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Dedication

She told me that having one great slave was a good goal, but having many great ones was the real prize. A best friend. A Domme in her soul. She made who I am today. Her life was cut short and I miss her every day. This story is dedicated to her love and friendship.
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Preface

A SLAVE AUCTION in Sweden! When the invitation arrived for the slave sale outside Stockholm, it was exactly what I wanted to do and it happily fit into my schedule. After more than a year of pandemic isolation, I was starting to travel again and Sweden’s longer days this time of year made it an attractive destination. A global slave auction would bring buyers and sellers from all over the world, many of whom were my friends. I was looking forward to seeing them in person instead of in encrypted video calls and disappearing chats. Real life is much better.

I had Rika, my personal female, RSVP and get the details to arrange my travel. I usually take one exclusive female on trips, so I had her reserve six seats in the back of the plane in addition to my first-class ticket, but I didn’t tell her who the additional seats were for. The auction was the perfect opportunity to thin my stable and get rid of the excess. After I looked over the stable roster, I selected five that would get a decent enough price to cover the cost of their airfare and then some.

It was time to buy replacements for the ones I was selling who came with better skills that my businesses needed. Rika sent the online inventory to my tablet so I could see what was for sale. I checked to find out if anything interesting was on the block. The Swedes, Annika and Valda, posted new merchandise on the auction website every day. That’s my first step when I go to slave auctions. I match my needs — and wants — with what’s for sale to see if anything fits.

The auction weekend was chock full of events. I had my girls pack two outfits for each because you never know what might come up and the temperature was sure to be lower than here. Neither Rika nor the boys I was selling needed luggage; after all, they’d be naked all weekend and their travel clothes would be locked up when we arrived. They’d carry only their IDs and passports, all of which were locked in my safe. When owners sell slaves, we give them their critical documents and nothing else. That’s why some of us take the risk on first-time slaves, ones that enter themselves into our stables. We get the boy, of course, but we also control their properties, belongings and financials. First-timers are a gamble and we need a few guarantees before taking them on and spending time, effort and money training them.

When the day arrived, I had my limo driver take us to the airport, the boys in the way back and Rika next to the driver. The back seat is always mine. Rika hauled all my bags and checked them in. Flashing my TSA passes, we skirted the long line and arrived at the gate. While waiting for the flight to be called, the six of them sat on plastic seats in the general waiting area. I enjoyed a pre-flight vodka and tonic in the private lounge.

They called the plane for departure and I was more than ready to board. Sweden would never know what hit her!


Author’s Note

THIS STORY IS a glimpse into how and where I — and many of my friends — sell and buy slaves. There is a limit to how many I can keep in my stable so the dorm isn’t overcrowded. More important, I want only those that have the skills my businesses need and have, in addition, what I call slave talents. Then there’s renting them. I make sure they have the capacity to feed my clients’ secret fetishes and sexual fantasies so they earn decent rental fees. As for my females, I keep an optimal female-to-male ratio. There are always more males than females and I keep just enough girls to take care of the main house and oversee the work crews. I own about 12 of them as of last month’s count.

Large estates like mine need trained females to manage each main area, including the stable, training facilities and the household. Then I need one to oversee the outdoor slave crews. Next, there are craft slaves, the ones with specific skills like painters, electricians, one or two architects and a couple of ex-construction workers. Every estate needs a maintenance crew to pick up trash, do the composting, empty the portable toilets and deal with recycling. My house head female handles that.

A few years ago, I rented a medical doctor to keep my herd healthy and fix minor injuries. Once I implanted my slaves with what I call superchips, their biometrics were recorded in real time and daily exams weren’t necessary. That freed the doctor to learn how to produce eunuchs. Castrated males trained to be women’s exclusive slaves get a high price, especially in private sales and they’re popular at my Parlors, learn & do sessions for top-drawer clients. I usually keep one eunuch on hand to take care of my hair, makeup, wardrobe and bathing. Sexless slaves are useful.

When I buy a slave for myself, my exclusive, I look for a boy that can be my own male, a highly-sexed slave whose sole purpose is to satisfy my sensual needs. To me, one orgasm is merely a prelude to many more, so a boy I purchase to be my exclusive has to be able to please me for hours, learn new ways to fulfill my needs and know he’s just a tool who is tested every time I summon him. If he fails, I might get rid of him, although certain parts may stay behind in a jar on a shelf. Maybe I’d buy an exclusive at this auction because I sold my last one a few weeks ago. But only if I tried him out first. Before buying, I have to put the boy on task and see if he’s worth the asking price.

Right before leaving for the airport, I checked the auction inventory and saw a few that were interesting enough to click on their owners’ videos and read their spec sheets. I’d take a better look during the pre-sale morning to see if they were worth my money. There are surprises at every auction I’ve ever attended and I might consider purchasing something unusual. You never know what you’ll find in pre-sales.

Then I saw it.

There was a boy for sale by the Houston girls whose listing jumped out at me. There wasn’t a lot of information, but something about his writeup triggered an unpleasant memory. If this were the same boy, then I’d take a serious look at him in person. He better hope he wasn’t the one I swore years ago that I’d make pay for what he did. That’s a difficult story but if I bought that bastard, it’d be worth a lot more than what a first-class ticket to Sweden costs.


Femdom Auction in Sweden


Chapter 1    

THE FLIGHT OVERSEAS was deluxe because I travel only in first class. My exclusive female, who I had to remember to call by the name I use the rare times she’s in public, was sitting somewhere in the back of the plane. She was busy for most of the flight transcribing online conversations to transfer to my tablet.

The airline gave us first-class refreshments and entertainment for the entire eight hours we were in the air. After looking over the men in my cabin, I saw at least three who would have, if I told them to, nestled themselves at my feet and given me an eight-hour foot massage over the ocean. But my mind wasn’t on them. I was in my buying and selling mood.

There were five slaves in the back of the plane that I was selling at the Swedish auction. Valda and Annika were the Dommes hosting this weekend’s event. I wanted the best price I could get for them, at least enough to offset the cost of their airfare and return a fair profit. They were expertly trained and branded, so this event’s elite buyers would recognize the quality inherent in my brand and not argue over price. Pre-sale inspections started on Friday, where you can buy some on the spot, but the bulk were reserved for the next day when actual bidding started.

According to my international watch, it was midday Thursday.

My stable felt stale to me. They were all trained, did their work five days every week with a full day of skill development on Saturday and another full day of training on Sunday. Things were flowing smoothly. Discipline was meted out when a slave committed an infraction and punishment sessions, where I test some of the new toys my west-coast team develops, were still entertaining. But I wanted more. Sometimes I thought I was being impractical by selling five at once, but I had plans to grow my businesses and could use different — and hard-to-find — talent. Annika and Valda promised this would be the biggest and most diverse slave auction on the continent and the buyers and sellers were limited to the noblesse in our circle. Noblesse was one of their favorite English words.

This was one of the few auctions where I didn’t prepare an itemized shopping list. I wanted to see what was for sale, what they could do for my new business model and at the same time, get rid of some older stock that had become, frankly, uninteresting.

That’s the problem with training them so well. There’s nothing left for me to do. Excitement fulfills me. I was restless.

When I made my decision to cull my herd, the auction invitation was serendipitous. I couldn’t put my finger on why I was so bored with them and that’s when the invitation arrived. It was a picture-perfect opportunity to travel, visit with old friends and maybe make some new ones, but most of all, to check out the international stock for sale. I had a general idea of what I wanted to buy and I was pretty sure that after inspecting what was on sale, I’d bid on a few.

The boys in the back of the plane knew they were being sold, although I never tell slaves what their circumstances are. They figured it out, what with their numbers being removed from the stable work chart and getting their passports back along with the crucial IDs they surrendered when I bought them. Those documents sufficed for the trip and would be handed over to their new owners after the sales were completed.

Like the other sellers, I sell slaves as is. Their financial accounts were in the hands of my CPAs since the day I bought them. Like other owners, I buy and sell boys, not their histories. Three of the five had been new slaves, that is, I took them in from their applications or referrals and they had no prior owners. It’s risky to take boys like that but I have an excellent service for extensive background checks. Besides, part of their slave contracts involves turning over all their possessions and property, financials included. When they’re sold, they get their IDs back and nothing else except their memories of the life they enjoyed under my ownership. I imagine they were weeping in their seatbelts.

When the pilot announced we were on approach, I saw brilliant sunshine outside the window and was glad to be in the land of longer days. My girls packed my wardrobe for cooler temperatures, especially because some of the merchandise would be displayed outdoors on the girls’ large grounds. My boys shared a single carry-on; after all, they didn’t need any clothes. Once we arrived at the estate, Rika, like the other exclusives, wouldn’t be wearing anything except her brand. Except she had an superchip that I put in all my slaves, women included. When I want one, I simply jolt the chip and they come running, working mightily not to touch themselves where it hurts the most.

Customs wasn’t a problem because the boys had the proper identification and visas, so we made it through with no issues. Rika pushed the cart with my bags, so the authorities saw that she was my assistant and my passport had Swedish stamps from an earlier visit. We sailed through that line too, and were met by Annika’s driver holding a sign with my name. He bowed slightly when I pointed to it. Once the boys stowed my bags in the trunk, they crowded into the rear section of the limo and I had the back seat to myself. Rika sat next to the driver. I settled in for the 30-minute drive.

Stockholm, the Venice of the North is always beautiful, especially its islands and peninsulas that feed into the Baltic. We passed several stunning sights, including the Royal Palace and the inspiring city hall with its green and gold turret. We caught a glimpse of the bright blue gates of the Djurgården Island in the heart of Stockholm and passed all six miles of the Royal National City Park before we pulled into our destination. Annika and Valda’s estate is set back a few acres from a main road and if you didn’t know it was there, you’d never stumble across it.

I counted 14 limos and vans parked in front. My friends were here and it was time for the Swedish slave auction.


Chapter 2    

THE GANG WAS certainly all here. I was greeted at the door by the house slaves and they ushered me into the main hall to the shouts of “Amity’s here!” and to hugs we missed more than we knew during the pandemic. Online meetings and video inspections when we wanted to buy or sell were all we could do during those years, but there’s nothing that matches the excitement of seeing that many Dommes and Masters in the same room. We sipped mimosas that were probably spiked with Punsch, although the rest of the weekend was alcohol-free. The teetotalers drank plenty of Söderblandning tea. We shared stories of what we’d been up to these almost two full stay-at-home years and compared notes on what we were selling and looking to buy.

The merchandise I was selling had been moved to slave housing and my exclusive girl was unpacking my bags in the suite I was given for the weekend. It was good to be with my friends and catch up.

I chatted with the Atlanta girls and the Austrians, Mayleen and Sofie, from whom I’d purchased Rika. They asked how she was working out and I was pleased to tell them that she certainly had the enormous breasts I listed on my must-have specs. Of course, massive bosoms usually come with equally gigantic bellies and asses, so Rika was both efficient and amusing. They nodded, glad I was satisfied and hoped I’d give them a five-star rating on our private site.

It’s important to rate sellers so if you buy from an unfamiliar one, you can be sure they’re reputable and you’ll get quality merchandise.

Recently, with buying and selling mostly done mostly online, I buy only from trusted sellers I know or worked with before. At this auction, everyone was trustworthy and I hoped I’d find a few new sellers I could trust. Four stars and below weren’t invited. Ratings matter.

I told a house slave to put a few bottles of Pucko in my suite and let my exclusive know she could drink one. It was a long flight and she was probably thirsty and hungry. She usually is.

After an hour of greetings and catch-up, Valda stood on the stone fireplace hearth and welcomed us to the auction weekend.

“Annika and I are thrilled you’re all here and we’re together again,” she said, to the sound of clinking glasses and shouts of Skol! “Let’s get you settled in your accommodations in the main house and some in a nearby hotel. Pre-sale viewing starts in an hour.”

Our small groups broke up and the house slaves that were given to us for the weekend led us to our suites and the rest to a luxury bus for a ride to what was billed as a posh hotel. The boy they gave me led me to the same suite I enjoyed last time I was here, only one or two doors from the hostesses’ chambers. The male they assigned to me was easy on my eyes, looked authentically Swedish with a short blond buzz cut and well-developed muscles — I couldn’t help but appreciate his rippling abs — the comparison of him to my lardy exclusive female was hilarious.

Unsure if he spoke English, I gave it a try. “Are you mine?”

Obviously well trained, he knelt before replying. “This slave is yours and will perform and provide whatever you want or need.”

That might be the only English he knew, given his pronounced accent, but I predicted this would be a memorable trip if he performed even close to the level of his fetching looks. I wondered if his sensual training matched his physical appearance. I was thinking about buying an exclusive male to give me hours and hours of orgasms and if he was any good at it, I might be tempted to make an offer for him. There’s only one way to tell if a male is any good at what I want. It’s hands-on. My hands.

“I’ll have you when the after-dinner entertainment is over,” I said.

He nodded from his knees.

With my late night enjoyment scheduled, I looked over Rika’s unpacking to make sure my wardrobe was properly hung in the walk-in closet and folded in the dresser and my cosmetics were laid out on the makeup table. I glanced in the bathroom and saw my lotions, shampoo, sponges and other necessities in their proper places. While I looked around, Rika held her breath, fearful that she made a mistake and would be disciplined.

“Where is my inspection outfit?”

If first inspection in the pre-sales area was in an hour, I had limited time for a bath and dressing. You’d think she would have memorized the schedule by now and prepared properly. Mistakes like that can get slaves, even exclusives, put on the block in a heartbeat. She ran to the closet, gathered the pieces of my outfit and put them on the bed.

“Shoes?” I said testily. I was tired of her incompetence today.

Her fat rolls and bosoms jiggled when she trotted to the closet again, got my boots and added them to my outfit. Stupid girl. I hate when my slaves embarrass me, especially in front of another Domme’s property. The kneeling boy was taking in the scene.

“Get my cane!” I said to the boy.

He jumped up and ran to the chest at the foot of the bed. When he returned, he knelt and held three canes that I had shipped last week with the rest of my toys and tools. Very well trained, I thought. Very unlike my exclusive girl’s behavior right now. I let him watch me give her the discipline she earned. If he didn’t please me later tonight, he’d taste what I can do with a whip on his pale white ass.

It’s a waste of my time have discussions with slaves. I’ve taught mine to obey my pointing finger so Rika bent over the waist bar the hostesses had set up in my suite. There were well-placed rings on the walls and even a St. Andrews cross. The waist bar was a perfect height to stripe her ass with the rattan cane I chose from kneeling boy’s outstretched hands. His chin was on his chest, unsure where to look. I lifted his head and told him to pay attention.

My canes are custom made and this one made a delightful swish when I whipped it through the air. Rika knows better than to cry out, so she obediently counted the strokes and thanked me for each one. One for the outfit, one for the shoes, one because I felt like it and two more to make sure she’d remember this lesson whenever she was allowed to sit on her striped ass. The boy didn’t wince but his eyes were wide.

After bright red welts appeared on her big ass, I added one more to draw a few drops of blood. Exclusives must be perfect and mine had failed miserably.

When I was sure she learned her lesson, I handed the cane to the boy and told him to sanitize it. He trotted to the toy room just down the hallway and in a few minutes returned with a sparkling clean and disinfected cane.

At least Rika had drawn my bath already and I told the boy to do her usual job of undressing me. He followed me to the jetted tub, got on all fours and I sat on his back, swung my legs over the tub’s tall edge and settled in the swirling water. He didn’t move a muscle until I said, “Bathe me.”

Rika was almost in tears with her prize duty awarded to another slave, especially a boy I’d just met. She had to be afraid that I’d put her up for sale this weekend as a last-minute entry. The thought had occurred to me. I’d see if there were any other females for sale but this was billed as a male auction. No matter, there’d be stock online or at an upcoming sale at Red Rick’s mountain retreat. Females are a little harder to find, but there’s always a few for sale somewhere.

The boy gave me an excellent bath after I had Rika tell him which soaps and sponges I preferred. He wasn’t shy about making sure every part of me was clean. That’s something you have to train into most male exclusives, so it was a nice surprise. Types of soaps and lotion are concepts that don’t come naturally to them. He rinsed me with the silver spray hose and massaged my tired parts while the jets eased my muscles. When I was done, he had a fluffy warm towel ready to wrap me in and without prompting, massaged my imported lavender lotion where it belonged.

I was ready for the pre-sale and let Rika hand him each item to dress me. He was adept at pulling up my thigh-high boots and making sure my short leather skirt was straight. I watched him work in the full-length mirror and each item was put on correctly. I was ready for my first inspection of the goods on sale, all nicely displayed in the pre-sale building.

Rika wanted to rub her bleeding ass, but knew better than to touch herself. It was time to have the boy lead me to the pre-sale area. I left Rika on her knees to think about her faults and let her aching ass teach her what I demand in an exclusive, something she better learn right now if she wanted to stay in my stable.

As I walked to the golf cart in which my weekend slave would drive me to the pre-sale arena, I wondered how much the girls would expect as an offer for a boy who wasn’t on the block.


Pre-Sale Slave Shopping


Chapter 3    

THE BUILDING TEEMED with boys for sale. Rows and rows of them, all male, all naked, all their spec sheets posted and all categorized by skill sets. Annika and Valda had outdone themselves.

My slave ran to get a layout sheet from the front table and scurried back to hand it to me. The merchandise was organized in categories. The lawyers were in the front right and there were quite a few of them. Behind them were the judges, which made sense that the higher-ups were next. The stalls behind them stored all kinds of law enforcement, followed by a few former elected officials in the way back. That section had particular appeal. Ex-politicians have valuable contacts who pay dearly to rent them. That’s one reason their minimums were higher than the rest.

The front of the center group was crammed with skilled laborers, subdivided into plumbers, painters, construction workers, glass artisans and even some roofers and concrete pourers. In the back of that section, the graphic designers and IT workers were exhibited. Computer types are grouped together.

The left section overflowed with chefs, cooks, personal trainers and in the very back, two or three medical doctors and a couple of EMTs.

I estimated at least 100 slaves were for sale. It was one of the biggest auctions our circle had ever held and the buyers were delighted with the assortment. I know I was. I told my weekend slave that I’d start with the right-side group, the section I called ‘the cops.’ With a slight smirk, he led me to the first row, the lawyers, and even though he was naked and wearing only a leather collar with his owners’ logo, he had no issues obeying my instructions to show me all of their parts.

All the auction slaves were naked. He fit right in.

A good auction slave isn’t reluctant to lift ball sacs to look for brands, spread asscheeks so I could see if it had any damage, or flatten a penis on a metal ruler to measure its length. My boy knew how to use a caliper so I could gauge a cock’s thickness accurately.

For Sale: The Cops

There were eight lawyers of various shapes and sizes in the first row. Their cock measurements were listed along with salient parts of their histories on the spec sheets. I preferred to read them myself because I wasn’t sure how good my loaner slave’s English was and I wanted to know if they had skills I could use. Some were ordinary, just lawyers who wanted to be owned by reputable households and a few were trial lawyers, who often make high-rent sissies. I moved to the second row where several judges were lined up in a neat queue.

American judges can be useful once they’re trained and any whiffs of superiority are beaten out of them. That’s an interesting trait about judges. For some reason, they consider themselves better than other slaves but in my household, they learn in the first hour of intake that they are merely slaves whose only job is to do what I tell them and to finish their jobs fast and accurately. A single tail whip is my ultimate instructional tool that always works on judges. I’ve gotten good prices for them after I break them. I’m sure that’s why Annika and Valda pleaded with me to do a single-tail demonstration tomorrow after dinner.

There were two judges I had my slave add to my list by putting checks next to their numbers on my tablet. One was an American and the other had been with an international court. Before bidding on them, I would investigate their contact lists as well as any important decisions they may be known for. Judges are useful but very often corrupt. The more corrupt, the bigger their financial portfolios were likely to be.

We moved deeper into the section and stopped where the former law enforcement agents were shown. I saw a few from Interpol, two former FBI and a couple of Asian agents. They’re usually the ones in the best shape, so I had the boy put a check next to one Belgian and an Asian. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with another FBI agent. They take too long to break and that gets irritating pretty fast. I like a challenge once in a while, but I wasn’t looking for one like that today.

I spent a few minutes with the ex-elected officials displayed in the back of the cops section. Ordinarily they’re masked at auctions, but not at this one because all the buyers and sellers were vetted. As I expected, two of them had been named in sex scandals and lost their seats. One had a true 7.5-inch cock even when it was soft.

But out of the corner of my eye, I saw a slave whose face turned pale when I moved toward him. If his arms weren’t locked to the bar above his head, he’d have run away in terror. This ex-politician and I had history, if he was who I suspected, the same one the Houston girls had listed. My background check firm provided enough information for me to guess he was the same reprobate.

His face sealed it. I knew exactly who he was.

One of the best parts of auction is checking out the slaves in pre-sales where I can see them up close and touch whatever I want. As he prayed silently and hopelessly I didn’t recognize him, I certainly did. At my girlfriend’s ranch in Texas, he was one of the boys she shipped in for a week for us to play with. He was a state governor at the time, later elected to the U.S. Senate. There was a lot of speculation about why he didn’t seek a third term, but now I knew why. He entered himself into slavery to escape a trial. For the next few minutes, he was mine to terrorize. Or anything else I wanted to do to him.

I had my slave move his cock out of the way and slap his balls, just to hear him yelp. I instructed him to squeeze his nipples hard enough to make him groan out loud. I had him bend the boy over a waist bar and yank his huge asscheeks apart. I motioned for an auction slave to bring me lube and a plug. My boy gloved his hand and slathered lube in his asshole and between his fat cheeks.

He performed flawlessly when I told him to make the slave scream. No one noticed because all the buyers were testing slaves and the big room was filled with screeching merchandise. Finally, I had him put the boy on his knees and push his face into the straw so I could redden his ass with a short whip an auction slave delivered to my waiting hand.

I didn’t hear the room get quiet or see several buyers pause their inspections to look. Even if I’d noticed them, I wouldn’t have cared. I knew this boy and he was, right now, in my hands. The whip cracked, the tip landed and the boy let out a cry that saturated the room. I followed up with two more.

Annika sidled over and asked, “Does that one interest you?”

“If it’s a buy-now, I’ll take it.”

She tapped her tablet, showed me the asking price and I agreed. That’s as good as a contract with us. The ex-senator shivered in terror and my slave pressed one of my brand stickers on his ass to mark him sold. I was done with him now, but he and I both knew the rest of his life would be dictated by me. He had nowhere to run, nowhere to go and no one who gave a damn about him. I’d make him pay for what he did to my friend, whose life he effectively cut short. He’d hurt a lot of prominent men as well, a few I met during what I call the awful time. Several were now clients, free to enjoy their secret passions at my private gatherings where they were safe to live out their bizarre fetishes.

Wait till they were given the opportunity to rent him!

I prodded my weekend slave toward the center group with the skilled labor. Everyone has a history, including slaves, but we erase theirs so they understand they have only one goal in their lives: to please their owners. The boy I just bought was going to receive a painful education after he was delivered.

In a day or two, he’d be caged and transported on Red Rick’s convoy across the ocean and eventually into the holding pen on the edge of my grounds. I wouldn’t even pay for one of Red’s tranquilizers for the trip. After what this miscreant had done, I’d never treat him gently. He couldn’t imagine what lay in store for him as a slave in Amity’s stable. Sure, he'd beg and plead, but the time for that was long gone. I’ve broken every slave I ever owned, plus many I get on consignment and breaking this one was my new focus. And pleasure.

He'd pay with his entire self and then I’d go after — and own — his mind. But that’s another story that you can read near the end of this tale.


Chapter 4    

THE CENTER SECTION of the pre-sale floor held the skilled crafts slaves. Everything you needed to fix, remodel, paint or even lay new concrete on your estate was available. I saw a few were marked down and that boded badly for the seller. Lowered prices meant they’d probably been on the market a while and their owners were having trouble getting rid of them. But if you needed those skills, you could bargain for a rock-bottom price. I had my slave move us farther back where the better quality merchandise was displayed.

For Sale – Tech Slaves

Auctions always put the tech slaves near the back, probably because they don’t know where else to put them. I wanted to spend time with this group because sellers don’t often know the value of their geeks and nerds, so they stick them with the graphic designers, behind the concrete workers. Go figure. One of the next steps on my business plan was to sell a division, the one that wrote saleable software for home security systems. I knew better than to compete with the brand names so I positioned it for sale. We built back-end architecture and the price I was offered was more than sufficient, so I could buy a few boys with new skills.

I checked what was for sale, read their spec sheets and found two with useful credentials. Too often, tech slaves look simply appalling with their raggedy beards, pot bellies and flabby muscles. All of which my trainers could fix if they were worth my investment.

My weekend slave stopped at each summary so I could read it and then we went through them again so I could look at their bodies. It doesn’t hurt slaves’ sale prices if they’re easy on my eyes, but in this case, it wasn’t my main concern. I required two things. First, they had to have the right competencies. Second, they had to fit in and not disrupt my stable’s schedule. Too many of this sort like to sleep in and work late into the night. They’d have to adapt to my schedule, one way or another.

How I determine how easy it will be for me to have a boy trained without having to discipline him constantly is a talent I’ve developed. Sometimes it’s a gut reaction — the way a boy reacts when I inspect inside his ass or when a slave does it for me. But what works best is a boy’s cock’s reactivity. If a slave isn’t sensual, if he doesn’t have a real sex drive, he’s harder to train. The ones who are most reactive are the easiest to add to my stable because I take control of their cocks and balls as soon as they’re unpacked and then I own the whole slave. All my boys are locked in cock-and-ball cages that I designed and had my toy manufacturer develop only for me. They’re not for sale online or in kink shops. When a cock cage is locked, it doesn’t come off except with an electronic code that I operate from one of two devices. One is on my desk. The other is usually in my hand.

The cage is effective and doesn’t set off alarms, which is how I got the five I’m selling through TSA so easily. The cage’s plastic rods house its electronics. A Kevlar-like fabric wraps around the boy’s cock and balls. There’s an electronic pee hole that opens when I allow it, mainly during the required piss-and-shit times all my staff adheres to. Bathroom breaks take time away from their work.

When they’re caged, slaves’ memories of erections are just that, memories. They focus their ample sensual energy on the work I assign and on pleasing me. They lead simple lives. They’re told what to do and when. How much easier could I make it for them?

Right now, I was inspecting the pre-sale tech group to see which had immediate penis responses to my presence and in some cases, my touch. My weekend slave might touch them for me and that would answer my questions about reactivity. Slaves must react to touch, no matter whose finger — or what gender — does the touching.

The first boy who had skills I could use was definitely not easy on my eyes. He was tall, about 6’2” and thin, except for his puffy belly. The beard was surprising but I guess his seller knew that buyers want to shear their own purchases. His body could be developed with proper training, but I was curious about his trainability. I had an auction slave get me an electric prod. During pre-sale inspection, they were always locked on low.

I pointed at the cock and my weekend slave tapped it with the prod. The boy yelped and the cock, which wasn’t very big, jerked a little. Not enough. I had him do it again, but this time I held up two fingers, indicating two taps. He tapped the tip twice.

The boy howled, a wasted effort because the whole room was screeching, but the cock jumped a little. It didn’t stay there very long, so I held up three fingers. Three taps made the tech slave’s penis spring up and drool precum. He had possibilities and with proper exercises might be trained to erect from a single tap. To accomplish that, he’d have to be schooled to respond to my voice. I wasn’t sure he was worth the effort, although his price was pretty low.

We walked a little farther down the row to check out the second tech slave that interested me. The boy was tall, about 6’3” and thick. His neck was thick, his arms, thighs and chest were all thick but not fat. I knew where this boy came from and that handed me 90% of his ownership.

I barked in his ear. “Ten-hut!”

Every part of him shot to attention. He stuck his chest out and raised his chin. Best of all, his cock stood as straight as a flagpole. I enjoy breaking slaves who are ex-military and this one had tech credentials to boot. Pointing to my pre-sales screen, I had the slave tap a check next to his number.

Before I stepped down the row to the next interesting piece of merchandise, one of the Old Leather Masters who came to Sweden with Big Mike trotted over to where I was reviewing the ex-military tech boy. He looked excited and talked that way, too.

“You going to bid on that boy? It's a high asking price.”

“Not sure yet. I’m guessing he’s easy to train. He’s got some tech skills I could use. But it’s only pre-sale, so I’m still browsing.” I said.

“I may be interested,” he said, trying — and failing — to be coy. Heck, every experienced buyer knows never to let on that you’re interested to keep the bidding from getting out of hand. If the Old Leathers wanted him, I wanted to know why.

“What’s he got?” I asked. That’s one of my tried-and-true pre-sale questions where the seller or buyer might fill in anything not on the posted list or some tidbit they knew that might make a slave more attractive. He was pretty talkative and I wondered why Big Mike brought him to this auction where almost all the buyers were pros. Well, almost all, apparently.

“He’s solid, all right. Been used on the west coast as a model for leather and then found out he liked it and looked for a Master. He paid a pro for a while, then one took him in. I guess he’s done with him and that’s why he’s for sale.”

This guy was parroting Big Mike’s words. I’ve known Mike for years and I could hear his nouns and verbs.

I listened, nodded and didn’t believe a word the Old Leather guy said. The boy was clearly talented and way easy on my eyes. I saw my weekend slave smirk. He knew more about this item and would update me if I could get rid of the liar in leather who was trying to talk me out of bidding on him. Besides, if anyone from the Old Leathers was doing the buying, it would be Big Mike. He must have sent this guy over to see where I was with the boy. He should have known better.

“I’ve got more to look at. Good luck with your purchases,” I said.

I turned away and walked down the line, effectively dismissing the Old Leather guy. My blond buzz-cut slave raised his eyebrows slightly and learned that no one, not even my Old Leather friends, can put anything over on me. He followed me down the row till we landed at the last slave, a very tall former systems administrator for a medium-sized company in Europe. He might have skills, but needed work.

Tall and gangly, he behaved like this was his first time being sold. We call them virgins, slaves who’ve had only one owner. He was humiliated to be on display and would have covered his genitals with his hands if they weren’t locked over his head. It was a question of whether I wanted to take the time to break him, something you have to do with virgins like him. They’re used to one owner’s rules and expectations. Breaking virgins into my stable would take a lot of my stable manager’s time and I wasn’t sure I wanted her dedicated to this particular boy.

“Who owns him?” I asked my tour guide.

He read the spec sheet and pointed to the ownership line. I surprised him when I told him to say it out loud. We usually don’t let slaves speak. They have almost nothing to say worth hearing.

“The Germans,” he said.

Uh oh. The German girls, Lina and Mila, were notoriously over-priced and hard to bargain with. If this boy weren’t super-special, I wasn’t looking forward to negotiating with them. If I were remotely interested, I had to inspect him more closely to see if he was worth the dickering the Germans are known for.

“Plug,” I said and he ran to get one for me.

He returned with three of them: medium, large and extra-large. No one sells a slave who isn’t ass-experienced, so they rarely stock smalls at auctions. I wondered how much my hostesses would ask for the boy they gave me for the weekend; he was starting to feel like a keeper and might be a good fit for a special position in my household. I’d find out for sure if he had the skills later tonight.

When you want to test ass stretch on a dangling slave, you just flip him around and plant his feet wide apart on the lower bar. That spreads his legs and puts his ass at the right height and keeps his cheeks spread. I showed the boy how to position the slave so I could see how much stretching his ass needed. Or worse, if it was already stretched too much. No stable wants a slave with an over-stretched ass. Their kind of urgency disturbs shit-and-piss time for the rest of them.

An auction slave injected lube up the boy’s rectum and spread it inside his cheeks. Annika and Valda would never allow a dry slave to be plugged, even for a pre-sales’ test. Once a slave’s asshole is damaged, he’s unsaleable and can’t work or earn rental income. I had my slave push the medium plug in an inch to gauge his reaction. It’s hard to assess how he was used by his current owner and with only one owner’s experience, if he wasn't ass-experienced, he could be tight. I told him to push it in slowly while I watched the boy’s face.

He was terrified. He wanted to scream but fear sucked the wind out of him. He was shaking and was dangerously close to total panic, so slow going was best route. He was either authentically scared or a darned good actor. I wanted to know which.

Facing me, he had no idea who was plugging his ass or what might happen next. Each time I tapped my finger on the bar, my slave pushed it in another inch. When it was fully inside him, the boy looked like he wanted to cry.

A group of buyers circled around me to see me break a virgin in pre-sales. Heck, I can break them in my sleep.

With another finger tap, my slave pulled the plug out and the boy shrieked. He’s lucky that the hostesses had all the boys’ colons cleaned out beforehand or he’d probably have shit on the straw. I tapped the bar and my slave boy picked up the large plug. The onlookers saw it but the boy had no clue why a crowd was looking at him. He didn’t know they were really watching my technique and couldn’t care less about his ass. An auction slave ran over and injected more lube. On each finger tap, the big plug went in another inch.

On my final tap, my boy pushed it all the way in.

The dangling slave’s body spasmed and he almost stood up on the bottom bar. When he caught his breath, he let out an ear-splitting shriek, which is where I left him, to my friends’ appreciative applause.

Who knows if a virgin would fit in my stable? I had the slave put a check next to his number and I’d think about it overnight.


Chapter 5    

MY INTEREST SHIFTED from the tech slaves to the left section that had the chefs, cooks, personal trainers and medical slaves available to inspect or buy on the spot. It was chock full of talent but my attention was on the chefs and cooks, because chefs produce better meals if they have cooks working behind them. But first, I wanted to see the medical merchandise. We don’t see many of them at smaller auctions and every large stable can use a doctor to fix clumsy slave injuries and bleeding whip stripes that I prefer don’t get infected. It puts slaves out of commission and then they can’t meet their work goals.

For Sale: Medical Slaves

There were two medical doctors for sale and I guessed each of their owners would set fairly high prices, mostly because they’re scarce. The first one disappointed me. He was an OB/GYN and I had absolutely no use for those skills. But the other one was board certified in emergency medicine in the U.S., although he last practiced in Europe and probably needed to recertify. I had the slave read his sheet to me.

“Medical doctor, needs U.S. license renewal, two prior owners, 6’1”, 195 lbs., unbranded.”

So far, so good. “Go on,” I said. I’d brand him myself if I bought him.

“Seeks a eunuch track.” He almost choked on the word.

One of the slaves I was selling today was my only current eunuch. I keep one around for my intimate needs, like bathing, dressing, hair and makeup. My castrated males are also responsible for my wardrobe, including hand washing, ironing and suggesting new outfits, boots and shoes, so their days are very busy. They’re housed away from the rest of the stable so they’re nearby whenever I want them. Keeping them locked in rooms in main house’s attic means there are never issues with the other boys. Some slaves crave simple cocklessness, others implore me for feminizing. If I bought this one and cut off his cock and balls, his time could be allocated between two jobs. A two-in-one meant there’d be one less slave mouth to feed. He’d also be available to treat minor injuries and do regular internal and external body exams. It’s cheaper overall to keep slaves in shape, inside and out.

He was positioned for pre-sale examination, arms locked above his head, feet spread, easy to spin around or bend over to get a close-up of anything that interests a buyer like me. My weekend slave looked nervous, probably wondering if cutting off cocks and balls was something I did routinely to my slaves. He needn’t have worried. If I bought him, I had a special role in mind for him and a cock was required.

I had my weekend slave bend the boy forward and an auction slave delivered an internal camera so I could see inside his rectum. The auction slave lubricated his ass, injected more into his anus and handed the camera to my boy to thread in. I watched the overhead monitor as he worked it around so I could be sure that neither his anus nor the canal was damaged. That happens too often to eunuch-wannabees because their owners let their friends fuck them for fun. It’s a thing that both het and gay male doms do when they have a party or they think no one is looking. His insides appeared to be in order, so I examined the outside.

Owners who keep their slaves shaved often let their hair grow before auctions. Buyers have different rules for hair, so sellers make sure they have some growth to work with. When the ones I buy are delivered, I have their heads shaved first. It makes many of them cry, especially the first-timers, but it’s an equalizer. All slaves are the same to me, so they should look the same.

I don’t castrate slaves when they’re young. I want them to beseech me for years to make sure I don’t wind up with a mental health issue because that slave will get sold immediately and I’ve wasted a lot of time and money in its transition.

Eunuchs have no gender. I refer to them as “it.”

This boy’s teeth looked good, so dental treatments wouldn’t be needed, another cost savings. His feet were normal sized and his body was soft but not fat. I could change that, too, with the appropriate hormones and surgery to build its breasts. This one was looking better and better to me. I could visualize it with a bosom, a rounded ass dressed in a tiny pink tutu and a push-up bra. By now, I can tell which ones want to feminize, so it wasn’t hard to see its future.

I had the slave check his number on my tablet when two women walked over to me.

“I’m Isabella,” one said. “This is my business partner, Camila. Are you interested in our merchandise?”

Ah, the Spanish girls owned him. I saw them at the reception, but hadn’t met them in person yet. I intended to sound them out to see how easy or difficult it would be to negotiate with them.

“How long have you had him? I asked. A vanilla question is a good way to start.

Camila said, “Almost two years. He keeps our boys healthy and fixes them when they get hurt.” Her smile told me that they were the ones who caused what needed to be fixed. It’s an owner’s privilege.

“You’re selling him?” I asked. That’s a question I learned to ask several auctions ago. It’s benign. It doesn’t quite ask why he’s being sold but it usually gets me that answer.

“Frankly, he’s an option. It’s good to have a medical doctor in the stable, but we’re becoming more efficient on the business side.”

That told me more than they realized. The girls from Spain were culling their herd to save money, one sale at a time. I wasn’t sure why they were in financial straits, but it could work to my advantage. If I bought this one, I’d offer to mentor them on household economics and how to make your slaves earn at least their own keep through rentals and for-pay educational sessions. I hadn’t seen these two girls on our community online get-togethers, which was a shame, because that had been a topic on several of our chats. Good ideas were presented and not just a few owners and sellers adopted them.

Right now, I’d offer a low price and tell from their reaction how desperate they were.

“Tablet,” I said and my weekend boy held it at finger-tap height.

I tapped a number on the pre-sale form and made sure it said “USD.” That’s a tip I learned in our discussions — always specify your currency. They looked at it, then at each other and back at me. They nodded in unison and I had my boy slap a SOLD sticker on the doctor’s ass. I’d contact them after the boy was delivered and explain how you should never accept the first price you’re offered. It makes you look desperate, which I think they were.

They looked a little stunned when they walked away. Maybe I should give them one of my for-sale boys as a token. My eunuch would certainly get a proper price when the bidding started. They always do, which is why I didn’t put it up for pre-sale. But the other four? Just breaking even on them would satisfy me. Maybe one of them would be an acceptable consolation prize for Isabella and Camila.

All in all, I bought two slaves in the pre-sale, the ex-senator and the soon-to-be-cockless doctor. That left three empty cots in the slave dorm. I had several checks on my tablet, but there were rows and rows of slaves to look at. That’s exactly what I did.


Chapter 6    

AFTER TWO PURCHASES in pre-sales, I looked at what else was on display but not available for pre-sale. That meant I was done buying on the spot. Tomorrow was bidding. Bidding is usually fun and revealing at the same time. You get to see which owners need what kind of slaves and that tells you a lot about their states of affairs. After all, buying several medical slaves tells me you’ve got too many injuries and purchasing a number of legal types says that you might be facing some trouble. 

Of course, purchasing medical slaves could mean you were creating eunuchs that often sell for top dollar or the legal slaves could be used in a new business venture, or maybe you were updating contracts that all slaves sign.

You have to learn how to watch bidders for tells and later we gossip about them at receptions and meals. Our online discussions during the pandemic gave us some clues to figure out others’ tells. 

Buying and selling slaves is more complicated than you might think and it tells me a lot about the buyers and sellers.




For Sale: House Slaves

The chefs, cooks and kitchen slaves were on display in the front of the left section. I walked through the rows to see if anything caught my eye. My house manager needed inspiration for new recipes because her meals were getting dull. But if I bought a chef, I’d need a sous chef, which is what are categorized as cooks at most auctions. Chef slaves get flummoxed when they have to peel, cut up and dice, so at least one experienced kitchen slave is needed to keep things running smoothly. That’s why I expelled the former chef the very night he had a tantrum over the way a tuna was deboned. I despise tantrums. When a slave throws a tantrum, my next step is to remove it from my household.

When I expel a boy, he’s given his IDs, a bus ticket near his home town, is dressed in a thin jumpsuit and is dropped near a bus depot at least 100 miles away. Once his superchip alerts my IT staff he’s managed to arrive, we delete his records from the database. In my world, it’s as if he never existed. Every now and then, I jolt expelled slaves’ chips, just to remind them that they lost the ownership they hungered for because of their own misbehavior. Other than that and with their finances and most property that we keep, we’re done with them. That’s why they sign contracts and we have them notarized.

Before I left for Sweden, the house manager asked to speak to me about looking for a chef, so I knew she realized her shortcomings as well as I did. Even though I was aware that she knew it when I expelled the old chef, it took her two weeks to grasp that her meals were lacking and something had to be done. That amount of time is typical for most slaves, but I expected more, especially from her. So a new chef was a definite possibility.

With the weekender two steps behind me, I checked the first two rows of food workers to see if any were a fit. The available slaves ran the food gamut of talents from vegan to vegetarian to American cuisine all the way to European restaurants with two stars. There was even an Asian chef, although he hardly looked Asian. He must have been a blend of cuisine talent, which can be a plus, especially in the kitchen.

I had my weekend boy read the spec sheets and when he said “low-carb” and “high fiber,” I took a better look. The stable’s piss-and-shit schedule always finished faster when they ate high fiber foods and although they still needed carbs for energy, they didn’t need an excess of them. Still, I wasn’t sure a keto diet was the best choice for my boys, so I kept looking. In the second row, I found an Asian-American chef who wasn’t one of the fat boys I’d have to put on a diet and exercise program to work the hours I require with the entertaining I do. I took a closer look.

He wasn’t terribly tall, only about 5’10” and weighed 175 lbs., according to his stats. His previous owners included an ambassador to a Southeast Asian country, a west coast U.S. tech magnate and he even worked in a European king’s household as the second chef. His experience passed my initial test, but if I bought him and plunked him into the stable, would he fit and not cause a disturbance? Food artists can be distracting.

I had a suspicion about him that I wanted to check out.

“Bend him over the bar and get a camera,” I said to my weekender.

Within minutes, an auction slave lubed him inside and out and handed me a sterilized long-neck camera that I threaded deep into the boy’s ass. Aha, there it was. His anus was stretched and my gaydar confirmed it. I’d bet dollars to donuts that this boy was gay.

My stable functions better when my boys represent a sexual array. I look for, and often buy slaves even if they’re not perfect yet, to keep a full selection of genders and orientations in the stable. Ever since I started leasing boys to very special friends and then grew the program for certain men who paid to attend one-on-one sessions with me that I grew into group domination Parlors, I’ve made sure I have a variety of genders for them to rent. My clients have wildly diverse tastes.

Gay slaves elicit passion in the renters. At first, the men were thrilled to have just rented asses to fuck at will, cocks to torture and boys to suck their own. A friend suggested I insist on video during rental sessions and it was a great idea. I watched the videos to make sure my clients were satisfied. But they showed me something was occasionally lacking, something you feel, not see. It was passion.

Gay boys are passionate about servicing my paying customers. CIS boys get satisfactory surveys from clients and the renters were happy to pay for their secret experiences. Even so, by training slaves with new and better skills across the fetish spectrum, rentals rose and slaves paid a larger share of their upkeep. The chef’s ass I was inspecting was nicely used, somewhat stretched and could take my clients’ thickest cocks which is why we keep their measurements on file. Not only would the chef keep the boys fed, but he'd also be rentable and when clients used him, they’d tell their friends. Word-of-mouth is my best advertising. My only advertising.

Now I had to find out if he could create dinners befitting me and my guests that were worth the price listed as his minimum. I had an ace up my sleeve and I’d play it at dinner.

For Sale: My Merchandise

It took two hours, but I was finally done with pre-sales inspections. I found what I wanted to bid on later, bought two on the spot, looked over several and it was time to check on the five I put up for sale. They were branded and the shoppers would recognize my logo, an elegant “A,” a symbol that told them the boys were expertly trained. My brand tells buyers that my slaves are often requested by renters and performed expertly with whatever skills they had. At worst, the slaves I sold should get prices that covered what I was buying, so visiting their stalls showed buyers I wasn’t selling damaged or sub-standard merchandise. I also wanted to see how many buyers had checked them on their tablets.

They were conveniently on display in a nearby section and even though I skipped them during my walk-through, I stopped by their area before I left pre-sales.

I put four slaves on sale, all of whom had diverse talents, plus the eunuch. All told, I had a former high-level Senate staffer, an ex-law enforcement supervisory agent, a disgraced state attorney general, one ex-governor and the eunuch, who was once a trial attorney. Their contacts brought in high-paying renters and even though I kept them masked during rental sessions, I wouldn’t be surprised at all if the clients knew who they were renting, especially because they asked for particular looks and talents that prior renters shared with them. I owned their contacts now and they were lucrative, so I didn’t need the slaves anymore. It was time to buy new ones for new renters.

Slave masks are optional at auctions, but my boys wore them. I could tell that my five were drawing interest and had been checked a few times on buyers’ tablets. To drive up the bidding, I wanted to make them more desirable.

Buyers are cosmopolitan and are current with the news. The pre-sale was almost over, so the timing worked perfectly.

I had my weekend boy remove the former governor’s mask first. The onlookers murmured and a few buyers came over to see what the buzz was about. Jaws dropped when they saw what I had for sale. They told the Europeans and Asians, then a South American team said what they were all thinking.

“Damn! Wasn’t he governor of…?”

The group was surprised at first, then crowded around my stock and started making offers. This was an elite group of buyers and they knew what they could get for an ex-governor for rent or resale. All the numbers they shouted were well above my listed minimum.

“Let’s wait for the auction,” I said. Annika and Valda, who had come over to see what the commotion was about, nodded and directed a thank-you smile my way. Of course, they’d get a percentage of the sale price and this slave would go for a substantial sum. He had at least a dozen checks on buyers’ tablets.

“Do you have any more like this?” the Germans asked.

Of course I did. I’d reveal them right before the bidding opened on Saturday. My boy showed me the growing number of checks next to all my merchandise. There was only one slave left to draw the group’s interest so I walked to the non-gender area and most of the crowd fell in behind me.

For Sale: The Genderless

Every auction keeps a no-gender pen where special slaves are exhibited. My eunuch was there with the rest of the genderless, but there were quite a few other types in the pen. It’s always a treat to look them over at pre-sale. My weekend boy seemed surprised when we left the main building and took a short walk to the no-gender display.

Even though I wasn’t buying any today, it’s enlightening to see what’s for sale, who’s selling them and why.

They were arranged in individual booths with short walls and open fronts. With these goods, pre-sale inspection was more intense. Buyers didn’t want any surprises, so they read the spec sheets and scrutinized each one and see what was there — and what wasn’t. It went far beyond teeth, anal lesions or feet. They were looking for cocks, balls, vaginas, clitorises, none of the above or several of them.

Slaves who could assume either gender could be used for displays or very special rentals, depending on clients’ wants and kinks. They commanded some of the highest prices at auctions. Private online sales couldn’t compete with buyers seeing and feeling their sex organs — or lack of them — with their own hands. They had to make sure they were castrated properly. In some situations, they couldn’t imagine the gender transfiguration without it staring them in their faces.

My first interest was my eunuch who was in the second row near the end. When I saw its frightened face, I tried not to smile. It knew when I scheduled the surgery that I’d keep it a while, but I had every intention of putting it on the block. Eunuchs are easy to produce with the right medical team, one of the reasons I bought the doctor in pre-sales. I could have a eunuch any time I wanted but they are expensive to keep. Some renters will pay high prices to use them, but that’s a small group. It’s ironic that the wealthier or higher-status the clients, the more they wanted to rent and use my eunuchs, but didn’t want them around permanently. Eunuchs served me, of course, but had limited rental opportunities.

The boy pointed to several checks on my tablet indicating buyers who were interested in the eunuch. That was good enough for me, so I examined what else was for sale. There was quite an assortment.

There were two no-genders who had both full bosoms and cocks, a cockless one with a pee tube, another eunuch wearing its organs in a jar around its neck, three sexless ones with no genital organs at all and finally a small group of ultra-feminized males adorned with full makeup, long red nails, tiny waists and high-pitched voices that they used to screech when buyers fingered their bodies. They must have cost a pretty penny to transform into that. Different strokes…

There weren’t a lot of checks for this group even though the crowd size was remarkable. Even slave owners and sellers have to satisfy their curiosity. Some walk through the no-gender area just to see something unique. It’s why in-person auctions are well attended and so much fun.

After looking through the wares, I told my boy that I was returning to my suite and he was to attend me there. If he was good enough for the girls to give me for the weekend, I planned my own inspection of every inch of him to decide if I’d make them an offer.


The Auction Dinner


Chapter 7    

IT TOOK ONLY FIVE minutes after I arrived in my suite for my weekend boy to appear at the door. He’d obviously been given a very fast soaping and hosing so he looked and smelled clean. I sent Rika to a corner on her knees facing the wall. With ear buds filling her head with static and a blindfold covering her eyes, she could feel that something was taking place but couldn’t see or hear any of it. At some point, I’d give her back one or two of her senses and reinforce that my personal pleasure is off limits to her.

There had to be a reason Annika and Valda gave me this boy. I wanted to find out what his specialty was right now.

The Swedish boy piqued my curiosity. He was expertly trained, easy on my eyes and had a Nordic body that I could certainly enjoy. When hostesses give you a slave, even only for a weekend, he’s yours to use however you want. I had plans for this one.

He took two steps inside and stood just inside the suite’s door waiting for instructions. I nodded and he took two steps closer to me and stayed at attention while I skulked around him to see all his parts up close. My penchant is for reactive slaves, so I wanted to make sure he could get hard on command because it’s one of my buying criteria.

Would this boy react to me? I had a surefire way of finding out.

I tapped the tip of his cock with a low-level jolt. In a second, the boy’s cock rose and jutted out from his groin. So far, so good. I could train him later to alternate between soft and hard, but what about his ability to please me? Was he any good at providing all the orgasms I want? One is just an appetizer and I demand a six-course meal. It was time to give him my special test.

I don’t do that test on every boy. Exclusives are a limited edition.

Pointing to the electrified cock cage I brought for the possibility of a tasty slave-on-loan, he didn’t hesitate and wrapped it around his cock and balls but didn’t lock it, something that told me how well he was trained. When you lock a boy’s cage, you own what’s inside it — it’s the first step in owning all of him. Not only did Annika and Valda give him to me for this weekend, the boy just gave himself to me even though he had to be returned in a few days. Wrapping the cage around his cock and balls was his unspoken, utter submission to me. I locked the cage and only my biometric-protected app could open it.

That’s when I felt it begin in my ankles and rise toward my thighs. When my need appears, nothing else matters.

My cobalt blue lounging robe lay on the bed, where I had Rika place it before depriving her of her senses. She likely guessed what I planned and knew she was excluded from my private time. She could sulk in silence, for all I cared. With a jolt to his fully-encased cock and balls, the boy trotted to the bed and stood there until I met him at the bedside. Without a word, he removed the clothing I had him dress me in a few hours earlier. Then he draped the bright blue gown around me. He straightened the spaghetti straps and lifted my breasts to fill the robe’s cups.

I wanted to see what else he could do. And how long he could do it.

-=o=-

I pointed to the quilts on the bed and he drew them back, exactly as I intended. Any slave can anticipate, but only the very good ones can read and act on your unspoken instructions. When I sat, he knelt and massaged my feet. Although I’ve had a plethora of foot massages, this boy’s hands were remarkably strong and his kneading was blissful. When I’d had enough, I pulled up my legs and sat against a pile of bed pillows. Then I pushed one strap on my negligee aside.

Still on his knees, he crept toward me and pressed his face into my shoulder. He grabbed the strap in his teeth and pulled it farther down. The boy knew what to do and he did it well with the right amount of tongue, lips and teeth.

My need swept north.

He repeated it with the other strap and when I was satisfied, I had him light the lavender candles my hostesses thoughtfully placed around the room. He returned to my side on his knees, awaiting my next command.

I rarely have conversations with slaves. I want my exclusive to know what I want from a pointing finger or their own sense of my sensuality. I wagged a finger at my feet and he crawled between my legs face first. He felt warm but not soft. He had to prove he was good at satisfying my need, or would he be just another good-looking but mediocre slaveboy?

My knees dropped to my sides and he crawled deeper inside.

Only stupid slaves assume I want them to launch an attack on my pussy. Slaves like that are the ones I am tempted to put on a castration schedule because they assume I want a kamikaze licking, but the good ones perform in a more nuanced way. That’s why I never use any of my stable for my personal pleasure because exclusives have to think only of me and divest themselves of their typical male ideas of what women like me want. When I rent stable slaves, one byproduct is that Dommes and male clients who are paying to use them help beat any vestige of independent thinking out of them and that makes less work for me. It’s a win-win rental.

The boy between my legs comported himself correctly. While he waited for my signal, he inhaled my aroma. When I closed my legs around him, he trembled. The good kind of trembling. I gripped his ass with my feet and pulled him into me.

The gasp he let out bespoke his elation. He knew who I was, he had been forewarned about my reputation and was chosen by his owners with the admonition that he better darn well make me happy. I bet they gave him a refresher before handing him over for the weekend.

There’s always a cane near my bed. You never know when an exclusive, house female or eunuch needs correction. If I knew my hostesses, and I did, the cane would be near my left hand. I swatted his ass once and he pressed his face deeper into my pussy. He was still on his knees, exactly where I wanted him because it put him in the proper position to drive his mouth where I want it. That’s how I place my exclusives so I get a better experience.

His tongue was marvelous. It traced my lips, lapped up my juices and explored everywhere. When I tensed, he identified it as one of my special spots and served it for a long time. He darted his tongue in and out and drove it deeper inside.

He worked for 20 minutes before my need moved north again. There was only one way to relieve it and a second swat on his ass said I was ready.

All women are clitoral-sensitive but I’m in the stratosphere on that scale. The slave with his face enmeshed in my pussy was about to see how high I go on that rating system.

He used his teeth to chew gently and mixed in proficient licking. My body shuddered slightly. He felt it and knew what to do. I thought about complimenting my hostesses, but that idea was pushed aside. I was busy. 

In my explosion of pure sensuality, the dark room felt bright. My first Swedish orgasm on this trip to Annika and Valda’s auction was done. There would be more, many more.

He stayed exactly where he was and licked like a puppy until I pushed him off the bed. Slave boys must be schooled not just what to do and how to do it, but what to do afterward. The boy rose to his knees, straightened my straps and arranged my gown. If you hadn’t been there, you’d never be able to guess how long he’d served me. I recover quickly and it doesn’t take long for the need to renew itself.

“Get my strap-on,” I said.

In an instant, he ran to the table where my larger toys were lined up and scurried back to my side with the leather harness and a choice of plugs. It’s one reason my negligees have slits up the front. I stood up and he circled my hips in the leather straps and secured them. All I had to do was choose which plug to use on him.

His owners couldn’t have known about my new plugs and what they can do, so he probably assumed he’s get a regular ass reaming. Slaves who assume that anything I do is regular are always wrong.

I ended Rika’s ear bud static and instructed her to lift her blindfold, get my new lube injectors and bring them to me. Her huge body obeyed without a word and she lumbered to my side.

“Blindfold,” I said and she pulled it up to cover her eyes. “Oil him up with #4,” I said and she felt around him before finding his ass. She pressed his back to push his face to the floor so his ass was at a convenient height. Silently, she twisted the dial three times and drove the injection tube into his rectum as far as it would go. Then she pressed the plunger.

The boy’s ass filled with my special lubrication and from the waist down, his insides felt like they were on fire. While he groaned in pain, she put a big dollop in her hand and spread it between his asscheeks. The fire was now an inferno.

Before resuming the static, I said, “Get me the second one.”

I grabbed the moaning slaveboy’s collar and pressed the injector into his hand. When I lifted his head and pointed at Rika’s ass, he figured it out. In short order, I had two slaves screeching in pain from my personal conflagration. I chose to use the ribbed plug first. With my exclusive female and the boy I had for the weekend on all fours with their faces pressed into the floor, the boy discovered that one of my favorite ways to fulfill my need is to do exactly what he was enduring right now.

I fucked his ass and he tried unsuccessfully to hide his agony. When tears filled his eyes, I made him watch me switch plugs and fuck Rika until her moans made him want more. He craved what was making her hump and groan and he wanted my attention again. He raised his ass as high as he could, pleading for more of my ass plug.

For his second round, I used the new one. When the weekend was over and he was debriefed, he would tell his owners what I did to him.

When I plunged it into his ass, the fire smoldered but a new feeling filled him. He’d never be able to describe it with words, but this ass-fucking would stay with him a long time. I used #5, which my developers called R.S. It stands for raw sex. No matter how good his training was, I knew he’d never felt anything like this before.

His screeching validated it. Every molecule of his body cried out for orgasm. His hands tried to masturbate his cock, but with the cage, he felt nothing. Just for fun, I jolted him and he screamed louder. His decibel level had to have seeped into Rika’s ear buds and she clearly wanted me to use her again. The boy thrashed and bucked, humped the plug all the while begging to come. Of course, that would never happen.

When I pulled out, he fell flat on the floor and his gut contracted in sobs. I looked at Rika’s huge body humping air. She managed to plant her feet on the floor so her ass was at a convenient height.

It was her turn to plead to come. In a few minutes, I had two well-trained slaves who knew they’d never be allowed to an orgasm again, imploring me to let them come.

I unbuckled the strap-on and let it fall to the floor. I laid on the bed against the pillows and watched them hump nothing and beg to be allowed to come. Instead, I opened my tablet to see how many checks my five for-sale slaves were getting and when I saw the numbers, I smiled.


Chapter 8    

THE PRE-AUCTION DINNER was next and as is our custom, buyers and sellers bring their exclusives to the dining room. You can learn a lot about how owners train the slaves they’re selling by watching them with their exclusives in public. I’m a proponent of strict training but if I see abusive brutality, I’m reluctant to buy their merchandise. What I am wary of are owners who mistreat their slaves merely to put on a show for the rest of us. They’ve got an ego problem and I don’t want their damaged goods.

After looking over the schedule, I noticed they didn’t specify the number of exclusives we could bring to dinner. I subscribe to the adage, “seek forgiveness later.” Of course, I’d never seek forgiveness from anyone and I’d simply bring two exclusives to dinner and deal with it later.

Rika wore her collar, my logo branded on her breast and nothing else. She crawled behind me like all the other exclusives, behind their owners. Her piles of extra pounds and bald head drew stares. That’s not up for discussion because I like my females that way. Not all owners shave their slaves’ bodies, but it’s standard in my stable. Hair needs attention and even though many of new slaves cry when they’re sheared, it keeps them from developing personalities that conflict with the smooth running of my household. I suffer no divas.

The weekend boy was likewise naked and wore his owners’ collar. He inched behind Rika, his nose touching her ass crack as instructed. Even though all the guests were owners, sellers or buyers, their exclusives — some call them personals — ran the gamut of sizes, shapes, colors and genders. There are no official standards for exclusive slaves. To each their own.

I nodded with a little smile at the women who were trailed by big girls. They knew why I kept one around.

Notably, almost all the men, except the Old Leather Masters, had female exclusives. There are probably no females in the Old Leather stables, so their exclusives mesh with their lifestyle. The women had about 50/50 male and female. The only twosome was mine.

Annika looked at the slaves crawling behind me and grinned. She nudged Valda and even though I don’t read lips or speak Swedish, I guessed she told her they had a brewing offer for the boy they loaned me. For their part, my exclusives were tense after their non-orgasmic afternoon of begging to come and then dressing me in my dinner outfit, including hair and makeup. When I was pleased with the look, I welted their asses with a short whip to complement their dinner outfits. I like my slaves’ red asses standing out in a crowd.

A house slave led me toward my seat next to Annika and I checked the name cards to see who was placed on their other side. It’s an auction tradition to seat the buyers who spent the most or brought in the biggest commissions at the last auction next to the hostesses and dwindle down from that. First-timers found themselves at the ends of the U-shaped tables.

Red Rick was there, of course. After the buying and selling was done, he’d transport almost everyone’s purchases to their new owners’ homes or slave warehouses. He gave me a big hug, which turned a few heads. Then he whispered in my ear.

“I’ll buy the eunuch if it doesn’t sell tomorrow.”

That was interesting. Red buys only what he knows he can mark up and sell — or he already had an client looking for a cockless slave. This is why the dinners are important. There’s a lot you can find out that impacts your pricing and tweaks the offers you make.

I nudged the boy with my foot so I could look at my tablet for checks next to the eunuch. There were quite a few.

Everyone was murmuring and trying to negotiate deals with each other. We inspected the merchandise this morning, so buyers were trying to hold down prices with cash offers rather than trades. Sellers were eager to get their stock sold, so the conversations were rapid but subdued. You didn’t want to tip your hand by showing too much interest. Buying and selling is a careful balance.

My ex-governor was generating buzz. The Old Leather group didn’t want him, but U.S. buyers had added checks next to his number all day. There were more than a dozen potential buyers. When you have a hot unannounced property, you have the upper hand in negotiations. It’s an easy way to get rid of lesser-quality slaves by adding them into a two-for-one bundle. I might even attempt a three-for-one if my boys didn’t sell quickly. That’s a rare type of sale and it meant I would have to set a fairly high minimum.

The girls from Spain were seated mid-way down a side table and I caught Camila’s eye and smiled. They were in a tight financial position and although the ex-governor would be costly, they could make a handy profit on resale. But first they had to learn that their tablet is their guide. My ex-governor had more checks than any other single slave for sale. The girls had to ask themselves why so many buyers wanted him and what they could get if they sold him.

I had Rika crawl to their seats and bring them to me. Slaves aren’t allowed to speak at dinner, so if Isabella or Camila were smart, they’d follow her. If they weren’t clever enough to do that, then I was done with them. Auction isn’t the place for foolish sellers.

While she was on that errand, my weekend boy crept into Rika’s place under the table at my feet and curled around my ankles. In seconds, I was enjoying an expert leg massage. The two girls from Spain were standing next to me and my feet were wrapped up in the slave’s strong fingers. One of them coughed and I realized they were there.

Foot massage can do that to me, if it’s exceptional. This one was.

“Girls, after dinner, let’s get together on the patio so I can share a few auction techniques — tips and tricks — that will help you buy more efficiently.”

Either I just insulted them or I gave them a gift. I’d know from their reply.

“That would be muy buena,” Isabella said and Camila nodded. “We’re grateful to you, Ma’am.”

I love it when Dommes, even wannabees, sub to me. They returned to their seats and Rika filled the space behind my chair. I left my weekend boy where he was, hugging my feet to his chest and belly, coveting to be close to me while kneading my arches.

Dinner was an amazing four-course meal with splendid wine selections for each. There were seven chefs in the kitchen, six of which would be sold tomorrow at the auction, so they were showing off their talents. The first course was an appetizer, Gubbröra, with anchovies, egg, onion, sour cream and a host of spices. I was tentative, anchovies not being on my everyday list, but it all went together nicely. It was followed by Ärtsoppa, a delicious yellow pea soup that was served next to Pannkakor, lovely pancakes with a strawberry compote. When several of us thought we couldn’t manage another bite, they brought out Köttbullar, Swedish meatballs that were made famous worldwide by IKEA. We enjoyed ones prepared by real Swedish chefs, many of whom would generate a few checks before dessert was served.

The main course was brought out by chefs carrying trays high above their shoulders and was met by a chorus of already-sated sighs. The seven chefs carried platters of Sparrispaj med rökt lax, asparagus and smoked salmon tart. The aroma in the dining room was magical, so the men loosened their belts and many women came dressed wisely in elastic-waist pants or caftans, like I was wearing. We ate almost silently and savored every bite. The whole meal was delicious and we thanked our hostesses for the experience.

Dessert arrived on several rolling carts and we had to choose what we wanted. I would have none of that.

“That one, “I pointed at the semlor buns. “That, too,” I indicated the Kladdkaka, a crunch version of chocolate cake. “And a small piece of that,” I pointed to the Pepparkakor, spiced ginger cookies. The diners on each leg of the U-shaped tables watched me choose desserts and then they joined in. Heck, we’re dominants, we don’t adhere to made-up rules limiting ourselves to one dessert option.

Our hostesses were delighted with the successful dinner and our tummies were overflowing. I wasn’t sure I could manage to walk all the way back to my suite, so I was happy to meet the two Spaniards for a chat. After coffee and tea, I nodded at the Spanish girls and we exited to the patio with my weekend boy and Rika crawling behind me. It was cool outside, so I sent Rika to get me a wrap. The temperature didn’t matter for my two exclusives, they’d get used to it as I chatted with the girls and sipped hot egg coffee.

“Girls, you have to learn some top-secret auction tricks.” Their jaws dropped at the mention of top secret and I continued. “Don’t get excited. These are schemes I’ve learned and developed over the years to make sure I buy only quality slaves for the right price. There are three tenets.”

They held their coffee cups tightly and leaned in because I dropped my voice a bit to hold their attention.

“First, there are questions you must ask if you’re buying and other ones you should have answers for if you’re selling.”

Isabella had her female loaner take notes.

“If you’re buying, know exactly how long the slave has been on the market and why he hasn’t been sold yet.” I saw their questioning looks. “If a slave has been on the market too long, there’s a problem with him and you have to find out what it is. Maybe he’s a problem or has a bad history. Some just don’t work out in stable after stable and get sold. You don’t want one of those. You’ll never be able to sell ones like that for a profit. Low prices aren’t always good deals.”

They nodded and had their girl write it down.

“If his asshole is damaged, stay away, even if it’s been repaired. Ask for his medical records and make sure he’s not being treated or recently finished medical treatment. Remember, resale is a primary means to decide on your price at auction.”

I hoped those tips would generate questions. Finally, Camilla asked, “How long is too long on the market?

I smiled. “Two auctions where they couldn’t sell them are my limit from any seller, but if you’re talking about cock size, there is no too long.”

We laughed and I successfully broke down the door behind which they were hiding their financial issues.

“But when you’re selling, there’s one thing you have to do before listing a slave for sale,” I said.

Isabella drew a line with her finger on the tablet screen to separate my two kinds of advice.

“Never look eager.” That was it. They stared blankly at me. “Listen, if you’re too excited, buyers know that you’re desperate to sell and they’ll make a lowball offer. If you’ve got money problems,” I paused because this was getting personal, “then you need top dollar for every sale. Questions?”

A slave poured more egg coffee after she made a fresh pot because I drink only decaf at night. The girls spoke briefly to each other in Spanish, one of Rika’s languages. I had her kneel and whisper the translation to me. The Spanish girls assumed she was giving me household updates. In fact, I just found out how dire their finances were.

Isabella went first. “Ms. Amity, how do we decide what is the best minimum price to set?”

That was easy if you passed seventh-grade algebra. “Add up what you paid for him and how much your daily expense is per slave. Add that in for the number of days you’ve had him. Then add 10% for profit. If he’s got a desirable specialty, add 20% more.”

I let it sink in before saying, “Then there’s your intuition. When you do your research and see what the buyers are looking for and then see how many checks a slave is getting on the for-sale list, you can up the price before listing. Remember, you can lower the price at auction, but you can’t raise it once it’s listed.”

They nodded and took notes. I said, “OK, one more question and then I want to go to bed. Tomorrow is a big day.”

“Ma’am, how do we make our intuition as good as yours?”

When she called me ‘Ma’am,” she subbed fully to me and I could manipulate the price for the doctor they were selling to my advantage.

“That’s more complicated. Follow an experienced buyer or seller. You can shadow me or others at the auction tomorrow and listen to our bids. Watch when I raise and when I drop out. I had my exclusive girl read all the slaves’ histories and medicals. And my Swedish loaner helped with the auction setup, so he has information that’s helped me decide what I’ll bid and how high I’ll go.”

“We have a girl for the weekend,” Isabella said. I knew that Annika and Valda thought the Spanish girls weren’t going to add much to their profit. The Swedish girls knew how to throw an auction. That’s why they gave them only a girl instead of the boy like I had curled around my feet and keeping them warm.

“Use her well,” I said. “Good luck tomorrow.”

I pushed the boy off my feet and walked back to the residential area with my exclusives in tow.

“Have a good night and sleep well,” they said.

It would have been unkind to tell them I had no intention of going straight to sleep. I had a Swedish slave that I planned to use well, use up and use all for myself.


Chapter 9    

HOW MANY ORGASMS make a good night, like the Spanish girls wished me? For me, it was four. My weekend boy, whose name I demanded he tell me, was Nils. His owners probably never use it and it pained him to say it aloud. I didn’t want to know his name to have a relationship with him; rather, everything I knew gave me more power over him. Earlier this afternoon I enjoyed a few sensual hours he delivered, but I wanted a lot more than that.

Rika drew my bath and I had Nils watch her perform every step. He was well-trained, but there are a few places where males always need improvement. He’d learn some of those tonight. When I was bathed and dressed for bed, his real work began. He had potential, but potential doesn’t take care of my needs.

Dressing for bed means that my exclusive or more often, one of my eunuchs, selects my gown, asks my approval, dresses me in it and takes care of my wardrobe before I send them back to the eunuch room or, in Rika’s case, put her in a large dog bed next to my four-poster. If I have a need in the middle of the night, I keep Rika close to take care of it.

“You will learn my sensual spots,” I said to Nils. “When you know them, then you will bring me closer to enjoying my evening. At no point will you speak of or share what I teach you. If you do…” I paused briefly, “I’ll cut off your cock and balls.”

His whole body quaked in fear. From the depth of his reaction, I was almost surprised he didn’t fall over from shock. Nils knew I was speaking literally and it terrified him to his core.

I unlatched his collar with the key Annika slipped to me at dinner and told him he had four minutes to use the leftover bath water and scrub himself sparkling clean. Rika timed it and reported he used three minutes and twenty seconds before he knelt slightly damp at my feet.

“Your cock is gone. While you’re locked in my cage, you’ll never feel another orgasm. Your only purpose is to please me.”

He put his wet face on my feet and used his tongue and lips to worship them. Oh, he was eager, but mistaken about what was going to happen tonight. I pushed his face off my feet and ordered him to stand against the St. Andrews Cross that was bolted to the wall.

He did and I had Rika lock him onto it.

His cock erected inside the cage and one tap on my control box sent a jolt into his genitals. He yelped like a puppy, but his cock softened immediately and the cross kept him from flinching. He looked down, worried that his penis might never work again. That’s where I like my slaves, confused and scared, where they don’t know what’s coming. Nils had to learn that it didn’t matter a whit to me if it ever got hard again. His purpose was to service me.

When a slave is on a cross, his body is ripe for the taking. It’s not my primary punishment tool, but this boy needed to learn how to obey and not assume he knows what I want him to do. My purpose tonight was discipline. It may be nuanced, but there’s a difference between punishment and discipline.

Before I break a slave, I evaluate their pain levels. I want to know where they max out, that is, when any more pain will make them go berserk. Hysteria is a tool, but when I train new boys, I like to stay on this side of out-of-control. If I want to push a boy into delirium? That’s what punishment is for. And I’m very good at it.

Usually, I start at the top and work my way to the bottom to cover every inch of a boy’s skin, although not always in order. Randomizing keeps them alert. Nils’ eyes were laser-focused on my hands. First, I blindfolded him so he couldn’t see what I’d aim at next. Then I clipped his nipples and tightened the tension till he whimpered. Contrary to what many owners believe, cock torture isn’t always the first place to start obedience training. There are three spots I always brutalize when I’m establishing pain thresholds.

The inside of his spread thighs was the target my graphite cane’s whacks and it drew lovely red welts that would be visible tomorrow at the auction. He screeched a few times, but I was nowhere near his limit. Then I tilted the cross so his feet were hand-high. A spiked wheel showed me his second sensitive spot where I could gauge his pain limit. It was the soles of his feet. I filed that tidbit to use later. That gave me the information I wanted and Rika dutifully entered it into my tablet, so it synchronized with my servers.

I was ready to push him to his limit and maybe a bit beyond using the third spot.

The girls provided a clever metal bar unit that held the boy on his knees with his feet locked behind him. Two descending sets of bars, one over his hips and the other behind his shoulders, forced his ass up. The lowest set held his hands. I chuckled when I saw the mechanical plug that could fuck his ass with the program I dialed in. In a few minutes, Rika had him locked down, ass up and unable to wriggle even an inch. When you’re pushing a slave’s limits, tight lockdown avoids injuries.

I’ve learned a lot about new slaves. They were used by their owners, but a lot of them act like virgins the first time I have tools in my hands. Maybe it’s my training expertise. Maybe they know my reputation. It doesn’t matter at all, as long as they learn to obey me.

Beating an ass doesn’t make slaves submit. That's why ass punishment is only a piece of my ongoing stable training. But the secret to owning a boy, as opposed to simply having him submit, happens between his sac and asshole. The flat piece is his perineum, but in my world, it’s called the sweet spot. Jolting my superchip with one button tortures the cock and balls. Electrifying the back makes his ass feel like it’s on fire. Doing both at the same time takes them right up to the edge of insanity. That’s where I like to put new slaves to see how much they can take.

Once they’re in the place where their minds stop working and they’re reduced to pure animal reaction, they never want to go there again. They will do anything and everything I demand to prevent my driving them there again. That’s my definition of ownership, not having to tell, remind or cajole. They behave because what awaits them for misbehavior is too hideous to imagine. My third step evaluating a new boy is to take him there and make him feel it in every cell of his body. Nils was close to that place right now.

If I bought him from the Swedish girls, I’d insert the chip I bought from a friend’s online shop, but I had it customized and reprogrammed with a few of my preferred routines. Until I paid for Nils, I glued it to his perineum. It took about two minutes to dry.

The first shock was to the front and he screamed the cry that is music to my ears. The second jolt was to the rear and he spasmed. It was prudent to lock him down and prevent the kind of injuries slaves get from flailing around. There are heartfelt screams and then there are primal ones. Nils was screeching from deep inside his gut, as close to a primal scream as he’d ever let loose before. The only thing he felt, the only feeling inside him, was pure agony.

He knew now what hell felt like if he ever disobeyed again. Lessons don’t need to be lengthy to do the job; about ten minutes takes care of most boys. My program ran for the duration, mixing front and back shocks, changing the timing between them and sometimes doing the same one twice. Or three times. You don’t want a boy to anticipate the sequence so I have a random program as well as the one I was using tonight to teach him how strict my demands were.

It took him two full minutes to stop screaming. I had Rika unlock him when he was calm and rolled him on his back with my foot so I could look at his face. It was wet with tears and just a little blood where he probably bit his lip, but no real damage.

It was a struggle, but he rose to his hands and knees, crawled toward me and lowered his head at my feet. No licking or sucking this time. Like a good slave, he waited for my next instruction.

Except for transferring the money to pay for him, I owned him.

With that chore completed, I had Rika finish dressing me for bed and then I put her and Nils in the dog bed on the floor at the foot of the antique bed. I slept very well and looked forward to tomorrow’s auction. The boy would sleep fitfully with occasional nightmares, but Rika knew how to take care of that.

She’d smother him with her blubber so I wasn’t disturbed while I slept.


Auction Day


Chapter 10    

THE MORNING SUN was already shining outside my windows when I woke up early as usual. It made me appreciate Sweden’s longer days this season even more. Rika was readying my bath and she already had the kitchen staff deliver coffee and sweet rolls to my suite. I sat up and had her serve breakfast to me while the boy crept to the side of my bed. I knew he was there but had no use for him right now, so I ignored his sniffling. He still had tears left over even though I thought he cried himself out last night.

The coffee was delicious and the blueberry sweet roll got me started on what was going to be an exhilarating day. Today was auction day.

When I finished, Rika cleared the tray and lifted my gown over my head. I walked to the bathroom, sat down and beckoned the boy to the commode with a finger wave. It was an elegant tall lavatory with a heated oval seat. There was a bidet but I had a slave, so it was an easy choice. From the startled look on his face, I wasn’t sure how good he’d be at this routine slave chore. I have a tried-and-true disciplinary method for post-pee cleansing if the boy failed to do an excellent job.

He knelt between my legs, looked like he understood what to do, leaned in and pressed his tongue into me. His licking was adequate and it sufficed for a first timer, but like most slaves he’d get more proficient with practice. Practice was what he’d do in a few minutes. He crawled to the deep tub and I sat on his back and swung my feet into the water. When the jets swirled the lavender-scented bath all around me, I pointed to the boy and then to Rika. He crept toward her. Flicking my finger side-to-side, she spread her legs.

His cleansing practice started with my exclusive female’s immense pussy. He lifted himself high enough to reach her lips and nudged his mouth inside her. He licked until she started to moan, so I jolted her to remove any sensual feeling and pointed at him again, instructing him to continue. I repeated the lesson several times. Lick-jolt-lick-jolt until I was sure his technique improved and Rika was in tears with an over-stimulated pussy and nothing she could do about it.

My two slaves took turns bathing me, from soaping to rinsing, foot, shoulder and arm massage and after toweling me off, they rubbed imported lavender lotion into my skin. Nils stayed one step behind Rika, petrified of making a mistake. That’s the appropriate position for slaves-in-training, one step behind, so they can learn how to attend me. Besides, after last night’s adventure, he was scared to get any closer to me this morning.

A slave in a state of terror without unnecessary beating is one of my best training tools. Every slave in my stable knows that that I can put him into his personal hell in minutes and that dread makes sure none of them dares to disobey a second time.

Auction day is special and needed an exceptional wardrobe. My girls packed my leathers and Rika and Nils dressed me in absolute black. The skirt was ultra-short so the high-heel boots rose high up my thighs. My fingerless gloves ran all the way to my upper arms and my vest pushed my cleavage up enough that the guests turned their heads to look, waiting for a sneak peek of an exposed nipple. Of course, that never happened because my leathers are handmade, fit perfectly and have tape strips in vital places. But they kept glancing my way, eager for an unforced error that would never happen to someone like me.

Breakfast in the dining room was light. Most of the guests’ exclusives had in-room coffee and sweetcakes delivered, typical for auction day. At 10:00 AM, we were ushered into the bidding room where the merchandise was displayed in lots, the ones with the highest minimum prices first and then the next lower ones. Slaves handed us our tablets for bidding. The first group for sale was already lined up in the front for us to take a final look before bidding started.

We were milling about the for-sale items when we heard loud thuds across the room. Everyone turned to look. One of the German girls was beating a boy who was on the floor, huddled in a ball, trying to ward off her blows. If you’ve never seen the Germans in action, it’s hard to explain. They’re brutal. Sure, I will beat a misbehaving slave if that will repair the misconduct, but at some point, more blows don’t solve the problem. There’s a mystical place where you have to feel if the slave has learned his lesson. That tells you to stop whipping and do something more effective.

The German girls didn’t know that or didn’t care. Their training consisted mostly of thrashing slaves, which is why their stock looked forward to being sold. Several buyers muttered, “Tsk, tsk,” at the sight of an overbeaten boy being abused by his owner. Acting like a whipping maniac doesn’t score any points with this crowd.

Annika stomped over to the scene, grabbed the German girl’s cane, broke it in half over her knee and handed both pieces to her. The crowd murmured approval and the German girl’s face turned red. She was dommed by the Swede in front of everyone and wasn’t happy about it. Valda threw her a look and she sat down quietly rather than risk being tossed out of the auction and having to take home what she was selling and empty-handed of anything new.

The sellers vowed with nods at each other that they would not let the Germans buy their slaves and Red Rick shook his head, probably swearing never to ship stock to them again.

Everyone took a deep breath and finished their last-minute slave inspections. A bell clanged. The auction was ready to start.


Chapter 11    

WE ALL SETTLED into our seats when the auctioneer took her place at the microphone and rapped her gavel on the podium. We were issued traditional black auction paddles with our brands on them in white. Our exclusives knelt at our sides ready with our tablets to check off merchandise as it was sold and show us the financial transactions so we could sign off on purchases. No one buys on credit at our auctions.

The auctioneer, dressed in formal leathers, opened the auction. “Buyers, we have a large number of items for sale today. Be sure of your bids, there are no oops allowed.”

Most of us heard the oops story in our online meetings where a poor buyer from Australia wound up with six slaves, when she thought she was bidding on one. The audience chuckled at the memory.

I had two purchases in my cart, the doctor I bought from the Spanish girls for a too-low price and the ex-senator that came via a circuitous route from the Houston sellers. That bastard would stay in my stable, but maybe not as a male. If I let him keep his genitals, he’d be punished for what he did another way, several ways. That’s another story, not one I want to dwell on right now, but I’ll tell it later. I owned him and I knew exactly what I was going to do to him. Make him pay.

“Here are the rules. Each item has a minimum bid hanging around its neck and I will announce it. Each time you raise your paddle, you are increasing the bid by the amount I state for that sale. I will call your brand when recognizing your bid. I know you’re all excited, but remember, please bid one at a time.”

We fingered our paddles and made sure we kept them solidly on our laps lest we make an ‘oops’ bid.

“Finally, payment is due when I bang the gavel and end the sale. You will make arrangements to take your merchandise with you tomorrow or you can use the auction’s shipping service.”

Red Rick stood up, waved at the audience who already knew who he was and said, “Shipping options and rates are in your tablets. The prices are special for the auction and I’m not negotiating with you.” He sat down and we tapped our screens to see the auction rates. There were no prepaid returns included in his prices because there are no returns at auction unless a slave was misrepresented. That’s a nicer way of saying that a seller lied. If that happened, they’d be banned from all the future auctions we held.

“Here’s the first lot,” the auctioneer said.

Five naked males without collars stood in the well in front of the audience. Each wore a lot number with his minimum price around his neck and several of us double-checked our inspection lists to match numbers one last time. Slaves tend to look alike so making sure they’re the ones we want is important so we buy the right one.

My ex-attorney general was in this lot but my ex-governor wasn’t. I checked my tablet again and saw a “featured” group that followed the high-priced items. That was a smart move by the Swedish girls. Make the audience anticipate.

The bidding started slowly but the pace picked up quickly. The group from Brazil had the highest-priced minimum slave for sale in this lot and each time you raised your paddle, you raised it $100. He went for $1,100 and was removed and delivered to shipping while the girls from Brazil high-fived each other over their profit. I reread his summary. Who wants a Portuguese-speaking army general? Well, his NATO experience might matter to the Europeans.

Next up was my boy, the ex-attorney general of a western state and his minimum opening bid was high but fair. Buying him meant you got access to his contacts but not his illicitly gotten property or money. It’s understood that the current owner keeps the proceeds when they take a chance on first-time slaves and his financials aren’t sold with him. Taking in first-time slaves has to include some enticements or no one would take a chance on them.

She read his qualifications. “This former U.S. state attorney general is 5’11” and 200 pounds. Ass is nicely stretched, cock erects to almost seven inches. He’s been thoroughly trained and gets a high rental price with consistent requests for him. Check your tablets for the owner’s spreadsheet.”

There were a few ooh’s when they saw my rental income from him and two short videos of a group of men being sucked off and then reaming his ass, one after another. The bidding was rapid. The final price was $1,750 and Rika tapped the payment screen so I could approve it. So far, I had the highest sale price today. But there were a lot more on sale and that was sure to change.

The rest of the group was sold quickly. The other three included a leader of an African country that didn’t exist anymore, an Olympic athlete who won a few medals and an Asian martial arts master of some sort. I didn’t want any of them.

The featured group was trotted in. They were all masked and the audience mumbled because the special ones were usually the ones whose faces, once revealed, determined whether or not you wanted to buy them. If the Swedish girls wanted the highest prices, they’d have to be unmasked before bidding started.

The auctioneer smiled and said, “Not to worry. Each item’s face will be shown one at a time and I will read their summaries before their minimums are announced.”

They were being coy by not disclosing all of them at once. You could feel the tension in the room.

The audience nodded and the pressure built when an auction slave took off the first boy’s mask and exposed his face. I knew that my ex-governor would draw a few gasps, but I didn’t know if any of the others would make me suck a little air. That’s one thing I love about auctions. There are always surprises.

She read the first one’s summary. “Who doesn’t want a Fortune 500 company executive who rescued a struggling business and made huge profits for the shareholders? This slave is a virgin — yes, ladies and gentlemen, a single-owned slave bought and trained specifically for this auction. He’s 6’2”, 220 lbs., unshaved, unbranded and ready for you to mold.”

The audience fingered their paddles, ready to bid. I wanted to hear more.

“His financial skills can be useful for larger estates and stables. His ass is well trained and used often; he’ll generate a high rental price, especially from the type of businessmen who are your clients.”

Everyone recognized him and the bidding went fast. It came down to the U.S. west-coast Doms and the Belgian women and my money was on the Europeans. It might be hard to rent a high-profile boy in the same part of the country where he used to live and work. But you never know.

He went for $1,950 and was sent to shipping. To Belgium.

The next slave’s mask was yanked off and the $2,000 asking price was pretty high, so we were eager to hear what earned the boy a spot in the exclusive group. Once we saw his face, we knew why.

“Bidders, this special boy is 6’ tall and 195 lbs. and, as many of you guessed, is the singer who disappeared a few months ago when he submitted himself to an Old Leather master from the southeast U.S. mountains.”

Damn. He was only four hours away from me and Big Mike never told me he owned him.

I wondered who’d want this boy because you couldn’t display him publicly or rent him except to incredibly trusted clients. Of course, he’d be a feather in their Dom caps and maybe he could entertain them, one way or another. I didn’t want him and watched the bidding take off. It went up $200 per paddle raise and the final price was just over $3,000, a tidy profit for Mike and the Old Leather guys.

There were three left and an auction slave unmasked the next one. We were stumped about his identity but whispers started when someone recognized his odd body shape. He was large every respect. If the guesses were right, this tall and lardy male would see spirited bidding. When the mask was finally taken off, the whispers grew into loud murmurs.

“I see many of you recognize this boy,” the auctioneer said. “He’s 6’6” and 280 lbs. The fat he’s gained since the end of his professional sports career can be exercised off. The boy is an unusually high rental, as I’m sure you guessed.”

She left the best part for last. “He knows lots of like-minded boys still playing in the NFL. His contact list is sold with him.”

That’s all the bidders needed to hear to raise their paddles one after another and up the price $300 each time. Not only would they get a slave who could lead exercise for the stable and give their stable managers time for their other duties, but he also held the promise of snagging more players when they retired. The Swedish girls owned him now and I was sure they bought him for two reasons. He likely came with a hefty bank account and would get them a tasty profit.

I have no use for many former athletes in my stable, so I watched the bidding reach $4,500 when the gavel hit the podium. The Swedes shared a kiss for the lucrative sale of their investment slave. I think that boy was going to be shipped to South America, but I didn’t care. It’d be on my tablet when I reviewed the summary of the day’s events.

There were only two left in the exclusive group and one of them was mine. An auction slave yanked off the other boy’s mask and the audience sat back and considered the minimum price for a slave with a history as unique as his. Standing in front of us was an accomplished art forger and thief. He’d been convicted in France and sentenced to prison, so he either served his sentence or escaped. This was a first for one of our auctions and no one was sure how to react.

The auctioneer explained it to us. “Who among you that collects art doesn’t want an art expert who help grow your collection?”

Nervous laughter filled the room. We weren’t sure which of his skills she was hyping.

“No, not that! He knows how to barter and bid on art and can spot forged art from a mile away…but there’s more he can do for you. This is a gay boy who can balance your stable if you let your boys mingle, but moreover, he adds a unique talent to your rental pool. He’s a trained ballet dancer, something he’s hidden from the world, but not from you.”

She took a breath because the audience was mumbling among themselves.

“He was let out for good behavior.”

The crosstalk ended with her explanation. It’s a rare household that wants an escaped convict. His minimum was reasonable and bids grew by $100 per paddle raise. The bidding went on for several minutes before he sold for $1,500 to a Canadian Domme who lives in the middle of nowhere but has a pretty big art collection. That’s a good place for this slave for the time being.

My ex-governor was up next. I felt Rika tense and Nils’ tried to look around Rika’s vast body to see the tablet and read the slave’s summary. The auctioneer was ready for this sale.

“This slave is 5’11” and 190 lbs. He has decades of political experience, topping out as a U.S. state governor.”

The few people in the room who didn’t recognize him were mostly from Asia and Africa, and they weighed his value to their stables. The boy had an extensive contact list but left his last position under a host of corruption charges. I bought him directly from Red Rick, who hadn’t had him but a day or two, so he wasn’t technically a virgin. Rick included his assets in the sale and they stayed with me when he was sold today. I put him up for sale because I had what I wanted, which was frequent, high-price rentals but more importantly, his network that provided me several new high-powered clients. They’d rented and used him frequently by themselves and with groups. I exhibited him as fresh meat in one of my Parlors where prominent men used him and who then arranged to have me use themselves to experience their lifelong — and very secret — proclivities. Simply, the ex-governor was a big draw.

I was in the market for one or two more like that today.

The bidding was fast and I enjoyed watching buyers, especially the Europeans, outbid each other at $300 per paddle. In the end, the final price was $4,500 and I had the highest price so far today.

An auction slave took him to shipping and Red would transport him to Atlanta, where I was sure he’d get plenty of attention during their version of my Parlors, the tuition-based gatherings I showed those girls how to put together after they attended one of mine. Many in my Domme network held for-pay sessions, mostly for male clients and asked me to schedule follow-up Domme-only strategy and training sessions to show them how to grow their own events. In fact, I had one scheduled for next month and there was a waiting list already.

The eunuchs and alternative genders were next on the block.


Chapter 12    

WHEN THE EUNUCHS and other genders were led in, I saw eight bodies with assorted sexual organs to review. That’s one reason they have to be displayed without their frilly clothes, so buyers can see what’s inside the box. Some had cocks, some were ball-less, a few were fully transformed, there were big breasts on some and even a few vaginas. My boy was one of them.

Owners, especially Dommes, buy these slaves to be their genderless exclusives and a few get them to manage their stables because neither their males nor their females are attracted to them. Others buy them mostly to rent, especially in areas where there aren’t many like them so they get a high price from the curious. And the kinky.

My eunuch was for sale because I was simply tired of it. As a fully transformed eunuch that had been my exclusive for more than a year, it had little appeal left. I like change once in a while. Besides, I bought a slave in pre-sale — the doctor —that might be my next eunuch because its owners undercharged a lot and that would offset what the surgery and hormones cost. Heck, I tried to tell them that they were selling him too cheap, but I snapped him up in pre-sales anyway. Some lessons we learn are expensive. They just learned one.

Besides, there was a mostly finished item I was considering.

They were positioned in the well and their waist chains were unlocked so the auctioneer could have them spin around and give the audience a full look. We paid attention to the ones that had male organs but were dressed as females till they stripped them, then the fully transformed ones were bared and finally the ones in-process. That’s where my attention was focused. If I got a high enough price for the eunuch I was selling, then I could spend a little more on the European boy with gorgeous black skin and fully-developed arm and shoulder muscles. All he needed was his cock and balls cut off and he’d make a splendid bath slave. I swiped my tablet to read his spec sheet again and had Nils hold it up for me during bidding so I could see who had the current high bid.

I read my tablet while they sold the first five and then my eunuch’s bidding started. It was no secret that I owned it, so the buyers knew they were getting top-quality training and excellent surgery. Its medication list was there, too. I don’t keep secrets when selling.

The bidding started at my minimum, perhaps a little high but the merchandise was worth it. Each paddle raised increased it by $200. What I hadn’t expected was a bidding war, but that’s what happened.

Buyers from all across the globe were bidding furiously on my eunuch. The Brazilian girls almost came to blows with the Spaniards, the Belgians wanted it and were facing off against the Houston girls and before the auctioneer restored order, I had today’s top bid of $6,500. I nodded and she banged the gavel and called, “SOLD!”

I think the Belgians bought it, but I wasn’t sure. My attention was on the next group, especially the chef who specialized in Asian-American food. He was gay, which helped land him in this group, but he’d be a draw for my guests and according to the spreadsheet, he did well on the rental market. His old restaurant earned two stars. Then he was owned overseas and is currently the property of Mayleen and Sofie, the Austrians who were known to sell decent quality merchandise but whose price expectations were often fairly high.

“The next item is a 5’10” 175-pound slave with culinary skills, that has been owned by European and Asian ambassadors and used almost exclusively in their embassies.”

I double-checked his number and minimum bid. As usual, it was too high compared to the prices the other food slaves were getting, but I could work that to my advantage.

“Prices increase by $100 per paddle raise.”

The auctioneer knew it was over-priced too and set only a $100 raise. I let the Germans open the bidding. Never bid first, it reveals your intentions.

I let it go until the bidding slowed and the current bid was $1,600. When I saw the auctioneer tense her shoulder, I raised my paddle right before she swung the gavel. My timing was perfect. She swung it after pointing at me and I had a new chef for $1,700.

So far, I’d bought the ex-senator, got a great deal on the doctor from the Spaniards during pre-sale and now the chef from the Austrians. There was another one I wanted but had to sit through the sales of the other three I was getting rid of first.

After the sales of specials and sex variants, the rest of the stock moved more quickly. The Belgians were buying skilled labor, probably remodeling their estate; the Austrians, just like the Houston girls, were buying generic slaves probably to resell on their respective continents. They each bought one of mine. The Germans were abusing the Spaniards’ too-low prices but stocking up on an assortment of colors and sizes while Red Rick actually had the high bid on my ex-supervisory agent, most likely to help keep his shipping company out of any legal crosshairs.

When it was almost over except for two lots, I had Nils show me the day’s financials. One thing was for sure. My income was greater than my expenses so I decided to buy one more, one that intrigued me in pre-sale.

I wanted that tech slave, the former Marine, the one who got hard when I stood him at attention. But to get him, I’d have to get into a bidding war with Big Mike and my Old Leather friends. They wanted him to humiliate with their mountain friends. I wanted him because he was a tech slave and, well, because I wanted him. There was something about him…

I’m used to getting what I want and stop at nothing to get it.

He was in the second-to-last lot. Tech slaves aren’t difficult to buy, so they’re rarely in the featured groups. Craving domination must be built into their personalities, like what makes them good programmers and analysts. He might work on the fringes of my network but it’s managed by a Canadian firm. I had other plans for him.

He was taller than the other four in the well and certainly more muscular. There was some light brown hair on his head and I thought about having it sheared off. I imagined his intake where they’d remove the rest of his body hair, including his thick pubic bush and dark-haired ass. It might be entertaining. Once they were done with him, I hoped he might fit as an exclusive. There was something about him, an air of obedience that felt right to me and I always trust my gut.

Ordinarily, I’d snap him up but Nils was tasty, too. I suppose I could have two exclusive pleasure slaves. After all, I’m difficult to please.

The asking price for the boy was reasonable, given his technical skills and he’d be a competent replacement for a tech boy I traded last month for an outdoor landscaping boy. His face wasn’t important because I couldn’t remember what he looked like. Shaved males tend to look alike. The auctioneer finally got to him and I was careful not to appear eager. The Old Leathers were a row behind me, so they couldn’t see my reactions.

Rika held my tablet while Nils tried to get a peek at the boy. He’d seen me grip my paddle and wondered what about the boy appealed to me. I’d teach him that it’s not his business, but it could wait. I rarely beat a boy in public, although it can correct a problem quickly so I’ve been known to do that when needed. Not right now. I was busy.

“Buyers, we have an attractive male who clocks in at 6’3” and 195 pounds of solid muscle.” After the chuckling stopped, she said, “He’s a virgin, only one previous owner. Skilled in IT with several certifications. See your tablets for a list. He’s been trained by a branch of the U.S. military so he’ll fit in any stable. $50 per paddle raise.”

Big Mike raised his paddle, too quickly I thought. He was raring to buy the boy but I had my own plans. One of the Spanish girls raised hers but that was probably because the opening price was low and they were buying cheap ones. I let Mike raise his again, then the Spaniard. When the bidding leveled off, I raised mine.

The room buzzed. They know me and my reputation and knew I don’t buy casually. Big Mike, the Old Leather master bidding on this one, grumped behind me. The Spaniard put her paddle down. She wasn’t going to outbid me. But the other bidder in this two-dominant sale was undecided because, as I learned by doing my homework, they’d bought several in pre-sale and I bet they were strapped for cash.

There are skills you learn when you’ve been to auctions and more when your private investigators supply your competitors’ financials.

He managed one more paddle raise and I topped his bid. It was over and the boy was taken to transport for shipping to my stable in the morning. Nils looked confused and Rika was busy tapping into the tablet so I could approve the transaction and shipping arrangements with Red Rick.

-=o=-

When the bidding ended, the selling and buying was finally over. We were all happy to return to our suites and freshen up for the demonstrations that would follow the closing dinner buffet. Auctions are fun but tiring, what with the research I had to do and decisions I made. Almost everyone returned to their accommodations but I found Annika and Valda to congratulate them on a successful event as well as on their personal profits from the sales. My exclusives crept behind me and stayed there while we chatted. I had a favor to ask.

“One of the slaves I bought — the last one — I’d like him delivered to my room after the festivities tonight. He can be taken back to shipping when I’m done with him. Can you arrange that for me?”

I threw in the “for me” to remind them that at least three teams who spent big money today came from my contacts. I needn’t have worried.

“He’ll be on your doorstep after the last demo is done! You’ll still do the single-tail show, right? That one is heavily over-subscribed.”

“Självklart,” I said and they laughed at my pronunciation of ‘of course,’ but hugged me and said they were eager to see what I’d be wearing to dinner.

Nils’ face fell enough for me to notice it. Later tonight, he’d learn that I never favor one slave over another, they’re all simply slaves to me. But my exclusives? That’s an entirely other story that’s coming next. Right after the post-dinner demonstrations.


Dinner & Femdom Demonstrations


Chapter 13    

WE LEFT OUR SLAVES in our suites after we changed for dinner and demonstrations, one of which was my single-tail show that Annika and Valda asked me to present. She used a lot of flattery successfully and said, “No one throws a whip like you!” She was right, but I still practiced before dinner on Nils and Rika. My two exclusives were secretly pleased that I left them behind during the dinner that closed the auction weekend, until they found themselves locked onto opposite walls in the suite. Before hanging them there, I thought it was prudent to throw a few strokes, just to loosen up my left arm.

Dressing for an auction dinner, especially one with a top-rated audience like this, meant I needed another special outfit. Add my whip demo to the mix and I had my girls pack a distinctive wardrobe. My house girls set out every combination they could think of and I chose parts and pieces from each. Given the TSA thing, I overnighted my whips to Sweden. All I needed was for one of the officers to ask for an demo in a private room at the airport.

My girls packed two outfits for tonight because I might change my mind. I had my two exclusives dress me in leather pants, my favorite bustier where my nipples don’t quite show, spiked thigh-high heeled boots and leather gauntlets. It was either that or leather shorts and black hose but the temperature in this part of world was low this time of year, so long pants worked fine.

After they dressed me and Rika retreated to the bathroom to hand clean my auction outfit, Nils became the object of my practice session. Rika took as much time as she could cleaning my clothes and that ploy worked for a few minutes before I had her join Nils for my rehearsal.

A single tail is a special instrument and all of mine are hand-made by my leather guy outside Memphis. I don’t know how anyone can throw one of those store-bought whips accurately. Really, who wants to draw blood needlessly? It’s a careful balance of the handle shape and size, the length of the tail and of course, the weight. I have three of them, all slightly different that I use for various purposes. Tonight was a demonstration on a few objects but mostly on supplied slaves, so I chose the one I call Whippet, because it’s long and thin.

I warmed up in my suite and was glad to see earlier that the main room was big enough for me to throw without taking out a lamp. I can hear my throw and know it’s good without seeing it swish through the air. The first one cracked a little because if you know what you’re doing, you never throw rigidly too early. You work up to it. The second one made Nils stare at my left arm and the next few filled his face with fear. When I pointed at a few empty soda cans and then to the center of the room, he realized they were my targets. He was visibly relieved that I wasn’t aiming at him, but that would change soon enough.

Four cracks and four shattered soda cans. I pointed at him and then at the middle of the rug and he started walking slowly toward it. He'd learn what a single-tail in my hand can do.

The whip sang and landed with a delightful crack on his left asscheek. He yelped and trotted to the place I wanted him in what is best described as a teachable moment.

I twirled my finger and he faced away so I could aim for his pale white ass. I didn’t count. All I wanted were the red welts that would rise on his ass so I could measure my throws and not draw blood. Yet.

In my circle, you don’t draw blood on someone else’s property unless you have their approval. I’d never commit a faux pas like that, but many of the guests practically begged me to demonstrate on their slaves. They all said, “Blood is OK.”

I suppose my reputation did precede me and having your slave whipped by me can be a highlight of your night. Of all those who asked me to use their slaves, the one I really wanted to hear from was my Old Leather friend. After our bidding war, I thought it was a nice tidbit to throw Big Mike’s way. After all, he’s the main proprietor of a pretty well-known shop and a peace offering seemed a sensible thing to do.

When I was sure my left arm was warmed up, I hung my pair of slaves from wall hooks with their tiptoes barely on the floor. Then I headed downstairs to dinner — and a show.

The meal was a splendid smorgasbord and met everyone’s food peccadillos. Really, if you’re going to a kinky auction, I figure you probably eat meat, but Annika and Valda made sure there were all kinds of labeled chafing dishes. Buffets help crowds mingle and all the tables each sat four, so we were forced to dine with someone we may not know. I found myself at a table with Mayleen, one of the Austrian girls, when Nell, half of the Houston girls, joined us. I’ve done business with both of them, so I hoped someone we didn’t know would join us.

That’s when Big Mike plopped his overflowing plate on the table and his large ass on the chair.

The Old Leather guys are my friends and live a few hours away when they’re in their mountain retreat, which is every summer. They’ve been adding more months they consider to be part of summer to their schedule. They’re scary-looking but once you get to know them, they’re not quite teddy bears but they’re friendly to outsiders. Like me. I’ve been invited to two of their get-togethers and even though they give me my own cabin, they treat me like one of the guys. Dominant guys.

They give me a few slaves when I visit, one for dressing, another for bathing and a third who takes care of everything else I could possibly want, from a Diet Coke to a graphite cane to use on them for fun. When I visited and they saw me on crutches from a stupid ankle injury that was refusing to heal at the speed I wanted it to, I got an additional slave, whose job was to drive me everywhere in a golf cart.

That summer, Big Mike practically lifted me onto the back seat of his Harley and I held on as tight as humanly possible while he gave me a tour of the grounds and then a couple of nearby mountain tops. Like I said, they’re scary until you get to know them.

But earlier today, I beat him in a bidding war for the ex-Marine he wanted. Neither Mayleen nor Talia understood the gravity of defeating Big Mike, even if it’s just a slave sale. Of course, they had to bring it up while we were eating.

“That boy you bought, the muscular stocky one, near the end, what does he have that you want?”

Big Mike looked a lot bigger right now. I tried the vulture eye thing with Mayleen, but it didn’t work. I’d never embarrass another buyer that I bettered but that’s the situation I was in.

“He’s being delivered in a few days, so I’ll get back to you on his talents after he completes intake.” I thought that would put an end to this uncomfortable situation, but Nell had to follow up.

“Tight ass,” she said. “Built like an ox.”

I knew that and so did Big Mike, which is probably why he wanted him in the first place. His crowd is fond of the hulky slaves, it gives them a sense of pride to watch them crawl and suck dicks. But he was mine and even though he’d certainly suck dicks, I had a better use for his tight ass.

Really, I own successful businesses and have plenty of workers to make them grow. Why shouldn’t I have two exclusive males for my own enjoyment? The answer is, there is no reason for me not to have two. Or even three.

Big Mike was shoveling food into his mouth and staring at me. I took a deep breath and a bigger chance.

“Mike, how about I use one of the ones you purchased in my demo tonight and when I’m done, would you like to show everyone how magnificently you throw your single tail?”

He actually stopped chewing, swallowed and replied in typical Big Mike fashion.

“Yep.” Then he winked at me.

That’s how we resolve problems in my circle.


Chapter 14    

DESSERT WAS SERVED atop a big glass table that used two of the hostesses’ slaves as table legs. All the luscious servings were laid out around and on top of another of her boys who served as the table’s centerpiece. Clear plastic-wrapped delectables were placed all around him so we took at least two each, mostly to unmask which slave it was. I reached for the apple crumble that was wedged between his thighs and the chocolate strudel that laid atop his cock.

That is, if he had a cock.

Valda and Annika laughed when the guests discovered there was a real eunuch serving as a platter. Several used their forks to find out where the surgeon built a pee-hole for it and a few fingered the large breasts that were concealed under a rectangular dish filled with cupcakes. I think they took cupcakes just to empty the platter and make a dinner slave remove it for a refill so we could see what was underneath.

Those were the kind of bosoms I could enjoy. When the Swedish girls saw me eyeballing them, they nodded. I interpreted it as “go for it,” so that’s what I did.

Nell held my plate because two hands are better than one and I used those store-bought breasts until the slave moaned. I gripped the nipples and pulled them up, tossed them aside and kneaded them when out of the corner of my eye, I saw Big Mike checking the place a cock used to hang. He pushed his big finger into the pee hole and managed to hold his dessert with one hand and screw the eunuch’s hand-built vagina with the forefinger of the other. Annika and Valda joined in the uproarious laughter while the serving platter struggled to remain still. It wasn’t working.

It groaned, shuddered and spasmed. Eunuchs don’t usually have orgasms, but this one just revisited the memory of an old one.

Auction slaves brought us a bowl of water and soap with warm towels and we cleaned up after our bit of fun with the platter. Big Mike hugged me and we gobbled our desserts in record time. I even got a forkful of his blueberry cobbler. With whipped cream.

When the bell rang, it was demonstration time. A few of the more talented guests had been asked to show off their skills and new toys and I was eager to see the demos. Mine was last on the schedule, the going-away gift from our hostesses to the people who made them rich this weekend from entrance fees and percentages of sales. I figured they got a piece of Red Rick’s shipping charges as well.

We were ushered into the building where the bidding took place this morning, but you’d never have recognized it from its new furnishings. Everyone had an upholstered chair, or two on a sofa and some shared a chair-and-a-half. The lights were soft and we weren’t bothered by our exclusives crowding at our feet. Mine were still hanging on the wall in my suite.

German Girls Demonstration

The schedule listed one of the German girls first. Her demo was “CBT Revisited.” No surprise there. The Germans are skilled in cock-and-ball torture and are well-known for how intensely they punish slaves. That’s the thing about my circle of friends. We’re completely different from each other but we share the same outlook: slaves are our property and we can use them however we want. We don’t tolerate each other; rather, we celebrate all of us. It’s gratuitous abuse we can’t accept. Other kinds of abuse are sometimes necessary.

For her demo, Lina had four boys bent backwards over a bar with their feet and wrists locked together. I was surprised they were that flexible, but I’m sure she selected them because they could bend that way. In that position, their cocks and balls were completely exposed and at her mercy. Lina isn’t known for being merciful.

I sat on a sofa with Big Mike and Camila and we watched her grab a short tawse to work the boy’s organs. She reminded us of an important point, which is a purpose of demos. We can all learn something.

“Warm them up,” she said. “Find out their pain thresholds first.”

Mike mumbled something like, “Not on MY mountain,” and the three of us on the sofa laughed. The Old Leather mountain men aren’t known for caring about pain levels. They just go for it.

Lina switched tools and now was working the first boy’s sac. When he screamed, she worked it harder and was surprisingly accurate with the short whip. The boy’s cock wasn’t used at all; instead, she aimed for his ball sac and hit it in a nice cadence. We clapped in rhythm. Soon all you could hear was the boy’s unending scream.

Done with the him, Lina ran a spiked wheel on the second one. This time, her target was the boy’s penis and Mike and I bet if she’d draw blood or use that for her grand finale with the fourth boy. We should have known. The Germans aren’t known for waiting.

The cock was dotted with six lines of droplets of blood and the boy, who would certainly be hoarse in the morning, screeched like he was being tortured, which in fact, he was. She had real skill with the wheel and waited until he almost fainted before aiming at the tip. It’s not customary to make demo boys pass out, but it was her script. When he was close to unconsciousness and stopped making noise, she moved to the third boy while Annika cracked ammonia capsules under his nose. He jerked around and we changed focus to the third boy.

Lina gripped a flexible paddle and I knew it was one that my team built from my design with input from a friend who ran a slave circus. It was tapered so it fit nicely between his thighs and cupped his a cock and balls. She held it up so everyone could see.

She nodded at me and said, “This is the perfect CBT device. Lotte and I thank Ms. Amity, who conceived it and allowed us to purchase it from her private site.” Eyes turned toward me, wondering why they didn’t have access to my private site. The paddle was new and not everyone had seen it. Until tonight, as I planned.

She turned to the third boy and fit the paddle around his fairly long cock and low hanging balls to show everyone how to use it. She swung her arm back and landed a blow that echoed off the walls.

Big Mike whispered, “I want that link!”

“What’s in it for me?” I asked and squeezed his hand.

“A weekend in the mountains. Teach my doms how to whip boys.”

I nodded and tried not to smile too widely but I think I failed.

After Lina was done demonstrating my new paddle, it was time for her finale with the last boy. He was well hung, at least seven inches soft and his black skin shined under the spotlight. His ample cock and balls were dotted with stick-on electrodes so we all leaned forward because this was obviously a special demo and the culmination of her show. We’re only allotted ten minutes each, so we work fast.

For the next two minutes, she dialed a controller and we saw how it impacted his organs. One setting made the cock jump up and then she turned the dial and it shriveled into itself. That got several ooh’s from the audience. She dialed more and he struggled against his bonds in obvious pain. Another twist. He shook from his toes to his eyeballs and a final rotation made him scream bloody murder. Whatever she was doing to him, the audience wanted to know more about it.

“Where do I buy that?” Isabella asked from the couch on the other side of the room.

Finished with her demo, Lina said, “The same link I bought mine.” She pointed her chin at me.

Valda walked to the center of the floor and said, “I will ask Ms. Amity to send you the link and a code. There are more items for sale there that you all will want. Annika and I are thrilled with ours.”

I smiled and Valda grinned back. The code I gave her would factor in a decent reseller percentage for her. Auction slaves cleaned up Lina’s demo and sanitized the tools, bar and floor from the blood and sweat that the four demo boys spilled.

The Danish girls were up next.

Danish Girls’ Demonstration

Benedikte readied her tools and subjects and the program listed the topic simply as “Sounds.” Working with sounds is quite entertaining but you have to be careful when threading urethral sounds into penises so you don’t permanently damage them. Although many in my group keep their boys in orgasm denial, some of the fledgling girls allow them to — or make them — come for rentals, for their own amusement or for owners who haven’t yet learned the value of milking a stable. Or don’t know how. Most of us prohibit orgasms and in my stable, that includes erections. The cock cages I developed make either erection or orgasm impossible with micro-electrodes that punish a cock that’s even trying to erect. They turn into flaccid lumps in seconds. Better, I don’t even have to be nearby. The new cages have responsive programming. Once in a while, a boy will start hollering and fall on the floor. That tells me — and everyone else — what his cock was trying to do.

Only my control box can turn off the cages’ electronic jolts. It’s a good visual lesson to the rest of the stable and it frees me to do more important things.

Katja joined her partner up front where they had two boys hanging from an overhead hook with a steel bar threaded under their armpits and behind their backs. They had rather significant cocks. Their toes were a few inches off the floor and that put both penises at the perfect height for the girls to use in their demonstration. Big Mike was particularly interested and leaned forward before the girls even touched the first boy. That bode well for my weekend reward in the mountains — Big Mike was into sounds and I’d get to play with his large collection of toys and even larger one of boys.

“We know you’ve either used or want to use sounds with your stables,” Katja said. “Once you’ve had experience with them and practiced on several penises, you can move into more exciting levels of play.”

For a Dane, Katja’s English was almost unaccented. Benedikte, on the other hand, was harder to understand so they had one do the talking while the other threaded sounds into penises. My friends are very resourceful.

The boys they were using could have been from their stable and looked like stereotypical Danish males. White, blond buzz cuts and bouncy bodies. We can often pick out boys’ native geography from their looks and how they bounce, the way they react when they’re nervous or when they’re being used by their owners. Germans tend to fight against the agony and scream a lot. Mid-Africans are loud and tremble when they even see a toy approach their genitals. Russians suck up pain until they can’t and then they try to run away or fight their bonds. The Asians are quieter but twist more. But it’s the Americans that are the most fun to watch.

If they’re mountain boys, they curl up into balls. The city boys think they can withstand anything and that makes them easy to break. But the ex-military ones? They’re the most fun to play with and that’s why I outbid Big Mike for the ex-Marine. That’s the one I might use for special training for my personal pleasure. I’m not easy to please, so I want them big and strong and smart enough to provide me multiple orgasms whenever I want them. Which can be quite often.

The two boys the Danish girls were using hung quietly but their faces betrayed their fear. The Danish girls are well-known for their ingenuity, so Valda encouraged them —like she did all of us — to demo something most hadn’t already seen. I wondered what new thing they could show us with sounds.

I found out pretty quickly. They had a fresh set of electric sounds and one or two of them were new to me. Oh, I had heard about them but hadn’t seen them used yet. Apparently, Big Mike hadn’t either.

The first one was ingenious. It was a sound plug with a glans ring that I immediately started redesigning in my head with a few modifications. The one they had was electric and was in a harness that fit snugly on the boy’s cock with a ring behind his balls so it wasn’t coming off. The first change I’d make would be to incorporate it into my cock cages but I wanted to see how effective it was first.

Katja said something to Benedikte in Danish and she locked the harness behind the boy’s balls and pulled the ends to tighten it. Then we all saw that the sound threaded into two holes on the ring so you could use whatever length sound rod you wanted. Last, she hooked the wires into a gold opening to complete the circuit. The boy moaned a lot but the show hadn’t even started.

At some point, this device could be used to self-masturbate, but that wasn’t the focus of their demo. I think it would be fun to masturbate my stable and then turn it off and leave them pleading to come. They’d know it would never happen, but that’s the thing about slaves. They keep hoping. That’s another tool I use for my absolute ownership.

They turned on the power and the boy immediately began humping his hips in what was a useless effort to pump it out. He tried to look down and see his cock, longing to make sure it wasn’t broken and each time he lowered his head, she turned up the volume. It took him three tries before he got it and stopped trying to sneak a peek. Slaves are generally stupid when it comes to their penises, so Katja taught him a lesson in front of all of us. It was an ingenious addition to their demonstration.

Benedikte started working on the second boy and installed a new trainer that combined a Tens unit with an electrical sound and ass plug. We’d all used sounds with ass plugs but from the looks on many faces, they hadn’t tried the electric ones yet. Katja described it while her partner worked on the boy.

“Rings, sound and plug all in one,” she said. “The rings go outside the penis, the sound inside and the plug in the ass. But it’s a lot more than that.”

She had our attention, especially Big Mike’s.

“The rings jolt when you want, of course. But the real fun is with the sound and the plug. You’ve seen the new line of expanding plugs on Ms. Amity’s site, right?” She paused, looked at me and I returned a smile. “This tool expands the sound. So every part of it can get bigger and narrower and can be set to different sizes individually.”

Everyone was leaning in to see the device she was holding.

“There’s more. The device comes with programs you can use or easily develop your own. We did.”

Game. Set. Match. Owners, buyers and sellers were tapping their tablets to order them from the Swedish girls’ online store that I encouraged them to set up. Buyers needed a special password and link to get to my offerings, so an auction slave was wearing a sign with the URL and passcode. Sales were being made all over the world.

Big Mike stopped tapping his tablet. “Let’s see how it works.”

Katja nodded at Benedikte. She held the control box and tapped a button. The boy shuddered and in seconds, exploded in a three-ring circus of agony. His cock, inside and out, was on fire and his ass felt like it was ablaze. From the waist down, he was uncontrollable.

We all watched the dangling slave contort his legs wildly, in and out and bounce as much as he could in an almost animal reaction to the torment the device was inflicting inside him. Big Mike, however, wanted to see it up close and personal.

He walked over to the thrashing boy and circled around him to evaluate exactly what parts the device was targeting. Benedikte sidled over to him and held the box while pointing out a few settings before handing it to him. Like a kid with a new bike, Big Mike turned a dial and pressed a button.

The suspended boy growled and shook, as close to hysterical as any slave had been in public this weekend. He wasn’t going to faint, no, he was fully involved in a frenzy that was delicious to watch. Mike changed a setting and the boy humped his ass madly so that must have expanded the plug. After a few more adjustments and concomitant slave manic motions, Mike handed the box to Katja and sat next to me.

“I need that, several of them,” he said. I told him to go directly to my site and bypass the Swedish upcharge.

“How many boys do you want on your mountain visit?” he asked.

I’ve got five fingers on my left hand so I held up all of them. Mike grinned.

They brought the crazed slave back to reality and unhooked the sounds so the auction slaves could clean the area for the next demonstration. Valda and Annika were pleased with the continuous tablet taps and purchases the audience was making.

Big Mike tapped his tablet and ordered a dozen of them from my site. The prospects for my upcoming weekend in the mountains grew exponentially.

It was time for the next-to-last demo. Red Rick was up.

Red Rick’s Demonstration

Everyone in our community knows and has done business with Red Rick’s shipping and delivery service. It’s how we get slaves moved around the U.S. and the world. We rely on him because he’s efficient and is protected from interference with murky connections that we don’t want to know about. But Rick has another line of business. He receives shipments of slaves that he keeps as inventory we can buy online. Sometimes he has a lot of them and we can negotiate prices when he’s overstocked. He houses them in a building he conceived and had built and he’s stored almost 50 at the same time, all from different parts of the world and of every kind of gender and kink you can picture. Plus some that you’d never be able to imagine even if you tried.

He told me that the building is efficient inside and out, although I hadn’t visited him in a few years so I hadn’t seen it for myself. I was curious about this demo that promised to show us how to keep larger stables housed, even in smaller slave dorms. I was looking forward to a creative solution for times when I increased my stock, but Camila was beyond curious. I guess they had an oversupply with few prospects of unloading them without taking a big loss. She needed to get with Red Rick because he buys in bulk and offers a fair price.

Once the auction slaves hauled a few collapsed metal bar contraptions to the front, Rick introduced his demo.

“I’ve got 42 in my possession today,” he said, “and I treat them all the same. Carefully. Sometimes I’ve got fewer and other times there are more. Yes, I’ve got a custom building for my merchandise, but there are times I have to squeeze in a few more.”

I whispered to Camila, “I’ll get you in touch with him after the demos. He buys wholesale.” She smiled and looked relieved.

“These folded-up items are my designs,” he said, pointing at the metal lumps on the floor. “They’re not expensive, fold up easily and can be stored when stock is low. When I buy a big group, they’re easy to set up and consolidate my purchases so I can jam in more safely.”

He had our attention, especially because all of us are occasionally overstocked and sold some for less than they were worth so we didn’t have to shoehorn them into the slave dorm. That can disrupt the slaves’ schedule. It happens mostly during shit-and-piss time because there are only so many toilets and with all their rectums filled with enemas, it can be a problem.

Rick unfolded the first item and pulled an auction slave over to demo it. Rick is the kind of dom who doesn’t bring his own slaves. There’s always one around that he can use.

After he set it up and locked the slave into it, there were several ooh’s when we saw its potential. It was a cock and ball pillory and the slave stood on the base, Rick locked his ankles to it and a straight bar held a cock-and-ball crusher that was currently squeezing the slave’s organs. It was small and lightweight. You could secure a half-dozen slaves in them and with a chest bar on a wall, they would be out of the way because they used very little floor space. You could rotate which slaves were in them. Slaves can sleep standing up if you exhaust them enough. The pillory could also pound their genitals — a two-in-one tool.

“I’ve got six of these in use today at the compound. Got a shipment two days before I left for Sweden and had nowhere to put them. So I had the stock manager put six boys on a wall near the sleep area and change them out every few hours. I didn’t have time to get them into the database except for a few basic pieces of information before I had to leave. This one is handy and fairly cheap.”

Everyone nodded and we were eager to see the next ingenious device he had on tap.

He set up the second one, really a pile of chrome-colored bars, a small leather piece and with just a screwdriver, it was easy to assemble. Once he was done, we saw it was a stockade that held a slave on his hands and knees with a leather lift that held his torso up so a slave wouldn’t collapse from exhaustion. I bet that they could even fall asleep on it and that meant we didn’t have to buy more cots or push them closer together to fit extras. They could be locked into the stockades anywhere there was a few feet of floor space.

“See? You can use this for slave storage and the best part is it transforms into a fucking bench,” he said.

He had a nearby auction slave lube the locked-up slave’s ass. He screwed a plug onto the free arm, turned it on and we saw what it could do. A slave could be fucked automatically with a simple add-on. This was useful for female house slaves when you want their asses stretched, or for the stable when you had excess inventory. Owners and buyers grabbed their tablets and tapped in their purchases.

Rick wasn’t done. He had one more to show and knowing Rick, he saved the best for last. He did and it was.

We’d all shipped with Red Rick’s service and knew the options and prices. In the U.S., it’s mostly by truck with choices for how we want them hauled and what it costs. There is a base cost plus mileage. But the shipping container you chose most impacted the price. I’d shipped two-to-four in a single cage, chose a single for a eunuch, which is a requirement to keep them safe from the rest of the cargo. Once or twice, I’d had him haul slaves I was selling at his cheapest rates because I was done with them and wasn’t spending extra money on transporting them.

Once they were delivered, his drivers and attendants unpacked them and took away the packing so I really never saw the containers.

“The last one is one of my shipping containers, but with a few tweaks. It collapses to a flat cage and you can stack them one on top of another to save room.”

Big Mike was looking intently at the setup and I could feel the gears turning in his head. When Rick was done setting it up — it only took a minute — we saw a solution for housing excess slaves.

“See, this is a one-slave flat cage. I added hooks,” he pointed to the corners, “so they snap together. With one catheter per slave, you can pile five high on the same floor space.”

He grabbed the auction slave and laid him flat on his stomach on the bottom of the cage, hands and legs extended, flipped the top down and locked it. Then he set up a second on top of it and put another slave in it. We all saw the value of the simple setup. Slaves could be stacked even overnight and unpacking them in the morning didn’t take very long. Even a stable manager could do it.

The audience applauded and several tapped their tablets. Rick grinned, which is probably the most emotion I’ve ever seen him show except when he sold multiples to me on a single video call. Big Mike ordered a dozen and I wasn’t leaving the auction without scheduling my weekend in his mountains with my Old Leather friends.

They carried Rick’s cages out and cleared the floor for the next and last demo. Mine.

My Single-Tail Demonstration

Although Red Rick wasn’t a fan of doing demos unless they improved his bottom line, I enjoy doing them if the audience is like-minded and understands that you don’t just pick up a single-tail and swing it at a slave. I don’t do extravagant throws during most demos on purpose, they’re the only thing I know how to do. I learned to throw a single-tail from an extremely talented Dom years ago and had two specialty lessons before I ever used it on a slave. Several years ago, I incorporated it into my first presentation. It was a well-attended event and word of mouth runs loud and large in our grapevine. After that, I was invited to show off my skills fairly often.

I decided this would be that last single-tail demo I’d do. There were other interesting tools I’d designed and ones I improved and I wanted to show them off in gatherings like this. I told the Swedish girls that this would be my finale and I’d be happy to do some extreme whipping. They couldn’t have been more thrilled that I chose their auction for my single-tail swan song.

I don’t usually start a demo with an ass or other body part. The whip is only a tool. The real magic is in your arm and is defined by your throw. What it lands on is gravy.

Then there’s why you chose this kind of whip — is it to punish a slave or to abuse him simply because you bought a long whip? In my stable, a whip teaches a lesson and the punishment has to fit the crime. If a boy misbehaves during work time, a whipping doesn’t solve the problem. That boy’s punishment must focus on improving his work. For example, first-time offenders sit on my specially designed plugs and work until I’m satisfied. Their asses burn and itch, but they can’t move until they’re finished and the result is a superior product. Boys who dare to speak out of turn? They’re gagged for a week. The purpose of my discipline is instruction so the slave never makes that mistake again. As a bonus, the stable watches him suffer so they learn not to disobey, lest it happen to them.

A single-tail lash is how I teach my property about ownership, my ownership of them and everything they have and all that they do. It’s what I use to break hard-headed boys and after they’re broken, there’s a good chance I’ll get rid of them. I have no use for headstrong slaves and if I have to whip the same boy twice to break him, I probably won’t keep him. He’s not worth my effort. I like breaking them and it keeps my left arm in good shape.

After Annika’s introduction, I explained my demonstration.

“Friends, this is the last time I will do a single-tail demo at a gathering.” I waited until the muttering stopped and said, “I am concerned that you may take the wrong message from it. Throwing a whip like mine is serious and is never a first step in owning a boy, no matter where you bought him. It takes a lot of practice and I do not condone whipping a slave just for the sake of whipping him.”

The German girls looked at each other and Big Mike nodded.

“It’s one of the most rewarding things I do. I love throwing this whip.”

Big Mike chimed in. “She’s right. I train 40 boys and the whip is the last tool I use. And behind Ms. Amity, I throw the best single-tail in the southeast.”

I’d never heard Mike compliment anyone like that before and it felt good. “This one’s for you!” I said and sliced the air toward a straight-back chair I had the auction slave put across the room. The chair split in half and the crowd gasped.

“Watch my arc,” I said and reared my left arm back, up and over. “See that control? I knew exactly where it would land. If you can’t say that, don’t throw a single tail at a slave.”

Most heads nodded and I hoped they heard what I said.

“Bring me two asses now. I’ll want more when I’m done with them.”

The auction slaves hung two boys from their wrists so they could move around but they weren’t going anywhere. That’s a big part of the fun when I whip boys’ asses. They react in all sorts of outlandish ways. Some scream, many groan and moan and a good number freeze in shock. Almost all of them flail around. I had no idea what these two would do, but that adds to my fun.

“This is a custom design,” I said. “My leather guy and I worked to make it fit my hand and the weight right for my arm. We changed the length three times. No one touches this whip except me.”

The whip sang through the air and cracked directly on the first boy’s ass. It drew a red welt across both cheeks. I swung it again and drew a crisscross that would interfere with his sitting for several days.

For effect, I cracked it over the audience’s heads and not just a few of them ducked.

“Asses are relatively easy targets because they’re so big. Watch what happens when I aim at a smaller spot.”

I had an auction slave put one of my stickers on the second boy’s left calf, inches below his knee. My technique is step, lift and swing, which is what I did. It landed directly on the sticker and ripped it.

“Turn them,” I instructed the auction slave, “and jam these into their cocks.” I handed him a short stainless steel sound with a pink flower sticking out of one of them and a purple one in the other.

The audience knew what I was preparing to do and they were on their feet, angling for a better view. For their part, the boys were quaking in terror when they saw me take a couple of practice swings before casting two rapid-fire throws. When the flower petals fell to the floor, there was a loud round of applause. It was heady, but I wasn’t done.

“I’d like two volunteers,” I said. Camila walked tenuously to the front and was followed by one of the German girls. I figured Lina or Mila would volunteer, after all, the Germans are notorious for harsh discipline. How would it look if they were afraid to be sitting ducks for me?

They were each handed a long-stemmed rose and bit the stem so the flower was about four inches from their lips. The entire group of owners, buyers and sellers gathered in a circle around the exhibition floor. Camila was trembling and the German was fighting not to do the same so I put them out of their terror and threw twice, one right after the other. The roses hit the floor and I walked over to Camila and hugged her for the trust she showed in me. Mila peed herself and she half-bowed at me, then left to clean herself up while the auction slaves wiped up the floor.

No one laughed. It wasn’t funny. The two girls just went through what their slaves would feel if they used a single-tail in a disciplinary session. My message was delivered.

Big Mike broke the silence. “I’ve punished lots of boys with mine. I see I wasn’t doing it right. Will you show me how to throw a long whip like you?”

The onlookers joined in and begged me for a class. I said I’d think about it and if I set one up, they’d be invited via our private discussion group. Right now, I had one more throw to show, one that would be the climax of this demonstration and the last one I’d ever do.

Go out. Go big.

Annika pointed at an auction slave and he led a line of boys into the center of the room. I counted six of them, an even half dozen.

“Bend over the bar,” I said and they obeyed. “Grab the lower bar and if you know what’s good for you, don’t let go.”

There was so much tension in the room, I could taste it. That feeling feeds me. The audience was nervous but I felt absolutely powerful. I didn’t know who the boys were, who owned them, if they were new or experienced or which were ex-whatevers. It didn’t matter at all. I only saw six sets of asscheeks in a line.

Big Mike broke the silence. “Oh my god…”

I smiled and swung right to left, then reached back and swung in the opposite direction.

The result was exactly what I planned. Six sets of asscheeks now sported bleeding X’s and the crowd erupted in applause.

I stepped back, drew up my whip to take it back to my suite where Nils and Rika would learn how to sanitize a leather whip properly. Big Mike raised and lowered his arms saying “We’re not worthy.” Soon the rest did too. I sat on the sofa, wearing my leathers and a big smile.

No one could be having more fun than I was right now. People clapping for a skill I learned and honed, long-timers nodding admiringly, new dominants seeing how far they had to go to get where I was, Annika and Valda grinning ear-to-ear. I’d have to get the video from the Swedes and send it to my leather guy. He’d appreciate it.

My demonstration marked the end of the day’s scheduled events and was the finale of my single-tail exhibitions for the foreseeable future. We’d had an amazing day but it was time to return to our suites, some to hotels and enjoy our nights with our exclusives or each other.

I had my two exclusives upstairs and a new purchase who should be standing in my doorway when I arrived. He was my dessert.


Chapter 15    

THERE’S SOMETHING MOUTHWATERING about buying a new slave and using him before he’s shipped home and run into the intake shed to be processed. Once they’re sorted, examined and entered into the database, they can become like every other slave, one of the many I use to keep the estate in beautiful shape and grow my businesses. But once in a while, I buy a boy and get to use him before he is sorted out by my girls. Tonight was one of those times.

He was standing at my door.

Still in the hallway, I had the tall ex-Marine turn 360 degrees and I looked over every piece of him. He looked uncomfortable being inspected in the hallway but that was his problem. Once I put him inside, he’d follow my instructions just like my two exclusives. I enjoyed a terrific day and wanted to top it off with a fabulous evening.

There’s only one solution when my need emerges. If he was lucky and talented, the boy might be part of tonight’s solution. But I’ve yet to meet a single slave who can satisfy me by himself the first time.

He had no idea what he’d gotten himself into when I made the winning bid. His short slave history was with a male dom but even the Old Leathers wanted him. There was something about this boy…

He was now owned by the Domme who threw the single tail, a fact the six crisscrossed asses had certainly shared in the shipping area. When he added two and two together and got Amity, he’d have a better understanding of what his new life would be.

Slaves never completely get it. That’s why they’re so much fun to play with.

After he turned twice more, bent over and spread his asscheeks, then turned toward me so I could get a good look at his cock and balls, I pointed to the door handle. His meaty hand turned it and I walked in. If he knew what was good for him, he was crawling behind me and I didn’t bother to look.

My two exclusives were hanging where I left them, each on a wall hook, staring at what was creeping behind me. Rika looked exhausted from the hours she balanced her body fat on her toes and Nils’ face was taut either from the hours he hung there or perhaps boredom. Unless they talked to each, something I doubted they’d have the temerity to do, the lesson sunk in while I was gone. Slaves do only what I allow and they were not given the privilege to speak. The motion-and-sound activated camera would tell me if they behaved.

Right now, I had the need and I owned three slaves who were going to satisfy me.

What exclusive slaves look like doesn’t matter all that much to me, after all, I’m partial to Rika’s fat rolls. The critical skill they must have is the ability to bring me up to my stratosphere until I’m done. Some doms tell me that when an exclusive brings them to orgasm, their relationship changes. That never happens with me. I don’t have relationships with my exclusives. There’s always another one out there to buy.

Once an exclusive slave learns how to satisfy me, he’s expected to do it even better next time and there’s no telling when that will happen, so he needs to be ready all the time. If he fails, I’ll never use him again and he’ll be downgraded. Just another boy in the stable.

The longest I’ve ever kept an exclusive is 18 months. I got a good price for him once I listed his skills at the Atlanta girls’ auction. I heard there was a bidding war because he was the only exclusive I’ve sold intact. He got to keep his organs.

When I finally looked at the crawling boy and pulled his head up by the little hair on his head, I pointed to Rika and then to the floor. He got up, unhooked her. Exhausted from her dangling, she plopped on all fours. Then I pointed at Nils and he let him down as well. With three slaves crawling on their hands and knees and my need flowing inside me, I ordered Nils to undress me, Rika to get my negligee and the new boy to the bedside.

Tonight’s gown was a long silver lame negligee with a glitter bodice and thin shoulder straps. Nils and the new slave were at my feet and I nudged both of them to start. My feet had been in stiletto boots all day and deserved an exceptional massage or they’d be reminded by my graphite cane that their work was subpar. They both began rubbing the ache out of my feet with their strong hands and the new boy — I was going to have to name him soon — pressed the sole of the foot he was responsible for on his meaty chest. He slid it up toward his face and embarked on a toe-sucking adventure that seized my attention. Alternating between sucking and rubbing my wet toes across his face, I almost forgot about Nils and my left foot.

My cane prompted Nils to work harder.

Not to be outdone, the Swede worked fiercely and sucked my toes like his life depended on it. Well, maybe not his life, but his future definitely did. In short order, my feet were properly worshipped.

My need has its own schedule and never tolerates delay. I turned, laid against what had to be six pillows Rika was still plumping behind my back. I raised my legs and two sucking slaves attached to my feet climbed up without letting my toes fall from their mouths. I bent my knees and dragged the boys to the foot of the bed. Rika lowered the lights and I could smell lavender candles waft through the room.

As if they were synchronized, the boys crept toward me, each massaging my ankles, calves and lower thighs as they progressed to where I wanted them. Where my need demanded them.

A good exclusive boy can placate my need but a great exclusive boy quenches it. Only a fabulous exclusive understands he’s not making love to anyone. He’s working and his job is to satiate me over and over till I am done. Fabulous exclusives don’t live with the other boys. I keep them in cells in the main house so they’re handy.

Nils was kneeling on my left side and the new boy on my right. Each pulled a thin shoulder strap down and nuzzled my breasts. My body enjoyed them and I may have moaned, so they intensified their work. The new boy used his teeth and burrowed his face into me.

I love having my nipples chewed.

Nils was no slacker on my left. My need was focused where they were working and I suddenly felt it change. Once it rises, there is no stopping it. I’m sure I sighed and when I grabbed their heads and pushed them lower, I was ready and didn’t care which of them it was. But it mattered to them.

The new boy pushed Nils almost off the bed and crawled between my legs. I couldn’t see his face, it was so embedded into me that all I could see was a few tufts of his short light brown hair. In a few seconds, I couldn’t even see that because I shut my eyes and let the need overtake me. I’m sure I moaned. It was a marvelous end to my first orgasm of the night.

Nils was put out that he lost the battle and I put a plus-one in the new boy’s vitae. But like I said, one is never enough. It’s just an appetizer to the main course.

I pushed the new boy to the foot of the bed and dragged Nils between my legs so his face was scrunched into my favorite spot. I put my legs under his shoulders and pulled him inside. That’s when I learned that Swedish boys in Annika and Valda’s household are trained in the tantric ways.

The boy went from zero-to-eighty in seconds. He used all his body parts, including his fingers, arms, chest and head and I was spinning from getting close. Then he slowed down and repeated the cycle. He was more than capable, well-practiced and most of all, skillful with multi-orgasmic women. Like me.

I’m darned sure I let out a satisfied sigh and it made him work even harder. I don’t know how long it lasted because when the need fills me, time doesn’t matter. It takes as long as it does and if I’m enjoying it, clocks be damned. The boy was an artist and he touched something powerful inside me. When it was finally over and my body relaxed, I moved both boys to my sides where Rika gave them wet towels to clean up before I set them on their next task.

My need is formidable — it’s what makes me who I am. When it rears up, it’s the only thing on the planet that can dominate me with joy. I wasn’t done. They had to work longer and harder.

Both boys knew what I wanted and were in a battle to give it to me. They struggled with each other, trying to push each out of the way and creep closer into me. Each managed to get into position to please me for a short time till the other wriggled in and took his place. From my vantage, it was a tag-team event and each of them reached deep into his bag of tricks to out-perform the other. The result was a never-ending series of mini-orgasms that my need consumed. I could’ve let that go on forever and I was tempted to do that.

All good things come to an end. But only when I say so.

I wanted both of them at the same time and that’s what I would have. I didn’t care how they bent their bodies. I insisted that the two of them use their hands, faces and tongues to reach every g-spot they could find. Once they realized what I wanted, there was instant cooperation between them. My clit and vagina were their focus and I had no preference which of them worshipped either. They were the tools of my pleasure and nothing more.

Then it was over. I had enough. Finally. I felt absolutely refreshed but I couldn’t say the same for the two exhausted slaves who were curled up at the foot of the bed.

Pushing them both to the floor, I had Rika lock them together in the doggie bed and I didn’t know — or care —where she wound up.

I slept long and soundly and awoke to the lovely smell of coffee Rika had sent up in the morning. It was delicious, especially with the scones and jam. I had her release the new boy and deliver him to shipping and then send a message to the Swedish girls to meet later so I could find out how much they wanted for Nils if he was for sale.

It was time to get dressed for the closing event on the schedule a slave slipped under my door during the night. I was looking forward to the toy display and presentation by my west-coast toy developers, the same ones I sent to Brielle, just outside Atlanta and the emergent Domme who was building a well-received slave circus.

It was serendipitous there were no nonstop flights to Austria that day and I’d elected to spend the night in Sweden and travel on Monday. After the closing event and goodbyes, I’d spend personal time with the Swedish girls, who swore they were happy I was staying an extra night. I planned to spend a few minutes with the ex-senator I bought in pre-sale. That’s the story I said was coming later. You can read it next.


Femdom Breakfast Therapy


Chapter 16    

THE SWEDISH AUCTION weekend was packed with unforgettable events that would soon be brilliant memories. I had a half-day to spend with Annika and Valda before doing some business and visiting the Austrians, Mayleen and Sofie, on my way home. This morning’s schedule featured an early breakfast and a closing meeting so everyone else could get to their flights and trains. Most of the merchandise was stacked in the shipping area where Red Rick and his team were making sure each slave was delivered to their correct owners.

The dress for breakfast was casual and everyone wore their travel wardrobe. The Spanish girls were in colorful cotton maxis; the Germans in their usual khakis and tucked-in button-down shirts; Mayleen and Sofie in matching blue jeans and sweaters; Big Mike, well, he was dressed in black leather and jeans with stomp-ready boots even though his Harley was back home. That outfit is his second skin.

The buffet was enormous and I tried everything. Today’s tables each sat six, a good way to enjoy time with old friends and connect with new ones. Mike followed me around like a puppy and Red Rick plopped his datebook on the table and said, “I’m reserving this chair.” He was shipping almost 100 slaves today so we let him cut in line.

Benedikte was the vegetarian at our table, although her partner certainly wasn’t. Bacon, ham and sausage covered Katja’s plate and I wondered how they managed to live and work together with that food dichotomy. She forked the meat around the plate and lifted a sausage.

“About the same size as the slave we sold,” she said and the table broke into laughter. We’d all suffered through getting rid of small cocks before and had to accept prices that barely covered our costs. There’s very little market for puny pricks unless it’s attached to a boy with a special talent.

Pretty soon, the conversation turned to the challenges our stables often present. Breakfasts like this are valuable. They give us insight into managing problems we thought no one else faced. The truth is that we all have issues with our stables and when we share them with friends, solutions that we might never have thought of pop up.

There’s nothing as powerful as my friends sharing issues and one or two of us proposing workable solutions.

Katja went first. “What do you do with one that no one is renting?”

That’s what we call a known issue, because we’ve all experienced it. A boy that you can’t rent isn’t covering his upkeep and lives in your stable like a freeloader. I came up with a way to make ones like that more rentable, but I wanted to hear the others’ ideas first.

Rick paused from shoveling food in his mouth so he could get back to shipping and said, “Why’d you buy him in the first place?”

That was a great question. Most of us buy to fill a need in our households or businesses. You buy a painter when that needs doing or an architect if you’re remodeling. But who wants to rent a craft slave?

Katja nodded. “Yes, we bought him to install new plumbing but he’s not particularly attractive. You think that’s it?”

It was my first ‘aha’ moment of breakfast and I said, “Put a mask over his head. Don’t advertise the face, show the cock.” My table mates nodded and I said, “Rent him as a toilet slave.”

More nodding from the table and Katja smiled. “That’s perfect! Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

Mike went next. “My rentals are usually in twos or threes or more. Our clients want groups and it wreaks havoc with scheduling when another renter wants a boy with a certain skill and he’s already in a group rental. It’s always a problem, especially with my last-minute high-dollar renters.”

Rick told him he’d be happy to rent him groups and could get slaves to any reasonable location pretty quickly. Mike thought it over and decided that might work at times but it was a short-term fix, not a longer solution.

“So,” I said, “the issue is that you have more renters than available stock? You could buy sought-after rentals in bulk and recoup your costs from more renters and then higher fees.”

Mike nodded and his beard almost wound up in his omelet. “That might work. All we’d have to do is expand the slave dorm.”

“Nah, just get a few of Rick’s new cages and stack them out of the way.” His eye always on his bottom line, Rick smiled at my suggestion.

This time, Mike’s beard did scrape his omelet. “Brilliant!” he said while buttering a croissant. Rick gave me a sly grin and mentally counted his profit.

It was Isabella’s turn. “What’s an efficient way to feed them all?” She didn’t say, “We’re low on cash. What’s cheap and filling?”

I knew money was tight with the Spanish girls. They’d probably bought more than they could use or purchased on spec, thinking they’d make a profit on a few expensive ones. Buying food is a necessary outlay, but feeding slaves poorly comes back to haunt you when they get fat or develop medical problems. Groceries weren’t their issue. The size of their stable was.

Benedikte went first. “Have them grow a garden. They eat what they grow. It will cut your grocery bill in half.” Katja agreed and added, “Too much meat is a waste on slaves.”

Isabella thought that was a superb solution and I did, too, but it wasn’t going to solve the underlying problem. “Take one loss or break even,” I said. “Get rid of the ones that aren’t renting or have no talents you can sell. Dump 30-40% of them and advertise the rentable ones.”

There was another thought running through my mind, but I wanted to see how they felt about my first idea.

The girls looked at each other and weighed my suggestion. They whispered in Spanish and then looked at me. “Ms. Amity, could you stop at our place before leaving the continent? Of course, we will make your reservations and pay for your time.”

Well, that was unexpected! I wasn’t leaving for Austria till tomorrow and I could squeeze in a side trip to Spain and probably get a better flight home. “Make arrangements with my exclusive girl,” I said. “I have fun culling herds.”

The auction weekend was becoming even more memorable with every passing moment. Mike buttered another roll and ate it in one bite. “Who’s next?” he asked.

“I’ve got one,” Rick said. “I’ve got housing worked out, food is under control and shipping is rewarding. It’s the stock thing.” We waited for more explanation. Rick seemed reluctant to disclose that he might be facing a dilemma with his accumulation of slaves.

“It’s the changing number,” he said. Some weeks we have low stock because we shipped or sold a bunch. Then we get an influx of new ones and get them into the database, housed, exercise programs set up and all that, but the problem is their damned personalities. They can clash with each other and there’s disorder in the dorm. The only thing we can do is punish them all to get it resolved fast.”

We’d all been there, perhaps on a smaller scale. We rarely brought in ten or more at a time like Rick did. Two or three was normal for most of us. Mike doubtlessly did bigger groups but infrequently. Slave personalities are one of the first things we have to clean out of our stables and it’s an ongoing chore. Most often, we buy individually and hardly ever get to see them around other slaves before the sale. This was a real predicament for Rick. You can’t just whip temperament out of a slave. It’s more nuanced than that.

Everyone at the table looked to me for an answer while several others gathered around us because they overheard our discussion. I looked at the group and suddenly two possibilities popped into my head. I went with my gut.

“The new cock cages that will be on the market very soon will help. You can drop a slave to the ground on a low setting. Better yet, they’re individualized so you can tag all the incoming slaves and zap them as a group.” I sat back, sipped coffee that had been mysteriously refilled and waited for Rick to reply.

“When can I get them?” he asked.

“I’ll get you a link — and a coupon — as soon as they’re ready. About a week.” He grinned and I anticipated a discount on my shipping costs back to the States. “But there’s one more thing that might work. It’s a little out there, but could solve the problem long term.” The room was quiet and almost everyone was crowded around our table now. They’d heard about my new items for sale and that I was solving stable problems at my table, so they wanted to join the kinky therapy session I was apparently holding. It was just one sentence.

“Cut the cock off the worst offender.”

It got suddenly silent.

“You’ll gain a eunuch and we know how much they sell for.” I said.

Castrating a slave would show the rest that getting along with each other is their best path. Moreover, it’d travel through the owners’ network and eventually trickle down to the slaves. Because he handled almost all our shipping, every sold or bartered slave would be temporarily housed at Rick’s on one end of the trip or the other.

“Oh my god, that’s inspired!” Mike said.

“I know a doctor,” Rick added. “I’d just have to do it once.”

I sipped coffee as the crowd murmured approval.

“Anytime, boys,” I said. “But therapy with Ms. Amity is over. I have something important to discuss with Annika and Valda.”

Mike mumbled, “Spent some time with that marine?”

What do you say to that? I kissed the top of his head and he grinned like an overfed cat.

I stood up, got hugs from the crowd and heard the applause but there was a slave I wanted to buy and it took precedence. If we could agree on a price, there would be one more for Red Rick to ship back to the States and deliver to my stable.

There was one stop I wanted to make before making an offer on the Swede. I would have a piece of that as-yet nameless ex-senator before he was packed in a multi-cage and hauled overseas. To my back door.


Chapter 17    

BEFORE THE EX-SENATOR was caged for shipping, I wanted a few minutes with him and then I’d spend the afternoon with Annika and Valda to negotiate a price for Nils. Even though I’d offer more than retail, I wasn’t sure they’d part with him. He clearly had first-rate skills and treating myself to a new exclusive boy, well, two of them, was what I wanted. It often boils down to price.

The slave I bought during pre-sale, the ex-senator with whom I had a score to settle, was my first stop. I didn’t intend to spend a lot of time with him, just enough to let him know that when his cage was deposited in my intake garage, he’d learn the soul-grabbing reach of my ownership. He’d also discover that my clients, who treasure anonymity as much as they love living out their fetishes and kinks, would extract their own retribution from him and pay me for the pleasure. There was nowhere for him to hide now that he was mine.

Two years ago, the grapevine reported an ex-federal senator who’d lost a cliffhanger election, had entered slavery rather than face legal repercussions about his corruption and crimes. I let the others talk on the call and heard a few phrases that made me think it was the same bastard who’d ruined — and helped end — my best friend’s life. I was determined to find out if it was him.

For eighteen months, I had my former female and then Rika look at every online sale site and with a few physical characteristics I knew intimately, to see if they could find a match. Sellers don’t identify their slaves for sale but sometimes they get over-eager and let a crucial feature slip out. That’s what happened when his first owner had a sale and sent a one-time code for me to get more information. The code was the clue. I could get a discount with the code “exWACO.”

The ‘ex’ told me he was a former something. ‘WACO’ let me know his city. I was pretty sure who he was, but had to be absolutely certain. There was no way I’d buy him sight unseen and I had the sales site checked daily to see if the boy had been sold or deleted. After the pandemic’s lockdown was lifted, online sales dipped. My network was traveling again and buying in person.

A week later, I received the invitation to this auction. In exchange for my single-tail demonstration, I insisted they share some of the inventory with me before the pre-sales started. I knew who owned him and that’s the list I wanted. The girls were reluctant to share it but I demanded, so I had it that day. I read his spec sheet several times.

The age was right, so was the coloring and allusion to his former occupation. Most telling was a surgically cleaned up brand on the bottom of his ball sac. This had to be the son of a bitch! I had Rika make travel plans for Sweden that day and called the girls to tell them I’d be thrilled to do a demo.

That’s why I bought him for the pre-sale asking price. He’d bring in sizable rental fees with a select group of clients who he also tried to ruin until a DOJ task force looking into corruption got an anonymous tip with plenty of details to open a case against him. That probe cost him the election and before he returned to his home state under the cloud of prosecution and likely conviction, he disappeared.

I found him, I bought him and I owned him.

The shipping area was thick with slaves wearing delivery tags and UPCs stamped on their asses in indelible ink so they could be matched repeatedly during every step of the shipping process. Red Rick didn’t tolerate transportation mistakes. Rick saw me, walked over briskly and thanked me again for my breakfast brilliance.

“What can I do for you here?” he asked sincerely.

“The one I bought in pre-sale, bring him to me. And delay the truck he’s assigned to. Make it the last to leave.”

Rick was curious, but today of all days, he had no intention of saying no or complaining that I was messing up his process. “Sure thing, Ms. Amity. He’ll be here directly.”

He scanned a code on his tablet and sent an auction slave to fetch him. I stood in the doorway and Rick took a look at me and didn’t try to make conversation. Something was up and he didn’t know what it was, although if he hadn’t seen me throw a whip, he might have asked about why I was holding my single-tail. He’s lucky he didn’t try to probe further. I wasn’t in the mood — that much was evident.

In about two minutes the slave was put on his knees in front of me. Regular shipping requires a chain attached to a body part, depending on what options a shipper selects. I sent him as steerage, Rick’s lowest overseas level, so the chain hung from his ankle. I pointed to it, the auction slave handed it to me and I dragged him outside through the transport staging area’s side door. No one dared say a word but the slave packing suddenly ceased.

No one threatens my friends. No one causes my friend years of lawyers and fighting baseless accusations. No one tarnishes her by leaking details to the news media. No one makes her suffer like that. No one, absolutely no one, is allowed to make her cry.

And then she was gone. I don’t care what the doctors said about natural causes, what this bastard did to her wasn’t natural. It was his time to feel a few minutes of what she suffered. He’d feel it under my hand that held my whip.

He was as stupid as any slave I’ve ever broken. He tried to say he was sorry. He didn’t know what sorry was, but he was going to find out, even if it took the rest of his life, which was what I planned.

I threw his ankle chain over a low tree branch and hung him upside down. Then I fingered my single-tail, something I rarely carry except when I practice or stalk the stable to find suitable asses. I stood five feet from his backside. He was crying and apologizing but I wasn’t listening. He pleaded with me to understand the pressure he was under, but I didn’t give a shit. He screeched about politics and I ignored him.

I threw my whip once. Twice. Then I stopped counting.

I wagged a finger at Rick who was standing in the open doorway, his mouth open when he saw what I’d done. He sprinted toward me but stopped a few feet away, just out of whip range.

“Ship the bastard to me,” I said. Rick nodded and waited for me to head for the main house before he approached the slave’s butchered ass. He dropped him to the ground. They wheeled out a cart and rolled him onto it because there was no way he could walk under his own power and Rick had a tight shipping schedule to meet.


Chapter 18    

BEFORE I OPENED the door to the main house, I took a deep breath. Actually, several of them. No one needed to see me and how I felt even though the whipping I did would doubtlessly become the subject of upcoming online chats when the guests got home. “Did you hear what Ms. Amity did?” would be their first gossipy tidbit. Then someone would say, “If she did that, then she had a damned good reason.”

My friends trust me. They’d know I had a very good reason.

I grabbed the first auction slave I saw and had him point me to where Annika and Valda were saying goodbyes to their guests. When they were gone, the two of them would almost certainly collapse in their private chambers from the weekend’s exhaustion and their delight from an event well done. I’d wait for them upstairs with an out-of-the-ordinary early vodka and tonic. There’s no alcohol during auctions, not with whips and paddles and canes all around. It took one look at an auction slave and he ran to get my drink and didn’t mention that his orders were not to serve anyone alcohol. I wasn’t just anyone.

It was ice cold and the glass was frosted. I sipped it and tried to push the ex-senator out of my mind. My plan for him had just started and he would live in the hell for the foreseeable future that I had in store for him. But now, I wanted to relax with my friends and see if they would sell Nils to me before Rick’s last truck left.

The glass was half-empty when the girls arrived. I was in their sitting room and they had more hugs for me. Valda plopped on a recliner and Annika turned toward the bathroom suite and said, “I need to pee.” We all laughed and Valda rang a slave to bring her and her partner glasses of Explorer Vodka. Valda said I was drinking it, too. Absolut is produced in Southern Sweden, but Explorer was created by the Swedish government in the 1950s, mainly to be exported to the U.S. It’s the most popular brand in Sweden. It’s delicious.

We drank and chatted about the weekend’s events, which were now becoming great memories. Valda asked, “What was your best part?” That’s a fair but difficult question because ‘best’ isn’t ‘funniest’ or even ‘most difficult.’ How I define best might not be what she wanted to hear, but that’s my style. The truth as I see it. No one ever says, “Tell us what you really think, Ms. Amity.”

I sipped my drink and said, “It’s a toss-up between buying and whipping one particular slave and …” I hesitated but figured that’s one of the reasons I stayed the extra day. “Nils.”

That’s when Annika, having ditched her Domme outfit and clad in purple sweats, walked in. “Nils?” she asked.

When you’re negotiating for a slave who isn’t listed for sale, you have to be judicious in what you say and not appear too enthusiastic. It’s daunting when you don’t want to bring up money too soon but want to make sure the owner knows you want to buy her slave. For a price.

“He’s appealing,” I said. “He’s got skills I can use.”

Of course, the skills he had that I wanted had nothing to do with a craft, business, legal matter or anything like that. I didn’t know what job he did for them and I could only hope I wasn’t making an offer on a boy who was crucial to their household. He was worth the chance I was taking.

Valda looked at Annika with eyes that said, ‘I’ll handle this.’

She turned to me and said, “We gave him to you this weekend because he’s exceptionally well-trained. I’m sure you know that.” She was all business and that’s my favorite way to negotiate. “We didn’t list him for sale because, well, you know about exclusives.”

I did know about exclusive boys. The women in my circle rarely partnered with men but still loved active sex lives. It’s just that the slaves we buy for personal use are usually trained by us, their owners, and not by anyone else. That’s why they’re called exclusives. We use them for our personal pleasure and if we ever get rid of them, it's usually without their genitals. That dissuades them from sharing private or delicate information about us. I was asking them to sell Nils to me whole.

They knew they weren’t selling to just anyone. Having someone like me buy an exclusive from them gave them a whopping marketing opportunity. I thought they should consider that when deciding whether or not to sell him to me.

“If I buy him, you could add a new subset to your business and advertise that you train exclusives and I bought your first one. It could boost your sales.”

Now Annika was interested. She and Valda chatted in Swedish and then gave me a price. That’s exactly where I had hoped to move the conversation: let them name the asking price. You can’t negotiate without a price on the table. I always want the seller to name her price, rather than guesstimating one of my own.

Valda spoke first. “Well, he’s exceptional at what he does and he learned quickly when we brought in a tantric maharishi…”

Aha! He absolutely did learn well. Nils became more desirable to me when she dropped that tidbit and I was sure it would up the asking price. I waited for her opening offer. We both sipped our drinks.

“We hate to see him go but …” Valda paused and said, “For the right price we can buy and train another one. And you’re right, it would be a new business for us and it could be lucrative.”

When she said that, I felt the price drop a little.

“How about 25,000 Kronas? Does that seem fair for the boy?”

If she thought I couldn’t convert Kronas to U.S. dollars, she underestimated my buy-and-sell experience. I’d never walk into a private sale without having working knowledge of the local currency conversion rate. But you can never accept the first offer unless it’s an extraordinary circumstance, like the ex-senator had been.

I sipped my vodka tonic and glanced at Annika who was nodding slightly and didn’t realize she had a tell. This transaction, like most private sales, was like a poker game. Their offer was a little high and I could either pay it or make a substantial but slightly lower counter offer. That’s exactly what I did.

“Twenty-two-five-hundred, “I countered. “Even it up to the closest U.S. dollar.”

They nodded, we hugged and had a deal. “Bring him here, I’d like to use him once more before I leave for the airport in the morning. While I’m in Austria and my side trip to Spain, he can be processed at home and put in one of my exclusives’ cells. My girls will acclimate him to the house rules so when I get home, I can put him to use faster. I might even make him a demo in an interactive Parlor that shows off a few of his talents. That should pique my guests’ interest in your new business.”

Valda buzzed for a slave, sent him to gather my new boy and Nils appeared in the sitting room less than three minutes later. Naked except for his owner’s collar, he knelt between Valda and Annika. He knew who owned him. For the moment.

With a press of a button, his collar unlocked and fell to the floor. I wagged a finger and he crept toward me a little confused but when I slapped a sold sticker on his ass, he got it.

The light over the door flashed and Valda said, “Come.” Rika appeared as summoned, holding an electrified cock cage and I snapped it behind his balls and covered his genitals. Then I locked it shut. I see no reason to explain anything to slaves.

“I own you,” I said. That’s all a slave needs to know.

Rika was instructed to put him in my room, just a few doors down from the Swedish girls’ suite. We sipped our drinks and when mine was finished, I hugged the girls and said, “We’ll talk later. I have some ideas for your new business.”

Their faces lit up and I left them there, walked to my room and closed the door. And locked it.


Chapter 19    

NILS KNELT SILENTLY in the center of the room and I sent Rika into the walk-in closet and shut the door behind her. She’d stay there until I jolted her because I wanted to use my new boy until I was finished with him. After my whipping session with the ex-senator, I was filled with my need that crept up after I taught him his first lesson with my single tail. Buying Nils made my need grow. The ex-Marine was probably already loaded on a truck, so Nils would have to satisfy me by himself.

My cock cage’s purpose is to remove a slave’s genitals from his thoughts so he can focus on his only goal, that is, satisfying my needs whenever and wherever they arise. Like right now. I suspected he had a few skills that I hadn’t yet uncovered and I planned to train him in more. At this moment, what I wanted was to enjoy the next few hours.

I pulled his head up by his light brown hair and stared at his face, trying to decide if I wanted him shaved like the rest of my stable, or make him stand out by allowing him some head hair. Lifting him by the hair in my fist, I stood him up and spoke in his ear.

“Undress me.”

The boy snapped to it and unhooked my skirt, pulled it down and lifted each foot so I could step out of it. Then he unbuttoned my blouse. Wearing only my leather pushup bra, garter belt, stockings and stilettos, I stopped him with a single raised finger and sent him to his knees. The boy was panting, excited to perform the service he hoped I’d use him for. I almost never wear panties under leather and today was no exception.

I pushed his face toward my pussy and held it here while he inhaled my scent. He needed to learn my aroma when he was required to gratify me in a dark room, even if others were there. He inhaled repeatedly. Then I pushed his face inside my lips.

His tongue lapped and sucked like a newborn puppy, up and down, back and forth, deeper and deeper. When my need fills me, it doesn’t matter if I’m standing, sitting or lying back. When I want it, I want it now, wherever I am. It’s my exclusive’s job to give it to me. The boy’s tongue would continue its work until I was done, however long it took. Exclusives are usually younger because they have more stamina.

Ten minutes later, he was still slurping my juices when my toes started to tingle. I let it rise and the boy seemed to feel it surge inside me. He pulled his head back a bit, gulped air and aimed his tongue at my clitoris.

The blast erupted in my pussy and I felt wave after wave flow over me. When I was done, I pushed him aside.

“Rika,” was all I said and he crawled to the closet and brought her to me.

“Clean me.”

Rika’s sizeable body ran to the bathroom and brought a warm wet towel that she used to cleanse my private parts and then dabbed with a dry one. I took a few breaths and laid on the bed against at least seven pillows that Rika had arranged. I planted my heels on the comforter and pointed at Nils, then at the space between my legs. He dashed into place.

This time, I pushed his head lower until his tongue was where I wanted it. I moved his head like he was a vibrator. If the boy was well trained, he could be an excellent ass worshipper. If I didn’t enjoy his service, well, his own ass was on the line.

While he worked, I put my female on all fours on my left side and pressed her bald head onto my nipple. Rika had skills, but I’d never bothered to up-train her in sensual arts. She sucked and licked but it wasn’t doing a lot for me so I pulled her head up-and-down to make her understand what to do. Finally, she got it.

She chewed gently but I wanted more and smacked her bald scalp with an open palm to spur her on. For his part, Nils’ face was in my ass, tantalizing that spot and making a wave wash over me. I raised myself an inch or two and the boy huddled deeper inside. Rika switched breasts and gobbled my other nipple. Now that she was performing her task adequately, I focused on the almost-headless boy whose body was clamped between my legs.

I felt it coming long before it burst between my hips. A moan escaped my lips and it drove the boy to work harder to make me experience another wave of ecstasy — and a third or fourth. My slaves labor with every ounce of their strength until I shake several times and sigh. I parted my legs and the boy crept backward. I pushed Rika off me and instructed her to sanitize his face.

When the boy was clean, Rika brought more wet and dry towels to clean me inside and out. Women like me never wear the scent of their slaves, not even for a moment.

I laid him on the couch and pressed the green button on the control box. His caged cock sprang up and I positioned myself over it after covering his face with a used towel. The best part of the cage design is the Kevlar fabric that prevents the wearer from feeling any sensation through it. When I sat on the cock cage, it felt like a worthy penis inside me. I set the cage to stay hard while I used it. And him.

He knew better even to think about humping while I enjoyed his cock cage and finished this afternoon’s need. I don’t recall how long it lasted, but he bit the towel covering his face and tried to remain still. With the press of a button, I turned off his erection. Not even exclusives are allowed to orgasm. It keeps them from being distracted and they have more passion when they service me.

The only time I allow the cages to be opened is during milking.

“Put him on the wall,” I said to Rika.

When he was hanging from a hook, I unlocked his cage and put Rika on the floor under his cock while I milked him. I didn’t know how many times a week his Swedish owners emptied their stable, but the boy had a long truck ride and flight ahead of him so if I drained him now, he’d have all that time for his hormones to rebuild his thirst to excel as my exclusive.

I wrote the book on milking and have demonstrated it at several auctions and Parlors. It doesn’t take long if it’s done correctly and within two minutes, the boy was dry. After I re-locked his cage and sent Rika to clean herself up from what he spilled on her, it was time to send him on his way.

“Take him to shipping,” I told Rika. She unhooked him from the wall and pulled him by his cage toward the door. His tearful eyes looked at me, beseeching a moment of my time.

“Speak,” I said.

“Thank you,” the boy whispered.

The price I paid for Nils was worth every Kronar.


Home


Chapter 20    

AFTER THREE DAYS in Austria and another two helping Isabella and Camila clean out their stable in Spain, I was ready to go home. The whole trip was enjoyable and the girls at each location were extremely considerate of my time but really made use of my talents. Isabella and Camila’s excess stock was listed on a brand-new website that I showed them how to build in our private group and in six short hours, they had offers for several of them. On my say-so, Red Rick opened an account for them and five superfluous slaves were on their way to new homes across Europe. Cash up front, up course. We don’t do credit unless you’re established. Like me.

The Swedish auction was a huge success, Annika and Valda said in a private email. Not only did it get most of us back together in person, it also netted them an amount that Valda described as “significant, more than we expected.” With a hundred sales paid for, I imagine that was a lot of Kronas.

There were several reasons I was glad to be home. I’d kept up with my businesses every day and there were no emergencies, which is what I expected because proper processes and procedures are in place and inviolate. The medical I rented while I was away, a doctor, submitted daily reports that everyone was healthy. There were a few minor injuries, mostly from physical training, but heat and ice fixed them.

The main reason I wanted to be back at my estate was the new slaves I bought at auction. The two new exclusives, the ex-marine and Nils, were useful for the time being with the skills they had and soon I would arrange for more exotic tantric and Asian sensual training for them. They were suitable exclusives as is, but I don’t accept merely suitable. I need extraordinary.

Rika handled all my bags at the airport in Spain and the skycap at the entrance took a look at me and reread my ID. He told her that if he could meet me, that the bags would be checked through to the U.S. without charge. Unsurprisingly, the boy was familiar with my novels, website and short stories and wanted some of what I do for himself. We stepped into the baggage handlers’ coffee room and I had him turn off the camera and lock the door while Rika stood guard outside. He got five minutes of verbal domination and we set off for the gate while the little man knelt on the floor and sobbed. I never touched him. It’s not my first rodeo and when it comes to verbal domming, I’m darned good. The last thing I said to him was, “Be careful what you wish for.” He managed to whisper, “Thank you, Ma’am.” I heard the capital M clearly.

My bags whisked through their version of TSA.

The international area was crowded with travelers but I waved my TSA passes at the workers and we bypassed the line. The premier lounge was lovely and Rika had no complaints about her plastic seat near the gate. Boarding business class, their new name for first class, is first and I was sipping a vodka and tonic in my roomy seat when the lower-classes were allowed to board. They were envious of our luxury, but I was too involved in my private video call to notice or care.

The call was from my personal lawyer, Caitlin, who is not with the firm that handles my businesses, although she knows who they are and occasionally offers advice. Just not the binding kind. She called to talk about one of the slaves that was delivered in the recent shipment. Two of them, Nils and the boy who still needed a name, were fine locked in their cells in the main house’s converted attic. They didn’t need any interaction with the rest of my slaves, because what I bought them to do was specifically for me. They’d get fed and exercised privately and practice their skills on a lineup of my females’ pussies with my estate manager making sure they never got close to orgasm. She’d never let that happen, of course, but I had the sessions recorded to be sure. The doctor I bought at auction started his two-week processing in intake. He was sheared and cock-caged temporarily and when he completed intake, I had him registered in a recertification program. When that was complete, I’d have the rented doctor get him up to speed on my stable’s superchip monitoring and then, if he was a good boy, allow him a few pink tutus to prance around in while doing physical exams and treating injuries. For now, the tutus hung in the exam room and he stared at them while he studied.

I instructed Caitlin to send the chef and the extra tech slave I picked up in a quick post-auction sale to intake. She had unexpected news.

“The chef is being processed and was assigned evening hours in the kitchen, under supervision. You made an excellent choice with him.”

The people I hire, like Caitlin, often make good choices. This was one of them. Better and more ingenious meals were my goals and it was splendid to know he was already put to work.

“The tech boy, the tall skinny one with the pot belly,” Caitlin said. “He’s being processed. When I went over his financials, I noticed that he owns several properties on the continent and one outside Portland. I forwarded the deeds to your financial firm and they’re having the titles transferred to you.”

Well, that was more good news, a virgin who prepaid his upkeep.

Caitlin called primarily because she wanted directions for the fourth slave, the one who arrived with oozing scabs across his ass and a mask hiding his face. She knew the history I had with an ex-senator but wasn’t positive this was the same one I swore I’d make pay for what he did to my best friend. Caitlin had seen to the boys’ arrival, took their IDs, financial statements and notarized powers of attorney and sent my two exclusives to their cells in the main house. She wasn’t sure she should deliver the masked slave to the stable so she had him stored in a cage in the intake area, as I instructed. The rental doctor examined the wounds, applied an antiseptic and antibacterial spray to his ass and put him back in the cage with electrodes monitoring his vitals.

Caitlin wanted to know what I wanted her to do with the masked slave. Underlying her question was the obvious inkling that she recognized him. Of course, she understood I was under no obligation to tell her details but we’ve been together so long that I occasionally give her scraps of gossip and scandals among my friends. But not always.

This time was different.

The DOJ had long since closed his file without prosecution. With his former owner disbursing some of his funds to settle lawsuits, he wasn’t wanted by law enforcement anymore, so that wasn’t her concern. It was personal. She lived through his harassment of my friend with me and knew if I ever got my hands on him, I’d reinvent the meaning of punishment.

That’s what I like about the people I pay. They always look out for my best interests.

While the steerage headed into the back of the airplane for the flight home, I pulled the curtain around my seat and talked to Caitlin about what to do with the ex-senator.

“Don’t worry, I do not intend to kill him,” I said and she finally exhaled. I bought him for two reasons. First, I will punish him and make sure he survives to be punished a second time. And a third. The other reason is his rental potential. You know that he pissed off a lot of my clients, especially a few of the ultra-successful ones. They’ll pay a pretty penny to have him — all recorded — for a few hours.” I sipped my vodka and tonic while she thought it over.

“Ms. Amity, I’m relieved to hear you plan to keep him around. And yes, I’m sure your clients will pay to use him. I want to know where to put him. In the stable? Somewhere else?”

Where did I want the boy kept? I thought it over. The stable has a schedule they adhere to every day for wakeup, piss-and-shit, work, then training and last, being rented out to fill the lusts my clients reveal to me. That’s when I knew what I was going to do with him.

“Put the slave in a rolling cage with a camping toilet — daily enemas — and straw to sleep on until I land. When I get there, I’ll make a permanent arrangement so he knows he’s under perpetual observation. In the meantime, tell the cook he gets two meals a day that can be eaten with a plastic spoon and have him exercised daily by himself at level two.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Caitlin said. “If you’d grant me one wish, I’d love to watch from behind a mirror when you first meet with him.”

She knew his evil deeds and kept a place in her heart for my friend. I’d be happy to have her witness that meeting. “Have dinner with me tonight and you’ll see that some wishes can come true.”

We ended our call and I tapped the icon for my estate manager. She answered mid-way through the first ring.

“Yes, Ma’am?” she said. That’s all she said because that’s her job, to do what I tell her to do and to handle all estate issues before bringing them to me through Rika. There’s no small talk when I call.

“The two new boys, the ones locked in their attic cells. Have their videos ready when I get back and make sure they’re fed in their rooms with the menu I had Rika post to your tablet. Tell the doctor to add two drops of oil to their enemas and make sure they’re empty when I walk in the door. Keep an eye on the new doctor and tech slave in intake. The fourth boy? Caitlin is seeing to him, give her whatever she wants. She’ll join me for dinner tonight. Make sure the new chef makes something worth what I paid for him. I want to see what he can do.”

That was a long series of instructions, but I knew she was writing them down and each would be completed quickly and accurately. That’s what she’s been trained to do.

“One more thing, tell the new doctor’s trainer that the package from my west coast vendors arrived and he should be ready to install it on the boy in the intake cage tonight.”

I knew she was taking notes but my last instruction made her double-check what I said.

“Tonight?” she asked. I teach my slaves to be succinct and not use two words when one will do. I don’t have time for their prattle.

“It’s a special case,” I said. That should be enough for her or any slave. I issued an order, however unusual. It was her job was to obey it or suffer the consequences.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

I ended the call, finished my drink and sat back to enjoy the movies and food we were served hourly till we landed.


Chapter 21    

THE FLIGHT WAS smooth and landed almost exactly on time. My driver waited in the limo line while Rika hauled my luggage onto a cart and wheeled it to the car. I was already in the back seat, reviewing an updated list of the goings-on in my businesses, estate and stable and scanned a few short videos that gave me a complete picture of everything that happened during my weeks abroad. The soundproof partition was up and Rika, sitting in the front next to my driver, stayed silent the entire ride. Her ear buds were filled with a list of music I chose for her and I’d interrupt it if I needed anything, but the information on my tablet held my attention. The wraparound dress she was allowed to wear in public had a single snap closure. I’d pull it apart when the car pulled through the gates and the bald, behemoth would immediately revert into my nameless exclusive female.

During the drive, I logged into the live feed. I tapped icons and saw the stable dorm empty as it should be during work hours, tuned into random workstations and saw the boys on task, looked around the kitchen, checked on my two new exclusive boys in their attic cells and then brought up the ex-senator’s cage.

Naked and hooded, he was curled in a fetal position and justly frightened to death. He trembled and then spasmed, shuddered and cried. Once or twice he pleaded into the empty room for me to send him somewhere, anywhere, just away from here and from me. His useless noise was wasted and was interspersed with his demands to speak directly to me. He sniveled about his painful ass and complained that the whipping I did was enough and he learned his lesson. He’d never do it again.

At least he got that last part right. He’d never harm another person because I owned him. Only when he accepted that would he become the functional slave I would train him to be. I looked forward to breaking him, but the result was a foregone conclusion. I can break any slave and I’d break him, too. He didn’t know it yet. But he would. It had already started.

When I saw the driveway gates open, it felt good to be home. All my girls were lined up under the portico at the front door to greet me. It’s a sight I always enjoy no matter how long I’ve been away. Twelve naked girls of various shapes, colors and sizes, bending at their waists and hoping I’d walk down the line and tweak their dangling bosoms. It’s one of my amusing customs to fondle and pinch their breasts when they’re queued up like that. I’m partial to big breasts, the more massive, the better. There are no hellos. Fondling their breasts is how I greet my girls and they enjoy my touch, even when it makes them gasp in pain.

After I stripped off her dress, Rika trotted to the side door where slaves are allowed to enter. Her bouncing bosom and bounding rolls of fat while she ran reminded me why I bought her. The slave door opens into the girls’ sleeping area. She’d served her purpose during the trip and I had no use for her right now. She’d reappear when I jolted her implant but the job she had now was to add a task to my schedule to contact my west-coast developers to write new programming for times I take a slave across the ocean. I needed some special tools.

I’d visit the two exclusives I bought later. First I wanted to take a look at my caged slave and make it clear how his life will unfold and perhaps drive him a little crazier than he was right now.

They held the front door open and I walked inside, around the double staircase, then straight to the back of the house. I had a waiting slave drive me to intake in one of my golf carts, where the ex-senator was caged, crying and screaming, demanding to be released, insisting that I speak to him, protesting his treatment and yelling obscenities about everything he saw and felt.

Slaves who behave like that amuse me. Things were about to get very serious.

-=o=-

Intake occupies a four-room building designed to keep new slaves in a sort of limbo while they are processed, undergo medical exams, have their cocks measured and their stats entered into the database. IDs that were taken from them by Caitlin were locked in the safe, slaves were shaved and tweezed, then finally moved to the last room where their training regimens were set up. No slave joins my stable without completing the four-step gauntlet. Once they’re processed, they undergo training that teaches them how their daily lives are structured, who they must obey and that they will be rented to my clients.

They’re also told that better-yielding rentals are awarded the few higher-level slave positions. Dangling that like a carrot, it encourages them to learn more skills so they are more rented more often and bring in more income to offset what it costs to feed and house them.

Every month, the highest-earning slaves in one or two skillsets are rewarded via their implants with custom programming I had my team develop, and under penalty of castration, they cannot reveal it to any other client, not even my friends. I’m sure they’d want an implant setting that drove boys to scream and plead to come, too, but it’s mine alone. Ownership means reshaping their core feelings so when I jolt them with the new level, their memories of craving to orgasm are redefined in my world as torture. My boys are prohibited from coming but they hope. That’s part of what makes them slaves.

But the caged slave in intake would never know what that reward felt like, even if he brought in more rental fees than the rest combined. That could very well happen, given the who’s who list of men he tried to destroy. Several teams of lawyers, some that I hired and others engaged by some of my clients, finally got the documents, texts, voicemails and details and provided it anonymously to the DOJ. It was easy to access his accounts, I mean, really, who uses short and stupid passwords with offshore banks? Restitution was made to the victims. The bastard lost the election when a few juicy details were shared on social media. I saw to it that a lot of justice was done. But there was nothing he owned that could atone for what he did to my friend.

We took his money, three homes and everything he owned, including his reputation. Broke and humiliated internationally, he disappeared himself, then landed right into my hands. It was time to make him feel the pain he caused others every day for the rest of his life, or until I was done with him and perhaps sold him to someone I’d never ordinarily do business with. Maybe the German girls who’d beat him every day. Or the mid-Africans who ate torture for breakfast.

With Caitlin seated next to me, I looked through the one-way mirror and watched him writhe in pain, scream at the wind and demand to talk to me. His cage took up most of the floorspace in  the small closet I had them convert into his cell. Although he had no chance to pick the triple electronic lock, the room itself had only one door, solid steel, complete with its own double lock. Only my palm could open it. Food was delivered through a slot that was opened twice a day for 90 seconds. Not quite a federal penitentiary, it did the job.

We sat behind a full-length one-way mirror.

Caitlin doesn’t frown very often, but she was frowning now. Slaves like him bring it out in her. My voice traveled through the speakers and filled the small room.

“On your knees,” I said. All slaves assume that position in my presence. He would learn that much now.

“You bitch!” he screamed into the air. “Let me out of here! You have no right …”

He went on for a while but I cut his microphone because I had no interest in his protestations. That’s something else he had to learn and there was no better time to start than now. When his lips stopped moving, I spoke again.

“I own you.”

He shouted and thrashed in the cage and I cut his mic again. When his tantrum was over, I said, “No one will ever hear you. You are alone, caged and owned. By me. No one is looking for you, no one misses you, no one gives a damn about you.”

He looked at the ceiling where the speakers carrying my voice summed up his situation. Perhaps he understood his circumstances a little better because he started crying loudly. If he was trying to reach my softer side, he’d soon realize I don’t have one. He mumbled, “Please, please …” but I cut the mic because slaves, especially him, had nothing to say I wanted to hear.

Slaves are to hear me and not be heard.

When he stopped his histrionics, I spoke again.

“This is day one of the remainder of your life. Perhaps on day two or three or eleven or fifty I’ll visit you again. Spend that time following orders and perhaps — PERHAPS — you will be uncaged for a few minutes. That’s the only thing you have to look forward to. Use the time well.”

He puffed up his chest like he was going to scream but must have thought better of it when my words sunk in. I knew he hadn’t changed and I predicted it would take no more than three days to completely break him. Probably less than that, but I was busy with my businesses, the stable and my new exclusives and had little time to deal with him in the coming weeks. He was mumbling “Please, please, please …” but I was finished with him. For now.

Caitlin touched my arm with a gesture that confirmed my take on the ex-senator. He was scum and treating him no better than pond algae befit him.

Before I left the intake building for the ride back to the main house, I gave him a warning.

“The next time you hear my voice, I will judge if you have learned to behave and if not, I’ll cut off one of your testicles. I may let you choose which one.”

When I walked to the door, I saw him flail and toss himself around the cage, probably screaming like crazy but soundlessly to everyone except himself. Outside the door, the sun was shining and the spring garden flowers were in full bloom. Their smell was enchanting.


Chapter 22    

THE HOUSE SLAVES were happy to see me and prepared a snack, hoping I’d sit in the kitchen to catch up with the estate goings-on while I was away. They hoped I’d spend time with them in the kitchen, rather than jolt them to my office, because the lowest-rung girls were afraid to be alone in a room with me, lest I make them report about their work. The longer-term girls were less wary because they did their jobs well enough that they didn’t have to endure the discipline I use to train them into the competent slaves they are now. Well, not very often. They knew which girls I sold and agreed with my choices. Some girls will never make the grade I demand and even my higher-level females didn’t want them around. When a job is done poorly, everyone in the service area is disciplined. It's done fast and it lasts a very long time.

While I sipped chai tea and nibbled on a home-baked scone, likely one of the new chef’s recipes, the managers stood in line to give their reports. All of them were positive. If there had been a problem, I’d know about it already, so I let them tell me their summaries before jolting Rika to attend to me upstairs. My two new exclusive boys were next on my schedule.

Sometimes Red Rick’s overseas shipping can upset a boy and throw him off his peak. The conditions are cramped, even though I paid extra for better accommodations for these two. Because they’re exclusives, I didn’t want them mixed in with the flotsam that others were shipping. Of course, all the merchandise has to pass a medical exam before arriving at an auction, but it was a crowded for-sale room and an even more crowded transport flight for them, so I was extra careful. Medical had already examined the four that I bought, inside and out and the fifth was screened by himself. They were disease- and injury-free when they were unpacked. My exclusives are kept in cells on the top floor of the main house and never mix with the rest of the stable.

I keep them locked in their attic cells so they’re at hand when I want them. The two of them would never figure out exactly where they were on the estate because when I summon them, they are led blindfolded through back hallways that run inside and outside the remodeled top floor. They’re finally deposited at the door that leads my sitting room foyer. Once they’re dropped off, they don’t know if they are in the main house or in an out building or somewhere else on my property. Exclusives require special handling.

I rode up to the attic silently and used the few minutes to think about the past weeks. The auction in Sweden, then to Austria, all the catching up, dining, touristing and working with the Austrian girls’ stables, then to Spain and getting rid of Camila and Isabella’s redundant boys without the two of them losing money and then setting them on a course toward profitability. Finally, there was dealing with the caged slave in the intake closet and deciding which way I’d break him. I should have been exhausted but was surprisingly energized.

What was inside me now wasn’t that need. I was filled with the power of my ownership.

It’s difficult to describe but it’s a special feeling of dominance. Not brute force. Nothing to do with finances. It’s the sense of closing my hand around my stable and house females and having them willingly submit their bodies and souls to me. They are desperate to be possessed and because it’s a Domme like me who owns them, they are joyful being owned.

The two new exclusives were the whipped cream on the cake of my ownership. A long time ago, I realized that exclusives aren’t fluff or extras. They are my due, mine to buy, own and use for my pleasure.

Rika was kneeling at the door that led to the hallway surrounding the four-room converted attic in which I keep exclusives and a eunuch if I have one. Currently, only three rooms were occupied and one of them, the eunuch I just finished, was going to be sold privately because the two new exclusives were competent enough with my private tasks like bathing and dressing and the eunuch could be replaced someday, perhaps with the caged slave in the intake closet once he was castrated. Or the just-purchased doctor if he had a fine enough sense of wardrobing. Or another boy who dared misbehave and had his organs stored in a jar in the medical closet. Standing outside the door, I would show my two new boys what my ownership means to them. Now was the perfect time to start their education.

A convoluted hallway surrounds and intersects the four rooms and no cell door leads to the same hallway. In addition to soundproofing, I had 24/7 motion-activated cameras and microphones installed. The occupants were provided materials I selected for them to read, certain video games to unwind and carefully-controlled Internet access that allowed only sites that grew their sensual skills so they could serve me better. There were videos they were allowed to use as practice guides. As far as interaction with other slaves, exclusives adhered to the stable schedule but in their own cells, so after wakeup, their colons were cleaned, they were allowed three minutes for piss-and-shit, then a shearing and tweezing session, weekly milking and meals with each other. During every other minute of their day, they honed their skills and were kept away from the rest of the herd.

The stable never knew what my exclusives did or where I kept them.

I opened Nils’ door with the keypad and Rika crept behind me. She closed the door and Nils knelt when he felt my presence. He’d been wearing the same blindfold for days. He was collar-less, the cock cage was locked and his first trip to be shaved and tweezed was scheduled for the morning, along with the yet-to-be-named other exclusive boy. There is no fanfare with slaves, no announcement of what tomorrow will bring. I pulled off his blindfold and he blinked trying to adjust his eyes to the low light.

He looked up at me and said one word, “Ma’am.”

Perfect. He couldn’t have said anything better. More would have ruined it.

There was no small talk about the transport trip, the intake he underwent, the daily medical checks, the cock measurements or his accommodations. I bought him for a purpose and it was time to tell him my expectations and demands.

“I own you and your purpose is to satisfy me. You’ve shown some talent, but I will train you to be exceptional. Fail that and you’ll be castrated and sold. Excel at that and you stay with me. Whole.”

I never ask them if they understand. The boy understood.

“Every day after your morning schedule is done, I’ll have you trained for me. A specialist will spend every day with you and the other boy to learn how to take care of my private needs.”

He nodded. There was nothing for him to say, so he said nothing.

“You will remain uncollared until you prove that you are worthy. Every time you are delivered to me is a test. Fail and you will be spayed and sold.”

He dropped flat on the floor and slithered toward me, his arms and legs spread at his sides. There is no more submissive position a slave can assume. I grabbed his short head hair and pulled his face under my dress. I had one question for him.

“Who am I?”

Without hesitation, he said, “My owner. My life’s work.”

I turned, walked out and the door locked automatically. I assumed Rika was crawling behind me but didn’t bother to look as I turned down a few hallways to visit the boy with no name. Yet.

-=o=-

Passing by the eunuch’s locked door, I navigated a few hallways and walked into my second exclusive’s room. It looked exactly like Nils’ room and they both lived under the same rules. Same food, same schedule, same training and same tests.

One reason I bought the ex-Marine was he wasn’t as well-trained as the Swede and that let me concentrate his instruction to my style with methods that would be only his. I didn’t need two identical exclusives. Nils had a good foundation in the tantra. This boy would become a specialist in Asian ways. Because I usually keep only one exclusive, I don’t typically use two at a time, although the experience in Sweden made me think it was an idea worth expanding. What I was creating in these two boys was a choice for which service I wanted any particular time. Or both together.

Did I feel like having the tantra with its weavings of deeper feelings, sensations and energy or the Asian fangzhongshu of sexual skills and exploration? Now I had a choice or if I felt like it, I could have both.

Still blindfolded, the boy stood when he heard me enter. I left Rika in the hallway because this boy was a virgin with only one prior owner. He needed a special touch to break him in. The boy stood at the kind of attention that comes naturally to those with military experience. I walked around him twice to look at every inch of his skin and each body part. At 6’3” with every muscle toned perfectly, he presented nicely. Once his abilities were refined, he would make a first-rate demo in my Parlors for women. I wouldn’t show off all the sensual arts he was going to learn because the guests would be jealous and I’d have to turn down their offers.

When I touched his shoulder, he trembled down to his toes.

“I own you,” I whispered in his ear. “Every inch, every part, every minute of your life, every thought you have.”

I slid my hand down his back and landed on his left asscheek. His muscles quivered under my fingers. His belly tightened against his cock’s unsuccessful attempt to erect inside the cage that was locked around his organs and always would be. If I kept it up, he’d bend in half struggling with his cock’s demand and my unyielding cage. If I did it much longer, he’d start whimpering, so I did and so did he.

My hand skimmed his chest and rubbed his perfect abs. Then I slid down to his groin and skirted the cage, coming to rest inside his thighs. By the time I got there, he was bent over and groaning. His biometrics, displayed on the wall monitor, rose with every touch. Whatever reason Big Mike had to buy him, my intuition was right. This boy was a gem.

“Training begins at first light,” I hissed into his ear.

He fell to his knees and pressed his face near my feet, not bad for a blindfolded new slave. I removed his blindfold and yanked his head up by his hair so I could look into his eyes. They were filled with tears and he begged for permission to speak.

First days are confusing for slaves, so I let him talk.

“Thank you,” he said. “My life was empty and now it’s full.”

He had no idea just how jam-packed it would become very soon.


My Exclusive Slaves


Chapter 23    

FOUR WEEKS LATER, my two new exclusives had 28 full days of sensual arts training. The stable and my dozen females were on schedule with a few ahead of their due dates for finishing projects. Rika was keeping an eye on the online sites for a female to replace herself because I’d gotten a hefty offer for her from the Swedish girls who, to my surprise, wanted a pair of huge bosoms attached to a corpulent female who was already well-trained. Their offer was on the high side and buying a new female exclusive was the something I enjoyed. Training one is high on my amusement list.

The slave in the intake closet had been on the receiving end of my training plan and I was readying him to be rented to one or two discerning clients. He needed to start earning his keep and the two I was about to contact would salivate at the chance to have him.

I didn’t use the word payback, but they did.

The video call screen showed two masked clients and my own icon. Behind me was the naked, caged, masked ex-senator whose visible skin was covered in welts from his most recent discipline session with my tawse. He’d learned that disobedience was not allowed and even when he obeyed, he stayed on the receiving end of my reminders. I had him moved from the intake closet cage to one of Red Rick’s flat overnight fold-ups and was locked in it whenever I wasn’t realigning his behavior. Sometimes the cage put him face down on the floor and at other times, I had it hung in my office on a wall where all five of his senses were stripped away.

Initially he cried a lot and yelled out threats. Not anymore. Oh, he screamed when I beat him and complained about the food and his discomfort and, of course, protested the daily enemas and group piss-and-shit duty with the stable. It’s easy to ignore slaves who grumble like that, but I had to be careful he didn’t upset the stable and knock them off schedule. His face was masked when he was with the rest of my boys, especially when they were on the toilets.

That’s why I added a jaw bit when he wasn’t eating. Slaves have nothing to say that I want to hear so keeping them gagged takes care of it.

The flat cage kept his arms and legs spread out and his face inches from the wall. The medical team inserted a catheter in his cock for errant peeing, but I had it removed for this video call. My clients wore face masks for privacy. They knew my rules.

After a quick greeting with the two callers, I filled the slave’s ear buds with static and spoke to my clients.

“I have a unique offer for both of you because you’re two of my favorites,” I said. I saw glimpses of upturned lips. “I bought a male at a recent auction and I’m certain he’s one you want to rent and use for any and all fetishes you have. I’m not advertising him yet. This is a private opportunity only for the two of you.”

Their masks hid most of their faces but I could see their smiles. I definitely piqued their interest. The reason I chose these two was their bizarre fetishes and peculiar preferences but most of all their history with the bastard who was locked in a cage hanging on my wall. He was the video background for this call.

They knew better than to ask questions and waited for me to continue. I jolted Rika’s implant. She ran in and I pointed to the mobile camera and the cage. She knew what to do.

“First, let me show you the back side.” Rika moved the hand-held camera horizontally across the cage. His welts were ripe red and the clients were even more intrigued.

“Now for the front.” Rika turned the cage around and although he was masked, when she got to his right arm, they both gasped. There was a tattoo on his upper arm — where he tried and failed to have it removed — that they recognized. I knew they had plenty of questions, but they know the rules and sat in stunned silence until I offered them a clearer look at the merchandise.

“Here’s a closer look,” I said. I unlocked the cage remotely and the occupant fell to the floor with a thud. One jolt to his cock cage produced an ear-splitting scream.

I said, “Knees.”

He knelt and his body tensed. That’s when I opened his ear buds so he could hear what I was arranging.

“He’s for rent. Of course, you understand this is a special situation so the price is higher than normal. He’s broken in but I am including the ability for you to jolt his cock cage in the price, just in case he gets an attitude. And one more thing.” I let that hang for a few seconds before adding, “You will use him here. I will give you a fully furnished out-building and all the toys you could want, even some pre-market ones. It has a full bath with a whirlpool — I know which of you has a shaving fetish — and if you prefer, I’ll let his hair grow so you can pluck it out yourselves.”

Both of them were salivating. When the call ended, I’d have Rika send them travel information to a private airport that included a 110-mile ride to my estate in a darkened limo.

“You are each allowed two questions. You — I pointed to my left monitor — get the first one.”

The two of them were filled with raw longing to pay this slave back for the havoc he caused them and because they were gentlemen, for the pain and expense he inflicted on my friend that contributed to her untimely passing. They didn’t know I planned to punish him for the rest of his miserable life for those sins, but if they wanted to add their own, I had no objections.

The client in the left monitor, the head of cybersecurity for a wildly successful tech company on the left coast, said, “Are there any limits?”

That was an excellent question with an easy answer. “None, just don’t break anything important and keep his ass lubed.”

The slave on the floor shook his head side-to-side when he heard what I said. His cock cage transmitted his pulse and heart rate to my monitor. The boy was scared.

“Next?” I asked.

The right-monitor client, whose career demanded no one know his real position except me, asked, “Is there a time limit?”

Another good question. “You’ll rent him on different days as I’m sure he’ll need to recover after each session. I’m offering you two hours and am happy to schedule future rentals.”

Both clients grinned. I gave them all the time they’d need to vent their fury at the slave. Follow-up rentals appealed to them.

“Next?

My left-monitor client said, “Where do I submit special requests?” Questions like that are why I chose these two, plus, of course, their history with the bastard.

“Use the form at the link I’ll have sent,” I said and pointed at Rika, who understood it was her job. She was on all fours and shook her ass up and down to confirm it. I’ll miss her massive boobs jiggling with her up-and-down ass replies, but there are plenty of female exclusives to buy. She was replaceable.

The last question was from the right monitor. “Can I draw blood?”

Drawing blood on a rented slave is usually forbidden but this was an unusual case. “Pinpricks and seeping, no gushing.” He nodded.

“That’s the offer and rules, boys,” I said. “Look at your phones for the number texted to you. If you agree to the price, follow the instructions in the text.”

In minutes, I had two rentals scheduled and they entered their special requests.

“Here’s your treat for today, boys.” I let them watch me wag my finger at the slave to have him crawl to me. He was reluctant because he recognized my clients’ voices. He was filled with dread imagining what they would do to him with two hours each for private torture. He was right to be anxious. Payback is hell.

So they could see and hear better, I said, “Bend over and spread your cheeks.” When the boy complied, the onlookers’ jaws fell when they saw the healing scar that ran from his anus to his ball sac.

“The superchip is dessert,” I said. “I think you’ll have fun with it.”

I pressed a few buttons and their mouths opened again when the boy screamed and jumped around the room from my jolt. When he calmed down, I adjusted the settings and did it again.

If they weren’t locked in electrified cock cages that all my serious clients wear, they’d have masturbated themselves into heaven.

Their time would arrive soon enough. There were two expertly-trained exclusive boys waiting for me. Now was a perfect time to see what they’d learned.


Chapter 24    

THE EX-SENATOR WAS returned to his flat cage and hung on a stable wall where my stable manager could keep an eye on him. She reported that he cried a lot and had a few choice words so she put a gag in his mouth, but all told, he was secure. I’d have to send Red Rick a note about how helpful his cage design was for this boy.

My need loomed inside and I was ready to use my two exclusives for the first time since their four-week training ended. Nils was now deemed a tantric expert by his elite trainer and the other still-unnamed boy was deep into fangzhongshu, Asian sensual hedonism. My need had grown these past weeks while they were preparing and the call with my clients about renting the ex-senator was actually arousing. My need was flowing through me and called out to see the light of day or the dark of night. It never mattered what time it was.

In the early afternoon, I had Nils delivered to my suite’s back door. He knelt there, naked and caged, chin on his chest. I had Rika lay out my red and black lame gown and then shooed her away. She’d kneel outside the door so she could attend to me when — and if — I jolted her. Nils had shown promise as a wardrobing exclusive in Sweden and if he could fill that role here, it was one more reason I could take my time before buying a replacement for her.

The bed in the sleeping area is huge but I also keep a slightly smaller one in an outer room for occasions like this. Exclusives aren’t invited into my inner space. Generally, I allow only geldings in my private rooms. If my new exclusives showed the expertise I demanded, they’d be the first slaves with their cocks and balls intact who would be allowed inside.

When I allowed Nils into the room, he saw a bed covered in pillows. He helped me lie back against them and spread my gown elegantly on the sheets. Using one finger per side, he slipped my gown’s straps down, brought his face to my breasts and pulled the black lace away with his teeth. Even though the lights were dimmed; he worked with his eyes closed from memory and his gut. Each lick was followed by a small bite and then a suck. He changed the pattern and I felt invigorated. Then he attended to the other side. Switching from breast to breast, his work made my toes tingle as my need grew.

I don’t know how long he worshipped my breasts. Time didn’t matter and I felt him peel away my tension with his teeth, tongue and cheeks. My gown’s center split fell to the sides and Nils lifted my legs and crawled between them. His fingers explored inside me, expertly pressing and twisting my clitoris, then he added a remarkable touch I’d never felt before. Something quivered inside me. Electricity shot from my feet and bubbled up my legs. My hips had a mind of their own and raged with my need.

I was on my edge and Nils fed me there.

It was a stunning feeling. Each time I came close to finishing, he skillfully brought me down just a bit and then back to the edge of joy. I didn’t count the times, I let myself delight in it over and over. Then without warning, his proficient fingers changed direction and pressure. There was an blast of pure delight inside me that swept from my toes to my forehead.

He crept back a bit and waited. It’s always up to me if I want him again and he dared not touch me till I beckoned him closer. I don’t know how much time I took to enjoy the after-effects, but he was ready to serve me again if I wanted him.

I didn’t want him. I wanted what I had him trained to do.

My index finger pointed to my pussy and spurred him into action. One of my eunuch’s tasks is to be expert in waxing and my hairless pussy lips felt his face rub against them, up-and-down and sideways. It was an intricate feeling of pressure and response. Slowly, he used his face to part my lips, and his hands, grasped behind his back, never touched me. His short light brown hair, his lips and tongue and finally his teeth worked together and woke the need that shot like jolts of electricity into my arms and legs. My pussy was the center of my being and the rest of me felt electrified.

I didn’t notice that the sun had moved west outside my windows and darkness covered the grounds.

Nils was laboring but his mind was calm. All his energy was dedicated to keeping the thunder bolts charging inside me until he felt the moment approach. He sensed where I was. He detected my joy. He intuited my readiness.

I moaned and he withdrew his face and replaced it with ten fingers that massaged me while I enjoyed, for the first time in recent memory, wave after wave of simultaneous orgasms.

Realizing that I was done, he extracted himself and knelt by the side of the bed with his head at my right hand. I didn’t think at all, I simply laid my hand on his short light brown hair and left it there.

He cried a little and snuggled his head closer to me.

“Thank you,” he whispered through tears of joy.

I decided to keep him and would make a note to schedule a private collaring and superchip implanting for him. The boy earned my brand. I adore screams when the hot iron imprints my name on a ball sac.

-=o=-

It took only two days before I felt my need again. My first client’s video of his experience renting the ex-senator was entertaining. He expended his disgust at the slave and played out his secret kinks and utterly carnal desires. A Silicon Valley cybersecurity CIO, he flew in and emerged from the limo wearing only the cage I locked on him when I accepted him as my client. A house slave trotted him to the out-building and showed him around, demonstrated how some of the less-familiar tools worked and showed him where his special requests and costumes were set up. I watched the full two hours and relished the cries of pain and shrieks of humiliation he drew from the boy. He changed costumes because his own nakedness felt right when he was with me; however, his leather fetish was a superb outfit that contrasted excellently with the bald slave’s oiled skin and lubricated asshole.

Every special request he made was fulfilled. His kink for tweezing pubic hairs in a bathtub generated a lot of noise. His secret fetish for having his ass licked was sated. His unusual love of fucking a suspended slave’s ass with a variety of plugs was done. Finally, he donned spiked gloves, raked his asscheeks and told him he’d pay again and again to use him.

When his time was up, the boy was hanging from an overhead bar with an ass dotted with drops of blood. I checked the CIO’s vitals. They were pretty high, near the top of the safe range. For his part, the slave’s biometrics were way up the scale and he was sinking into well-deserved hysteria.

My client looked at a camera’s red light, knelt and said, “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you so much!”

One of my females would let the ex-senator down later. But first I had them run my client to the main house and trot him down a hallway that led to the room I use for private meetings. She left him there, naked and a little confused, until I walked in. He fell to his knees while blubbering thanks for the chance to begin evening the score with the bastard who interfered in our lives and businesses.

“Bend over the bar,” I said and he jumped into position.

He deserved a reward from me for using the slave so effectively for two hours and paying a high price for the privilege. I gave him the gift of my single-tail on his legs and ass. It left him with a lovely crisscross pattern and shining red welts. He’d have trouble sitting on the plane ride home.

He begged to lick my stiletto heels and sobbed in joy when I said yes.

-=o=-

While he was driven to the airport, I had the ex-marine delivered to the foyer door at the back of my suite. His visit had two purposes. First, he would show me what he had learned. Second, he needed a name.

A tall boy with muscles everywhere, he knelt at the door until I jolted his cage, a signal to find me in the outer bedroom. The monitors showed the path he crawled. He missed by one room, but that door was locked so he crawled around until he felt my presence. Tonight’s gown was gold lame with black stones around the low neckline that framed my breasts.

I was ready to enjoy the results of the boy’s four weeks of training.

Exclusives don’t perform according to a schedule. Once they are delivered to me, they have one job. The boy’s kit was on the bedside table and the oils and spices he was taught to use were arranged on it. I closed my eyes while he mixed concoctions whose aromas wafted through the room. It was a new smell but it was enchanting.

His fingertips were warm when he spread the mixture on my breasts. The feeling penetrated my skin that felt new, like light and lifting upward. He parted my gown’s slit and massaged a different oil on my toes and feet, then kneaded it into my calves and thighs. When he reached my pussy, he used his face to spread the oil inside my lips.

I didn’t feel my need. It was something else, something amazing.

Every inch of me was tingling with powerful sensations and the core of my body was pulsating from my vagina outward. He hadn’t entered there yet but I was ready for his touch.

When he parted my lips gently, I whispered a sigh of delight and dropped my knees apart in anticipation.

He didn’t use his fingers. Instead, a tiny vibrator lightly tapped my oiled pussy and each time it did, I moaned. He tantalized sensual spots I didn’t know I had and each reacted more fiercely than the one before. Time was unimportant. I craved the vibrator’s kiss more and more. The oils and powders along with the tool’s touch pushed me right to my edge but not over. Not yet.

He scooped a fingerful of an herb and mixed it with another oil before dabbing it behind my vaginal area and gingerly between my cheeks. Even though exclusive slaves never explored me there like this, I let him spread the concoction and touch the thin vibrator to it.

My body spasmed in stunned ecstasy at the feeling that streamed through me. He lifted my hips and touched the tool to new and previously untouched areas and I moaned out loud. He felt my experience and knew exactly what to do.

A new toy, a new oil and herb mixture, a new sensation. He worked for a long time, tapping the vibrator into my vagina and out again, always removing it when I was ready to explode. Holding me up and finding every spot, he felt my hips shudder. He knew it was time.

Balancing two toys and holding my hips a few inches off the bed, he kissed all my reactive spots with each vibrator and in seconds — it could have been minutes or hours, I didn’t know which — I finished with a loud cry of delight.

He helped me to my side so I could recover from feelings I’d never known. Surprisingly, the feeling returned. I wanted the vibrators touching me again. I was eager for the oils and herbs to work their magic. Instead, he parted my asscheeks slightly and dipped a third vibrator into a new blend of bliss. He approached with no hesitation and pressed it expertly inside. My entire body shook with thrill and wonder at a feeling I’d never known existed till that moment.

I had no idea the cook alerted Rika that dinner was ready. That wasn’t what I hungered for. With the vibrator kneading the oil and herbs into me, I had the most primal orgasms I’d ever felt. His fingers massaged my muscles and warm wet cloths cleaned everyplace he had applied the mixtures he created.

I added a second implanting and collaring to my to-do list and put this boy on the path to ball sac branding.

He knelt with his head and hands on the bed, waiting to be disciplined or dismissed. Instead, I rubbed his buzz cut and stroked his face. My fingers were wet from his tears.

“Yes?” I said.

“Ma’am, I am home. Thank you for the rest of my life.”

He was right about that. The rest of his life would be spent serving me and learning more Asian sensual ways to do it even better. If that were possible.

I named him Zayn. It means beauty and grace. He earned it.

-=o=-

I had Rika return him to his room and she mentioned that dinner was ready. I was starving. But not for food.


Epilogue

TWO YEARS LATER, the Swedish slave auction is an event I’ll remember for a long time. The slaves I bought there were worth every Krona. My two new exclusives were on constant alert and I had their training scheduled for twice a week with experts. Some of them were a little strange, but their training was ingenious and the results were stunning, time after time. I used Nils and Zayn several times a week and each time brought me to new sensual highs. I kept them for years and every time I used them, they brought something new and astonishing to my bedroom and my soul. Many times, they took my breath away.

Red Rick shipped Rika to Sweden in a single cage I paid a little extra for after I sold her to the Swedish girls. Annika and Valda wanted to show her off to their guests. She was a lucrative rental because her big belly, fat ass and mammoth breasts were a rarity over there. They let her hair grow and had parties where visitors could tweeze or shave her head and pussy and pay for the privilege.

Big Mike’s weekend in the mountains turned into every-summer get-togethers and I was invited to be the only girl each year. The male doms wanted to learn to throw a single-tail like an expert — like me — and I gave lessons that I’m sure Mike charged for because funds always showed up in my account soon afterward. After dinner, I spent each night being satisfied by Nils and Zayn, sometimes one at a time and other times together. Big Mike said he could hear me finish over and over and everyone was jealous of what my boys could do.

I informed him they were not for sale and kissed the top of his hairy head.

The Spanish girls began turning a profit two months after I cleaned out their stable and sent them new clients who bought their stock once it was filled with useful purchases. They were so grateful, they shipped a new exclusive female to me that I saw on their website free of charge. She exceeded my penchants with breasts even bigger than Rika’s and the widest female ass I’d ever owned. When I had her superchip implanted, my west-coast developers had to make an extra-large one to fit her. For months, she ate from a dog bowl on the floor and lapped up every bite. Even better, she spoke three languages and could translate when I shopped with overseas vendors.

When Annika and Valda started training exclusives who supplied stunning orgasms to their clients, their sales shot up. They tried to worm the names of the specialty trainers out of me, but like I said, this isn’t my first rodeo. Many women were thrilled to buy slaves that had talent in personal satisfaction until they attended one of my interactive Parlors where I showed off some of what Zayn and Nils could do. It was obvious that I could train and sell exclusives with some of my boys’ skills and even though that’s another story, that’s what I did.

I still have the doctor; he spent the first few weeks in isolation studying for and gaining U.S. certification. He was put to work taking care of the stable and my girls. He is still desperate to be fully castrated — I took one ball as an enticement — and become my eunuch. What actually happened to him is another story that I’ll tell another time.

Nils and Zayn were the best purchases I made that year — or any year. I own them and they earn high rental income mostly by bringing exotic and erotic orgasms to my women clients, although many of their skills are only for me. Last year, I trained them to satisfy men in incredibly sensual ways and had them train a few in my stable. Since that Parlor, where they demonstrated on some of my preferred clients, I can’t keep up with the rental requests for the boys they trained.

The ex-senator was easy to break. He sleeps in a flat cage on a stable wall. I took one of his balls and he behaves better but has a ways to go. What used to be an arrogant, misogynistic asshole is in a lifelong process to be the slave or eunuch I decide he will be.

Want to see how I did it? Read on.


Chapter 25    

NOT QUITE TWO YEARS AGO…

The ex-senator was dozing in his cage in the intake closet when I visited to see if he earned a short release. During the weeks he was isolated, his demeanor improved. The yelling at the wind faded and finally stopped. The screaming about ‘unfair’ went away. The banging the cage bars when he was upset ended.

It was simple to stop his occasional high-pitched yelling with a ball gag that he wore 24/7 except when eating soft food twice a day. I had a wall of mirrors installed so he was forced to see himself naked and gagged all day long. Making a slave see his naked, gagged reflection makes the behavior you want happen faster.

To curtail his complaining about his living situation, isolated from all human interaction save for a food tray slid in through a slot twice a day, I had the litany of grievances he spewed recorded and played back to him on a loop. The only voice he heard for weeks was his own. When his complaining stopped, his voice was replaced by tapes of his oral depositions where he admitted that most of the charges he made against others were false, including those aimed at my friend. Every evening before lights out, he listened to a replay of the DOJ lawyer calling him one of the most egregiously corrupt elected officials ever in the Senate.

Cage bar banging was the final habit that I ended. It turned out to be the easiest to do. When the boy was expelling a daily enema in the small toilet one morning, I had the cage electrified. He learned quickly that even stepping near the bars shocked his feet and daring to touch the bars shocked his hands but more importantly, transmitted a signal to his cock cage to jolt that as well. His life was lived on a small portion of the cage floor where he could stand or sit and watch the monitor show recordings of his victims describing in detail how his false attacks ruined their lives until we took him down.

In effect, his senses were diminished and a few were stripped away. He saw only himself, heard only what his revolting accusations caused, tasted only soft bland foods, smelled the reek of his own feces and touched only air. A few weeks went by before I bothered to check on him but had the doctor view his now-healed ass from time to time. His vital signs were tracked for problems. There were none.

Seven weeks after he endured that treatment, I watched him on video for a few minutes. The cell was quiet and the boy sat on his ass in the center of the cage, listening to the recordings. I left the monitor on and looked at it from time to time and noticed he hadn’t moved. My last view was at lights out and I saw him curl up in a fetal position and cry himself to sleep.

The next morning, I had my new exclusive girl, Olivia, schedule time to assign him to his first official training. Elevating a punished slave to join the stable where he’d interact with my other boys is a process. It doesn’t happen all at once. Sending the boy to training and then to the stable on the same day would be too much and could set back his behavior. My plan had several steps.

First, he’d be trained outside his cage in the main intake room and then re-caged. After a week of that, he’d be run to the training room and a program would be set up to shed his remaining fat and build strength, but returned to his cage afterward. The second phase was to assign him to a work crew. Like the rest of my boys, his days would be spent working. In his case, he tended the grounds.

It pays to use skilled boys in their specialties, like electricians, painters and landscapers. The ex-senator had no skills at all so his assignment had to be in an area where he couldn’t break anything. He became the lowest-level maintenance slave on my estate. His job was waste disposal. We compost on a remote corner of the property so odors are isolated there. Except for the workers who tend to it.

Once he had a job for a few months, the next step was to move him into the slave dorm. The crew trained him to do his work, do it quickly, expect no reward and obey every command, no matter who issued it. I figured it would take two weeks to get him from his cage to the slave dorm.

It’s rare that I bother to take that long to train a slave. It’s certainly not cost-effective. But I would own his ass for a long time and give him constant reminders of his heinous behavior, so it had to be done.

There was one part of this plan that made the process go faster and drove home how his life would unfold every day for the rest of his worthless life.

Punishment. Amity style.

There is discipline and its purpose is to correct behavior. I use it frequently, especially with new boys. Then there’s punishment. It’s meted out for infractions that are fixed only with substantial pain that deters a boy from ever misbehaving again. Punishment works faster than discipline and lasts longer.

To suffer for his malicious and criminal acts, he was punished every day and would be for the rest of his life. Only I administer that kind of punishment in my world.

Once the boy was chipped, I could dispense punishment remotely, but at the beginning, he had to learn that I owned when he would be sent into the state of terror I could put him in. It started when he was locked in the building I use strictly for slaves to suffer their penance. It’s outfitted with rings and overhead bars, waist-high bars for ass beating, suspension to give me access to any part I want and cells with glory holes. All my tools are laid out to make it easy to do whatever I choose to do that day to any slave.

The first day he was sent to training and before he was returned to his cage in the intake closet, one of my house girls leashed his balls and ran him at full speed across the lawns to the punishment building. He arrived short of breath and panting. She locked his wrists to an overhead ring and left him there.

Fifteen minutes later, I entered the building wearing my leathers, down to my spiked boots, that I had Olivia dress me in for this occasion. He felt me walk in before he could see me. Every muscle in his body tensed, including his large asscheeks. He trembled silently. It would be weeks before I’d allow him to speak.

I raised the ring so his toes were inches off the floor and fingered the horse whip I selected for his first session. A forceful swat on his ass drew a surprised shout of pain and a big red welt. More whacks drew anguished yelps. By then, I stopped counting and whipped his ass into a mass of welts but stopped short of drawing blood. When I lowered the ring, he stood on a mat of barbs so he alternated between stepping on the barbs and curling his legs up to avoid them.

While he hung and curled, I told him why he was there.

“No one who says they’re sorry really means it. Bastards like you need to atone for your actions. When you cut a life like hers short, you pay for it for the rest of your life.”

The boy opened his mouth to say something, but I swatted between his thighs and he screamed instead. He had nothing to say that I wanted to hear.

“Welcome to the rest of your hellish life.”

With that, I opened his cock cage and let it hang between his legs. His genitals were merely a shrunken mushroom cock and long hanging balls. For the next ten minutes, they felt the full force of my custom cock and ball paddle that fit between his thighs and delivered whacks to all his organs at the same time. He shrieked himself almost into hysteria.

“Twenty-five minutes,” said. “That hardly pays for the evil you caused intentionally, deliberately.”

He whimpered like a sad puppy.

“She’s gone and the rest are recovering. You will atone for that every day of your miserable life.”

I left him there and walked out the building to the golf cart ride back to the main house. I had a slave lock the cock cage on him and run him back to the intake closet. She put him in the cage and the door locked behind her.

The ex-senator knelt in the center of the cage because his welted ass was too painful to sit on. He sobbed all afternoon.

I didn’t care at all. It was only his first day. There were many more to come.


Chapter 26    

EVERY DAY FOR these past years, the ex-senator did his training, cleaned up garbage and was punished. If I was busy or out of town, it was easy to do it remotely and my west-coast developers designed new remote-controlled devices that we beta-tested on him. Some were more effective than others. A few were deemed too painful to use on regular slaves.

His ass was jolted with impact plugs. His nipples tortured with self-closing grips. He stood on barbs with only his own strength to pull up and avoid the pain. His cock and balls were pulled through a hole in a cell door and coated with my gels so he could only stand there and scream. His asscheeks were whipped by an automatic rattan cane until blood was drawn.

No, I didn’t want to damage him permanently. I wanted him to feel the pain I felt with the loss of my friend. Every day. More than that, I wanted him to be afraid — petrified — every day of his life.

Last year, I named him.

After he completed a morning of garbage collecting and emptying slave toilets and reeked from the job, he was cleaned with disinfecting soap and rinsed with cold water. Then he was sent to the medical area and strapped to a table with his legs spread. When my voice filled his ear buds, I gave him the news.

“You have no need for one cock and two balls. I’ll take them one at a time.”

His shrieks stopped when he inhaled the anesthesia.

His left testicle resides in a jar on a shelf and from time to time, I make him look at it. Needless to say, his behavior is now consistently in line and he looks forward to picking up garbage. He’s fond of the odor.

He’ll never hurt another human being again.

I named him Idir. It means “alive.” He’s lucky to be.
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