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Dedication

Almost nothing is better than real friends. This is dedicated to the precious few who come through for me. Nothing on earth will keep me from doing the same for them.







About the Links

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


Prologue

WHEN THE SOLSTICE party started, the highland overflowed with more people than had ever invaded Mike’s mountain at the same time. When it was over, thirty of his Old Leather brothers and two dozen women he invited were so exhausted from celebrating they looked relieved to board the bikes, SUVs, limos and one luxury bus bound for highways and the airport to make their ways home.

Mike’s pack of kept boys, along with the owned men some of the guests shipped there weeks before to work on the arrangements, were beyond drained. They toiled nonstop for weeks building facilities, being the entertainment and competing in the Solstice contests. Mike bought a half dozen at a leftovers sale to tend to the women’s needs, from their hair down to polishing their stiletto boots. The skilled men the guests loaned Mike built new buildings, cleaned the existing ones and cooked and served every meal, even delivering take-out orders to the guests’ cottages. Then there was the huge closing banquet Mike threw as the finale of the Solstice celebration.

The men the guests sent to work on the mountain were sore from their shoulders to their toes. And every part between. Mike’s own kept boys and the loaners were used during every waking moment of the three-day Solstice festivities. They didn’t get much sleep, either.

They were ordered to obey the instructions anyone and everyone gave them. Or else. For Mike’s boys, or else meant facing Mike’s anger. At 6’6” and 240 pounds of mostly solid muscle, none dared disobey. Except for two who balked at an order the first day. Mike strung them up for hours and everyone who passed by the pair hanging near the main building was invited to choose a whip, paddle or cane to remind them of that rule.

When Mike dropped them on the ground and sent them to the kitchen on their hands and knees to peel vegetables, that’s exactly what they did. Needless to say, there was no more misbehavior.

It took Mike’s crew six weeks to build and decorate the women’s cottages with the amenities women expected. Mike had a checklist of the conveniences they required and looked it over twice every day to see if the loaner boy in charge of the setup was making sufficient progress. That boy, borrowed from a good friend, was perfect for the job. He was ex-military and had overseen the build and equipment deployment for the three-day auction at Mike’s friend’s estate. Her boy called it deployment. Old habits like military-speak die hard.

Then there was Mike. His mountain. Three days of celebrations to deploy.

Everyone called him Big Mike, mostly due to his size, but there was one guest who didn’t see him that way. For years, they were Big Mike and Ms. Amity until the night he found himself on his knees begging her to whip him. It wasn’t something he planned, even though he’d thought about it — even dreamed about it — for a long time. His dilemma was that he was Big Mike and Big Mike didn’t kneel for anyone. His kept boys got on his knees for Big Mike.

When she finished whipping him that night and Mike trudged back to his office, their relationship changed. It wasn’t just better; it grew into a lot more than that. It was as if she owned a piece of him that he gave her willingly because he trusted her with that piece of himself. He’d never admit what she did and how much he needed it to his brothers. They wouldn’t understand his feelings of guilt.

Solstice celebrates the birth of the sun. Mike’s Solstice celebration began as an excuse to get everyone together ostensibly to welcome the end of spring and the beginning of summer. But it was really to introduce his sister, Karly, to his friends. All of them. Karly had mostly recovered from a decade suffering a kind of catatonia. She was the secret he kept from everyone for all those years, except for three trusted friends.

Now it was time for everyone to meet Karly and her pet dog, Zion. Mike bought the dog after Annalise and Maeve trained it at Summer Camp. Even though Mike was reluctant about building Summer Camp on his mountain, it turned out to be one of Amity’s better ideas. A second was giving Karly the job as Summer Camp’s videographer. Amity thought Karly deserved to live the life that was due her after a bastard drug dealer beat her ferociously when Mike’s addicted mother reneged on a deal. Mike called those times ‘the troubles’ and with Karly finally recovering, he could put them his bike’s rear view mirror once and for all.

That was the real reason for the Solstice festival; to celebrate Big Mike’s freedom from years of guilt over his sister’s ordeal.

There was no way to regale that many people on the mountain without having plenty for them to do. They were powerful people, the Dommes as well as his brothers, so the entertainment had to meet or exceed their expectations and celebrate their lifestyles at the same time.

To do that, Mike needed more than the 20-ish boys he kept in the dorm. He tried to put it all on paper, then as Amity suggested, on a spreadsheet. That way he’d know the where, who and what he needed for each event.

Then there was food. Feeding his brothers was easy. A slab of red meat did the job. But that wouldn’t do for two dozen women who often disdain beef. He needed choices, a menu that satisfied what he called their peculiar tastes. Mike needed a chef who could create meals they wouldn’t just eat, but ones they’d enjoy.

Mike dropped his head in his hands on his desk and stared at the boy he borrowed who was drawing arrows on a monitor to simulate how people would move from one event to another. Maybe that boy, Amity’s boy, could help. She said he’d moved battalions across continents. He’d had to have fed the troops, too, but what would he know about menus for women like the ones who’d be descending on his mountain? All this boy probably knew was how to keep his ass empty. He remembered when Amity cleaned him out in front of everyone with a damned turkey baster and salt water.

Mike had no one else to turn to. The naked boy wearing only a gold cock cage and boots was all he had.

“Boy, how in hell does your owner feed those women stuff they’ll eat without complaining?”

Gage stopped drawing arrows on the monitor and turned on his knees toward Big Mike.

“If you permit me,” Gage said, “I can get their food preferences and the head chef’s notes.”

“You do that, boy. Right now.”

Gage started typing and 30 minutes later, Mike had a printout of everything he needed except for one important thing. He didn’t have a chef who knew what to do with the information the boy handed him.

“Mr. Mike, would you like me to ask Ms. Amity if her chef is available for your event?”

For the first time in what felt like weeks, Mike smiled. This man was gold. Maybe he could buy him and make him his office boy. He wondered how he’d do if he passed him around to his brothers. He certainly was a good-looking piece of flesh. Heck, all Amity’s property looked like him. Big muscles, thin waists and the right attitudes.

Mike shook his head. He knew the boy was one of her exclusives and she didn’t sell them to anyone. But one thing was for damned sure. He’d use the boy for the next few weeks until he dropped from exhaustion. Or from what his brothers would do to him during the weeks he belonged to Mike. He knew he had to be careful not to upset the boy’s owner, especially after what she did to him with her whip last time she was on his mountain. It took weeks for the welts to heal on his back, legs and ass. He’d never felt anything like that red-handled whip before and all he could think about these long months was how much he wanted to feel it again.

It made no sense. But neither did the gnawing need in his gut to have her — only her — do that to him again. It was chewing him to pieces.


Amity’s Note

THE INVITATION FOR Big Mike’s Solstice celebration arrived at the perfect time. The dozen boys I planned to buy at the upcoming mass sale in a few months had to be trained to fill the requests I was getting for my new idea, the one I was tentatively calling Divine Time. From the surveys I sent out, I was right about women wanting to lease obstinate men to use and abuse. My inner voice was on target again. It wasn’t about tools or devices. It was entirely about women’s exercising their power.

After the work I did visualizing and putting that plan into action, I deserved some time off for fun. I could visit any of a dozen or more friends and have a wonderful time. Or maybe travel to Sweden to see how Anika and Valda invested the profits from their auction back into their lovely home and their growing stable. I had an open invitation to Danica’s Destiny in Montana to see what her tech boy, Jonah, had done with his sudden wealth and the acreage he bought her after I kept him in the stable for a month so he’d see what an estate like Destiny needed.

I could have gone to the Training Farm way up north and visited the Mistress, one of my best friends, but her season-ending bullfight was months away. It was mid-season so the men she was turning into animals were only halfway there. Some were still learning how to moo, oink and whinny.

The Solstice invitation was what I wanted to do for lots of reasons. I was getting offers to buy Nova, my personal female. A lot of offers. I’d owned her for two years and I was a little tired of her. She did every job I gave her flawlessly but I missed the challenge of training a new girl the nuances of my personal service. If I told a few friends Nova was for sale, I could shop for a new one.

Buying a girl to take care of my intimate needs and a few minor business ones is more of a trek than a stroll. Heck, if Nashville Ned heard I was in the market for a personal girl, he’d probably haul what he had in stock to Amityworld for a private showing. He deals only in first-quality merchandise, he constantly reminds us.

Then there was Zayn, the ex-Marine I out-bid Mike for in Sweden because there was something about him, a kind of aura, that I had to have. It was some of the best Kronas I’ve ever spent. Once I hired the Ancient Asian Master to grow his Tantric skills, Zayn is more of a life force than a slave. That’s why I branded him and keep him in a cell in the attic with Gage and Juke, my other exclusives. Tyler has a cell there, too. He handles security on and offsite. Even though my dog has a room in the attic, I usually keep Aussie in his doggie bed just outside my suite’s door.

There’s a tiny room for It, my eunuch. It needs to be close for my baths and to handwash and iron my wardrobe.

There’s one other room in the attic. It’s sparse. Only one exclusive ever steps foot in it. It belongs to My Cop, the only remote I’ll ever brand. There’s no cot in that room. When he’s in my world, he spends every day with me. And every night. He’s the only man who will ever wake up next to me in the morning.

-=o=-

I had Nova reply to Big Mike’s invitation for the Solstice celebration with a big A icon and a +3 in the box for my exclusives. She put a check in the pets box for Aussie and another in the space for other. That was for Tyler. His job is security and since the two incidents, I take him with me when I travel. She put a 2 in the personals box — that was for my females, Nova and Jenna — and I had to laugh when I saw the last box.

Gage must have edited my invitation. There was a checkbox for “Your Cop.”

Nova updated all the schedules so my house manager, the former drill sergeant I took from the Imperia Guild gals, knew he’d be in charge while I was gone. I wasn’t worried about his ability to keep the house girls working all day and night. Even naked, his command presence dripped out of him.

Then there was the stable. Jack, my stable manager, was definitely getting older. She’s been with me for so long, I had to look up when I bought her. We send our old or ill property to a lovely residence my network set up for them. The ones we send have served us well but can’t do the job any longer. They know things we don’t want shared so we take good care of them.

I hear the staff whips them from time to time to remind them how much they enjoyed being owned. I’m told they smile after each session.

That meant I had to shop for a stable manager, too. Not only that. I had to decide if I really had enough of Nova. Jenna, the house girl I bought for her skills — certainly not for her almost invisible breasts — was close to earning a promotion. She’s a big girl, 5’11” and more than 235 pounds but her bosom is almost nonexistent. I like to watch the girls’ breasts and Nova’s layers of fat bounce when they run to their tasks.

No one in Amityworld walks.

My quandary was either I had to get Jenna a bigger pair of breasts or buy a new girl that looked like what I wanted and had the skills to keep me happy. Nova printed the invitation list and when I saw Nashville Ned’s name on it, I knew he’d have one in stock or he’d find one for me.

During the weeks before the Solstice event, I talked to my inner voice about three things.

Selling Nova and buying a personal female or investing in Jenna’s bosom.

Searching for a stable manager and retiring Jack.

Aiming my red-handled whip at Big Mike’s tasty ass.


Preparations


Chapter 1

Stable-to-Go

TEN MINUTES AFTER Nova clicked the button to RSVP, Gage, serving as Mike’s temporary office boy, asked for a video call with his owner. Nova crept into my office through the slave half-door, wedging her huge bosom and fat through the opening. Once she was in position at my feet, she waited silently for me to pay attention to her.

I finished going over the spreadsheet for the my new Divine Time rental offering, making sure I knew what kind of men I had to buy for the women who’d rent in my new business idea. It would be a small, select group of women who I let rent them. Those women have to be thoroughly vetted and enjoy what I offer so much, they’d never dare share their experiences. Besides, women like that have a lot more to lose than I do. My Cop’s team will have to keep a close eye on their social media posts, texts and email.

That’s what great contracts are for. And lawyers like Caitlin.

When I was done, I glanced at the huge body on her hands and knees with her forehead on the carpet.

“Yes?” I said.

“Mr. Mike’s boy asks for a video call,” she said. The training I put her through was extensive and time-consuming. I don’t have time for chatter from my property. They speak when I ask a question and they know they better summarize the critical parts of a message. Too much babbling gets them time in the punishment building with my other whip. The red-handled one is reserved for special occasions. House girls aren’t special.

“Have Gage set it up,” I said.

Even though he’s one of my three permanent exclusives, Gage is in a class by himself. The first time I met him was at My Cop’s request. He knew something was wrong with the soldier but couldn’t figure out what it was. “He’s a good man,” he said. I called him One back then for the single star on his shoulders. Once I decided to keep him, I gave him his name.

He wasn’t just former military. Gage had been tortured when he was a POW. He passed every psych and medical test they threw at him when he was repatriated without revealing the secret he kept to himself.

I figured it out in two hours and cured it in four. The torture left Gage impotent. I thought he had endured physical and emotional solitude for too long. When my whip showed him he didn’t have to live like a celibate hermit, he begged to stay with me. Two years later, he put in his papers. I branded him a year after that.

That’s the kind of occasion special enough for me to use my red-handled whip.

I didn’t realize how big a part of my world he’d become until I sent him to Ruth’s penitentiary to train prisoners. She set her eyes on him. I left the decision to Gage — to stay with Ruth or come back to Amityworld — and when he made it absolutely clear he wanted no part of her, I brought him home. Then My Cop took him back to those killing fields to face those awful memories and walk away a fully free man.

Now Gage is, as My Cop says and Zayn agrees, complete.

It turned out that the video call with Mike was going to put a wrinkle into Amityworld’s new-found serenity that had been out of whack while Gage was showing the warden how to train inmates in her penitentiary. My world wasn’t whole when Gage was away. Amityworld is peaceful now but Mike’s call was asking me to disrupt that balance again.

He needed help with the party from construction to cottages all the way to planning the week’s events. Mike wanted to know if I had any ideas that would help.

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

“You need labor,” I said. “My friends can supply that. I’m sure they’d be happy to send bodies to you to use.”

Mike nodded but I’ve known him long enough to read his face. He didn’t have to say it — I knew what he wanted — but I was going to make him ask. When I want someone to say please, even an Old Leather Master like Mike, I dangle an offer and then keep quiet.

“Ms. Amity…” he paused and I knew when he used the title the way my property does, he was going to beg. "Could you please… maybe call your… friends for me?”

Old Leather Masters don’t know how to deal with powerful women like the ones in my network. I think we scare them.

“And ask them what?” I replied. He was going to beg. A single please was hardly enough.

“Damn, Amity, ask them to send me boys with construction skills.”

A lot of my friends’ sentences start with “Damn, Amity.”

The pain on his face — having to plead — was delightful. Of course I’d do it. But he had to ask nicely and say please again.

“I’ll contact them. You get in touch with Red Rick to set up shipping. Send me a list of the skills you need. I’ve got a few of my own that will work,” I said. Mike nodded again and I knew there was more. Watching him find the courage to ask was close to titillating. I love it when men like Mike submit to me.

“Um… I need, well, I could use a boy to be like… in charge. Overseeing all the loaners. Making sure things get done. You know I’ve got almost two dozen of my own so keeping an eye on everything that’s gotta get done is…”

Mike didn’t need to finish although he kept on babbling while I considered what he was asking me to do. He needed Gage.

When we built the Summer Camp on Mike’s mountain, I put Gage in charge of the construction, transportation, facilities and food. He’d moved troops across land and sea so he was more than qualified to supervise the camp construction, from buildings to electricity to water purification all the way to the cottages the women would live in. Especially mine. Except for one incident when Gage managed to get himself stopped up and needed an enema to unclog his ass, he did a nearly perfect job.

Mike watched him work, saw the results and knew he was the best owned man for the job. The enema incident told Mike not to screw with my property. They’re mine. And I don’t share.

He didn’t realize how big an ask that was. When Gage was away for three weeks at the penitentiary, things weren’t right in my world. Owning an exclusive like Gage is a two-way relationship and my side, especially my toes that he massages with his ten magic fingers every morning, missed the heck out of him. Now Mike wanted me and my world to go through that again.

“You want Gage,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

“He’d be perfect,” Mike said quietly. Of course he’d be perfect but I didn’t say that out loud either.

I knew I’d say yes but Mike wasn’t getting off that easily. “I want two things in return,” I said.

Mike mumbled, “Anything you want.”

“First, no one touches him. No one uses him. No one messes with his schedule and he eats the food I send with him. Got that?”

Mike nodded furiously. That didn’t surprise him. But what I said next did.

“I’m bringing my whip.” Mike’s a smart guy; he’d figure it out.

His face flushed and I could feel his insides roil. I didn’t have to see it, but I was sure his backside was quivering too.

What he said next didn’t pass through his brain before it fell out of his mouth. “That’s the one… last time you… oh god, Ms. Amity, I can still feel…”

“Yes or no?” I asked.

Mike leaned into the camera and growled, “YES! PLEASE!”

Power surged north from my toes. It was going to be a fabulous celebration. At least for me.


Chapter 2    

Delivery and Construction

RED RICK’S TRUCK picked up six of my stable boys and hauled them to the mountain. Mike splurged on individual cages as a favor to me. My boys have a strict schedule for physical fitness, piss-and-shit times and they eat a precise menu. That’s why I sent Jack with them and summoned my new house manager to my office.

I’d owned him, a former drill sergeant, long enough to know I was keeping him. That put him on schedule to be chipped with the tiny device I have my Emma, my transitioned doctor, implant in the boys’ perineums and the girls’ right labia. They’re custom made by my west-coast developers and I don’t sell full versions on my website. He knew about the chips and he knew he didn’t have one.

Two things happen when I chip a boy.

He knows I’m keeping him. And I give him his name.

Usually, I start the girls with two-syllable names and they have to earn shorter ones. House girls work hard to procure that single syllable. The men I buy who live in the slave dorm get two-digit numbers tattooed on their right asscheeks according to their categories. Only my exclusives get branded.

I’d been calling the house manager ‘boy’ for too long.

I jolted his cage. He wedged his shoulders through the slave door and crept to my feet. He’d learned to memorize what I said faster than any house manager I’d had before so I could give him a series of instructions and know they’d be carried out exactly as I specified.

The boy wasn’t expecting what he saw, much less what I said.

“Get on the table. On your back.”

His jaw dropped but to his credit, he crawled to the table and climbed up. He laid flat just like he was told. I rarely give my boys information beyond what they are to do right now. Too many directions at once confuses most men.

He was staring at the ceiling when I said, “Feet in the stirrups.”

Seconds later, he was in the perfect position for Emma to do her work. When he saw her drop the table extension and step between his spread legs, he turned his head toward me and whispered, “Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

That’s why I buy former Marines. My Cop has a thing for Rangers; they’re good, but no one obeys better than a Marine.

Emma sprayed disinfectant from the penis root down to his cheeks, then sliced a small slit in the skin. She held the chip and said, “Ms. Amity, he’s ready.”

No one inserts that chip in my property except me. When I wedged it into the small hole, I told him what it meant. He had seen and heard a few girls shriek out of the blue so he thought he knew what the chip did. Those jolts were a part of it. He’d find the rest in a few minutes.

“I own you. Your only job is to please me. Do you understand?”

Like all my boys do, he bounced his ass on the table to say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” They’re not allowed to say no. Emma drizzled glue on the cut and pressed the sides together. It takes a minute to bond, so I used that time to issue his orders. He’d better memorize them or he was going to find out what the chips’ corrective jolts felt like.

“Get coverage for the six I sent to Mike’s. They will do those boys’ work after they’ve finished their own. Have the chef prepare Gage’s meals and set up a delivery schedule. You’re in charge of the house and the stable — the entire estate — while I’m gone. Upload at least two reports every day. Contact Tyler if anything needs his attention.”

His lips moved while he repeated everything to himself.

Emma said, “He’s done.”

I pointed to my feet and said, “Here.”

The groan he let out when he rolled off the table was the first note of the song he’d sing to me before I was done. He knelt between my boots. I lifted his chin with one finger.

“You are Quinn,” I said. “It means head or leader.”

That’s another thing I like about Marines. They don’t cry. Until they do.

-=o=-

Hours away on Mike’s mountain, Rick unloaded more than two dozen loaners who were quickly put to work roofing cottages, hauling furniture and connecting water and power, all under Gage’s constant supervision. Mike toured the construction sites twice every day, more often the closer the date came. Gage laid out missions with spreadsheets that assigned every available worker to a project.

The loaners came from all over the country and across one ocean.

The Training Farm Mistress’s two bulls hauled the heaviest loads. Annalise and Maeve’s four dogs packed the carts and the Circus Mistress’s trio of bears set up the walls. Danica handed over Jonah, her tech boy, to make sure there was plenty of bandwidth but within the strict firewalls My Cop detailed for him. Every boy we sent was busy from sunup to an hour after sundown. After dark, they were handed out to Mike’s brothers.

Not mine. They slept, ate, exercised and used the camping toilets separately. Jack sent video reports every day so I could see and hear what they were up to. She sounded and looked tired. Working on a mountain can exhaust anyone, but I’d heard it in her voice too often recently. That’s when I looked up when I bought her.

Eight years ago. She’d earned a break.

Through the reports she sent and the cameras we installed for Summer Camp, I could see what the loaner crew and Mike’s boys were doing. Gage had been there a week and his updates were a little less interesting. Especially the one about connecting the dorm’s plumbing to the water recycling lines. Each night after dinner, I watched a highlight reel over coffee and a blueberry dessert. The sous chef better follow my head chef’s menus — he was being shipped in the morning — or the only thing he’d taste was what I fed him in the punishment building.

The two bulls from the Training Farm looked worn out after loading carts with equipment and with help from the three Circus bears, unloading them at the construction sites. It was a good choice for the Pet Shoppe gals to send two huskies and a pair of retrievers. The first two helped raise walls while the retrievers fetched the tools the workers needed.

The Memphis trio — Naomi, Elke and Isabelle — sent four engineers that got electricity working in the new cottages and the rest of the facilities. Gage triple-checked it. The last thing Mike needed was women without lighted makeup mirrors or hair dryers. Or vibrators.

Danica’s boy made sure there was sufficient connectivity that adhered to My Cop’s firewalling instructions. Two of Mike’s brothers couldn’t take their eyes off him. When the sun went down at night, I saw Jonah head to their cabins. He didn’t trudge there. He practically skipped.

The rest of the crew woke up an hour before dawn, were fed and bathroomed, then went to work. My boys got up earlier to do their first fitness hour, eat what my chef prepared and spent the rest of the daylight hours working on the builds. They missed only one exercise session when Jack took an unexpected nap.

I really had to find a new stable manager.

Two weeks later, Nova wedged herself into my office and when I let her talk she said, “Mr. Mike’s boy requests a video call.” The timing worked, so I said, “Send it through.”

Gage’s face filled the screen. Wait, what did she say? Nova called him “Mr. Mike’s boy.” No, that would not do. And I was going to put an end that right now.

I don’t exchange pleasantries on any call. “What are you?” I asked tersely.

Gage looked confused. Mike’s voice boomed from the background. “Gotcha, Amity! I made him tell her to say that.”

Mike stuck his face in front of the camera so I could see his big grin. That would be short-lived.

“Your ass is going to be redder than it was last time I whipped it,” I said. “This time you’ll scream your damn lungs out.”

Gage’s head snapped to the side when he figured out whose ass my whip had visited. He saw Mike’s grin morph into a straight line. So did I. But I was the only one smirking.

“Give me your report,” I said. Gage listed what was finished, what was almost done and what was left to do. I asked if he thought it would all be complete when I arrived.

He bounced his ass on his knees. I was looking forward to my private cottage that I used for the first Summer Camp and every other time I visited Mike’s mountain. I had one more question.

“Mike, tell me how Karly is doing.”

His tight lips turned into a kinder smile. “She’s doing good. Every day she gets better. She’s pretty damned good with video now. That idea of yours? To make her the camp video person? That was a damned good one. And get this, Amity. She talked to your chef.”

If there was any man I owned who was less threatening than my chef, I’d be hard-pressed to find his number. That’s how I name the stable, with numbers tattooed on their right asscheeks. It’s much easier than trying to remember names. The number tells me which category they fit into. Like the 20s are the big cocks and the 40s are pain sluts. You can’t have too many of those.

“About food?” I asked.

Mike nodded. “She said she wanted breakfast yesterday. He gave her choices and — get this — she told him what she wanted!”

That made me smile. Karly was breaking out of her shell and after all those years of being confined to an institution, she deserved at least what she wanted to eat.

“Good for her! I can’t wait to see her when I get there.

Mike asked if I was bringing my dog and what he called my boy who fixed Karly. I don’t know if Zayn’s Tantric skills cured her but the timing — both Karly’s and Zayn’s — couldn’t be denied. There was something behind Mike’s question that I wanted him to clarify.

“To protect me?” I asked even though I knew that wasn’t it.

“To protect HER! You know how many men will be here?” Mike bellowed.

If even one of the loaners or any of Mike’s kept boys dared glance at Karly sideways, he’d be sold at our next auction but his cock and balls would stay behind in a jar on the shelf my stable walks past three times every day.

It reminds them that I mean what I say.


Chapter 3    

Getting There

AS A GIFT for the use of his private plane when I traveled to Ruth’s Penitentiary and then to the Solstice event, I took my client with me so he could spend a few days on Mike’s mountain. When I ended that call, he was frantically rearranging his schedule to free up those days plus the next two when I warned him he would need them for recovery time.

The limo left the transport garage for the two-hour trip to the private airport my rental clients use. His plane was waiting. The captain and copilot greeted me while Tyler checked for potential terrorists in the passenger compartment.

Nova carried several of my bags. Jenna grappled with the big ones. Then I sent Zayn and Juke up the rolling stairs. Aussie scampered up on all fours after them.

The pilot said, “Ready to board, Ma’am?”

I pointed up in the air and said, “Wait for it.”

Less than a minute later, helicopter whomps filled the air. It circled the airport and hovered, then landed 200 feet from where I was standing. Three passengers emerged. Two were dressed in black; their shirts strained across their broad shoulders. They pulled their packs from the copter bay and waited for the third passenger to climb out.

My Cop didn’t use the stairs. He jumped out.

He sent what were likely former Rangers into the plane and he strode over to me. He said, “Extra security.”

My Cop never uses three words when two will do.

“I’m ready to board now,” I said to the pilot. I didn’t tell him about the text My Cop sent with his to-the-second arrival time.

“Navy?” My Cop asked the pilot.

“How’d you know?” he asked.

“Army would’ve heard it. Air Force would’ve felt it,” he said.

They grinned at each other and headed for the stairs. My Cop offered his elbow and we were the last to board. He got a report from the security team, sent the two of them into the plane’s small office and shut the door. I didn’t have to see relief wash over him. I could feel it. The sensation was a lot stronger than when I notice Tyler’s mixed emotions. He spent several intense weeks training under My Cop until he was sure Tyler could keep me safe. The one time Tyler challenged him, he learned a valuable lesson.

It was a simple one. My Cop is always right when it comes to my security. Once Tyler proved he learned that lesson, I had his number etched on his right asscheek. He’s very proud of the #11 he’ll wear there forever. When My Cop arrives in my world, Tyler defers to his decisions now that he knows he’s always right.

Everyone I brought was dressed in street clothes for the public part of our travel. Except one. The client was naked and on his knees waiting silently in the aisle next to my seat. He earned my appreciation for the use of his plane, not to mention the lovely diamond and emerald bracelet and matching earrings he sent last time. More than that, he’d obviously been adhering to fitness schedule I gave him. He looked buff. And very tasty.

My boys wouldn’t strip until I told them to. Aussie was pulling at his shirt collar. He’s not used to wearing clothes or walking only on his hind legs. I don’t think of him as a man anymore; neither does he. Aussie is all dog.

This trip was for my entertainment. Why not start now?

“Show me,” I said to the kneeling client.

He jumped to his feet, posed this way and that, flexed his new muscles and ended up bent over with his fingers pulling his cheeks apart. I checked the expander he’d been wearing day and night for weeks. It was set at 8.5, pliable enough to take even one of the 20s’ huge cocks. Mike’s brothers were going to have a field day with him.

But not until I had my fun.

“You, here!” I said, pointing to Jenna, “Bring the blue bag.”

She crawled down the aisle, dragging the bag in her teeth. If she only had decent breasts, I could get rid of Nova today and start training Jenna. She was lucky it wasn’t her bosom I wanted to use right now.

I dug into the bag and tossed her a strap-on belt along with one of the larger plugs I had her pack. You never know when there’s an ass needing reaming and having Jenna do it was one more test to see if she was personal girl material. I put my hand out and she placed an injector in it because everyone I own knows that using an ass means it has to be lubricated first. There is never too much lube.

I did it twice. The first was basic lube. The second was seasoned with mint oil.

Bent over and spread, the client jiggled in expectation. That was quickly replaced by his hips recoiling from the sting of the mint oil flowing through his rectum. He had no options. No place to run; nowhere to hide. Shouting wouldn’t get him anything. The crew was in the soundproofed cockpit, My Cop’s team was secured in the office and I owned everyone else in the passenger cabin. They wouldn’t help him; besides, they were smirking at his plight, relieved it wasn’t their asses filled with mint oil.

I gave Jenna the go-ahead and sat back to watch her fill the client’s nicely-stretched ass with a moderately sized plug. If she had any talent, I’d add a point to my personal female rating scale. If not, she’d be on my list to sell or trade. There had to be someone who’d buy a girl that size, even with a pitiful chest.

The client’s whimpers turned into squeals when she rammed the plug into him. Each time she jammed it deeper, he tried to swallow his noises and take it. He did until I saw what I expected.

She reared back and plunged forward. The client’s hips drove backward into the plug. Not once. Over and over. Then he surprised me.

“Harder! HARDER!” he begged. No whimpering this time. I had not only a useful client but a singer, too. If he could learn to dance, he’d make a decent rental. He’d need a hood to hide his face but he’d love being used. And I’d have a plane at my disposal.

I spun my finger and Jenna turned his face toward me. I grabbed a handful of his hair, lifted his head and made him look at me while she thrust the plug into him and he drove his ass to get more of it.

“Tell me,” I said. He didn’t hesitate for a second.

“Oh god, Ms. Amity, oh god, this… she is so… it’s so good. No, not good. It’s… it’s wonderful. Thank you! THANK YOU!”

He went on that way for a while then started stomping his foot on the cabin floor. Then the other one. Damn, he was a dancer.

Jenna worked like an automaton, thrusting forward, pulling back. My client was close to hysterical with joy. But all good things must end. I pointed at her to stop. He didn’t want it to end but that wasn’t his to decide.

“You’d make an inexpensive rental with proper training,” I said.

He dropped to his knees, looked up at me and said, “I’ll do anything. Whatever you want. Whatever you say. I’ll do it. Please, please Ms. Amity, give me to anyone — ANYONE — you want to use me.”

I’m not a fan of flying, not even on a luxury jet. This flight was turning out to be a lot more fun than I imagined.

-=o=-

My Cop paused swiping his tablet when I asked about the two security guards in the cabin’s office. My property had to get dressed when we landed until they piled into the oversized SUV taking us to Mike’s mountain. On the other hand, I had almost an hour before we landed. I hate wasting time when I could be having fun. I wasn’t sure what the pair in the office were told or what they imagined. Or what might make them point their weapons at me.

“Those two,” I said, pointing to the office at the back of the plane, “what about them?”

My Cop grinned and said, “Cash. A lot of it.”

I think that’s part of why he prefers former Rangers.

I beckoned Jenna with one finger and said, “Get Nova.”

Still wearing the belt with the dildo sticking out, Jenna crawled to the last row of seats where Nova was holding the case with my red-handled whip like it was a religious icon. Jenna pointed at me and Nova crept down the aisle. I enjoy seeing her layers of belly and thigh fat jiggle when she trots but most of all, it’s those mammoth breasts I find entertaining.

Perhaps my client would enjoy them, too. Heck, even if he didn’t, he’d act like he did. If he could pull it off — authentic growling — he’d definitely make a lucrative rental. Men love seeing that. Women adore hearing them grunt.

What I had in mind was more amusing than an in-flight movie. Much more. The short wraparound dress Nova wore in public had a single Velcro closure.

“On your back,” I told the client. He was flat on the carpet in seconds. “You! On top!”

Nova crept forward, laid her hands next to his shoulders and her knees on the sides of his hips. I reached under her sagging belly and pulled the Velcro, ripped off the dress and threw the fabric to Jenna. I had a well-developed naked client with a well-used ass facing two huge breasts dangling inches above his face.

Sometimes I have way too much fun.

I was sure he’d never encountered a bosom like that before. Most men haven’t unless they’ve checked that box on a rental application.

My new business idea, Divine Time, was getting close to launching. I’d been video interviewing powerful women who dream of dominating difficult men so I could learn what they want most. Hopefully, renters would become repeats who’d be more and more specific about the fantasies they want to live out in real life. The more often they rent, the more detailed their lists would become, so I needed a variety.

The most up-and-coming fetish they ask for on the surveys is suckers, men who use more than just their mouths to satisfy women clients. I’m pretty sure most men don’t understand how sensitive nipples are or how a day-old beard like my client was instructed to have can arouse women. If the client on his back on the floor could get a reaction from a behemoth like Nova, I could keep him busy every weekend.

Two-fers are profitable.

It would also be a good test for Nova. My girls aren’t allowed orgasms except when I have Emma visit their clitorises with a vibrator once a month before I put them to bed to make sure they’re still capable. It’s why I have Jack machine-milk the stable three times a week, to make sure their plumbing works. When I choose a night to milk them to orgasm, the machine makes sure they don’t enjoy it.

I gave the client and Nova instructions before I sat down to watch.

“Make her come,” I said to the client. “Make her come,” I said to Jenna, pointing to the dildo sticking out of her belt.

For the next ten minutes, Nova moaned and groaned each time the client — between gasps for air — licked, sucked, bit and rubbed his beard on her massive breasts. When Jenna rammed the dildo into her, Nova oof’ed.

While I listened to the trio nearing frenzies, My Cop held my tablet so I could see what was on tonight’s schedule. I’d be the first to arrive because Mike wanted my help and I hadn’t seen Gage in weeks. I missed having his ten magic fingers entertain my toes every morning on the terrace. The latte and fresh-baked blueberry muffins taste better when he’s on his knees at my feet.

For a hundred miles, the threesome in the aisle didn’t stop. They sang a chorus of groans, grunts and occasional squeals. I didn’t count how many times Nova came and I didn’t bother checking the client’s chastity cage’s output. If his penis tried to get hard, his cage would jolt it instantly.

Mike had a private dinner on the schedule with me tonight. My It better have packed the right leathers for that.

The captain turned on the seatbelt reminder so I dismissed the three of them, told them to get dressed and buckle themselves in.

Aussie kept pulling at his shirt collar, eager to take it off and return to being the dog he was meant to be. My Cop let the guards out of the office. They had to be first off the plane to make sure there were no snipers at the airstrip.

On approach, Zayn and Juke sat next to me, intuiting my concerns, ready to absorb my stress. I’m not a great flyer and a worse lander. Two Tantric exclusives may be a luxury for some women but not for me. Zayn smiled and said, “Yes, Ms. Amity, it’s going to be a lot of fun.”

It better be. If I don’t get what I want, I take it.


Chapter 4

Arrivals

THE PILOT OFFERED goodbyes and “Hope you had a nice flight,” then nodded at My Cop when we exited the plane. I sent the boys, Jenna and Nova down the stairs after the security team said it was all clear. I don’t know what they expected to find at a small airport in the middle of nowhere, but they saluted My Cop before they left in an unsurprising black SUV. That’s one of the last times I saw them until we boarded to return to Amityworld. I caught a glimpse of them on the mountain but that’s another story.

The plane’s owner stayed on board until I sent Tyler to fetch him. He was in no shape to climb down the airstairs by himself so he laid across two seats while the ground crew readied the plane for takeoff. Right before I deplaned with My Cop, the client looked up at me and said, “Ms. Amity, thank you for the most memorable flight this aircraft has ever flown.”

He handed me a small box that My Cop snatched out of his hand. He shook it, then stared at the client.

“A gift,” he said. “A thank you.”

My Cop removed the top and showed me what was inside. Sapphires this time. I grabbed the client’s cock cage and said, “Want to masturbate?”

He nodded his head so hard it made me smile. “No,” I said. He was screeching his song while My Cop offered his elbow to descend the short staircase so my feet could touch ground again.

Tyler hauled the client down the stairs naked and tossed him into the car. He joined Jenna and Nova in the way back of the long SUV. Juke and Zayn were on the sides of the back seat leaving the space between them for me. Tyler sat next to the driver to keep track of our GPS and to look for any terrorists who might be waiting to do us harm.

When Tyler is monitoring the road, My Cop’s place is on the rear seat facing me.

I didn’t recognize the driver. My Cop did. They exchanged small salutes and we were on our way. For the next 90 minutes, I had them all to myself.

My Cop slid to the floor, took off my boots and pressed them against his white shirt. One by one, he unbuttoned it and when we hit the five mile mark, he was massaging my toes against his brawny, hairless chest. I laid my head back and relished what he was doing. Being on the ground made it all the more enjoyable.

A few miles from the entrance to Mike’s mountain, I told the boys to fold their clothes and put them in one of the bags Jenna was lugging. Aussie did his happy yap when he was free of his shirt. Zayn and Juke stripped silently. So did Tyler. The only noise in the car was the sound of Velcro when I ripped the girls’ dresses open. My Cop shed his white shirt but for the time being, he’d keep his pants on. He’d need them. I had plans for him.

The big colorful sign at the entrance to Mike’s compound greeted me. Soyal. Yalda. Inti Raymi. St. Lucia’s Day. Dong Zhi. Solstice. All in large neon letters.

Three of Mike’s boys opened the doors but only My Cop and Tyler got out. They did a security sweep with gadgets I hadn’t seen before. Little telescopes. Binoculars. Things that measured heat. Once they decided no one was lurking in range, My Cop yanked Juke out of the back seat so he could take my hand.

Juke landed on the dirt, shook himself off and crept out of the way. No one argues or even questions what My Cop does. Not even an exclusive.

Given that they’d missed their morning exercise session while we were in the air, I told one of Mike’s boys to run them to my cottage and I’d ride in the golf cart with My Cop. Tyler ran behind the cart for the mile-and-a-quarter trip to Mike’s office. After all his workouts, he’s beautiful when he runs.

While we rode, Mike’s boy explained the sign.

“Ms. Amity… Ma’am… Soyal is the Hopi celebration of the winter Solstice. Yalda is Persian. Inti Raymi is Peruvian so their winter is our summer. St. Lucia’s Day is Scandinavian. It mixes honoring St. Lucia with Norse traditions. Dong Zhi is a Chinese festival on the celestial calendar. It coincides with the end of the harvest season.”

My Cop said, “Some of those are winter festivals.”

The boy was too scared to look at him. My Cop is an imposing figure even with his pants on.

He went on. “Mr. Mike thought it was too cold to celebrate the Solstice in the winter.”

Damned skippy it was. My boys — all the boys — would be naked. They can deal with cold but it puts a damper on biggest-cock competitions. Mike made a good choice to hold this celebration right on time for summer.

While we drove, I looked over the activities list. There were Asian traditions, like measuring daylight to get in touch with nature’s cycles. We could make wreaths if we collected holly, ivy, evergreen boughs or pinecones but given the date, there wouldn’t be much of that on the mountain. Besides, women like my friends don’t pick flowers.

The feast and dining by candlelight on the darkest day of the year sounded like fun, even if it actually was the lightest day. Burning a yule log sounded almost silly. But the bonfire sounded like fun.

Then I found a few events that appealed to me. Stone circles that aligned with the sun could be a fun game using owned men as game pieces. To incorporate Christian traditions, Mike had ‘baptisms’ in the lake that I envisioned as an amusing way to see how the boys did underwater. And I didn’t mean holding their breath.

I was looking forward to the Great Bonfire Mike listed. S’mores are tasty but I could think of a few other things to roast.

When the golf cart stopped, I heard it loud and clear.

“AMITY!” Big Mike shouted as he ran across the field with his arms spread for a bear hug that only Mike can give. Tyler positioned himself between the approaching Mike and me. At 6’3” and a solid 210 pounds of muscle, Tyler can take out anyone six ways using only his hands. But this was Big Mike. And he was going to get that hug.

My Cop drove his shoulder into Tyler’s rib cage and he hit the dirt in a lump. Mike broke out laughing, picked me up in a huge hug and spun me around. Once was enough for My Cop. He eyeballed Mike who put me down gently. Mike may be big and strong but he’s not stupid. He’s seen what My Cop can do.

We headed to his office when Mike asked what I wanted to see first. That was easy.

“Gage,” I said.

“I figured. He’s in my office. Damn, Amity, that one is a gem. I don’t suppose you’d sell him, would you?”

I stopped and looked up at Mike. “You can’t afford him,” I said. Heck, no one can. Gage is priceless.

Mike smiled. “I figured that, too. It was worth an ask.” Then he said, “No one touched him even though all my brothers wanted him.”

My Cop raised one eyebrow and I picked up the pace. When it comes to Gage, walking slowly wasn’t fast enough for me. Sure, I missed his magic fingers on my toes and his much-improved tongue but more than that, I missed the aura I felt and actually saw when I brought him home from his stint at the penitentiary.

Gage glowed that night.

Zayn didn’t have to touch him to know what was going on inside Gage. “Ms. Amity, he gives you his kundalini. He is empty of seeking physical release. He glows connecting your spirit with his.”

All of that plus his beefy body were mine.

Once I have that connection, no one touches my property. I had to make sure it hadn’t diminished while he was on the mountain. No video camera can capture it. I’d know the second I touched him.

Gage’s back was to the door when we got there. He was drawing arrows on a monitor, listening through earphones and realigning the arrows’ arcs with whatever he heard. When I was three steps behind him, he ripped off the headset, turned and got on his knees.

I didn’t have to touch him to feel the strength of the connection. He’d grown hair on his head while he was gone — it looked pretty good — but what caught my eye was the glow.

It radiated out of him. All of him.

Zayn whispered, “Sublimation. He’s not suppressing any of it. He’s channeling his primal being toward you.”

That’s why no one touches my exclusives.

I laid my hand on his head, felt his short hair and relished the power I could almost taste. It was mine for those moments until Mike said, “Show her everything.”

Gage waited for my OK then switched from camera to camera so I could see the new cottages, activity building, contest fields and even the water purification and power stations.

Mike said, “The crews are exhausted but your boy made it all happen on time.”

He was right about one thing. Gage is mine. The rest was whipped cream.

Mike had a boy deliver coffee and blueberry muffins to a table outside his office so we could talk. One bite told me my chef knew I was there. Privately, I sent My Cop on the mission I planned, which is why he still was wearing pants. While he fetched what I wanted, Mike summarized the past, present and future.

“It’s going to be a blast! My brothers are here or on their way; they’re in the regular cabins. Your women friends are getting here all afternoon. I figured they’d want time in the cottages, y’know, getting settled. There’s a half-dozen… whaddya call ‘em? Hair boys. Makeup boys. Bath boys.”

“Estheticians,” I said.

“Whatever,” Mike mumbled. “Every darned cock on this mountain knows he’s gotta do whatever the gals tell them. What anyone tells ‘em.” He took a huge bite of a muffin and went on. “There’s a line of carts to drive the… women to the cottages. That’s what we call ‘em. Cottages. Sounded more girlie than cabins.”

Aussie, who’d been silent since he saw My Cop level Tyler in the parking lot, sucked air on Mike’s girlie comment. At least he didn’t snarl. Mike’s not afraid of too many things but snarling dogs trigger his flight reaction.

“So there’s the opening feast tonight, then it’s bright and not too early in the morning. I figure the gals need their beauty sleep.”

I laid my hand on Aussie’s head to keep him from growling. When My Cop returned from his mission, Aussie was going to get a treat. Just not the chewable kind.

Mike continued his saga. “Contests. With prizes for the winners and penalties for the losers. The bonfire’s gonna be frigging fabulous!”

He was so excited, I almost hated to ruin his mood but when I felt My Cop on his way back, Mike was going to launch into one of his diatribes that usually happened after I did something I didn’t warn him about first.

Aussie’s head went up when he saw them. My Cop. Her pet dog, Zion, heeling on her left leg without a leash. And Karly.


Onset


Chapter 5

Invasion

MIKE SPIT A mouthful of coffee when he saw his sister walking arm-in-arm with My Cop toward our table. They were chatting. I grabbed his hand to make him stop and watch. Since she left the psychiatric hospital and except for the chef, Karly had spoken to only one person other than Mike or me. That was to thank Zayn. Here she was, having a conversation with my tall, well-built, shirtless exclusive.

That’s why he was wearing pants. Only Mike’s brothers wore clothes in the compound. He let his kept boys wear enough to keep warm in the winter, but they spent a lot of that season indoors. I suspected all that nakedness overwhelmed Karly so I sent My Cop half-dressed to fetch her. His gold cage might have confused her.

I trust him more than anyone else on the planet. Karly talks to me. I’m connected to him. I hoped she’d sense that trust.

From what I saw, it looked like she did.

Calling Mike overprotective of Karly is an understatement. He shot up like he was going to separate the two of them, physically if he had to. That would’ve been a mistake on Mike’s part. Besides, Aussie could have taken Mike down with just a snarl. Despite his huge size and fearsome looks, Mike is petrified of dogs.

“Sit down,” I said.

Mike glared at me but put his black denim covered backside on the chair without taking his eyes off his sister or My Cop. “Damn, Amity, what the hell did you think you were doing?”

Like I said, many of Mike’s sentences start with “Damn, Amity” and this was no exception.

They joined us at the table. I put a muffin on a plate and passed it to Karly. She took a bite and said, “This is so good!”

“Ms. Amity had the chef make them for you,” My Cop said.

Karly looked at him, smiled and said, “Tell the chef I said thanks. No, wait. I’ll tell him myself.”

Mike’s eyes filled with tears. He mouthed thank you at me, picked up his coffee and stared at his sister talking about her dog and blueberry muffins with My Cop. She answered every question he asked and had a few of her own.

“She’s going to be all right,” I whispered while Karly and My Cop watched the two dogs sniff each other’s bellies and asses. It’s a dog thing. I don’t think about Aussie or Zion as men anymore. They’re dogs down to their cores. And their noses.

-=o=-

Women arrived by plane and limo all afternoon. Mike’s boys met them at the parking lot at the bottom of the mountain and drove them to the cottages. The lucky boys drove; the others ran behind with the luggage that didn’t fit in the cart. By late afternoon, all the women were in cottages being tended to by the estheticians Mike bought out of a bin of unsold stock taking up too much room in Red Rick’s transfer station.

My friends were here and I wanted to visit them. That meant I needed a cart and a driver because there was no way Tyler, much less My Cop, would let me go by myself. They’d never intrude on my visits and they’d stay mostly out of sight, but one would always be with me. When I was ready to go, they were both busy assessing security systems, cameras and war driving for bandwidth to see if there were any dead spots, so I commandeered a cart, took Aussie and started up the path.

I wasn’t sure who was in which cottage so I decided to visit them one by one. There were more now than we had built for Summer Camp and each cottage had two or three suites so guests didn’t have to run into each other unless they used the kitchen. That was unlikely. My friends don’t step into the kitchens in their own homes. That’s what house girls and chefs are for. And they brought at least two girls apiece.

My first stop was fortuitous. I walked in the front door and shouted, “Where the hell are you?”

Women streamed into the foyer from three doors. We had a mass of hugs, looked at what each other was wearing to the opening feast and made fun of the ones who weren’t there. Danica had a personal girl with her, a sign of her Montana estate’s success. She was waiting impatiently for Jonah to be done with the technical things she sent him to do two weeks ago.

“I like having him around. He’s… useful,” she said a little wistfully. Your first slave is often like that.

“Amity! Did you bring your dog?” Annalise called across the room. Seeing the Pet Shoppe gals always gets a little loud. Maeve is the thoughtful half of their personal and professional partnership who can intuit what breed any boy they buy is meant to be. Annalise is our network’s best dog trainer and she’s the rowdy one. For years, Mike followed Maeve around like a puppy. She was the spitting image of Karly who was then starting her tenth year in the hospital. Other than Maeve, only Annalise and I knew about Karly back then.

His brothers didn’t know much of the story until he brought her to the mountain and set her up in her own residence, steps from his own. Mike didn’t tell them everything; it was too painful and churned up another round of Mike’s guilt over what happened to her, even though it wasn’t his fault. He bought Zion after Annalise trained him but only after Mike made sure the dog kept his paws to himself. I sent Zion to Reckoning for advanced training in their new Graduate School. Next to Aussie, Zion is a perfect protector and companion for Karly. Mike admitted it was one of my better ideas.

I knew it was. I just didn’t say that out loud either.

“He’s outside,” I said. “Probably with his hind leg up decorating the flowers.”

Annalise went outside to visit Aussie, her former pup that she and Maeve gave me as a thank you for helping them stock the shop. Aussie is a very good dog.

“I’m making the rounds. Three more to visit, so I’ll see you at dinner,” I said on my way out.

Maeve said, “Damn, Amity! It’s a feast!”

Annalise was petting Aussie’s belly and hind quarters when I got outside. “Get in the cart or you’ll run on all fours a quarter mile up the road,” I warned him. Aussie barked, climbed in on all fours and raised his head for me to pet. When I parked at the next cottage, I was met by an unhappy exclusive and my security boy tapping their boots on the ground. They were naked and caged. The boot tapping made me laugh.

Tyler and Gage were in no mood for any laughter.

“Ms. Amity, you know what he insists you take with you,” Tyler said.

‘He’ was My Cop. No one uses his name except me. And I knew what he insists I have. Security. At all times. Then there was the fact I was driving the cart myself.

“A week!” Tyler said. “He’s making me retrain for a whole week! With him!”

Hardly anything scares Tyler. He’s an ex-Ranger, My Cop’s favorite hiring pool. Only one thing frightens him. Private time with My Cop.

Heck, it’ll do him good. My stable practices their skills every day, from the cross-dressers, singers and dancers, all the way to the ass boys. Why not my head of security?

“You do what he says,” I said. Tyler, albeit a little reluctantly, bounced his ass up and down.

Gage looked more concerned than upset. “Ms. Amity, I can’t — I won’t — let anything happen to you.” His aura, that glow I saw and sensed a few months ago, seemed to change color. Just a little. I didn’t have to see it. I felt it.

Gage wasn’t angry; he was worried about me. About my safety. “You get back to the office,” I said to Gage. “And you, drive.”

At the next cottage, Tyler walked in front of me up the path all the way to the door. Gage starting running down the hill, about a mile from Mike’s office. He runs as beautifully as an elk in the forest with his head high, chest out and legs churning. He’s quite a sight.

Tyler opened the door, marched inside calling, “Ms. Amity is here.” When he emerged and gave me the all clear, six women crowded in the foyer for a group hug. The three Houston Dommes were here. So were the ones from Memphis. They’d hosted two amazing auctions — not nearly as amazing as mine — but I’d bought some excellent merchandise at each of theirs.

When Nell is in the room, I can count on her to go first. “This is going to be a hoot!” she said. “Did you see the contests? There’s going to be a battle of the cocks. My boys better win; after all, I sent three big ones.”

I couldn’t let that go. “Bigger isn’t always better. I had six shipped. Two of them are in training for the next bullfight.”

We all knew about the bullfights at the Training Farm. Men are sent there by their partners to be turned into farm animals and shipped back to their owners to live their lives as those creatures. But the bulls were special. They competed in the season-ending bullfights where no holds were barred.

They were driven into fighting frenzies by the prize for the winner. The Mistress kept that one for a season for her personal use. He’d live under her control alongside the expertly trained bull with esthetics skills he’d learned in Reckoning’s Graduate School. I supposed that bull’s huge cock was one she liked to use. Or made him watch.

Naomi, Elke and Isabelle lent four engineers to Mike for the construction. Mike mentioned that Red Rick complained about hauling those four in double cages. The cargo apparently couldn’t make the four-hour trip without pooping — he actually said pooping — and he wasted time making them disinfect the cages. No matter, that was Rick’s problem.

“We just had facials. Elke had a massage but my bath was delicious,” Isabelle said. “I wasn’t sure that leftover merchandise could do a quality job but the one I got? Very tasty.”

Elke added, “I hear it was one of the biggest cocks at the leftovers sale. It wasn’t huge, but it did the job. I can vouch for that.”

I was standing in the foyer with women who were talking unabashedly about getting fucked. I shook my head. Tyler winced when six exhausted estheticians trudged out the door to jog back to the dorm Mike extended to accommodate what he bought. I saw the sketches. Spartan doesn’t come close.

“I’ve got one more to visit,” I said. “See you at dinner.”

“Damn, Amity! It’s a feast!” Nell yelled as I left.

-=o=-

I saved the best for last. When Gage saw who was scheduled for the third cottage, he knew it had to be not just elegant, but downright sophisticated. He didn’t have to be warned what I’d do to him if three of my best friends were disappointed. Tyler knew it, too. That’s why he didn’t just walk in. He opened the door a few inches and whispered, “Ms. Amity is here.”

Tyler can take out six men with only his hands. Those three women could make mincemeat out of him if they felt like it.

I pushed him aside and had the best hugs with the Training Farm and Circus Mistresses. The third stood off to the side. When I got to her, she held my hands and said, “I need time with you.”

Grace, who is known throughout our network as Control, runs Reckoning. We built it inside a mountain for privacy. That’s where her teams extract useless men from their vapid lives and she turns them into the slaves we pre-order. Even though her teams erase their histories, no one really misses them. Most people are relieved they’re out of their lives.

I was curious why she wanted private time. Grace can handle just about anything so whatever was troubling her had to be important, just not critical enough to change my dinner plans. I nodded and told Tyler to set up a private meeting tomorrow.

“How many bulls are you sending to the fight?” the Training Farm Mistress asked. “Any as good as the last one? By the way, he’s satisfying. Very satisfying.”

“You want to keep my bullfight entry?” I asked. Other than his expert one-on-one combat skills and a huge cock, he wasn’t that special to me. I have no use for most men’s penises.

“How much?” she asked.

“He’s yours,” I said. “Under one condition.”

Her grin turned into a slight frown. She’s known me long enough that it shouldn’t have been a surprise but, you know, Dommes.

“I need a stable manager. Jack is getting up there in years. I’m sending her to the home and need a new one. When I buy one, you’re going to train her — or him — how you handle your herds. That’ll get me a stable manager who can supervise two dozen boys and follow a strict schedule.”

When I was done, she looked at me and said, “My way. My rules.”

That was exactly what I wanted so it was easy to sign the contract like we always do. With a hug. Whatever I decided on to oversee the stable was destined to spend a severe season on the farm. And then they’d have to deal with me.

“What am I? Chopped liver?” the Circus Mistress said before closing in for a hug. She’s a lot of things. Chopped liver isn’t one of them.

“Let me look at you,” I said, taking her hands and turning her around slowly. She looked great, fully recovered from the dreadful incident where she was attacked by four miscreants that I helped rehabilitate. I gave her the leader of that pack as a lifelong slave with a dose of black gel that the Ancient Master who calls himself ‘the old man’ concocted. That reprobate will live the rest of his life in mortal fear that she will finish castrating him. He’s got one ball now. If he wants to keep it, he'll obey every order without hesitating. That’s what got the first one lopped off.

“Watch this,” she said. The Circus Mistress tapped a button on her watch and the black-gelled creature rushed in on all fours. He looked up at me with terror all over his unshaven face.

We all laughed when he peed down his legs. “Clean it up,” she said.

While he slurped, I headed to my cottage and like the other women across the mountain, I got ready for dinner.

For the feast.


Chapter 6

The Feast

TWO DOZEN WOMEN in their finest leathers. Thirty men in black leather vests and jeans. That made 54 pairs of boots needing cleaning and oiling. Mike’s kept boys would be busy all night.

Lined up in the field next to the covered outdoor hall was a mass of human flesh. Every slave we sent plus Mike’s boys were on their knees in a semicircle. Some people hang art in their dining rooms. Mike decorates with naked men.

You could pick mine out from their silver chastity cages. The two bulls from the farm were easy to identify from their size and incessant snorting. We knew which the three Circus bears were; you couldn’t miss their mats of fur. Or the Pet Shoppe dogs. They kept falling onto their front paws and barking. Once Annalise is done training dogs, they have to be reminded to walk on their hind legs in public.

The rest were ordinary. We’d discover if they had any useful talents in tomorrow’s competitions although it was a no-brainer to see which would be entered in the big cocks contest. Mike’s brothers were drooling over them. The bigger their penises, the less sleep those boys would get that night.

I was one of five people at the head table. There was Mike, of course and Karly sat next to him along with two of his brothers who won the seating chart giveaway. One took first place in the Combination challenge with a remarkable display of a dozen boys with interlocked arms and legs that formed a credible ball, and the other with an admirable whip demonstration. Aussie took his place on the floor on my left. That’s where he stays when My Cop is with me. My Cop was on his knees to my right. I left my other boys and Jenna in the cottage to make sure my suite was ready for what I planned later that evening.

Nova was behind a wall off the dining area waiting nervously for what I had planned to do with her after dessert.

Mike stood up to welcome everyone. He didn’t need a microphone.

“Solstice is the end of a season and marks the beginning of the next one. Tomorrow is the longest day of the year. But it’s more than just long. Solstice celebrates the cycle, the never-ending change year after year that proves nothing really changes. But everything has to change.”

He paused when he saw a sea of curious faces. They were all thinking the same thing. Everything has to change? Was Mike warning us that there were going to be changes in his life? In theirs?

I knew what Mike was referring to. She was sitting next to me.

“This is my sister, Karly. I want you to know her story because it’s my story.”

Mike recounted what he calls ‘the troubles’ when he had to live with his useless father after his parents’ divorce and Karly with his mother, a drug addict. His mother reneged on a drug deal and the dealer attacked Karly so severely that she had to live in a hospital for almost ten years. When Mike rushed over to intervene, they broke both of his arms. He explained how a friend suggested Karly meet with a special person who could sense things without words.

Only a few were surprised when he pointed at me.

“The day we went to the hospital is a day I remember minute-by-minute. The bottom line is that maybe that boy did something I can’t explain. Maybe it was going to happen anyway. But when Karly said, “I am Karly,” the first words she’d said in all those years, it happened on the summer solstice. That’s why we’re here now.”

Mike wiped his eyes. So did everyone else.

“She is the most important person in the world to me. I want you to know her. Meet her, say hi. She may talk to you. She may not. But she is getting better every day. And you know what? I don’t give a damn if she does. I love her exactly the way she is.”

I held Karly’s hand. She grabbed Mike’s.

“That’s not the only change around here. Karly is our videographer and she’s available if you want to invite her to your place to film or edit video.” He smiled and said, “Of course, you’ll pay her.”

The chuckling relieved the tension. Even Karly giggled.

“There’s some other news. I’m expanding the mountain. I’ve got 20 boys and love you all, my brothers. The new dorm addition for the loaners will get filled after they leave when I go get me some new ones. The new buildings? I’m gonna hold regular get-togethers. Summer Camp is all full up for two seasons with a waiting list. I’m investing in my mountain and want you to invest, too. I mean, is there a better place anywhere for the biggest damned auction you can imagine?” Mike grinned at the audience’s approving nods.

His brothers licked their lips. The women guests were buzzing with ideas and developing mental shopping lists. A blow-out auction on Mike’s mountain was so tantalizing, I could think of at least four I’d get rid of and eight or so with the talents I wanted to buy. A few more general purpose boys in the stable meant I had more to rent.

He ended his welcome with an awe-inspiring promise.

“Whichever of you can come up with a planning slave who can do what Amity’s boy did for this event gets free use of anything on this mountain. Rick is ready to ship any you want me to try out for a week and see if he’s worth keeping. It starts the day after we’re done celebrating.”

Two dozen women reached for their phones to make delivery arrangements.

Mike would never get Gage but I had one to enter. I wasn’t giving away my planner boy, the one I bought in Houston and had his number 42 tattooed on his shaft a few months ago. But Gage was the model Mike would measure the rest against.

Mike sent a dozen boys to the kitchen where my chef, likely frazzled and shouting directions, was filling their arms with fully-laden trays. The buzzing was infectious. Dommes and Masters were eating and conspiring about the contests, each knowing the other was capable of any and all kinds of subterfuge. Everyone at the feast tasted the same thing. Winning.

The food was delicious. When Mike saw the empty plates, he leaned over and whispered, “Are you sure you don’t want to sell that big boy?”

Gage wasn’t going anywhere except back to Amityworld with me. But I had a surprise looming for Mike’s contest.

Ten boys wheeled carts filled with desserts for diners to choose from. The cart that stopped next to me was the only one with four blueberry options and a huge bowl of whipped cream.

I nudged Aussie and he barked loud enough that everyone stopped talking and turned toward the head table. Mike knew I wanted some time during the feast so he told everyone to hush and listen. Mike doesn’t bang a spoon against a glass. He simply stands up.

“I’m making a change, too,” I said. When the buzzing started again, Mike rapped his fist on the table to demand quiet.

“I have a personal girl for sale. She’s completely trained by me. Computer skills. Absolutely obedient. And you all know how I like them to look.”

The women knew. The Masters were about to get a surprise. A big surprise.

I jolted Nova’s pussy chip and she ran in. I pointed to the center of the dining area. When she was in place, I explained what they would get if they bought her.

“In Hopi tradition, Solstice is marked by purification. The Peruvians used to offer sacrifices. In ancient Rome, feasts and games. In China, they return to their families after the harvest. We’re the family and I’m offering a sacrifice. Of sorts.”

I had their attention.

“I’m selling this personal at a discount,” I said, pointing at Nova. “She’s perfectly trained to my standards, absolutely obedient and can be a receptacle for your males if you let them use live property. If you’d like to drop hints to your friends that you own one that I trained, I’m taking offers.”

Women looked at each other because they knew the value of what I just put up for sale. Up-and-coming Dommes could climb a step higher on the staircase into our network if they could boast about owning one of mine. The young Dommes I had at my Parlor to learn how to behave at our auctions were eyeballing each other.

“When you come up with a respectable offer, send it to me. You can inspect her now or make an appointment for a private showing.”

As soon as I finished, Parker, Kiera and Chevelle got up for a closer look. So did two of Mike’s brothers. What they wanted with a female personal was beyond me but I didn’t care who bought her as long as they offered the right price.

Parker went right for the huge breasts. She lifted and dropped them, twisted the nipples and watched them bounce when she had Nova run in place. “Not bad,” she said.

Chevelle was still in Domme infancy but her list of clients renting spanking time was growing. Adding a piece of my property to her resume would certainly boost her prestige. With Chevelle, it all came down to price.

Then there was Kiera. She’s special to me, especially when she helped me out that awful time when two of my friends were victims of an airport shooting. I gave her one of the remotes I trained as a gift, the one Madison wanted but her death precluded that. If Kiera could afford Nova and gave me a competitive offer, that was a good solution to getting rid of her.

Chevelle examined Nova’s ass, inside and out. She paddled her cheeks a few times to hear her reaction. She said, “Turns red pretty fast,” and retook her seat.

Kiera wanted a much closer look. She had Nova raise her arms and spread her legs then walked around her, feeling and pinching parts as she strolled. She jiggled a layer of belly fat, then put her on all fours.

“I need a penis,” she said. There wasn’t a sound in the room when she pointed at one of my caged boys. “Ms. Amity, if you’d please…”

If you want a penis that will get hard quickly, pick one that hasn’t been out of a chastity cage in months. It was a brilliant maneuver.

I unlocked the cage and the sides parted. The boy, one of my 20s, couldn’t believe what he saw between his legs. He doesn’t have the biggest of the big cocks, but he’s right up there. It popped out of his groin in seconds. He looked at me with horror that an erection I didn’t tell him to have would get him punished. Or worse.

There were 30 men staring at the size of the dripping penis standing out from his crotch.

Kiera pulled him by his jutting organ and put him behind Nova’s ass. She said, “I’m giving you five — ONLY FIVE — pokes. One at a time on my order.”

The boy was stunned but knew he had to obey. She called out “One!” and he reared his hips back and thrust forward. He must have found her vagina because Nova let out an “oof!” that filled the night air.

“Two!” Kiera said.

The second must have been harder and deeper. Nova almost landed flat on the floor. Her “oh…oh…oh…” made the audience chuckle.

The third and fourth changed her tune. Nova started begging. Harder, faster, deeper. Just what you’d expect from a girl who hadn’t felt an orgasm, except monthly when Emma tested her clitoral response, for almost two years. She was so hungry, it was like the ones on the plane never happened.

It was the fifth lunge that was the winner. When the boy was fully inside her, Kiera pushed him flat against her, preventing him from pulling out. She nudged him this way and that, turning his penis into a targeted vibrator.

Nova humped feverishly, screaming to finish. At the height of her frantic crescendo, Kiera pulled the boy’s cock out and said, “That’s what I wanted to see.” She sat down, ignoring the frantic pair in the center of the room.

The boy was staring at me, trembling and on the edge of tears, desperate to will his cock down. Nova’s huge bosom was squashed under her on the floor with her ass still raised and hips humping air, pleading for more.

I made him close the cage himself. He sobbed the whole way back to the slave semicircle.

Nova crawled back behind the wall but I’m pretty sure Mike’s friends reached out and touched her on the way. Mike went last. He reached between her lips, found the clitoris and proved to everyone at the banquet how deafeningly loud Nova can sing.


The Games


Chapter 7


Domme Chess

MIKE’S CHOICE FOR the morning’s festivities was a game everyone could play. He had four chalk grids drawn on one of the flat fields on the mountain. We gathered in small groups at each grid to hear the rules.

He called it Domme Chess.

The boys we sent and the ones Mike owned were grouped in three lines. Their costumes — only headgear — were laughable. The tags dangling from their penises identified which game piece they were. It was up to us to choose our knights, rooks, bishops and our pawns. He explained how we’d play Domme Chess.

“Pick your players. They’ll get into position on your board. This is my kind of chess, so be smart about choosing ‘em. When a player gets killed… well, knocked down, he’s in for more than just getting booted off the board. To survive on my mountain, you gotta be creative.” A smile filled his face, his bushy beard notwithstanding.

Most of the players opted for rooks because they needed so many but I was looking for a queen and a king. The queens were easy to find. They were the ones with long hair and a crown. Then there was all their makeup. But the king? All four possibilities looked the same to me. Except for one thing.

I grabbed the biggest penis among the kings and he ran to his place on the black side of my board. I don’t buy men based on penis size but this was a special use case. The queen I selected was the beefiest of the ones still available. Mike did say ‘when a player gets killed,’ so I wanted a queen who looked like she could fight and win.

For my pair of knights, I chose one with runner’s legs. I picked one of my own for the second because I knew what he could do. He was an 80, a rental pony. He wasn’t much of a fighter but he could darned well run.

Once our boards were filled with what my teammates and I chose, I looked at what the others picked. Nell’s looked a little like mine but my king’s cock was noticeably longer. The Farm Mistress and her team’s choices weren’t surprising. Her pieces were all brawny; good selections for a fight. Danica and Kiera were on the same team so their board was a mix of big shoulders and a pair of my caged boys who have muscles all over. Their king looked like he’d need the queen’s protection. He was scrawny compared to the other three but their queen had strong legs in spite of her outlandish hairdo and makeup.

I was confident my rooks would make a commanding defensive line but if anyone got through them, my knights and bishops could take them out. The last line of defense was my king with the oversized cock. I know Mike. All battles aren’t physical.

“Let’s get started,” Mike boomed across the field. “Maeve! Call heads or tails when the coin is in the air. Heads is black, tails is white. Maeve calls who goes first.”

No one was surprised that he singled out Maeve. Mike’s got a soft spot for her. Two years before Karly was discharged from the hospital, Mike met Maeve and became enthralled with her. It was eerie how much she looked like Karly.

That infatuation lasted until Mike and Karly visited Amityworld. I had my estheticians give Karly a new hairdo and makeup lessons with a lovely take-home kit. Mike bristled when he saw her and gave Zion more stringent protection instructions.

The black side of the board went first.

I grabbed a rook’s penis and dragged him to a square on the grid. Penises are versatile and were especially useful for this game. I saw Brielle’s counter move and the game was on.

Of course, we’re all friends but this was a real-life war game. Women like the players in Domme Chess don’t take losing very well, no matter what game they’re playing. I once saw Lina, one of the German Dommes, throw her iPad across the room over a word on a crossword puzzle. We take winning very seriously.

One of my knights took her rook with a brutal takedown. The men watching cheered when the rook crawled to the loser’s pit and Mike threw him into the muck. Skye and Neve, Brielle’s teammates, dragged a castle near that knight but knights can’t move sideways. I let Chevelle drag the knight over one, back two squares and he grabbed the castle’s legs and dropped him on his ass.

His owner was one of the bigger men in the cheering squad. He hauled the defeated castle across the field and threw him in the pit. While the boy gurgled muck, his owner raised his hands in victory. The crowd cheered.

It went on like that for more than an hour until only two boards hadn’t finished. One was Danica and Kiera’s team playing against the Farm and Circus Mistresses, two women who know how to deal with any man. My team was facing off against two Europeans plus what I considered to be a ringer. They had Control.

When we’re alone, I call her Grace. She’s one of the most naturally powerful women I’ve ever met. Control fits her perfectly.

She was in my crosshairs. As much as I wanted my team to win, I wanted to beat Control. Not just defeat her. I wanted to crush her. I had Chevelle drag a bishop to protect the queen who was defending the king. If I counted the moves correctly and if Control didn’t see one little thing I saw, I’d have my win in three moves. If she saw it, I’d have it in five.

One by one, the knights wrestled their opposing chess pieces to the ground. The losers crawled to Mike for their trip into the pit. Men cheered each time one got tossed in. I never took my eyes off the board.

You have to see the whole board.

Control, Brielle and their teammates were staring at my king. Sure, he was the goal but I had a knight who was one of my own ponies, waiting quietly near a corner. When she sacrificed her queen to protect the king, I marched onto the field and yanked the pony’s cock cage right in line with the king’s square.

“CHECKMATE!” Chevelle yelled so loudly everyone’s heads turned toward our board to see the final takedown.

My knight didn’t disappoint. Mike told the knight to stand with his penis in front of the defeated king’s face, then shouted, “SUCK IT!”

I didn’t pay much attention when Mike’s brothers gathered around to watch the show. I pointed at Control and said, “Gotcha!”

Tyler ran between us when Grace marched toward me. I suppose he was afraid she’d take the loss badly enough to do something physical but we both started laughing. Tyler slinked away. My Cop smirked from ear to ear.

Grace took my arm and said, “Can we meet for lunch?”

That’s when I knew whatever was on her mind was more serious than I originally thought.

“My cottage. Just the two of us.”

She murmured her thanks and we headed for the next game. The schedule said it was for male players with a note.

“Y’all women are gonna have the time of your lives!”


Chapter 8    

Master Pull

IF MIKE COULD have come up with a game any more spot-on to showcase his brothers’ brawn, I’d be hard-pressed to think of one. After the Domme Chess matches displayed our ability to outthink each other, the next game showcased strength. Pure animal muscle.

The first time I brought my exclusives to Mike’s mountain after the Memphis auction, Mike saw firsthand how I keep them in top shape. It wasn’t just their three-times-a-day fitness work. They eat what I have the chef prepare and they are dosed with the natural vitamins and supplements that Emma prescribes. They get machine-milked three times a week, more often if they get restless. Once in a while, I have Jack set the milking machine to full power to force them to ejaculate to make sure their plumbing still works. The process is automated and quick so they receive little if any enjoyment at all. From the looks on their faces, it's pretty darned unpleasant.

You can tell when I schedule one of those nights. The stable’s faces cringe when they see Jack turn the power setting to high.

“Brutal,” Control said the first time she saw and heard it.

After I left Mike’s mountain that time, Mike instituted workouts for his extended family. When his brothers saw him do his fitness routine early one morning, they were curious. Before he got to the second set of reps, most had joined in. Those men started out burly and months later, they were approaching strapping. Even Mike’s kept boys gained muscles where they’d do the most good.

“It’s a real shame they’re all gay,” Danica said. The Dommes at the Solstice party enjoyed the eye candy but didn’t see any point in getting closer.

Mike told me about the mountain's new nightly routine. An hour before he puts the kept boys to sleep in the dorm, they line up for inspection. His brothers do what he calls a review and choose the ones they want to use for that hour. Mike said the beefiest boys get chosen first so the others work harder to be selected. It’s become a mark of honor to be taken to biggest men’s cabins and they all wanted to be the prize.

He said he was thinking about soundproofing his brothers’ cabins.

Mike boomed the game’s rules. “We’re not religious, but damn, there are some worthwhile customs like the Christians did on the Solstice. They baptized children who died before they were inducted into the religion. Now I don’t know about heaven, but it’s gotta be better than the other place.”

That brought about a field full of laughter.

“So I wanna be sure all my brothers and my boys — my family — go up instead of down. We’re gonna baptize ‘em all.”

His brothers looked at each other curiously as Mike explained the rules.

“It’s called the Master Pull,” he said. “Four boys tied together on each side of the pit. You each get a loop of the long rope wrapped around your bellies and you pull. The winners stay dry. The losers — the boys in the center plus all of you on that losing side of the rope — get baptized.”

That made the women laugh. It wasn’t just the boys who’d get dunked in the muck. Half of Mike’s brothers were going in as well.

“I’m not getting that shit on my leathers,” one yelled across the field.

“Take ‘em off,” Mike yelled back.

Minutes later, 30 of the brawniest men we’d seen in a while were naked, wrapping rope loops around their middles and yanking the penises of the four boys they wanted on their team.

Seeing all that naked beef was so enticing, I thought I was going to have to pick Chevelle up off the ground. Isabella was commenting about them in rapid Spanish while the Austrians, Mayleen and Sofie, were gawking at the mass of naked flesh.

Control couldn’t take her eyes off the quantity of well-built bodies. She walked over to me and murmured, “I could turn them into anything you want in just a few days. I wouldn’t need six damned weeks with bodies like these.”

Mike lined up the collection of men with the rope extended over the pit. Four bound boys were tied together in a circle about 10 yards on either side of the gunk. His brothers, 15 naked men per side, were double looped around their waists.

Mike shouted, “PULL!”

The air filled with grunts and groans. An occasional “HARDER!” came from the Mike’s brothers closest to the pit. They tugged in short bursts to save energy with one bound foursome and then the other inching closer and closer to a trip into the fetid mess.

The women joined in the fun. It’s not like us to be cheerleaders and we didn’t have any dogs in that fight so we did what Dommes do.

We made fun of them. Especially their penises.

As usual, Nell went first. “It’s a little wiener!” she said, pointing to a bearded heavyweight. He looked at her and spat, “You want it!”

The opposition seized on his distraction and his team gave up two yards. Trying to be fair and castigate them equally, Danica yelled, “Haven’t hit puberty yet?” Two men humped their hips in her direction, apparently showing her what they could do with them.

Everyone had a good laugh except the men pulling the ropes. The two sets of tied-up boys closed their eyes. Mike did say it had religious roots, so we assumed they were praying.

Mike jogged over to where I was watching and handed me a single-tail whip. Not the one with the red handle. That’s for special situations like Mike’s ass.

“Show ‘em what you can do with it,” Mike said. Then he trotted to the Training Farm Mistress and handed one to her. Many of my friends can throw an excellent single-tail. She and I are experts. I’d done a demonstration for Mike’s brothers after my shopping trip in Memphis and did what I called my whip finale in Sweden.

But this was Big Mike, desperate to feel my whip again, with 30 of his best friends watching. I looked at the Mistress. She nodded at me. What the heck, it was Solstice. We took our places near each line of roped tuggers and swung at the same time.

The field was silent until it wasn’t. Two resounding surprised screams filled the air. Then two more.

A chorus of “WHAT THE FUCK?” ensued.

Mike called out, “My game. My rules.” No one argues with Big Mike.

We stalked each line, delivering targeted strokes until every pair of asscheeks had a rich red hue. The Mistress snapped her whip north. I went after their legs. Mike was grinning from ear to ear.

The Dommes were shouting encouragement, pointing out which they wanted us to target next. My Cop, who seemed permanently attached to my right side, crept closer and said, “Him. Third from the pit.”

He saw something about him that I didn’t notice because I was concentrating on thighs and calves. When I looked at the brother he indicated, I got the point. He was hopping on one foot trying to deal with one of my prior strokes without shrieking like a baby. Pride is everything to Mike’s brothers. That’s why they’ll never know what I did to Mike with my red-handled whip — not from me. Mike would have to tell them.

The next time that tugger lifted his leg, I aimed at the sole of his foot. Pain sluts beg for more. Not this guy.

I hit it cleanly. There was nothing he could do except tumble on the grass and take most of the line down with him. The Mistress was whipping whatever she could reach when her side of the line grunted and heaved twice.

Four kept boys wound up neck-deep in the mire, flailing in the muddy stench. Mike ignored them and addressed the crowd.

“Pick your man,” he told the women. “I’ll baptize him.”

Dommes ran to the line of downed men, lifted their legs to assess penis quality, then grabbed a cock they liked and pulled them to their knees.

“Penitents crawl!” Mila shouted. The German gals are well-known for how severely they treat their property and I had a suspicion about what she’d do next. Turned out I was right. 

The man attached to the penis in Mila’s fist crept toward Mike when he pointed at his own boots. He got two steps on his way when Mila said, “Throw it to me!” to the Farm Mistress. The whip sailed through the air and drew a few oohs from the audience when she grabbed the handle in midair. He crawled toward his baptism, shouting curses each time Mila swatted his backside.

The winning team leveled hilarious comments at each brother skulking his way across the field. One by one, Mike patted their heads, then tossed them into the sludge.

“It’s my party,” Mike said after the last one was sputtering yuck out of his mouth. “Go get ‘em, boys!” he said.

The submerged men climbed out of the filth and tore after the winning team. We watched 15 separate battles unfold on the field. When we saw a muddy loser struggling, Mila and I set out to even the odds. My whip put at least eight on the ground; Mila took care of the rest. Mike’s brothers must have had very sensitive asses. They do have very loud mouths.

When the last winner was baptized, Mike thanked everyone for playing and being good sports. I’m not sure his grimy brothers felt like good sports but they trudged to the showers with their arms around each other’s shoulders to get cleaned up for lunch.

I wasn’t sure what my chef had the kitchen boys prepare but there had better be blueberries for dessert. He knows what I can do with a whip, no matter what color the handle is.

“Come with me,” I said in Control’s direction. “I’m having our meals delivered to my cottage. You and me, let’s talk.”

“Will we be alone?” she asked.

I nodded. I’d put Nova and Jenna in the hallway closet. My exclusives don’t count.


Chapter 8

Control

GAGE WASN’T one of the regular kitchen delivery boys but I told the chef to send him to my cottage with two lunches. Gage stowed the desserts in the refrigerator and waited on his knees for me to recognize him. I hadn’t spent much time with him during the weeks he was living and working on Mike’s mountain. I’d been so busy with my friends and Mike’s games, I didn’t have as much time as I wanted with him. He was due for a checkup.

More than just checking in with him, I missed his ten magic fingers massaging my toes in the morning. And at night. His place is at my feet; my feet are his job.

I turned in the swivel chair at the desk, pointing my feet at him. He pulled off my boots and lifted my feet to his chest. He didn’t have to say it; I knew what he was thinking.

The enjoyment I get from his fingers flows both ways. That day he gave me one of the best foot massages my toes ever enjoyed.

“Tell me,” I said. My boys know not to prattle on unnecessarily. They get to the point fast. They’ve learned from My Cop who never uses three words when two will do. And from me.

“Ms. Amity, I wanted to be near you so much,” he whispered. “This is where I want to be… where I need to be. It my place. It’s where I have to be.”

With that, he pulled one of my feet into his mouth and proved that his tongue was nearly as talented as Juke’s. Then the other foot. Then both at the same time.

I felt it before I opened my eyes and saw it. Gage’s aura. It’s not visible all the time and I hadn’t sensed it the few times these past days I’d seen him working in Mike’s office. That’s the power of the old man’s platinum gel mixed with my essence. Gage’s eyes were shut tight. His entire focus was on what his tongue was doing to my toes.

It was getting close to lunchtime and Control was due in a few minutes so I sat up and Gage reluctantly lowered my feet to the floor.

“Ms. Amity,” he said. “There have been a few — four — external contacts for Ms. Grace already today.”

That caught my attention. The only outside contacts any of us would have should come from whomever we left in charge while we were on Mike’s mountain. The implication of four incoming messages for Control was concerning. Something had to be going on at Reckoning. Added to Grace’s request for private time, whatever this was about couldn’t be good.

“And?” I asked. There had to be more. There was.

“They were not deemed urgent. Just important,” Gage said, trying to give me the critical details as succinctly as he could. “The last one today asked Ms. Grace to reply if she’d met with you yet.”

Gage definitely buried the lede.

“Get Tyler,” I said.

He ran out and trotted back with my head of security who looked worried. Generally, I jolt my property when I want them. Tyler was in a special class — he’s not a rental — and was only tattooed recently with his number on his right asscheek. His permanent mark was on the schedule after the Solstice party. Sending Gage to fetch him concerned him.

“Are you in danger?” he blurted out, his eyes scanning the room as if terrorists were threatening me in the bedroom.

“Grace… Control is on her way here for lunch. Make sure nothing happens when she’s here.”

He bounced his ass up and down to say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

Two minutes later, Jenna crawled in. She waited for permission and said, “Ms. Control is here.”

If Gage hadn’t warned me about an impending situation, I’d have laughed at Jenna’s calling her Ms. Control. The chef better darned well have created an outstanding meal. Bad situations impact my appetite.

“Show her to the dining room,” I said.

Tyler started to complain that I could be in danger even though none of us knew what the problem was. I waved him off, took Gage’s arm and headed to the lunch Jenna laid out on the table.

Control thought better of hugging me when she saw Gage and Tyler. Aussie, as usual, was on my left side, leaving space for My Cop if I summoned him. My Cop was in the small room off the main bedroom catching up on the work he does in his other world.

That was the same small room with the full-body cage I locked Big Mike in months ago so I could finally see the penis he bragged about so much. I did more than see it. That was the precursor of Mike’s getting what he’d hungered for so long. My whip. In my hand.

We sat at each end of the table but neither of us picked up our forks. Control held her water glass with both hands and stared at her plate. When she finally looked up at me, I said, “Tell me what's going on.”

Women like Control don’t blather with unimportant details. They get to the point.

“We have a situation at Reckoning,” she said.

I nodded. That much was obvious.

“A buyer refused a delivery. She had an explanation but I’m sure that was just cover for her real reason.” It was painful for Control to admit she might have failed at producing what the woman ordered. One failed sale, however unusual it was, wasn’t the end of the world. There had to be more. I let her talk.

“She was more than upset. Indignant. Spewed an expletive-filled diatribe. She finally left down the mountain and I thought that was the end of it. When I went back inside, I was deciding how to bring this up with the trainers. I figured they’d failed somehow… we’d all failed. I failed.”

Control was gripping her water glass so tightly, I thought it might shatter. Then she told me the rest.

“We had a long meeting with the whole staff. We went over the video, reread the order form, matched everything. What she demanded. What we had ready to deliver. It was as perfect a match as I’ve ever done. We sat there looking at each other trying to figure out where we failed.”

Control finally took a sip of water. We still hadn’t touched our food.

“That’s when the message came through. Well, the first one. There have been a few more.” Control picked up her glass and said, “It wasn’t about what we had ready to deliver. That was just an excuse. She started naming names. Our investors. Our backers.”

She paused and looked up at me and said, “And you.”

I felt Tyler tense behind me. Aussie pressed closer to my leg. Gage tapped my arm.

“Ms. Amity, I’ll get him.”

When anyone says ‘him’ it always means the same person. They won’t use his name. Along with all of him, his name belongs to me. And he was in the small room off my bedroom.

I nodded. Gage ran to the suite and My Cop was at my side in seconds. Control didn’t blink when he arrived.

She said, “I’ll get you all the messages and what we have on her.”

“Go ahead,” I said, granting him permission to talk.

“Today?” My Cop asked. Control certainly wasn’t used to his terse communication style.

Control said she’d contact her team at dinner when she could get to Mike’s office to send an encrypted request on the system Danica’s tech boy installed. Control obviously didn’t know My Cop.

He looked at Gage and said, “Now.”

Gage didn’t miss a beat. He offered his hand to a surprised Control and led her to the golf cart. My Cop followed them out right after he gave Tyler his orders.

“Leave her alone and you’ll deal with me.”

Right before he walked out the door, I said, “Control said our backers. Our investors. They’re all right here. On Mike’s mountain.”

He had a mission to plan. I had to decide what, if anything, to tell Mike. He’d invested in Reckoning, too.

We never touched our lunches.


Chapter 9

The Hunt

MIKE HAD PLANNED a combination of ancient Solstice traditions starting late that afternoon. In Iranian culture, families gathered, stayed up all night and welcomed the morning sun together. Scandinavians lit fires to ward off evil spirits on the longest night of the year. Our schedules urged us to get some rest after lunch because sleep wasn’t on our agenda that night.

We were going on The Hunt. He added a note. “Dress for the outdoors.”

I was sure his brothers were champing at the bit to be outside all night hunting for the prizes Mike had hidden on the mountain. When we gathered in the clearing, there were 30 men clad in leather from their necks down to their hefty boots. The women were a sight. We were wearing everything from leather pants to sweats. Most of us don’t own boots without high heels so there were a lot of sneakers and running shoes.

Seeing’s as I wasn’t getting anywhere near the hunt without Tyler and Aussie close by, I had Mike send some of his extra leathers to my cottage. My boys are big but Mike is taller by at least four inches. My boys were quite a sight.

My Cop wore all black. He doesn’t go into the night in anything else if I let him wear clothes. I didn’t think telling Mike about the weapon on his hip or the one strapped to his ankle was a good idea. I didn’t want to upset his plans.

I was sure of one thing. My Cop wouldn’t be the only one on that mountain dressed in black. Gage explained to Mike that the helicopter that landed on the flat field on the far side of the mountain was there to deliver supplies. Mike was too busy to question what supplies were on board.

As for what those supplies were, I think at least six of them jumped out of the copter.

Mike explained the rules of the hunt. As he spoke, I gave Gage a thumbs-up. His logistics skills were so ingrained in Mike’s directions, I knew he’d done most of the planning. Even dressed in black leather, I could see Gage’s aura glow.

“Here are the rules,” Mike called across the field. “Teams of four. At least two men with two women. No one… let me repeat that, NO ONE goes off on their own.”

The women seemed comfortable with that rule. I had no doubt there would be more men in my group than anyone would see or hear. My Cop’s team is stealthy like that. 

“You each get a laser. Point it at a target and it’ll glow up like the sun. Then shoot ‘em.”

When he heard gasps from the women’s side of the field, Mike added, “Don’t be stupid. Not real ammo.” He held one up and shot it at one of the kept boys behind him with a direct hit. The boy grabbed his ass and squealed. Snickers ran through the crowd when green dye ran down his legs.

“OK, here’s how you win. The ammo is colored. We’ll count how many you shot and the most kills wins the hunt.” He paused and looked at the crowd’s curious faces. “Oh, I musta forgot. What you’re hunting. I got in a shipment in this morning. Rick delivered a truck full of ‘em for us to use. They’re pretty scruffy. They’re the leftovers from Rick's as-is sale and he has no use for them.”

When Mike explained what our targets were, the crowd quieted. Many of us had been to sales like that in the past – we have one almost every year –where owners dump what they don’t want or can’t use. If you’re careful, you can get some good deals at rock-bottom prices.

But a truckload of men like them running wild on the mountain? What was going to stop them from doing something untoward? Or stupid? Or dangerous?

“Doncha worry about ‘em,” Mike said. “I ringed ‘em all.”

That was an aha moment for me. Now I knew what he planned to do with the three dozen rings he ordered from my website. The new ones are popular but I was curious about why Mike ordered so many. You can get penis rings anywhere but if you want to ring balls as well as send shocks into those parts, there’s only one place to get them.

“Once you shoot one, the ring tells my boys where they are. They stay there till I have them fetched. You’ve got till first light to hunt ‘em down. When you see the sun start to rise on that side of the mountain,” he pointed east, “head to breakfast and the winners will be announced.”

It sounded like fun. Mike held up the first set of guns, four of them, and yelled, “These shoot purple.”

Most of the women turned in my direction. There was no question whose guns they were. Mike handed out maps to where the prey was restricted and I picked my team.

I grabbed the Training Farm Mistress and let her choose two men. I didn’t care about them. She and I would make an unbeatable team.

Tyler and Aussie stayed two steps behind us while Gage left for the office to monitor the rings. Even though I didn’t see him, I knew My Cop was there. No matter where I hunted, he’d know exactly where I was.

-=o=-

It was getting dark when we started out. The men the Mistress chose insisted on leading the way but I had Tyler and Aussie behind us and she had the bull she bought from Reckoning. Other Dommes brought some of their own property and we got a kick out of Annika’s personal female. She looked a lot like Nova, big and fat. There weren’t any outdoor clothes that closed around her, so her corpulent layers hung out all over.

Most teams started on the high side of the course, figuring that going down the slopes would be easier. Our team went the other way. Tyler seemed pleased when he said, “Ms. Amity, they’ll run downhill right toward you.”

He meant the human prey. Dommes don’t run anywhere.

The land was flat for a while and then we started uphill. The Mistress pointed to her right. We let Clay, one of the two men she chose, take the first shot. The yelp told us it was a direct hit. He beamed and Tyler murmured, “The other hunters are too bunched up. None heard that except us.”

That was another reason we started in the opposite direction.

Less than 50 yards ahead, I saw bushes move and pointed that way. Our other male team member who told us to call him Big Al, took that shot. Another leftover was drenched in purple paint.

We walked for a while when Big Al climbed on a rock and took two shots. Several screeches later, we had a two-fer. He and Clay high-fived each other and we continued up the side of the mountain toward the tree line.

That’s when I heard a raspy voice say, “Off! Git off me!”

I didn’t know what critter or bug was attacking that particular quarry and I didn’t care. I aimed and waited till he moved a few steps sideways to get away from whatever was attacking him. Taking the shot felt good but seeing him glow in neon violet when I shined my laser on him was even better. He was wearing a mass of purple paint and nothing else besides boots.

Big Al took a closer look and said, “He ain’t gonna win no cock contest.”

Clay laughed. So did the Farm Mistress and I. Mocking penis size isn’t only a guy thing.

We trudged on and scored three hits on our way up the mountain. Big Al pointed his light at the trees ahead of us; Clay was aiming his gun to the sides. They graciously pointed out two more, one for the Mistress to fire at and one for me that I got smack in the belly. Tyler complimented my aim, mumbling, “He’d be proud of you.”

Heck, My Cop taught me how to handle a weapon and showed me where to aim — center mass. Some things are pretty in purple. The one I took out wasn’t one of them.

We passed three groups of hunters going down the mountain while we climbed higher. They smirked and said they’d taken them all out already and we were wasting our time. According to Big Al’s watch, it was almost 5 am. First light was approaching so we changed course and headed to the clearing.

Aussie growled, turned east and pointed with his nose.

I tapped the Mistress’s arm in that direction while Big Al and Clay were searching west. She ran her laser toward a bank of tall grass. There had to be at least four of them reflecting the beam. She nudged me and said, “They’re all yours.”

There were six rounds left in my gun. I used all of them. Aussie scampered into the grass and dragged one out by his balls with his teeth. Big Al and Clay had the same question.

“What inna hell is that?”

The answer was simple. “That’s Aussie. He’s a very good dog.”

Clay took a closer look and whistled softly. “Can I have him tonight?”

“Only if you want your cock to wind up in a jar,” I said. Aussie growled. The Mistress laughed out loud.

The sun was rising over the horizon and we were due at breakfast soon so while Clay checked the map, Tyler said, “This way.”

Clay disagreed. “That’s not what’s marked on the map,” he said with a smirk.

Tyler’s look said trust me and that’s good enough for me. Clay rode a nice Harley but he wasn’t a Ranger.

“We oughta go this way,” Clay said and pointed. Tyler shook his head and I found myself in the midst of a dilemma. I had two men with opposing geographical ideas.

“Tell him,” I said to Tyler.

As if no one else was there, Tyler spoke to me. “I inspected the mountain yesterday. There was a minor rock slide that way.”

Big Al laughed and said, “Can I have him tonight?”

Rather than answer any man’s question, I asked one aimed at Tyler.

“What are you?”

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

“Show him,” I said.

Tyler dropped his pants to show off his gold cage. Big Al asked if he could touch it. I nodded.

Other than me, Aussie was the only being on the mountain who knew Tyler’s secret. I felt the control box on my belt vibrate.

Tyler is bisexual. Aussie found out when My Cop figured it out when he urged me to promote Tyler from his position at the front gate where he checked cars into my head of on-site security. His penis loved the attention Big Al was giving it. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the moment until I sent a jolt into the cage.

He tried his best not to grunt but with Big Al’s meaty paw sharing the shock, they both yelped.

When we got to breakfast, I took Big Al aside. “He’s yours for two hours,” I said. “Then I get you for two.”

He dropped his chin to his chest and said, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

Mike planned a Solstice party. I intended to have fun and Big Al was going to give it to me.


Stone Circles


Chapter 10


Breakfast and Dessert

BIG AL ATTACKED breakfast before Mike’s boys finished serving most of the tables. He grabbed a plate, filled it with every meat on the buffet and inhaled it all in what looked like a single swallow. His brothers gawked at his eating frenzy but I knew why he was in a hurry.

Tyler was about to find out.

When Big Al walked over to our table and announced he was ready, I patted Tyler’s cage and told him the news.

“You’re his prize,” I said to loud guffaws from the men chomping down southern comfort food. Then I added, “And then I get him.”

Mike raised an eyebrow; more like two of them. The women broke into uproarious laughter, drowning out the men who had turned back to their overflowing plates trying to figure out what the hell I was going to do with Big Al. One man in the crowd knew.

Mike looked jealous. My red-handled whip will do that to most men, gay or straight.

I told Tyler to have fun. He’d been working nonstop for a week before we boarded the plane until right now. He knelt, thanked me and started sputtering when I unlocked his cage and handed it to Big Al. “When you bring him back, put it where it belongs. I’ll be waiting for you.”

Most of the women were eager to go to their cottages to clean up, be pampered and get some sleep. I had a different agenda.

Mike announced that the afternoon festivities were called Stone Circles. We weren’t sure what that was but if the past two days were any indication, it had to be fun. We were just waiting to hear who won The Hunt and he saved that for last.

“Boy!” he shouted. “Open the corral!”

One of Mike’s boys ran to the holding area and returned minutes later leading a horde of brightly-painted naked men. We tried to count our colors but their lack of discipline made it impossible to avoid counting the same ones twice. No wonder no one bought them at Rick's as-is sale.

“Git yer asses together by color,” Mike said.

They ran around haphazardly trying to find matching colors. It was like watching a hill of ants scrambling for a dropped crumb. Mike stomped to the gaggle of painted men and took one. 

“Orange! Here!” he shouted.

We couldn’t believe it when they all stared down at their bodies to see if they were painted in orange. You’d think they’d have known by then. No matter. He pulled a teal blue one next and the other teals ran toward him. He went through the rainbow and we could finally see the results.

The Farm Mistress called out, “Count them! A dozen purples!”

Clay raised his arms in victory while Big Al was more interested in pulling Tyler by his uncaged penis toward his cabin.

Breakfast was delicious. I loaded my biscuit with real butter. Winners get to indulge.

Gage drove us back to my cottage. I knew he had questions but I wanted a bath and then Big Al time. When I walked through the front door, I sent Jenna and Nova to the closet off the hallway so they wouldn’t interrupt Gage’s ten magic fingers massaging every part of me in the jetted tub while My Cop bathed me. Zayn was meditating with Juke who was in for an hour or two of Tantric growth that would keep them both quiet and out of sight for a while.

My Cop was waiting on his knees next to the tub making sure the temperature was just right.

For that moment, there were no messages from Control, no stealthy men dressed in black patrolling the grounds, no stable to discipline and most of all, nothing that would disturb the lavender suds on the sponge in My Cop’s right hand. And Gage's magic fingers.

-=o=-

I had Jenna lay out my everyday leathers earlier so My Cop had what he needed to dress me. I’d given him hours that morning to do those things he has to do for his remote work. When he was pulling my boots up my legs, I knew there was something disturbing him. I ran my fingers through his light brown hair and said, “Tell me.”

He smoothed the leather and spoke in his minimal style.

“She’s identified,” he said. “Everything. Everyone she knows.”

That was his way of saying he knew everything about her and everyone in her circle. Burdening me with details isn’t his style. That’s how he protects me. He takes care of problems without bothering me with particulars. That’s just one reason he’s My Cop. There are dozens more.

To get more out of him, I’ve learned to use his language. It’s sure to get an almost autonomic response. “Threat level?”

Even on his knees bent over my boots, I felt him smile. “Ms. Amity, I’m handling it.”

When My Cop handles something, it’s taken care of. I was intrigued but not curious enough to let that minutiae intrude on my upcoming two hours with Big Al. The engine roar outside my cottage told me Big Al had arrived with Tyler in tow. When I looked outside, Tyler wasn’t quite in tow. He was perched on the back of the seat with his arms wrapped around Big Al’s big belly. Tyler was naked and grinning.

Big Al dragged Tyler through the cottage door and flung him in my direction. Tyler got on his knees and looked up at me mouthing, “Thank you.”

I saw through Big Al’s machinations. The last thing he wanted was for anyone to guess what was in his immediate future. My property never breathes a word of what happens in my world to any outsider. They’ve been trained not to talk without permission which I rarely give unless it’s important. I decide what’s important.

I keep Amityworld calm and serene. I despise situations.

“Get rid of them,” Big Al said, pointing to Tyler and My Cop.

I shook my head. “They have diplomatic immunity,” I said with a grin. “Think of this as foreign soil.”

He harrumphed but didn’t try to leave. A deal is a deal. Besides, the two of them could overpower Big Al six different ways with only their hands and he wasn’t stupid enough to try them out.

“Strip,” I said.

His eyes got wide and he was about to object when he took another look at Tyler glaring at him. Big Al was learning what ownership means. My ownership. Tyler was his to use when I gave him to Big Al but he was ultimately and permanently mine.

Al shed his vest, revealing a broad chest and belly that protruded over his belt. He was in nowhere as good shape as Big Mike, let alone any man I owned. The boots went next with his heavy socks stuffed inside. That left his jeans. Black denim. I think that’s a requirement on Mike’s mountain.

“Drop them,” I said.

Al unbuttoned the waist and was about to unzip his pants when I stopped him. “You do it,” I said to Tyler. Then “Hands high,” to Al.

He raised his arms reluctantly but Tyler didn’t miss a beat. He opened the zipper and pulled his pants down. Al’s jeans landed around his ankles and he stepped out of them. His face was filled with embarrassment.

Tyler was struggling to hide his own grin when he saw Al’s white underpants. I didn’t bother hiding my smile. My Cop chuckled.

Al was not amused.

“Here? In the den?” he sputtered.

“Wherever I say,” I replied. That was the only question he’d ask that I’d answer for the next two hours. It doesn’t matter to me if they’re men I purchase or men I use. I ignore men’s questions.

Part of submission happens when men do what I want even though they don’t want to. The more they cringe at an order, the more intensely they submit when they do it. That’s why I made Big Al drop his own underwear. It was the final shred of his dignity. Standing naked in front of my boys was difficult enough. Doing it because I told him to was gut-wrenching.

We both looked at his crotch. He looked proud. I snickered.

“That can’t be why they call you Big Al,” I said with all the sarcasm I needed to make his face turn red. Before he left my cottage, his face wouldn’t be the only part of him wearing that shade.

I could have hung him from his wrists or locked him on a bench but forcing a man to hold his position when I inspect him is so demeaning that his focus is completely on me. And on the whip in my left hand.

I wanted a closer look. I circled him like a lioness evaluating her prey. I ran my hands down his back all the way to his flabby asscheeks and ended between his thick thighs. I heard him groan. Some women underestimate the sensitivity of men’s inner thighs. I don’t. I stuffed a spiked slapper between them, telling him that if it fell on the floor, his two hours would become three.

Pain is an excellent teacher. So is the threat of pain.

Al smashed his legs together and squealed from the spikes’ bite while I continued circling him. I started at his neck and worked my way down his chest to his nipples. His grunts grew louder each time I twisted one and he roared when I did both at the same time.

I enjoy men with powerful sex drives. Even gay ones.

He sucked air when I ran my hands down his belly and grabbed his hips with my thumbs only an inch from his groin. His hairy groin. He was mumbling, “Touch it. Make me feel good.”

As if.

I wrapped my hands around his balls and squeezed. Hard.

Al bellowed like a bull sniffing a cow in heat. He wanted his penis touched and he was beginning to realize that wasn’t going to happen. I circled his stiff shaft with an electric loop, snapped the lock shut and said, “Who owns it?”

It was hardly a question but Al answered it.

“Mine!” he spat. He was as wrong as any man could be, at least for the next two hours. He shrieked with each zap I sent into the loop so when I asked that question again, he had to catch his breath before he could get out an answer.

“Yours,” he mumbled.

Tyler was holding his sides, trying not to laugh out loud. Big Al didn’t look so big, still trembling even when I turned it off. Arms up, legs pressed tightly together and naked, he stared at my fingers on the control box. Each time I fondled the buttons, he gasped. Like I said, fear of pain is just as good a teacher as the actual thing.

“Time?” I asked My Cop.

“Ten minutes,” he said with a grin.

For the next 110 minutes, Al learned what my power is. He felt it in his gut and on his ass. He crawled to the small room off my suite that Mike had filled with what Gage told him were my preferred tools. And a brand new body-hugging cage.

Once Al was locked in the cage, I had free reign over his groin and ass through the round cutouts in the bars. He had no space to move. He could scream — and he did — but that’s what soundproofing is for. Tyler handed me my black whip, recognizing that the one with the red handle is for special occasions. This wasn’t that special.

Whipping Big Al’s ass was fun. He was loud and every shriek was authentic. The Solstice party on Mike’s mountain was designed for fun and I was going to have as much as I wanted, Big Al included.

When I was done but before I let him get dressed, Al asked for permission to talk. Seeing’s as he was going back to 29 of his brothers and had an image to maintain, I agreed. I figured he needed a cover story but that wasn’t what he wanted.

“Ms. Amity,” he said, “will you let me come back?”

I didn’t expect that but I wasn’t terribly surprised.

Tyler’s laughter was infectious. Even My Cop joined in.

“That was the appetizer. Think you can eat a full dinner?”

Big Al looked up at me from his knees and said, “Please, Ms. Amity. I’m starving.”

“Earn it,” I said and walked out of the room leaving Al with his pile of clothing and Tyler holding his white underpants. Tyler said, “Ms. Amity is keeping these. She said you don’t need them anymore.”

I watched his motorcycle roar down the mountain with the electronic loop still locked in place. When we gathered for the Stone Circles, he stared at my hand when my fingers rested on the control box on my belt.

Big Al knew what Bluetooth pairing meant for the loop still fastened around his penis. And his balls.


Chapter 11

Stone Circles

“SOLSTICE MEANS THE sun is standing still and stone circles got a bunch of myths around them,” Mike explained. He had several of his kept boys ready to be used as rocks instead of hauling boulders to the clearing. “No one’s sure what they did with ‘em except they lined up with the sun. They thought the sun moved in circles.”

The field was empty. No stones, let alone big rocks.

“This is the Summer Solstice and the sun’ll rise just to the left of what’s called the Heel Stone. That’s supposed to be the biggest stone in the circle. When the sun rises behind the Heel Stone which is gotta be in the northeast part of the circle, the first rays will shine directly into the heart of the circle. That’s where the you get the best show.”

We watched him pull boys he was using as facsimiles of boulders into a huge chalk ring that filled the entire flat space between the hills.

“All’s we know about them is if the stones — these boys — were in the right places, they’d put on quite a show for the town folk. This is my town and you are my folks.”

That’s probably the sweetest thing Mike had ever said or was likely to say. We were all curious about the show those boys’ bodies were going to put on for us.

This was a party and we wanted to be entertained.

“You gonna dance for us?” one of his brothers shouted.

“Right after you do a strip tease!” Mike chimed back to a hillside of laughter.

Mike found me in the crowd and his face told me how hungry he was to feel my whip on his ass again. Whipping Mike that time was a special occasion that merited my single-tail with the custom red handle. He didn’t know it yet, but I’d have a strip tease tomorrow night after the closing banquet only it’d be Mike taking off his leathers for me.

“Here’s how it works. Think Stonehenge. We put groups of boys inside the chalk boxes. Late-afternoon, right before sunset tonight until morning. The sun will hit ‘em and when the earth turns, you’ll see some cool stuff.” He paused and added, “At least that’s what’s supposed to happen.”

“Can we pick our own stones?” Kiera asked. Mike looked her way, nodded and said, “Figures one of Amity’s gal friends would wanna choose her own.”

Kiera gave him a little curtsy and pointed at me. “Learned from the best!” she said.

“What I had in mind,” Mike went on, “was that y’all would fill those boxes with what you own, like to test ‘em to see if they can stay in the box all night.”

The crowd murmured. This was going in a tasty direction.

“You see over there? That’s where the bonfire is gonna be lit. And don’t worry. See those pumping stations? And the hoses?” I didn’t have to ask who made sure they were nearby. I looked up at a camera and gave Gage a thumbs-up. He had to be watching. He’s Gage.

Mike continued, “We’re having a Master-style picnic around the bonfire tonight. All you women are invited but lemme tell you, don’t get dressed up.”

One of his brothers shouted, “If you wear anything at all!”

The Circus Mistress threw down a challenge. “You first!”

When you put an Old Leather Master on the spot like she just did, he’s either going to meet your dare or slink away in shame. With all his brothers watching, he didn’t have a choice. Reputations are harder to get and keep in place than leather pants.

His vest and shirt went first, then his boots, and finally his pants. He looked at the Circus Mistress and yelled, “Your turn!”

“All of it!” she called back.

His tight boxer shorts wound up on the grass and he put his hands on his hips, jutted them toward her and waited for her to disrobe.

She marched over to him, grabbed his dangling penis and said, “Did you really think I’d get naked for a penis that barely fills one hand?”

He sputtered but she didn’t let go when she yelled, “Tell us the rest, Mike.”

Mike wasn’t fazed at all. While his brothers shouted jibes at the fist-sized penis comment, Mike told us the rules.

“You each choose your stones or work in teams. Use your own boys or any of mine plus the ones Rick dropped off. Each box has a meaning. Pick ones that fit the box’s theme. As many as you can squeeze between the chalk lines. While we eat and party, we can keep an eye on ‘em. If any falls out of the box, well, we can choose what to do with them.”

Mike took a deep breath and said, “It’s OK to bring your… things. You know, paddles and stuff.”

He looked directly at me and said, “Or your whip.”

Only two people — Mike and me — plus my exclusives, knew what my whip did to Mike after Summer Camp. I had a feeling a lot more would know by sunrise.

-=o=-

Getting ready for the Stone Circles was as big an event as the dinner barbeque. Not only did the women have to decide what to wear that fit Mike’s warning not to get dressed up but we also had to choose our stones. I couldn’t use Gage; he was monitoring the bonfire and the pumping stations. Mike did ask us to bring our own boys to fill the boxes but I had two sizable females who were currently scurrying around my cottage laying out my clothes after completing their afternoon fitness exercises.

Tyler’s ass was tender from the two hours Big Al used it and the small grin on his face was a clue that his ass wasn’t the only part of him that Al explored. If sitting was uncomfortable, he could darned well stand up in a chalk box all night.

The six boys I sent to the mountain weeks ago to help with the build were eye candy. Their shoulders were too wide for most shirts, not that they wore any, and they’d been keeping up with their workouts so they were natural choices.

The question was which chalk box to put them in. Danica’s tech boy, Jonah, set up an easy way for us to assign them. Once I chose a box, I could fill it with numbers that Mike gave each boy next to his picture on the roster screen. I read through the descriptions and had My Cop kneel next to me so he could see the screen.

“How about two ponies in this box?” I said and pointed to 11 o’clock on the diagram. “It’s supposed to signify strength. Or what about three of the 20s, the big cocks, in the box called endurance?”

He looked up at me and said, “The biggest one goes there.” He pointed to twelve o’clock. “You own the biggest one.”

Nova? Was he telling me to put Nova in the main box? I thought about it and realized what he wasn’t saying. She was up for sale and this was a handy way to show her off again. They’d already seen how useful a receptacle she was at the feast. If I put her in that box, maybe I’d get a serious offer.

“With the ponies, the 20s and him,” he added.

Oh, this was going to be fun. Five from my stable, the fattest female and my head of on-site security all in one box. That earlier misstep Tyler made, the one that was getting him a week of private training with My Cop, had consequences. My Cop wanted to make sure that Tyler knew his responsibilities and his place. I gave him two hours to enjoy his bisexual urges that morning. His night belonged to me.

“It’ll be a tight fit,” I said.

My Cop smirked. “I know.”

With that, I typed the numbers for my stones into the 12 o’clock box. Accounting for all possibilities, Jonah had a box marked other that I filled with Nova’s and Tyler’s names. I rarely tell my property what I am going to do, so I simply had them accompany me to the field. Tyler and Aussie ran behind the golf cart and My Cop drove. I didn’t think Nova could run that far, so she got stuffed in the back with Jenna.

When we arrived, the field was filled with an assortment of bodies. Men in leather, men in denim, women in jeans but wearing low-cut tops that sparkled and of course, the Farm Mistress who probably doesn’t own anything made out of cotton. We all had our personals who were dressed in the minimum they needed to deal with the overnight temperatures but they were told to take that off and stand near the bonfire. The heat would keep them warm enough.

It was quite a bonfire. Gage arranged for a safe burn, materials that burned at low temperatures like they use in movies. The flames looked magnificent against the darkening sky.

“You and you,” I said pointing at Nova and Tyler, “get in the box at 12 o’clock. Once you step inside the box, don’t even point a toe outside the lines.”

They scurried to the boxes that were filling up with naked men of all shapes and sizes. None was as hefty as Nova; she outweighed them all. Mike was calling out numbers and boys galloped to their boxes. When they were sorted, he told us the rules.

“Guys and gals, the coolers are full and the munchies will be here in a minute. While you’re eating and drinking, keep an eye on your property. They’ve got one job to do and it’s up to you to make sure they do it. If’n they don’t — if any of ‘em even steps outside the line — you get to punish them. You just gotta do it so all of us can watch.” Mike stopped, looked at me and said, “No Bluetooth. No jolting from the bonfire. When you wanna whomp ‘em, you gotta do it yourself.”

The stones looked shocked when they realized how long they had to stand in place and what would happen if they didn’t.

The evening’s entertainment sounded like fun. Who knows what Mike’s brothers would do to a boy who embarrassed them in front of others?

“Unless you wanna hand ‘em off to one of us,” Mike added with a grin. “Over yonder, that’s the space you’ll use to do whatever you wanna do, then get ‘em back in that box.”

Then Mike addressed Danica. “Her boy, that gal over there from Montana, he’s a computer wizard. Every boy has an ankle ring. If it steps out of the lines, it’ll signal. Like this.”

Mike pointed to a camera and in seconds the loudest siren I ever heard filled the mountain sky. Gage was probably grinning ear-to-ear.

“No excuses. No arguing. And definitely no mercy. When the siren blasts, you put on your show. By first light I suspect there’ll be a few black and blue ones. The light show starts at sun up but until we douse the bonfire, y’all are the entertainment.” Mike eyeballed the boys in the boxes and said, “If’n you’re one of mine, here’s what you’re getting.”

He pulled out a huge paddle that was so heavy only someone as strong as Big Mike could wield it. The artificial stones cowered when he swung it in the air. No one defies Big Mike.

“Let’s eat!” he shouted and 30 men ran for the coolers and passed around bottles. Kiera found the diet sodas and wine and called us her way. I found a chair with a great view and sent Aussie to take my stones to their box.

When I looked at my box full of naked flesh, Tyler was standing at attention. The ponies pawed the ground. The big cocks turned slowly when a few of Mike’s brothers wanted a closer look. One shouted, “Hey, Amity! Can the two of us have this one?”

I shouted back, “Your tight ass can’t handle one that big! I’ve got an expander with your name on it. Want me to stick it in?”

Everyone in hearing distance chuckled. Mike drank his beer and laughed the loudest of all. He asked if I’d do one more whip demonstration even though I said the one in Sweden was my finale. “For the Solstice,” he pleaded. “For my brothers.”

“Only if the ass I use it on is yours,” I said to remind him what was back in my cottage. My whip. The one with the red handle. Aside from dogs, the only thing I’ve ever seen that scares Mike is that whip when it’s in my left hand.

He whispered in my ear, “Midnight in your cottage. I’ll be there.”

I said, “This time you’ll have an audience.”


Chapter 12

Night

WE ATE. THEY drank. We were all merry. The Stone Circles turned into a huge party around the bonfire with more food than Mike’s entire squad of brothers could finish. We dangled pieces of red meat close to the mouths of the men we were using as stones, just far enough away that they had to bend over to reach it. The hungriest ones stepped out of the box to bite what we dangled just out of reach. They became our version of the sacrifices the ancient Solstice celebrants made.

Ancient people probably used virgins. We ignored that limitation.

The first one who stepped over the line was act one of the show. He was in the box Terry claimed and when his boy’s foot hit the grass and he was trying not to fall, Terry grabbed him by his shaft and tossed him into what Mike called the penalty box.

Terry eyed the tools Mike laid out and unsurprisingly chose a long wooden paddle. Old Leather Masters are partial to paddles but his boy didn’t feel the same way about them. He was two strokes in when the boy’s oomphs turned into squawks. Heads turned in Terry’s direction and many of the brothers sidled over for a closer look.

Of course, that meant they’d provide running commentary.

“Not a bad ass,” one said. “It’s one of those that gets red fast,” another added. Then there was Clay’s innate sarcasm. “Let’s see if that tiny hole can take something like this!”

With that, he unzipped his jeans and aimed his hard cock at the boy’s rear. Chevelle literally skipped to the supply table for an injector, then danced to where the bent-over boy was holding his asscheeks apart.

If anyone would choose sparkles to wear at a bonfire, it’d be Chevelle. She looked like a twinkling fairy in the night. 

She danced around the open backside and plunged the lube injector inside. The onlookers started to count. “Three! Two!” Before they got to one, she pressed the button and that’s when we learned Mike had messed with the lube injectors. There was plenty of lube but he spiced it with mint oil, a trick he learned when I emptied Gage’s constipated colon in Mike’s kitchen because he wasn’t eating properly the time I loaned him to Mike to build Summer Camp. The boy’s silence ended fast. He wailed like a baby calf searching for an udder to gales of laughter.

Clay made a small bow toward Chevelle for prepping his prey, then sank his cock into the boy’s ass.

The boy shrieked with each thrust. Clay grunted in tempo with his hips driving forward. We applauded his style of discipline until he pulled out and dropped the boy on the grass.

“Don’t wanna use it up too soon,” Clay said. He walked back to the tables around the bonfire and chewed the biggest bite of a grilled rib I’d ever seen one man put in his mouth.

“Tasty!” he said. We weren’t sure if he meant the hunk of meat or the ass he reamed. Then again, what difference did it make?

One boy had pounds of weights hanging from his balls after he was pushed out of his crowded box by one of Mike’s owned boys who was angling for better space. More screeches came from what the brother they called West Joe, who apparently rode his bike almost cross country to attend Mike’s celebration, did to his.

West Joe was one of the silent types. He didn’t waste words; he used his hands instead. He pointed down and the boy fell to his hands and knees. He crooked his finger and the boy crept a step behind him. When West Joe made him crawl to the punishment box, he scrunched the boy’s penis into a tube and turned it on.

Some tubes are self-masturbators. Not this one. The boy’s howling told us as soon as the spikes took their first bite.

After an hour or two, the penalty box was filling up with noisy boys. They sang their songs of pain to us while the kitchen boys delivered dessert to the clearing.

They filled two tables with the kind of desserts women usually disdain, but not that night. We were having a party. Calories don’t count when you’re celebrating.

One table was filled with tarts, tortes, pies and cakes from cinnamon and sugar to gobs of chocolate. The other table was just as full but every dessert featured blueberries. The chef I loaned Mike valued his ass and related parts.

I sent My Cop to the table for a small scoop of everything there. When it comes to blueberries, there’s never too many options. While I sampled each one, I stuffed blueberries in his mouth until blue goo ran from the corners of his lips.

It was apparently too much for Harry, who always tells you where he’s from like it’s part of his name. “Harry from Houston,” he said extending his hand to shake mine. He didn’t get within two feet when My Cop, still on his knees with juice dribbling down his chin, put him on the ground. While his brothers laughed, steam rose from Harry’s head of bushy hair. He wasn’t going to take that from a slave on his knees, even if Harry was sitting on his ass on the grass.

That was his mistake. And Tyler’s.

Harry got up and took two steps toward My Cop and when Tyler saw the threat, he charged out of the box to protect me. That was the biggest misstep he could have made that night. My Cop didn’t need help with an oversized, out-of-shape biker. And then there was the rule he broke. Mike’s rule. Feet must stay inside the chalk lines.

It took about three seconds before Harry was flat on the ground on his belly with My Cop’s knee on his ass. He opened his mouth like nothing out of the ordinary happened so I could push more berries inside.

By the time Tyler ran across the field, I was stuffing even more blueberries in his mouth. That’s when the siren blared. Everyone turned toward me to see what I was going to do with a slave who broke Mike’s rule. Even if he was a caged security boy.

Tyler stared at My Cop atop the inert Harry, then at me. The audience was staring to see what I would do. Neither Tyler’s special status nor that he lives in the attic with my exclusives mattered. I had no choice. Besides all of that, I intended to have fun this week and this was a perfect opportunity.

I gave Tyler two hours to play with Big Al that morning. Tyler was going to learn that Ms. Amity giveth and Ms. Amity can taketh away.

“Get my whip,” I said.

Even though he knew where the tip was going to land, Tyler ran like a scared rabbit to retrieve it. I sent him back to exchange it for the one with the black handle. This was just a bonfire. It hardly qualified as a special occasion. But Tyler knew what changing whips implied.

He wasn’t worthy of my red-handled whip. He was right that time.

Tyler underestimated My Cop’s ability to handle the situation and worse, he defied a direct order. To add fuel to the fire, he did it in front of my friends, Mike’s brothers and worst of all, Mike.

“Hang him from that branch,” I said to Mike who sent two of his brothers to take care of it. They looked more than pleased to do the job.

Mike stood up and called out over the bonfire’s roar, “Watch this. You ain’t never gonna see nothing like this again.”

I had to admit it was fun. Leaving welts on every inch of Tyler’s skin was a pleasant release for me. I aimed, swung and hit a sweet spot with every stroke. After a half-dozen, I figured it was a party and why not show them some finesse?

The last whip demonstration I did was in Sweden and I told myself it was the final one I’d do. I didn’t realize how much I enjoyed swinging a single-tail, especially with an audience as receptive and encouraging as this one. I took a breath and centered myself.

Then I let loose. I circled his dangling body and leveled one whack after another. The only part of Tyler that wasn’t bright red was locked in a cock cage. When I tapped the button, it opened and I picked a flower from the hillside and stuffed the stem into it. Four inches of flower stuck out.

Tyler shrieked even before I reared back and swung.

The flower petals floated to the ground to applause and cheering. I gave them a small curtsy and asked, “Who wants to go next?”

The field got silent. I looked at Mike and said, “You. Midnight.”

My Cop dropped Tyler from the branch and let him roll in the grass to ease the pain. I don’t think it worked.

Mike’s brothers gaped at him. At first, Mike looked at his feet, humiliated. Then he picked up his head and said, “Who wants to watch?”

Every hand went up. So did the crowd’s roar.


Chapter 13

Midnight

AT A QUARTER till midnight in the mountain’s time zone, the stars sparkled brilliantly in the sky without a cloud to muddy our view. You can’t see sky like that in cities. You can in Amityworld. They were just as beautiful on Mike’s mountain.

There were plenty of his brothers to oversee the replica rocks in the Stone Circle so most of the women headed back to their cottages to wait a lot more comfortably for dawn. Many scheduled baths, facials and massages; others just wanted to sleep. I had a different agenda. Mine was more fun.

“You have to be sure you want it,” I told Mike.

He didn’t look so big when he said, “More than anything.”

I had Aussie take Karly and her dog back to her cottage. She’d spent the past few hours near the bonfire chatting with two of Mike’s brothers and she ended up with Valda who taught her a few useful words in Swedish. The Stone Circle fascinated Karly and the naked bodies didn’t faze her at all. She was used to seeing men like that all over the mountain and the only thing Zion wore was a collar. But seeing her younger brother who’d taken care of her for a decade at the end of my whip wasn’t right for her.

She was finishing blueberry pie with whipped cream when I said, “Karly, it’s late. Zion is tired. How about taking him home to rest?”

“Ms. Amity, I’m tired too,” she said.

I hugged her and sent her on her way. Two protection dogs — Zion and Aussie — that went with her satisfied Mike; besides, Gage would keep a camera on her all the way back. When she was out of range, I told Mike to tell his brothers what he wanted to say before I started.

“Damn, Amity! I’m not sure how or even what to tell them.” That sentence deserved to start with those two words.

“Tell them the truth,” I said.

Mike nodded, stood up and spoke clearly and calmly in what was a make-or-break moment for him. When it was over, he was concerned his brothers wouldn’t respect him after seeing his dreams play out in real life. He was Big Mike, founder and unchallenged leader of his mountain and everyone on it. He swung the biggest paddle. He disciplined his kept boys. He set the rules that everyone obeyed without question.

And he was going to get naked and suffer what my whip would do to him. For one reason. Because he wanted it. Because he needed it. Badly.

Was he big enough to tell them the truth?

“Boys, she is special to me,” he said, pointing at me. “Have you ever just taken so damned much that you can’t take one more thing? I have. For ten years, I never told you everything about Karly. As much as I love her, I took what happened to her on myself. Like it was my fault. It wasn’t that I don’t trust you. Of course I do. But that was all mine. When that damned drug dealer beat her up so badly that it, well, snapped her mind, I thought it was my fault because when my folks divorced, I had to live with my bastard father and I wasn’t there to protect her.”

Mike stopped to gather his thoughts and looked around. There wasn’t a sound on the mountain except the wind.

“Then Amity had one of her famous ideas. Trust me, they’re not all good but this one was. She has this boy… I can’t even begin to tell you what he can do but it’s like touching you without actually touching you. He feels what’s inside you. And damn, he can send energy into you. I’ve seen it. I’ve felt it.” Mike paused again. His brothers waited in absolute silence until he was ready to say more and Mike had a lot more to say. 

“That day in the hospital. When Karly took my hands and said my name I thought I’d seen magic. That boy had her talking for the first time in ten damned years. Just my name. She held my hands and said my name.”

Mike was fighting back tears. I took his hand and said, “No one knows if my boy — his name is Zayn — was the cause of Karly’s healing or maybe it was coincidence. But when he said, ‘I am Mike’ and she took his hands and said, ‘No, you’re Mikey,’ the doctors and nurses were stunned. On the ride back to the airport, I saw Mike — for the first time in all the years I’ve known him — relax. His guilt unwound. He was almost free.”

Mike hugged me in one of his famous bear hugs and said, “Ms. Amity said I was I almost free. She freed me the rest of the way.”

“With this,” I said, cracking my whip in the air.

His brothers rushed to Mike and surrounded him not with guy hugs, the kind where you wrap your arms around each other’s shoulders and pat each other on the back, but with sincere, heartfelt embraces. I may not understand every aspect of gay Old Leather Masters but I know what I saw.

Pure love.

Mike wiped his face with his sleeve in the cool night air. He had one more thing to say.

“You can watch her make me release what’s left or you can leave now. But if you beg enough, I’m damned sure she’ll use that whip on you, too.”

-=o=-

When I was done with Mike, the line of men waiting for their turn extended down the hill.

My Cop stayed at my side the entire time. When the last one joined the circle of naked, welted men at the bonfire, he whispered in my ear.

“Please, Ms. Amity, me next.”

I love it when he begs.


Chapter 14

Dawn

DOMMES DON’T TYPICALLY get dressed up an hour before dawn, but breakfast at the Stone Circle was a must-attend event. My Cop drove me back to the field even though his ass was turning black and blue from the five-course meal I fed him in the wee morning hours. He thought I would go to sleep after he entertained me in bed. He was wrong. Whipping a line of Mike’s naked brothers amped me up.

It's fun using new men. They give me new bodies to aim at. New broad chests. New asscheeks. New balls and most of all, new penises. Not just a few had long shafts that matched their shoulders. Long and thick. All mine to relish.

I don’t know how long I slept but when I woke up, My Cop was still between my legs with his face ready to start again.

The ding told me I had a message on my tablet. Nashville Ned arrived overnight and had a few items for sale that he was offering to me first. “They’re all first-quality merchandise,” the text said.

As much as I wanted to visit my friends and see the faces of the men I whipped last night, I wanted to get rid of Nova even more. I texted Ned to have them ready right after the sun rose. It was a week for fun and shopping is near the top of my playlist, right after throwing my whip.

We arrived shortly before the sun showed its face over the crest of the mountain. I walked to the center of the circle with the rest of the guests. Mike’s brothers made room for me by shoving and even lifting some of the replica stones out of the way to clear a path. They didn’t speak to me. They didn’t have to. Their faces said it all.

They were in new territory. Figuratively and literally.

Inch by inch, light glowed from the rising sun and just as Mike predicted and hoped for, Nova’s huge body deflected the rays as she gyrated according to Mike’s instructions. She raised her arms, bent to the left and the beams lit up a group of women near the three o’clock stones. She leaned the other way and the Europeans were bathed in the sun’s glory. When he lined up my boys around Nova and each time he moved one, the sun shined on a different group until we had all been immersed in its brilliance.

It was exhilarating. It felt almost sacred.

Mike moved stiffly, given his visit with my whip the night before, but he was as calm as I’ve ever seen him. He led Karly into the center and stood her next to me.

“Good morning, Ms. Amity,” she said. “It’s a beautiful day.”

It damned sure was in more ways than she’d ever know.

Breakfast was ready in the dining area when all the carts arrived. I had Tyler make sure the boys I put in the circle ate and did their morning fitness. He could supervise their piss-and-shit time. I was more interested in seeing what Ned had for sale.

My Cop headed for Mike’s office to get the sitreps he had to review. Gage and Jonah made sure he had the encryption he needed.

That left Aussie to protect me during my shopping trip. He stayed on my left in case My Cop joined me later. He belongs on my right side and Aussie would never try to take his place if he was nearby. I had Jenna and Nova on their knees behind me when Ned displayed his goods. I wanted them to know they were replaceable.

I heard Nova gulp when Ned started talking.

“I heard you were looking for a new personal female so I brought three for you to look at. They’re all first-quality of course. You look 'em over while I tell you about ‘em.” Ned pointed at the one on the left and read the summary. When Ned is in sales mode, his Tennessee accent comes out loud and clear.

“This one is a big ‘un, like you like ‘em. Look at those breasts. Go ahead, feel ‘em all you want. Her owner fattened her up so they’d jiggle when she ran. She can use a computer, been trained in taking care of your clothing and supervised a small bunch of house girls.” He waited while I made sure the bosom was real, then continued.

“She bought her to sell her. She has another personal so this one was an investment.”

That was good news. I rarely buy others’ rejects.

“Next is another big one. She came that way, too. Two households, two younger owners. They didn’t know how to get the most out of her like you do. Check her reactivity,” Ned said.

After I felt her breasts, I had her spread her lower lips so I could look inside. She wasn’t branded so I had Nova get a vibrator to test the reactivity Ned said she had. The more responsive they are, the easier they are to train. Once I chip them and they feel a few seconds of clitoral stimulation, they want it again so badly they fall into line fast. It’s the same with men. I buy the ones whose penises respond when I approach them. Caging reactive penises produces very compliant merchandise.

I ran the vibrator along her clitoris and she moaned. When I pressed harder, she actually started talking, pleading for me to make her come.

Was Ned serious? My girls don’t orgasm except when I have Emma force them to, to make sure all their parts still work.

“Next,” I said.

Ned read the third’s summary. “She’s a hefty one. About 5’10” and 225 on the scale. Plenty of room to grow if you feed her right. One owner who is going on an extended trip to Europe and wants to buy one there. Y’know, for some continental flair. Two things to note. First, the ass is partially expanded. She’s got the holes the stable uses when the owner wants to take them to the edge but makes ‘em pull out. But get this! She’s got an MBA and anal massage experience.”

“How much?” I asked.

Ned didn’t answer right away. He was busy studying Jenna and Nova, calculating what he could get for them. I could see numbers jumping around in his head.

“Tell you what, Amity. Give me one of those two and I’ll give you a serious discount on whichever of these you want.”

That would solve two of my problems in one trade. It depended on what Ned’s serious discount meant in dollars.

“How much?” I asked again. I hate asking twice for the same information. No matter how first-quality he said they were, I was getting irritated. That boded badly for Ned finishing the sale, the only thing he cares about.

“Tell you what,” he said. “I heard about what that one did at the dinner. If you’re selling her, I can get you a big percentage. Got an inquiry for a big one and if’n I tell them she’s one of yours, it’ll bring in top dollar.”

Letting Ned be my agent solved several issues. I didn’t have to sit through video displays and answer the same questions about her each time. I could get rid of her by sundown tonight. If I wanted what Ned had for sale, then that’d be resolved as well. But I had one misgiving. What to do with Jenna?

Then I recalled something Ned said. One word: them. He didn’t say she or her. He didn’t get an inquiry from one Domme. It was from two.

It didn’t matter to me who bought Nova, yet she’d served me fairly well for a long time. If Ned was advertising her as one of mine, a perfectly trained personal female, then I wanted to know where she was going. I didn’t want her to wind up as one of many in a mysterious household where she’d never see daylight again. I take pride in my work.

“Sounds interesting. What part of the country? Or what country?” I knew better than to ask for a name. Ned would never reveal that but I have my ways of figuring things out from geography.

“Yup, that’s the best part. It’d be stateside and if’n you cared to, they’d likely take her with them when they traveled down this way.” Ned seemed pleased with that answer.

I was more than pleased. I knew who wanted her.

“I’ll think about it. And about this one,” I pointed to the biggest one. “I’ll let you know tonight so I can hand mine over to you before I leave the mountain.”

Ned grinned and I smirked. Those two Dommes were staying two cottages up the mountain from me.

I made a note to have Emma contact a surgeon. When I got rid of Nova, Jenna was getting breasts — big ones — with the money I saved after selling Nova myself.

Really big ones.


Solutions


Chapter 15


Failed Sale

CONTROL WAS WAITING for me when I returned to the cottage after looking at Ned’s merchandise. So was My Cop. She was pacing back and forth in the den. He was on his knees staring at the door. Zayn, who’d been busy with Karly most of the week, was on his knees with his forehead against the wall. That’s how he meditates. Juke was next to him, doing the same thing.

Exhausted and sore, Tyler was kneeling at a keyboard doing whatever My Cop told him to do. Given what his ass had been through over the past few days, sitting was out of the question.

One look at My Cop's face told me he had information that impacted Control but he’d never breathe a word of it without my permission. For her part, Control suspected he knew what she wanted to hear and at the same time wouldn’t dare ask him. Not without my OK.

When I walked in, I understood why Zayn was there. My Cop wanted him handy. In a few minutes, I was sure someone was going to be upset and Zayn is very good at stress reduction.

For all their sakes, that better not be me. 

The best way to find out what I want to know is to ask the person who knows it.

I ran my fingers through My Cop’s light brown hair and said, “Tell me.”

He told Tyler, “Put it on the screen.”

Tyler tapped a few keys and the monitor on the den wall filled with images. My Cop described what we were seeing.

“Ms. Amity, this is the woman who refused Ms. Grace’s delivery of her order. We know everything about her and her circle. We've had her under surveillance 24/7 for two days. Where she went. Who she met with. What they discussed.”

Of course he knew all that, just like I knew how he got it. I didn’t say that out loud either. Some things are better left unspoken. This was one of them.

“The refusal was not about lack of quality in the… finished product. It was to provoke Ms. Grace to keep him in the mountain for as long as possible.”

It was fitting together like a jigsaw puzzle. Four sides were finished. Now for the center.

He got up and pointed at a diagram of human anatomy on the screen.

“This is what you’re looking at,” he said. He told Tyler to climb on the coffee table on all fours and invited Control and me to stand at the end. Tyler’s ass was pointed up and he had Juke pull his cheeks apart.

One of My Cop’s fingers pointed at the screen. The other was practically inside Tyler’s  ass.

“This is the rectal canal,” he said pointing at the one on the screen and the one on the table. “It’s long with twists. No penis or even a long plug can reach all the way up here.”

The puzzle’s center was filling up with interlocking pieces.

“A trained medical person with the right tools could deposit a small object deep inside.”

Control blew out the breath she was holding. Her voice was raspy when she asked, “She was spying on us?”

I didn’t need to hear the answer. There was only one possibility.

My Cop said, “The male in question. Recall he had a medical disability that your research team said would not interfere with the buyer’s order. Tell Ms. Amity what that condition was.”

“Oh damn,” Control said. “He had one eye. One real one and one replacement from an injury.” She took a deep breath and said, “It wasn’t a prosthesis, was it?”

Of course it wasn’t. There was only one thing it could have been.

“No, Ms. Grace, it was a camera. The eye broadcast everything he saw and heard. The rectal chip was the transmitter.”

Whoever set that up was both ingenious and nefarious. She wanted to destroy Reckoning, Control and all the investors. Grace was right to bring the situation to my attention.

“What should I do?” Control asked.

My Cop looked at me with a question written all over his face. He’d already taken care of it and needed my permission to tell her what he’d done. What his team had done.

“Keep it to the critical facts,” I said.

Grace was about to learn one of the reasons he’s My Cop and why no one — absolutely no one — ever touches him besides me.

There’s no team on the planet that even comes close to what his can do and does. She can have her Team Alpha extract men from their vapid lives. I’ve got My Cop.

He started at the end and worked his way back to the beginning. “It’s been neutralized on both ends. The chip has been deactivated. The camera link severed. That was done after we traced it to the source and took possession of the equipment and hard drives. One 45-minute segment had been transmitted. That copy has been neutralized with a virus transmitted through a text link the recipient clicked.”

Grace looked stunned. Her mouth was open as wide as her eyes. That happens often when I let people meet My Cop. She finally asked the question that I was sure he wouldn’t answer.

“Who the hell is she?”

He gave me a look I know well. It said, “Get me out of this.”

“Grace, let’s get some tea,” I said. “We can both use hot chai. I’m sure there are fresh blueberry muffins in the kitchen.”

I sent Jenna to get it ready. She damned well better have ordered muffins or she’d be the next one I’d put up for sale.

Grace stopped and said, “I’m going to the loo. I think I’m going to throw up.”

After he and Tyler cleaned the drive and Tyler took it outside and smashed with a sledgehammer, My Cop said, “She’s been neutralized.”

Neutralized just like that hard drive. That’s all I needed to hear.

But it left a few lingering questions Grace asked after her stomach-clearing visit to the loo.

“What was she going to do with it? What was her game? And damnit, who was she working for?”

That pretty much summed up what I wanted to know. I looked at My Cop for answers. He shrugged his shoulders and said, “Initially, we suspected one of two reasons. That she wanted to compete with Reckoning or she was paid to locate a man you… extracted.”

Grace looked horrified. I looked at My Cop’s face and knew neither of those was the real reason. He was using too many words. He does that when there’s something he doesn’t want to tell me. I could predict what he’d say next and knew that Grace wasn’t going to like it.

“Ms. Amity, Ms. Grace, it wasn’t about either of you. It’s deactivated. Countermeasures are in progress.”

Grace took a bite of the muffin and asked me, “Do you trust him?”

I ran my fingers through My Cop’s light brown hair and said, “With my life.”

He laid his head on my lap while Grace and I sipped tea and nibbled on muffins. They were still warm from the chef’s oven.

That added two items to my agenda. Nova’s last chore for me would be to sanitize my red-handled whip so I could feed My Cop dessert later tonight. And Jenna needed an appointment for new breasts. Big ones.

Really big ones.


Chapter 16

Horse Trading

THE ONLY THING more fun for me than shopping for merchandise is trading for it. You offer something someone really wants so you get something they have that you want in return. There was a horde of owned men sent to work on construction, Mike’s kept boys and the truckload Red Rick supplied from his overstock. We’d seen what they looked like and what they could do and we all knew there had to be at least some hidden talents we could use. The trick was discovering what they were.

That’s why I listen to my inner voice. She hasn’t let me down yet.

We had a few hours before the closing banquet and our last game to celebrate the Solstice. I had Jenna message everyone to gather outside my cottage for an impromptu trading opportunity. When I contacted Gage to tell him my plans, that I wanted every owned boy on the field, he took a deep breath before saying, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

My boys aren’t allowed to say no. Even when I throw a wrench into their careful deployment plans.

Thirty minutes later, they'd all arrived. Everyone was dressed for the closing banquet. Gage was smart enough to have chairs set up. Navigating a mountain in stilettos is challenging.

Mike addressed the group. “I have no idea what Amity has planned. But I know that it’s gonna be… different.”

That was my cue.

“I’m getting rid of a personal female. You’ve seen how well trained she is. I’m sure you have something you’d like to get rid of. And there are things you can use right here. Why don’t you take a look, try them out and we swap for them?”

The men were stunned. The women were thrilled.

Big Al broke the silence to address his brothers. “Listen, y’all, I had two hours with one of hers and I’d pay whatever she asks for him. If she says hers are anything like what he did… what I did to him… hell, I’ve got two over there that’ll never be half as good.”

Behind me, Tyler was shaking from the possibility I was putting him up to be traded but even more from everyone knowing how Big Al used him. All of him. Al had those two hours for one reason. Because Tyler was mine to give.

Turnabout is fair play. “Hey Al,” I said loudly enough so everyone could hear, “has your ass healed enough from what my whip did to it? Can you sit on it yet?”

This time, the women were surprised. Their counterparts looked jealous. That’s what power coupled with excellent whip handling can do.

It was time to start things going. “I’ve got one trained big penis to trade. Over there.”

Mike dragged the boy by his cage closer to me. “If’n you’re bragging about a big cock, then let’s see it.”

I tapped the button, the sides of the cage opened and it hung between his legs. When Mike yanked his shaft and it stood out like a flagpole, the boy was horrified. He knew what happened to unordered erections.

Several men walked over to see it. And feel it.

“I want it,” Big Al said. “What’ll you take for it?”

The biggest trading event of the season had started. It went on for an hour with Dommes and Masters trying out the merchandise, negotiating deals and marking their new property so they were delivered to the right owners when Rick sent trucks to pick them up. I made sure Tyler marked one or two that I got for one pony so they’d be sent to Intake immediately when Rick uncrated them.

Then there was Nova. I knew who wanted her and what I wanted in return.

When Ned slipped and said ‘them’ earlier, I put two and two together and came up with Spain. I visited Isabella and Camila after the auction in Sweden where I showed them how to cull their herd and buy what generated profit. Once they got rid of the excess, their income grew substantially. They sent spreadsheets for months to show me where they were making money, specifically euros, and asked for my suggestions to improve on that.

They mentioned a goal they had each time they sent another financial report. What was on their wish list was on her knees behind me, all 275 pounds of her.

They didn’t have what I wanted but the Farm Mistress did. She had an extra bull, one she kept after he won the season-ending bullfight. I knew she bought another one from Reckoning that she used for sex. I remembered her specifications. Big everywhere. Fierce. Trained in hair and makeup. A one-stop shop for a penis and a blow dryer. With Jack being sent to retirement, I wanted her other bull to be a trainer, a constant presence in the stable to make sure they were in good shape and to remind them that disobedience came with consequences.

The trade was complicated. Isabella and Camila wanted Nova. I wanted the Farm Mistress’s bull. What could I get her that she wanted enough to finish the deal?

There was one thing I could offer that would satisfy her if my sales pitch was good enough. It was worth a try.

I sent Jenna to get the Spanish Dommes, the Farm Mistress and Control for a short meeting on the field.

“I have a proposition for you,” I said. “You can have the personal girl if she gives me her extra bull.” The Spaniards smiled. The Farm Mistress scowled.

“How would you like something for Control to create? There’s an unclaimed piece she wants to get rid of. She can turn it into anything you’d like.”

Control understood what I was referring to instantly. “Anything,” she said. “Whatever you want.”

The Farm Mistress’s scowl turned into a grin. “I could use a gelding, a strong one. Farm life is brutal in the winter when I send the dogs out to hunt prey. I need to restock the hunt. If it can do laundry and clean, it’d be useful. Can you get me one of those?”

“Two weeks,” Control said.

I wasn’t done. “Camila, you two own a big fleshy one that must be costing you a lot to feed. I’ll take him off your hands.”

She and Isabella conferred in Spanish. Tyler stepped closer to me and whispered the translation. Tyler speaks four languages. That must be another of My Cop’s preferences for Rangers.

We had a deal. Control could castrate the one-eyed spy; the Farm Mistress would get her herder and laundry slave; the Spaniards got their oversized personal girl and the fat boy was going to join two others in a new rental I was putting together after several client requests. They wanted a zoo filled with animals and now I had a pig. With the right training, he’d be a wild boar.

“Just one condition,” I said. “You take her right now.”

Tyler fetched a collar that I locked around Nova’s neck and attached a leash. Her breasts almost touched the ground when she crawled away. The last thing I saw was her wide ass jiggling as she crept.

“Deactivate her chip,” I told Tyler.

The Farm Mistress thanked me and left to see what else interested her before all the good ones were gone. Control held my hands and thanked me for resolving her problem. When they castrated that spy, she said, they would definitely pull out that neutralized chip.

“Send it to me,” I said. I didn’t have to explain what I was going to do with it. She knew My Cop’s team would take it apart.

Control nodded. “I’ll do that. But isn’t there something I can do for you after everything you’ve done for me and Reckoning? Anything you want. If it’s enticing enough to other buyers, we could advertise it as an Amity Special!”

That was an unexpected but very tempting offer. I still had a glaring space to fill. Jack was heading to retirement and had to be replaced but overseeing a stable like mine needs a firm hand. Jack hadn’t had to disrupt my night in years with a situation she couldn’t handle. I didn’t want to return to midnight pleas for help. The Farm Mistress’s bull would be a physical deterrent but I needed someone who could keep them on schedule and enforce discipline on any who tried to deviate from it.

The house manager I took from Imperia, a former Marine drill sergeant, had the main house under control so well, I chipped him before I left and gave him a one-syllable name. I thought he might be able to manage the stable and the house but when there’s a change in supervision, there’s always one or two who try to test a new manager. He couldn’t spend all night in both places.

He'd proven himself with the house girls. They obeyed his strict schedule, exercised on time and passed his daily white glove test for cleaning and sanitizing. He even had them sleeping in shifts so they worked overnight far away from my suite. Quinn was careful to check their numbers twice daily. When he ran inspection, they laid on the floor, spread their legs and pulled their lips apart so he could see their tattoos with a high beam flashlight.

If he couldn’t manage both the house and the stable, maybe I’d move him to the stable full time. He’d never have to disturb me in the middle of the night, not with his natural authority. If I did that, I’d need a…

“Control, can you fabricate a house manager for me?” I asked.

She thought for a moment and said, “With or without a penis?”

I had to smile at the question and then itemized what I had in mind. “A combination of authority over the house girls and absolute submission and loyalty to me. Manages the kitchen, the chef and the girls, oversees my frequent entertaining, orders food, responsible for the budget, sees to repairs, keeps everything immaculate, follows a strict schedule, files reports twice a day and has limited authority to discipline the girls. All that and some eye appeal.”

Control was filing mental notes and calculating what her research team would have to locate to fill my order. “What about the penis?”

“Caged,” I said. “If I keep him, I’ll chip him.”

“Any size?” she asked.

“He’s got to be commanding. Size isn’t essential unless you mean the penis.”

We both laughed and I added one more requirement. “Reactive ones are easier to train.”

“You’ve got it. Give me some time to work with research and I’ll send Team Alpha to extract him.”

I love it when a plan comes together. But I had a caveat. “Subject to My Cop’s background check.”

Control’s face turned serious and she said, “He’s one of a kind.”

He’s definitely that. And try as she might, not even Control could duplicate him.


Celebrations


Chapter 17


Solstice Banquet

THERE WAS SO much cross talk during the closing banquet, Mike had trouble getting our attention. He made the right decision and let it go on through the salad course; what he called “green food” was a nod to the women at the festival. He stood up while one of the largest hunks of meat we’d ever seen was hauled in. It took four kitchen boys to carry it to the carving table.

Mike had a lot to say. “Y’all, this has been one of the best times ever on my mountain. First, all y’all are here. My brothers. My… sisters. My friends.”

One of his brothers handed Mike a glass of water and he chugged the whole thing.

“You know a lot more about me than you did three days ago. You met Karly. You talked to her. She talked to you. I never thought I’d live to see that happen and this week it’s been real. I don’t think you can understand how much…”

“We know!” one of the men called out. He was joined by a chorus of leather-clad Masters shouting their support with the same two words. “We know!”

Mike raised his hand several times to stop them and finally said, “Well, maybe you do. All I’m saying is this has been a helluva week. A week that needs a big ending. One you’ll remember for a long time. That’s why we’re going to eat, drink and be merry and then we’re gonna have entertainment. A show like you’ve never seen before.”

With that, he grabbed a long knife, waved it in the air and made the first slice in the massive roast.

The slab he cut would have been enough for four regular people. He laid it on Big Al’s plate and cut another slice. And another. While he filled plates, the kitchen boys delivered special meals mostly to the women and when everyone was served, the mountain was silent, save for the sounds of men chewing and women oohing over their dinners.

Mike leaned toward me and whispered, “Thanks for the chef.”

I knew Mike appreciated the chef I loaned him for the Solstice party, just like I felt his joy over Karly’s return to the world. The banquet and our last event tonight made a splendid ending to our time on the mountain. We brought all our property to the banquet, from personal girls to Mike’s kept boys to my exclusives. The dining area overflowed with smartly dressed men and women accompanied by undressed servants. I had my exclusives. And my dog.

Zayn was absorbing a flood of sensation from the mass of people eating, drinking and being merry. Karly sat next to Mike at the head table with Zion dutifully at her side. She looked up when Zayn focused on her. Zayn was radiating intensity so I ran my fingers under the opening in his cage to trace the big letter A that I branded on the bottom of his scrotum.

“Ms. Amity,” he whispered, “may I?”

I knew what he wanted. And I said yes.

Zayn knelt next to Karly and took her hands. They were silent for a few minutes before Mike noticed what they were doing. He glared at me; after all, there was a man touching his sister. When he realized it was Zayn, his lips curled up. Even Zion knew not to interfere with the special way the two communicated.

Mike introduced the evening’s game. It had several parts.

“Everyone — I mean everyone — plays tonight. All y’all, you boys, the gals and every piece of property we own including the trash Rick sent. Today was the longest day of the year so we’re going celebrate to the end.”

I bet Gage had his hands full and his monitor was filled with arrows to make whatever entertainment Mike conjured up for the night happen.

“Here’s how we’ll play,” Mike continued. “We’re going to set all of ‘em against each other. Each contest has one winner. Then all the winners compete against each other. Make sense?”

Heads started to nod but we all had the same question. Clay asked it for us. “Mike, what makes a winner?”

Mike had to have anticipated that. He did. “You’ll see when we start each round. Different contests have different rules.”

“OK, I get it,” Clay said. “But what happens to the ultimate winner?”

Mike grinned so broadly, I could see his teeth through his bushy beard. “Well, how’s this sound? If’n he’s as good as he’ll have to be to win every time, how about you all — you guys — can pass him around all night? And the morning. Sound like fun?”

A chorus of male voices echoed in the mountain air. Then Kiera asked, “What about us? What do we get?”

Mike had a ready answer. “First, you can draw straws and the first ten can pick from the hair and makeup boys I bought at Rick's as-is sale and take ‘em home with you. I don’t need ‘em and they were cheap. Sound good?”

Kiera seemed pleased with that opportunity but Control wasn’t having it. “The last thing I need is a hair and makeup boy. Many of us have our own. What do we get?”

“I hoped you’d ask,” Mike said. “Rick is offering the crap he sent for next to nothing. You can have your pick of the lot. All you gotta do is take ‘em with you when you leave.”

The women were satisfied with free or close-to-free additions to their property. I wasn’t. I didn’t want or need dregs from the bottom of Mike’s barrel.

But there was something I wanted.

When we broke up to ride to the first round of contests, I beckoned Mike with my finger. He strode over and said, “Whaddya you want instead of a new boy?”

One word. “You.”

Mike dropped his chin to his chest and said, “When?”

I don’t answer men’s questions.

But Mike did. “Whenever you say.”


Chapter 18

The Cock Fight

MIKE CALLED THE first round a cock fight. He had three groups of four boys each tied together, face to face, or more accurately, penis to penis. The rules were simple. The last one to ejaculate won.

The game called for audience involvement. We visited the groups for a close-up look and could tell every boy what to do. That took care of any nefarious strategy to prolong the contest by telling boys not to provide too much stimulation. Boys who didn’t obey our instructions were eliminated and sent to Mike’s loser’s bin where he was holding one of the biggest paddles we’d ever seen. No one doubted he’d use it.

I took Annalise with me to the first foursome. Two were marked as Rick’s property by their ankle bands. I could have picked them out even without those IDs. The best word to describe them was motley. The other two were a pair of Annalise’s dogs.

Dommes loathe losing and Annalise was determined that at least one of hers would win that round. Her bigger dog rubbed his crotch against both of Rick’s entries slowly, then picked up speed. They tried to rub back but keeping boys in chastity cages like Rick did for the riffraff he sent had its own reward. Four loud grunts later, both ejaculated. Mike yelled for them to drop to the ground and wriggle out of the rope. The humiliated duo crept across the field to suffer solid whacks from Mike’s paddle.

He stuffed plugs with long streamers in their asses to mark them as losers.

Annalise told her smaller dog to be creative. “Don’t cock rub him,” she said. “Use your mouth.”

The boy wriggled his face down until he could suck the penis into his mouth and despite the other dog’s best efforts, he wound up with the same loser’s plug in his ass right after Mike’s paddle did its work. The streamers looked comical dangling from two very red cheeks.

The winners’ circle was filling up with each group’s victor when I grabbed the Circus Mistress to see how her bears were doing. Two had already been reduced to the loser’s circle. That left only one of hers still competing in a tied-up bunch with three others. One spurted almost the moment we arrived. She was determined that at least one of her bears would make it to the next round.

“Fur!” she yelled in his face.

The bear’s body hair was almost laughably long. I wasn’t sure if she used treatments to get that much growth but seeing’s as mine are hairless from their heads to their toes, I wasn’t that interested in how it got there. Just what that bear planned to do with it.

He started with his chest. Each knee bend he did stroked the other boy’s cock in a mass of black fur. The faster he went, the louder the boy’s cries became until he was flat-out shrieking.

It was over seconds after that. Another boy crept to Mike to be paddled and plugged.

I watched Mike’s brothers checking out the less interesting groups while I searched for the six I sent to help with construction. Four asses that I owned had already been paddled and plugged. I still had two in the running.

Big Al was staring and pointing at one of mine. “Hey, Amity! Look at this!”

When I got closer, I saw what he was doing. The boy trapped the penis between his thighs and was humping his hips. The other boy was grunting and trying frantically to keep from coming and launch a counter attack at the same time. He didn’t stand a chance with my pony. They’ve got the strongest legs in my stable. It was only a matter of time before he’d be sent to the loser’s bin sporting a bright red ass with streamers hanging out.

All it took was 30 seconds, one loud shriek and a trip to Mike’s paddle. At least I had one in the winner’s area.

Big Al leaned closer to me and said, “You know that damned spiked thing you stuck between my legs? I sleep with it.”

“Be careful,” I said. “Or I’ll tell everyone here your secret.” Al looked at me quizzically so I added, “You’re a pain slut.”

He laughed. Then he turned serious. “You wouldn’t…” 

It was my turn to laugh.

Everyone was gathered around the only group left in the cock fight. I wedged my way into the onlookers to see whose property was still competing. One of the finalists didn’t surprise me. The Farm Mistress’s personal bull, the one Reckoning built for her, was beating his hips against an unusual counterpart. Danica’s tech boy, Jonah, was taking the hits but his penis was as droopy as a wet noodle.

His cock was a lot less interesting to me than Danica’s smirk. It took a second for my inner voice to guess what was happening but she finally came through. I worked my way toward her and said, “What did you feed him?”

She grinned and said, “Estrogen.”

I was definitely scheduling a trip to her estate in Montana. She called it Destiny. Jonah certainly met his there.

Danica gave him what turned out to be the last order he needed.

“Suck it,” she said.

Jonah wriggled to his knees, spread his jaws and sucked the semi-hard penis and one testicle into his mouth. The bull struggled to pull it out but the ropes were too tight. His arms were twisted behind him and he had no defense against Jonah’s overly active mouth.

The bull bellowed when his penis exploded. Jonah looked at his owner for approval. She nodded. The bull’s cum drooled from the corners of his smile.

The Farm Mistress was appalled by her bull’s defeat, especially by a scrawny tech boy with an unresponsive shaft.

“Let’s see how you like having only ONE ball!” she shouted above the audience’s whooping. Her bull crawled in shame to receive Mike’s paddling and have his ass filled with a loser’s plug.

“Should I tell her?” Danica asked.

“Nah,” I said. 

Danica said , “Put it in a jar and send Amity a picture of it.”

-=o=-

Round 2 of the cock fight went quickly with a few brutal moments delivered mostly out of spite. Old Leather Masters like Mike’s friends hate losing almost as much as Dommes do. West Joe was one of them.

“I ain’t biking clear across the country to lose nothing,” he said to his boy in the semi-finals. In this round, the boys were tied in individual lassos so their owners could drag them to any competitor, sling the long end around them both and set them to work. When one lost, his owner handed his leash to a runner, one of the the prior round’s losers, to take to Big Mike. The colorful streamers hanging out of their asses made the trek amusing. The first loser in the semis found out what Mike planned for him the hard way.

Post-ejaculated penises are highly sensitive. At least that’s what they tell me and the losing boy proved it was true. Mike wrapped a belt around the boy’s waist and stuffed his limp shaft in a tube. When the boy started squealing, we figured out what was going on inside the tube.

Mike showed him — along with the rest of the semi-finalists — what they could expect if they didn’t win. “How do you like that, boy? I dare you to come again.”

The boy’s eyes filled with tears. He whimpered between screeches each time the spikes bit his flesh. It was a little brutal but after seeing and hearing his torture, the contestants tried harder to win a lot harder.

My last entry was stomping his hooves on the ground, getting ready for me to decide which cock I wanted him to take on. I looked around the available groins and picked the one whose leash was wrapped around Big Al’s fist.

“Whatcha thinking, Amity? That your boy can take mine?”

Ordinarily I enjoy a challenge but this one was tastier than most. If my boy bested his, I’d have even more fun outing Al’s penchant for pain to his brothers. Or maybe I’d just threaten to do it and take him to the small room off my bedroom suite and have my way with him.

He'd have to beg, though. My time is valuable.

Then it hit me. Why not two birds with one stone? Actually, with one whip? It sounded so tasty, I was even more eager to have my pony win.

“Tell you what, Al. If my boy loses, you can have him overnight.” I pointed to Tyler who looked like he’d just been punched in the stomach. “But if mine wins, I get what I want.”

“Whaddya want?” he asked. His eyes narrowed in fear I’d out him on the field with everyone watching.

“Your ass,” I said. “Right here. Hanging from that tree.”

Big Mike roared, “Ain’t no man on this mountain afraid of a fair fight!”

One man was, the one I was looking at. I just didn’t say that out loud. I didn’t have to. Everyone knew it.

We wrapped ropes around Big Al’s boy and my pony so they were smashed face to face. I whispered my entry’s instructions in his ear.

“Lose and I’ll put your balls in a jar.” He’d walked past that line of jars three times every day, the ones with testicles and one or two penises I had cut off over the years. The display is a shelf of reminders that I mean what I say.

The boy didn’t doubt me for a minute. When Mike yelled, “GO!” he hitched his legs around the other boy’s middle and almost defying gravity, rubbed his ass up and down on his cock. That’s a feat only the best-trained pony can accomplish. The boy fell backward with my pony on top of him.

That’s when the fun started. He pounded his ass against the boy’s groin and when he felt the boy’s cock stiffen, he wedged it between his cheeks. Big Al screamed at his boy to stop fucking the ass but it was all but over. Three more humps and it was done.

The boy on the bottom was panic-stricken but it hardly compared to Big Al’s reaction. He dragged the boy by his leash to the loser’s box, fit a belt around him and stuffed the penis inside the tube. Then he put out his hand to Mike and said, “Give me the remote.”

The boy didn’t stop shrieking until the last winner was declared and we all boarded carts and a few motorcycles to head to the next game.

Big Al asked me to ride on the back of his bike. When I climbed on, Tyler tried to stop me but Big Al revved it up and off we went. Tyler and Aussie wound up running behind us.

Mike called the next game Sunrise. It sounded like fun.


Chapter 19

Sunrise

THE LONGEST DAY of the year saw us playing nonstop games that produced winners and losers until Mike said there were only two left for the final competition that would crown only one of them the Solstice champion.

The two couldn’t have been more different. My pony and Danica’s boy Jonah, the tech wizard, would face off after lunch. There were still two games to play before the championship round.

“This one’s for all players,” Mike announced. “Even the losers. Line ‘em up!”

A gaggle of men, almost all with streamers hanging out of their asses, formed two lines facing each other. Mike had his brothers fill the space between them. They took their places and like men always do, checked the players’ groins. When an Old Leather Master evaluates a boy to use for his own pleasure, penis size is usually the first thing he looks at.

Mike invited half of the women to stand behind each line of contestants. We didn’t bother looking at their penises. Asses are much more interesting for women who enjoy using strap-on belts, which was many of them. A few like me would rather see how receptive those asses were to certain other devices.

Everyone on the field who wasn’t naked was eager to see the penises or the asses being used. Or both of them.

Mike announced the rules. “I told y’all that you’d get a show, a celebration of the sun. Well, the sun is getting ready to move its face over yonder,” he pointed east and a little south toward the top of the mountain, “so these boys are going to perform for you.”

That sounded like a fun ending to the Solstice celebration. Having that many boys on stage, actually on a field, would be a fitting finale for all of Mike’s hard work to pull off this event.

“OK, here’s how it works. Everyone’s on his own. Well, her own. Think of them as raw meat. Use ‘em. Have them use each other. Make teams and take turns. You can have one of ‘em or all of them or however many you see fit. See over there on the tables? You tell me if there’s any tool, anything at all that I missed. Dozens of ‘em. They’re all yours to deploy.”

I almost laughed out loud when Mike said “deploy.” Gage was rubbing off on him. That better be the only part of Gage that did or there was going to be hell to pay. I’m very protective of my exclusives and I told Mike the rules before I shipped Gage up here. He better not have touched Gage. I have ways of showing my displeasure.

“I lubed every ass myself,” Mike said with a grin. “Hell, do you think you’re the only ones who like to have fun?”

We certainly weren’t the only ones. Since Karly’s recovery, Mike’s brothers told me they hadn’t ever seen him smile so much. He took boys whenever he wanted one, didn’t matter what time or what day it was. When a boy emerged from Mike’s office or his cabin, they looked the same. Exhausted, depleted and sore. But smiling.

“Now look here,” Mike said. “You can watch for a while, but all y’all gotta use at least two of them.” He looked at me and said, “Or more.”

The challenge of this game wasn’t to see how the lines of naked flesh behaved or to find the widest ass or the biggest penis. It was to discover which of us — Dommes and Masters — had entertaining ways of using them.

It was a brilliant way to learn new tricks and be regaled with full-fledged debauchery at the same time.

The last thing Mike said was telling. “Your females, too. Only your own. Don’t touch anyone else’s personals. I hear Amity will whomp the shit out of you if you go near her exclusives.”

He got that right. Damned straight I would.

I looked over at Zayn, Juke, Aussie and My Cop and nodded. Then I felt a buzz on the control box on my belt. I wasn’t surprised that Tyler’s cage sent out a signal. If Mike wanted an amazing finish to the Solstice party, I was damned sure going to give him one.

“Have a blast!” he said.

Women walked to the tables to choose their tools while most men grabbed penises as the starting course of this feast.

The German gals took canes and slappers. Annalise picked four leashes so Maeve could tell her which breed of dog the four boys they picked were supposed to be. Once she knew, she gathered tails for their asses to present what I guessed might be a canine parade.

Nell was in typical Houston form. She handed out belts to Talia and Della with some of the biggest plugs on the table. The Farm Mistress fit her custom-made bull with a jaw splitter and wrapped a spiked sheath around his shaft, his punishment for losing the cock fight, then made him carry ball gags and spiked rings on his back while he crawled one step behind her. She reduced him to the status of a granny cart and each time she gagged a boy, she kicked his ass with her boot to move him to her next contestant.

I saw Control head to the end of the lineup with a pile of nipple clips and electric loops. It didn’t take long before five boys were clipped and shrieking while she tested the power levels. The most across-the-board choice belonged to the team of Kiera, Danica and Chevelle, three of the young Dommes I had for their first pre-auction Parlor to learn our auction rules. And our unspoken policies.

Chevelle’s love and most prolific talent is spanking. Her income has risen significantly since I showed her how to make men beg to be allowed to schedule time with her and pay handsomely for it.

They pulled five boys out of the line and laid them over big rocks. Last thing I heard from that corner of the field was five boys pleading to have their asses walloped and when they did, they had to ask for more or suffer mint-oil sprayed into their sheaths. If they didn’t beg for more? They got the mint oil anyway.

There weren’t many tools on the tables I planned to use. My boys set up four waist-high bars on a flat clearing. For the first round, I had Zayn pick four he sensed would be the most reactive. Each time he indicated one, Aussie grabbed his cock in his teeth and dragged him to an empty bar. Tyler made sure their wrists were cuffed to their ankles so I had access to their bottoms as well as to the cocks and balls that dangled between their spread legs.

I asked Gage where my tools were. He ran to the cart and returned with his arms full of injectors and my gel kit.

The others could have all the percussion tools they wanted. I had a colorful array of vials that held the potions the old man created for me. They’re all clear but I color-code the bottles.

Mike surveyed what everyone was doing with the boys they chose. Each time a Domme or a Master was finished, Mike put the boys they used back in line. Then he sent his brothers and my friends to the line to choose another group. We had a never-ending mass of men to use any way we wanted.

Mike worked his way over to me where I was filling injectors with drops of gel.

“Damn, Amity! Whatcha got there?” Mike looked confused but couldn’t hide his curiosity. People have heard about my gels but very few have seen them in action.

“A preview of how you’re going to celebrate sunrise,” I said.

All 6’6” of him froze, including his mouth. Mike couldn’t get a single word out. He’d heard about my potions and had seen me use one at the Memphis Market when I dealt once and for all with the scoundrel that attacked the Circus Mistress. That miscreant was spending the rest of his miserable life as her permanent slave, living in fear that she would cut off his only remaining testicle. I’ve used that gel only once. He deserved it. It’s still the talk of my network.

The first four reactive boys Zayn chose were hanging over the branches with mixed emotions. They’d likely heard who was going to use them and were proud to be my selections. At the same time, they were terrified of what I would do. They ought to be.

Mike watched when the first injector went it. “What’s that one do?” he asked.

The blue bottle causes the simplest reaction. All it does is stiffen a boy from the waist down. It’s not the gel all by itself that creates the fun. That happens when you use the boy’s other end and he can’t move. Ten seconds after I injected it, I sent Aussie to fetch a big penis. I didn’t care whose it was as long as it would fill the boy’s mouth.

Once that penis was in place, I gave him a simple instruction. “If you ejaculate, I’ll cut it off.”

The boy stared at me in terror when I told the boy over the bar to suck. Without stopping.

Mike winced. The second injector was from the yellow vial. It’s one I use when a stable boy needs discipline but I don’t have time to monitor it. One drop gives me an hour back while the boy thrashes from the internal irritant. It’s amazing what natural herbs and a little of the old man’s magic can do.

I left that boy to his kicking and screaming to focus on the third. This time I inserted a plug that administered a partial drop of orange every now and then. Each time it did, the boy screeched while he stomped and kicked, trying desperately to work the plug out of his ass. My boys practice sphincter exercises at night in bed but this boy had none of those skills. I made sure the belt holding it in was tight. The plug wasn’t going anywhere. Neither was he.

“Watch this,” I said to Mike when I approached the fourth backside. Mike took a step closer.

“I color code the vials,” I said. “I’ve been using them in order. This drop, the red one, packs quite a punch. Those three, the ones whining and twisting against the branches, are the appetizers. This is the entrée.”

Mike looked up at me and asked, “Should I tell everyone to stop what they’re doing and watch?”

“Not necessary. They’ll all head this way about ten seconds after I inject him.”

I had Tyler unlock the unwitting boy hanging over a bar and this time, attach his wrists to a high branch. His toes didn’t quite touch the ground. He’d put on a better show the more he could move without a permanent injury. I stuck the injector into his ass and Mike shouted, “Point your flashlights over here!”

Beams of light crisscrossed the field and when the audience focused them on the dangling boy with my finger on the button, he was bathed in brilliant rays. I pressed the release, then grabbed Mike’s hand to move him away from the sagging body.

That’s when it started. The red gel delivers a sensory overload. Every sense becomes so susceptible to the environment, the recipient is overwhelmed with input. Every sound is a roar. Every odor is beyond rancid. Each movement around him feels like an attack. The old man said they taste their nightmares. Taken together, the boy is driven past hysteria, right into delirium.

I don’t use the red gel often. I save it for the most difficult cases to teach them that I own more than their bodies. I own their sanity. And if they want it back, there’s only one way to get it.

Accept my ownership and work every minute of every day to please me. After I clear it with a drop of green gel, not one has ever failed to meet and surpass that rule.

Ask one of them their name and their answer is always the same. “Ms. Amity owns me.”

The boy put on quite a show. His legs flew in every direction. His mouth screamed in terror. His chest heaved and his belly spasmed while lasers lit up his performance. The last sound we heard on the field before we broke for coffee and fresh-baked muffins was the boy shrieking and pee running down his legs.

Mike shook his head after I dosed all four with drops of green to calm them down. Three dropped their full body weight on the ground. When Tyler cut the fourth down, he curled into a ball on the grass and sobbed.

“That was delicious!” the Farm Mistress said.

It was, but the fresh-baked blueberry muffins were tastier.

-=o=-

An hour later, the sun peeked over the mountaintop and Mike announced that the final competition between the two Cock Fight finalists was about to start. He had the rest of the well-used boys trudge down the mountain back to the corral and asked us to form a circle around the two remaining combatants. Even after using and being entertained by all those boys since well before daylight, you could feel the onlookers’ intensity.

Winning drives us. We pick our champion and expect him to succeed. We accept nothing less.

Before Mike told them to start, he asked the audience to choose a side. He suspected that not just a few of us would change who we were rooting for based on how the competition unfolded. By physically separating us, we couldn’t switch midway through. Most of the men walked to the bear’s side of the field with the Circus Mistress, the bear’s owner. Most women, especially those who know me well, gathered on my side.

So did Big Al and West Joe.

Winning is important all by itself. Beating a bunch of leather-clad bikers who were rooting for a bear would taste even sweeter.

I made sure my pony knew the consequences of failing to meet my expectation. The Circus Mistress was no less severe when she told her bear what he was risking if he lost.

I wondered if ball-less bears could still grow fur.

The rules were modified for the final battle. The contestants weren’t tied together. Mike wanted them to use every trick, every skill and all their talents to put on a good show. They could do anything they wanted but had to stay inside the ten-yard wide circle.

Mike shouted, “GO!” and audience started cheering. The bear backed up, roared and lunged at my pony’s legs. He sidestepped the attempt, then hooked one of the bear’s hind paws with his hoof. The bear stumbled but managed to stay upright. He swiped at my pony’s waist, wrapped his front paws around him and tried to knock the wind out of him with a serious bear hug.

The pony was having none of it. There was no owned boy on the field or even in the corral with legs that approached his. He kicked up and back with his left hoof and smacked the bear in the balls. The noise he made didn’t sound like a roar; it was more like an earsplitting oomph.

Of course, that kick worked against his goal, to make the bear’s cock spew its pent-up contents. He needed a different way, a two-pronged attack. Get it hard, get it done or he’d walk past one of his own testicles in a jar every day. Three times.

My ponies run every day, three times day, uphill and in circles. That’s what my pony did. He galloped faster and faster in loops just inside the circle’s chalk perimeter and the bear, a species generally not known for its brain power, started chasing him. That was his mistake.

No big bear covered in fur that was fattened up to fill the role would ever catch one of my ponies. But a pony could sprint and catch him. From behind.

My pony caught the bear’s hind paw with his hoof and they hit the ground, bear first. He sat on the bear’s big belly and stroked his rather large penis with his front hooves. Incessantly. Mercilessly.

The crowd was booing their disdain at the bear’s plight. There’s nothing like men watching a big man being taken down. They’ll turn on him in a heartbeat.

On my side of the field, I didn’t have to encourage my pony. My friends did it for me. When he held the bear’s hard cock up, my side cheered. When he spun around and raised his ass above it, the crowd went wild. We all knew what was coming. Everyone knew except the bear.

The Circus Mistress moaned, “Nooooo…” when the bear’s cock disappeared inside the pony’s hindquarters. He stomped his hooves on the ground each time he raised and dropped his backend.

The bear wasn’t even close to bellowing. It was whimpering.

Big Al yelled, “Pussy!”

He was quickly surrounded by a dozen Dommes demanding an apology. Al said he was sorry, turned his hands upside down in the air with a whatcha so upset about motion. He thought he was done saying he was sorry but he wasn’t close. That’s not a term you use around women like my friends. Or me.

I had plans to show him what proper atonement felt like. Mostly on his ass.

Inside the circle, I calculated the bear was three pony thrusts away from losing. I was close. It only took two.

My pony whinnied like a stallion let loose in a herd of mares in heat. He stood up, bowed at me and hung his hindquarters above the bear’s face. He squatted and emptied what the bear shot into him right on his face. Plus a lot more. The bear sniveled. The Circus Mistress snorted. The bear deserved it.

When we left, my pony was high-stepping victory laps around the circle with his head high and his hooves stomping the dirt.

We headed to the Solstice closing brunch after which many of the guests would leave by bus, car and motorcycle.

I reminded myself to collect the client whose plane was waiting to take us home. Gage told me the client been well used, so I didn’t bother checking on him. He mentioned that each time Gage did a wellness check in person, the boy mouthed, “Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

Before I gathered my property for the drive to the airport, I had two appointments who were waiting for me at my cottage. On their knees.


Sunshine


Chapter 20


Party On

WIN OR LOSE, good spirits prevailed when that many people met for brunch on our last morning on the mountain. Most of my friends left on the luxury bus for the airport but Mike’s brothers hung around. I heard they had plans to put the loaner boys to good use. They could have them. Mine were packed on Rick’s truck for the long drive back to Amityworld.

The pony earned his own cage on the truck and the rest traveled in pairs. After the weeks of constant work they’d just been through, they’d probably sleep most of the way so there was no reason to splurge on private cages.

I had Jenna pack and haul my luggage to the parking lot and wait for me there. She could entertain herself for a few hours. My Cop left for the airport to check out the plane and the pilot, leaving Tyler in charge of making sure no terrorists tried to do me harm. He didn’t have to say or else.

Karly asked if Zayn and Juke could spend time with her and Zion. I was happy to give them to her. Zayn introduced Karly to Juke at brunch and when Karly held his hands, she said she was glad to meet a friend of Zayn’s. Big Mike had to wipe his eyes when he heard her say that after what he’d been trying to explain to her. Sometimes there were good strangers. Sometimes they can become your friends.

That left Tyler and Aussie in my cottage when I returned after brunch. Tyler wanted to know why there were two hours before the limo was arriving to take us to the airport. He never questions me except when it comes to security. He isn’t simply allowed to ask if it has to do with my protection. My Cop drilled into him. He damned well better ask.

“There’s something I want to do first,” I said. He didn’t need to know what it was. I rarely explain my plans to my boys but given his position as head of my on-site security, he could know that much.

That short conversation ended abruptly when two bikes roared up the hill and stopped at the cottage door. Tyler ran to the window, saw what I called the two ‘Bigs’, Big Mike and Big Al, dismount. Tyler glared at me and asked, “You’re expecting them?”

He got his answer when they walked in, eyeballing each other, trying to figure out why I sent for them both.

They saw what was in my hand. My whip. The one with the red handle. It silenced their questions.

“Say it,” I said. It was directed at them and they knew it. No matter what their bent or preferences, men have to do more than ask. They have to beg. My time is valuable.

Mike went first. “Please, Ms. Amity…”

Big Al dropped to his knees and said, “Ms. Amity, would you please…” Tyler broke into a grin seeing the man I gave him to kneeling and imploring me to use my whip on him.

“Down!” I said, pointing to Tyler then at the floor next to Big Al. Tyler’s grin faded. He was about to complain that he had a job to do, to protect me and he couldn’t do that on his knees. But being next to Big Al was more enticing than looking out a window for terrorists. That would be one little secret I’d keep from My Cop but it wouldn’t take much for him to guess what happened when we arrived at the plane. Tyler’s welts along with his smile would give him more clues than he needed. So would the invisible men dressed in black that I was confident were still patrolling the mountain.

Besides, I had Aussie.

Almost like a bad novel’s segue, there was a knock at the door.

“It’s open, Grace,” I said.

She’s Control to everyone inside the mountain at Reckoning. That morning, she was Grace to me. She was a woman with more inner power than many of my friends, but she had to delegate actual training to the talented instructors she hired for their specialties. Grace was brilliant with a whip. Solstice seemed the right time for her to use it and have some fun.

She evaluated the situation with a single glance. Three big men on their knees and a whip in my hand. She mouthed, “Thank you,” and I had Aussie fetch a whip for her. That one had a black grip.

“Strip,” I said. Mike and Al tore off their vests, then their boots and pants. Tyler was already naked.

“Which do you want first?” I asked.

Grace thought for a moment and said, “Ms. Amity, may I have all three?”

That’s the Grace I knew! Why settle for one if you can have triplets?

I sat on the sofa and said, “Two things. First, show me what you can do. Second, have a blast!”

Like I said, the only thing women like my friends enjoy more than a contest is winning it. She had them form a small circle with their heads in the center. The only thing they could see was each other’s faces. Grace and I had a clear view of three nicely-presented asses. She kicked their ankles apart. Two meaty penises hung between their legs.

I unlocked Tyler’s cage and then there were three. What the heck, it was a party.

Grace warmed up with a single whip crack in the air. More specifically, above their asses. Then she put on a show for the only audience member. Me.

It was like a dance. She stepped around the circle leveling swats on all six asscheeks. She didn’t miss one on the return trip when she crossed each X. The backs of their thighs were next, then she took aim between them. That’s not a 101 level whip skill. Grace was definitely in graduate school.

The small circle’s shrieks sounded like a chorus. There was no reason for them to hold back. Besides the six people in my cottage, there was no one else on the that part of the mountain. Then there was the soundproofing Gage made sure was installed.

Grace walked around the circle throwing the whip occasionally and said, “Would you like to take over?”

Of course I did. I didn’t have to say it out loud. Grace knew.

I stood them up back-to-back and had them hold each other’s wrists behind them. I warned them that the first to let go wasn’t getting his clothes back and I’d take him to the airport and he’d have to make his own way back to the mountain.

“Aussie, fetch the flowers,” I said. He scooted out and returned with a bunch of freshly-picked daffodils in his teeth.

Then I asked Grace if her aim was as pinpoint as mine. She laughed and said, “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.”

That’s exactly what a real Domme would say. So was my answer. I didn’t need to say it in words.

I worked one flower into each penis so three or so inches hung out. For fun, I stroked each shaft so they’d stand out from their groins. It took only a few swipes before I had three flower-topped flagpoles to aim at. Three men wanted to shut their eyes but that wasn’t fun for me and Mike promised I’d have fun.

“Look down,” I said. When they saw the yellow petals sticking out of their penises and the whip in my left hand, they proved that men can shriek at the same time they’re holding their breath.

My first stroke was a few inches from Big Al’s flowered penis. He screeched like I hit him. Like I’ve always said, pain is an excellent teacher but the fear of pain is often just as good. I pulled my arm back, circled the whip in the air and drew down.

Four yellow petals landed on the floor. So did what Big Al’s bladder drizzled down his legs. Grace chuckled and said, “Baby needs a diaper.”

I’m not sure Big Al could remember the last time he cried that hard.

Tyler was next on my tour. He’d seen me do this before, in Sweden and at the Memphis Market but those were other men’s penises, just not his. He’d seen the jars of testicles and a couple of penises I’d taken and was absolutely sure he didn’t want his in that display.

He mumbled, “Ms. Amity owns me… Ms. Amity owns me…” over and over.

I said, “Say TWO!”

My first swing aimed at the two petals drooping from the bottom of the flower while Tyler kept shouting ‘two’ until he had the courage to look. A quick second swipe took care of the remaining three. Shivering uncontrollably, he kept shouting ‘two’ until I moved to the last flower.

The one sticking out of Big Mike’s substantial penis.

Grace offered a challenge. “If I can get the stem as well with one swing, can I have them until you leave?”

Like I said about Dommes and challenges, it was a win-win. With one condition.

“They’re yours until the last 15 minutes before the limo arrives,” I said. “I have a special goodbye for them.”

I stepped back to give her room. Mike bellowed with each practice swing she threw inches from the tip. Grace didn’t really need them. She wanted to hear him sing.

It played out like it was in slow motion. Grace raised her arm, circled the whip in the air, then pulled it down. Mike was screaming nonstop, too terrified to see if his pride and joy was still intact.

I let him sing his song until he calmed down. “They’re yours,” I said and took Aussie to my suite so I could read my house and stable manager’s recent report. The previous reports were detailed and proved Quinn could manage things while I was away. I hoped this one was explicit as well. I thought I’d move him to manage the stable and look for a new house manager. They’re a little easier to find. But now, Control was building one for me. I was certain he’d be good at the job, with or without a penis.

I left the bedroom door open so I could hear them serenade Grace. They sang the kind of lively tune I enjoy. While I checked my tablet, they sang an encore.

My Cop texted that the limo was on its way. I hugged Grace, told her I’d see her at Reckoning when I took delivery of my new house manager.

“Two-to-three weeks,” she said. “Your…” She started to say ‘Cop’ and immediately thought better of it. “His team is finishing the background checks. It’s down to two candidates.”

“Send video. I’ll choose the one I want.”

“After what you’ve done for me,” she said, indicating the three naked men on the floor, “you can have both. I’ll deliver them myself.”

She strode out with the kind of swagger only authentically powerful women can do. She’d certainly check the box for ‘I had fun’ on the post-Solstice survey.

I turned my attention to the bodies at my feet.

“I have a surprise for you,” I said. All three shook in fear. It looked more like dread to me.


Chapter 21

The Surprise

“GET OUTSIDE,” I said. Three naked men struggled to their hands and knees, crept to the door and crawled onto the grass, groaning on each step. Their sweat sparkled under the mid-morning sun.

“What was this celebration for?” I asked Mike.

He muttered, “The sun.”

“And what did you promise that I would have?”

This time, he spoke more clearly. “Fun.”

“Al, did you have fun?” I asked. He nodded. I said, “Answer me!”

“Yes, Ms. Amity.” I didn’t think he could manage more words than that.

“What about you, Mike? After all the work you did, did you have fun?”

Mike rose to his knees, looked at me and said, “Damn, Amity! I did!”

“So did I,” I said. “But I’m not finished and neither are you. You’re going to join in my last bit of fun before I leave. In fact, you’re going to provide it.”

They were all staring at me. Especially Tyler. I never asked him if he’d had fun because he was going to be at the center of my pre-departure entertainment.

“You’ve got 15 minutes to use my boy. Any way you want. No tools, no devices. Just yourselves. As long as you entertain me.” I let that sink in. Big Al seemed to find his second wind in seconds. Mike looked up at me and asked, “Anything?”

“Amuse me,” I said, stepping back to see how creative those two mountain boys could be.

Tyler’s jaw dropped when Mike crept toward him, dropped him on his back and straddled his face. It looked like Tyler hadn’t ever had a cock that big jammed in his mouth and after he finished gagging, his innate hunger took over. He grabbed Mike’s balls with his hands and pushed him up an inch, then sucked it back inside. Mike got the point. He dropped his hands to the ground and humped his hips like a bull poking a cow in heat.

Not to be left out, Big Al pulled Tyler’s legs apart and nestled inside his ass. Tyler was getting reamed by a pair of meaty penises in both ends. They were grunting so loudly they never noticed the line of motorcycles and carts that pulled up the hill.

Rather than finish too soon, Mike rolled Tyler over, yanked his hips up and stabbed his ass with his rock-hard cock. Big Al used Tyler’s mouth that time, demanding he make him come.

The gaggle of Mike’s brothers made a wide circle around them, shouting their comments and exhorting one or the other to finish first.

Mike turned to me and rasped, “ANYTHING?”

I called back, “ANYTHING!”

Still reaming Tyler’s ass, Mike yelled, “He’s yours, boys!”

More than a dozen men ripped off most of their clothes and descended on the fresh meat I gave them. I saw thin, fat and medium-sized mostly naked men cavorting on the grass fighting to get their hands and other body parts on my head of on-site security. The ones who couldn’t reach him went after each other. Penises of every shape and size were licked, sucked, pushed into holes and a few minutes before time was up, one cry of finishing followed another.

Most were done. The few that hadn’t didn’t notice when I pulled Tyler out and tossed him into a golf cart. I let Aussie drive to the bottom of the mountain where the limo was idling.

Gage opened the door for me. Aussie took his place on the floor on my right side. Gage sat next to the driver to send GPS updates to My Cop.

With what had to be superhuman effort, Tyler hoisted himself into the way back when the driver opened the trunk. For the next 90 minutes, he sang his song softly from the rear.

When we parked at the airport and Tyler landed on the tarmac in a lump, I asked him one question. “Did you have fun?”

Still shaking, he said, “Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

“And?” I said.

“Ms. Amity owns me,” he replied.

I had only one more thing to say. “I’m branding you tomorrow.”

Tyler sobbed the whole way he crawled to the plane’s staircase, thanking me on every step.


Epilogue


Chapter 22

Homeward Bound

WHEN I SAW the client in person for the first time since we first landed when I handed him over to Mike to mix with his kept boys and Rick’s loaners, he looked a little worse for the wear. But he couldn’t hide his smile when I asked how his mini vacation went.

“Ms. Amity, that was unbelievable! I never thought being an animal in a herd could be that much fun. Mr. Mike, well, all of them had no idea who I was. To them, I was just another boy to use. And oh god, they used me!”

Even with all his money, he couldn’t buy what I gave him.

My Cop took inventory of my property, counted bodies and said, “One is missing.”

“Delete her,” I said. In minutes, any reference to Nova would be erased from my records, including backups.

“How is Karly?” I asked Zayn. That was the main reason I took him and Juke with me to the Solstice celebration. They’d never be passed around to others. I wanted him to interact with Karly and teach Juke how to sense her recovery’s progress.

“Ms. Amity, we feel she’s going to be fine over time. I felt her wall. No, I could put my…” he searched for the right word, “my kundalini — my energy — in the cracks.”

Juke asked to speak. “Ms. Amity, her energy is soaring into her chakras. We nudged it after Ms. Karly consented.”

Zayn intuited that I didn’t understand the implications of what they said. I’m getting used to how he knows what I’m thinking or things I’m worried about.

“Ms. Amity,” Zayn said, “Ms. Karly feels things. She knows things. Not as strongly as us but it’s starting. She knows the same way I do.”

The potential of what Zayn said was huge. It partially explained her ten years of suffering after she was savagely beaten. Maybe the evil that was inflicted on her was made worse by her abilities. But if she could develop them, that had huge repercussions for Karly. And for her brother. How was I going to tell Big Mike? For that matter, should I tell him?

“No, not yet. It’s too soon,” Zayn said and Juke nodded.

One advantage of Zayn knowing what I’m thinking is it keeps our conversations short. Telling Mike could wait. He’d be in no shape to process that much information for a few days after what I just put him through.

I had Gage sit across the aisle from me when Zayn and Juke found a cabin wall to rest their foreheads on and meditate on their knees. The still-naked client made a decent ottoman for my feet.

The time I gave Gage to Ruth and her penitentiary, his absence left a hole in my world. He wasn’t massaging my toes with his ten magic fingers when I had my latte and blueberry muffins every morning on the terrace while I watched the stable do their first fitness hour. There had been an empty space this time as well. Amityworld is slightly out of balance when one of my exclusives is missing.

Gage had an almost autonomic reaction when he saw my feet on the client’s back. He took off my boots and his fingers started working on my toes as if that was what he was supposed to do. That wasn’t quite right. It was what he was meant to do.

“You were missed,” I said. “I missed you.”

He didn’t look up when he said, “I had an empty hole here.” Gage pressed his fist into his chest. He kept it here a moment before returning to my toes.

I told him to recap his weeks on the mountain. Mostly I wanted to know if he felt his work had been successful. A part of me had to make sure he hadn’t been abused by Mike or anyone else.

He launched into what was, for him, a full-scale address. “Everything went well. There were only minor injuries that were expected, there were no glitches in the women’s cottages or the men’s cabins. Visitors were ferried to locations promptly. The chef’s meals and the banquets were well accepted. All the tools and construction Mr. Mike ordered for the competitions were deployed correctly.”

He paused and looked up at me. “But Ms. Amity, Mr. Mike’s friends — his brothers — can be a disrespectful bunch.”

Uh oh. That was a harbinger of something ominous. If one of those men touched my exclusive without my permission, all hell was about to be visited on that mountain. My Cop heard Gage’s report and saw me tense all the way down to my toes. Gage massaged harder when My Cop demanded that he give him details. And a name.

Gage’s full attention was on my feet. My Cop was getting impatient for an answer. The time I loaned Gage to Ruth for three weeks, when he returned, My Cop took him back to the place he’d been tortured as a POW to make him relive those memories and finally shed them. When he brought him back, he said Gage was now complete.

This was the first time since then My Cop wanted information that Gage didn’t want to supply. Not to him. My Cop didn’t own him. I did.

And for the first time ever, I sent My Cop away to the front of the plane. This was between Gage and me.

Gage looked up and said, “Ms. Amity, two men entered Mr. Mike’s office, friends of his, and one came over to where I was working. He tried to touch my cage. Your cage. I couldn’t allow that.”

He bent his head toward my feet again. I could feel his concentration and his angst.

“I backed up. He stepped toward me, threatening me, telling me that I was just a piece of ass and he could do whatever he wanted with me. That I should be honored he was even interested in me.” Gage was a ball of tension. I leaned forward and held his hands.

“Tell me,” I said.

His eyes met mine. “I told me that you owned me.”

Of course he did. Because I do.

“He reached for the cage again.” Gage took a deep breath and said quietly, “I put him on the floor.”

I held his hands tighter. I had a dozen questions about what happened next and before I could ask the first one, Gage said, “Mr. Mike shouted at him, told him he’d cut his cock off if he ever tried to touch me again. That Ms. Amity owned me. That Mr. Mike wouldn’t tolerate anything that offended you. Ms. Amity, I got the feeling that Mr. Mike is scared of you.”

I lifted Gage’s chin with my finger and said, “He ought to be. See what Jenna’s holding?”

Gage looked down the aisle where Jenna was balancing the case with my red-handled whip on her lap.

“He afraid of that when it’s in my left hand. Look at this.” I swiped my tablet to the last photo. The daffodil sticking out of Mike’s sizable penis.

Gage laughed. “I was never prouder to be owned by you when that man looked up from the floor and apologized. That’s not accurate. I’m even prouder than that right now. Like I am every day when you let me be on the terrace with you. At your feet. Where I belong.”

The pilot had turned the cabin lights down when we reached cruising altitude. In the dim light I saw it.

Gage’s glow. I saw it surround his skin and felt it in my hands.

My Cop was right most of the time but especially about one thing. Gage was complete. Completely mine.


Chapter 23

Amityworld

THE BACK SEAT of the limo was filled with my property. Gage rode shotgun, relaying GPS to My Cop’s team who were somewhere monitoring our route. Juke and Zayn sat next to the side windows across from me; Aussie curled up on the floor under Zayn’s feet. Jenna was in her usual place in the back storage compartment only this time, she had company. Tyler was spread out next to her and was mostly inert.

My Cop was on the floor, his white shirt unbuttoned, holding my feet against his chest. No one massages toes like Gage. Absolutely no one licks and sucks them like My Cop.

An hour into the two-hour drive, I grabbed a handful of his light brown hair and pulled his face between my legs. That’s one advantage to owning men. I can enjoy myself wherever and whenever I want like the other ones aren’t there.

He spent the next 60 minutes there and didn’t stop when we pulled up at the tall gate with a big A worked in metal filagree that keeps the riffraff out of my world. It’d been days since I’d used any of my exclusives for my own sensual pleasure. My Cop was making up for that. I stopped counting after three trips to the stars.

Gage hesitated to deal with the guard, one of My Cop’s team, but with My Cop busy and Tyler still immobile and moaning in the way back, it was up to him. He looked over the guard’s shoulder when he checked under the car with a camera on a long stick then counted and identified the occupants. When he saw me, he froze. Gage advised him he didn’t need to check my ID.

When he got back into the front seat, I released My Cop’s head. He popped up, looked around and said, “Wait!”

“Gage took care of it,” I said.

That was another first. Gage was indeed complete.

We drove to the transport garage where Quinn was waiting to carry my bags and make sure everything was handled. Weary men traipsed up the stairs to their rooms in the attic. Aussie curled up in the doggie bed outside my suite’s door. Jenna supervised It unpacking my bags and sorting laundry. If everything else wound up in the right time and place, I’d have the chef who was arriving in an hour on Rick’s truck put Jenna on a restricted diet for a week to prep her for surgery. My personal girls must have big bosoms. They get them one way or another.

That evening, I put My Cop on the waist bar in my suite. Gage was kneeling where my toes would go when I got into bed. But I had something to take care of first.

I jolted Quinn’s new chip. He was at my door in minutes. For the first time since I took him from Imperia, I let him in past the foyer when I was there. He stared at Gage at the foot of the bed, then saw the back of My Cop hanging on the bar. If he was surprised, he hid it well. That confirmed my decision to elevate him.

“Arrange Jack’s travel to the retirement home in two days. You’re being promoted to be my new stable manager. I’m getting a house manager that you’ll train when Grace delivers it from Reckoning. Make sure the client knows the day I need his plane for her trip; give him a day or two to recover. He’s in rough shape.”

Then I added, “You’re going to the Training Farm to learn how to manage herds. Be careful with the Mistress or you’ll return with only one of your balls.”

Quinn’s lips were moving, trying to remember each instruction I gave him. That’s the thing about memorizing. He was repeating my words but he wasn’t hearing what I said. Until it hit him.

“Ms. Amity, stable manager?” He sounded surprised. He shouldn’t have been. When you handle my household like he’s been doing, keeping the main house in tip-top shape, making sure the training and punishment buildings were sanitized after they were used, quietly propping up Jack when she was exhausted and most of all, looking as tasty as he did, then you’ve earned my trust.

“One more thing,” I said. “You’re spending the next two days with My Cop. Don’t neglect your duties. You won’t get much sleep but when you’re done, remember this.”

Quinn’s microchip was only a few days old. He knew what jolts meant but he didn’t realize what else it could do. My west-coast developers added a well-tested pleasure program that isn’t in the chips I sell on my website. Watching the beta group test it was amusing. When the subjects were deep in the throes of ecstasy, I had them turn it off. Men were stunned. They whined and begged for more. It’s typical of many men. They believe they’re due that kind of stimulation. In my world, men have to earn it.

Quinn certainly did. I wasn’t sure how much he’d remember of what he was trying desperately to memorize. But I was sure he’d recall how he felt when I turned it on. And off.

He didn’t stop moaning when I picked up my whip, the one with the red handle, and fed My Cop a five-course feast.

Neither did My Cop. Or Gage when he hugged the bed with all his might after I told him to raise his ass.

Exactly to my hand’s height. My left hand. The one holding my red-handled whip.
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