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The Series
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Things Aren’t Just Things is the second in a three-part series. To understand who, where and when, read Only the Best for Sale (Part 1), Things Aren't Just Things (Part 2), and The Platinum Net (Part 3). 


Prologue

HE CALLED HIMSELF a healer. Not a doctor, not a nurse, not a spiritual guide. He was the healer. He walked into the dark room, stopped and listened. Shrieks echoed off the walls. Pleas to be released. Promises he’d do what they demanded. Vows that they could do anything to him and he’d obey. Each wail of terror felt like it was sucking the air out of the suffering man’s lungs.

The healer felt like he was suffocating.

No one had to tell him how much pain the agonized creature was trapped in. Words couldn’t describe even if anyone tried.

He turned his head when he sensed two others in the room. They cared about the man’s suffering. He could sense that as much as he felt their confusion. They didn’t know how to help the man shrieking in the center of the room. But they wanted to.

That’s why she brought the healer here.

The two people exuded waves of overwhelming frustration. The healer knew they were powerful people, each powerful in the same way but from opposite poles. Yet they were listening helplessly to the man’s desperate cries that reverberated throughout the room.

“Yes,” the healer replied to my unasked question.

I wrapped my arm around My Cop’s back and felt rock-hard tension in every muscle. He was my only line of defense if the healer I bought at the Only the Best auction posed a threat. He hadn’t been vetted by My Cop’s researchers, and I’d sent his security team out of the building to try to give the nearly hysterical former soldier a sense of safety. It didn’t work. He was still pleading, crying and making wild promises to nonexistent captors. He was stuck in the nightmare they imprisoned him in, one that led him to come to the heartbreaking conclusion that he had only one way out. If he couldn’t kill himself, he’d make them do it for him.

He was back in that place in his head, even though he’d escaped more than a year-and-a-half ago and wound up owned by an inept woman who put him up for sale in the auction.

That’s where I saw him and bought him after threatening Big Mike with my single-tail to put an end to his bidding war with me.

They didn’t have to unmask him when the bidding started because it wasn’t his face that told me who he was. I recognized the unit tattoo on his shoulder. When I first brought him and one other soldier to my world, I called him “Two” for the two stars he wore on his shoulders. The other was “One.” My Cop begged me to fix what was wrong with One. Back then, Two was an above-average pain boy with the heart of an undefeated warrior. One was different. He turned out to be a lot more.

The one-star had been tortured when he was taken prisoner but he built a space in his mind that he retreated to when they brutalized him. After he was repatriated, he passed every psych test they threw at him and the doctors declared him fit to serve. His single star was all he had to hold onto except that time I kept him here. Those two days were burned so deep inside him, it kept him going on the outside when he felt empty inside.

One hid his problem from everyone except My Cop who knew something was wrong. It had to be fixable, even though he didn’t know what it was. “He’s a good man,” My Cop said. Two hours with One showed me what he was hiding. That night, I fixed it.

One was impotent. He’d learned to live alone physically and emotionally for years. That night, with the help of my red-handled whip, I ended his problem and sent him home whole. I kept my eye on him for two years, made him live according to my rules from sunup until bedtime and when he put in his papers, he begged to come back. Now he’s Gage, one of my exclusives, whose aura glows when he makes me happy. It shines every day.

Two was more complicated. Something about him told me there was more inside him than even he knew. He had more years to go in the service, so I made him a remote, mainly for clients who wanted to rent pain sluts. Clients who traveled near where he was stationed paid to use him in quality hotels when their schedules meshed. Two was thrilled to see an incoming appointment and always thanked me when the client left. The clients gushed.

That lasted until they sent him overseas on a murky assignment whose details he couldn’t share with me. I’m used to that; after all, that’s life with My Cop. But My Cop is in a category by himself. He’s the only man who will ever wake up next to me in the morning.

Two finally asked to be released. Whatever that mission was, he was getting trained 24/7 and I had few clients traveling overseas to who wanted to rent him. We parted and I didn’t hear from or about him again.

Until I saw him for sale at the auction. The scars on his arms, back, legs and cheeks weren’t mine or from my clients. They were brutal, inflicted by sadists. I have a rule about pain. It must have a purpose and that purpose is always mine.

It took My Cop and two men on his team to control Two’s outburst on the private jet when we flew back to Amityworld after the auction. He needed two more to wrestle him into the building we were standing in now and strap him to the bench so he couldn’t hurt himself.

I know what slave frenzy is—that insanity I put boys in to make them know I own their only way back—but that wasn’t the state Two was in. He was reliving the horrors he endured so vividly, words were useless and touch only made him scream more.

I saw only two options. Either I’d dose him with black gel, wipe every memory and thought from his head, then sell him to a shadowy household where he’d never be heard from again. Or I’d rebuild him, give him back his life and see where that led.

Gage was adamant that I didn’t send Two back into hell. Once was enough. My Cop asked me to rescue him. Zayn spent taxing hours with Two, trying to reduce his stress with his Tantric skills.

Nothing worked.

On the last morning of the auction, my stable manager showed me a third option. Quinn led me to the leftovers in a corner of the auction building and pointed to a boy standing by himself, oblivious to the commotion of last-minute sales and shipping what we bought.

His tag said he was a healer. Before I could say anything, the boy spoke first. “Please let me help. His essence needs the work your boy is doing. I can heal his native spirit.”

I was determined to rescue Two but didn’t know how. That’s why the healer was standing silently next to him. He’d answered what I didn’t ask out loud. It was a simple question.

“Can you heal him?”

He’d already said yes, so I had only one more thing to say. “Help me rescue him.”


Amity's Note

WHEN THE AUCTION was over, there was a long to-do list waiting for me. Every item needed my attention. Even with the new bigender house manager built by Reckoning and my personal girl who is supposed to take care of my schedule when I’m away, there were gaps in their work. Only one was a household issue, but it was serious. Most glitches came from the stable.

I expected some problems at home when I took Quinn with me to the auction. He was expert at keeping my two dozen boys in line, given his drill sergeant history. That’s one reason I prefer Marines. You don’t have to tell them twice what to do. My Cop is partial to Rangers. They make up his teams, the stealthy ones that keep my world safe. The ones dressed in black that I rarely see.

It was going to take more than a week to straighten out the problems on my list so they never happened again, whether I was there or traveling. That’s the difference between discipline and punishment. Discipline fixes the offender. Punishment teaches the rest of the stable not to let what I did to the rule breaker happen to them.

The threat of pain is a very good instructional tool. Real pain is more effective, especially when it’s done in front of others. They see it, hear it and don’t want to feel it so they learn to behave.

When our limo pulled into the transport garage after the auction, My Cop’s team was struggling to constrain Two, who must have suffered some kind of psychological break right before the plane's wheels touched down. My Cop hauled Two over his shoulders down the airstairs like a side of struggling beef and laid him on the floor in the limo’s back seat under my feet. Two moaned and shuddered for the entire two-hour drive. Once we parked, My Cop wrestled Two out of the car, laid him on the garage floor while four black-clad men with weapons on their belts held him down. With their boots.

My Cop’s focus was on the traumatized former soldier and needed clear space to deal with him. He sent Zayn to his attic cell with instructions to do whatever he does there with oils and herbs, the ones that make my nights so special. Tyler, exhausted from being handed over to Big Mike’s brothers at the auction for my fun, labored up two staircases and fell on his cot. He sent Quinn to the stable to deal with the shipment of men I bought at the auction. Quinn ran double-time to get as far from the garage as he could, away from Two who was still quaking and screaming on the garage floor.

My Cop’s last instruction was to Jenna, my 5’11” big-boned personal girl with pitiful breasts that I planned to have fixed in a few weeks. I like my personals to have big bosoms; huge is better. I enjoy watching them bounce when they run. Jenna’s would barely fill a B-cup if I ever let her wear a bra.

He told her to ignore my luggage for now and take me to my office until he sounded the all clear. To make matters worse, he stationed Gage outside my office door with instructions not to let me leave until he was relieved.

I tried. Gage wouldn’t budge.

When it comes to my safety, my exclusives obey My Cop. Given what happened in the past, I reluctantly agreed.

I didn’t have to like it.

Hours later, My Cop told me Two was in rough shape and a danger to himself and therefore to me. He didn’t want me to know how he got him into the punishment building and tried everything he could to keep me from going there.

It didn’t work. I bought Two. I owned him. I take care of my property.

That’s why I bought the healer, a last-minute purchase from the leftovers bin.

Quinn was surprisingly useful at the auction and that was another decision I had to make. He was an excellent stable manager but he had a lot more to offer than that. He had talents I could use and skills I needed.

Before I decided where to start on my list of problems, there was someone I wanted to talk to. She always has the right answers. My inner voice speaks only to me. And to Amityworld.


Decisions


Chapter 1

The Inner Voice

WITH SO MUCH happening all around my world, I told My Cop I was going to the wrought-iron bench at the edge of the tree line alone. There was someone I wanted to talk to by myself. I was trying to avoid another incident like the one when his team appeared out of nowhere with weapons drawn and pointed at me, all because I didn’t tell anyone where I was going. I asked him to turn off the drone’s cameras for an hour. I wanted to be really alone.

He wasn’t happy about it but knew better than to argue. Besides, he’d probably be nearby wherever I went. I just wouldn’t see him. But I’d feel him. Ever since I injected him with a drop of the old man’s platinum gel when he was in the sensory deprivation tank, I know — I can sense — where he is and if something feels wrong. It works both ways. That’s why he shows up out of the blue. He feels it, too.

“I didn’t know but I do now,” he said after the gel did its work.

“I’ve always known,” I said. That’s why he’s the only man who will ever wake up next to me in the morning.

My conversation with Amityworld lasted the whole hour. The grass, trees, and especially the garden where the best-tasting blueberries grow had plenty to say. She had questions. When we were done, she gave me some answers but left the rest to me.

When we were done talking the way no one else can hear, I knew what I had to do. Deal with the solvable problems first, then make a plan for the rest. There was one caveat. Every time I set out to fix one minor problem, my little voice kept interrupting with ideas to solve the bigger ones.

And then there was Two. My Cop stayed with him that night. For the first time since he used his body but mostly his brain to win a contest — and me — he looked helpless. Nothing he tried worked. Two moaned incomprehensibly for hours at a time. He wasn’t sure if Two got any sleep. My Cop didn’t.

He'd been on one of his mysterious missions for weeks and then with Two all night. He’d never admit he needed rest, but when I sent Gage to relieve him, he reluctantly agreed. I put him to bed for a few hours while Gage took over managing Two.

I signaled My Cop who was unsurprisingly nearby when I was done talking to my world. We walked to the punishment building where Gage was an obvious mass of tension, keeping one eye on Two and the other on the healer.

“Sit rep,” My Cop said.

“It’s been a helluva night,” Gage whispered and when he added “Sir,” I knew he wasn’t talking to me. That was clear. The healer was still standing a few feet from Two, not for his own safety because the straps and waist bar kept Two from hurting himself.

“He may have gotten at most an hour of sleep,” Gage said.

A voice said, “Not sleep. Collapsed from utter exhaustion.”

We all turned toward the healer. That was the first thing he’d said since he joined us last night besides the “yes” he replied to the question I didn’t ask out loud. He didn’t move or even look at us so we walked toward him.

This time I asked out loud. “Can you help him?”

I could feel My Cop and Gage eyeballing him in the dim light. How tall he was. How strong. Could they take him down if they had to. I didn’t care about any of that. I wanted my question answered and it was taking too damned long.

He finally spoke. “Yes I can, but he needs three directions.”

I didn’t pretend to understand. “Tell me what you need and I’ll get it. Anything at all.”

“No, not what I need. What the warrior needs.”

My Cop fidgeted at his correction to what I said. “Tell me what he needs,” I said, emphasizing that I got his point.

Before he could speak, a deafening “KILL ME NOW!” filled the room. Gage shuddered. Only my hand on his chest kept My Cop from running toward the tortured source of the pathetic plea.

More quietly this time, the healer said, “The boy who feels things. Bring him here. A therapist, Dr. Carter, from where you take that boy to help the ones who suffer.”

He wanted Zayn and a therapist from the VA, the place not too far from here where I donate a percentage of my rental profits and where Zayn spends time helping veterans with PTSD. That was doable. But he said three directions and that was only two.

“And?” I asked.

“Me,” he said.

“Where?” I asked.

“A quiet, empty room. Unchained, unlocked, undressed. With the therapist and your boy. Stay away until I call you to close the circle.”

The healer was done with his list, My Cop, Gage and me. He turned away, stepped closer to Two and for the first time since My Cop locked him on the bench, the healer touched him. Just one hand on the small of his back.

Through his tears, Two pleaded repeatedly. “Kill me,” he implored the healer. “Kill me now.”

-=o=-

I pulled Gage and My Cop out of the room. They didn’t want to leave but my inner voice; heck, all of me said it was time to go. When we were outside, I gave them instructions, Gage first.

“Put together a room that’s quiet and isolated and if there’s a window, cover it. Have it ready in an hour.” Gage bobbed his ass up and down, the way all my boys say, “Yes, Ms. Amity.” They’re not allowed to say no. He took off running to the main house, to his workstation outside my office, to gather what and who he needed. Gage is beautiful when he runs, like a proud elk in the forest with his head high and chest out proudly. I watched until he faded into the grass and trees.

“We’re going to the VA,” I told My Cop. “Get Zayn. Get that Dr. Carter he needs vetted right now.”

Not only did he not argue with me, but he helped me into the electric cart and drove as fast as it would go because that day, time was truly of the essence. He does mission planning in his head faster than everyone else can do it on paper. Or on a spreadsheet.

An hour later, his team helped the healer move Two, surrounded by four armed, black-clad men — but stumbling on his own two feet — to a cabin that Gage and Quinn emptied near the renovated auction building. The cabins were soundproofed and at the healer’s request that sounded more like a demand, Gage turned off the cameras.

My Cop, a somewhat confused Zayn and I climbed into the limo to head to the VA. Tyler ran in as we were pulling out, took one look at My Cop riding shotgun and watched with his mouth open. I opened the window and gave him his orders.

“Get Quinn and the stable boys, the ones on my list that I sent to your tablet and take them to the punishment building. Have them clean and sanitize it. Then strap the trainer on a bench when I signal you. When we get back, I want the rest of the stable watching.”

When I was done with the less-than-stellar trainer who’d pushed my limits like it was a game, my boys would see why they’d never dare play it again.

That would take care of one thing one my list. The pain I was going to inflict on him would have my purpose and it works best and lasts the longest when there’s an audience.


Chapter 2

The Therapist

ZAYN SAT ACROSS from me in the rear seat for the hour-long drive. My Cop was in front with the divider down, occasionally tapping his GPS gizmo, testing what he called the countermeasures he recently installed. The divider wasn’t just glass anymore, he said. It was bulletproof.

With Zayn’s ever-evolving Tantric skills, I didn’t have to tell him where we were going. He’s always eager to spend time with veterans who suffer appalling combat-related memories. The staff appreciates my donations but they’re more grateful for what Zayn does.

“It’s like I’m a sponge, Ms. Amity,” he said the first time. “I absorb some of their fears… soak up their nightmares and help them float away.”

I didn’t understand what that meant until I saw it. Now when we arrive at our scheduled time, there’s always a line of vets who want a few minutes with him. We don’t leave until there’s no one left in line. No, not all of them get to whatever cured means, but they’re less tense and a little calmer when we leave. The nurses say it’s the first time they’ve seen some of them not look so sad.

I used to meet with the staff to explain what Zayn was doing. More recently, I get together with the men — it’s most often men — and we talk about a book. It’s my version of a book club and I never censor what they want to read. Zayn said it helps because reading is good and talking is better. But meeting a goal — finishing each book — is purpose.

Zayn doesn’t talk much on the ride back. Once he said, “You can’t understand what they’ve seen. What they’ve been through. They need someone who knows. I try to help them until that kind of person is available. You know, like a ray of light.”

I thought I could understand the kind of horrors that had been done to them and the awful ones they’d seen. Until last night, I’d have disagreed with Zayn that it takes a veteran to really understand. Not today, not anymore. But I couldn’t take a perplexed Tantric former Marine to the VA, especially not with the job facing him when we returned. The healer needed him. Zayn had to be whole.

“You haven’t met the healer I bought,” I said. “He’s…”

That’s all I got out before Zayn interrupted. “You think he needs me. No, Ms. Amity, it’s not the healer who needs me.”

That’s why my conversations with Zayn are short. I don’t have to say things out loud. He knows.

We drove in silence the rest of the way.

My Cop walked next to me, on my right. That’s his place. Zayn was on my left. When we got inside, My Cop said to the woman at the front desk, “We’re here to see Dr. Chris Carter. He’s between appointments.”

Now I knew what he’d been doing on his laptop in the car. Whoever Dr. Carter was, he’d passed a background check and was lined up in My Cop’s crosshairs.

Like most people who see his black pants and boots with his shirt straining at the shoulders, they didn’t quarrel with him. My Cop doesn’t ask for things like that. He demands.

“Room 250,” the receptionist said. “I’ll get someone to show you…”

He started toward the stairs; he didn’t need a guide. The building layout was on his laptop and he had our path memorized, probably with at least two escape routes. He took my arm and when we found the room, he didn’t knock. He just walked in. One man was seated at a table, glued to a computer screen and trying to drink what passed for coffee in that building.

He didn’t look up until My Cop said, “ONI?”

“Yes, sir,” Dr. Carter said reflexively.

“Farragut?” My Cop won’t use two words when one will do.

The doctor looked surprised, then forced his face to disguise his shock. I wasn’t sure what ONI or Farragut was, but I was certain the doctor wasn’t going to share more than the nod he gave as his answer.

My Cop pulled a piece of paper from his pocket, handed it to Dr. Carter and said, “New orders.”

He scanned the paper, logged out of the computer, stood up and followed us out of the room, down the stairs and sat next to me in the rear of the limo for the hour-long drive back to the front gate where two of My Cop’s team dressed in black were waiting. They hopped in and we headed for the transport garage.

No one said a word until the garage door closed. My Cop broke the silence.

“Kiran is with the spymaster.”

Dr. Carter’s lips puckered in a low whistle. Then he said, “Kiran? He’s my ray of light.”

That’s the last I saw of Dr. Carter, who My Cop called Dr. Chris, for a week. I had the chef send the food they requested with Zayn. The healer said that Zayn—only Zayn—would deliver it. That’s the only time I saw Zayn that week. I never saw Kiran or Two. Not for seven long days.

I ordered five coffee makers and had them delivered to the VA with several months’ of decaf and regular pods. They deserved something better than that brown sludge.

-=o=-

My Cop urged me to keep taking care of my list while the three directions Kiran asked for were working. He didn’t call it helping or assisting or improving or anything like that. It was always the same word. Working.

My list needed my attention, so that’s how I spent my days.

My nights were different. They were quiet. I counted at least four times each night he got up, tried not to wake me and snuck out of my suite. I didn’t ask and he didn’t explain why he was sleeping in black pants and a long-sleeve black shirt.

By the time we got to the seventh day, no one in Amityworld felt rested.


Chapter 3


The List

AT LEAST MY list hadn’t gotten longer during the days Dr. Chris, Zayn and Kiran were secreted in the cabin with Two. There were four items at the top I had to deal with first. The rest fit into the when-I-have-time category. I reread the top four and came to an annoying conclusion. The stable trainer wasn’t doing his job when Quinn was busy elsewhere, especially not when I took Quinn to the auction. There’s no sliding scale for that position and no excuses. The stable trainer used up his one chance so if he didn’t impress me very soon, he’d be only the third boy I’d ever expelled. There was a girl who failed to train the rentables properly and I got rid of her and replaced her with the thing I had to deal with now.

When I asked Quinn how the trainer was doing, he shrugged.

The trainer had done well for a year as an ordinary member of the stable. Almost every post-rental survey he got had five stars whether it was for his mouth’s ability to satisfy several renters who scheduled a group event or when I sent him as a relief pain slut when the first one needed a breather. That’s when used-up pain boys do full body massages for my clients so they need a temporary replacement for a few hours. I make sure there’s always a fresh one ready. But no rented boy is ever idle. That’s why part of the trainer’s job is to teach massage skills to the 40s, the pain boys.

I put that trainer in charge of the stable when I was at the auction, under the house manager’s supervision. Control gifted a Reckoning-built house manager to me during Mike’s Solstice party as a thank-you for a situation My Cop handled for Control, who runs the facility. When she asked if I wanted the new house manager to have a penis, I told her to use her imagination.

She certainly did. The result was the boy I call Hayden who can transform into a female persona I named Raven. All I have to do is use one name or the other and the bigender transforms from head to toe, the new vagina included. During the auction, I left him in his Hayden space. I figured a house manager who spent his days aching for something to stick his caged penis into would deal better with the common issues Quinn excels at handling.

It didn’t go well at all. The trainer wasn’t nearly as commanding as Quinn and didn’t keep things in order. Now that Quinn was back and in charge, the first task I gave Tyler was to put that trainer in the punishment building and have the rest of the stable watching when I dealt with him.

The beep told me the stable was ready. I let them wait on their knees until I finished reviewing the rest of my list.

I keep men in a state of tension. It’s good that they don’t know what I have in store for them. Men should never assume what I will do. The ones who try are usually wrong.

The last item in the top four on my list was just one word. Quinn. He was an excellent stable manager and hadn’t had to wake me at night to deal with a stable problem since he started. He dealt with one boy who misbehaved and then I taught him a simple lesson. When a stable boy disobeys, it’s the boy’s fault, of course, but it’s also his. A session with my red-handled whip taught him that and it’s never happened again.

The stable boys oohed and aahed at Quinn’s welts that day because they knew where they came from. Quinn was proud of his marks but made sure he didn’t visit my whip again.

He was more than useful at the Only the Best auction. Not only did he handle cryptic notes from My Cop in real time when I saw Two for sale and wanted to know who was selling him. Quinn also found the healer in the leftovers bin. Keeping Quinn managing the stable gave me uninterrupted nights but it also meant he wasn’t available to do more important things. Bigger things.

Quinn didn’t have the makings of an exclusive, but he did get me thinking about another role he might fit. I’d never had a boy as my personal “girl” but Quinn made me think it wasn’t such a bad idea. I got rid of Nova at Solstice and Jenna was set to get new breasts in a few weeks. I hated to spend that money if I was going to replace her. And then there was the special diet I put her own for weeks. I like my girls not just big-boned like Jenna, but with layers of fat that jiggle when they run. Jenna ate like a hippo and was starting to look like one. Minus the bosom.

I had to think twice about buying those breasts. My personals have always had weighty bosoms; in fact, all of my girls do. I like watching them bounce when they run because no one walks in my world. Quinn was fit down to his rippled abs, so he wasn’t F-cup material.

That decision would have to wait. I had a boy in the punishment building and the stable wasn’t working while they waited on their knees for me to teach him — and them — a lesson they’d never forget.

Tyler drove the cart to the punishment building. I promised My Cop I’d always take security when I was outside and with his need to check constantly on what was going on in the cabin with Two and the three directions, he wasn’t available.

The cabins were designed by #42, my designer boy that I bought in Houston. I had his number tattooed on his right cheek a few months ago when I was sure I was keeping him. The mirrored walls he added to the cabins were one-way glass. I stayed away, as Kiran asked. My Cop was stationed outside the cabin, his face glued to the glass. He doesn’t take orders from Kiran or anyone else. He takes orders only from me.

-=o=-

There was a sudden rush of motion when Tyler gave the all clear and I walked inside. Two dozen chins dropped to their chests and every back straightened. Quinn gave them a final once-over and met me by the bench the stable trainer was strapped to, ass up and head down. He spread the leg braces as wide as they’d go. There wasn’t any part of the boy that wasn’t within my reach.

Quinn’s arms were behind his back and his feet less than shoulder-width apart. He was staring straight ahead. Once a Marine, standing like that never fades.

I couldn’t say as much for the stable trainer. Even though he couldn’t see me through the blindfold, he knew I was there. He tried to raise his hips, hoping to appear more submissive with his ass raised higher as if that would change what I was about to do.

My list was playing in my brain. After this, I had to take care of house manager’s unusual overspending on the food budget. The garden produces a lot of what my property eats. Why Raven — its female persona — bought so many vegetables was a waste of money and duplicated the ripe produce the garden boys were harvesting. Then there was the…

Quinn coughed softly, just enough to remind me what I was there to do. He’s responsible for the stable’s production and they’d been idle more than an hour. He’d tasted my whip once. His appetite for it was sated.

No, I had to deal with the trainer right now and make sure the rest of the stable learned the lesson. The list would still be there when I finished.

Quinn had three tools on the small table next to the bench. I told him to choose one each from three categories, percussion, persuasion and permanence, a test to see if he could translate that into the devices I wanted. He got two right, not bad at all for his first time.

For percussion, he chose a carbonite cane. It’s a handy, easy-to-use tool that imparts a memorable lesson. After several whacks, the stable trainer’s cheeks turned a lovely shade of crimson. The welts would remind him for days that mediocre doesn’t exist in my world.

But percussion is a one-time thing. You do it and it’s over. Punishment’s lesson has to last or it’s a waste of my time. Persuasion makes a boy remember that he’s judged every day and must obey my rules and exceed my expectations because no stable boy is permanent. If he wanted to keep his position that every other boy in the stable coveted, he’d have to prove his worth every day.

Quinn interpreted what I meant by persuasion well. Most men are easily distracted so they need reminders to keep them on task. I’m too busy to do that, so it’s the stable manager’s job. Quinn’s job. The programmed nipple clips were a good choice. If the stable trainer wasn’t getting the boys into good enough shape fast enough, Quinn could use the clips to remind him to speed things up.

When I turned them on, the boy’s groans filled the room but more importantly, landed in the stable’s ears.

That left the permanent category, always a difficult choice. It’s long term, so when I use it, the memory is imprinted in a boy’s brain. And other parts. Caning and random nipple clip jolts fit my definition of pain with a purpose but they’re intermittent. Punishment has to last both psychologically and physically. It doesn’t matter where any boy exists on my rating system. They know what long-term pain feels like.

I wanted to see if Quinn was up to the task; if he could think past the long-term agony the trainer was going to endure and keep his eye on the goal. A permanent change in behavior.

He chose a ball crusher. I had another tool in mind so rather than overrule Quinn, I had him tell me why he picked it.

“Ms. Amity, it’s long term, painful and impossible to remove.”

While that was true, he was missing something, something that fit into the bigger picture.

“What is the stable trainer’s primary function?” I asked.

Quinn knew he was being tested and his recent experience at the end of my whip was still fresh in his mind. He didn’t want a second visit with it, so he stood at parade rest and recited the answer.

“The trainer is responsible for keeping every man you own in top shape so they can work quickly and do it right the first time within the time limit you set.”

He got that right and earned a point on my rating scale. “How does he accomplish that?” I asked.

Quinn didn’t miss a beat. “He enforces three daily fitness hours and increases their workouts to build stronger bodies for your use.”

He was getting closer. One more question should take him across the finish line. “During workouts, what does he do?”

It was as if a light lit over Quinn’s head. “Oh my god, he has to do his own workout to improve himself. And…”

Quinn bit his lip and added, “And do an hour on the replicas after the 20s practice reaming the 60s.”

Quinn hung his head, believing he’d failed again. He guessed that after I was done with the trainer, he’d be next. It was a prime example of men assuming what I will do. They’re wrong just about every time.

The 20s have the biggest penises in the stable and that makes them income generators. Clients love using them as much as they enjoy torturing them. The 60s, the ass boys, are their practice receptacles every evening before they get their third feeding. The trainer doesn’t just supervise their work. He has to keep his own ass in top shape as well.

“Ms. Amity,” Quinn said with his head still bowed, “may I change that device?”

There it was. He recognized his mistake, learned his lesson and asked permission to fix it. Quinn passed the test with flying colors when he marched to the shelf, put the ball crusher back in its place and ran to me, knelt, raised his hands and presented me with a urethral insert. It was the right tool and the right size.

“Good choice,” I said, patting his bald head. “Put it where it will teach him a lesson.”

The stable was in awe when they saw what just happened. They now knew that Quinn was in charge and they better darned well obey him because he was clearly several steps above them on my ladder of importance. Any ideas they may have had about defying Quinn were gone. He had a direct line to me.

Once the insert was threaded into the stable trainer, I reinforced Quinn’s place when I handed him the control box and left the building. There was still a lot left on my to-do list.

The trainer’s howls made my exit music. The last thing I heard was Quinn barking, “Back to work!”

That was followed by a stream of boys running out the door and across the fields to the jobs Quinn put on their schedules. They lost an hour and a half already and knew what was in store if they didn’t finish on time.

They all ran double-speed, including the trainer who shrieked on every step he took.


Chapter 4

The House Manager

TYLER SHOOK HIS head when he saw the line of boys charging across the field when he drove me back to the main house. He couldn’t figure out why any of them, especially the trainer, would fail at any task. It didn’t happen often but Tyler knew that men, even owned ones, have short memories. Hopefully this time, they’d learn their lesson.

“Ms. Amity, do you want to stop at the cabin?” Tyler asked.

The truth was I did want to stop there. But the healer was clear when he said he’d call for me “when it’s time to close the circle.” With Zayn, Dr. Chris and the healer working with Two and My Cop almost bonded to the one-way glass, as much as I wanted to see what they were doing, it wasn’t the right time. The healer would tell me when it was.

“Drive the perimeter,” I said.

Tyler turned the cart and headed for the former auction building but stayed on the path. I saw My Cop, still dressed in black, staring at the glass wall. He never looked at us.

Jenna was waiting outside my office door with the house manager on his knees. I left him as Hayden that morning to handle the house girls’ cleaning and laundry and to see to the chef’s preparations. The first thing Jenna said when I had them in my office was that the chef was in a tizzy with the glut of fresh vegetables in the refrigerators.

Hayden looked at me sheepishly, then tilted his face toward the floor. He — and she — were about to learn that neither mistakes nor apologies have a place in my world. There’s a simple rule. Do it right, do it on time the first time.

The other bigender, the one I keep in the stable with #77 tattooed on his right asscheek, has performed very well as a rental. Most clients want to switch him to her and sometimes back again so they get the full experience. #77 is one of the more productive garden workers so neither personality winds up on the receiving end of Quinn’s discipline. A bigender in the main house is different.

When I tell him he’s Hayden, he’s desperate to stick his rock-hard cock into something — anything will do. As Raven, it’s the greedy clitoris that shows up first and the rest follows quickly. Raven’s report distinctly said she visited the costume closet that’s reserved for the 50s, the cross-dressers and my web boy. He does his best work when he’s clad in a bra and panties. Purple works best.

None of my property wears clothes beyond the stable’s 24/7 cock cages and anal expanders that stretch the 60s and keep the rest pliable. Raven seemed to think she had that right. Worse, she over-ordered fresh vegetables, blew through the weekly food budget and sent my chef into a lather.

Any ideas she harbored of having any rights at all were about to be obliterated. Completely.

Jenna looked relieved when I sent her back to work. She was grateful to be as far away as possible from my office.

“Kitchen status,” I said to Hayden. It wasn’t a question.

He looked confused, then said, “Ms. Amity, the coolers are full of fresh vegetables. Four girls are assigned to preparation. Dinner will be served on time.”

None of that was the status report I expected or wanted. Hayden conveniently left out the issue that rose to the top of my list now that the stable trainer was checked off. My property knows I loathe asking twice to get an answer. Hayden and Raven were about to find out how much I disliked it.

“Raven!” I said clearly.

The transformation was almost immediate. The face softened. Shoulders sagged a bit. Knees spread. But when Raven’s hands reached for her labia to satisfy herself, I’d had enough.

I tapped a button on my desk’s control box. Minutes later, Quinn crept through the slave half-door and knelt at my side, waiting for instructions. I’m sure he was puzzled why he was there with the house manager but it would be clear soon enough.

“Your report wasn’t just incomplete. It was missing critical information you intended to hide.” I said quietly.

Quinn shook his head. Even though he didn’t say it, I knew what he was thinking. “Stupid girl…”

He was right. I don’t tolerate insolence or lying and she’d done both. She needed a lesson, one severe enough that would last for as long as I cared to keep her. Otherwise, they were both facing being sold as a freak to a lesser owner who’d probably hand them off to the sadists they catered to.

This was Quinn’s chance to show me he could handle issues beyond the stable. If he succeeded, he might make a useful personal. Or more.

“Tell me how you will teach her and him my rules.” It wasn’t a question and Quinn knew it was his second test that day. I buy Marines because they’re obedient and often have hidden talents waiting for me to discover. Just look at Zayn. He was worth twice the Kronas I paid for him. Even though I didn’t spend a dime when I snatched Quinn from Imperia because I needed a stable manager and he had the commanding presence I wanted, he’s been valuable so far. But as a personal or any other role I came up with for him, he’d have to be more than that.

Quinn stared straight ahead as he considered his options. Questions like how he could fix them and what would be a permanent fix. I knew he didn’t say what he thought I wanted to hear when I heard his answer.

“Ms. Amity, uncommon cases required different solutions.”

He got that right. The Hayden/Raven bigender was definitely uncommon.

“It would be efficient to teach them both your rules at the same time. That way they’d know their duty and be back at work faster.” Quinn’s eyes never strayed when he outlined his plan. He stared straight ahead, his head high and his back straight.

That’s another reason I like buying — or in Quinn’s case pilfering — Marines.

He proposed something I hadn’t thought of; having Hayden and Raven occupy the same body and mind at the same time. Perhaps I should have contacted Control to see what she thought but seeing as there were only two outcomes, I didn’t bother. Either the house manager would learn their lesson or they’d spend the rest of their lives as freaks for a lower-end owner. It was up to them. And to Quinn.

“Give Gage a list of what you want, then run them to the punishment building. When you’re done, I expect a proper house manager.” I patted Quinn’s bald head first, then worked my hand down to his chest. It was noticeably broader than it was when I took him. His abs felt solid and his belly was flat. His cage pulsed in my hand. A quiet moan escaped his lips.

“Now!” I said.

He barked, “Yes, Ms. Amity!” and crawled to the hallway to give Gage his list. Minutes later, he grabbed the house manager’s cage and ran him — and her — across the fields. Double-time.

I looked at the next item on my list while resisting the urge to see what devices Gage was having sent to the punishment building.

Tyler crept in through the half-door all my property uses when I summon them. I had a job for him.

“Zayn is on his way to the kitchen to pick up their meals,” I said. “I want to talk to him. Delay the chef.”

Tyler looked bewildered. If I wanted to talk to Zayn or change the order things were done, I didn’t need Tyler to do it. Not on any other day. But today was different. There would be a lot more firsts this week in my world.

Zayn had been in the cabin almost four days and nights with the healer and Dr. Chris. And Two. I wasn’t just curious. Whatever was happening there was a mystery I wanted to unravel and Zayn was my conduit. He gave me his essence and in return, I gave him my trust.

Tyler reached for the door but before he could turn the handle, we heard it. So did everyone else.

The all-estate alarm cut through the night sky.

Tyler ran to my desk, clicked an icon and pressed my palm on the reader. Every monitor in my office showed the same thing from different angles.

Men in camouflage rappelling from a helicopter hovering over the big field.


Working


Chapter 5

The Alarm

TYLER BOLTED FROM my office and grabbed Gage at his workstation in the hallway. I watched them on my monitors run the perimeter of the field toward the cabins where My Cop had been semi-affixed to the one-way glass most of the day. His team, the stealthy ones dressed in black that I rarely see, were almost invisible in the darkness. That’s when I realized why he’d been wearing black since I brought Two here. He expected something like this, whatever this was.

I argued with him when he equipped my world with security after two stupid dark web criminals tried to harm me. I gave in on the electrified fences, blinding strobes, motion and sound detectors, but I couldn’t abide live ammunition, not after Madison was murdered by a damned criminal with a gun. He gave in on the tasers and rubber bullets I demanded but I wouldn’t have put it past him to have a stash of the real stuff somewhere on the grounds.

Then he added drones with cameras along with four front-gate guards on shifts, probably all former Rangers. When I asked how he got that kind of talent, he said, “Lots of cash.”

I was alone in my office when the door flew open. Juke ran in with Aussie behind him, hurtling across the floor on all fours. They both took bullets meant for me that awful night and I was damned sure that wouldn’t happen again. Whoever the bastards were, they’d have to go through me. I take care of my property. And my dog.

Juke zoomed the cabin camera and I saw My Cop, weapons ready, pointing at me. Not at me, really. At the camera. Sometimes he doesn’t need to use any words at all.

I typed in the command; Juke, my secret keeper, entered the complicated key he memorized. I pressed the Enter key harder than I had to but got the results he wanted. Every light went out. Every door was sealed. Amityworld was on lockdown.

We sat in the dark for an hour. I made myself believe everyone was safe. Surely the girls would have gathered in the basement when they heard the alarm. Quinn would have secured the stable. Everyone must be where they were supposed to be when the alarm sounded except My Cop, my exclusives and the men I hardly ever saw who kept my world safe. In this case, against an armed invasion.

Another hour went by before the lights came back on, Tyler sounded the all clear siren and things went back to normal. Except for one thing.

Nothing about what just happened was normal.

I didn’t feel helpless or distraught. I was damned angry.

Yet another hour went by before My Cop burst through my office door. He was still dressed in black and splattered with mud and had black goo on his face. His shirt was torn and he didn’t try to hide the weapons on his belt or the one probably strapped to his ankle. Then he did the most mind-boggling thing.

He grinned at me. Ear to ear.

“That was great!” he said, way too happily for my mood. I was relieved he was in one piece but I wanted to take him apart with my own hands.

He wrapped his arms around me and said, “Dr. Chris ordered that,” he said. “It had to look and feel real.”

He was lucky that Gage and Tyler ran in. They looked close to gleeful. Juke was chuckling; Aussie barked cheerfully.

That’s when it hit me. The whole adventure was part of their work with Two. A false invasion, a fake threat, a bogus attack all of the sudden made sense. Beneath the anguished spymaster was a heart fueled by the blood of generations of Seminole warriors before him and that’s where they took him. Back to what he was, who he used to be. A proud, unconquered two-star soldier who’d lost his way and landed in hell.

Dr. Chris would get a piece of my mind when this was over. For now, I had one demand.

“I want to see him,” I said.

Every face turned serious. They’d had their fun, got a dose of playing soldier, rode the adrenalin high and now had to deal with me.

“I want to see him now,” I said. They knew how much I despise saying the same thing twice to get what I want, just like they all knew how accurate I am with a single-tail in my left hand.

The cowards stared at My Cop. If anyone was going to be the target of my red-handled whip, they decided it would be him. They didn’t have to vote. It was unanimous consent.

He had no choice. It was his sham mission. His team. Heck, it was probably his copter, too.

“Ms. Amity,” he started, paused, laid his right arm across his chest and pulled at his chin with his left. He was in thinking mode, deciding what he could say that I’d accept.

When he dropped his arm, he was ready.

“They said in two days. Dr. Chris, Zayn and the healer agree there’s more work to do. Please understand, there’s more going on than you know. Even more than I know.”

Gage pulled my hands to his chest. “Ms. Amity, listen to him. Let them do what they do. You didn’t just buy him… you promised to rescue him, like you rescued me from my misery. You didn’t take me; I gave myself to you and I do it every day again. I’m not only grateful. I don’t know how long I could have lived that way.”

The room was silent. Even I didn’t know what to say. That doesn’t happen often.

Gage wasn’t done. “If you hadn’t agreed to see me, if he hadn’t asked you to… if… if those pieces hadn’t fallen into place, I had a plan to end the pain. You didn’t give me back just what I keep proudly in your cage. I thought my life was gone; I wanted it to be over. Ms. Amity, I had nothing to live for. You gave me that back. You rescued me. Now I have everything. I get to live where I want to be. Where I belong.”

My Cop was rubbing his eyes with the torn sleeve of his black shirt. Tyler sniffled.

“Ms. Amity, let him know what I found with you… let him feel proud again. Like I do. Prouder every day. Please… rescue him, too.”

Sometimes, no words are the right thing to say.

I hugged Gage and for the first time since he became mine—since he gave himself to me and I took him—he hugged me back and wept on my shoulder. I felt the purest aura envelop him and surround me.

“Two days isn’t such a long time,” I said.

Juke broke the silence. “I’m hungry. Let’s eat.”

-=o=-

The chef was overjoyed to prepare a real dinner again. I summoned Quinn and when he ran into the smaller dining room, he stared at the ragtag group at the table. Tyler had muddy streaks from his face to his toes. Gage’s face was dotted with black shoe polish and My Cop’s shirt hung in pieces from his shoulders with weapons still strapped to his belt. Juke was ladling huge scoops of food on plates. The aroma was meat and potatoes, the same as what was in Aussie’s bowl.

“Sit,” I said.

Quinn plopped on an empty chair and held out his plate like the others. I don’t know how the chef pulled it off but My Cop was stuffing medium rare steak into his mouth, followed by forkfuls of mashed potatoes and gravy. Even Gage succumbed to red meat. Tofu could wait for tomorrow.

Then I remembered what Quinn was doing before the lights went out. “How’d you do with Hayden and Raven?” 

Heads turned when Juke said, “She has confidence in him. Ms. Amity trusts him.”

Quinn put his fork down and said, “Ms. Amity, Raven is checking the girls’ ID numbers. Hayden will review their work. You won’t have any more problems from them.”

“Then that’s done. Let’s have dessert,” I said.

Three exclusives and my dog stared in disbelief that I didn’t insist on a more detailed explanation of how Quinn took care of that item on my list. Juke leaned to his side and laid his palms on Quinn’s chest. A few minutes later, he said, “A true heart.”

That settled two items on my list. Quinn was destined for a much bigger role in my world than being my personal and I knew which of my exclusives I wanted to take upstairs with me.

That was an easy decision. All of them.


Chapter 6

The First Day

THE BOGUS INVASION had unintended but valuable byproducts. Everyone was in a cheerful mood and whatever Quinn did with the house manager worked better than I imagined he could do on his own. His success with that problem made my decision about what to do with him even more complicated.

The house manager’s work and attitude improved so much, I didn’t have to deal with issues for the next few days while I waited for them to call me to the isolated cabin across the fields. When he was Hayden, not a speck of dust got past his white glove inspection. Raven spent hours preparing the abundance of vegetables in the refrigerators for the freezer by herself so my house girls could do their regular jobs. No matter which persona I put them in, their terrified faces told me I wasn’t going to have trouble from the house manager again.

My list was almost fully checked off. Three nagging issues were fixed so there was only one left. What was I going to do with Quinn? He had the stable in first-class shape; the girls were working flawlessly; the house manager was doing his job and Jenna, much to my surprise, was months ahead of where Nova was when she’d been my personal for the same time.

There was a lot more Quinn could do for me and my world; I just couldn’t articulate exactly what that was. Even my inner voice came up empty. Every role in my household was filled and none needed replacing.

That afternoon when Zayn appeared for his daily stress-reduction hour with me, he knelt at my chair and pressed my palms on his chest. That was different. Usually, he lays his forehead against mine and somehow knows what’s worrying me. Most of the time, he doesn’t actually solve whatever it is; he absorbs it.

That day, Zayn sensed what my inner voice was trying to tell me. He knew what I wasn’t hearing her say. I thought she was silent because she didn’t have a better answer about what to do with Quinn than I did.

“No, Ms. Amity, she’s not silent. You aren’t listening to what she’s trying to tell you,” Zayn said, pressing my hands harder on his chest.

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and blew it out slowly, the way the old man showed me to reduce tension. Zayn kept my hands on his chest, shook his head and said, “You aren’t ready to hear her. The world… your world needs to regain her tranquility.”

With my eyes still closed, I tried to figure out how in the hell I was supposed to do that—regain my world’s tranquility—with Two and the three directions the healer asked for sending helicopters and dropping soldiers to play war games on her green grass?

“Ms. Amity,” Zayn said, “you cannot do this by yourself. You need the thing that is missing.”

I ran everything I could think of that might be missing through my mind. My exclusives were here. My Cop was here. The house manager was doing his job. So was the stable trainer. Jenna was in line for new breasts and was doing a decent job as my personal girl. The stable was productive. What in the heck was missing?

“Stop thinking. Feel what is not there,” Zayn said so matter-of-factly I knew he wasn’t going to tell me. I had to find the misplaced thing myself. I just had no earthly idea what that thing was.

Zayn inhaled through his nose, exhaled out his lips and said, “Ms. Amity, things aren’t just things.”

I pulled his hands that were still holding mine off his chest. This was getting me nowhere. I was more stressed than I was before he showed up, ostensibly to relieve that stress. Zayn had never failed before and now a new set of worries overtook me. Was I losing my connection to him? Oh god, no, that couldn’t…

“No, Ms. Amity, our link is stronger today than it was yesterday. You are battling your Kriya, what only you can do. Your world… our world… is unstable. Her Carya, her balance is in flux.”

I didn’t need Zayn to tell me that.

“Yes, you do need me to help you understand that you are this world’s center. See through the darkness. Find the clear light. It will lead you to the thing that is missing.”

It felt like a jigsaw puzzle with no picture on the box to tell what it was supposed to look like when it was done. I had to find the corners, then the straight edges to make the sides, then start filling in the middle from the corners to the center. Eventually, the pieces would lock into each other and I’d see which piece was missing.

Zayn let go of my hands and said, “It’s a quest. Your quest.”

I sat back and thought it over when I heard my inner voice say what I should have known. “It’s always been yours.”

Of course it was mine. That’s why it’s called Amityworld.

All I had to figure out was where to start, the place where I’d find the puzzle's corners. There was only one logical piece to fill that critical space.

“Get My Cop,” I said.

-=o=-

Zayn ran across the fields and stopped where My Cop was staring through the glass into the secluded room where the healer and Dr. Chris were working with Two. My Cop nodded, then ran the same route back to the house. He crawled in and knelt at my chair.

I laid my hands on his shoulders, resisting the urge to pull off his black shirt, feel his skin, walk my fingers down his chest, linger on his belly before torturing him when I reached the gold cage under his black pants.

“You’re not one corner,” I finally said. “You’re all four.”

Clearly confused, he looked up at me. It wasn’t the first time I’d said something he didn’t understand at the time but it always made sense later. I knew, I sensed, that’s how this was going to end. It was just going to take two more days.

“Tell me,” I said. I didn’t have to say more than that. What I wanted to know was what he’d been watching for days. What he didn’t want me to see, what the healer and Dr. Chris said would need me in a few days, just not yet. On his knees with his green eyes locked with mine, he knew he had to say something.

He laid his left arm across his chest and pulled at his chin with his right hand. That’s how he thinks. When his hand drops, he’s ready to tell me what he can, not always what I want to hear. I’ve gotten used it before and after those “can’t talk about it” missions he leads when he’s working remotely. This was different.

This time, his mission was in that small room across the fields. My fields. Amityworld’s fields.

When his left arm dropped to his side, he was ready.

“I would lay down my life for you. I can’t lay down someone else’s.”

For My Cop who never uses three words when two will do, that was a tome. And he wasn’t done.

“The bastards made me watch them murder my guys. I carried that with me for years. Until you…” he paused and I grabbed his left arm so he couldn’t go into thinking mode again, “until you took that off me. You saved Gage’s life. And mine. Please, Ms. Amity, save his.”

All four corners of the puzzle just fell into place. I had a much clearer vision of what it would look like when more pieces were put together. It was all interlocked and wouldn’t be finished until I found that one missing thing. The thing that wasn’t just a thing.

I was starting to grasp — to sense — what it was.


Chapter 7

The Zoo

QUINN RAN ACROSS the field with his back straight and his head high. He’d come so far since I snatched him from Imperia, even the way he ran improved. Watching him run, I saw how proud he was to be owned and how trusted he felt when I gave him more responsibilities. He didn’t meet my expectations. He blew past them.

That’s what was causing my dilemma. What to do with Quinn had overtaken my focus. It was always in the back of my mind and popped to the front at the oddest times. When I put the house manager on my monitor to see what Hayden or Raven was up to, I thought about how well Quinn dealt with them. If I jolted Jenna’s chip and watched her run to the half-door and crawl in, I saw her head up and chest out—minimal as it was—exactly the way Quinn made her run laps after her three daily workouts. The production reports verified the stable was working longer, harder and faster. I knew it was Quinn who made it happen.

What Zayn told me, that things aren’t just things, made sense now. Quinn wasn’t the problem. He was going to be the solution.

I had to build a wall. Two, actually. One would surround my plans for Quinn. The other had to be an opaque barrier around the small cabin across the fields where the healer’s three directions were working nonstop with Two. Once I walled those off — Quinn and Two — I felt certain I’d hear my inner voice again.

It sounded easy. I’ve expelled one or two slaves in the past, deleted them from my records and never thought about them again. I don’t miss any of the personal girls I’ve sold and I rarely think of the bastard who I still blame for my best friend’s too-early death. Not since I bought him, castrated him and shipped him overseas to a mysterious household with the guarantee I’d never see or hear of him again. The only time I think of him is when I see the jar with his organs on the shelf the stable marches past three times a day. It reminds them I mean what I say. And I don’t spend time overseeing their piss-and-shit schedule anymore. Quinn handles that.

But walling off Quinn and Two was harder. I didn’t understand how hard until Zayn told me I couldn’t do it by myself. That’s why I had Quinn waiting outside my office door.

The new door’s Bluetooth was a big improvement. I opened the half-door from my desk and he crawled across the carpet and knelt at my feet. I raised his head with a finger under his chin.

“I have a project for you,” I said. He didn’t move except his eyes. They sparkled.

“You’re going to build a zoo.”

He pulled his shoulders back, pushed his chest out but didn’t say a word. I hadn’t asked a question so he knew better than to speak.

“You will choose the animals to buy and train them. They won’t be men anymore. They will live, eat and sleep in their habitats. When I rent zoo time, you will make sure clients send five-star reviews.”

He didn’t flinch; in fact, he didn’t even look worried. If one word described his face, it was determined. He still hadn’t said anything. My Cop is partial to former Rangers but the muscular body on his knees staring at my eyes silently is why I prefer Marines.

“Use anything you need to create a working plan for where it will go, what you need to build it, from the way it looks down to power and water supplies. Most of all, choose the species to buy and make a list of what you need to train them. Have plans and a budget ready in two weeks.”

I knew he had questions, lots of questions, but I hadn’t asked him one yet. I let it sink in then said, “Tell me what you want to get it done.”

He finally exhaled. “Ms. Amity, your trust in me is… it’s the most important thing… every day, every night, I treasure it.”

That was the first time I’d seen tears in his eyes. He didn’t tear up when he had his only failure with a stable boy or when he met my whip as a result. Not even when he spent two brutal weeks training under My Cop. There was more I wanted to know and he was going to say it right now.

“Tell me,” I said.

Quinn took a deep breath. “When I left the Corps at the end of my hitch, I knew I made a mistake. It was all about people. Men, mostly. They could be so much more than they were if only… if they had someone to show them… make them… better. I was stupid to leave. I bummed around, did nothing. Not a damned thing. I stopped caring.” Quinn stopped to sniff back a few tears.

I held his shoulders and said, “All of it. Tell me the rest.”

He took another deep breath and words rushed like a river. “The hardest part was waking up in the morning. I always listed what I’d done right the day before when the alarm went off. I had nothing. No list. I didn’t want to wake up anymore.”

I moved my hands to his face while he told me the rest. A bar, too many beers, her apartment, a mini dungeon, then she sent him to oversee construction in the middle of nowhere. To Imperia. Where I took him.

“I thought… I wanted to believe that I could make those men better. I had a reason to wake up because I had a list again. But then it was over and I couldn’t go back to that woman. To nothing.”

He shook his head and looked up at me.

“When I got on that helicopter with you and those proud men you brought with you, I made a promise to myself that if you gave me the chance, if you believed I could make men that impressive even better, then damnit, I’d do everything… more than everything you asked.”

He’d done exactly that and he was going to do more.

He raised his head and said, “I don’t need two weeks and I’ll take care of everything else at the same time. It’ll be the best damned zoo on the planet because it’s yours.”

I didn’t need to build a wall around Quinn to keep me from stressing about what to do with him. He wasn’t going to get much sleep over the next few weeks and I had a feeling my design boy, Gage and the house manager wouldn’t either. I had Jenna contact Mason, the local remote who handles construction and upfits in my world, and tell him to rearrange his life.

They’d all report to Quinn. And Quinn had a direct line to me.

-=o=-

I had a few for the zoo at the Only the Best auction but the zoo needed facilities and more animals. Livestock was more interesting to me than the build so once Quinn had #42 get the schematics ready and Mason was already at work pouring the foundations, I brought Quinn to the theater in the Parlor building to go shopping. It was a good way to use part of one of the days left before the healer said it was time to close the circle.

Shopping made a perfect wall around that small cabin across the fields. I didn’t have to build it; Quinn would do it for me.

When I shop for something specific, my first call usually goes to Nashville Ned. He carries only first-quality merchandise, he constantly reminds us. Not this time. He’d probably have fallen apart when Quinn read the list of what I wanted to buy. That’s why the Training Farm Mistress was on the screen instead of Ned. Every season, she turns men into the animals their spouses pay her to create. I gave her Quinn for two weeks to learn how to manage herds after I took him from Imperia.

Her comment when it was time to ship him back here was telling. “Let me know when he’s for sale,” she said.

There are few pleasantries on sales calls. Business is business and my time, like hers, is valuable.

“He’s looking tastier,” she said when the video connected. “What are you looking to buy?”

I nudged Quinn. This was his show.

“Ma’am, Ms. Amity is in the market for certain animals. They will live in natural habitats so they must be hardy. First on her list is a single pig to pair with one she owns. Size and shape are primary.”

She stared at the camera as if she could see through it, directly at Quinn. He didn’t flinch. There aren’t many owned men who can stand up to her glare and one of them was sitting next to me.

“I’ve got two for sale,” she said. “The rest go back to their owners in a few days. They’re both fattened up. Any particular cock size or other preferences?”

Quinn was learning fast how she does business. “An adequate, working penis is required. Ms. Amity would like to hear them squeal. Louder is better.”

That was a decent description of a pig. He told her the essentials in short, concise sentences. A fat boy with a working penis who squeals loudly. That tells the seller what you want and if she doesn’t have one, you’re done. My time is valuable.

“I’ll show you the louder one first,” she said.

The camera shifted to the pig pens. The two for sale were rolling in a mud pit and oinking, apparently enjoying themselves.

“The dark-haired one, if you can pick out the color from the mud, has fattened up nicely. The penis is fairly long. It works when I give it a hole. It squeals noisily, even louder when given another pig’s hindquarters. This pig can take just about any size cock or whatever you want to jam in there. And it’ll squeal, every time.”

Quinn studied the screen so intently, he didn’t realize he stood up to get a closer look. The Mistress said, “Amity, that’s quite a penis in that cage. I hope you’re putting it to good use.”

A comment like that would intimidate most men. Not Quinn. “Show Ms. Amity the other pig, please.”

She narrated what we saw on the screen. “The blond pig is multi-talented. For all its fat, it moves around well. It oinks when it wants something and has a curious snout that sniffs everything in the pigsty. Pay attention to the penis. It gets hard when it sniffs something it likes.” She laughed and said, “Look at what it thinks is tasty.”

She had one of her trainers drag the pig to the other ovine in the mud. She opened the snout cover and the pig stuck its nose in the pig’s muddy ass. Oinks filled the speakers in the theater while Quinn stared at the spectacle. Like the Mistress said it would, the pig’s cock got hard in seconds and it mounted its mud-covered pigsty mate. While they humped, Quinn made a good shopper’s point.

“Ms. Amity wants to hear both squeal.”

The Mistress gave the trainer a short command. “Jolt them.”

Two long-handled prods tapped their testicles and pig squeal echoed off the theater’s walls.

“Told you they were loud,” she said with a smirk.

I muted our microphone and asked Quinn which he wanted to buy for my fledgling zoo. He was brand new at buying anything like this and to make it harder, he had the Farm Mistress who trained him how to herd animals on the screen and worse, I was sitting next to him. That’s enough to overawe most men. But not Quinn.

“Buy the one that got reamed,” he said more confidently than I expected.

“Why?” I asked.

Quinn turned to me and said, “He’s a better squealer. You will cage that penis so getting hard isn’t important as long as the pig can do it when it’s rented. Even if you cut off its balls, it’ll still squeal loudly.”

“Get me a good price,” I said and let him negotiate the sale.

Gage had the next call ready to the Circus Mistress, our network’s go-to source for most trained animal purchases.

Quinn could look at what she had for sale by himself. It was as big a test as I’d ever given a man I own who isn’t My Cop.

At dinner that night, I had all my exclusives at the table when Quinn walked in. “How’d you do?” I asked.

Ramrod straight and his head high, he said, “Ms. Amity, your zoo is well stocked. The Circus Mistress threw in a monkey for free.”

“Free?” I asked with surprise.

“She said next time she visited, she wanted me for the night if that was all right with you.” Quinn’s eyes sparkled. My exclusives stared at him, then at me. That was another first this week for them.

“With or without that?” I said, fondling his gold chastity cage. It was all he could do to keep his hips from humping while I ran the program my new chips deliver. My west-coast developers dubbed the new program “heaven.”

Gage, Zayn and Juke snickered at his plight. My Cop cut a big piece of medium-rare steak and tried to swallow but he was laughing too hard to chew.


Chapter 8

The Second Day

MY NIGHT WAS just as quiet as the rest of the week had been. My Cop stopped pretending he was going to check on something each time he got up, still dressed in black, and headed across the fields to the isolated room where the healer, Dr. Chris and Zayn were working. He didn’t offer anything close to an update and I stopped expecting one.

If Gage and Quinn got any sleep, I don’t know when they snuck it in. They assigned Hayden to organize the parts and equipment they needed and only let him turn into Raven when the deliveries matched the order forms. Quinn rotated the stable boys Mason used for the build. He ran across the small field to the stable dorm on each shift change, demanding Mason identify any stable boy who didn’t pull his weight. That happened only once.

Quinn didn’t need special tools to correct the lazy boy’s behavior. He added ten reps to the whole stable’s fitness workouts and that made his point.

I missed Gage’s magic fingers massaging my toes in the morning on the terrace while I watched the stable work out. I didn’t even have my latte and muffins outside that morning. My Cop was on his knees when I had coffee delivered to my suite, silently expecting me to say, “Tell me.”

Not that morning. I didn’t want to hear another carefully redacted report. If the healer was true to his word, I’d see for myself when the sun rose over the tree line on the morning he would say it was time to close the circle.

I sent My Cop back to his post, nose against the glass, watching them work and keeping an eye on Two.

I was more interested in how Quinn’s project — the zoo — was going. There didn’t seem to be any problems Quinn couldn’t handle. Gage was glued to his workstation with my planner boy within reach to iron out a few design issues. Mason supervised each shift himself and checked off inventory when yet another truckload was delivered.

Even the guards at the front gate were curious when they unpacked the trucks, trying to guess what was being built based on what was in the crates. Quinn had the boys team up to roll the pallets across the fields. When My Cop gives anyone I own instructions, no one ever questions them. It’s probably one of those Ranger things or they’re worried about what he’d do if they tried. Quinn embodied that command presence with the stable and the house manager and even the guards at the front gate.

No one questioned anything Quinn told them to do.

Quinn asked me when I wanted to see the site to check his work. He said he’d make sure he was with me when I inspected it in case I wanted changes. He was on his knees waiting for me to pick a time. He wasn’t ready for what I said.

“I’ll see it when it’s done.”

I wasn’t going to preview the plans or the habitats or the housing #42 designed or Quinn’s vision or the status of Mason’s construction. Quinn was desperate to take me there, to make the changes he assumed I would want. I lifted his chin with my finger and looked into his eyes.

“You won’t let me down,” I said. It wasn’t a question at all.

He couldn’t stop himself from blurting out, “Never!”

That’s the best thing about impenetrable walls like the one Quinn built for me. I know where the door is.

-=o=-

The chef literally bounced on his toes when Jenna told him I was having a guest for lunch. Gage and Quinn were busy all day and night with the zoo construction and they never let #42 out of their sight. Juke spent those days in his attic cell working on oils and herbs that Zayn gave him with instructions to follow and then adjust them to reflect his essence. Juke was more excited about what Zayn didn’t say; that he was being tested to see if he could match what Zayn’s concoctions do for me.

Jenna hovered outside my office waiting to be told what to do. I didn’t have many chores for her that day so she knelt silently waiting for me to jolt her chip. Even Raven did a fine job making sure the table in the smaller dining room was set so the “A” monogram on the plates was absolutely straight.

I forced myself not to look at the paid invoices for what Quinn bought to stock the zoo. I wanted to be surprised, although having a free monkey was an added benefit, especially one that could climb trees, hang from branches and entertain clients while making those ooh ooh ah ah sounds clients will love. It would probably be loudest when it sprang on bungees aiming its backside at whatever a client wanted to jam into it each time the monkey bounded down.

The monkey was Circus Mistress quality. I bet he could land on a client’s stiff cock every time.

It was an unusually quiet morning. That lasted until the green light alerted me Caitlin arrived in the transport garage. I sent Jenna to meet her. Caitlin spoke to Jenna who turned to the camera and said, “Ms. Amity, your guest would like to see Emma before lunch.”

If Caitlin wasn’t one of the best lawyers anywhere, she’d make an excellent Domme. All men I buy sign her contracts that cover everything, including turning their property over to my business. They also thwart pesky lawsuits. They’re airtight and I buy so carefully that I’ve never had to enforce even one, although I threatened one boy. Once was all it took.

I didn’t know why she wanted to see Emma, but I had no objections. Emma was busy preparing for medical checks on the animals Quinn bought and the clinic had only one current patient, a boy being treated for a rash that was keeping him out of the rental rotation. He was on his back, feet locked in stirrups with his legs spread while the salve Emma applied did its work. He’d be released soon, given how often she rubbed more on the affected and nearby areas. Emma is an excellent physician so I indulge her a little fun.

When Jenna notified her that Caitlin was on her way to Medical, Emma tossed a towel over the boy’s face. It wasn’t that end of him she was treating.

I often watch when Emma examines my new merchandise or treats the stable or my girls. It’s not to keep an eye on Emma. Since her transition after I bought her—then him—in Sweden, she’s done a more than competent job keeping the stable and the house girls in good health. They’re fed the supplements she recommends in their three daily feedings and the stable trainer confers with her regularly about their fitness. Most exams end with a constipation diagnosis that requires one of her cold enemas. My interest fades after they empty into the buckets; it's their mortified faces that are the highlight.

This time, I turned my camera off when Caitlin met with Emma. Her medical issue deserved privacy. It was one more wall I built, one more step toward discovering what Zayn meant when he said, “Things aren’t just things.” I still had to find that missing piece. Caitlin’s medical exam wasn’t it so I didn’t let it distract me from what Zayn said was my quest.

A half-hour later, Jenna led Caitlin to the smaller dining room for lunch. After a hug and air kisses, we sat at opposite ends of the table. Raven had done a lovely job on the table, replete with fresh flowers from the garden. Most of the menu was grown there, too.

We chatted about the business that brought her here, the animals Quinn bought for the zoo. Caitlin said livestock was a special case that required a few modifications to the usual contracts. Transferring the animals’ property, including land, buildings and financial accounts was normal but Caitlin said one of what I bought came with a consideration.

“They’re all signed,” she said, “except one. That’s the case I wanted to talk to you about.” Caitlin swirled her salad in honey mustard dressing with a “Yummy!” after her first bite.

She’s always advised me to answer only what I’ve been asked and she hadn’t asked anything yet, so I let her talk.

“One of the bears has a crypto account, a rather large one. So far, we haven’t been able to decrypt his password. I’m not letting him sign the contract until he provides it. My best advice is not to let him step foot into the zoo until he executes the contract.”

That was important advice. It’s one reason I never question her invoices. But she still hadn’t asked me a question.

“This can’t be out of a bottle,” she said of the honey mustard dressing. Of course it wasn’t. That’s what chefs are for. Then she said, “I’m sure you can get his password.”

That certainly wasn’t a question.

“Here’s a thought. What if one of your boys, one of those droolworthy hunks, um… met with him?”

That’s another reason I pay her so much. Having one of my exclusives get the password was a brilliant idea and solved a few problems. I’d get the password and at the same time, it would be another wall around a pesky problem that certainly wasn’t the missing thing. Some people despise lawyers. I adore mine.

We both nodded and with that problem solved, we enjoyed lunch and chatted about the new zoo, my plans for renting to women and the Only the Best auction on Mike’s mountain. I jolted Quinn’s chip when the chef served dessert. He ran in and based on how hard he was panting, he must have run double-time across the fields.

“He’s new,” Caitlin said, eyeing him up and down. “Tell me about him.”

Lawyers are the only people you tell everything to; well, just about everything.

Some men would be humiliated being naked and on their knees, inspected like a piece of meat. Not my boys. They’re proud of how they look and even prouder that I own them. Quinn said he was honored to be owned, and I’d find if that was true in a few minutes.

“Get up,” I said. Quinn got to his feet. I didn’t have to remind him to straighten his back or lift his head. He was standing at parade rest with his hands clasped behind his back. Once a Marine…

I spun my finger and Quinn turned in a slow circle.

“Physically, he’s a good specimen. He has bigger muscles since I took him. Amazing stamina. He hasn’t gotten much sleep the past week taking care of a project I gave him. Let me show you something.” I paused, pointed and Quinn bent over to show off his bottom to my guest.

“See that? It can probably take most of the 20s, the big penises.”

Caitlin asked, “Probably?”

Lawyers like Caitlin never miss vital words. She didn’t miss mine.

“He’s not a rentable,” I said. I could have explained more but I follow my attorney’s rule. Answer only what you’ve been asked.

I could feel her brain working. If this boy was bent over with his cheeks spread in the dining room, he’s not a regular stable boy. That meant she wrote his contract and knew more about him than just his backside. She was running contracts through her head to match him to a recent one and smiled when she had the right one.

“I don’t suppose I could have him for a few hours after lunch, could I? I don’t want to interfere with that project.” Caitlin’s smile disappeared when she shifted uncomfortably in her chair.

No, she couldn’t have Quinn that afternoon. My zoo came first. But I had an option she’d find even more to her liking.

“My lead 90 is a licensed massage therapist. He’s yours for as long as you want,” I said. “When he’s done, that won’t hurt as much.”

“I guess I didn’t hide it very well,” Caitlin sighed.

What is it with women who deny what’s bothering them rather than get it fixed? Emma most likely treated her for constipation, standard care for an aching tush. I bought #90 and had him trained in the finest anal massage available. It was the least I could for her.

Still bent with his cheeks spread, Quinn made the perfect demo for Caitlin to see how anal massage worked. I jolted Jenna, told her to get #90 and left Quinn bent and spread until he arrived.

Jenna bolted out of the room and #90 was in the dining room minutes later. Jenna’s ultimate loyalty is to me but all my property is fond — and terrified — of Quinn.

“Show my guest how you will relieve her discomfort,” I said, pointing to Quinn. “Use that to demonstrate.”

Caitlin slid her chair closer for a better look. While #90 worked inside Quinn’s ass and explained what he was doing, I sat back in my chair and thought about what I was seeing.

Quinn was bent and spread with fingers in his ass. Caitlin was engrossed in what she was watching and what #90 was describing. What struck me was what I didn’t feel.

It wasn’t special. It could have been any ass. It didn’t matter that it was Quinn’s. It was just a thing, but things aren’t just things, Zayn said.

Caitlin took #90 to a guest suite. Hours later, when we said au revoir in the garage, she bounced on the limo’s seat and grinned.

On my way back to the house, I felt a big section of the jigsaw puzzle coming together. The corners were done. Quinn’s ass demo locked all four straight edges into place. All I needed was the middle to see the big picture.

That had to be in the small room across the field where the healer, Dr. Chris and Zayn were working with Two. And where My Cop was, without a doubt, still watching.


The Circle


Chapter 9

The Construction

THAT NIGHT, QUINN said the zoo habitats were done and Rick’s truck was arriving in the morning with the animals Quinn bought. All but one would be headed to Medical for Emma’s all-inclusive exam, then they’d go through a modified Intake geared for their species. Some would be depilated; others, like the bears, would get their first fur growth treatments.

I was considering going to bed alone. Gage and Quinn were working on the zoo, Zayn was with the healer and Dr. Chris, Juke was testing herbs combinations and My Cop was in his usual place, wearing his usual black shirt and pants, staring through the one-way glass. My finger was poised to tell Jenna to send chai and something to nibble to my suite. The house girls knew when Jenna brings my tea upstairs, their hard work has just begun. Quinn’s success with the house manager underlined my rule that no owned man — or woman — was ever idle.

They did the deep cleaning after I went to my suite for the night. Raven made sure they worked in the wings away from my rooms so I wasn’t disturbed. When they said they were done, Hayden used a white glove to check their work. When a shift changed, the girls knew what he’d do when he checked their labial numbers if they had to redo anything that didn’t meet his standards.

Successful girls got vibrated to their edges. The others’ legs were locked to vertical bars with mint oil slathered between their hairless lips. They all begged but for different things. Most wanted more of the vibrator. The others pleaded to be hosed off, even though they knew the manager would use ice cold water.

Jenna didn’t bring my tea that night. Quinn did.

“Tell me,” I said.

“Ms. Amity, it’s a beautiful night. The stars are shining. Please, please let me show you the zoo.”

The more I rubbed his scalp, the more I realized how important it was to Quinn that the first time I saw the zoo was with him. I could have seen it on a monitor but for the first time after a new project was ready, I didn’t want Mason to walk me through it like he usually did. The zoo wasn’t Mason’s to show me. It was Quinn’s.

Zayn had said, “Things are not just things.”

He was right. This wasn’t about things like supplies, construction, animals or even my new business idea. It was all about the pledge Quinn made and keeps making, the one he proves every day.

“You rescued me. You gave me back my life. You own me.”

There was another life at stake in the small, dark cabin across the fields, isolated from everything and everyone. Two would stay there until he could climb his way back from hell.

In the morning, I’d find out if that missing piece was a life I could help rescue or if excising Two from my world would bring that calm back to her, the tranquility Zayn said was out of balance.

He said the quest was mine. If I were the center of my world like Zayn said, I’d ride into the darkness with Quinn tonight and find the light — Two’s fate — in the morning.

-=o=-

Quinn drove the perimeter path to the zoo site. He slowed when we neared My Cop, still looking through the glass, still dressed in black. I told Quinn not to stop and My Cop stared as we drove away. Quinn didn’t need to hear me say it out loud. He knew what was different.

Quinn was my center that night. Zayn said the journey to find the light was mine. I was taking another step on that quest.

Except for a few hanging work lamps, the zoo was dark. I couldn’t see much but I could feel its size. It sat on empty acreage near the tree line. I looked for the wrought-iron bench I sit on when I talk to the ground, the grass and trees, and especially the garden that grows the best-tasting blueberries anywhere.

Quinn picked up on what I was looking for. “Ms. Amity, your bench is safe. Wait till you see the landscaping that makes it private. You saved their lives… and mine. I made sure your peaceful place is beautiful.”

That could wait for the morning sun because when Mason turned on the lights, the zoo took my attention. More than took. It grabbed it like a giant hand.

It was remarkable. It was more than remarkable; it was stunning. I didn’t know what to look at first. Or second.

Habitats were separated by greenery. No trees were felled in the monkey space so there was plenty for it to climb. The bears’ cave was a tight fit, they’d have to crawl in on all fours. The peacocks’ cages were tall enough for the birds to stand. Even without water running, I could tell where the walruses and seals would live and play.

Quinn wasn’t looking at any of that. He was staring at me. Zayn was right when he said I couldn’t do this all by myself. I couldn’t have imagined what I was looking at.

Gage was standing at the entrance with Mason and #42 behind him. They were all watching me.

“Quinn, this is spectacular!” I said meaning every bit of the exclamation point I knew he heard. “I couldn’t have envisioned this.”

His face had been grim the entire drive and he finally smiled. So did Gage, Mason and the boys lined up behind them.

I pulled his head down to whisper in his ear. “I wanted the best and I got it when I took you.”

“You are why I want to wake up,” he said softly. He shook his head and asked if I wanted a tour.

“In the morning, give me a personal tour. You need some sleep and there’s an empty couch in my suite tonight. Tomorrow is going to be a big day. I’ll need you—I want you with me.”

I sent an elated Mason to an empty cabin and #42 to the stable dorm to get some sleep. Gage ran behind the cart back to the house. Even though I couldn’t see him in the darkness, I felt his back straight and head high as he ran. Just like a proud stag in the forest.

Quinn had one more project before he’d lay on the couch in my suite for the first time. He had a bear to break.


Chapter 10

The Soldiers

THE MORNING WAS warm with hardly a cloud in the sky. Gage was at my feet on the terrace, his ten magic fingers massaging my toes and working their way up my legs. Quinn was on his knees next to my chair, fully rested from the night he spent on the couch in my suite’s foyer. I knew where My Cop was; he told me in the wee hours where he’d be. The same place he'd been the past week, wearing the same black shirt and pants and combat boots.

I shooed Jenna away after she delivered my coffee and blueberry muffins. What I had to say was only for Quinn and Gage.

“Sometime today, the healer is going to ask me to join them.”

Gage looked concerned. Quinn wore the same look. They were worried about what might happen in that room. Two had been a warrior and now he was unstable. Their uneasiness wasn’t about him; it was what he might do to me.

Quinn had something to say but I hadn’t asked him a question. He was about to get a lesson about protecting me.

“If you’re concerned about my safety, relax. My Cop will be there. Gage, tell Quinn the rule.”

Gage’s fingers stopped. He looked at Quinn and said, “If Ms. Amity is in danger, do or say anything to keep her safe.”

Quinn nodded, still reluctant to speak. “Tell him the rest,” I said.

Gage rose to his full height on his knees, drilled his dark eyes in Quinn’s and said, “Do NOT let Ms. Amity get into a dangerous situation. Tell her no.”

I thought Quinn was going to keel over from shock. The idea of saying no to me, actually saying anything to me without being asked was so foreign to him he couldn’t imagine speaking uninvited. Gage wasn’t done. “If you don’t, it’ll be a week of one-on-one with him.”

Quinn knew who “him” was. He’d undergone two brutal weeks with My Cop and wasn’t looking forward to another round. He wanted to say something but his training taught him when he could and couldn’t talk and what would happen if he babbled nonsense—the way most men do—when I was busy. He’d seen it happen to others and he’d felt it himself. A trip to the punishment building leaves a lasting memory.

But Quinn still didn’t say a word.

Gage aimed his next words where it hurt the most. “So it’s true. Marines have no balls.”

That lit a fire I could see burning in Quinn’s eyes. Gage stood up and ignored my toes, ready to defend against the attack he expected; one he just provoked. Quinn reacted without thinking. Two big men were about to duke it out on my terrace with the stable working out on the field and the girls doing their fitness behind the kitchen.

Not to mention My Cop across the field. Or his stealthy team.

Quinn kept one eye on Gage and said, “Ms. Amity, that could be dangerous.”

I looked at Gage who promptly broke out laughing. If My Cop could set up a fake invasion, Gage could con Quinn to make a point.

“I’m taking both of you with me.”

Zayn was right when he said I couldn’t do this by myself. With Quinn ready to sacrifice himself to Gage who he knew could probably take him down six ways with only his hands, I had two of the missing pieces of my puzzle. They were eyeing each other when Jenna clomped onto the terrace.

I was really going to have to do something about her pitiful chest. Her breasts were pathetic.

“What?” I asked. It better be good. She knows better than to interrupt my morning toe massage.

“Ms. Amity, the healer says it’s time for you to close the circle.”

-=o=-

I met Two the same time I met One who is now Gage. They were on two monitors in my office. I could see them; they saw only a gold “A” icon. They were interesting enough that I brought them here to the training building and kept them for two days. Like all men who interest me, they were the same in some ways but inside, they were completely different. They weren’t married, had no children and devoted their lives to the military. The stars on their shoulders didn’t pique my interest. I saw what was deep inside them and I wanted more of it. Gage needed time before he could put in his papers but for those two years, he was stateside so I could keep a close eye on him. He lived according to the schedule I set, from when I sounded his alarm until I told him to get into bed and every minute between when he wasn’t on duty.

He retired one morning and started Intake that afternoon. I’ve owned him ever since.

Two, the two-star, was different. He was a pain slut and for a while, he entertained my clients remotely. Given his commitments, he was tricky to schedule. But what intrigued me most about Two was where he came from. Not a city or region, but a bloodline that suggested he wasn’t an ordinary pain boy. When I used him those two days and later when I saw what he gave my clients, I was sure.

My most powerful clients so enjoyed overcoming the fight he put up — not physical but incredibly mental —  they never questioned the price. Two was a warrior. Even when clients got what they wanted, their surveys said the same thing. No matter what they did, they never felt like they conquered his spirit. There’s was always more they wanted to overpower. They pleaded to rent him again and again.

Not one ever said they defeated him.

When Two was sent overseas, he was difficult to schedule so I wasn’t put out when he asked to be released. It was the right decision for me but it turned into his descent into the abyss. They made him into a spymaster, the kind of operative that faded into the background so well, you’d never look at him twice. He became anonymous to others and worse, to himself.

When I bought him at the Only the Best auction after My Cop begged me to rescue him, I made him tell the whole story of how he got put up for sale. It was horrifying.

After I released him, he searched for men who could satisfy his need for the fight and the pain but the dregs he found were nothing like my clients. When one drugged his drink and sent him to Southeast Asia literally in a crate on a ship for a week, they caged him and handed him over to a dreadful pair as their slave. Everything he’d lived for died agonizingly slowly.

The abuse never stopped. He was whipped, isolated and forced to be their toy. If he didn’t satisfy them — even if he did — they tortured him day and night until he had no fight left.

Two decided to die. If he couldn’t kill himself, he disobeyed the owners to make them do it for him. He escaped when they hog-tied him and threw him into the pigsty to be pig slop. They didn’t even do him the favor of killing him first. His trip home was long and dangerous and when he arrived, he was home but homeless and worse, stateless.

They don’t rescue spymasters. They mark them KIA.

Two wound up owned by a mediocre Domme who wanted a younger model so she put him up for sale at the auction. Like the others in that lot, he was naked and masked. I didn’t have to see his face. The unit tattoo on his shoulder spoke for him.

My Cop begged me to rescue him. Gage recognized him and was a mass of tension until I threatened Big Mike with my single-tail so he’d stop outbidding me. I took Two home on my client’s private plane because Zayn said he didn’t belong caged on a truck with the others. It was too soon. He’d never emerge from that cage sane.

When our plane touched down, Two lapsed into old but very real nightmares. It took My Cop and two of his team to wrestle him into the car and two more to move him to a place where he couldn’t hurt himself. My Cop never left his side.

The healer I bought from the leftovers was my last resort. Kiran had been working with Two along with Dr. Chris and Zayn for a week. The healer said he'd tell me when it was time for me to close the circle.

That time was now.

I told Tyler to be ready to get to the small room if I jolted him. Like me, Gage and Quinn dressed in black as the healer asked. We drove across the fields and stopped at the building where My Cop was glued to the one-way glass. He nodded at me, looked at Gage and Quinn and shook his head to tell them they weren’t needed. They weren’t leaving, no matter what My Cop said. That was another first, the first time anyone refused to follow his order. Anyone who wasn’t me.

He took my arm and walked me past the glass wall to the door. “It’s dark inside,” he said. That was a huge understatement for what I saw, heard and felt when he opened the door.


Chapter 11

The Darkness

I DIDN’T SEE darkness in the room. I felt it with all five senses plus my sixth, the little voice inside me. She told me the same thing over and over, like she was on a loop.

Find the light.

I inched toward three shadowy figures. I could pick out Dr. Chris and the healer and I knew Zayn was on the other side of the figure sitting on the bench. Since the old man showed me how the platinum gel worked using Zayn as the first I’d share essences with, I know where Zayn is. He called it seeing with my ears and hearing with my eyes.

My Cop never left my side. He never said a word.

Two was struggling to climb down from the bench but Zayn and the healer had their hands on his chest pushing him down so he laid on his back. The first words I heard were from Zayn.

“Safe. You are safe,” he said like a mantra while he pressed his hands harder on Two’s chest.

When Two seemed a little calmer, Dr. Chris spoke but he wasn’t talking to me.

“Shelter here,” he said. “You are safe. Close your eyes. Look behind you. See the door?”

Two’s trembling was obvious even in the darkness. He must have seen that door and I guessed that light Zayn urged me to find was on the other side. What Dr. Chris said next told me I was wrong.

“Turn around. Find the other door. It’s in front of you.”

Two snapped his head in the other direction. If they took off his blindfold, he’d have been staring at me.

Like a bright light over my head, I knew where those two doors led. My Cop whispered, “Open the damned door.”

He knew what was behind those doors but it didn’t matter. Two had to make the choice and live — or die — with his decision.

“Stand him up,” the healer said. Zayn and Dr. Chris hoisted Two to his feet. He had to take the steps by himself toward one door or the other. When the healer called for me, he said it was to close the circle. Two was about to engage in the most difficult battle he’d ever faced and I was a part of it. He had to choose a door and if he chose the right one, he’d see me surrounded by men urging him to open his eyes.

I realized what was behind the other door. Two's hell.

In the darkness, I finally understood what Zayn told me. “You cannot do this by yourself.”

He was right. Neither could Two. He needed the healer, Dr. Chris, Zayn, My Cop and me. We made the circle I just closed.

When Zayn said I had to find the thing that was missing, I searched for it all over Amityworld. It turned out I was looking in the wrong places. Things really aren’t just things. The center of Amityworld certainly wasn’t a thing.

It was me.

That’s why the healer wouldn’t let me near the work he and the others were doing in that room until now. It took them a week to work with Two, to help him build a shelter inside himself where he truly believed — where he knew — he was safe. He had the heart of a warrior who’d suffered enormous pain, unrelenting torture and the overwhelming powerlessness that made him decide to kill himself. He endured two kinds of nakedness. They could take his clothes but they’d couldn’t erase that promise from his mind no matter how hard they tried.

The promise he made the day he gave himself to me.

“You own me,” he said.

The healer whispered to me. “Tell him to open the door.”

My Cop closed the inches between us. He was primed to protect me if Two chose the wrong door. The odd thing was I wasn’t worried about which he picked. Everything Zayn told me merged together into a single mission that was mine to complete. He called it my quest, to find the light. It would lead me to the missing thing.

I knew what was missing. It wasn’t me. It was the Carya, the balance between Two’s horror and regaining his lost honor. He’d never reclaim the second if he didn’t rid himself of the first.

“Get Gage,” I said. Things aren’t just things. Sometimes they’re a kindred spirit.

I wasn’t surprised when the healer did exactly that. I put Gage on my left, My Cop on my right. Then I walked close enough to Two to reach under his black shirt and press my palms on his chest.

He didn’t flinch. Dr. Chris said, “I didn’t expect that.”

Of course he didn’t. He’d done a tremendous amount of work to get Two this far but the healer and Zayn knew what would close the circle. My hands on Two’s warrior’s heart.

“Open the door,” I said.

I felt it; the others saw it. Two stood ramrod straight, lifted his head and ripped off the blindfold. My Cop tensed, ready to intercede. Gage moved behind My Cop and wrapped his arms around him, pinning his elbows to his sides. It was another of many firsts this week.

Two knelt at my feet and looked up. “Who are you?” I asked.

The room was silent. Everyone was holding their breath.

“I am a Seminole warrior.”

“What are you?” I asked. No one imagined how he’d answer that question except me. I knew what he’d say. And he did.

“You own me.”

Gage pressed his face on My Cop’s back and wept. My Cop wriggled out his arms and knelt next to Two. He looked up at me and said, “You own me,” in his best voice. Gage joined them and between gut-wrenching sobs said, “You own me.”

Zayn was the next to kneel. “You own me.”

Dr. Chris finally exhaled. “That was a privilege.”

No, it wasn’t. That was the living example of my world’s Carya, her balance. The thing that was missing definitely wasn’t just a thing. It was the between, what existed in the space between the men on their knees and me. Pure, unafraid hearts that they gave to me freely and willingly. Two cracked the door open. My Cop pushed it wider; Gage even more.

“Get Quinn,” I said.

Seconds later, Quinn was on his knees next to Gage. Five backs were straight; five heads raised high. The door had been flung open and the light ignited their faces. Five voices repeated the same three words.

“You own me.”

Yes, I did. And I always would.

I felt their faces in the dark, one at a time. My fingers ran down their chests until I held their cages in my hands. Moans filled the room and landed in the healer and Dr. Chris’s ears. When I got to the cageless Two, he laid his head in my hands, and murmured, “You own me.”

“I will keep you safe,” I said. “You opened the right door.”

-=o=-

Quinn and Gage stayed with Two in the small room while I had the rest brought to the main house for lunch. They needed a break as much as they needed food. Dr. Chris wanted to keep an eye on Two so I had Tyler project the room’s camera on the wall monitor without sound. I trusted Gage and Quinn to listen to Two, not have a conversation. They knew how to listen.

Four men dressed in black sat around the table. We had no problem finding a discussion topic. There was only one.

“What do you think?” I asked. It was broad enough to let Dr. Chris talk about any part of the past week or all of it, which is what he did.

Some it was expected, he said. But the rest? He called it flabbergasting. My Cop grinned at his comment. Dr. Chris was obviously new to my lifestyle. At least he was that week.

He tried to summarize it but couldn’t parse words. “We worked for days just to get him to realize he had a choice. To go back there, back to hell or come here. Choice is a funny thing. Of course, some choices are easy. Which way? Which color? Which whatever. But the thing about choices, especially with vets who’ve seen real horror, they don’t remember they can even choose. No one gave them the choice to go to war.”

He looked at My Cop who was nodding, then at me. Dr. Chris just learned that my boys don’t talk without permission.

“Tell him,” I said. But he knew it was his choice because he's My Cop.

He put his fork down, looked at me and told his story as if Dr. Chris, Kiran and Zayn weren’t there.

“They murdered my guys one at time. Bastards made me watch.”

He never uses more words than he needs and that was all he had to say. Dr. Chris stared open-mouthed and shook his head at the viciousness he just heard.

No one had to explain why or how long My Cop carried that guilt inside him. Therapists who’d lived through what Dr. Chris did and worked with others who had those awful memories, they knew.

“They will always be part of him,” I said. “They live in a special place where they are and always will be at peace.”

My Cop stared at his plate, the medium-rare steak forgotten. He was sitting on that chair but his mind was somewhere else. Dr. Chris looked concerned.

The healer said, “Shine your light on them.”

What My Cop said next proved this was a week of firsts in my world.


Chapter 12

The Light

MY COP PUSHED back from the table with both hands, walked to my end and knelt next to me. I wrapped my arms around him and ran my fingers through his light brown hair.

He whispered six names. “Brad. Chuck. Tim. Tommy. Vic. Sam.”

No one heard him but me. Zayn, who doesn’t need his ears to hear, said, “They are at peace.”

He said their names again, louder this time. “Brad. Chuck. Tim. Tommy. Vic. Sam.”

The healer joined Zayn in a kind of chorus. “They are at peace.”

My Cop returned to his seat, picked up his knife and fork and said, “They are now.”

Dr. Chris was trying to sort out what just happened. He was having trouble untangling it even though it made perfect sense to Zayn, the healer and me.

It was a real-life experience of what Zayn said. “Things aren’t just things.” Healing isn’t a thing; it’s a process, a circle that needs closing. The lucky ones — with help from therapists and friends — choose the right door. Then they struggle not to open the one behind them too wide, the one that leads to the darkness. It’s always there but they make the choice not to look behind them, the best they can.

Dr. Chris looked across the table at Zayn and blurted out, “Wait, you’re the one who… who does that thing at the VA.”

He looked almost as surprised as My Cop did when he first learned I took Zayn to the VA when I brought a donation to buy the practical things to help their patients. Zayn did as much as he could and the ride back was usually quiet. He needed time to let what he absorbed float away.

My Cop said, “They didn’t teach you that at Farragut.”

“That’s for damned sure,” Dr. Chris said.

That’s not something you can teach and it’s definitely not standard issue. It has to be inside you and it takes someone like the old man, the Tantric guide I engaged when I bought Zayn, to show you how to use it.

Zayn wasn’t the only one at the table with that talent. Juke, a life-changing Tantric masseuse and my secret keeper, was learning to use his. I thought Dr. Chris might like to meet Karly, Mike’s sister who spent a decade in a kind of catatonic state until she met Zayn. I don’t know if it was destined to happen anyway or if Zayn was the catalyst but Karly is recovering and living her best life on Mike’s mountain. “She knows things like I do,” Zayn said when Mike and Karly visited. I thought maybe Dr. Chris would…

“No, Ms. Amity, he can’t understand,” Zayn said quietly. I’ve gotten used to how he knows what I’m thinking. It keeps our conversations short.

Dr. Chris asked, “Are there more like him?”

No one answered. Zayn was right that he wouldn’t be able to understand. It took me a year to realize I’d never really know what it was and another year to stop trying.

When the chef served coffee and dessert, an odd thought occurred to me. I wondered when the last time was that Two had eaten anything like dessert. The food the healer asked for was filling but it certainly wasn’t fancy. Only spoons, he said, for the first few days. Then forks. Never any knives. If Two really walked through that door into the light, he earned real food. Maybe a few blueberries. Most of all, a chair at a table.

It was my table, so I said, “How about dinner in the larger dining room tonight? With everyone?”

No one missed the word “everyone.” They knew who I meant.

My Cop stared into his favorite coffee mug. The healer exchanged looks with Dr. Chris. Zayn closed his eyes. They knew two things. At some point, Two had to leave that small room. And I just said that time was tonight.

Dr. Chris went first. “He did well outside with the mock invasion. The warrior inside him showed his colors. He’s been on late night walks but always supervised. He’s attached to the black shirt and pants. He sleeps in them and the first thing he puts on when he wakes are those boots. He always pats his waist, looking for something.”

My Cop muttered, “His service weapon.”

I asked the healer what he thought about having everyone to dinner. Zayn worked his hands under the healer’s black shirt, closed his eyes and told us what the healer was thinking, “Two has to move beyond his Kriya. He needs to know he’s not alone.”

“He is different,” the healer said. “He’s in flux. He could fall…”

Zayn interrupted him. “She’ll catch him. Like she caught me.”

“And me,” My Cop said.

The healer nodded. Zayn pulled his hands out when he sensed the healer understood a lot more about my world.

The chef was going to be thrilled—and a nervous wreck—when I told him what I wanted on the dinner menu.

Kiran and Dr. Chris rode back to the small room where Gage and Quinn had spent the past two hours with Two. I could have rewound the video Tyler recorded while we had lunch but I wanted to hear it directly from them and not in my office. I knew exactly where I wanted to be when they told me about their time with Two.

They’d tell me, no matter how hard it was for them to say it or how unpleasant the truth might be.

-=o=-

Dr. Chris asked My Cop to drive them back to the small room after lunch and stay with them and Two for a while. I didn’t know how long ‘a while’ was but I was glad they took him. My meeting with Gage and Quinn was between them and me. I was pretty sure Dr. Chris would ask for permission to use Zayn in some sort of study, given his unique gifts, but that would get a hard no. I owned Zayn, his Tantric gifts included. He will never be the subject of someone’s academic paper.

I gave My Cop instructions that made him look at me twice to see if I was serious. “Drive the path. Stay off the fields.”

When he saw me staring at his green eyes, he knew I was serious. All he said was, “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

When they reached the small room and relieved Gage and Quinn, those two ran to the main house where I was waiting near the other electric cart. I watched them cross the small field. Their heads were high, chests out. They are beautiful when they run.

“Take me where I can talk to her,” I said. “Cross the field and stay off the path.”

Quinn bypassed the building where they were working with Two, drove over the grass, through the meadow and stopped near the bench that gives me solitude when I talk to her trees, grass and her garden that grows those blueberries. That’s when I saw it.

The arbor. It covered my wrought iron bench. Flowering vines intertwined with the lattice. Quinn thought of everything, more than I imagined he could in the limited time I gave him to build the zoo.

“That’s so lovely,” I said, meaning every word. Quinn almost hid his smile.

They knelt in front of me, waiting quietly. It was a week of firsts and I was about to add one more.

I closed my eyes and listened to the wind. A bird chirped. I breathed the way the old man said, in through my nose; out through my lips. She was silent. Amityworld wasn’t ready to talk to me.

My boys had to go first. “Tell me,” I said. “Tell me everything.”

It was ironic that I gave them permission to tell me everything they saw or felt about Two and they didn’t know where to start.

Silence can be deafening. Perhaps I trained them too well not to speak unless I asked a question. Maybe they didn’t want to say the truth because it would be too painful. Possibly Two was beyond help and they were afraid he’d lapse back into that insanity he was starting to emerge from just to fail and be sold and locked up in a small, dark room. Again.

There is no “I don’t know” in my world from men I own when they do know but don’t want to say it. They tell me everything, every fact and every feeling.

I knew how to make them start. It was simple. “Tell me even if it hurts.”

When I heard what they had to say, I knew why they were so reluctant to speak.


Dinner


Chapter 13

The Two Hours

A LOT HAPPENED during the two hours Gage and Quinn spent with Two while we had lunch. Even though Gage met Two when I brought them to my world, he didn’t know much about him. Quinn first met Two at the auction and like Gage, learned Two’s horrific story the night I bought him.

That’s why what they had to say was important. They had few preconceived ideas about Two’s past beyond their brief encounters. Gage knew what it took to withstand torture. Quinn knew combat and what he learned in SERE where he was sure they’d rescue him if he was in real danger.

Evil torture is despicable, but what Two endured was that and more. Once he was drugged and shipped overseas, he had no tools to fight with and worse, he knew no one was coming to rescue him.

“Ms. Amity,” Gage said, “it’s like he’s two things. Two men locked in a struggle, one fighting to silence the other. It can’t work.”

Gage was right. After his time as a POW, he tried to do the same thing, to silence the memories. It didn’t work. I hadn’t known how close he came to ending his life until the other night. There were too many veteran suicides and if I had contributed to one by not understanding Gage’s pain…

Quinn interrupted that thought. “Ms. Amity, I’ve never been through anything like what happened to him. But I know combat. He’s fighting a battle he can’t win. Not by himself.”

“He doesn’t have to fight alone,” I said.

“He doesn’t know that… yet.” Gage said, shaking his head.

Quinn took it one step farther. “He needs someone he trusts to tell him. More than tell him. To prove it to him.”

My boys were right. Trust isn’t just a thing. Sometimes sympathy works but not this time. Two was a warrior and I had a feeling I could help him turn himself into what he was again. It would take everything I could come up with to get Dr. Chris and Kiran to agree to what I wanted to do. If they didn’t, I had a another way to deal with them, albeit a pretty drastic option.

Then there was My Cop. He’d do everything to keep me from trying but we’d just been through weeks of firsts. What I planned to do would be one more. A big one.

“You’re going to help me,” I said. Quinn looked up from his knees and said, “Whatever you ask.”

Gage knew better than to agree to something he suspected might put me in danger. He also knew he couldn’t stop me, not this time.

He pleaded anyway. “Please let me be with you. Or take him.”

I rubbed Gage’s bald head. I could see his aura even in the daylight. He might be right. What I planned to do could be dangerous but there was a big piece still missing in my jigsaw puzzle. Dead center. I intended to snap that piece into place that night.

-=o=-

I didn’t expect to see My Cop in my suite when Quinn drove me back to the house. It should have been a giveaway when Tyler didn’t insist on checking my rooms first. My Cop wasn’t wearing black. He wasn’t wearing anything at all.

After the hours he’d spent watching and worrying about what was happening in that dark room, he had to be hungry for what I feed him. Seeing his naked body with all those muscles he worked on for me, my appetite was bottomless. I didn’t want him on his knees. I wanted him to take off my leathers and dress me for dinner but there was time for that, time I wasn’t going to waste.

All I did was point to my leather vest and he knew what to do. He does that so well, he doesn’t need his hands. His dragged his day-old beard down my chest, tasting his way toward my waist. He raised one of my feet and pulled my boot off so slowly I could feel his hunger. The other went next, then he pulled my leather pants down with his teeth, inch by inch.

There was no room for a bra with that vest so that left only one more piece. Gold silk. It might have been the color or the time of day or everything we’d been through this past week but My Cop fell into the passionate fury only he can give me. His chest heaved when I pushed him back on the floor and straddled his face. I let him breathe every now and then and he gulped air when I gave him space. His mouth, tongue and teeth were mine, trapped inside me, drooling with thirst to satisfy me.

When I was close, I stood up.

No one wails like My Cop when I toy with him. He’d spent so much time across the fields with his face glued to the glass wall, he deserved what I did to him for that hour.

He sucked my breasts until I moaned only to be pushed away again. He growled and crept between my legs beard first, then wrapped my legs around his shoulders. When he pressed his face into me and warmed me with hot breaths, I relished it until he was licking and sucking as hard as he could, then I pushed him away. Again.

I could have ordered him not to interfere with my plans but he was exactly where I wanted him. Ravenous. Aching. Fully immersed in that fury only he can bring to me.

“After dinner, I will have Two alone,” I whispered in his ear. My lips tasted his heat. He was delicious.

“No… what?” was all he managed to get out.

It wasn’t a fair negotiation because I held all the cards. “Don’t interfere or I’ll keep you like this for days.”

To prove my point, I grabbed his light brown hair and tugged his head back between my legs, pressing him deep into me. Then I pulled him away and laughed when he begged for more. For me.

It went on for the whole hour. He was feverishly determined to make me finish. He grunted and lunged, licked and sucked, everything his body could do because I’d disengaged his brain. His gut spewed pure animal noises through his tight lips.

Until I stopped him and said, “Dress me for dinner.”

It didn’t matter there was a storm in his belly ready to explode. He failed to send me on a ride into the stars because I controlled what happened. I controlled him. He was my game piece, and he plays according to my rules.

When I was dressed and he was on his knees staring up at me, I told him to be at the table in ten minutes.

“Please, don’t be alone with him! PLEASE!” he shouted as I walked to the door.

“My rules,” I said and closed the door behind me. The sound of his fists beating the floor followed me all the way down the hallway where Tyler was waiting to make sure there were no terrorists on the stairs. He knew better than to ask why My Cop was raging or why I left him there. He’d figure it out when I locked the punishment building door with Two and me inside and the rest of them left to wonder if I could snap the last piece of the puzzle into place without them.

Whether or not Dr. Chris and Kiran joined them would be settled when the chef served dessert.


Chapter 14

The Table

THE LONG TABLE in the larger dining room was set exactly as I told the kitchen girls. They were so surprised, I had to say it twice. When I have guests in that room, it’s an occasion they spend hours getting right. Not that night. I wanted it to look like an ordinary, normal dinner.

Normal was at the root of Two’s struggle. Nothing was normal in his life and hadn’t been since he deployed overseas. What Two was missing, that thing Zayn said wasn’t just a thing, started with normalcy. That’s what I give the men I own.

The stable knows what happens when Quinn wakes them in the morning. Fitness, piss-and-shit time, first feeding. Then they get their assignments and they do them right, on time, the first time. That’s followed by work, feeding and exercise after which the boys I select are given to clients. The only schedule changes are for overnight or weekend rentals. Even that has become part of their normal because they know what to do and do it so well, they get five stars on all the surveys.

Most men are too easily distracted. They need firm limits with consequences as their daily normal or they don’t perform to my expectations. Even being kept naked is customary for them. They’re better off that way. They earn everything they need from food to shelter to medical care every day. They’re content and productive when they’re controlled. It becomes their routine and even the most difficult ones flourish in my definition of their normal.

Dr. Chris and Kiran worked tirelessly to help Two move past his nightmares but they didn’t have a plan to build his new normal.

I did. It started with dinner.

I forbid black pants and shirts from the table. My boys were dressed in khaki slacks, different color button-down shirts and shoes. I had Quinn dress Kiran the same way. Dr. Chris wore what he had on when we took him from the VA. Everyone was seated; it was time to bring Two to the table.

When the healer and Dr. Chris drove to the main house for dinner, Quinn stayed with Two to help him clean up and dress, then drove him across the fields under the stars that shine brilliantly over my world. Two asked where he was taking him. Quinn gave him the answer I told him to say.

Only two words. “To dinner.”

The sea of starched shirts at the table served two purposes. Everyone was dressed the same so they were equal, at least visually. The second would happen when dessert was served.

Quinn brought Two in through the kitchen door. That was on purpose. Kitchens are the center of most homes and even though mine is fairly large and was stocked with house girls and the chef, they didn’t look at Two like he was unusual. It was dinner time. He was there to eat.

Quinn took the job I gave him seriously. “Clean him up,” was all the direction he needed. Dr. Chris said nothing sharp, so Two hadn’t shaved in weeks. Shaving was part of his daily routine before his life fell apart. When they walked into the dining room, everyone at the table did an amusing double take. Me included.

Clean shaven and dressed in khaki slacks and a starched blue shirt, he looked like who he used to be. He walked like it, too, straight back, head almost held high. One empty seat was to my right; the only other one was at the far end next to My Cop. It wouldn’t have been a difficult choice for him back then but it was a challenge for him that night.

Two hadn’t been offered options in so long, he didn’t know he actually had choices. I said, “Have a seat.” He stood in the doorway, waiting for someone to tell him where to sit but no one said a word. Quinn knew better than to take one of the two empty chairs. Two had to choose but more than that, he had to believe he could choose.

He stood there, looking at the table while I initiated rather bland conversation with Dr. Chris. He picked up on what I was doing and chatted with me about nothing important. Where he was from, what sport he played in high school, nothing I really cared about but I pretended to be fascinated with his answers.

Then I announced casually, “Dinner’s ready.”

Quinn whispered in Two’s ear just loud enough for us to hear. “Sit down.”

It was slow but it was magical. Two walked the length of the table and sat next to me. I saw indecision fill his face, so I started a running commentary about the menu. “Pot roast with fresh vegetables from the garden,” a main course that flummoxed the chef when I told him the menu. “Baked potatoes with real butter.” Juke grinned when I said, “And sour cream.”

That’s when My Cop figured it out. He stood up and said, “I’ll pour the wine. Tell me if you want red or white.”

Quinn got it. He said, “Red, please,” and held up his glass. The rest joined in, holding their glasses and telling My Cop one color or the other. When the glasses were filled, he stood next to Two, waiting for him to say one word. Red or white.

I watched Dr. Chris on my left and ignored Two on my right. I didn’t care how long it took. He was going to choose. Dr. Chris was torn; he wanted to intervene but I gave him a look that told him to sit tight and shut up.

A raspy voice broke the silence. “Red, please.”

No one looked at Two; they were staring at me. I didn’t have to say it; they knew. Sometimes it takes my red-handled whip. Sometimes that thing is something else. Zayn was right. Things aren’t just things.

Some things are the first steps back.

-=o=-

We ate, we drank and pretended to be merry. My boys stuck to the script. They talked to each other but no one asked Two any questions. They were given topics, none too deep or personal, and were told to ask and answer each other. Gage wrote his topics on a paper napkin. Juke, my secret keeper, had them memorized. They ranged from the upcoming weather forecast to the exceptional harvest they were eating the bounty of that night.

One topic was off limits. Nothing about the military, service branch or rank. I wasn’t worried about My Cop. He never discusses what he does anyway so I knew he wouldn’t bring it up at the table. For all his talents, being a casual conversationalist isn’t one of them. Besides, I put him in the perfect headspace before dinner. He was starving, just not for food.

The healer watched and listened. Dr. Chris fought the urge to look at Two, even when the talk turned to mountains, which he feared would trigger Two’s memories of the time he’d been imprisoned on a mountain in Thailand or when he was put up for sale at the auction on Mike’s mountain. That’s why I told Zayn to engage Dr. Chris with cryptic phrases that piqued his fascination with Zayn’s ability to sense what Dr. Chris was thinking. It worked, especially when Zayn told him what Dr. Chris hoped we were having for dessert. It involved chocolate.

The best dinner dialogue that turned into more of a monologue came from Quinn. I’d never heard him talk that much, surprisingly about topics I hadn’t put on his list. Quinn discussed everything from the way the stars shined over the fields to the best exercises for physical fitness, specifically shoulders and arms, all the way to an intriguing way to cook squash. Green squash. Apparently, yellow squash was too soft.

Two listened for at least an hour. That’s when I decided it was time for him to take another small step back into the world. Into my world. I was taking a chance for sure, but I wasn’t worried about my safety. I had all the protection I needed around the table and Tyler was lurking in the hallway.

The military trained Two to be their spymaster and how to live unnoticed, functionally anonymous. He learned how to fade into nothing very well. But that’s not how it works in my world. My boys shine, whether they’re working in the garden or rented to clients. As for my exclusives and Quinn sitting at the table, they glow. I posed my next question to everyone even though I aimed it at the uncommunicative body seated to my right.

“I’m touring the grounds in the morning. She’s beautiful this time of year. I want to see the new construction Quinn built. Who’d like to go with me?” It was a fairly innocuous invitation and Quinn was eager to show the zoo to me in daylight. But I know my boys. They would fight to be the one I took with me, to prevent me from having to face My Cop’s stealthy team with their weapons pointed in my direction if I didn’t let them know where I was going. Once was enough.

The pastel shirts shifted in their chairs. No one wanted to go first because they didn’t have to guess the answer I wanted. But I’d asked a question and they’d been trained to respond. It’s that tension I keep them in all the time. Tonight, at this table, they learned that sometimes there are no correct answers and on this night, no answer was the right one.

Dr. Chris sat back to see what would happen. Kiran stirred the food on his plate absent-mindedly. They understood what I wanted to hear and from whom. It wasn’t either of them.

I’ve stopped wondering how Zayn can intuit what I’m thinking because it works so well for me.

“Ms. Amity,” Zayn said, “Juke needs my help in the morning to adjust the new mixes. Maybe he can go with you.” Zayn pointed at My Cop whose left arm was across his chest and his right hand pulling at his chin. He wouldn’t speak until he’d thought it through.

When his arm fell to his side, he was ready.

“There are four reports I have to finish tomorrow. Maybe he can go with you.” He pointed at Gage who was desperately rereading the list he wrote on his napkin.

I wasn’t surprised that Gage froze when he was put on the spot. He and Two had a bond even though Two hardly remembered him from their two-day visit to my world years ago. That’s why I mask new men I bring here; you never know where their paths may cross. Although when I forced Two to tell me his story after I bought him, he knew he and Gage shared star-level military ranks. That made it even harder for Two to finish recounting the worst of his horrendous experience. He felt it; he understood that Gage made it through his own horrible time as a POW and emerged a better man than Two believed he could ever be again. Those bastards took everything from him, including hope.

I believed they didn’t — they couldn’t — take his warrior’s heart.

Gage was torn between saying yes, a situation that might remind Two when they first met or making up an excuse so Two and I would walk the grounds by ourselves.

He put the napkin down, looked at me and said, “It’s not my project. I just handled deployment. It belongs to him.”

Gage’s favorite word is deployment. It’s what he did throughout his military career. He moved battalions across oceans and continents and has become my unmatched organizer for events, auctions, upfits and construction. He’s known throughout my network for those skills but his primary and favorite job is tending to my toes in the morning on the terrace.

That word — deployment — triggered something in Two. I didn’t have to look at him to feel his tension; it poured out of every inch of his skin. Dr. Chris leaned forward. The healer closed his eyes.

Come on, I urged him silently. Say it. Say you will walk with me.

That’s when Quinn said, “I want to show you the construction but I have a big chore to do before that. I can meet you there after you’ve checked out everything.” He paused, looked at the almost ashen faces around the table and said, “Why don’t you go with Ms. Amity first thing and I’ll relieve you when I’m done?”

He didn’t just throw that question out there. His eyes were fixed on Two at the other end of the table.

I wasn’t sure if Two’s tension came from the question and the idea of being alone with me or from Quinn’s use of a particular word, a quasi-military one that’s part of Quinn’s vocabulary. Relieve.

Everyone tried not to look at Two but the ball was definitely in his court and not answering wasn’t an option. Two was facing his second test of the evening. He had to make another choice, one only he could make.

I wasn’t going to answer for him with a casual, “That’s a good idea.” He had to own the question, the choice and the answer.

He already took his first step, choosing where to sit. It was time for him to take the next one and then the one after that. Two was going to start walking.

Through that door. Into the light. With me.


Chapter 15

The Whipped Cream

THAT NIGHT, MY COP was almost beside himself in my suite. What I’d done to him earlier and the state I left him in before dinner took every ounce of his strength to keep in check while we ate. He could hide it from the others, but not from me. It broke free when the chef served dessert.

I chose the dinner menu, especially the last course. I insisted on blueberry desserts, three options, nothing flaming, nothing extravagant, just a trio of blue choices. It was an intentional addition to the menu because Two wouldn’t just have to choose between one door or another. This time there would be three.

It happened in an extraordinary confluence of timing. The question still hung in the air—would Two opt to walk with me or remain silent—when the chef wheeled in the dessert cart. He was confused when I told him not to serve me first but I train my property well. He was ready to serve with the spoon hovering over the choices right next to Two’s chair.

I turned to Two and asked, “Pie, cobbler or crepes?”

Dr. Chris stared. The healer looked warily at Two, pretending to study the desserts. My boys kept their eyes on their empty plates.

Except Zayn. He was channeling energy in Two’s direction. I could sense it and to everyone’s surprise, although not to me or Zayn, Two said, “Pie, please.”

The chef spooned a piece on a small plate and asked, “Whipped cream?”

That was unplanned but asking a simple question like that is, well, normal. What wasn’t normal was what Two was going through at the dining room table. The outside world is filled with choices but I limit the choices I give my property. The primary one for them is choosing to obey and they do that well. That night, Two didn’t have a single choice to make. He was bombarded with one after another.

Whipped cream. Walking with me.

I eyed the chef when he looked at me with a question on his face. I knew what he was thinking. What’s the big deal? It’s just whipped cream.

The look I returned told him it was about a lot more than whipped cream. One minute went by. And another. Then Two broke the tense silence around the table.

“Yes, please.” Dr. Chris finally exhaled. It was a little too soon because Two added, “Just a little, please.”

I once saw a video of a dam in Colorado bursting. It paled next to what happened next in my dining room.

Two took a bite of pie with a small dollop of whipped cream and said, “The blueberries are delicious. I’d enjoy getting some sunshine in the morning with you.”

Every head turned in his direction, most mouths hung open. Dr. Chris started to stand up but the healer grabbed his arm and pulled him back to his chair. Zayn was desperate to plant his forehead on Two’s but I shook my head and he closed his eyes, dropped his chin and sent whatever energy he could across the table toward Two. Juke held Zayn’s arm, adding his energy to the mix. Gage grabbed the table edge with both hands, ready to do something, anything. He just didn’t know what that was.

Nobody spoke because no one knew what to say. My Cop, who’d rather use no words if he didn’t have to, stood up, walked the length of the table and wrapped his arm around Two’s shoulders. He needed only three words.

“Welcome home, soldier.”

Two looked at him and said, “It’s good to be back.”

Dr. Chris and the healer dabbed at their eyes but Two had one more thing to say, this time to Quinn.

“Gunny, get me more whipped cream.” He handed his plate to Quinn who ran to the kitchen and raced back with a two-inch pile of white fluff on the pie. In my world, whipped cream is definitely not just a thing.

We talked for hours around the table about everything and nothing. Two had a few years to catch up on and asked questions, listened and asked follow-ups.

It was getting late. Even though no one wanted the evening to end, morning promised a busy day.

“There’s an empty bed upstairs,” I said. My Cop’s cell in the attic where my exclusives live had been empty for months. He belongs next to me and that’s where I keep him. Gage said, “It’s next to mine.” Zayn and Juke added, “Just down the hall from each of ours.”

Two looked around the sea of pastel shirts and then at his own before ending with me. “It’d be a privilege to sleep in a bed under your roof.”

I didn’t think the night could have gotten better but it did with his last comment before we all headed upstairs. It was just four words.

“Thank you, Ms. Amity.”

-=o=-

My Cop closed the door to my suite, unbuttoned his shirt, took off my heels and pulled my feet to his chest. Gage’s magic fingers would tend to my toes in the morning. That night they belonged to him. He knew exactly what to do and when his mouth was filled with my toes, he was too, burning from the fire in his belly that I left smoldering that hour before dinner.

Drool dribbled down his chin. He held my right foot with one hand and ripped off his shirt with the other. I worked my left foot inside his khaki’s waistband; he flailed at the hook and eye to rip it open. There was nothing underneath except my gold cage.

He groaned when I bounced the cage on my foot. His unfinished business from before dinner was the only thing on his mind. But one thing stood between his fury and my trip to the stars.

That night, the thing boiled inside him so powerfully he didn’t just hurtle over the obstacle I put in front of him—that I wouldn’t let him take me on the trip that only he can. He was determined to obliterate that wall without using his hands.

I made him stand up and be silent, no matter what. I challenged him from every direction. His gut screamed for more but I insisted his lips stay shut. Ten long red nails raked his back, all the way to his tight asscheeks. I reached between his legs, unlocked what’s mine and waited for what I knew was coming.

Sometimes, saying even one word is too much for him. He was frantic to take me to the stars but in my world, I set his rules and his choices. That night, I didn’t give him one.

The growl that spewed out of his mouth blasted throughout my suite. It was followed by another. And another.

He tried begging but all he could manage was a raspy ‘please,’ that got him nowhere. I kept him standing in the center of the room, pleading and shrieking, but unable to move. Or kneel. Or use his hands. There are no clocks in my suite. The only time that matters is when I’m done.

I was just getting started.

I walked in front of him and every piece was within reach. His shoulders aren’t the only part of him that’s hard and wide. That’s the part I ended with after I pressed our chests together. He licked his lips as if I were going to let him use them. He was wrong.

He got my fingers instead. His tongue, teeth and lips worked overtime while his growl filled my ears because my other hand was stroking his uncaged penis. My hands were covered with… him.

I didn’t just push his limit. I propelled him way beyond his edge. Standing up was beyond what he could do in that state but he forced himself to for one reason. Because I told him to.

When I’d had enough, I showed him what a grand finale feels like. It was one of my favorites and his worst fear. His penis. My breasts. He humped like the feral animal that smolders deep inside him, the one he silences when he’s doing those things he won’t and can’t share.

Not that night. Not in my suite. Not with me.

I didn’t want more. I wanted everything inside him, everything he was. My Cop. And my rule is inviolable. I get what I want.

I did that night. When I made him suffer beyond what his body could take, My Cop was for the first time in a long time, totally overwhelmed. No arm crossed his chest; no hand pulled at his chin. I took him beyond thinking, past logic. Shuddering in the center of the room, My Cop felt nothing but my ownership. It was everything to him that night.

Screw black pants and shirts. “Here,” I said, patting the bed next to me. He crawled under the down comforter and laid his head on my chest. He didn’t wake up until well after the sun rose over the tree line.

Exhausted. Inside and out.


Step by Step


Chapter 16

The Walk

THE EARLY AUTUMN sun showered morning light on the terrace. Gage was busy with my toes before My Cop even woke up. When he joined me, I had Jenna bring him coffee — black — in his favorite mug. He needed it.

I waited for his green eyes to focus before giving him and Gage their instructions for the day. From the shape My Cop was in, Gage knew better than to question anything I said.

“I’m walking with Two,” I said. “A grand tour. We’ll start on the path, visit the garden and sit on my bench for a while.”

My Cop scowled because he knew I’d overrule what he wanted to say. Gage’s reaction was visceral and I knew what they were thinking. Maybe last night was a fluke. Maybe Two would revert into that lost being again. Maybe he’d be dangerous. Maybe… maybe….

I wasn’t having any maybes. “Keep them away from me,” I told My Cop who didn’t need me to explain who they were.

He drank his coffee and bit his tongue. Gage massaged my toes harder. They didn’t like my decision but after last night, My Cop was in no shape to argue. When Gage saw him accept it, however unwillingly, he sealed his lips and rubbed my toes even harder.

“I am going to see Quinn’s zoo. With Two.”

That pushed My Cop past his limit. It was enough of a strain that I was going to be alone with Two walking through my world for hours. When I added seeing the new zoo, he couldn’t control himself a minute more.

“Ms. Amity! Please! You can’t… that’s asking for… please, PLEASE don’t do this.” His hands shook so hard, coffee sloshed onto the terrace. Gage’s fingers paused in surprise to his reaction. He’d never seen him do anything like that before. Very few people ever had. I chalked it up to yet another first in a week that was overflowing with them.

He put his coffee cup on the terrace floor and sank to his knees at my side. “You are the center of my world. I can’t… I won’t let anything happen to you. I don’t know if I could… survive. I wouldn’t want to.”

Gage froze, his hands holding my toes so tightly they almost hurt. I couldn’t imagine a world without My Cop, either. It didn’t matter if I believed I was right, that I would be safe with Two. Even a few days of imbalance in my world had been too much. My little voice was talking to me again. She urged me to say it aloud.

“Walk with us.”

An hour later, I sent My Cop, dressed in khakis and a starched white button-down shirt to the attic to fetch Two. I let him wear his favorite combat boots.

-=o=-

They were both uneasy dressed in slacks and button-down shirts. My Cop’s was white, the only color I let him wear. When Two opened the dresser drawer in My Cop’s former attic cell, there were two shirts. Before he could follow My Cop downstairs, he was faced with another choice. It wouldn’t be his last that day.

There was no one to tell him which shirt to wear. I watched his fingers tremble on my monitor when he touched them one by one. I could have made it easier and had my girls put only one in the drawer with the color I preferred, but those shirts weren’t just things. Picking one was a choice, one that would force him to take another small step into his new life, wherever that would lead. I turned off my monitor to let him surprise me.

When I met them at the path behind the main house, I saw the results. The lavender shirt sagged off his shoulders, ones that would be bigger when he started working out. Two’s fitness program with Quinn was on the afternoon schedule.

We walked quietly around the small field. There wasn’t much to say about the grass, bushes and trees but when we rounded the former auction building that had been turned into eight elegant rental cabins, one of which Dr. Chris slept in last night, the little room he spent a week in stood right in front of us.

Two broke the silence. “Is that where…” That’s all he got out before My Cop said, “Yup.”

The room Gage and Quinn set up didn’t look like much and I saw no reason to send him in there again. Two had a place to sleep in the attic and Gage was going to take that small room apart unless the walk didn’t go as I planned and Two had to be locked in it again.

“How long have I been here?” he asked.

It was a fair but revealing question. Two didn’t know where he was but more importantly, he didn’t know when it was. In my world, the day of the week doesn’t matter. My boys have no concept of or need for weekends. When I give them an hour without specific instructions, they amble around aimlessly, itching to be given a job, a task with a time limit. That is their normal but they’re stable boys.

Two wasn’t then, wasn’t now and never would be a stable boy.

“Time doesn’t matter here,” I said.

Two nodded and we kept walking.

The sun felt brighter when we reached the big field, like it was welcoming us with its warmth. It shined on the garden across the wide expanse of grass and lit up the new arbor Quinn built around my favorite bench. When I sit there, I can see my world the other way, from the opposite direction of what I see from the terrace. It puts things into a different perspective.

We walked across the field to the garden. I told Quinn to send the garden boys early so they’d be off to their next task when we arrived. Two had once seen my boys naked and working a few years ago, what amounted to a lifetime for him. Back then, he raised an eyebrow for a moment because my whip landed on his ass and refocused his attention. He didn’t cry out back then. He gritted his teeth and pleaded with the one delicious word I wanted to hear. “More.”

That’s why my rule about pain is that it always has a purpose. That wasn’t today’s purpose. It was tomorrow’s.

I picked a few blueberries, turned to My Cop and he dropped to his knees, parting his lips. I pressed the berries inside one at a time and he knelt silently, waiting for me to tell him to chew. I left him that way. There was another hungry mouth to feed.

I pulled a handful off the vine and turned to Two. He’d seen My Cop kneel, watched me feed him and could see blue juice dripping from the corners of his mouth.

In my world, blueberries are much more than just things.

My Cop stared at every move Two made. If he made the wrong one, he’d be face down in the dirt in seconds with My Cop’s boot on his back. What Two did next would determine what I would do with him today, tomorrow and next week. Where I’d send him. Or if I’d keep him.

Under the clear sky and blazing sun, Two knelt on the garden’s rich dirt and opened his mouth.

I filled it with berries until blue drizzled from his lips. It mixed with his tears.


Chapter 17

The Cage

THE WROUGHT IRON bench isn’t fancy or padded or even new. It’s been there for as long as I’ve owned my world and I’ll never replace it. That bench is not just a thing. It’s where I sit, talk to the grass and trees and the garden and listen to my inner voice. She talks only to me and she’s usually right.

When Two first arrived distraught and scared beyond death, my voice stopped talking to me. No matter what I tried, breathing the way the old man showed me, Zayn’s forehead on mine, even punishing my property for their misbehavior when I was away at the auction, I couldn’t hear her.

Zayn couldn’t hear it, either. He told me I was in a battle between my Kriya, what only I could do, with my world’s Carya, her balance. It wasn’t something Two caused. The imbalance came from what I did. I bought Two and brought him here.

If Two’s performance at dinner last night was genuine, I should be able to sit on that bench and hear her again. I wanted her to tell me whether Two’s heart was authentic or if he was pretending like he was forced to do during the captivity that drove him to the brink of insanity.

My Cop told me about spymasters. It wasn’t an act; they lived anonymously. If you met one, you wouldn’t look at him twice because they learned how to fade into the background. That’s how they got information and when they had what they were sent to get, they disappeared. Relationships were fleeting. No one missed them.

I ran my fingers through My Cop’s hair and watched Two chew and swallow his mouthful of blueberries. He sucked the juice and his lips curled up when he licked them. I crooked my finger and they followed me across the grass to my bench.

I sat under the beautiful arbor Quinn built and My Cop knelt on my right. After a few minutes of staring at us, Two had another choice to make, one with three options. Sit next to me, just stand there or kneel on my left. He closed his eyes in the sunshine before making his choice.

When he knelt, I ran my fingers through his silver-streaked hair. He didn’t have to say anything. His moan said it for him.

That was the moment I heard her again. She was, as usual, pithy. “He is a lot more than just a thing,” she said.

My inner voice is always right and this time, she told me how to snap that missing piece into the middle of the puzzle. I was determined to move Two forward but what she said next was the opposite of that.

Don’t push him forward yet. Take him back first.

I didn’t need my voice to tell me where back was because it wasn’t a where. It was a when. That day I first met him when he was unpacked in the garage with the other soldier, the one I called One. Two was born that day when I named him, used him and took him when he gave himself to me. My little voice nodded silently.

We were going to have Amityworld’s first ever rebirthing. When it was over, like all beginnings, I’d give him a name.

I had my answer and the seeds of a plan. I also had at least three things that stood in my way. Dr. Chris would probably object. My Cop, Tyler, Gage and Quinn would try to talk me out of it.

And then there was Two. Would he be able to make that big a choice? If he could, would it be the right one? What would I do with him if he made the wrong one?

-=o=-

We walked around the new hedges toward the zoo where Quinn was waiting. The zoo was the tangible result of a simple order I gave him to build a zoo but it turned out to be a lot more than that. The entire process and the remarkable results were the product of Quinn’s vision that came from his true slave’s heart.

Quinn’s button-down shirt was bright yellow like the sunshine he brought to my world. If my plan worked, my boys would shed those shirts and they’d evaporate into distant memories. There would be nothing between their skin and my fingers again. Two’s fitness program would take on a different and much bigger meaning. It wouldn’t be just exercising for better health. He’d work longer and harder to make himself look as good as the rest of my property. Each hour he forced himself to add more weights and more reps to his workout would lead to even more. When he did that, I’d know he’d touched the warrior’s heart I believed still beat in his chest and he’d feel the Seminole heritage flow in his blood. He wouldn’t work relentlessly for himself. It would be for me at first until I chose the where, when and the who he’d spend the rest of his life.

Today, the who I focused on was the man I called Two. His where was the place my little voice told me to take him. The when was rapidly approaching.

Quinn pulled at his shirt collar; shirts were foreign to him now. Being naked and caged was his normal and he was flourishing in it. When we rounded the corner and he saw the dirt and grass stains on their khaki’s knees, Quinn’s right arm flew to his forehead.

They saluted back. Smartly. That wasn’t just a thing, either. It was part of their lives.

Two patted his waistband, searching for what My Cop said was where he wore his service weapon. That weapon was Two’s normal for that part of his former life but not in my world. My Cop covered Two’s hand that was still looking for his holster with his own and said, “You’re safe here.”

It was my turn to add another first to this week, one that would tell My Cop that I had a plan and I didn’t want him to object. He would later, but my whip, the one with the red handle, would convince him objections were useless once I’d made up my mind.

“When we’re done here, show him the monitors. Be on time for dinner.”

There was a lot packed into those short sentences and My Cop’s face told me he understood. I wanted Two to see the security, come to terms with My Cop’s team that had to wrestle him to the floor so they could strap him to the bench for his own safety and see, even if just on those screens, who else inhabited my world.

My Cop’s face told me he was opposed to my plan but this wasn’t the where or when to object. He’d try to talk me out of it but when he was bent over the horizontal bar in my suite and my whip was in my left hand, he’d be too focused on that to think about arguing.

It's hard to argue when you’re shrieking.

It was time for the zoo tour. The animals Quinn bought had been through Medical and they were scheduled to be delivered to their new habitats this afternoon. Ordinarily, I send new merchandise through Intake, but animals are a special lot. They don’t use words, they’re limited to their species’ sounds so they’re easy to train because they can’t talk back. By sunset tomorrow, they’d be oinking, growling, chirping and making amusing monkey noises in their new habitats.

“Show me everything,” I said.

Quinn offered his arm and we walked to the bird habitat where the peacocks would live in cages just tall enough for the birds to stand up and wide enough for them to show their trains. It’s a good thing peacock trains are coverts and not feathers. Rain would ruin them.

Quinn was reluctant to open one of the cage’s doors. He looked to my left, saw Two staring at the bars and then at me, waiting for me to say something. Quinn’s eyes darted between the cage and Two.

“Open it,” I said to Quinn and I told My Cop to get inside. Two tried to take a step back but I held his arm and made him take not one but two steps closer. I took those steps with him.

“How secure is it?” I asked Quinn. The last thing I needed was a pair of peacocks roaming the habitat at night. It didn’t matter they were both males. They’d find something to stick their penises into. That’s what birds who used to be men do when they’re left to wander around.

Quinn eyed My Cop, locked the cage door and asked, “Would you like to see the monkey bars next?”

I wrapped my right arm in his for the walk to the monkey’s area and grabbed Two’s with my left. I had to pull twice before he started moving. Leaving My Cop locked in the cage wasn’t Two’s choice, he’d have his own choices to make today and tomorrow. A few choices were his; most, like that one, were never going to be his, not if the who and where my little voice told me he belonged was right and she usually is. Two kept looking over his shoulder while Quinn described the monkey’s new home.

Gage must have impressed on Quinn that cutting down trees wasn’t an option so he had #42 design what he called ‘ape land’ around two beautiful trees. Most of the branches in the monkey’s new home were part of the actual trees but I saw several that didn’t look quite real.

“I added branches I was confident would hold two monkeys even though there’s only one now. See how they’re tiered? That way, the monkey can swing from branch to branch, up and down.” Quinn glanced at Two, who was still trying to look back at the cage imprisoning My Cop.

“Tested?” I asked.

“Used the boy who designed them for weight,” Quinn said, smirking. That explained #42’s trip to Emma to treat the scrapes on his arms and legs.

He showed me the rest of the monkey’s new home. A small cutout was heated by solar panels with battery backup. That was the monkey’s sleeping area and it opened and closed automatically based on time of day and temperature. That had to be Gage’s contribution. It was a good one.

“The bears live over here,” Quinn said, offering his elbow.

Two didn’t budge. It was apparent he took “leave no man behind” seriously. My property trusts me but Two wasn’t there yet. I understood his concern about My Cop but he had to learn I’d never put the men I own in danger. I’d use them beyond what they think they can withstand, but I’d never let them get hurt. Injuries keep stable boys from being rented so my interest is twofold. I take care of what I own and I have a financial interest in keeping them healthy.

Besides, the man in the cage was My Cop.

Words alone weren’t going to make him start walking. It was what Zayn told me days ago that did. I am the center of my world but it’s not a one-way relationship. Trust is a two-way street and Two had zero trust in me or the rest of the unknown he was thrown into for good reason. His first step toward trusting me was about to join us at the bears’ den. All I had to do was get Two there so he could see and feel it for himself.

I grabbed his arm, tugged and Quinn said, “March!”

The look on Quinn’s face was hilarious but when Two’s legs did exactly that, it was priceless.


Chapter 18

The Step

QUINN POINTED OUT the small mountain, trails, bushes and paths the bears would lumber through in their habitat. The caves were big enough for two or three grizzlies with adequate heat for cold weather. When I’d seen it all, I told Quinn to wait before we headed to the water feature where the walruses would waddle on all fours on land and use their flippers to propel themselves in the water.

“You can come out now,” I called fairly loudly.

Quinn looked surprised but Two was stunned when My Cop ran toward us along the path the bears would use.

“Tell him,” I said, pointing to Quinn who was clearly worried that the peacocks’ cages were flawed. There was nothing wrong with the cages; there aren’t many My Cop can’t outwit.

As usual, he didn’t need many words. “With this,” he said, pulling a custom tool out of his pocket. Calling it a pocket knife was an insult. My developers built it exactly according to his design. It took three tries.

Two patted his waist again, searching for his service weapon and grimaced when it wasn’t there.

“Not until I trust you,” I said to Two. “And when you trust me.”

He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. Based on what he said next, he was getting closer.

“You saved me. I trust you — and them — more than anyone.” He looked at My Cop, at Quinn and then at me. “I don’t trust myself.”

“You will if you do the work,” My Cop said. “Damned hard work. It’s going to be a real slog.”

Two spread his arms, taking in the totality of my world, her grass, trees, garden, buildings and the men and women I own. “I know hell. This is heaven. I’ll do my best or I’ll die trying.”

No man has ever described my world that simply and so perfectly. “You start this afternoon,” I said. “Quinn will rebuild you.”

“Sir, report to the training building after lunch,” Quinn said. “Ms. Amity put me in charge of you. You’ve got my kind of hell ahead of you and you better believe I won’t let her down.”

Take that step, my little voice urged. She was more than just right this time. It was up to Two to pick up one foot and put it down a little farther in front of him. Then take the next one.

I felt the struggle deep in his gut and saw him immersed in doubt. Was he strong enough to face what Quinn was going to put him through? Did he want it badly enough to undergo what a former Marine drill instructor would demand? What was the goal? What would happen to him if he reached it? Where would he go? What would he be? And what if he failed?

“Do your worst, Gunny. I can take it.”

My Cop tapped my arm to see if I heard what he did. It wasn’t what he said; it was how he said it.

That was as confident a two-star voice as I’d ever heard. Now I knew the answer to Two’s biggest doubt, that he didn’t know what he would be when this — whatever this was — was over.

There were three answers to that question. He would be whole. He would be the property of the right owner. And his joy in that where and who would never end.

The water and land habitat for the walruses took care of two of the massive animals’ needs. Everything was oversized to house and manage a pair of almost 300 pounders. They’d spend a lot of time in the water, so there were heat lamps to dry them off. They were accustomed to rain so their sleeping space was minimal but covered and heated. Best of all was the area Quinn set up for clients. It let renters lock their rear flippers to supports on their backs or fronts so whatever parts they wanted to use were available but all under running water. Quinn called it a waterfall and Gage made sure it recycled.

Zoo rentals would make fabulous videos for my website.

I walked — My Cop, Quinn and Two marched in step — to the last habitat. I thought pigsties would be challenging to build but from what I saw, Quinn built creative slop pits all the way down to the sleeping areas with lined, mud-filled depressions to serve as beds for the two new pigs and the one I bought at the auction.

The first thing I noticed was the smell. Quinn smiled and said one of the pits was fed by the decontaminated remnants of the stable’s piss-and-shit toilets. He mentioned that the troughs they ate from required little cleanup and needed no dishes or utensils, one less job for the house girls. He added a task for the maintenance boys to scrub it every night.

That brought up a question. I hadn’t seen anything resembling a bathroom. Monkeys, pigs, bears, walruses and even peacocks have to empty themselves. When I asked about it, Quinn grinned.

“One facility, multiple doors,” he said. “Species don’t mix. Fully mirrored.”

My Cop asked, “One way glass?”

“Yes, sir!” Quinn said reflexively.

We were done with the zoo until the animals were unpacked in their new homes but before I could tell them to drive me back to the main house, Two had one more thing to say.

“I gotta see bears shit in those woods,” he said and laughed.

So did we. The when for Two was in sight.


Rebirth


Chapter 19

The Clothes

LUNCH WAS, IN A word, normal. This time, the chef offered Two a choice of salad dressings and waited patiently for him to say, “Honey mustard, please,” without having to look at me to figure out why it took him so long to decide. Dr. Carter asked for Russian dressing and Two shot him the dirtiest look he could manage before chuckling at the joke only he got. My boys were arranged in a rainbow of button-down shirts around the table again. I decided Two was ready to see some leather so I had My Cop dress me in a leather vest, although I opted for satin pants.

After lunch, Quinn took Two to the training building to start his three-times-a-day, every day workout. Quinn matched everything he made Two do. They worked together for the first brutal hour. Two was in mediocre shape and hadn’t done any serious exercise in years. What he did back then was minimal; just enough to regain some of the weight he lost in captivity and build a little upper body strength. When that second-rate woman owned him, she never let him work on his body. She claimed it was hers and would look however she wanted.

Letting him get soft was stupid. Selling him to buy a younger one was even stupider.

When the hour was up, Quinn was a little winded. Two was going to have trouble walking tomorrow, given the muscles he hadn’t used in so long. Quinn didn’t make him run; instead, he walked him across the field to my office and handed him over to My Cop. Two was wearing gym shorts and a t-shirt. My Cop was dressed in his gold cage. Before Quinn ran back to the stable dorm, he stripped down the same way. That’s their normal. It wasn’t Two’s, not yet, but it would be soon, if my little voice was right this time.

A laundry girl picked up Quinn’s workout clothes to wash and iron and waited for Two to add his to the pile. Two was facing another decision and this time he was physically exhausted and starting to ache. That’s how I keep my boys. They work hard all day, do their fitness work and after their third feeding, they are eager to be put to bed but Two’s afternoon was just starting.

In Two’s military career, he was used to making difficult decisions, often with little sleep and under a lot of stress. It was intertwined with his command but he mastered that skill when he was deployed and trained for his last assignment, the one that went horribly wrong.

Compared to that, stripping off his sweaty clothes should have been an easy decision but that day in my office, it consumed him. All of him. My Cop was busy with his monitors; he ignored Two on purpose. I kept both eyes on him and he didn’t have to turn around to know I was looking at him. Watching. Waiting.

Some decisions are easier, like which shirt to wear that day. This wasn’t one of those. My Cop was naked and comfortable in his own skin. Quinn cheerfully stripped because clothes aren’t standard dress for him anymore. Besides, most shirts don’t have enough room for his shoulders. He’s comfortable without clothes. It’s his normal.

Years ago, Two had no trouble being with a unit of naked men in the showers, pilots stripping to put on flight suits or in mostly nude groups waiting for pesky medical exams. Then he was forcibly stripped and kept in a small cell, used like an animal to satisfy depraved men’s degenerate gratification. It left an indelible mark.

Dr. Chris said Two slept in black pants and a black shirt for a week. He never took them off, not even when he peed in a bottle during those days he spent in the small room. He didn’t object to using a bucket but when he sat on it, Dr. Chris said he pulled his shirt down to cover himself. Shedding his sweaty t-shirt and shorts probably felt like he was peeling off his own skin.

The thing was that Two could choose either option. One choice would let him sleep upstairs in the attic another night; the other meant I’d find him a safe place to spend the rest of his life. Just not here.

Zayn said things weren’t just things. Two’s decision wasn’t a thing, either. It was another step — several steps, actually — into his own light.

I could smell his sweat across the room. I wanted to see what was under that t-shirt and shorts but wouldn’t demand it today. A true slave’s heart gives that willingly. He gave me that once, but that heart was buried so deep, it needed time.

Two was interested in My Cop’s monitors but wasn’t in position to see the screens. My Cop disregarded him, watched video, rewound and played it again before moving to the next screen. Two was taught how to be anonymous when he was working — to fade into nothing. What he didn’t understand was that he was working right now and his future where and who — were on the line.

I could feel the battle raging inside him. What was normal for my boys was beyond painful for Two. There isn’t a single word that can describe what he went through; even using several words couldn’t do justice to what he suffered. By now, he knew there were choices he could make on his own, from dessert to salad dressing to shirt color, all the way to the thorny one he was facing right now.

No one told him to undress. It was his to decide.

Two had no normal anymore and I was offering him one. He’d taken small steps forward for days. This was a more like a giant leap.

If he needed a hint, a cue to see that naked is normal in my world, all he had to do was look at My Cop. He was on his knees, tapping buttons, watching video and real-time drone footage, rewinding, studying and essentially ignoring Two’s plight. He stood up occasionally to see a higher monitor on the panel, then returned to his knees to study the lower ones, all while showing his lovely body to me.

No one spoke when Two pulled his t-shirt off over his head and handed it to one of my girls. My inner voice said it for me.

Take off the rest.

The rest was only a pair of gym shorts. There was nothing but skin underneath.

Two turned to face the wall, an act of modesty so telling I had to work hard not to smile. If he’d thought about what came next, he’d know he couldn’t hide from me, not in my office where he’d be alone with me and My Cop when the laundry girl took his clothes away.

Take it off, my little voice urged him again.

For the first time ever, I overruled my little voice. Everyone I own trusts me and for these weeks, I owned Two. He said he trusted me. This was his moment to back it up with action.

“Do you want help?” I asked quietly.

Two’s shoulders sagged when he bobbed his head up and down. “Say it,” I said. When I ask a question, I get an answer, even from a man like him who was about to take a giant step back into the world.

He bent forward as if bowing, a habit I recognized when I spoke to Chan before the auction on Mike’s mountain. The men he wanted to sell that he showed me on video always did that bow to Chan. The bastards who imprisoned Two must have forced him to do it.

“Stand up straight,” I said evenly. I didn’t want him to undress out of fear of punishment. He had to do it because he wanted to.

Two took a deep breath, pulled his shoulders back and stuck his chest out. His arms dropped to his sides. Still facing the wall, he spoke from deep in his gut. Just three words. “Yes, Ms. Amity.”

My Cop turned, ready to protect me if Two had one of those episodes again. I raised my hand to tell him to stay where he was. His eyes never left Two but he stayed in place.

Two stepped backwards toward my chair. His humility, his reticence to let me see his nakedness when I pulled down his shorts enveloped him so tightly he couldn’t face me.

One step at a time, my voice reminded me.

He’d just taken three and even if they were backwards, they were all toward me.

He shuddered from his head to his toes when I slid my fingers in the waistband. I pulled them down to his hips and he trembled harder. I exposed his ass and he shivered, not from cold but from rising fear. I promised he’d be safe but he didn’t believe it. Not yet.

Two was scared. Admitting fear is a step he had to take before trust could replace it. I held his shorts with his asscheeks exposed and wrapped my fingers around him. Inch by inch, I worked them down his belly to his groin and I held them there until he started breathing again.

That’s when I felt it. Not just a penis, not merely a piece of flesh. A hard cock jumped up to greet my fingers.

When I let them fall around his ankles, he dropped to his knees, crept to my chair and laid his head in my lap.

My Cop turned back to his monitors while Two sobbed. I ran my fingers through his hair and held him for as long as it took. He wasn’t feeling that dread he knew from his captivity. He wasn’t frightened of what horrors they’d do to him. He wasn’t terrorized they’d beat him for not obeying their cruel orders.

I felt — I sensed — calm.

When I was sure that Two’s nightmare was behind him, I signaled My Cop who was still keeping an eye on Two.

“Look over here at my monitors,” he said. Two crawled to the array and knelt next to him. I still hadn’t seen that rock hard penis I felt. I would.

That when was in sight.


Chapter 20

The When

TWO WAS BUSY with My Cop who was showing him the security he installed all over my world. He sent an estate-wide message that we were testing new features and to ignore warnings for 30 minutes. Then he set off blinding strobes, ungodly loud alarms, electrified fence signals and ended the tour with live drone camera footage. Two was fascinated with all of it.

That security trip around my world had two benefits. It showed Two some very recent technology he’d never seen and bolstered his belief that he was safe here. I was impressed by how quickly he took to it. After My Cop showed him a sequence, he duplicated it on a different screen. Then they were off to the races.

I was bored even though it triggered my little voice to remind me that each step Two took toward his new normal was a harbinger of a decision I had to make, a big one that would determine his future. The when was getting closer. The where was still up in the air.

We were starting yet another week of firsts and the time for tiptoeing around Two was over. I rarely take on boys who aren’t slave material already; it’s just a matter of teaching them my rules. Most learn them during two weeks of Intake but Two was different. He had to reclaim the best of his past to even have a future. Throughout his career in the military, he was a leader with so much promise, they chose him to become a spymaster but they didn’t know — they couldn’t know — the other side of him. The one that didn’t just want the kind of pain I inflict; rather, the piece that needed it so badly, it led him to a series of ruinous decisions that landed him in a crate on a ship and unpacked into what became his living hell. The abuse he suffered wasn’t in the same universe as my world.

Pain must have a purpose and that purpose is always mine.

When Two was ready, he’d have a choice about the when of his future but the where was up to me. He wasn’t going anywhere until I was sure he was steady enough to remember how his need for the right kind of pain would fit into his new life. Given his particular range of talents that could serve the right woman exceptionally well, my options for the place I’d send him were limited. There aren’t many of my friends who were right for him. Then I heard my inner voice’s suggestion. There was an empty cell in the attic that he could live in until I found the best  — the right — who.

When My Cop’s security tour was done, he secluded himself with his computers in the small room off my suite. I sent Two to the attic, this time without a chaperone although I had Tyler follow at a discreet distance behind him. I had plans to make.

I didn’t check with My Cop or Quinn when I set the next day’s schedule. After the zoo animals were unpacked, I was taking Two with me to the place he gave himself to me. It seemed like ages ago to me. I couldn’t imagine what he’d feel when I put him there.

I’d tell My Cop later that evening after dinner. He was going to be my dessert, the best time to tell him what he doesn’t want to hear. Quinn, Gage and especially Tyler would object with their typical safety concerns but they were easy to ignore. I planned to tell only one other exclusive because I couldn’t hide it from Zayn anyway when he showed up to do his afternoon thing and absorb my stress in his Tantric way.

If everything went according to my plan, Dr. Chris would be on his way back to the VA in the morning. Kiran was going with him to help some veterans like Zayn does there, arrangements I’d have My Cop handle after I fed him dessert. Once I put him in that state, he wouldn’t quarrel. He wouldn’t have the strength.

Everything was coming together but it hinged on one thing, a thing that was definitely not just a thing. It all depended on what happened in the punishment building that afternoon.

When Jenna crept through the half door, Two followed her and crawled across the room, ending on his knees at my feet. He stared at her huge body that was getting bigger the more I made her eat. If I was going to pay for new breasts, I wanted to see fat layers jiggle when she ran from task to task. Two saw her wait to be recognized and followed her example.

Pictures are worth a thousand words. Real life is an encyclopedia.

When I nodded, she said, “Dinner is ready.”

I had the girls set the larger dining room a little more formally. Fresh flowers from the garden decorated the long table and this time, everyone had a fork, spoon and knife. Dr. Chris eyeballed the utensils and barely held back his concern. My girls had instructions to count the knives each time they served the next course.

The menu was slightly more complicated than our previous meals. Salads from the garden, a choice of two main courses and a more creative dessert. The chef was giddy when he read the menu on his tablet and replied with a smiling emoji.

I summoned my boys and when I walked into the dining room with My Cop and Two behind me, I was greeted with the tastiest bodies filling the chairs. Not one pastel button-down shirt, no khakis and certainly no shoes. My normal was theirs and they looked delighted to shed their shirts and pants.

My Cop took his seat at the far end of the table, leaving Two in the archway. Two held my chair before taking the one to my right. Dr. Chris watched open-mouthed, gripping his water glass with both hands.

“Tell the girl how you want your steak,” I said. “Like his,” Gage said to the girl stationed behind him and pointed to My Cop who always gets his medium rare. Juke and Zayn opted for medium. Even though it was Tyler’s first dinner with Two, he didn’t hesitate when he asked for “a decent amount of pink.”

Kiran was the only one who asked for his to be well done. Quinn unsurprisingly wanted his rare. That left Dr. Chris who appeared so baffled by the naked girls taking orders, the naked men talking like nothing was out of the ordinary, the knives on the table and especially Two’s response about his steak.

“Medium rare, please.”

The kitchen girl behind Dr. Chris waited patiently for his answer. I had to nudge him with my boot on his ankle to reply. “Um, medium rare sounds fine.”

When the girls left to put in their orders, everyone’s attention shifted to Dr. Chris who was unbuttoning his shirt. He dropped it on the floor; his pants landed on top of it. “Thought I’d follow the dress code,” he said and bowed his head slightly when my boys—and Two—laughed.

The salad course went smoothly. The chef didn’t have to ask Two what dressing he wanted. When the cart reached his place, Two said, “Ranch,” before the chef asked. I noticed he didn’t say please. Rank has its privileges. When you wear two stars on your shoulders, you don’t usually say please to underlings, especially one wearing only a short, frilly, pink apron.

“Plans for tomorrow are slightly different,” I said and quickly had everyone’s attention. “Tyler will accompany Dr. Chris back to his office. His orders have changed.”

Heads turned to My Cop’s end of the table. If his orders changed, they knew who changed them. He said, “Ms. Amity is grateful for Dr. Chris’s hard work. I’ll get him again if he’s needed.”

“Kiran is going with Dr. Chris,” I said to their surprise. “Dr. Chris requested his help. He said Kiran means “ray of light.” It’s more than apt. There are veterans there who need what Kiran can do.”

All eyes flipped back to me, except Two’s. He was staring at the knife in his hand. So was Dr. Chris.

“Crispiest cuke I’ve ever had,” Two said. Dr. Chris tried — and failed — to hide his surprise.

“The new facility is being stocked in the morning. Quinn is in charge. Gage, have #42 and Mason there an hour before I have them sent there.” I deliberately didn’t say zoo or call the new merchandise animals. That could wait till morning.

“I’ll be there bright and early,” Quinn promised.

Gage smirked and said, “He’ll probably be there all night.”

Two used his best two-star voice to say, “That’s the Gunny’s job.”

“Damned straight,” My Cop added.

We hadn’t even been served the main course and I heard what sounded like actual conversation around the table. I let it go on until the girls came in, each carrying a plate with steak and fresh garden vegetables. That’s when I moved things where I wanted them to go.

It was a perfect example of things not being just things.

“After lunch, after your workout with Quinn,” I said, pointing to Two, “I’m taking you—only you—for the rest of the day.”

They knew who and they knew when. Where, what and why belonged to me. I picked up my water glass because I knew what was coming. And it did.

Tyler went first. “Ms. Amity, this is on-site and that’s my job,” he said with an air of finality that would be short lived. As soon as…

“No,” was all My Cop said. Just one word nixed Tyler’s idea.

Quinn said, “I’ll be there anyway. For the workout. I’ll go with you.” Gage jumped right in. “It’s time to recheck  the suspension. I can do that on your schedule and be there.”

My Cop said it again. “No.”

Dr. Chris grinned at the back-and-forth but couldn’t hide his smile each time My Cop said no. Dr. Chris was beginning to understand who and what My Cop was. It only took him a few weeks.

Zayn grabbed Juke’s arm when he was about to tell me why he should accompany me wherever I was taking Two and said, “We’ll be right outside.”

There was a brief silence until we all heard it loud and clear. “No,” My Cop said louder.

He stared at me but all he saw was my smile. “I’ll change your mind after dinner,” I said.

He didn’t say no that time. I didn’t leave him anything to say at all.


Chapter 21

The Animals

TURNING MY COP’S series of “no” monosyllables at dinner into a “yes” took most of the night. I kept him on his edge for hours before I let him fetch my red-handled whip. He wasn’t physically exhausted. He was deep in that fiery rage I can’t get enough of. That’s what he turns into when I make him take me close but not finish. One failure isn’t just difficult for him; it’s the fuel that drives him. I stopped counting how many times he’s thrown himself into taking me beyond the stratosphere, only to be stopped in the lower atmosphere.

I dared him to succeed but each time I was close, I scuttled his mission. He worked harder than he’d ever had to before. When I pushed him away again and laughed, he groused until he was out of breath.

He’s My Cop; he never fails and this was the second night he tasted that special kind of defeat. I plunged him in one failure after another but he refused to drown. When he was as close to slave fury as he’d ever been, I put him on his knees in the middle of the room.

His mouth was open and he was dribbling, begging me to take a step closer to him. Not a chance. I said, “Fetch it.” That was a reminder not to assume what I will do. I made him groan. Loud and long.

I put him over the bar and threw the whip inches above him. He was bouncing so hard, I could feel his need across the room.

Two failed nights earned him what I was going to do.

I left him nothing except that thing that makes him who he is. The thing I held in my hands before I ever used that drop of gel. The thing that was much more than the powerful thing that exploded in that sensory deprivation tank.

The thing that day and every day since is the reality of what he said when I let him out of the tank. “I didn’t know. I know now.”

I’d always known. That’s something that can never and will never be just a thing. It’s everything.

When his ass was decorated with welts, I covered him with the down comforter in bed. He didn’t object. He didn’t have the strength.

“I’m taking Two and my whip tomorrow. Don’t even think about saying no.”

He raised an arm and flopped it around my waist with the last ounce of his strength and murmured the right three words. 

“Yes, Ms. Amity.”

-=o=-

No one needed an alarm in the morning. According to the drone footage, Quinn was at the zoo before dawn and brought #42 with him. Gage had a light attached to his tablet and was drawing arrows on the screen in the dark. Mason emerged from the cabin that I put him in for the build so when Tyler drove Two and me to the zoo, they were ready for my visit.

“Looks like a damned cadet lineup,” Two said with a grin. Except for the fact they were naked wearing cock cages, I agreed.

Gage glanced at his tablet when it binged. “They’re on their way,” he said. Quinn pointed across the field toward the Intake building and said, “Here they come.”

Two stood up to get a better look at who “they” were. The sight of a herd of men outfitted as animals running through the grass wasn’t what he expected but it was exactly how I told the Intake girls to send them. Pads covered their paws, rolls of pig fat bounced, the peacocks tails weren’t fanned out but the eyespots were easy to see. The monkey’s ooh ooh ah ahs filled the air. The bears were hilarious. Huge, dark brown and hairy, they plodded behind the others. The walruses lumbered to keep up but I didn’t buy them for their speed. They were last.

As they neared the zoo entrance, Two remarked with a grin, “I’ve damned sure never seen anything like this before.”

“You won’t see it again,” Quinn said.

Trained men, even animals, know how to greet their owner. The bears dropped to their knees, the peacocks bowed, the walruses and the pigs’ snouts were in the dirt and the monkey squatted with his chin on his hairy chest. I took Two’s arm and walked him in a circle around the lot of them.

He didn’t just look at them. He inspected them like the two-star he once was.

The when of Two’s future was getting closer every day. I’d know the where he belonged by the time the sun set.

He didn’t pull back when I took his forearms and laid his hands on my shoulders. That left one task. “Quinn, stock the zoo.”

Two stared when Quinn grabbed the bears by the penises that stuck out of their furry groins and led them to their dens. It would be the last time they stood only on their hind legs unless they were hunched up, growling for my clients’ entertainment. The walruses dived into the heated water feature at Quinn’s command and frolicked in the warm waves. Quinn told the peacocks to show off their tails to their owner and pointed out the iridescent eyespots my role players decorated for them. When he locked the peacocks in cages and put the rest in their new homes, I watched Two’s reaction when the cage doors clanged shut.

There wasn’t one. He was drinking it all in like a parched wanderer lost in the desert who heard a babbling spring just over the next sand dune.

The monkey was swinging from branches when Quinn came for the pigs.

“Don’t stand too close,” Quinn warned.

They trotted to the mud pits and landed with two huge plops that sent muck in every direction. They rolled in the glop with only their snout covers above the slop. Once I had a video clip online, I knew three clients who’d make immediate appointments.

“It’s all excellent,” I said. “Start moving the ones I bought at the Only the Best auction to their new habitats this afternoon.”

While we watched the animals play in their new surroundings, I saw Quinn’s brain at work planning that move. The sun was close to overhead. Quinn sent for five stable boys he’d trained to keep an eye on the zoo and monitor the new beasts I bought. When they were in place, he walked over to Two and me.

“Let’s go,” he said to Two. “See if you can keep up with me.”

Before he ran Two across the field to the training building, I held Quinn’s face in my hands. “You’ll have a long list tomorrow morning of what you did so well today.”

“Can’t wait for the alarm,” he whispered.

“There’s one more thing I want you to do. Make him better.” I looked at his eyes for any doubt he could do it. There was none.

“Better than he thinks he can be,” Quinn said. “You get the best.”

Of course I do. But so did the place I was thinking of that would be Two’s new where.

-=o=-

Before I sent the bear Catilin warned me about to Intake with the others days ago, he’d been separated from the rest in the transport garage. He growled when the other animals went one way and he was dragged by his fur into a small room off the Intake building. Quinn tossed the bear into the cell and locked the door. It clanged metal against metal.

I’d outfitted that tiny space when I bought the ex-politician who ruined my best friend’s life by outing her when he was desperate to evade corruption charges. I bought him in Sweden without even negotiating the price. He knew what was in store for him after what I did to him with a whip before I let Rick put him on a truck to the airport to fly as steerage across the ocean.

He lived in that cell for more than a year before I sold him to Chan’s mysterious household. If you can call what I had him do here — muck and toilet collection — living.

The odd thing was how I felt when he was loaded on the truck and shipped overseas. Nothing. Just welcome peace.

It was the bear’s turn behind those same bars. I watched on my monitor, sipping tea and munching muffins, while Quinn went to work. I appreciated his urgency; there was a plush couch waiting for him in my foyer that night.

“You will give Ms. Amity what she wants in five minutes. Save yourself from how I will convince you—and I will. Tell her now.”

Even all that facial hair couldn’t hide the sneer that was wasted on Quinn. He tapped a button, the bear shrieked and started what I call dancing. He hopped on one foot after the other, trying to avoid the shocks the floor generated. That dance reminded me of the ex-politician’s misery when I set the floor to random. He tried to slither up the bars, desperate to climb high enough to get his feet off the floor. It rarely works and it would never happen for a fat boy like him. That bear wasn’t agile enough even to try to climb.

“Ready?” Quinn asked.

The bear didn’t sneer or smirk. He was too busy screeching and dancing to see the long-handled prod in Quinn’s hand. His aim was true in spite of the bear’s furry crotch. Three jabs, I assumed one per ball and penis, and the bear was slipping into slave insanity. It’s the right place for the most difficult ones. There’s only one way back and that night, it was literally in Quinn’s hands. He tapped the green button to stop the jolts. The bear collapsed on the cell floor and howled.

Then Quinn started it again, this time adding video that played on all the monitors in the small room. With sound. My web boy did a fine job splicing together bits and pieces of my friends mocking one boy or another from our past calls. The bear was surrounded by 360-degrees of women mocking and degrading him. They hit every part. After several minutes of my 3Ds—degrading, deriding and debasing—he landed on the floor with a big plop. Then he learned he couldn’t sit there and take the constant debasement, especially with the floor randomly zapping his backside.

He yelled out the password while begging Quinn to make it stop.

I looked at the clock in the small anteroom. Quinn predicted he’d have it in five minutes. It took three.

Before Quinn ran across the field to the main house, he set the floor to jolt every 20 minutes. When the bear dropped into a fitful sleep, he was nudged by one jolt and thought more were coming, but like all men who assume what I will do, they’re wrong.

So are bears.

Caitlin came through for me again. Every man I buy signs that contract. The bear did that night.

Quinn snuggled on the couch under a plush down comforter. My Cop warned him not to snore. Quinn slept like a baby.


Chapter 22

The Pain. The Purpose.

TWO HOURS AFTER the zoo was stocked, Quinn delivered Two to the punishment building where I was waiting. Both men dripped sweat from their workout and were panting from the long run across the fields. I sent Quinn to oversee the stable’s second feeding and afternoon fitness. What I planned for Two was between him and me.

What happened that afternoon would settle Two’s who, when and where for the rest of his new life.

The main room in that building was designed with no windows or clocks on purpose. Time doesn’t matter when I punish misbehaving property. Only results count, no matter how long it takes to get the outcome I want.

Two stood up straight, hands clasped behind his back, eyes trained on me. He was literally in the same place he gave himself to me years ago after a long struggle, most of which was inside Two.

“Close your eyes,” I said. “Tell me what you feel.” 

What he could see with his eyes open would only confuse him. I wanted him to feel, to sense where he was because it would make it harder for him to admit he said those words to me, “You own me,” for the first time right here. I saw a glimmer of recognition after he closed his eyes. Many of the things in that building are simply things. He was going to tell me things that stuck with him and may have saved his life.

“I was here,” he said. He was squinting even with his eyes closed, trying to touch the memory of when that was. Some men would measure that stretch in years. Two’s yardstick was lifetimes.

“Someone else was here. Someone… he was…” He took a sharp breath and trembled when he realized who that was. “It was… the one you call…” He was shaking so hard, I laid my fingers on his chest to let him know I was there and I would keep him safe.

He finally got it out. “The one you call Gage. He was here when I was. Oh god, he knows…”

What Two couldn’t say was that Gage knew the chance Two threw away, the opportunity to live the kind of life that saved and fulfilled Gage. Two’s irresponsible choices and reckless behavior caused what happened to him. The horrors were one thing; Gage knowing the depth of Two’s defilement was worse.

That realization was definitely not just a thing. It was the profound disgrace Two was mired in. Worse, Gage knew it. Dishonor was never in Two’s vocabulary until it became the life that haunted him for years. Enmeshed in absolute dishonor every day and night was why Two wanted to kill himself and when he couldn’t find a way to do it, he made the only other choice he had, to have his captors do it for him.

What changed his mind at the last moment was something that happened in this room, almost exactly on the spot he was now. The night he gave himself to me, to my ownership, was what saved him when they tired of his obstinance and threw him into the pig slop to be eaten by animals. They didn’t care if he died first.

It was only three words but back then it took two days and my whip to unlock him so he could say it freely from his true heart. I hear men’s words all day long. I can tell which come from their guts. Those are the only men I keep. My bar is high; most men can’t hope to reach it.

Two did that night after an onerous struggle.

When I use my whip, I have a purpose. Two was a pain slut back then, hungry for it, searching for it, unable to admit that need to himself. He didn’t have to say it out loud. He couldn’t; he didn’t have the words. I took him past the place where words were needed.

His body spoke for him then and it would again today, however long it took. The pain he sought would be given with my purpose.

The shriveled piece of flesh sank back into his groin. That told me how deeply wracked with guilt and shame he was. Unless he released that and touched who and what he was in his heart and remembered the heritage that flowed through his veins, he’d be sentenced to live in that dishonor for the rest of his life. That was unacceptable.

No more baby steps, no more going slowly. I bought him to rescue him and that’s what I was going to do that afternoon. And night. Whatever it took because I keep my promises.

“It’s in your blood,” I said. “It’s who you came from. They had warriors hearts. And so did you. Once.”

He stood straighter, pulled his shoulders back and shouted, “I AM NOT WORTHY!” His voice softened when he said, “Not anymore. I threw it away.”

He was right about one thing. He wasn’t worth much right now but he would be, one way or another, when I was done with him. By morning, I’d know the when, the time he was healed enough to live his life at least in peace. But I had another who and where in mind that would give him more than simple peace. He hadn’t felt joy in years. He deserved it but he’d have to work fiercely to get it.

I knew where he’d find it. I’d make that call tomorrow or the next day or however long it took for him to get through what lay ahead. My purpose was clear. I’d do whatever it took to make him see and feel joy again.

Dishonor wasn’t in his mindset, not the Two I knew back then. Failing to rescue him wasn’t in mine.

I studied his posture, saw his hands ball into fists, felt the heat radiating from his skin and asked the question that would establish his future.

“Do you want your honor back?”

He got down on one knee and tilted his head toward the floor. His chest heaved with each tortured breath. His shoulders shook uncontrollably until he finally managed to get the words that came from his gut into his mouth.

“More than anything. I can’t… live like this. I don’t want to live…”

I wasn’t having that kind of talk, not now, not after I bought him, not after he’d taken all those painful steps, not after everything he — all of us — had been through. Two was absolutely lost but I found him and he was mine. He had to decide to live before he could regain any of the honor that drove him throughout his life until that awful night that started his downfall.

If everything went according to my plan, he’d march toward the rest of his life with his head high. But first he had to rediscover what was deep inside him — literally in his blood. Two had to remember why I brought him here three years ago and why he was on his knees at my feet that day.

“Are you man enough for me?” I asked. “Can you take what I will do to you?”

That challenge landed in his brain but deeper in his heart. He stood up, faced me and said, “I will. Or I will die trying.”

No more baby steps. When we were done, he’d march out of this building and every step he took would be in tempo with his warrior’s drummer.

When I saw him on two steady feet, I’d know the who and the where. I just decided on the when.

-=o=-

Gage did a good job setting up the room for what I made clear was between Two and me. My Cop was on edge inside and out and I didn’t want his passionate rage interfering with my plans. He gets disconcerted when I make him feel like he’s failed, only this time, he’d suffered three failures in a row. No one can make me feel like he does but I needed him to stop thinking — stop worrying — for the next several hours. Or overnight. Or however long it took.

I didn’t strap Two on a bench or to one of crosses bolted to the wall. I wanted him free to move, to choose if he would move closer or back off out of fear. It wasn’t just a test of his resolve; rather, it was the first step on that ladder he had to climb to rediscover the legacy that coursed in his bloodline.

It was as simple as what he did years ago when I originally met him on my monitor. Back then, his cock was hard for the entire call, even when I had him slap it repeatedly, harder and harder so I could hear him groan on my speakers, making him switch hands for each blow. Between grimaces and grunts, he begged for more.

He was obeying my icon. I never turned on my camera. Today he buckled the blindfold around his own eyes. I tapped a cane between his thighs and he spread his legs. He could feel me close to him but I hadn’t touched him yet. When I buy men, I look for responsive ones, penises that at least jiggle when I approach because reactive penises are easier to train.

The one I was looking at was hardly dancing a two-step. Retracted into his scrotum, it was barely visible, the opposite of what I saw the first time I met him. That was easy to fix.

“Wrists behind your back,” I said evenly. Like most military types he obeyed, straightened his shoulders and stared sightlessly at nothing from behind the blindfold. It wasn’t about what he could see. It was wholly about what he felt.

The cane met his balls once, twice, then faster from all angles. I didn’t give him time to react before the next swat. Men like Two don’t waltz into pain. They sprint. If he could react to something this simple, the who, where and when were much closer to becoming his new reality.

It was all up to Two; actually, to his penis.

I still hadn’t touched him. Pain lovers are like that. I save that until they’re teetering on the ledge between sanity and slave frenzy. Then I push them and they fall right into my hands. Two was barely a few feet up the path to that rocky ridge.

The harder I whacked him, the louder he grunted but he was still standing up straight. So was his penis.

For the rest of the afternoon and into the night, I upped the pain until he was enmeshed in a cocoon of agony that would have dropped most men to the floor. That’s when I felt it.

Two stopped thinking. His brain unlocked and he knew only two things that weren’t things at all. He hungered for more. And he felt safe.

I still hadn’t touched him. Two wasn’t in that space because of any attraction to me. When you own natural pain sluts, you get used to that — it’s the pain, not the person giving it. It’s a benefit when you rent them. It doesn’t matter to naturals who the client is; it’s not about them. It centers on internal intensity. Naturals covet it. More is never enough.

Memories — imperfect ones — from when I first used him and later when I rented him to clients, were what precipitated his descent into that horror. The promise he made to me is what kept him alive. Two confused random pain with mine, pain with a purpose. In his muddled conflation of those two poles, he didn’t walk into it. He fell into hell. Head first.

When we left that building, he’d never make that mistake again. If the where I had in mind was the right place for him, he’d never make the wrong choice again. He wouldn’t want to because he’d know the difference.

The path he slogged up that ladder took hours. He crawled around the perimeter of the room with clips on his testicles, driven forward by my short whip’s rhythmic reminders on the back of his thighs, but when he reached the last leg of that journey, I switched to the soles of his feet.

I watched him crawl and listened to him cry out for as long as it took. When I looked between his creeping legs, he wasn’t just stiff. Long strings dribbled to the floor.

When I forced him to tell me the night I bought him at the auction the full story of how they tortured him, one thing stood out. His ass. What they forced into it. Hot plugs. Freezing dildos. He couldn’t name all the things they shoved into him but he did remember how they laughed when he screamed. That was another hurdle he had to overcome. That when was right now.

My benches are custom made. They tilt in all directions and the straps make sure my boys can’t hurt themselves when they twist and thrash. I put Two on one of those benches on his knees, legs spread, ass up with his unseeing eyes staring blindly straight ahead.

One injection of lube is usually enough. Not this time, not after what the bastards did to him. I used three, infusing so much that clear gel oozed out and down his legs. He whimpered when I teased the tip of the first plug between his cheeks. I knew that sound. It’s a combination of trepidation and bursting desire.

There’s a fine line between them. I drove Two way over that line.

I used a simple plug first, then a longer, wider one before inserting a programmable one my developers built. The advantage is I can put them in and not have to spend time adjusting what they do. There are settings for telescoping, pulsing and the new programming that spews oils or my gels. Most of my 40s, the pain boys, plead for the near-maximum setting. After I use it, they beg for one of Emma’s ice-cold enemas. It’s an efficient way to train pain boys for clients and empty their colons at the same time. The house manager assigns girls to sanitize the punishment building based on their cleaning scores. The lowest ones go first.

Two, or rather his ass, was about to feel what that plug could do.

I expected him to be loud and he went way beyond that. Two started shrieking even before I turned it on. I set it to telescope so he felt it drive deeper into him, retract, then go deeper again. After a few minutes, it got wider while driving even deeper. When his noises quieted, I pressed the first button. Mint oil spewed into him.

He squealed like a wild boar caught in a trap; his body overtook any shred of logic he had left. He humped furiously but the straps kept him locked tight.

I still hadn’t touched him but I had the purest, natural pain slut attached to a bench in my punishment building who was well past frenzy and fully enmeshed in the height of pure slave fury.

He was begging feverishly for more.


Chapter 23

The Touch

THE CRIMINALS WHO hung him for hours blindfolded alongside the others they kidnapped tortured them indiscriminately with whips just to hear them scream. I didn’t want to hear him scream more than he had already but I did listen to what was underneath the noises erupting from deep in his soul. There’s a wide chasm between senseless, malevolent beating and my kind of pain. Mine has a purpose.

Two knew that difference once. Now he had to work to remember it again.

Still blindfolded, he locked the cuffs and the belt harness around his wrists and belly, an indulgence his captors didn’t afford him. He heard the motor whirr and felt the lift. He didn’t need to be high off the floor for what I was going to do and it wasn’t height he feared. It was what they did to him when they hung him that terrorized him so much, the only choice he had to end the pain was to commit suicide. When he couldn’t even do that, he set out to make them do it for him.

I don’t whip men pointlessly like those bastards did. I always have a reason.

Two’s legs and feet felt my short whip hours ago. His nipples and testicles tasted the clips’ bite. He’d crawled around the room, urged forward by my carefully placed swats.

Hanging by his wrists with his weight offset by the belt, Two was dangling in his worst memory and biggest fear. He wailed louder every inch I raised him, cried out in dread and shuddered so powerfully, he couldn’t control his full-body spasms. At the height of his panic, he peed down his legs and cried a torrent of tears of shame.

I still hadn’t touched him. Then I did.

I rubbed up and down his belly, then side to side with my palm. I worked my fingers around his left side and ran my nails down one asscheek, then the other. His whimpering slowed and I waited until he was panting less frantically. The shuddering eased and he stopped kicking his soiled legs.

The afternoon turned into night outside the punishment building. Inside, shrieks and screams bounced off the walls. Words were useless. When I saw him swaying straight down ready to take whatever I was going to do to him, I knew where he was.

He was on the ledge, teetering between what he was starving to feel and the insanity looming on the other side that dropped into the bottomless pit he’d never have to crawl out of again. Two said he’d die trying to take what I insisted he give me to regain his honor. From what I’d seen so far, he couldn’t even imagine what those demands would be.

He was the rare man who didn’t assume what I would do next. The ones who try are always wrong. Two was a sponge, absorbing what I put him through, one agonizing experience after another. He knew in his heart that I had a purpose, even if he couldn’t imagine what it was.

I felt it. He was reaching deep inside trying to grab what he was in his past and his blood, the unconquered Seminole warrior. This wasn’t just any battle. It was his last chance and he was willing to fight to his death to reclaim his honor. Only then could he call himself unconquered again.

I made him fight that battle to remember that he trusted me but I wasn’t going to make it easy for him. I took off his blindfold. I wanted him to see me — he had to see me — and what I was holding.

The red handle felt perfect in my left hand.

His body remembered the last time it felt that whip, the day I brought him here. The day he gave himself to me. The day I took him.

The day he found out I never miss.

Two’s chin was on his chest, probably the way he showed subservience to his kidnappers. But not to me, not today, not when the who I had in mind for him wasn’t going to be me. I wanted him to be the warrior again, the one who’d never been vanquished. Nothing less was worthy of that whip. I use it only for special occasions and he had to prove to me and to himself that he was special; special enough for the who I intended to give him to as a gift.

“Who are you?” I said loudly.

He wasn’t expecting that. Back then, I asked him what he was and he gave the right answer. “You own me.”

That’s not what I wanted to hear. It was too soon. He couldn’t give himself to me until he was everything I had to have. Before I’d take him again, he had to lift his chin and tell me who he was and make me believe him. It was harder than leading troops into battle; much harder than the dangers he faced as a spymaster. I set the bar at a superhuman height that he had to climb by himself before I would let him say those three words again.

“WHO ARE YOU?” I insisted, dropping my hand holding my whip to my side. If he truly wanted it, he would have to earn it.

That’s when it happened. He lifted his head, looked straight at my eyes and declared, “I am Seminole warrior.”

“Who are you?” I asked again.

With his head higher and his voice even clearer, he said, “A proud Seminole warrior!”

That’s who he once was and that’s what he would be when I was done.

I didn’t need a practice swing. That red-handled single-tail is part of me. The first landed fully across his ass and left a bright red stripe. I listened to him wail and heard full-throated honesty. The second and third crossed the first, each earning its own cry. That’s when I stopped counting and listened with my eyes and watched with my ears, the way the old man showed Zayn and he showed me.

Time didn’t matter. His skin was welted from his shoulders to his ankles. I was careful to avoid the scars they left on him. Those were permanent; the ones I drew would fade over time. But what wouldn’t fade was what he’d transformed himself into with reminders from what was in my left hand. The red-handled whip saved him once and it would save him again if his heart was true.

An hour or so later, I was looking at an authentic warrior back from the almost dead. Unconquered and proud.

He was ready to let go and fall, ready to be pushed off that ledge, knowing he would land safely in my arms.

I walked around him twice but he never looked down at me. His eyes were fixed straight ahead but he saw nothing. He was in that building, suspended and vulnerable, absolutely sure he was safe.

The ladder I was making him climb had one more rung.

I wrapped my hands around his stiff shaft. Each time I stroked, he bellowed like a bull. He didn’t want to finish. His hunger wasn’t to come. He couldn’t get enough of the agony I delivered because he knew where it came from.

His senses were on fire, burning with who he was.

The night I bought him, he was a defeated former warrior who said, “There was nothing left for me… I wanted to die.” That man was gone. The true warrior was hanging proudly with his head high.

My single-tail kissed his stiff cock once. Then twice. I stopped counting when his shrieks coagulated into a single, unending scream.

After all that horror, he finally sang his song to me again.

The motor whirred, lowering him on legs that tried to hold him but failed. He crumbled onto the floor and I held him, rubbed his hot skin and ran my fingers through his silver-streaked hair.

“Thank you,” he mouthed. Words were superfluous. I was holding a reborn Seminole warrior in my arms.

-=o=-

We stayed on the floor with my arms wrapped around him and his face pressed to my chest. I had no idea what time it was and didn’t care. The stable would have been fed, done their fitness work and been put to bed. My Cop was likely glued to his monitors, searching to see when the door to the punishment building opened. Everything would be fine because what happened inside this building was what my world needed.

My inner voice agreed. Amityworld’s Carya, her balance, was calm because I stopped battling my Kriya, the part only I could do, and did it. I swung my whip standing atop the shoulders of Dr. Chris and Kiran, Zayn, My Cop, Gage and Quinn.

Two finally struggled to his feet and insisted he could walk with me to the main house. We strolled slowly under the stars, drinking in the grass, trees and the intoxicating aroma of blueberries in the garden. The outdoor lights lit up as we got close. It wasn’t just lights that greeted us.

The kitchen door swung open and My Cop was the first to emerge, followed by Gage, Quinn and Juke. Zayn was last. They looked, they saw and were properly silent. Words would have been just things and what Two and I accomplished was hardly just a thing.

Two was my artboard with red welts from his shoulders to the soles of his feet. That wasn’t what they were looking at. It was his face.

Two was smiling ear to ear. So was I.

“Hungry?” Juke, who’s always ready for his next meal, asked.

“Starving,” Two said.

My Cop nodded and said, “So am I.”

Neither of them meant food.


When. Who. Where.


Chapter 24

The Path

LATE THAT NIGHT or early the next morning, I wasn’t sure what time it actually was, I took My Cop to my suite after sending the boys and Two to their attic cells. He took my hands, knelt at my feet and looked up at me.

“Are you all right?” So much concern poured out of him, if I had let him, he’d have run his hands all over me searching for wounds.

“I’m fine. It was long and hard, but it was more satisfying than I’ve felt in a while.” That comment wasn’t lost on him. I’d deprived him of making me soar into the stars for days. I let him get me close, then pushed him away. He took each time as his personal failure.

I had a reason for keeping him in that state. It wasn’t only to build up the tension roiling inside him. It was about me and my power. I needed all of it, what Zayn called my Kriya, for what I had to do — what I did — in the punishment building. It wasn’t a case of maybe it would work or maybe it wouldn’t, not for me and definitely not for Two. Reclaiming who he’d been and forcing him to work that hard to make him touch it and let it fill him again required every bit of my concentration. Each time I threw my whip, it had to land exactly where I aimed to make him know it had a purpose. My purpose.

Finding those spots took all afternoon and well into that night.

What I did to My Cop the past nights tapped into my hidden reserves. If I had told him my plan, the outcome wouldn’t have been the same. I couldn’t take chances when that much — the rest of Two’s life — was at stake. It’s wholly different from whipping petals off a flower sticking out of Big Mike’s penis. That’s a thing. It’s fun but it’s not even close to the same thing.

My Cop’s problem that night was I needed more of my power, the force that drives me, when the sun rose over the tree line. I had two calls to make, calls that would set Two’s future.

The when was closing in. I’d know the where after those calls. The who depended on how those calls played out.

My Cop was going to—unwittingly—be a much more effective trigger than an extra shot in my morning latte. I needed even more out of him and if he got any sleep, it would be sporadic. How he felt in the morning wasn’t nearly as important as how I did. The stakes were too high.

He was desperate to take me above the stars. That made him more vulnerable to what I was going to do to keep him from doing that. I’d deal with his tension later with the well-tested ways I use to reduce his stress. One has a red handle. The other involves my fingers and his cage. It always ends with the song he sings only to me.

I asked him the same question I posed to Two earlier but for an entirely different reason.

“Are you man enough for me?”

When I asked Two that question in the punishment building, it forced him to search his soul to see if he was determined enough to seize what the rest of his life could be. When I asked My Cop, it was to push what he is to me to the limit. I never asked Two what he was because his promise that I owned him saved him already. I needed Two to tell me who he was but that giant step was only part of how I was going to fill my promise to rescue him.

I will own My Cop forever. When I asked him that question before dawn, he’d have the answer because no matter what I put him through, he’s My Cop.

He knelt even straighter and raised his head. I hadn’t challenged him that way before, an accusation that landed straight in his gut. I dared him to try to finish what I wasn’t going to let him do, not that night. I know My Cop. I didn’t have to hear him say he’d die trying. It’s always there.

The lavender negligee’s slit started at the floor and didn’t end. He wrapped the gown around himself, nestled his face between my legs, rubbed his two-day-old beard where I love it the most, then used every part of his face in the way that makes me moan.

All he heard was silence.

He worked harder and deeper and heard only quiet. He grabbed my hips and pulled me closer, lapped and chewed, but it only served to drive him deeper into that fury that has sent me on loud trips to the stars. He was giving me all he was but I wasn’t taking it. Each time he failed compounded the pressure he put on himself to be the only man who can take me there.

Some men would give up. Not My Cop.

He worked his way up slowly, tasting every part until he reached my breasts. He know what to do there — he does it very well — but he was an unwitting player in a game where I kept changing the rules. His beard felt wonderful against my chest but I forced myself not to give him so much as a groan. He was giving me what I needed. I felt my power surge from my toes and rush throughout me.

I was close to where I had to be before I made those calls. He was the gyrating, unstoppable spark igniting the flame inside me. That night was one of the rare times I didn’t tell him everything because he didn’t know what I just realized.

I was the thing that Zayn told me was missing. My Cop was the fount of my Kriya, what I had to do by myself.

I refused to moan. He snorted like a charging animal and he never slowed. Until I stopped him.

Defeat was so foreign to him, he backed away in shock. I watched him crawl across the floor, open the case and retrieve a whip. When he put it in my hand, he knew he hadn’t earned what I feed him. That’s why he brought the one with the black handle. He didn’t believe he deserved the red one.

He was wrong. My Cop just set the course for the who and where of Two’s future. The when was in a few hours. The who and where would come from the power I felt pouring through every part of me.

After those calls, after it was settled, My Cop’s what, where and who were obvious.

My red-handled whip. Right here. With me.

-=o=-

I sent Jenna to the attic to tell my exclusives that the day’s schedule had changed. I wasn’t having coffee on the terrace; Gage would work with Quinn on the zoo’s finishing touches; Zayn was to mentor Juke before I took them , Dr. Chris and the healer to the VA; and Two was to be report to Medical so Emma could tend to any after-effects from his time at the end of my whip.

I kept My Cop with me. I needed the tornado churning inside him, the energy and drive that was building to atone for what he believed were his failures to satisfy me. His take-no-prisoners determination would keep me at the top of my power. The thing he gives me is the opposite of just a thing. It’s a source of who I am.

Tyler was waiting at his workstation after My Cop bathed and dressed me. He raised an eyebrow at my new leathers and another at My Cop on my right on all fours, crawling in step with me instead of walking on my right side where he belongs.

It was another first in weeks that were filled with them.

“Get the first call on my monitor,” I told Tyler and shut the door behind me. It connected with My Cop’s ass.

The call was waiting when I got to my desk.

“It’s been a while,” I said and turned on my camera.

“I was surprised to hear from your… assistant,” she said. “And a little excited. After all, your advice that I contact our mutual… friend changed my life.”

It certainly did. The part that changed was clearly visible in the video background. One naked male body was on his hands and knees, waiting to be told what to do. The other’s plugged ass sticking up between her legs was the only part I could see. The rest was under her desk.

Years ago, Debbie was one of the first women I thought had the makings of an authentic Domme. We didn’t have an active network back then or the kind of lifestyles we have now. After an evening of chatting over tea, I told her of a place she could send her husband to be trained to become what she told me she always wanted but didn’t know how to get. It was run by a woman who was adamant about two things. The first was that men were meant to be perfect sex slaves. The second was that her privacy was the only thing more important than the first.

That thing she did was absolutely not just a thing. It was her life’s work and it changed many women’s lives for the better.

Training wasn’t free, of course. Debbie bought it as a gift for herself. She called it the best money she’d ever spent in an email she sent after Ron was trained and shipped back to her. I heard she was testing a different kind of netted man from the Academy and that’s why I called.

“I can see your boy is obedient,” I said, pointing to Ron on all fours with his face on the floor. “Is he working out like you wanted?”

Debbie’s grin filled the screen. “Every day in every way. And every night. If he slips even an inch, I’ve gotten pretty good with those canes I bought from your website. One whack and he knows what he did wrong and not to do it again. She made him into exactly what I wanted.”

I was getting closer. Two more questions and I’d have Two’s who.

“I heard you sent him back for advanced training. How’d that go?”

There weren’t many women she could share details with and she was more than eager to tell me.

“Oh, Amity, you wouldn’t believe what she did with him. It wasn’t in a group like the first time. It was done in pairs, trained pairs who spent weeks practicing and competing against each other. I play the videos in Ron’s visor when he thinks he did a good job. It reminds him there’s another man who can do it better and he still has a lot of work to do.” She took a breath and said, “He has to be excellent to earn insertion. I’m the judge and jury.”

Insertion was the culmination for all Academy graduates. I hadn’t seen one but knew they craved that special plug, the ultimate reward for pleasing their owners. I heard that when it was withheld, men lapsed into a kind of insanity, much like where some of my gels send them. It’s worse when owners wave that custom plug in front of their eyes. Many salivate. They all beg for another chance and know that their owners will never give it to them if their work isn’t perfect. But they still beg, long and loud.

I knew that much already; it wasn’t why I called. My focus was the ass sticking up between her legs. The rest of the boy was hidden under her desk with his hands on the floor, his legs pushing his backside up to a comfortable height for her. The end of a thick plug stuck out.

My next question was crucial. I had to ask it just right.

“I know the clear ones are rare and you’ve got one. How does that work?”

“Oh, this?” she said, absent-mindedly pulling the plug out a few inches then pressing it back in. Each time she extracted it, I heard pleading from under her desk. When she pushed it in, the voice attached to it roared. Off to the side, I saw Ron lift his head enough to throw a jealous look at the lucky ass in her lap.

“There aren’t too many of them, you know. She only prepares one when, like she said, she knows it’s the right one going to the right owner. I’m thrilled she thinks that highly of me!” Debbie took the plug completely out and teased the tip between his cheeks. Two strong hands reached up and pulled them apart. I could only imagine how he managed that and it told me what I wanted to know.

Who the boy was under the desk didn’t matter. His insatiable drive to please Debbie was the critical piece of what made him the right man the Academy owner was willing to spend that much effort trying to turn into her personal Platinum. Most failed, like the one who was spreading his cheeks on my monitor.

Her training facility was filled with a spectrum of colors. The Greens were the hands-on trainers; the Blues tested new training techniques that the Whites devised; the Golds were the only ones she allowed in her inner circle. A Platinum had to exceed the Academy owner’s uncompromising demands. The ones that come close but don’t meet her needs were sold to women who knew how to use them.

“What’s the best part of owning one?” I asked.

Debbie thought for a moment. “No matter how long I use him or what I want, he’s determined to do more. I’m not sure how to explain it, but nothing — I mean nothing — stops him from working harder, all through the night, to please me.”

That’s what I wanted to hear.

“Are you in the market for one?” Debbie asked.

I smiled and said, “You can’t imagine what I’m in the market for.”

I invited Debbie to bring Ron with her to an upcoming Parlor I was planning to demonstrate what women could have even if their men were already trained well. The waiting list got longer every day.

If my next call went as well as this one, I’d have the last piece of the jigsaw puzzle in place.


Chapter 25

The Name

IT WAS EASY to see what was behind the taut expression on My Cop’s face. He was brooding between confusion and frustration. He knew I had a plan but didn’t know what it was. To add to his angst, I’d thrown a lot of firsts at him during the past few weeks. He was worried about my safety but what he didn’t know was that it wasn’t me he should be worried about, especially if the final pieces of my jigsaw puzzle fit together.

One more call would seal Two’s when, where and the biggest part, who.

Preparing for the next call was why My Cop was on his knees with his insides churning with visceral need and swelling exasperation. I’d used his nights to drive him deeper into himself, forcing him to feel only one thing — his almost primal need for what I feed him. He hadn’t laid his left arm across his chest or pulled at his chin for days. He’d finally stopped thinking.

I pushed him past his usual intense focus on details. I wanted him to react with the savage instincts that make him who he is to me. He was almost there. If my next call worked, it would overwhelm what he struggles to keep in check, the beast inside him that drew me to him in the first place. It shows its face when I strip away his self-imposed constraints, layer by painful layer.

Tyler had the second call ready on my monitor. Neither of us turned on our cameras.

“Good morning,” she said. “I was surprised and glad you reached out. Your reputation precedes you.”

“As does yours,” I replied and didn’t waste time getting to my reason for taking the unusual step of calling her. “I have an exceptional situation and an uncommon possibility that will help both you and me.”

“That’s an excellent and slightly mysterious way to start my day. Tell me about it,” she said. I didn’t have to see her face to know she was intrigued. Calls in my network rarely start with pleasantries. We’re all busy and our time is valuable.

“I bought him and rescued him from a hell that was inflicted on him. He has the heart of a proud warrior. I will give him to you as a gift if you take him with one condition. Keep him as your own.” I didn’t mince words, not with a woman like her. All I could do was hold my breath and wait for her to reply.

She finally did. “If he’s that special to someone like you, then I want to meet him. Bring him here.”

My Cop balled his hands into fists and would have beat the floor if I hadn’t leveled my boot into his side.

“I’ll have my girl make the arrangements with your scheduler,” I said. “I travel with my exclusive.” I don’t ask for permission from anyone, not even her. I tell.

“If he’s yours, then bring him. Perhaps you’d like to give him a firsthand tour of the facility.” She chuckled and so did I. He was going to get a lot more than a cursory look.

“I’m glad you called,” she said. “Don’t let it be the last time.”

“You’ve got my number,” I said.

We both pressed the red button and ended the call. My Cop was so stunned, drool dripped from the corners of his open mouth. I jolted Jenna to bring a bowl of blueberries to my office. I stuffed most of them into his mouth.

“She calls herself the Mistress,” I said as blue juice dripped down his chin. “I’m taking Two and you to her Academy.”

-=o=-

Before we boarded my client’s plane for the short flight, I took an extensive review of Two. I worked my fingers up and down his back to feel the remnants of what my whip drew on him. He bent over so I could get a closer look at his cheeks. Quinn’s workouts toned them up nicely and Two had gained weight in the right places. His face shined with pride over the new muscles in his arms and legs that my fingers were investigating.

I lingered on his well-developed chest. I wasn’t sure how Quinn accomplished that so fast but it was going to be added to the stable’s fitness regimen. And to the house girls’ bosoms.

I walked my hands down his belly and finished my tour in his groin. The testicles were remarkably big and equally sensitive, perfect for a pain lover like Two.

But he was more than a pain boy now. Zayn and Juke’s herbs and oils were helping him grow his senses so he was learning to see with his ears and hear with his eyes. All in all, he was much more confident about who he was.

I was holding a proud Seminole warrior in my hands and I was about to give him away.

Of everything I put him through, it was my red-handled whip that proved to him what he could be for the right woman who valued who he was and at the same time, held him in her fist. Her iron fist.

He was headed to a life of serving a woman who would treat him as a prize because he was now much more than merely worthy of his heritage. He would be her personal warrior.

Once he suffered the Academy’s intake process, he would say those three words only to her from now on. “You own me.”

Two’s weeks were filled with fitness work, Zayn’s oils and my daily inspections. Then one morning, Two’s when arrived. It was time to hand him over to the rest of his life.

I had one last task before we left for the airport. It was the final step, the top rung on the ladder he climbed when I made good on my promise to rescue him.

Two needed a name.

My inner voice inundated me with possibilities for days. They were all good but there had to be one that encompassed his whole being, not one part of him. His military career. The spymaster. The abused prisoner. His personal hell. The agonizing work he did to be rescued. The warrior in my hands.

None of the names she suggested fit everything he was or would be. That’s when I realized what his name had to be. A single name couldn’t encompass all of him. He was Two and deserved two names combined into something that felt right when I said it.

His heart and his legacy were Seminole, which roughly translates to “wild men” or “unconquered.” The Seminole’s Grand Chief of War was Tustenuggee.

I named him with the first and last letters because Two was all of that and more. Even better, I liked the way it felt when I said it.

“You are Tole,” I said. “An unconquered warrior.”

The naked, proud warrior finally had the name he deserved.

He knelt, lowered his head and thanked me in the loudest silence I’ve ever heard.

-=o=-

Jenna loaded my bags into the limo while Tyler stared unhappily. I wasn’t taking him with me because there was no need. I had My Cop who was in the front seat, checking the new countermeasures in case we were ambushed by terrorists on the interstate.

I put Tole in the back facing me.

My Cop kept his eye on the rear seat camera for the two-hour drive to the airport. I hadn’t told Tole where I was taking him, much less that I was leaving him there. There was no reason to; after all, I rarely tell my property what I’m planning. The difference this time was that Tole wasn’t my property anymore. He was never meant to be mine.

I was his guide, Zayn explained. I planted the seeds of the mighty tree that grew to rescue him from his living nightmare. My job was to nurture the branches he’d hang onto until he could stand rock solid on the trunk on his own two feet. He’s stand there proudly even when he was on his hands and knees.

He was on firm ground now. Tole’s when was today.

He would say those three words that saved him again but not to me. When he did, they would come from his true warrior’s heart.

He never asked where I was taking him. His eyes said he knew his where wasn’t with me or in my world. Wherever that was, his warrior’s heart told him he would conquer whatever he faced there.

The flight was uneventful. My Cop fidgeted the whole way, desperately trying to manage the beast I aroused inside him. In a few hours, that beast would surge out of him no matter how hard he tried to keep it under control.

And I’d have more trips above the stars than I could count.


Chapter 26

The Academy

THERE ARE ONLY two entrances to the Mistress’s Academy. New classes of men are sent in hanging by their wrists and ankles on a human conveyor belt. They’re hauled deep into the pitch-blackness that makes them understand what they are to the woman in charge. They’re pieces of raw clay she will shape into what she believes all men should be. That’s what they are when they leave.

She delivers perfect sex slaves to the women who send them to the Academy for her one-of-a-kind training.

The other door opened into a lovely foyer where two of her top-tier men greeted me. They were first-class examples of the quality she advertises; well-built men, properly subservient and wearing only gold nets around their organs, permanently attached to rings behind their penises. I knew where she bought those rings and was curious to see how she used them. She never asked for a discount.

One of the men carried all my luggage while the other led me to a long hallway with a floor-to-ceiling glass wall on one side. He held his elbow out for me to step onto the moving walkway for the slow ride to my suite. My side of the wall was dimly lighted. The other side was pitch black until the first strobes flashed. That’s when I saw them, My Cop and Tole hanging by their wrists and ankles being dragged into darkness.

It was a breathtaking sight. As they inched deeper inside at the same speed the walkway carried me, I caught glimpses of how men are inducted into the Academy. The first stop made sense. They were scrubbed with long-handled brushes and the suds were hosed off, apparently with icy water. My Cop shivered. Tole grit his teeth.

We moved slowly on the walkway and I watched what they were going through on the other side of the glass. I saw their legs pulled apart, and after a quick lurch, they hung upside down. If they thought Emma’s refrigerated enemas were hard to tolerate, the Academy’s version were pitiless. Emma makes them empty into buckets. At the Academy, there was no such convenience. Spotlights lit them up when they were flipped right side up after their bowels were filled. I had no doubt what was going to happen and watched their utter humiliation when they couldn’t hold their sphincters. The contents flushed out and ran down their legs into the rank pit below. At the next stop, they were scrubbed with what I gathered was disinfectant soap. Tole shivered this time. My Cop tensed every muscle but couldn’t stop the spasms that ran through him.

The motor whirred and carried them deeper into blackness while I watched. The boys I brought were thoroughly trained. Ordinary ones probably put on an amusing show.

We were nearing the end of the journey into the Academy. Forced warm air dried them, then they were dropped unceremoniously on the floor, locked inside a windowless room. My Cop struggled to his feet, reached down to make sure his gold cage was in place. Tole felt his crotch to see what was covering his organs.

I never caged him because he wasn’t meant to be mine. The Mistress had other plans for him.

A ring was locked behind his penis. Netting covered his testicles and penis. When he tugged it, he knew it wasn’t going anywhere. He would learn soon enough why she calls it a controller.

My suite was lovely. The foyer was small but the bedroom was suitable for a short stay. One of the attendants she assigned had already done most of the unpacking and when I checked the elegant bathroom, most of my lotions were in the right order. After I switched two of them, the unpacker knelt next to me and said, “Ma’am, I did not arrange them to your liking. Please punish me.”

He raised his hand and presented me with a small box with three color-coded buttons, yellow, red and green. I didn’t need an instruction manual to know what they did.

“It’s your first time,” I said. “Don’t make that mistake again.”

The boy on his knees looked stricken. “PLEASE punish me,” he begged louder but respectfully.

I don’t give men what they ask for. They get what I choose to give them.

“I MUST be punished!” he wailed.

The Mistress has her rules. I have mine. “When I feel like it,” I said and left him kneeling on the floor, pleading for punishment. I was meeting with the Mistress in an hour and wanted to change clothes. That shouldn’t take the whole hour so I figured I had a pair of men she deemed perfect sex slaves who would show me just how perfect they were.

The upholstered chair beckoned me, so I sat and said, “Boots. Toes.”

There is something to be said for two muscular men providing expert massage, one per foot. They came close to what Gage’s ten magic fingers do for me every morning but Gage is better.

“Dress me,” I said.

They bolted from tending to my feet to the closets and one asked, “Will Ma’am wear her leathers?”

That’s not what you wear to a social engagement like tea. I was surprised he didn’t know that. “I’ll wear the satin.”

He looked aghast at suggesting the wrong outfit, fell to his knees and beseeched me like the other one did earlier. “Please, PLEASE punish me for my stupidity.”

I did want to see how the controllers worked and this was a fortuitous time. I slid the lever to ‘all’ and tapped the yellow button.

They beat the floor with their fists, kicked their feet and shrieked but they never reached for the nets that were inflicting the torture. That was pretty impressive for the medium setting.

When I tapped the green button, they took a minute to recover, then said in a duet, “Thank you for my punishment.”

Once I was dressed, they accompanied me to the Mistress’s wing. One pressed the button on the wall and waited for the doors to swoosh open. They stood silently, waiting for me to enter. One whispered, “We are not allowed in Mistress’s suite. It is our punishment for the mistakes we made today.”

She was the ultimate judge and jury and she kept an eye on all of her property all the time, much like my all-estate monitoring system. When I glanced back at them as I walked in, the shame they felt was palpable. That’s an excellent way to treat men. It teaches them that mistakes are never acceptable and there are consequences. The fear of pain is also a good instructor to train men. Her timely use of shame was very effective and is a big part of how my Intake process works.

The Mistress’s wing was decorated in white with touches of color. When I saw fluffy pillows in shades of purple, I had to smile. Her oversized chair on a raised platform in the center of the room caught my eye. So did who was sitting on it.

If first impressions matter, she succeeded in making an imposing one. The best word to describe her was regal. I hoped that didn’t filter down into how she expected me to treat her or I’d have made a serious mistake with Tole’s who and where.

“I’m so glad to finally meet you in person,” she said, stepping down from the platform and taking my hands in hers. “I’ve heard so much about you, all so very positive,” she grinned and so did I. I sensed her warmth and more importantly, her honesty.

“Kindred spirits,” I said and gripped her hands.

We didn’t have to say any more than that. We understood each other. We had business to discuss.

We sat at a small table. One of her boys poured tea. The aroma from the fresh-baked blueberry muffins set the mood perfectly. She’d done her homework. But so had I.

“I heard you are selling your recent Platinum disappointment,” I said, pointing at the gold controller on the boy tending to our tea and muffins. “And I know how particular you are about selecting another candidate for that role.”

She couldn’t hide her surprise that I knew her situation.

“I brought the one who will be your last,” I said. I didn’t say he was a merely a candidate or had potential. I told her I had what she wanted.

“One condition. He stays here under your control. You are the best at what you do and you — and that man — deserve only the best.”

She had to assure me that Tole would be hers and not be sold or given away. He was worthy of permanence; he’d earned it.

The Mistress sipped her tea, never taking her eyes off me. There are few women who are so authentically confident in themselves that they eschew affectations. All I needed was her promise to keep Tole as her own and the who and where would be settled.

“I do need a Platinum but they are rare and I test them hard. The few I’ve tried out… all failures. I’ll take a look at what you brought and if he is what you say he is, I’d have no reason to sell him. You know what a Platinum is and what he does.” She didn’t pose that as a question. There was no reason to.

With that assurance, I said, “He’s yours for the night. Give him your best. He will redefine your expectations.”

That was it. That’s how women like us do business.

“I’d enjoy a tour of the Academy,” I added.

The Mistress smiled. “This Gold will guide you and when you’ve seen it all, I’ll have dinner delivered to your suite.”

“Along with My Cop,” I said.

She laughed and said, “Let me know if that one is ever for sale.”

She’d done her research well.


Chapter 27

The Test

THE MISTRESS ASSIGNED two Golds for my tour through the Academy. The original pair I had were currently involved with, in her words, retraining. I wasn’t sure where My Cop was, but I was confident Tole was under her microscope. Taking a man I told her deserved only the best would certainly merit more than a cursory once-over.

My tour started with a new class of men who’d traveled the conveyor belt intake process only a few hours ago. One Gold serving as my guide summarized their experience.

“Mistress knows the way to train new students is to compound their shock. Men in that state are malleable.” He pointed through the window to the blindfolded group that was lined up in neat rows that the Mistress was inspecting. Confused and somewhat indignant men grimaced through her hands-on scrutiny.

I appreciated her technique. Penises are not a main concern. She felt their backs and shoulders, chests and bellies, skipped their groins and reached between their thighs. I knew what she was looking for; I’ve checked that same place many times.

It’s a hidden predictor of reactivity. Men’s inner thighs reveal a lot when they’re expertly manipulated, exactly like she was doing. She heard one loud grunt after another but when she uncovered a squealer, she had a pink controller attached to its ring with a tag identifying that one’s trigger.

I was curious how she would examine their asses. Her technique was a treat to watch.

Her assistants, the ones wearing white controllers, bent the new class over bars, then made them spread their own cheeks. That’s an excellent method to degrade them individually, given the blindfolds. She made them listen to the other men’s groans and grunts. It built a growing tension in the ones she hadn’t explored yet. When she was done, the class’s genitals were locked in pink nets categorized by dangling tags with numbers.

“Size?” I asked one of the guides.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said. “They are Mistress’s orders for the final width. Anal expansion is done overnight.”

She was right about that, too. No man should ever be idle, not even when he’s put to bed at night.

When the group inspection was done and every student was bagged in pink with a tag dangling from his ring, she had a boy open the door and a horde of beefy, green-netted men stood behind their assigned students. She pointed to the door and they dragged their charges by their nets to their cells to begin the next step of their journey into perfect sex slavery.

“Ma’am, Mistress starts with individual work. Students learn to obey their trainers, the Greens, first. As always, Mistress is right about perfecting men. They’re babies who must be taught everything they thought they knew was wrong.” He extended his arm for the next stop on our tour. While we walked, I asked pointed questions that required little more than short replies. Most of what men have to say isn’t important. That’s why I train mine not to speak unless asked a question and then reply as succinctly as possible. My time is valuable.

“When do students submit to the inevitable?” I asked.

He replied in seconds. “In hours.”

“The fastest way to achieve that?” That was important to me. I have my 3Ds: degrade, deride and debase. I wanted to know if she had a more efficient method.

The other guide answered that time. “Punishment. Especially the fear of it.”

That was my go-to model as well.

I had one more question before we reached our next destination. “What punishment works the best? The fastest? Tell me the details.”

Both men gritted their teeth and I felt the arm mine was resting on get tense. Whatever that punishment was, it left a full-body memory on those two Golds. That made it all the more interesting and I expected more than a two-word answer.

They were taking too long to respond, so I tapped the controller’s yellow button. Their howls filled the hallway while they fell to their knees and writhed. “I don’t appreciate having to wait for an answer from Mistress’s Golds.”

“Ma’am,” one of them said between gasps, “Mistress denies… insertion.”

That meant only one thing but I wanted the answer to the question I asked. I told them to tell me the details and that’s what they were going to do. I hovered my finger over the green button so they could see that I wasn’t going to press it until they did.

The bigger one rasped disconnected words but I got the point.

“Mistress inserts the ones… the ones that…” He grunted a few times then collected himself through sheer willpower. “The ones that please her.”

There had to be more so I turned to the other Gold, lifted his chin with my finger and said, “And?”

“Ma’am, if I… if I do not please Mistress…” he paused to collect himself, then continued. “Mistress refuses me her gift. She leaves me empty.”

That was a reasonable explanation but it left out an important item that one of them was going to tell me. The sooner, the better, at least for them.

“And?” I said louder.

The first one was making noises that sounded like “Uh! Uh! UH!!” interspersed with painful grunts. I pointed at him.

“Ma’am, UH! Mistress refuses to award me my insert. OH! UH! In front of the others. UH! UH! My worthless ass… empty. My failure… the Golds see my shame. OH! OH!”

I didn’t feel sorry for him at all. He could have said that minutes ago and saved himself the correction. She and I shared an outlook on how to get men to meet our ever-expanding expectations. Punish them and make the others watch. It leaves a lasting impression on them all.

I pressed the green button and said, “What’s next on the tour?”

-=o=-

Tole stood still in the windowless room, letting his senses tell him about his surroundings. Darkness didn’t frighten him. Neither did not knowing where he was. He was where he was standing because he was taken there, left there by the only woman he trusted, a woman who forced him to rip off layer upon layer of suspicion he’d wrapped himself in for protection. He screamed like a madman when Dr. Chris and Kiran made him unpeel the first layers. Then he had to reach deep inside to reclaim who he was after that woman finished unwrapping him with everything she had to do to keep her promise to rescue hm. Until there was only one layer left.

It took everything he had and a lot he’d forgotten was there to rip off the final one. When that whip bit his skin — the one with the red handle — he didn’t cry out from pain. The whips from long ago made him scream. Hers had a purpose and that purpose was to rescue him. She kept the promise she made and that was so new to Tole, he would go through it again happily, no matter how excruciating it was.

She showed him she could do only so much. She taught him that he had to rescue himself, one almost unbearable stroke after another. He bore them because she gave him only one choice.

It was his decision to win the battle or die trying.

Now he knew who he was. The where didn’t matter. He was in the place he was supposed to be because she put him there. She had a purpose, one he’d discover when she chose to tell him. Until then, he trusted her and would wait until she said it was the right time for him to know.

Tole stood up straight, his head high and his thoughts focused on one thing. Right now. That’s what she taught him, worry and fear are yesterday and don’t belong to tomorrow. He couldn’t remember feeling this calm in so long, he cherished the peace her whip gave him. There would be a challenge ahead of him, probably many, but Tole knew he’d conquer them. She taught him that too, when she whipped between his legs and he wanted to shout, “MORE! HARDER! PLEASE!”

The inside of his thighs tingled when he recalled each stroke she landed between his legs. Something inside him awoke after what felt like an unending, coma-induced sleep. Tole shuddered when he realized what made him emerge from that deathly state. It was the pain. The kind only she could give him.

A door opened and he heard someone walk in. Tole didn’t try to see who it was, the who didn’t matter. It would be the one she sent him to, someone she trusted to keep him safe and value who he was. He hoped that person was as expert with a whip as she was.

He welcomed that woman’s pain. Even if he didn’t understand why his body embraced it, he finally stopped wrestling yesterday’s demons and lived for that day she threw her red-handled whip at every part of him. She promised to rescue him and her whip made him finally recognize what he was fighting. It wasn’t just himself.

He had been battling the right he relinquished to be worthy of his heritage. He withstood her whip. The thundering screams she made him shriek chased the demons away.

Tole slammed the door behind him. He was where he belonged. The only thing that mattered was what he sensed right now.

It was a woman, he figured, from the sound of her robe swishing as she walked around him with a single spotlight illuminating the parts of his body that interested her. It moved as she toured him, merely a body for her to examine in silence.

He inhaled her scent and when she moved closer, he could feel her warmth. Tole stood straighter to give her a better look and because no matter what she did, how hard she tested him, he would surmount them all. That’s what the woman made him remember during those first awful days when he was trapped in his own insanity. For an instant, Tole could taste the blueberries she stuffed in his mouth.

He shuddered when the woman in the dark room laid her hands on his shoulders. The shock of her touch was electric. It ran through him so intensely, he didn’t need an explanation and knew none would be offered. Tole felt that way only once before. His now was like the other time — when he gave himself to that woman — but this was different. That time, that woman touched his warrior’s heart.

This woman touched his spirit.

Her fingers ran down his chest, lingered on his belly and when she scraped her nails inside his thighs, he moaned. Tole hungered for more but fought to hold his tongue.

But he couldn’t stay voiceless when she traveled down his back, from his shoulders to the crack between his cheeks. He couldn’t stop what his body felt. His belly sent it to his lips and Tole groaned.

He couldn’t see the Mistress smile when she walked in front of him and saw his head up, staring straight ahead. Keeping her eyes on his, she wrapped her fingers around his penis. And squeezed. Hard.

She ignored the guttural oomph that fell from his lips. What was in her hands was much more interesting. She squeezed it again and listened to the first notes of a song Tole hadn’t sung for as long as he could remember. The throaty tune filled the small room and the Mistress’s ears. He didn’t see her smile but he felt it inside now that those useless layers had been peeled off.

There was one last thing she would do, the thing that separated a Platinum from the trash she’d thrown away more times than she could count. She smacked his testicles in a random rhythm and listened.

He sang so loudly, she was almost ready to take him. But there was a final thing he had to prove to her. Her hands grabbed it, squashing it as tightly as she could.

His penis was rock hard.

Only a man who could withstand what she did to him in that room for hours and still be stiff was Platinum material. Those rare men do more than obey. They were the ones whose bodies she owned but whose hearts needed the battle she was going to make him fight.

For the rest of his life. Starting right now.


Chapter 28

The Tour

THE TOUR WAS fascinating and yet so simple. Pink-netted men in the new class were in cells with their Greens, learning the first steps toward perfect sex slavery. They were immersed in a combination of obedience work and degradation that broke them down to feral states. That paralleled my methods. I don’t change men’s behavior, that’s merely performative. I transform what they are.

That’s what I saw in the new class’s rooms. Naked, pink-netted men obeying their trainers’ commands over and over until any shreds of resistance were erased. Most didn’t need more than one dose of the pain those nets inflicted. The first experience meant those men took only a few minutes longer to break.

My tour guides led me to an observation room where I could see current classes in advanced training on monitors. Huge windows on three sides looked down on specialty groups. My Gold explained that Greens were vying to be Blues; blue-netted ones were enduring rigorous training to raise themselves to the ranks of White.

There was only one level after that. Gold.

“Tell me how you became a Gold,” I said. It wasn’t a question but they both knew what would happen if I didn’t get a complete answer.

The smaller one spoke first. “Ma’am, it was the greatest night of my life when Mistress locked this on me,” he said, pointing to his gold controller. “It was months and months of working day and night. Mistress demands and deserves the very best. It was my job — it still is — to prove myself to Mistress every day.”

That didn’t answer my question. I tapped a yellow button and while he thrashed on the floor desperate to subdue the noises he couldn’t stop, I asked the other one.

“Tell me how you became a Gold.”

He ignored his fellow Gold groaning on the floor and said, “I was sent here as a mere pink. Mistress recognized my potential to serve her but Mistress knew I needed a lot of work. Mistress was right. Mistress put me through 24/7 training until she said I was ready to be a Green and she tested me every day. I got the most difficult pinks until I proved myself. Mistress put me in a small group of duals. I trained those beneath me but I was under the ones above me.”

I began to understand her color-coding system.

“Mistress rewarded me with a blue net and after months or maybe years, she gifted me a white controller. When she locked it on me…” he paused while a small shudder ran through him from the memory, “Mistress whispered to me, only to me, that she had her eye on me. It was the most magical moment of my life.”

He sighed wistfully and went on. “Mistress assigned me more and more every day. It was hard, it was exhausting but because Mistress demanded it, that was my only goal. I didn’t think about the gold controller. Everything I did was for Mistress.”

That was a true slave’s heart talking. I heard it in what he said and what he didn’t say. That came next.

“Mistress summoned me one night,” he pointed to his net, “and I ran as fast as I could to her suite. I’d never been allowed inside before. When I saw what was in there, all the Golds and Mistress’s finger telling me to crawl to her, I cried with joy. I wear Mistress’s gold net with the honor she deserves.”

That was a complete answer. When I pressed the green button and the writhing boy got to his knees, I noticed there wasn’t a fourth button like the program on the cages my boys wear. I’d be sure to mention that to her.

It was getting late. The new class of pinks was exhausted but that didn’t keep them from cleaning the equipment before they were fed and put to bed. The Colors — that was the best term I could think of to call them — were scurrying around the facility, inspecting, checking and repairing anything and everything. One Color at a time, they were sent to their rooms by the higher Color on the pecking order until the Golds practically fell onto their beds.

My Golds showed me to my suite and left when I closed the door. Right next to a table laid out with a China place setting and choices for dinner, he was there. Kneeling in the center of the room, eyes closed and his chin on his chest was exactly what I wanted. 

My Cop was in for one of the most demanding nights of his life.


Epilogue


Chapter 29

The Night

MY COP WAS a mess. When he leads those missions he can’t talk about, he makes sure every possibility is accounted for and his team comes home in one piece. If Tyler doesn’t send a report on time when My Cop is away, or worse, if he forgets to upload the GPS every ten miles in the car, he spends a brutal week one-on-one with My Cop for what he calls a refresher. Tyler calls it hell week.

The rest of the time, My Cop thrives in his normal that is my world. He occupies a special place there, from making sure my world is safe to being the only man who will ever wake up next to me. The past week, I ripped away his normal, outside and more powerfully, inside.

The result was on his knees in the middle of the room with his eyes shut. He shuddered when he felt me walk in. That hadn’t happened in a long time, certainly not when my whip was still packed in its case like it was that night.

I’d seen the new class hauled into the Academy a few hours after I watched My Cop and Tole travel that same route. If that rattled My Cop, it must have had profound effects on the ordinary men sent there. No wonder that Gold said it took only hours to break them.

Of course, he was already trapped in that tension I put him in when I refused everything he tried to send me to the stars. Added to that, I excluded him from my time with Tole. He’d been cut out from what Dr. Chris, Kiran and Zayn did that long week with the then-named Two. To make it even harder for him, I bought Kiran without his team doing a background check first.

Forcing him to eat two dinners wearing clothes made me smile. It was a small thing, but it wasn’t just a thing, not for Tole and especially not for My Cop.

He didn’t need a quiet night to recover from everything I’d put him through. He had a job to do, one he cherishes so much he swears it’s worth more to him than his own life.

It’s what he is to me. He is My Cop.

That night, I was more than ready to take everything he had to give. That thing he gives me is light years beyond just a thing. My power was surging before I walked into the room. When I saw him shudder, it flooded through me like a rushing river.

I wanted him. Now.

My finger under his chin told him he was in for a long night. The Mistress and I apparently agreed on decorating. There were no clocks in the suite.

“Take me beyond the stars,” I hissed in his ear.

That’s exactly what he did. I didn’t even think about counting how many times I soared there. I was totally absorbed in the journey.

He had my clothing off in minutes without even using his hands. When he growled against my breasts, he was so ravenous, he didn’t hesitate to suck and chew or wait to hear me to moan. His strong hands held my waist as he tasted his way down my legs. His mouth drooled its way up and stopped where they came together. He laid on his back and I stepped across his shoulders, grabbed his hands and covered his face. Neither of us cared if he could breathe.

He stayed there, lapping and blowing hot air into me until I groaned. Even that didn’t stop him. I wasn’t there by myself. He was so deep inside me, he was part of me.

He’d used the past weeks when I excluded him to work even harder on his body. I felt it when I traced his skin, drawing the letter A with my nail everywhere I could reach. He gasped for air each time I crossed the bar on my initial on his chest and legs but when I drew the last two, one with each hand on his cheeks, he begged me to feed him. I pointed to a chair and he bent over it, reached behind and pulled his cheeks apart.

He started humping before I finished lubricating him with my fingers. He deserves more than an injector. My Cop’s ass isn’t just a thing when my plug is in it. Especially that plug, the new one that expands in every direction and spews my oil of choice.

He stopped begging. My Cop was pleading for the plug in my hands when I teased him with it deep between his cheeks. His hips flew toward me, pulled away for a mere second before thrusting back for more. He couldn’t get enough and I wasn’t stopping. Not until I heard him scream.

He did. Several times.

On any other night, he’d have dropped to his hands and knees, crept to me and hugged my legs. Not that night.

I had no idea where his strength came from when he carried me to the bed and laid me in the center. For what must have been hours, he drank in the power streaming through me. He couldn’t get enough and neither could I. His appetite was as bottomless as mine.

I could feel he was close to collapsing but wouldn’t stop until I forced him to. I cradled his head in my arms while he nibbled at my breasts. Then he asked for the thing I’d been waiting for. The thing I wanted to hear.

“Unlock me,” he rasped in my ear.

That night, the gold cage was literally just a thing laying on the floor where I dropped it.

That’s why he woke up next to me the next morning and will every morning after.

He’s not just a thing. He’s everything. He’s My Cop.


Chapter 30

The Now

BREAKFAST WITH THE Mistress with her Colors attending us in her private dining room was delightful and delicious. We were both so hungry, they served us both seconds before we asked. My night did wonders for my appetite; that must have been obvious to the servers. At my end of the long table, My Cop was on his knees on my right. Her Colors filled the seats but at her end, Tole knelt next to her chair.

He looked up at her for the entire meal, ate hungrily when she fed him bits and pieces, and when she laid her hand on his head and combed his hair with her fingers, his face was a mix of elation and — finally — tranquility. The Colors didn’t have to be told this man was special. They could see the net locked to his ring.

None could recall having seen one like that before, not with that combination of intertwined colors, gold, white, blue and green. They’d heard about a net like that but Mistress hadn’t owned one as long as they could remember. None were good or special enough for her. Not until I gave her Tole.

In time, she’d change Tole’s net to brilliant platinum when he earned her trust and she proved he could trust her. The multicolor net she locked on him announced he was and would be everything to her. I could only imagine what she put him through last night — and how notably he must have succeeded — to be worthy of all her colors.

Tole had a lifetime to prove his value to her. He’d do it over and over, every day and most of all, every night.

She and I talked as if we were alone. For women like us, the room was effectively empty and we were having a private conversation.

“I’m keeping him,” she said.

I smiled. “I knew you would.”

“I put him through everything, beyond what any man should be able to take and then more. He’s got a hunger I haven’t felt before. None of them,” she waved her hands in both directions, “not one of them comes close.”

If they didn’t know it by then, every Color was now sure who and what that man was and what he could do if they dared to look at him sideways. It was a brilliant move on her part. She informed the entire cadre of Colors with two short sentences that the man in the magically-colored controller belonged to their Mistress in a way they never would.

Then she made it clear what that meant without bothering to say it to them. The conversation was between the Mistress and me.

“I know much more what he is to you this morning,” she said, indicating My Cop. “This one will be that to me.”

I nodded. No more words were needed and none could add anything to what she said. The only way to know the right man—the right one for her and for me—is to find him and take him as your own.

Tole’s where and who were at the other end of the table. His when would be forever. He was going to make up the time taken away from him every minute for the rest of his life.

It's impossible to describe how much more those two men are than just things when you already own the victory. It's exhilarating to watch them believe—if only for a moment—that they can win.

My Cop fights that battle every day.

Tole's when had just begun.
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Prologue

THE ROOM WAS small and dark. He felt how close the walls surrounding him were even though he couldn’t see his own hands he was pressing against his sides. Flesh against flesh. Nakedness wasn’t new to him; the bastards who kidnapped him kept him that way for more than a year. He knew why they took his clothes and it almost worked. When they sent him overseas and trained him day and night to be their spymaster, he learned how to dehumanize the people he was sent to interrogate.

Take their clothes first. Make them look and feel like animals.

He never got the chance before his captors locked him in a crate, hauled him on a boat and made him sit in his own pee and shit for a week. When he arrived wherever that was, they locked him in a small cell, beat him repeatedly, never telling him what they wanted from him. Their goal became clear when they used him — they targeted his mouth and ass — for weeks. Or months. His tiny cell had no windows and that was another technique they taught him in spymaster school. Take away time. When he tried to talk to others they abducted, men he could hear but not see, they beat him with a chain.

He had only one way out. His decision was based on the logic that made him the unconquered Seminole warrior he’d always been. If he couldn’t kill himself, he’d make them do it for him.

When he resisted their cruelty long enough, they hog-tied him and threw him into the pig slop. They didn’t even do him the favor of killing him first.

He wanted to die until three words from his past filled his head. He didn’t think they were real; that he was insane but the words wouldn’t stop. It was a vow he made and he’d never broken one in his life. His warrior’s heart and the Seminole blood in his veins urged him — demanded — to fight.

It wasn’t about winning; it was all about the fight. Never give up. Never give in. You descend from unconquered warriors.

A year after escaping one hell, he was thrown into another. He was stripped, put up for sale, and bought like a pig at an auction. He hadn’t felt human, much less a man, for so long everything inside him shut down. The screaming in his brain wouldn’t stop until one morning someone said he was safe. He was on his knees, surrounded by other proud warriors reassuring him he was protected now. All he had to do was open his eyes, leave the darkness behind him and step into the light.

The first step was the most difficult one he’d ever taken. Harder than leading men into battle. More agonizing than losing men in his unit. More excruciating than writing letters to their families. More painful than the kidnappers’ whippings that tore his skin or enduring their laughter when he bled.

The elders who lived in his memories furnished the strength he needed that day to take that one step. The rest of the journey was his to take or to stumble and fall back into the darkness. Each rung on the ladder he forced himself to climb felt like he was scaling a mountain with no summit in sight.

No matter how steep that trek was, the voice of the woman he made that promise to when he gave himself to her filled his brain and flowed through his heart.

“You own me,” he said.

He’d given himself to her with his full heart. It was his promise and he would die to keep it.

Her words kept him alive long enough for the forces of nature to return him to her world. For the first time since he plummeted into the abyss, he remembered what it felt like to trust someone literally with his life. He accepted her decision about who, where and when he’d spend the rest of his days.

The where was in that small, dark room where he stood on a platform with his back straight, chest out and head high. The who was the woman whose robe swished while she inspected every part of his body with her hands. Each touch set him on fire.

His where was the place she put him. He was the property of the woman she gave him to. He was the fighter he was destined to be, the product of his soldier’s heart and his heritage. She made him reclaim what he had been, a warrior who would never accept failure or compromise. The rest was up to him.

There was no yesterday or tomorrow for him. The unconquered warrior’s when was right now.




GIVING TOLE TO the Mistress at her unique Academy was the right thing to do for him after the horrors he’d survived and the challenging ladder I made him climb after I bought him. I promised to rescue him but I knew and more importantly, Tole knew that I would never own him again. He had too much to offer the right woman and that wasn’t me. My Cop more than fills that space in my world and Tole deserved to fill it for the right woman. It had to be a perfect fit with an exceptional woman who’d treasure him as much as I do My Cop.

The first time I met the Mistress was as unusual as it was typical of what happens when women like us cross paths. One of her owned men was searching for tools online and happened across my website. He filled out a contact form to ask about quantities. The site wasn’t anything like it is today, categorized with images and videos behind layers of security and membership that has to be approved. When I saw the contact form, I had my girl reply with a phone number to discuss how many lockable electronic penis rings the buyer wanted.

The caller, a man’s voice, said his Mistress was interested in several items but needed certain numbers and colors. I don’t chat with the help; I told him to put her on the phone. He tried to tell me it was his job to get the information and his Mistress was busy with important matters.

That was his mistake. He needed to learn who and what was important. I pressed the red button and hung up.

Thirty minutes later, my girl said there was a call about ordering from the website and the caller asked if my developers could meet her need for multiples of each item she wanted and if they came in the colors she wanted.

I took the call because of one word my girl said. “She” wanted to know…

That’s the day I met the Mistress and learned about her Academy where she turned the men their spouses sent into perfect sex slaves. We talked for more than an hour.

That evening, I mentioned the call to My Cop who promptly set out to learn everything he could about her. There wasn’t much he could tell me the next morning. Her privacy was rock solid but he gleaned a few fascinating facts.

Her clients were women whose husbands failed to provide the services and sexual satisfaction they wanted. Actually, he said, the single brochure he found said women shouldn’t look at that as something they wanted; rather, it was what they deserved just like it was every man’s job, his duty, to provide it whatever, however and whenever she chose.

He said the training appeared to be brutal but very effective based on the few graduates he’d been able to check out. The men received noticeably more glowing performance evaluations at work after they were shipped home. As far as their outside lives were concerned, he said they left work, went directly home to make sure everything was ready before their wives arrived. Most brought gifts every night.

He shook his head when he said they did all that while they were naked and ringed with nets locked around their genitals that their owners controlled. They couldn’t wait to strip, be given orders and perform as they were told.

“Just like I keep you,” I remember telling him.

After my first Parlor when he fought off every challenger to win even though he didn’t know what the prize was because that’s who he is, he begged me to own him. He’s been mine ever since. There’s no time limit. Just forever.

What he told me about the men the Mistress transformed at her Academy was one thing. I wanted to know more about her and he was at a loss. He called it a tight ship with excellent security that thwarted even his research team. There was only one way I could find out more. I had to do it myself.

We had two more phone calls over the next few weeks while my developers filled her rather large order. She explained her coloring system for what she called her Greens, Blues, Whites and Golds. I number my property; she color codes them. She explained more about her methods, from the punishing intake every new entrant undergoes to the unrelenting, 24/7 training her Greens put them through, all the way to the way she promotes some of the men through the ranks. The ones who prove themselves exceptionally well and long enough, may become her Golds one day.

The men who earn gold rings she keeps in gold nets, something she called a controller, are similar to my exclusives, minus the amazing trips into the stars mine give me. She said that role was reserved for a Platinum. Only one man could fill that role and from time to time, she tested one but tired of the candidates she thought could fill that position but failed. She was selling one she recently rejected to a carefully-chosen woman who could manage property like him. Not every woman could, she said.

What interested me the most was her description of how she structured every minute of their lives from the top-level Golds down to the Green trainers who did the hands-on student training. When I explained my process, we agreed they were similar in that all men can be turned into what you want them to be but more importantly, they have to not just accept the new definition of themselves but internalize it as their lifelong work.

When I named Tole, I knew he was that kind of man, one who had the energy and power to wear her platinum net. The Mistress has been an excellent customer on my website for years. She doesn’t even ask for a discount coupon.

I finally visited the Academy when I gave her Tole. She set out to see if he could not just meet but exceed her arduous tests and earn her platinum controller. She tried one who didn’t work out, she said, but was selling him in a few weeks.

She looked surprised when I handed Tole over to her and said he was the last one she’d ever need to audition. The next morning, she said I was right.

Tole thought he’d fought and won the last battle of his life in my punishment building. He was wrong. The who, where and when of his future started the moment he was dragged into her Academy, dangling from his wrists and ankles on the conveyor belt that swept him into the utter darkness that would, if he was platinum worthy, wrench him into the light.

The fundamental principle she and I share is the same. Pain must always have a purpose and that purpose is always ours.

The purpose? We use it to get what we want.







Available for Pre-order

The Platinum Net is available to order at Amazon or use this QR code.
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Leave a review

Did you like this story? Please leave a review at Amazon or use the QR code. Amity appreciates all reviews for her novels.
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Disclaimer




This is a work of fiction. Any semblance between original characters and real persons, living or dead, is coincidental. The author in no way represents the companies, corporations, or brands mentioned in this book. The likeness of historical/famous figures have been used fictitiously; the author does not speak for or represent these people. All opinions expressed in this book are the author’s, or fictional.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

This novel’s story and characters are fictitious. Certain long-standing institutions, agencies, and public offices are mentioned, but the characters involved are wholly imaginary.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
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