, the Memphis Dommes and a surprise. A big surprise.

During the late stages of the pandemic, Nell and several of my friends contacted me about an attack on one in our circle. It was brutal. Four miscreants put her in the hospital and she had a long physical recovery ahead of her. My friends asked me to deal with the four criminals, a request I was happy to fulfill. My Cop handled most of the details and one rainy night, the four wretches were unloaded in my transport garage.

When I was done with them, those four bastards would never hurt another woman. They were chipped and knew what would happen if they stepped out of line. I had my girls jolt them from time to time to remind them.

My friend stayed with me for a few weeks under the care of Emma, my doctor, and eventually recovered with strenuous physical therapy. The Mistress of the Slave Circus kept a low profile since the attack, turning down several invitations. We knew she needed time that we were happy to give her while we kept in touch with her personal girl through my doctor. She was missed.

When I saw her, I was almost speechless. Almost. I was thrilled she was the sixth Domme at the head table.

I opened my arms and she took confident steps toward me. In stilettos. She was back and we were whole again. That was my first surprise of the night.

All the girls crowded around the dais to greet her, get their own hugs and welcome her back. Every Domme wore a huge smile, the sincere kind, not those plastered-on fake ones that you use when meeting people you couldn’t care less about and have no use for. Dinner was a huge success already and the first course hadn’t been served. When the group greeting was done, she asked if I had time to chat with her after dinner. Privately.

Time? I had all the time in the world for her. Not to mention the plan that just popped into my head. Nefarious? Maybe a little.

Dinner was delicious. Home-grown vegetables abounded. Entrees were tasty, especially mine. I don’t choose either meat or fish. I order both. By the time dessert arrived, several Dommes joked that their leathers didn’t fit anymore.

Dessert was a show of its own. A line of the entire household staff plus a few from the stable wheeled in a dozen carts, each teeming with sugary treats, fruit and cheeses on every shelf. To top it off, a big bowl of whipped cream sat in the center of each display. There are no diets at auction. We can work it off in single-tail practice when we go home.

My exclusives knelt on either side of my chair within easy reach. When the servers reached the dais, I pointed at the blueberries and blackberries, then at the big bowl. They knew better than to serve dessert on tiny plates. Before I let them move on to the next Domme, I had a pile of berries alongside two huge dollops of whipped cream. The others ate with forks. That’s not how I feed my exclusives.

I held a blackberry near My Cop’s lips and he dutifully opened his mouth so I could push it inside. With his lower jaw open, I added a pinch of whipped cream and left one finger on his tongue. He sucked my finger until the berry and cream turned into mush and coated his tongue. I pulled my finger out little by little and he slurped until it was clean. Then it was Zayn’s turn.

The girls knew about Zayn although only a few had ever seen him in the flesh. Of course, three Dommes had new appreciation for his skills and shared their hour of ecstasy with their table mates. A soft buzz started across the tables. I expected late-night requests to rent him after dinner but they were too late.

Zayn was all mine tonight.

A blueberry found its way into Zayn’s mouth and I coated his lips with fluffy white cream. I had my new leathers sized so the top covered my nipples but made it easy for a slave’s lips to find them. What’s better than trained whipped cream lips as the prelude to my spectacular night? Zayn was well-trained and not a drop of whipped cream soiled my leathers. When I enjoyed enough and was sure everyone saw what he was doing, he scrunched down, waiting for his next bite.

My Cop was shuddering from the need mounting inside him. His eyes never left my fingers. It was as if no one else was in the room. I picked out two large berries and squashed them in my palm. He was starving but not for food. I feed my exclusives a special diet.

When I added a scoop of whipped cream to the blue mess on my fingers, he understood. Blue cream makes an excellent lubricant so that’s where it went. The Memphis Dommes had my demonstration scheduled to close the after-dinner slave talent show and figured this was how it started. They were almost right.

Zayn handed me one of the injectors I had him pack in his kit along with single-dose bottles of my gels. The lower-impact ones? They were for the slave talent show. Ones the old man concocted specifically for my exclusives were so new that no one in the room had seen them before. Except my exclusives. They met them last week.

Every eye was on the injector and the single-dose of black gel I filled it with. The long end slid into My Cop’s ass and did its work in seconds. My Cop, the organizer of the four scoundrels’ punishment and rehabilitation, detail-oriented professional, singularly focused cop? He turned into a sponge on all fours. His senses took in only me. There could have been a stadium-sized crowd watching and he wouldn’t have known or cared they were there.

I pointed to my skirt’s hem, about an inch above the top of my boots. He crawled between my legs and inched his face between my thighs. I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled him in closer.

“Please me,” I said.

He did. And he would continue until I told him to stop.

While he licked and chewed, the Memphis Dommes announced the start of the slave talent show.

My smile was a very real one.


Chapter 28

Center Stage

I BUY SLAVES WITH SKILLS that fit my purposes. Some work in my businesses and others tend the grounds and gardens, do the composting, haul, schlep and do and whatever is needed to keep Amityworld in tip-top shape. All of those are only half of the reasons I buy them. The other half is that when I no longer need that skill, I sell them and invest the profits into the next skillset I want. Stable stability is always a concern and high turnover means a Domme didn’t purchase with long-term needs in mind. A constant stream of new slaves can disrupt your stable.

You want to buy judiciously for now and for the future. New slaves spend two weeks in Intake and that cuts down on their usefulness as well as the entire stable’s productivity. No one wants a constant barrage of new slaves.

I buy durable stock that lasts. Once in a while I need a specialty, so my solution is often to rent them for as long as the project takes, then ship them back to their owners with my thanks. It’s a two-way street. I’ve rented out several, especially ones with construction abilities. Mason, the remote who lives two hours away, runs that crew.

Annalise and Maeve sent video of how they thanked Mason for managing the construction crew when they did the Pet Shoppe’s upfit. Spread-eagle on the ground with his wrists and ankles tied to stakes, they sicced their dogs on him. It was comical the way the dogs attacked every part of him. And how much he loved it.

One Domme in our circle — the Slave Circus Mistress — keeps her slaves for a long time because she trains them to perform in her lucrative Slave Circus. Annalise buys dogs and Maeve’s inner voice tells her what breed they were meant to be but the circus owner looks for a wider range of animals. She showcases lions, bears, panthers, horses, a dog act and new ones she debuts when the act is ready.

She is the Domme who was attacked and hospitalized two years ago but recovered enough to fly in and surprise us by walking on stilettos at dinner. The Memphis Dommes talked her into providing the slave talent show to announce her comeback. It was well-received and everyone was thrilled to hear the long-awaited announcement that she was scheduling new big top events. I couldn’t have been happier for her and for the gals in our circle who hadn’t yet been invited to one of her fun-filled performances.

When the circus was being developed, she bought animals from all over the world, had them trained and introduced us and her clients to nights of amazing animal skills and tricks. She even involved the audience in the shows. That tidbit spread like fire via our video calls. Everyone wanted tickets.

Tonight, they would get a taste of the kind of entertainment the circus held in store. I hoped she would get dozens of ticket requests and that bode well for her bottom line. When you are out of commission for as long as she was and have little income, it impacts your whole life. For a while, I wasn’t sure she would ever regain that indefinable part of herself that remembered what fun was. The circus acts tonight would prove she was ready to enjoy herself again.

I was happy for her. And for us.

My Cop’s tongue and teeth were still performing the task I gave him under my leather skirt. I saw no reason to stop him while I enjoyed the show. My demonstration would close out the evening, so there was plenty of time. Besides, he was doing his primary job and he’s very good at it. He knows when to slow down and if he forgets, a jolt to his chip is an effective reminder.

His body spasmed when I gave him the first jolt. Even my exclusives need their memories jogged from time to time.

The lights dimmed and a line of slaves walked, crawled and slithered in, each wearing a costume that showed their breed. The lion had a mane fastened around his neck and a long tail hanging out of his ass. The tiger’s skin was painted with black and neon orange stripes. A pony with high-stepping platform boots on its hooves and a horsehair tail hanging out of its rear was third. It was followed by a dark-skinned panther with oversized teeth and then by a big fat slithering walrus with tusks flopping out of its mouth. The crowd roared. The Memphis Dommes were smiling. The real kind of smiles.

The Slave Circus Mistress beamed and reached for my hand. I was delighted to share her full recovery with her and with My Cop working like a wound-up metronome, my night was enchanting.

The Circus Mistress stood up and announced there would be three acts and it was up to the audience to decide which animals they wanted to see. If they insisted on more than three, she would provide a link to buy tickets. That generated a pleased murmur from the crowd.

“There are no discounts at auction,” she said to a round of laughter. She tightened her grip on my hand. This was a big night for her. A very big night.

“If you want to see the lions in combat over the prize, a female, raise your hand. If you prefer to watch two tigers battle each other, vote for them. The other options are a high-stepping pony show, the panther’s incredible gymnastics or a big fat walrus slither across the floor and slobber using its tusks to grab whatever is handy. Are you ready to vote?”

There’s nothing like group participation to make Dommes — and one or two Doms — join in the fun. They were making side bets and reorganizing tables to vote for their favorite acts. I heard several hoots of “Lions! Lions!” and more calling for the tigers.

A deep bass voice broke through the Dommes’ shouts. “I want the panther!”

That silenced the room and heads turned toward Annalise and Maeve’s table where we knew Big Mike had to be. He was holding court. He had heard about the panther and wanted to see its famed gymnastics. I am sure his brothers in the mountains would be fascinated by what she called incredible gymnastics. Heck, I’d like to see an incredible act like that, too. I patted the front of my skirt covering My Cop’s head. He moaned.

It's always a good practice to pay occasional attention to slaves, even exclusives, to let them know you remember what task they are performing.

“Voting starts now! Raise your hands for the lions!”

Hands went up all over the room and the Circus Mistress went down the list, offering the tigers, ponies, panther and finally, the walrus. Everyone voted multiple times because Dommes don’t follow rules. They want what they want. And they want it now.

There was no question that the Dommes were partial to the act Big Mike wanted. Many of them had bought his slaves in pre-sales and during bidding so they deferred to his first choice. There are no discounts at auction, but many of these girls were going to buy more from him via online video inspections. Mike always has good merchandise and more importantly, stands behind it.

Maeve beamed when the Slave Circus owner confirmed the obvious choice.

The panther won and was the first act of the slave talent show. The lights went down and the circus Mistress yelled into the blackness, “Get ready for the performance of your lifetime!” A hush fell over the crowd.

A brilliant neon green light appeared halfway up one wall. Seconds later, a red one glowed on top of one of the tables, accompanied by Dommes’ gasps. Almost immediately, a blue one shined partway up the opposite wall. It went on like that, light after light, wall after tabletop after the makeshift center stage. When I saw the purple light sparkle in front of the dais, I grabbed My Cop’s head and pressed it harder into me. He didn’t need a jolt to tell him what I wanted.

To our surprise, when the room lights went up a little, we saw that all the sparkles emanated from a single panther's penis. He climbed walls, jumped on and off tables and moved eerily silently through the room. Mike figured it out and shouted, “On the wall!” A light appeared on a wall. Then he yelled, “On my table!” and sure enough, a silver light bounced on top of the table. Maeve laughed. Annalise looked like she was calculating how much she could get for a trained dog who could do that.

Annalise looked at Maeve and mouthed the word, “Cats?”

Mike sent the panther all over the room. The audience clapped and cheered. With the lights out and everyone’s attention on where the next glow would show up, My Cop licked and sucked so hard it drove him into a frenzy. I felt what was coming and sat back to enjoy it.

No one heard me groan in the darkness. The excited din over the panther’s act was full-throated and loud. When I was done, I gave My Cop’s cage 30 seconds of reward and felt him moan between my legs. It was time for him to return to my side. My part of the talent show was almost ready to start.

The Memphis Dommes asked me to demonstrate some of my gels and oils but neglected to tell me the slaves I would be given to use were trained circus animals. I’m sure they wanted it to be a surprise, a happy one at that. No matter, I was about to have a heck of a lot of fun.

Once the lights went up and the exhausted panther was sent back to the line of circus animals, I had Zayn fill injectable plugs with drops of my orange gel. I hoped the next act was either the ponies or the walrus because their reactions when I inserted the orange would be the most entertaining.

My ancient Asian potions master developed the orange gel to generate an ass-to-toes shock that works best when injected by an anal plug, one drop at a time. I had two filled plugs waiting for the asses to be handed over to me.

The Circus Mistress announced the next act.

“Get ready for the high-stepping ponies!”

I was more than ready for what promised to be a memorable show of bucking broncos. It would be, in a word, unforgettable.


Chapter 29

The Ponies

THE PONIES TOOK center stage. The Circus Mistress made an educated guess that they would receive a big chunk of votes, so she had two in the stockroom practicing high steps while waiting to be summoned to perform. They didn’t walk in. They pranced across the floor.

I wondered if she was planning to put riders in the ponies’ saddles for this act. Riders were going to have a hard time holding onto the reins once the plugs seeped the orange gel into the ponies’ asses. Then again, that might be fun to watch.

It was my turn to explain what the audience was going to see.

“You are all aware of my line of custom gels. I’ve gotten a lot of inquiries about them this weekend. It will be more valuable for you to see them work rather than have me describe what they do.”

Heads nodded all over the room. The ponies were high-stepping in place on the center stage.

“I color-code them. They can be injected or dripped in using a plug I had designed to do that. The first gel tonight is the one I call orange.”

I had Zayn hold up the filled plugs and heads nodded again.

“Orange works best dripped in. One drop produces powerful results. Two drops, which is what I’m showing tonight, maintains the experience longer. Watch how it works.”

The circus owner beckoned her ponies to the dais and had them bend over and spread their asscheeks. I had an auction slave lubricate them and I pushed the plugs in. I locked the straps under their bellies to make sure they stayed in place. Then I held up my remote control and explained how it worked.

“My west-coast developers built this to my specifications. The inserted plug is connected to my controller wirelessly and I can infuse any ass, even from far away.” I waited for the oohs to dissipate before I delivered the first drop.

“One button. That’s it.”

It takes the gel about ten seconds to work. The circus Mistress ordered them to dance. Immediately.

The ponies started to tap their platform boots when the gel’s effects hit them. It hit them hard.

They knew they had to perform. They also knew that screaming was out of the question; after all, ponies don’t scream. If they uttered sounds that ponies don’t make, it would result in the kind of punishment they were frantic to avoid. The circus owner’s whip was bad enough. But I was standing next to her and they foresaw two single-tails in their future, hers and mine. Their only choice was to dance.

The old man said the orange gel was fairly mild. It produced constant irritation to a boy’s insides from the waist down. When they feel it, they thrash and kick, trying desperately to dislodge the plug, especially when you use the drop-by-drop method because they know another dose can come at any time. He cautioned me to make sure the plugs were in tight. That was the second charge I gave my developers. The plugs needed wraparound straps to keep them inside. In this case, inside the ponies’ hindquarters.

What the old man called irritation felt a lot worse to the ponies than a bad prickle. It didn’t burn, he said. It was more like a painful itch that can’t be scratched. A dull, constant pain that stings and chafes the lower half of a body. There is no escape until I inject a drop of green, the gel that clears the effects of every gel I use. Except one.

The music had a heavy percussion beat and the ponies high-stepped to it, lifting their legs as high as they could and stomping down in a useless effort to shake the plugs out. The belts worked and the plugs stayed inside. They marched in a circle around the center stage, twitching and shuddering from the gel’s impact, but obediently performing like the ponies she turned them into.

That’s the thing about the Slave Circus. The performers are no longer boys she owns. They are her animals.

The beat got louder and everyone knew something exciting was about to happen. Dommes were on their feet trying to get a better look. The ponies got on their hands and knees and three riders ran to the saddles strapped on their backs. What’s a pony show without riders?

I had my finger on the button, ready to send another drop into the quivering ponies’ asses. The riders mounted their steeds and the horses rose to their hind legs. They started to jog in a circle. That’s when I pressed the button.

Only the Circus Mistress saw my finger tap the control. She smirked and I returned hers with my own.

The ponies went wild. They stomped and clomped not quite with the music’s beat, but close enough to satisfy their owner. Big Mike was on his feet yelling, “Faster! Faster!”

Ponies don’t need a lot of encouragement. They ran madly around the stage, heaving their hips in pathetic attempts to work the plugs out of their hindquarters. They whinnied, the only sound they were allowed to make, although loud grunts were scattered among them. The riders held on with both hands. The last thing their owner would tolerate was a thrown rider.

The performance continued for a few minutes before the circus Mistress looked at me and then at my controller. There were two more acts on the schedule and the ponies were exhausted. I pressed the green button, the gel that clears the effects.

She pointed at the first pony, telling him to exit the main room. The pony trotted and led the others through the double doors and outside to the audience’s applause. Once household slaves closed the doors, we were ready for the next act.

The circus Mistress gave me a quizzical look. She didn’t know which gel I planned next. Like the other Dommes, she had seen the gels I offered online. There are four that others can buy. blue, yellow, orange and green. There are two that I have never shared with my friends and one they know about but isn’t for sale.

That’s the one I was debuting after the last animal act was done. I thought of it as the big finish, one that would make the audience want more.

I had Zayn hold up the gel the old man recently refined for me so the Circus Mistress could see the color. She had never seen the red gel at work, no one had. It was one of the tools I used to punish the scum that attacked her and put her in the hospital. She stared at the bottle but just seeing the color, of course, didn’t tell her what the gel did. But if I called it red, she knew it had to be powerful.

I whispered in her ear. “This is how I punished the bastards.”

Red is different from the other gels. The injector has to be filled carefully so an ass isn’t overdosed. The reaction to a single drop is serious. Two drops? It throws the slave into a hellish nightmare. I have never used more than two drops except one time and I always space out the drip speed. The red gel has a specific purpose, one that is especially useful with reluctant slaves, ones that have not submitted completely. Yet. Red makes submission faster.

That one time? In the four asses that hurt her. One drop every hour that afternoon. After that horror, I knew they would never hurt another woman again.

Zayn added a single drop to five injectors. Two were for the next animal act. The other three were going into the asses of the three slaves I bought this weekend. I would still send them through Intake when they were unpacked in the garage. All slaves need to learn to live according to my rules and that’s what Intake teaches. Once they felt the red gel, the hard part would be taken care of even before their cages were loaded onto Rick’s truck.

The animal act with the second-most votes wasn’t a surprise. The Circus Mistress promised tigers battling each other for a prize, a female. Well, almost a female.

The tigers crawled in, both painted in black and orange stripes, snarling at each other and occasionally at the onlookers. The audience laughed and looked around to see where the prize was hidden. I had an inkling that when they saw the female, it would be their second surprise.

I was right. It wasn’t a female slave. The Circus Mistress owned a eunuch that was painted with tiger stripes but not the cock cages she kept on all her animals. The ones with penises. The tigers crept to the center of the stage and pawed the floor. One snarled; the other growled. Their owner announced the show.

“Ready for a feral catfight? Tigers are the ultimate cats. They will maim or kill each other for a female in heat. These two tigers haven’t been unlocked for months.”

Some Dommes were startled. They must be the ones who let their males ejaculate. Not in Amityworld. My males are milked three times a week, more often if any are disruptive. I use an efficient method, a machine with a dozen penis tubes that applies the right pressure near the tip. It takes less than 30 minutes to milk the whole herd.

If the two tigers hadn’t ejaculated or been milked for months, this was going to be a great show. They knew what the prize was — a eunuch’s ass — cowering at the Mistress’s boots. I didn’t have to wonder what would happen to the loser. That one wouldn’t have its cock cage unlocked for a long time. This promised to be a duel between two beasts that were raring to go.

She nodded at the two injectors in my hand. I injected the tigers and returned to the dais. Zayn took the injectors and shook his head. He knew what was coming.

“FIGHT!” the Mistress yelled.

The tigers crept toward each other and the moment they made contact, the gel did its work. Their careful steps turned into maniacal thrashes and they chased each other in circles. Big circles. Their snarls turned into screeches. They howled like banshees. The audience hooted and hollered, clearly enjoying the tigers’ display and making mental notes about what the red gel did. And how they might use it.

Finally, one tiger launched himself at the other and the two grappled, rolling across the stage viciously trying to defeat the other one. By now, everyone was on their feet rooting for one tiger or another. Or both.

The circus Mistress held my hand and whispered, “Thank you.”

Every Domme in the room would buy tickets for themselves and their friends to see the rebirth of the Slave Circus. That would put her back on solid financial footing. When one tiger finally plopped his quivering body on top of the other, the match was over. I pressed the green button to end the gel’s effects and the two tigers collapsed, still on top of each other, gasping for breath. The Mistress pressed a button on her controls and the winning tiger’s cock cage fell on the floor.

The suddenly rejuvenated tiger snarled in victory. He crawled as fast as he could toward the eunuch outfitted as a female tiger and stuffed his cock in its ass. If you are experienced with male slave orgasm control, you knew what was going to happen.

Two humps of his hips and he was done. We weren’t sure if his growl was from the long-denied ejaculation or from his frustration that it was over so fast. Or both.

Auction slaves removed them from the room and the Memphis Dommes asked me to close the night with my last demonstration.

Not only did my friends learn what Zayn could do when I allow it but they’d also understand why the one with hair on his head is My Cop.


Chapter 30

Center Stage

MY GELS ARE FAMOUS — perhaps infamous — for how they work and what they do. The ancient Asian Master I engaged to mentor Zayn formulated them according to my specifications and added a few nefarious ideas of his own. After he had a lengthy session with Zayn and detected his Tantric talents, he understood, no, he sensed Zayn’s potential. He met with me after their long wordless meeting to tell me whether or not he felt he could improve Zayn’s abilities.

His answer was an unqualified yes. More than that, he held my hands and thanked me for allowing him the privilege of guiding someone with Zayn’s inborn awareness of and receptiveness to ancient practices. Zayn’s training began that afternoon.

For the next few weeks, the guide, as he preferred to call his role rather than trainer or mentor, occupied an empty attic cell. I offered roomier accommodations but he insisted the sparse furnishings were more than he required. My chefs were initially challenged by his food choices but learned to prepare what he requested for his two-a-day meals.

I watched some of his work with Zayn and turned off my monitor when the old man asked me to. He said the ‘connection’ would be better if I used Zayn without seeing what he was learning to do and feel. That, he explained, was an important aspect of the Tantra. If it provided me even one better night, I was happy to oblige.

The old man was worth what I paid. After my first night with Zayn when the old man left, I would have paid twice as much.

Months later, Zayn asked to meet with the old man again. I was surprised because my nights, many of which lasted until morning, took me to heights I would not have imagined possible a year ago. Zayn’s request was a harbinger of even better ones. I couldn’t imagine how any night could surpass what I had already. But if it could, I was all for it.

This time, the old man never let Zayn out of his sight, not for the entire week he spent in the attic. I rarely saw them and in accordance with his wishes, I left my monitor off. My Cop was remote that week, so my evening pleasure fell to my third exclusive, the one I bought from the Swedish Dommes after their auction was over. He was their personal male and performed flawlessly when he was on-loan to me during their auction. Eventually, I made him an exclusive. Branding him, Zayn and My Cop was a wonderful way to spend an afternoon. At least for me.

When the old man left, there were four new colorful bottles of herbal oils in Zayn’s kit. Using herbs was a treat; after all, we don’t use drug-based tools in my world. Why use drugs when the old man’s natural ingredients are so effective? I use some colors to break new slaves, whether I own them or they are delivered to me to rehabilitate for my friends and ship them back when I’m done. The gels are remarkably useful in punishing miscreants, like those four scoundrels that injured my friend.

I prefer tools that give me the results I want fast. I hate wasting time getting slaves into the proper mindset to live and work in my world. The gels do that, quickly and effectively.

The Memphis auction audience was going to learn what the blue, yellow, orange, red and the cleansing green gels did when I did my after-dinner demonstration. The buyers and sellers at the auction had heard of purple and black but had never seen them in action. They were going to be a lot more informed about my gels' power after my demonstration.

The colors of the night were purple and black, the shades I told the Memphis Dommes to use for decorations, table linens and chair covers. They matched the gels I planned to display.

Zayn and My Cop followed me to the center stage where the house slaves had set up my custom benches, the ones my west-coast boys upgraded. When I break new boys or use current stable slaves, the new design keeps them from getting hurt. They can’t fall off a bench when every part of them is locked in place.

Even better, the benches flip, angle and rotate. Along with the boys attached to them.

My Cop and Zayn climbed on the benches. No one locks down my exclusives except me. While I secured their straps and hooked up the spreaders, I spoke to the audience.

“You all know about my gels, the four colors and green you can buy on my online store. I thought you would like to see how my personal ones work.”

The crowd buzzed. You betcha they wanted to see the ones I don’t offer to the public!

“Blue, yellow, orange and red — red was the one you saw work in the tiger fight — plus green are all effective in breaking slaves fast. We all like efficient tools that get us the result we want quickly. We want slaves that aren’t disruptive and get their work done to our standards. Promptly.”

Every head nodded. I thought Big Mike was going to throw his neck out of joint from how hard he shook his head up and down.

“Two of the benches are holding my exclusives. Two are empty. In the spirit of the Memphis auction, one of the empty ones is up for bid. The highest bid gets the chance to have one of her slaves included in my demonstration. The fourth bench is for a surprise.”

They applauded and everyone checked their tablets to see how much they had left in their auction accounts. Maeve and Annalise were tag-teaming their tablet. Four of the Dommes I trained were looking at theirs. I didn’t bother to look for Larisa. I knew how much she had. To the penny.

I held up an injector loaded with purple gel.

“Purple produces a combination of mind and body control. A drop of this makes a slave completely suggestible. His mind is wide open to your instructions and he will perform impeccably. An extra feature is that it disrupts how their bodies work. At first, they won’t be able to move, let alone walk. That’s why strapping them down is your first order of business.”

More nodding. Out-of-commission slaves are a financial drain on any budget. Besides, the Dommes I know would never injure a slave on purpose. Whipping an ass into red meat is not an injury. It’s pain with a purpose.

The Memphis Dommes led the bidding for the third bench. Annalise and Maeve had the high bid until Big Mike upped them and cringed at Maeve’s infuriated look. A few other bids followed before I saw the gals at Kiera’s table huddling together. Odette, Avalon and Sarai were conspiring with Kiera while Larisa was checking her tablet. I had an idea what they were plotting and that Larisa was not invited or did not want to join them.

The new girls didn’t have a lot of cash to start with and they all bought slaves earlier. They were pooling their remaining funds to win the bench for one of them. I suspected who they were trying to help. Money is a big thing. Friendship is bigger.

I directed my best side-eye toward Annalise’s table. She’s a smart Domme and figured out I wanted her to stop bidding. Apparently, my network of Dommes got it too and they settled back in their chairs to see what my scheme was all about. When the Memphis Dommes asked for final bids, Odette raised her hand.

“For my table,” she said.

The Memphis Dommes didn’t care which slave was sent to the third bench. Their interest was the amount of the bid. I kept my stare aimed at the audience and not one more bid was made.

That’s another reason I adore my friends.

“Send your slave to the bench!” I said. An auction slave was sent to the stockroom to retrieve Kiera’s purchase so she could strap him to the bench herself. Locking down a slave is a big step toward ownership.

When her slave appeared in the stockroom doorway, I wasn’t surprised. In fact, I was pleased with her choice.

Kiera bought a protection slave from Big Mike, I’m sure for an excellent price. It’s likely she would have to spend weeks training him but I had the gel that would break him in minutes instead of weeks. Kiera had a lot of promise and potential. I was happy to give her a boost. Before the end of my demo, she would own a functioning protector who pledged his body and mind to her.

Kiera pulled her slave to the center of the room by his uncaged cock. Generally, we do not cage them until they are officially in Intake, so this was a truly naked slave. I invited her to lock him onto an empty bench. She handled it skillfully and I was ready to start.

“This is a brand-new purchase with no allegiance to his new owner. It’s a perfect scenario to show you what my purple gel can do. Normally, you would spend a week or two or even more shoe-horning a new slave like him into your stable. Mine get absorbed into the stable in less than five minutes.”

A chorus of oohs filled the room. Then a voice shouted, “Prove it!”

“How much you want to bet?” I yelled back at Big Mike.

“What do you want?” he asked.

That was easy. “I get my choice of one slave from your stock and invitations for four of my new friends to your next event.”

Kiera wore a heartfelt smile. It was the first smile that big I had seen from her since I had her at Amityworld for training. Three other Dommes at her table were grinning. The last one was trying not to frown.

“If you can’t do it, I get tickets for your next three Parlors.”

Actually, that was perfectly acceptable. But Mike wasn’t done. He had another condition.

“And I get to shave your exclusive’s head.”

Mike was threatening My Cop. 

No one touches my exclusives and Mike knew it. I had to be absolutely convinced I could break Kiera’s slave before I was willing to accept his challenge and not accepting was out of the question. My advantage was that I knew my gels would work. Mike had only heard about the purple but had never seen it work. He also didn’t know I had another unadvertised gel, the one I call black. Heck, he couldn’t even imagine that I had a brand-new bottle of black gel in Zayn’s kit. And I wasn’t reluctant to use it.

“You must enjoy losing,” I said. My Cop looked at me through a clenched jaw and mumbled, “Ms. Amity owns me.” Over and over.

I sent Zayn to fill an injector for Kiera’s slave and whispered instructions to him. He looked surprised. I traced my brand on his sac so he could absorb some of my energy and a bit of his own. That’s how I communicate with him. It’s what he needs to submit to anything I say.

“Kiera, stand in front of your slave’s face. Think of precisely what you want this slave to be — your protector, your defender. You are going to speak three short sentences right into his face, words that tell him specifically who and what he is now and what he will be. Your property. Keeping you safe is now his life’s mission.”

I turned my attention to the audience while Kiera thought about what she would say in her instructions.

“Purple gel disrupts slaves’ bodies and minds. Purple makes them completely suggestable and their thoughts totally open to your instructions and only your instructions. They cannot see or hear anyone or anything else.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Big Mike said. “Prove it!”

Kiera stood in front of her new purchase and I injected two drops of purple gel into his ass. I asked the audience to count down from five with me. When we got to one, I told her to issue her instructions.

Two wonderful things happened. Kiera didn’t hesitate and she spoke with more self-confidence than I had heard from her before.

“I own you. Your life’s goal to protect me, to keep me safe. You will obey every instruction I give you.”

If I had written it, that was close to what I would have said.

The audience was silent, staring at the unmoving slave. His face was blank but his eyes never moved from Kiera’s lips. The slave’s body — not just his ears — was drinking in her commands and her voice filled every inch of his brain. For him, there was no one else in the room. I had seen it happen before and this played out the same way.

She owned him now, body and mind. He would do anything and everything to keep his owner safe. My simple demonstration proved it. Ten minutes later, an auction slave unstrapped him from the bench and he knelt at Kiera’s feet, his eyes searching the room for anything that might endanger her.

My Cop whispered, “Exits. Look for exits.”

The slave’s eyes darted around the room’s perimeter and he evaluated the doors and windows. Nothing caught his attention. Not until I gave Big Mike a challenge.

“Mike,” I said. “Attack her.” I winked and he winked back at me. He wanted proof? Let him feel what my purple gel can do.

Mike walked toward Kiera slowly, then sped up. He raised one arm when he was two steps away and I’m not sure Mike knew what hit him until two house slaves pulled Kiera’s new protector off him and helped Mike to his feet. He rubbed his stomach.

“Damn, Ms. Amity, that was awesome!”

Yes, it was awesome. My purple gel was sure to be a hit with the Dommes I trust to use it judiciously.

Now that Mike was convinced my purple gel is everything I said it was, it was time to collect my prizes.

“That’s one slave of my choosing from your stock. Send me a link and I’ll see if you’ve got anything I want. Have your personal send the four invitations to my friends.”

Still rubbing his stomach, Mike half-bowed and smiled. When he returned to his table, Maeve put her arm around his shoulder and they both laughed.

The audience wanted more. I had another gel to show them, the new gel I had the old man develop after I told him what I wanted it to do. Purple was adequate to break new slaves and fit into the stable until they completed Intake. But the new black gel was even more powerful and lasted longer. A drop of black shatters slaves’ limits and makes rational thinking impossible. A dosed slave is desperate to be near you and do exactly what you command. It is a potent, formidable tool and must be used carefully.

The black gel would never be sold in my store.

But this was a demonstration for my elite friends. They knew about My Cop — at least they thought they did. Most of them believed he was something I bought. Or traded for. They were wrong on both counts. He was the law enforcement professional who was in charge of my best friend’s case when an elected official outed and defamed her. I still believe that bastard’s cruelty led to her too-early death so I bought him when he was for sale at the Swedish auction.

I made his life hell. Just like the hell he put my friend through. Worse than that. Hell every day for years.

I kept his balls when I sold him two years later to an overseas Dom with a lifelong fantasy to own a gelding. No, I didn’t feel better when he was loaded in steerage for the trip to his new home. But I felt my friend was vindicated and that was enough.

Her case is how I first met him, the one who is now My Cop. Months after the legal matters were closed, I invited him to a Parlor and the rest, as some say, is history. Not for me. It’s the present. And the future.

He is more than a dot on a global timeline. My Cop was, is and will be my lifelong gamechanger.

His ass has been injected with all of my gels during the years I’ve owned him. The first time I used purple, a single drop, it paved the way for Zayn to help My Cop deal with painful memories from when his team was betrayed and good men died. It may be hard to believe, but I watched the agony he carried deep in his bones float off him. Really, I saw — I felt — his nightmares drift away.

The old man advised me to inject the black gel into him the next day. When he and Zayn combined to expel the bulk of his painful memories, their absence left a hole. The old man encouraged me to fill that emptiness with the one thing he wanted more than anything. My ownership.

That’s exactly what I did the next morning. And many mornings after that. The black gel creates magic.

When I branded my exclusives, a drop of black gel made them focus on me and almost ignore the sizzling iron that imprinted a big A on their sacs. In fact, they wanted me to do it again.

But now I had a new color the old man fabricated for special circumstances. When he learned that I broke and rehabilitated other Dommes’ problem slaves, he said it gave him an idea. He worked on it for weeks, tested it on a commission slave or two and declared it ready.

“What’s so special about it?” I said, trying to imagine what it could do that the others didn’t already do.

He likes to hold my hands when imparting ancient wisdom. He did that time, too.

“When purple comingles with black, you rebuild the male into anything you want. But inside him, in his substance, he is who and what he always was. That tiny piece cannot be erased.”

His hands were warm. So were mine.

“This gel, I urge you to use it only on males you want to obliterate their belief system. Their way of being. Of themselves. Like the ones who hurt your friend. But know this. When you empty a man, you must fill him.”

Fill him? I could think of many things to fill a male slave with yet I was sure the old man had a suggestion. Or two. I was right.

“Give him his lifelong task. It is what he will become. Forever.”

He lifted my hands and wrapped them on his face.

“Yes, you know. You understand its potential. And its danger.”

I felt an odd surge of energy and Zayn was nowhere nearby. That had to be an exchange of power between the old man and me. I should have been excited, what with all my new power in the little bottle. Instead, I felt calm. Absolutely calm.

The old man smiled and I summoned Zayn for his mentoring lesson. When he crawled through the slave door, he knelt and spread his knees so I could check his balance. My fingers found the big A on his sac and when I touched it, he gasped and looked up at me. His face was peaceful. That’s how I felt, too.

The old man took him to the small room outside my office for their session. I didn’t turn on the monitor to watch.

That day, I made a decision and handed it to My Cop to execute it.


Chapter 31

The Gold Gel

IT WAS ONLY the second time I visited My Cop’s attic cell. When I want him, I summon him by jolting the chip I had implanted in his perineum. Not this time. It had to be in person.

When I opened the electronic lock and walked in, he was on his knees, focused on his laptop’s screen. He has limited Internet access like all my exclusives, with hard-coded IP addresses he can visit through a hardware firewall. And a VPN or two. He didn’t look up. Instead, he slithered on his belly to my feet. It’s the place he feels comfortable. It’s where he belongs.

“Show me your ass,” I said. He twisted around and got on all fours, raised his hips and spread his knees. Like all my slaves, he doesn’t need and didn’t get an explanation. One drop of black gel changed his focus from whatever he was reading to me and only me. There was nothing inside his head except what I said.

“The criminal who hurt my friend. Get him to the Memphis auction.”

He wiggled his ass. That means, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” 

Slaves don’t need words to reply. There is only one answer available to them anyway. “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

“Whatever you need, it’s yours. Be in my office in 20 minutes with your plan.”

The task I gave him would consume every cell in his body. With the black gel clearing his mind and focusing his senses, my order was his only thought.

I left him on his hands and knees, ass still in the air. He would be able to move in a few minutes and would spend the rest of the time I gave him creating his plan. Then he would run through hallways and down staircases to the slave door to my office. There was no need to set a timer, but I did anyway. Nineteen minutes later, he was at my feet.

“Ms. Amity, may I speak?” I nodded.

“Phone numbers for the governor and that sheriff. Your client, the judge. He can help.”

That was all of it, a surprisingly simple list. He made the calls under my supervision. The judge was first. When the judge heard my voice, I knew he was dropping to his knees in his office.

“You will do what he requests,” I said. “When I have what I want, clear your calendar for a visit to Amityworld.”

The judge was speechless but managed to groan. I took it as a yes and handed the phone to My Cop. It seems there was a bench warrant for the reprobate I wanted delivered to Memphis and it was easy to serve it on the date I specified. The other calls were straightforward and in minutes, the plan was set in motion. My Cop never wants, much less expects a reward for obeying my instructions but my need was there, surging up from my toes toward my chest. Schedules be damned. I took him to my rooms and injected a drop of green in his ass to clear the black gel’s effects.

When I use My Cop, I want all of him. The authentic him. The one not touched by herbs and oils. That’s exactly what I got. What did My Cop get? A half hour of my whip before I made him satisfy my need. He worked joyfully that night and well into dawn.

Before the sun rose, his plan was in action.
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For the last part of my demonstration, I had My Cop retrieve the caged criminal in the shipping area and haul him to center stage. The boy I had delivered to Memphis was confused and angry. And scared to death. He never wanted to see me again after how severely I punished him, implanted a chip and shipped him home where he was under constant monitoring by my girls. I was hardly done with him, not after the old man handed me the new bottle.

It was gold.

The auction slaves locked him onto the fourth bench while I spoke to the audience. I invited the circus Mistress to join me on stage.

“I have a brand new gel that is nothing like anything you have ever seen — or imagined.” I held up the gold bottle. It sparkled under the lights.

“This is the bastard I — along with several of the women here — rehabilitated when you were recovering,” I said mostly to the Circus Mistress but loud enough for everyone to hear. “It was one of the more fulfilling rehabs I’ve ever done. Recently, he backslid. That’s why he is here now. He needs a forever fix so he never even thinks about hurting a woman again.”

Everyone was on their feet. They knew about the attack, that he was shipped to me along with three of his conspirators and that I invited a first-class group of Dommes to assist in their punishment. I asked them to come up to the stage. Not one hesitated. The applause of a well-deserved standing ovation for them filled the room.

I put My Cop in front of the benched boy’s face and Zayn filled an injector with a drop of gold gel. An auction slave lubricated his ass and I was ready to show them what the gold gel did. My Cop was ready to repeat the lines I had him memorize right into the boy’s blindfolded face. You could have heard a pin drop, it was that quiet.

I pressed the tip deep in the boy’s ass and pushed the plunger. A few seconds later, I saw it happen.

The wretched reprobate dropped his body weight completely on the bench. His mouth hung open and his bladder emptied. I grabbed a handful of his hair and lifted his head.

“Now,” I said to My Cop.

“You are worthless. Scum. There is only one way for you to stay out of federal prison. You will worship all women and spend the rest of your life working to atone for your crimes. Your task is to convince the woman you hurt to keep you. If she does not want you, Ms. Amity will cut off your testicles and sell you overseas. No one will ever hear from you or about you again.”

The Circus Mistress squeezed my hand and I nodded at My Cop to continue.

“From today and forever, you are her slave and you live to obey every command she gives. You will be happy only when she whips your worthless ass.”

She was hugging me and weeping on my shoulder.

“Ms. Amity is always watching. Be scared. Be very scared.”

My Cop came up with the last line by himself. That’s one more reason he’s My Cop.

The room was silent until Big Mike’s voice boomed throughout the room.

“Perfect. Fucking perfect.” Maeve hugged him and so did Annalise. Kiera hugged the Circus Mistress from behind and laid her head on her shoulder.

“You have the best friends,” she said.

Kiera was right. Damned right.

Perhaps the weasel who tried to injure Kiera could use a drop of gold gel as well. I planned speak to her about that later.

I had a slave unlock the scoundrel from the bench and asked the crowd to return to their seats. My Cop removed the boy’s blindfold and crept away. I led the Mistress to the spot he vacated. The boy looked at her with tears streaming down his face. She pointed to her feet.

He struggled off the bench and crawled to her feet. She put one boot on his back and said, “I own you.”

The boy blubbered incomprehensibly and the Memphis Dommes announced the end of the demonstration, what time we’d get together for breakfast and something about bidding for leftover females in the morning. I didn’t listen or care. I felt incredibly powerful and my need was soaring. Zayn and My Cop followed me to my suite to provide a night for me that I wouldn’t soon forget.

Nor would they.


Epilogue

THE MEMPHIS AUCTION was technically over after breakfast but several of us stayed to bid on unsold females. I was not expecting much but I bought a low-cost female that met several of my criteria, including huge breasts and layers of body fat. I love watching them jiggle when they run. This one had computer skills and a single previous owner, so there would not be too many bad habits to break. Red Rick would deliver her with the rest of my purchases.

The owner of the Slave Circus was so appreciative of how I fixed her attacker, she wanted to repay me but I declined money. Instead, I asked her to give four Circus tickets to the Dommes I trained and dangle one in front of Larisa in exchange for whatever she wanted Larisa to do. Like invite — and pay for — two overseas Dommes to attend a Circus performance. When the European Dommes saw the animal acts, they were sure to spread the word on their side of the pond and tickets would fly off her website.

In addition to the female, I had three slaves for Rick to ship so he joined me at breakfast to finalize the arrangements. I opted for single cages but chose not to tranquilize them. A dose of the right gel when they were uncrated would make Intake go smoothly.

Rick left to tend to the shipping and Big Mike sat down in his place.

“That was an amazing thing you did for her,” he said, referring to the Circus Mistress. “Personally, I’d have taken the schmuck to my mountains and let the boys have him. Your solution was better.”

Of course it was. I just didn’t say it out loud.

“The night you let Maeve and Annalise have your exclusive? I’ve never seen them so … so … filled with each other. I don’t have words for it.”

Of course he didn’t. I didn’t say that out loud either.

Mike was struggling to ask me a question. I could feel it. He was in pain, fighting to get the words out. I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “Go ahead. Ask me.” Every muscle in his neck and back was tense. Something was troubling him.

“Oh god, Ms. Amity, it hurts so much every time I see her.”

‘Her’ was Maeve, a dead ringer for his incapacitated sister, a secret he kept from everyone except Maeve. And me. His attraction to Maeve wasn’t sexual at all. Mike is a confirmed Old Leather Master. When he first saw Maeve during the Pet Shoppe girls’ buying spree, it brought back all the bad times in his life. Mike tried to see her as much as he could because seeing her reminded him of the good times, too.

Mike had a conundrum and was looking to me for a solution. I had one and Mike earned it. He is my friend and that’s all it takes.

An hour with Zayn in a small, windowless room was what it took to restore most of Mike’s balance. I was overseeing the household slave’s packing my things when they returned. Mike looked refreshed. Calm.

“Drop your pants,” I said.

He looked at me with a raised eyebrow but his jeans fell to his knees. I felt the bottom of his ball sac and he took a quick breath.

“What was that?”

“Balance,” I said. “Just checking your balance.”

“Whatever. Hey, this boy of yours is pretty damned good.”

I glanced at Zayn and knew what he needed but sending Big Mike on his way was my first priority.

“He not pretty good. He’s exceptional.”

Mike nodded, picked up his jeans and left. When I felt Zayn’s brand, I knew he had lifted a lot of Mike’s pain and taken it into himself. I traced the big A twice until Zayn could breathe normally. He begged to kiss my fingers and even though I didn’t have any blueberries, he sucked them anyway. I felt his brand again and he was good to go.

I do not pretend to understand everything about the Tantra or Zayn’s sixth sense or the energy connection we have. What I know is that last night was the prelude to many more. All different. All spectacular. All mine.

We said our goodbyes and my limo headed to the airport but I had two stops to make first. My Cop wanted to thank the local office for the way they handled the criminal he delivered to them. When he returned to the limo, he said they were grateful and asked him how his trip to Memphis — fishing and camping — was.

“The best three days of my life. So far,” he told them.

On the flight home, I had the steward give him and Zayn blankets for their laps and I held their brands until we landed.
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Nils is another story and surprisingly, one with a happy ending. The Memphis Dommes were impressed with how he organized the weekend’s events, especially how he used their stable in multiple roles. Then there was his Swedish looks, replete with dark blue eyes and — if they let it grow — blond hair. Not to mention his expert training as a personal boy until he earned my brand and became one of my exclusives.

Naomi, the Domme who set up pre-sales in circles, wanted to buy him. Organizing the auction like she did was a huge undertaking and buying a slave who could do that job was tempting. Plus it made financial sense. Elke and Isabelle were on board when they came to visit before I left for the airport.

“We know you aren’t listing him for sale,” Elke said. “We would never offend you by trying to buy one of your branded boys. Perhaps you have been thinking about making changes and maybe this boy was part of your plans.”

Elke could not have been more polite. Or cautious. Sure, I have made offers for boys that weren’t for sale. That’s how I bought Nils in Sweden. I ran the pros and cons of selling Nils through my head.

Nils is an exclusive. Branded. Beyond well-trained. Getting rid of one like that is a dilemma. And my other two exclusives? What would Zayn and My Cop think of their own futures if I sold him?

On the other hand, Nils was one of three and I could always find another if I wanted. His organizational skills were now legendary in my circle. Auction hostesses would probably rent him in the future to other Dommes who were planning big events.

There was a third thought raised by my quiet Domme voice. That number on my spreadsheet, the qualitative one that measures how much I will miss a particular slave. And the other half of that equation, how much he would miss my world. Would he be devastated and unable to do his job? Or would selling him give him opportunities?

“What’s your offer?” I asked.

They had clearly discussed this and had a number ready.

“Twenty-five,” Elke said.

Nils was worth every penny. And more. But it was a fair price.

“Make it thirty and send five to my favorite charity. But one more condition.”

They looked at me with surprise. They should have known my penchant for conditions.

“I want to see his eyes,” I said.

What I really wanted was to see how Nils reacted to being sold. I never sell slaves into hell. Except once. That bastard who hurt my friend. But he deserved it.

Nils had earned one last glance.

This time, I went to the slave holding area to see him. The place was controlled chaos. Red Rick was double-checking bracelets and brands to make sure each purchase was shipped to the correct owner. Nils was due to be loaded on the next truck. I pulled him out of line, much to Rick’s chagrin. And got what passes as a dirty look from him.

Nils knelt and laid his forehead in my hands. He had never done that before so I knew something was up.

“The past two weeks here, how did you do?”

He looked up at me, his deep blue eyes asking silently for permission to speak. I nodded.

“A lot more than I expected. All day every day was planning and when they called me at night, at first, it was hard.”

Hard? Serving owners is hard?

“It was hard because I thought of you, Ms. Amity. Like they were not there but you were. Then I heard your voice tell me to be where I was. All of me.”

“You will be as perfect for your new owners as you were for me.”

Nils smiled.

Damn, I was going to put a 10 in that “how much will I miss him” box.


Chapter 32

Amity’s Suite

BEFORE I LEFT FOR the airport, there were two more meetings with my friends. Annalise and Maeve asked for some private time. It wasn’t hard to guess what they wanted to talk about.

Zayn.

The Pet Shoppe gals are an exceptional couple, partners in business and in life. When they were outfitting their new business, I invited them to Amityworld to show them how to buy slaves, ones they were going to train and sell as pet dogs. We had a lovely visit and they were so appreciative that when My Cop told them I wanted a pet, they spent weeks selecting and training the right one. When he called to check on the dog’s status, Annalise reduced him to a stutter when she said there would be no charge for Aussie, my new pet. They hand-delivered him. It was a nice touch.

I was happy to return their gift with an hour of Zayn’s special talents. I was equally curious to hear about that hour. We met in my suite after my bags were taken to the limo.

My Cop was reviewing paperwork in the corner. Zayn was meditating on his knees with his forehead against the wall behind me. He was careful to stay within my arm’s reach.

“Thank you for taking time to visit with us,” Maeve said. “We have so much to talk to you about.”

Annalise was more direct. “What the hell did he do to us? It was one of the most incomprehensible afternoons of our lives.”

Trying not to smile too broadly, I knew why they were baffled. Two Dommes who live in a remote area in the Pacific Northwest aren’t likely to meet many Tantric guides. Certainly not one like Zayn.

The best answer to her question was another question. “It’s an experience, isn’t it?”

Maeve let Annalise do the talking. I think that’s part of why they live and work together so well.

“I mean … well … it was more than an experience. Every time I touched Maeve, I felt this … shock.”

That kind of shock can be disconcerting if you don’t know where it came from and what it means. I knew its origin but they had to figure out the meaning for themselves. I reached behind me and pulled Zayn to my side. My fingers felt his brand and when I traced the big A, Zayn took a deep breath and opened his eyes.

“Show them,” I said.

Sometimes words cannot do justice to feelings. This was one of those times.

Zayn took Maeve’s right hand and Annalise’s left and pressed their fingertips together. Then he pulled their intertwined fingers to his chest. That’s when it happened.

“Oh my god!” Annalise said. Maeve was panting too hard to talk.

He separated their hands and pulled them back to his chest. Nothing. No words, no gasping for air.

Maeve figured it out first.

“It’s not HIM! It’s US!”

Exactly. When their hands were together, Zayn was merely their conduit. When their hands separated, Zayn wasn’t part of their experience. The power — what Annalise called the shock — was the energy they shared with each other. That is the job of a Tantric guide, to show you where your energy lives and how it can be shared.

When they laid their rejoined their hands on Zayn’s chest, the energy flowed again. They had to learn how to do that by themselves. Without my exclusive.

I reached between his legs and traced my brand while he steered their spirits into each other. When I touched his sac, he groaned. So did Annalise and Maeve.

They understood a lot more now and I was confident they would take it home and grow it there. Zayn backed away and let them pour themselves into each other. Until …

They both moaned the exquisite sound of orgasm. At the same time. Together.

“That was the appetizer. Go to your room and enjoy the main course.”

Arm in arm, they walked to the door. When they opened it, a surprise was waiting there for me.
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“I think everyone liked the animal acts,” she said.

The owner of the Slave Circus was all smiles. I was a little surprised she wanted to visit but welcomed her with open arms. That’s when I saw what was behind her.

The instigator of the attack on her crawled in on his hands and knees. He was naked but without a drop of embarrassment that he was exposed in front of me, let alone my two exclusives. His eyes were fixed on her boots. When she walked to the chair, he plodded behind her. She sat down and he crept to her side. His eyes darted around the room looking for potential trouble. The gold gel meant he would protect her for the rest of his miserable life.

“Ms. Amity, this thing down here has — so far — been everything you said he would be. That was quite a gift you gave me.”

I couldn’t help it. I smiled from ear to ear.

“After dinner last night, I met a friend of yours. She was overjoyed with the help you gave her before and during the auction. One thing she said is still ringing in my head. She told me your exclusive — him,” she pointed at Zayn whose forehead was back against the wall behind me, “was a big help to her. Is that true? What she said?”

Of course it was true. I knew where this was going and it was a good place. An excellent place. I didn’t say anything. If she really wanted it, she had to ask.

“That girl, Kiera’s her name, I think, said it felt like a heavy weight was lifted off her. She felt so light, she thought she was floating. Damn, Amity, I want to feel like that!”

I nodded. But she had to ask.

“Well? Can he do that for me?”

Without a doubt, Zayn could do that for her. If I allowed him to. All she had to do was ask my permission. I reached behind me and pulled Zayn to my side. My fingers found my brand and he moaned. A little louder each time I traced the big A.

That’s when it hit her. He’s my exclusive. If she wanted to use him, she had to ask.

Asking is like subbing and Dommes hate subbing to other Dommes. When they want something badly enough, like she wanted to use Zayn, they give in. I heard her inhale while Zayn moaned in rhythm with my fingers.

“I want what he can do for me. May I please have him?”

There it was! She asked the question and said please. That was good enough for me. My fingers traced the crossbar in the big A on Zayn’s brand. He felt perfectly balanced.

If not now, when?

“Sit back,” I said. “You’re going for a ride.”

Zayn winced when he saw the crawling creature on the floor. Before he approached the Circus Mistress, he knelt in front of me and asked to speak. I nodded.

“Your ownership is the most important thing in my life. I will do whatever you tell me. May I help with one thing you haven’t told me to do?”

Interesting. Zayn is an energy sponge. The Mistress appeared to have regained a lot of her old energy so I wasn’t clear on what extra chore he wanted to undertake. I looked at her and then at the beast on the floor.

Suddenly, it hit me. I knew why he winced and what he wanted to repair. If it worked, the old man just earned a raise.

“Do what is best for both of them.”

He lowered his head into my hands and took a few breaths before moving toward to the Mistress. And to the bastard on the floor at her side. Zayn took her hands in his and laid them on his chest. The two of them stayed that way for several minutes, breathing in the same cadence. When he felt her tension diminish, he moved her hands to her own chest, folding her vest’s bodice down so her hands laid on her ample breasts.

He left them there for a full minute, then put her hands back on his chest. They breathed together for another minute before he put them back on her bosom. That went on for five full minutes.

The Mistress started to whisper. I’m not sure what she said were actual words. When she got louder, Zayn pulled her to her feet, never letting her hands leave her breasts. He lifted her skirt and reached between her thighs, encouraging her to spread her feet. His left hand found her lips and even though I couldn't see what he was doing, she certainly felt it.

She groaned. Loudly.

Zayn reached out with his foot and flipped the crawling animal onto his back. He crouched down and gripped the boy’s cock in his fist. His left hand never stopped what it was doing between the Mistress’s legs.

Zayn was the conduit between her essence and the boy’s penis.

I felt a kind of roughness. It’s hard to explain, but it was coming from Zayn. Both his hands were completely involved in what he was doing and the energy he was transferring concerned me. It was good energy, but he was struggling to maintain it. The rough feeling? He was asking for help. My help.

I wrapped my arms around his waist from behind. My fingers searched for the big A and when I touched it, he gulped air. When I traced the crossbar, his energy shifted. Zayn was calm. Balanced.

I traced my brand several times before Zayn let go of both of them. He almost collapsed in my arms.

I helped him back to my chair where he knelt between my legs and snuggled his face under my skirt. He just wanted to be there. No sucking, no licking. He inhaled his own spirit, the essence I hold for him.

The Mistress opened her eyes and collected herself. She mouthed, “Thank you.”

As for the animal on the floor, tears streaked his face. I gathered what Zayn had done.

The gel emptied her attacker last night. He became nothing, inside and out. The old man told me that when you hollow out a slave, you have to refill him. With something. That something was who and what he was now. Zayn poured the Mistress’s ownership into him and sent waves of his own spirit into her. The transfer depleted Zayn. My fingers on his brand replenished what he gave her. That’s the best and only way I can explain what happened.

The Mistress shook her head and walked to the door with her new slave, the one she now owned body and soul, crawling inches behind her.

I could hardly breathe. All I could do was hold Zayn tight. My Cop crawled across the room, knelt behind Zayn and covered him with his broad chest. We breathed together, pushing our energy into him.

Evil is a painful thing to bear even for a short time. Zayn’s tears and our power washed the ugliness away.


Chapter 33

The Leather Guy

MY LEATHER GUY lives and works outside Memphis. Before heading to the airport, we took a side trip to see him. Some things are better done in person. In this case, it could only be done in the flesh.

I wanted him to create identical outfits for my exclusives. Leather straps with spaces to hold electronics. My west-coast developers sent specs so the finished product would deliver what I wanted. I am sure they were nervous that I would test the contraptions on them. Not this time. No one would wear those creations except Zayn and My Cop. Until — and if — I ever bought another exclusive.

The chips I implanted in them never set off alarms at airports or building security and neither would the new items I was commissioning. Not if my leather guy could design them the way I had in mind. My Cop and Zayn were startled when I unlocked their cock cages. When their new leathers went on, they would find out I controlled them even more.

The leather guy was hard of hearing and refused to wear new-fangled hearing aids so I used my Domme voice and repeated my instructions a few times. Both of my exclusives stripped off their airport clothes so he could measure them up close. And very personally. The leather guy didn’t believe in tape measures, either. He used a leather string and that told him exactly how long and how wide to cut the skins.

He used the string to measure behind and around their testicles. He grabbed and twisted their cocks to measure them in several directions as well. He harumphed when he ran the string around their trim waists and then told them to lie on their backs on the floor and spread their knees. The string measured every part of them. The last length he needed meant they had to flip onto their bellies and get on their knees.

I told them to spread their cheeks so the string could show the leather guy exactly how stretched their anuses were. He raised an eyebrow and looked at me.

“Nice and pliable,” I said. That generated a second harumph.

That’s what I like about my leather guy. Nothing surprises him anymore.

While Zayn and My Cop held their asscheeks apart, I looked at the skins he had on display. He and I chatted about color, suppleness and the amount needed. I dismissed suede and focused on the light-colored skins. He was surprised I didn’t want black.

“Too typical,” I said.

He snorted. “No damned thing about these are gonna be typical.”

I smiled again. “When will they be ready?”

“For you, Ms. Amity? A week. I want them to be perfect.”

I never asked him about the price nor did he bring it up. We have a relationship with a years-long understanding. He sets the price and I pay it.

We left for the airport with their cages in my checked luggage. Tracing their brands for the entire flight confirmed my choice. I could hardly wait for the leather guy’s finished products to arrive. Along with my left-coast developers.
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The developers worked quickly and efficiently needing only one or two reminders sent to the chips I had implanted in them two years ago. It took them a full day to do the wiring and attach the new part. They looked so proud when they showed me the finished products.

The leather felt wonderful in my fingers. It was soft and the wiring was invisible in the seams the leather guy stitched. The cock covers were ingenious but best of all was the non-metal anal ring that held telescoping rods. Everything could be activated by the new remote control they designed.

After I sent the developers to an out-building where I would deliver my thanks later if everything worked as promised, I summoned Zayn and My Cop to my suite. It was more appropriate than my office for what I had planned. There are all kinds and levels of ownership. They were about to climb a new step on that ladder.

Their wrists were locked to wall rings even though they would never struggle against anything I did. I locked them to keep them from falling. The leather fit perfectly, the flesh-colored belt snug beneath their bellies. Their shafts fit nicely into the leather tubes and a small slit let them pee. Of course, I could close it with my handy new remote.

If they were surprised when I threaded an inch of the sound into their cocks, they didn’t show it. I saved letting them know what the sounds did for later. It was the other end of the new devices I wanted to see work first.

The rings were perfect. They fit right up against their anuses and didn’t stretch them too much. Better yet, they were virtually invisible when they wore street clothes. No metal, no alarms.

It was time to test my new creations.

I pressed each one’s button and watched their faces. The sounds telescoped deeper into their cocks. They both inhaled sharply. I pressed the buttons again and they started panting. The next buttons turned on the sounds’ vibrations and my controller had a slider to alter the speed. By now, they were gulping air. For the moment, they forgot about their chips. I reminded them with a single jolt.

Two loud screeches told me I was right to lock their wrists. They would have collapsed on the floor if they weren’t secured to the wall. I lowered the vibrators intensity so I could focus on the anal rings. When they got quiet, I pressed the rings’ buttons.

The small rings expanded and spread their cheeks. That’s when the fun began. A circular rod crept into their asses and a quick press of the buttons started the sounds. Inch by inch, the rods snaked into them and when they stopped, I pressed the buttons again. The rods swelled and ran the first program. In and out. In and out. It would keep going, lubing and moving, until I stopped the program or set it on a timer.

My Cop closed his eyes and screamed over and over, “MS. AMITY OWNS ME! MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” Zayn pressed his hips out, begging me silently to trace his brand and help him balance. The leather guy complimented me on the quality of the big A’s on their ball sacs so he left a space for me to see and feel them. I fingered Zayn’s brand. He felt perfectly balanced.

There were many days and nights ahead to use their new devices so I didn’t test every function that afternoon. But there was one I couldn’t resist. They even monogrammed a special button for it.

It had a big “A” on it.

I pressed it. The sound warmed up and resumed vibrating. The anal rings released a drop of black gel on one of its in-and-out trips. Then I jolted their chips.

“Sing for me,” I said.

They both shrieked at the top of their lungs in rhythm with the plug and vibrator the instant the first jolt hit. They screeched when the plug rammed into them and yelped when the sound heated up. I watched my handiwork for a lovely hour that afternoon.

Those three new slaves? The new female? They could wait.

Each time I pressed a button on the new remote, they sang a new slave song to me.

I was hungry. But not for food.


Chapter 34

Amityworld

WHENEVER I AM AWAY from Amityworld, I am always happy to return. This time, I had my hands full. Three new slaves for Intake and a new female whose future depended on whether or not I could turn her into a decent personal. I sent for the old man to check on and decompress Zayn and kept My Cop with me for two days before he had to return to his remote life.

He grumbled about having to leave. That’s another reason he’s My Cop. Amityworld is better than anywhere else.

The new slaves were kept on daily one-drop doses of purple gel for the two-weeks of Intake. That kept them from boohooing when I shaved their heads. Especially the bodybuilder I snatched from Larisa. It took me only half a day to erase his vanity. The video and audio editor made it through Intake very well. All he wanted was his tech tools and he showed proper admiration for the quality hardware and software I let him use. The new chef bristled at his demotion to sous chef, but his attitude was fixed after he met my single tail.

A few weeks later, I had Emma, my doctor, implant their chips.




-=o=-




The female is another story. It wasn’t Intake or full body hair removal, that went fine. It was something she did that surprised me.

A personal’s job is to take care of a little business and scheduling, but her first duty is to tend to my intimate needs. Baths. Wardrobe. Delivering slaves to me. Above all, discretion.

Zayn and My Cop are not part of the stable. They’re different. She recognized their status and actually deferred to My Cop when learning how to bathe me. She studied what he did, what soaps he used, which sponge he used where, all the way down to towel warming and wrapping. She memorized the lotions he massaged into my skin. The girl scrutinized how he chose my outfits and in what order he dressed me. When it came to hair and makeup, her experience as an esthetician was apparent.

The second day, I let her bathe me while My Cop watched and offered hints. She did well enough that I didn’t have to correct her except once when she used the wrong sponge in wrong place. A leather strap on her ass was all it took to make sure that would never happen again.

Apparently, I bought a fast learner. She handled a calendar change right away and confirmed it with me. The kitchen girls and house manager got along with her, even though she technically oversaw them. Even Jack, my stable manager, noted that when I sent her to bring two slaves to my office, she alerted Jack first.

Maybe I’d keep her for a while. She needed a name.

I call her Nova. It means new.




-=o=-




The next auction? The girls voted in Memphis and unanimously decided it should be held in Amityworld. If I agree, it will take two years to plan everything the way I want. I might even rent Nils to organize it or buy a new slave to handle the plans. Most of all, any auction worth my time to coordinate and host had to be distinct. Different. Extraordinary.

It will be. Just wait for it.


Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Any semblance between original characters and real persons, living or dead, is coincidental. The author in no way represents the companies, corporations, or brands mentioned in this book. The likeness of historical/famous figures have been used fictitiously; the author does not speak for or represent these people. All opinions expressed in this book are the author’s, or fictional.


Meet Amity Harris

AMITY HARRIS is one of the most popular Femdom authors online and in print. Her explicit stories bring Female Domination to a new level of intensity readers feel when they read Amity’s novels.

She is the author of the original Debbie’s Gift, an online Femdom classic completely revised and now available in electronic format, and her new novels, Erection on Demand, a Femdom medical thriller, Femdom Slave Training for Delivery, The Slave Circus, The Swedish Slave Auction, The Dominas’ Bedtime Stories, Maison Brielle, and The Training Farm. She has ten volumes of short stories and novellas available as eBooks at Amazon.

Amity writes about the authentic Femdom life she lives. She has a taste for remote slaves who have skills she can use in her businesses and for her personal pleasure. She keeps exclusive slaves whose only task is to satisfy her. You never know when one of her moods will appear.

She has provided free online Femdom stories for her fans for years at Amityworld.com. Amityworld is a free members-only website with brand new stories and pictures.

Amity Harris is a lifestyle Femdom and maintains both in-person and remote stables of male and female submissives that she trains and uses. She has a network of like-minded friends who gather at auctions, circuses and parlors to compare notes, share training skills and enjoy each other’s company. She has loaned and rented some of her stable to friends and select private clients to live out their fetishes and kinks. Everyone compliments her perfectly trained slaves abilities and flawless performance.

Amity’s favorite flower is the sunflower, her favorite color is cobalt blue and her biggest vice is top-quality chocolate chip ice cream.

Find out when new stories are online and new novels are published at Amityworld.com.


Books by Amity Harris

Amity Harris's Femdom novels are available in print or electronic format at Amazon: amzn.to/3vkwY39 or use this QR code.
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Debbie's Gift (Electronic 2024)

Erection on Demand (2024)

Femdom Slave Training for Delivery (2023)

Femdom Pet Shoppe (2023)

The Swedish Slave Auction (2023)

Amity’s Femdom Parlors (2023)

The Slave Circus (2022)

The Dominas’ Bedtime Stories (2022)

Maison Brielle, Grandmother’s Femdom Diary (2022)

The Want Ad, Part II, At the Company (2022)

The Want Ad (2020)

The Training Farm, A Journey into Submission (2015)

Ten Short Story Collections (2016)

Debbie’s Gift (Print 2005)
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