
        
            
                
            
        

    
SLAVES OF LEZUBA BOOK TWO

CHAPTER ONE

Home sweet home! A houseful of three perfectly trained and sweetly submissive creamy white slaves had greeted Amara Haynes upon her return from darkest Africa after stumbling across the Lezuba tribe deep in the steaming jungle.

What had begun as an anthropological expedition with a busload of pampered young white princesses had morphed into a prolonged orgiastic delight when they were ambushed and taken captive by the savage Lezuba.

The tribe was of the lesbian dominant orientation, just like Amara, unbeknown by her naïve young passengers on the bus. Amara was soon adopted by the tribe as a kindred soul and the tender white princesses were promptly broken, trained and enslaved for their pleasure.

A pact was made. Amara would return to civilization the recruit another busload for another expedition to end in the same way. To throw off suspicions about the disappearance of a whole busload of young things Amara told a tale of being the only one to escape the ambush of the Lezuba, who had vanished into the dense jungle. Fruitless searches were conducted but the Lezuba’s sylvan sanctuaries were far too expertly hidden.

Slender, muscular chocolate skinned Lara Martin, a missing person’s detective who was at first hell bent on exposing and arresting Amara for her “kidnappings” but had been turned away from that pursuit by Amara’s introducing her to the pleasures of Lesbos had held down the fort while Amara was away. Lara had proven naturally adept at training tender white slaves to serve the mistress of the “League” a network of lesbian dominants.

Amara was a “gateway mistress” who seduced and enslaved the kind of tender young white flesh preferred as slaves by the mistresses of the League. She never failed to deliver well trained slaves for sale at periodic auctions.

Amara’s arrangement with the Lezuba would take her away for an extended period. But she had full faith that Lara could “deliver the goods” in sufficient numbers in her absence. And Marta, a sultry brown-skinned, buxom gateway mistress who was Amara’s trusted partner would be there to help.

Lara had planned a surprise welcome home orgy after Amara came home from her first day of teaching at the university. Lara, Marta and five sweet white slaves greeted her when she walked in the door. All were naked and randy. Amara stripped and looked over the abundance of woman flesh unable to decide where to begin.

Lara and Marta helped her make up her mind. They grabbed here and pulled her onto the thick Persian rug before the couch and pressed her down to hands and knees. Amara’s two personal slaves, Julie and Kiku, who had accompanied her on the expedition were quick to perform TTAO,” two tongues at once” ,Julie lying upon her back with head between Amara’s legs to lick her nappy cunt and Kiku piling on top of her to press her face between Amara’s shapely chocolate cheeks to give her sweet rimming. And Matra laid on the floor beneath Amara’s head and tugged her face down into her raven cunt.

The sounds of licking and sucking filled the room and four randy lesbos were left unoccupied. Lara was quick to take charge.  She assumed her own hands and knees position. As proof positive of her slave training abilities the three slaves, dark haired, dark eyed Molly, blond, blue eyed Suzy and red haired, green eyed Peggy were quick to take the cue. Molly laid on her back beneath for the cunnilingus, Suzy went on top for the anilingus and Peggy slipped under Lara’s face to have her ginger pussy licked.

All eight proved to be highly attuned to each other. Julie and Kiku and Molly and Suzy took the liberty of fingering each other’s cunts while they licked. Well trained tongues brought all others to the brink of climax and all held themselves in check until they sensed everyone was on the razor’s edge. Then, as if by telepathy, they got each other off in perfect unison, wails and moans of mad delight ebbing into soft sighs of sweet satisfaction.

They lay in a heap on the floor for a while too limp and languid to stand. Slowly the untangled and the slaves knelt in line shoulder to shoulder while their mistresses settled into recliners and poured each other glasses of red wine, sipping as they pondered how to best make use next of their sweet white little morsels.

It was an embarrassment of riches for the mistresses, almost too many sweet slaves to please them so they decided to enjoy some rimming and think about what to do next. They reversed themselves in the recliners, kneeling on the seats and leaning comfortably on the backs, offering their asses to the slaves.

The dear darling things were so eager to lick the hind holes that there was a bit of a scuffle to see who would get the honor. But Amara barked a command to Julie and Kiku to yield and let the newer slaves do their duty. They would each take a turn with each mistress.

Amara found herself with Molly’s face pressed between her swelling chocolate mounts. The little tongue gave her goose bumps as it caressed her orifice with skill and passion, proof positive of Lara’s rigorous training. The tongue proved tireless and Amara shuddered in her enjoyment and it probed deep inside her, obviously lengthened and strengthened from long and arduous practice.

After fifteen minutes Amara called for the slaves to switch asses and she felt Suzy’s tender tongue upon her hole, though she found the transition barely perceptible, the same sensitive skills, the same adoring passion and wriggling, slithering penetration that made her eyes water and toes curl up.

And when her turn came Peggy went above and beyond. The prolonged and exquisite stimulation caused Amara to feel the movement deep within her and nature took its course. She felt the stool descend into her rectum and just begin to emerge. Peggy felt and tasted it and was quick to encircle her anus with her lips. Amara pressed down and felt the turd passing into Peggy’s hungry mouth. And it kept passing and passing, inch by inch as Peggy began to swallow. It was one of those moments of sweet communion between mistress and slave, bodies working in harmony to complete this ultimate act of dominance and submission. The turd’s tip passed from Amara’s sphincter and the last of it slid down Peggy’s throat. Then that adoring tongue set about cleaning her with loving care.

Amara roll her hips to rub her cunt in Peggy’s face, the signal for her to turn her attention to Amara’s pussy and get her off. After a deep and consuming orgasm she pushed Peggy back and away and turned to sit in the recliner. Lara and Marta were just finishing up their own rimming sessions, each shuddering and convulsing in the throes of orgasm.

Amara was well pleased to be told that the other two mistresses had also relieved their bowels under the tongues of the slaves. She had high praise for Lara’s efforts at training them.

The mistresses were relaxed and contented for the time being and they settled into recliners, extended the footrests and put the slaves to licking their feet while they basked in comfort. But the evening was yet young. They brainstormed languidly about how to further enjoy the slaves.

Suddenly, Lara slapped her forehead and shook her head as if embarrassed.

“Amara! I just remembered! I package arrived for you some days ago from Africa. I put it aside for you to open when you got home. I sense it’s something quite exciting. Just a minute! I’ll fetch it for you!”

The package was about a foot on a side by 18 inches. Amara opened it and found it to be filled with palm fronds with a note on top. She unfolded the paper and read aloud.

“Dear Amara. I hope the items contained within will give you much enjoyment and satisfaction. Our finest artisans spared no effort to make them perfect instruments of pleasure. Please think of me while you using them upon your sweet little white princesses! Your dear friend and sister in the spirit, Dayo.”

Amara dug into the palm fronds and felt silken smooth, elongated objects within. She closed her hands around one and withdrew it from the box. Mistress and slave alike gasped at the sight what was revealed. The faux cock was elegantly carved in exquisite detail out for finest ivory. It’s shaft was one and a half inches diameter by eight long. At its base were big false balls and at an angle there was a bulb for insertion into the vagina or even perhaps the anus. Some minimal leather straps were attached to hold in place.

Amara dug deeper among the fronds and found five more such devices, two more the same size as the first and the other three two inches by ten. She took one of the smaller size and stood with legs apart while handing the femcock to Julie, who proved to be quick on the uptake and slid the bulb up Amara’s cavern and tightened the straps. Amara stood proud and randy with her big dick jutting, flaunting it, while Lara and Marta laughed and clapped their hands.

The next thing seemed obvious, a “blowjob” from Julie. Amara stepped up close to her as she knelt there and just pointed to the femcock. Julie understood implicitly and was soon sucking passionately. Amara rolled her hips to force the tip against Julie’s gullet in wordless command for her to deepthroat. The dear sweet thing opened her throat to accept the shaft and take it down until her little button nose was buried in her mistress’s thick nappy bush.

Amara gullet fucked her slowly at first, finding that the finely crafted device put pressure just so upon her clit and G. Her lust boiled up and her hips rolled faster; gyrations added to grind the ivory upon the lady parts. She shuddered and her knees buckled when orgasm rocked her. Lara and Marta were quick to jump up and grasped her shoulders lest she topple. They guided her into her recliner with Julie following, cock still down her throat, permission to withdraw it not being given. Amara gave out a deep sigh of satisfaction and put a hand to Julie’s forehead to push her back and away.

Lara and Marta each grabbed a smaller sized femcock. Lara handed hers to Molly and Marta to Peggy. The slaves proved attentive and quickly installed them upon their mistresses, then, without having to be told, took them into their mouths to suck. Amara commented favorably, again pleased at the way the slaves had been so well trained to anticipate the desires of their mistresses.

Lara and Marta chose to make it a race to orgasm with the slave who lost the race to get a stern caning. It was a close contest, but in the end it was Lara who wailed in her ecstasy with cock rammed down Molly’s throat. Peggy satisfied Marta just seconds behind but the poor dear still got twenty lurid welts laid across her tender white ass.

What to do next? After a brief huddle the mistresses decided the slaves should do the work and put forth the effort while the mistresses passively enjoyed the femcocks. Soon all five slaves sported ivory boners. Amara had Julie and Kiku fitted out with the larger size, she being a larger woman with a more commodious cunt who needed the extra diameter.

Julie laid on her back on the rug and held her femcock upright so Amara could vaginally impale herself looking down on Julie’s face. Kiku slipped availed herself of some palm oil lube that had come along in the box and came up behind Amara to slide the big dick up her ass. Despite being small in stature the slaves proved strong and showed great stamina as they rutted hard and pleasingly, quickly propelling Amara to her first orgasm.

Marta and Lara did rock paper scissors to decide who would be first to take the double penetration. Mata’s rock broke Lara’s scissors and soon she was doubly impaled upon Molly and Peggy’s femcocks. Lara contented herself by lying Suzy on her back and riding the ivory with it up her nookie while waiting for one or the other of her friends to finish and make a second cock available to her.

Amara finished first and Lara had to take the big one up the ass, which she managed quite well with the help of ample lube. In the end the mistresses stood shoulder to shoulder while the slaves saw to sucking the ivory clean. Then it was bedtime and the lot of them piled onto Amara’s vast mattress, each mistress with a slave’s head pillowed on her pussy ready to serve her should she awake horny in the night.

CHAPTER TWO

The slave auction was just two weeks away and Suzy, Molly and Peggy were put through rigorous supplementary training to ensure they were ready to give exemplary service to mistresses who might be interested in bidding for them.

Amara was especially concerned about the ability of the slaves to satisfy the larger mistresses who were especially fond of facesitting. She called to invite Bessie, a close friend and a chocolate mountain of a mistress to give the slaves a final crash course. Bessie was more than happy to oblige.

“Why sure Amara dear! There’s nothing I like better than laying a sweet little piece of white meat on the bench and pressing my big oozing nappy cunt down on her pert little face. I can hardly pass up two weeks of good queening. I won’t let those little bitches breathe until they get me off even if it takes five minutes, or more! They’ll fetch the highest bids at auction, guaranteed!”

Bessie wasted no time when she arrived the next evening. After exchanging hugs of greeting with the three mistresses she grabbed little Peggy by the hair and laid her face up on the queening bench. She stood straddling the bench and looking down at Peggy, who, to her surprise, showed no fear but rather gazed up at Bessie’s big cunt with longing in her eyes.

Bessie settled herself down with an audible juicy plop over Peggy’s face. Her eyes grew wide and she gasped in pleasant surprise as the well trained tongue went to its duty upon her lady parts.

“My oh my Amara! This sweet little piece of white meat knows what she is about! I thought you said you slaves needed some hard training!”

“My training regimen never fails to produce slaves with tireless and highly skilled tongues Bessie. Their tongues are lengthened and strengthened from prolonged daily rimming sessions. But we have the auction upcoming in two weeks and my concern is making sure their breath holding capacities are exceptional. Large and lovely mistresses such as yourself become lost in the rapture of the queening and heedless of a slave’s need to breathe. That is not the mistress’s problem but rather the slave’s. The mistress’s enjoyment ought not to be interrupted by the slave’s passing out or turning her attention from the pleasuring by struggling for breath rather than focusing on her tongue work. So settle yourself down comfortably on sweet little Peggy and show no mercy!”

The three slaves were in for a long two weeks. Over and over all day long Bessie’s big oozing cunt would press down over their faces sealing off any hope of breathing. Bessie’s smothering chocolate mass would hold them helpless until they passed out and were revived with smelling salts only to have the cunt descend upon them again. But the slaves showed progress every day and, to Amara’s pride, showed fortitude and determination to be the best they could be. Even after prolonged smothering to the point of unconsciousness, after being revived they would beg for Bessie to descend upon them again full force and full weight. Bessie was most appreciative of the repeated deep and satisfying orgasms

By the end of the fortnight ordeal Bessie could bring herself down and ride to orgasm even if it took five minutes or more. Amara was well pleased and sure their enhanced capabilities would fetch the highest prices when they went on the auction block.

On the evening of the auction fifty ebony Mistresses of the League were in attendance. Amara was not the only gateway mistress there. Two others also brought three slaves each to go on the block and one mistress Claudia brought four, making for a baker’s dozen to be auctioned off.

The first order of business was the chance for the mistresses to sample the merchandise to decide which slaves to bid on. Several throne chairs, rimming horses and queening benches were available for the samplings. Well trained tongues caressed and probed pussies and assholes, filling the venue with cries of orgasmic delight.

Amara was puffed with pride and not a little greed when she saw her three slaves being laid upon the benches and ridden long and hard by large and lovely mistresses, each of whom seemed well pleased by their efforts.

And all the slaves were used long and hard before the mistresses settled into their seats and the bidding commenced. Each gateway mistress served as auctioneer for her batch of slaves. Bidding proved fierce among the BBW mistresses for Peggy, Molly and Suzy and record prices were paid.

CHAPTER THREE

The very next day Amara wasted no time going about the business of recruiting another busload of white princesses to be delivered into the clutches of the Lezuba to be converted to the pleasures of Lesbos and trained. It took a good three months to fill the bus with forty. None of the sweet naïve things had any inkling of what was to befall them deep in the steaming jungle.

Her friend captain Tasha’s cruise ship was to deliver the cargo to the mouth of the Congo river. The prospective slaves were strictly segregated from the mistress passengers and slaves to keep them in their virgin state for the time being. But Amara would indulge herself freely in the “amenities” provided aboard.

Tasha invited her to her cabin for a private dinner. The two had not been together since the last voyage home. Amara was pleasantly surprised at how Tasha now seemed to glow after finding her true sexual identity. Their eyes met and a gleam came to each pair as they regarded each other fondly. It didn’t take long for their clothing to be heaped upon the floor. Amara’s pussy grew warm and tingling as she gazed upon the fine figure of womanhood Tasha had become, her sumptuous curves and the rippling feline musculature beneath the feminine softness.

They fell to the floor together entwined in a passionate 69. Loving tongues caressed luscious nappy cunts and the first consuming mutual orgasm struck within the minute. Then they lay languid, lapping softly upon lady parts, slowly rekindling arousal. Lust boiled up again and they shuddered their way through an orgasmic sequence that left them semiconscious and basking in gelatinous afterglow, their sisterly bonding complete.

When able to stand they flopped into recliners. Tasha picked up the intercom phone and spoke into it.

“Yes Viloa dear. Please bring dinner and slaves 4, 9, 17, and 20 to my cabin asap!”

She put down the phone and turned to Amara.

“Four of my finest on the way Amara. Only the best for you. I just give the slaves numbers now. It helps to keep them in their place. Using their names implies too much dignity. It reminds them that though they were once pampered princesses they are now just chattel to be used for our pleasure. But all are really happy in their new lot. Your conversion procedures never fail to bring even the slightest latent tendencies to the surface.

It took about half an hour for Viola, a muscular, naked chocolate brown young amazon the arrive with a sumptuous lobster feast and the four slaves. Each held a tray laden with food or wine. And Viola led them by Y shaped nipple leashes, toothy alligator clips clamped tight on tender titties. Each had her number tattooed between belly button and bush. And their hair was braided on top of their heads, forming a convenient handle for pulling white faces into black pussies or between chocolate cheeks.

Amara noticed that all four slaves were blond on the head, though their bushes varied in color. She had, in fact, noticed that all the ship’s slaves were blond haired. She queried Tasha on the subject.

“What can I say Amara? Mistresses prefer blonds! If they’re not natural I have them dyed.”

The slaves laid the trays on the table and stepped aside to kneel shoulder to shoulder, ready to serve. Tasha thanked Viloa who took her leave. Tasha looked after her with fondness in her eyes.

“There goes my strong right arm and protégé Amara. I’m so proud of her!”

They fell to the feast, lobster shells cracking, garlic bread crunching, wine glasses clinking from repeated toasts in honor of the League and the grand lifestyle it provided. Gorged on lobster, a bit tipsy from the fine white wine they flopped back into the recliners and extended the footrests. Tasha just wiggled her toes and pointed to her feet. The four slaves were quick to grovel to the mistresses; each slave taking a foot in the mouth to lick and suck.

Both mistresses sighed in sweet contentment and lapsed into leisurely conversation, catching up. The slaves laved their feet with tender adoration, soft lips sucking big toes, tongues slithering between the smaller ones and licking every inch of soles.

The inevitable took about an hour. Mistresses fingers found their way to pussies but soon only the tongues of slaves would suffice. Tasha grabbed 4 by the hair and pulled her face up into her oozing crotch. Amara chose slave 20 and did likewise. She gasped and quivered as the well trained tongue went to its duty, impressed not only by the skills but the adoring passion showered on her cunt. It left no doubt that slave 20 was happy in her lot despite the lowliness of her new station in life and would rather be nowhere else.

Tasha reached out to take Amara’s hand as they each approached orgasm and the two mistresses came in vocalizations filled with sweet harmony. They lapsed into afterglow for a few minutes but soon the tongue craving returned and just one tongue each was not enough. Four slaves had been fetched for a reason and it was time for TTAO.

Tasha snapped her fingers to get the slaves’ attention and held up two fingers as a wordless command. Slaves 9 and 17 were on their backs on the rug in a heartbeat and soon found their faces engulfed in nappy wet pussies as the mistresses took seats upon them. The mistresses leaned forward onto hands and knees to present their asses and the other two slaves pressed their faces between shapely chocolate mounts and put tongues to the ebony orifices.

Again Amara was impressed by the quality of slaves provided for enjoyment of the passengers. It was 20 who served Amara’s asshole and she shuddered as the slithering; wriggling tongue probed ever so deep within her. Minutes passed without the slightest signs of tongue fatigue. Tasha obviously demanded tireless tongues of her slaves along with highest skills.

Slave 9 lay beneath Amara, doing her part to maximize stimulation. The two tongues in combo achieved the desired result as Amara reached crescendo and convulsed in a violent orgasm, giving out a ferocious sound of brute satisfaction. Soon after, Tasha’s primal shriek bespoke her own ecstasy.

Amara felt the two tongues switch to soft stimulation and she knew she had only to wait a bit for a reprise. She rested her forehead on her crossed forearms and immersed herself in the escalating rapture. Tasha nudged her and invited her to switch slaves. The two mistresses swapped tongues and Amara found the transition seamless. The mistresses soon came hard again in near simultaneity, rolled off to the side and melted.

Then it was time to relax and enjoy prolonged rimming before bedtime. The power recliners could be adjusted so that a mistress could kneel on the seat while leaning on the back and assume a position of total comfort while offering her ass to the slave. But first Tasha had a new wrinkle to show Amara. She invited Amara to watch while she adjusted the recliner and assumed the position, presenting her exquisite chocolate behind.

Amara’s jaw dropped as she looked at Tasha’s coal black orifice and saw it twitch and pucker and then blossom into something like a hot pink rose as it turned inside out, the bright color contrasting beautifully with the ebony skin of the ass. Tasha explained.

“One of our passengers was kind enough to teach me this. It takes some practice to learn how to press down just so and make the anus flare like this. But it’s well worth the investment in time. It exposes maximal sensitive tissue to the lips and tongue. The slave can both suck and lick, running the lips and tongue all over and around. It takes the rimming to a whole new level.”

Tasha barked a command: “Slave 20! Suck and lick!”

The slave was quick to enfold her distended orifice within her full pink lips and put her skilled tongue to work caressing the sensitive contours. Tasha gave out a deep shuddering sigh and her forehead fell upon her crossed forearms as she gave in to the rapture of perfect rimming. Amara waited patiently while she enjoyed. The code was inviolate: never interrupt another mistress in the midst of her pleasure. But her own anus twitched and puckered as she experimented with pressing down to make it flare.

Inevitably the slave’s tongue brought Tasha to the peak of arousal and she directed the slave to her clit to finish her. 20 buried her face in her mistress’s nappy snatch and put tongue to the pink pearl. Half a minute sufficed for Tasha to convulse, then relax in her satisfaction. Slave 20 backed away and Amara saw Tasha’s orifice draw back in. Tasha apologized for making Amara wait.

“Sorry sister. Once that tongue goes to work back there giving in is the only option.”

“Not a problem Tasha, so long as you teach me that trick right now!”

Amara assumed the position on the recliner and it took only about an hour of Tasha’s coaching and coaxing to achieve the desired result, though Amara was almost ready to give up. Then, upon one more try, she pressed down harder than ever and felt the unfolding and blossoming. Just the soft breeze from the ceiling fan upon her newly exposed tissue made her quiver. And then there was the enfolding of slave 9’s soft lips, the rhythmic sucking and the supple tongue slithering and probing ever so pleasingly and so deep.

Amara gasped, her head lolling before it fell across her forearms and she lapsed into the sweet stupor. On it went, minute by minute until her clit all but screamed for attention. But then came the heavenly dilemma. Answering the call of her pink pearl would mean relinquishing her anal delight. For a few more minutes she was torn. But it seemed slave 9 sensed her quandary and resolved it by going down to serve the clit while slipping her thumb up Amara’s rectum and swirling it. Amara writhed and bucked through a soul shattering climax, giving out a primal wail. She melted into afterglow, drifting in a pink haze, draped limp and languid over the chair.

Lust was satistfied for the evening and Tasha bestowed slaves 9 and 20 upon Amara to share her bed and give her waking pleasures and service come the morn.

Amara woke up when the morning sun illuminated the porthole window.  The slaves lay beside her, but down low aligned with her ass and pussy. Amara’s first order of business was to relieve her bladder and she rolled over to sit on 9’s face. 9 needed no instruction. Her lips enfolded Amara’s apex and she received the piquant golden flow with thirst. Amara reached back and fumbled about until she found 20’s head braid and pulled her face between her cheeks so the TTAO could commence. The braid was long, 20’s tenure as a slave being long as well and Amara kept her grip on it over her shoulder, forcing 20’s face between her chocolate mounts while 9’s tongue did its sweet duty.

Three relaxing orgasms sufficed for nature to take its course and 20 clearly felt and tasted the emerging turd. She encircled Amara’s orifice with tender lips and accepted her feeding, swallowing it down by the inch, then swabbing away the leavings with adoring tongue.

Then it was to the spacious whirlpool tub where Amara was bathed with loving care, every square inch.

Breakfast was served on the breezy foredeck with slaves 9 and 20 under the table making sure the mistress’s pussies were not neglected while they enjoyed their meals. The omelets were huge and bacon sausage and toast abounded. The slaves’ breakfast was the leftovers, which the mistresses tossed on the floor for the slaves to fight over like hungry little bitches.

Amidships was a large swimming pool surrounded by a broad deck with many cabana’s. Nudity was considered de rigueur at all times aboard ship. Tasha and Amara installed themselves comfortably, lounging and luxuriating in their resplendent ebony nudity, stretching their legs out and offering each slave a foot to lick and suck while they sipped their pina coladas. They passed the morning in random conversation, sometimes taking breaks for a rimming and cunnilingus or a dip in the pool when the sun’s heat overcame.

Lunch was much like breakfast, slaves under the table doing their duty and fighting over the scraps when the mistresses had eaten their fill.

In the afternoon the tropical heat oppressed so they retired to a pleasure chamber below deck to enjoy the slaves in varied ways. The slaves were willing and eager to submit to being hung up or bent over to suffer under the whip and cane, screaming, sobbing, whimpering pleas for mercy that only incited more lustful cruelty, knowing how much their torment gave pleasure to their mistresses. They would spare no sacrifice of their bodies or dignity for the sake of their mistress’s enjoyment.

They would be bound down supine on benches with legs in spreader bars hung from the ceiling and cruel whips would lash tender tits until the slaves’ vocalizations of torment inflamed the nappy cunts to a point unbearable and then the mistresses would mount their faces and the adoring tongues would quench the fire for the time being.

But the mistresses would retain their seats and canes would beat tattoo upon sensitive little cunts, their screams muffled by the lush lady parts of their mistresses as they used their tongues in desperation until orgasms sated the mistresses and mercy was finally granted.

Then the femcocks would come out. The slaves would be bent over the ends of the bench and their tight little holes would be stretched and ravaged while their faces were buried in the cunt of the other mistress.

The evening meal was a ship wide affair, served on the pool deck at large round tables holding  ten mistresses each with slaves under table for all. It was a chance for mistresses to get acquainted and be recruited for membership in the League. It helped to spread the word far and wide when mistresses returned from the voyage and let others know of the pleasures of League membership.

The evenings were devoted to entertainments held in a small arena in the ship’s hold, a sort of slave circus. The slaves were subjected to assorted degradations and cruel sport for the amusement of the mistresses. The festivities would continue until midnight, whereupon there would be a celebratory orgy before bedtime.

As a warm up there would be a performance by tit twirlers. Clamps with small lead weights hung from short chains would be pinched painfully tight on the tender nipples of six slaves standing in a circle facing the audience. Tasha served as ringmaster. Upon her command the slaves would twirl the weights clockwise, counter clockwise and in opposite directions with practiced skill while doing a lewd dance, grimacing from the cruel bite on their tender parts the while, yet enduring with devoted fortitude to entertain the mistresses.

Then there were the rape wrestles. One by one, several  mistresses with their femcocks installed would be joined in the ring by slaves heavily coated with olive oil to make them slippery as a greased pigs. It was a competition to see which mistress could wrestle the slippery slave into submission and sodomize her to mutual orgasm in the shortest time. Out of a sense of duty the slaves put up a vigorous resistance for the amusement of the audience but once in the inextricable grip of the mistress they surrendered willingly to the penetration and ravaging of the femcock and were rewarded by orgasm.

Next two cushioned queening benches were fetched out by slaves and set in the center of the ring. BBW mistresses would compete to see how many slaves they could render  unconscious with their smothering chocolate mass and big oozing cunts while achieving orgasm from each within 30 minutes. Slaves would be pinned helpless beneath their suffocating bulk, using their trained tongues in desperation as their breath gave out, kicking wildly toward the end as howls of laughter echoed in the chamber from the audience.

Multiple slaves were lined up on their knees behind the benches. Four naked crew members assisted the competition by first seizing each slave and slapping her down on the bench to service her ebony giantess, then by tossing the spent, senseless slaves onto the piles that grew to a dozen or more.

Whipping skills were the focus of the next two events.

The first competition was “dodge-whip.” A mistress would stand within a meter wide circle wielding a bullwhip long enough to reach the perimeter of the ring. A slave would be let loose in the ring and try to dodge lashes the mistress would throw. There would be both hits and misses because the slaves were nimble and able to dodge the searing leather almost as often as not. Hits would result in high pitched screams and lurid welts upon soft and tender white hides. The mistress who could inflict the most welts within fifteen minutes would be declared the winner.

The second demonstration of skills involved pure accuracy upon a still target. A slave would be strung up by wrists and ankles, suspended in a sitting position with legs wide apart. A mistress would stand at a distance of five meters with long bullwhip in hand. She would have to call her lashes, be they upon nipple or pussy.

Competitions were open to all and Amara chose to test her estimable flagellant skills at both.

First she was pitted in the ring with an uncommonly quick young redhead who easily dodged her first straightforward attempts. Amara knew then that this would be a challenge and trickery would be required if she were to land any lashes. She would first fake a backhand stroke, whip cracking the air and making the slave dive away, only to have Amara whirl the whip with lightning speed in the opposite direction, causing the slave to dive right into the lash. Leather cracked hard on tender white hide and a welt appeared as the slave gave out a scream.

The cat and mouse game went on. Amara chose to tire the slave with flurries of strokes, some finding their mark some not. But it kept the slave in constant motions, dodging, diving, rolling, jumping, screaming when a lash struck home, obviously tiring. Toward the end she began to stumble and fall, making herself vulnerable to multiple strikes from the searing braided leather, welts painting her all over. For the last half minute she lay supine and gasping for breath while Amara laid welts across her everywhere at will. Her shrewd tactics resulted in her winning hands down, the welts overlapping and impossible to count.

The second competition called for pure, practiced precision. Each mistress got thirty attempts to strike tit or pussy, ten targetings at each. Lahes had to be called. Several mistresses preceded Amara, most managing to strike their targets half the time or less. But one mistress just before her scored 29. Only a perfect score would suffice. A fresh slave was hung up for Amara, who was coldly methodical and unerring, going clockwise, first striking the right nipple, then the left and finally the apex of the pussy, directly on the clit, making the slave writhe in torment and howl. It came down to the last lash, the clit the target. Amara whirled her whip and flung it out. With a flick of her wrist at just the right instant tip struck clit and the prize was hers.

Thus ended the evening’s events and ot was orgy time. The mistresses were uncommonly randy from watching it all. The slaves were used long and hard and without respite. When it was all over they were left in a moaning heap on the floor. Food and wine were brought out and the mistresses partook generously until every drop and morsel was consumed. Then the picked apart the pile of slaves, each choosing one to share her bed for the night and serve her in the morning.

CHAPTER FOUR

Amara and Tasha stood at the bow railing as the wide maw of the Congo river came into view. The voyage was such a delight that Amara was almost sorry for it to end. But then there was the thrilling adventure ahead and her reunion with the tribe that had adopted her as one of their own. Her pussy warmed and wettened in anticipation of seeing the petrified faces of the pampered white princesses as they were surrounded by menacing coal black, spear wielding Lezuba warriors and marched off naked through the sultry jungle to the village where their enslavement would begin.

Then there would be the delights of the breaking, training and conversion. How sweet to be tasted for the first time by a terrified little vanilla treat in her introduction to the worship of the nappy cunt. The first time was always special. Though the new slave lacked skills her fearful attentions and humiliation more than made up for it and the orgasms were exceptional.

The ship pulled up to the dock at dawn and the gangplank was lowered. The batch of unsuspecting soon-to-be slaves disembarked onto the quay. The mistresses lined the railing, looking down, pointing, cackling and giggling. The little white things looked up at them in puzzled apprehension before boarding the riverboat.

The trip upriver was full speed ahead until sunset found them at the stopover where they would board the bus for the ride down the remote road into the deep jungle. There was a bunkhouse where they spent the night and an early breakfast.

The bus left just at sunrise, driven by a disguised Lezuba in cahoots with Amara. At first the road permitted perhaps forty miles per hour until noon when it narrowed and became more rutted and rugged. They stopped for a quick lunch and a stretching of the legs. Then it was on into the steaming wild, tree branches brushing the side of the bus as it crawled along at fifteen miles per hour, zigzagging around big potholes.

By four o’clock in the afternoon they came to the clearing. Amara called a halt for a rest stop and the little princesses piled out of the bus. They barely had their feet on the ground before a hundred spear toting, naked Lezuba warriors emerged from the forest.

The princesses cast their eyes about in terror and looked to Amara who just laughed, stripped naked and ran into the welcoming Arms of Dayo who handed her a spear and a pair of sandals.

The princesses were backed at spear point up against the bus and Dayo commanded them to strip naked. They mewled and whimpered in their terror as they obeyed. The clothes passports and other belongings were tossed back onto the bus to be used by the batch of trained slaves Amara would be bringing back to civilization with her.

The girls were lined up one behind the other to be led off to the village. Each new slave had a two meter rope looped around her neck that went behind her and was attached to painful split bamboo nipple clamps on the slave who followed. Their hands were bound behind them. Dayo barked a command for the procession to proceed down the trail through the dense forest.

The pace set was a slow trot. The erstwhile pampered princesses sobbed and sniveled as they stumbled along barefoot over the rugged trail. Any laggards got sharp cane strokes across tender white behinds.

After a mile or so they came to the camouflaged gate that led into the hidden volcanic caldera where the village stood among the towering jungle trees. When the entered the circle of huts there were whoops and catcalls and the wild beating of bongos as the princesses were surrounded by lustful, leering naked warriors. They were led to the center of the circle where the queen’s throne stood and forced to their knees, quailing in terror. The warriors formed a semicircle behind them; spears pointed in wordless threat.

It was then that Queen Thandi made her grand entrance, riding stark naked in a bamboo litter born by a dozen white slave girls. Her throne stood upon a three step dais built out of rare tropical woods. She dismounted from the litter and stood facing the kneeling new slaves, revealing herself as a towering chocolate colossus. The litter was carried aside and she mounted the steps to her throne but first stood to address the cowering slaves. All warriors and Amara as well fell to their knees. Under Dayo’s tutelage the queen had acquired a command of English so Dayo’s interpretation was no longer needed.

“Say goodbye to the lives you have known little white things. You are now to be slaves of the Lezuba and will be trained to serve our pleasure. To make clear the meaning of this I would like one of our own to demonstrate the fundamentals.”

Amara was inspired and overjoyed at the sight of the one she had come to revere as a demi-goddess and was quick to raise her hand. The queen’s eyes fell upon her with warm affection.

“Sister Amara! So happy to see you again! I never doubted you would bring in slave girls of finest quality. Please come and serve me and show the white ones how it’s done!”

Thandi seated herself on the throne and raised and parted her legs, resting her ankles on the arms which were carved in soft contours for her comfort, exhibiting her commodious nappy cunt. Amara went to her knees and bowed low, then groveled up the steps toward her waiting queen. There was no need for her to fake her passionate adoration. It was an honor to serve her highness. She buried her face deep into the lush oozing tissues, head pressed in to the ears and put her loving tongue to its duty as Thandi rolled her hips, lost in her enjoyment. Amara’s practiced skills soon achieved the result and the mighty thighs clasped her head between them as the queen passed into the throes of her ecstasy, bucking and writhing, giving out ferocious vocalizations. Amara just relaxed, focusing one her tongue caressing the big clit, and let her body be tossed about until the queen went limp and her thighs parted, feet flopping to the floor. Amara bent to kiss each one and crawled back down to knee before the throne. Thandi stood to address the slaves again.

“In the new lives that are before you slaves, it will be your duty to give us pleasure like that and in many other ways. Though you may feel reluctance or resistance wisdom dictates your submission because any such resistance is futile and if you persist in it a dire fate awaits you!”

The queen pointed to her right and all eyes followed. Heretofore unnoticed was the huge iron cooking pot, a fire blazing beneath it, the palm oil within at a seething boil. Thandi continued.

“Foolish, stubborn girls have a way of becoming a meal for me!”

As one the cowering princesses gasped and quailed. Of course, the Lezuba were not really cannibals. The mere threat of the cooking pot never failed to induce abject submission. Thandi concluded her menacing tirade.

“Now it is time for your first lesson in the pleasuring of your betters! My appetite for a feast of succulent deep fried white meat is always sharp! Expect no mercy if you are foolish enough to refuse! Shall I say you will eat or you will be eaten!”

Thandi took her seat on the throne and wave her hand, the signal for things to commence. The Lezuba warriors converged upon the kneeling girls, leering, eyes alight with unbridled lust.

A large area within the circle of huts held the various furnishings for the comfort of the warrior mistresses when enjoying slaves. There were queening benches, throne chairs and rimming horses, all elegantly carved from exotic woods.

There was friendly jostling among the warriors for first chance to be served by the slaves because the warriors outnumbered them roughly two to one. Finally those who managed to claim slaves dragged them over to the furnishings and availed themselves according to their whims.

Amara laid claim to a cute brunette, grabbed her by the hair and dragged her to a throne chair. She forced the slave to her knees and took her seat in comfort, legs parted, ankles resting of the chair arms, nappy cunt presented lewd as could be. The slave, obviously “straight” quailed at the sight and what was to be expected over her. Amara Grabbed her hair again and turned her to face the cooking pot, pointing at it in wordless threat. With a sigh of resignation the erstwhile pampered princess allowed her face to be pulled into Amara’s oozing crotch, redolent with the feral perfume of her lust.

The touch of the tongue was tentative and tremulous at first, slithering about aimlessly here and there. But then Amara perceived the attentions as a wordless plea for guidance as to how best to please her and be spared the agony of the pot. She went to giving murmured instructions about where to lick and how, sensing the slave’s terrified submission and taking that singular delight from a new slave’s surrender. The orgasm resulting had that unique intensity.

Meanwhile, the other princesses were being introduced to their new places in the world.

Some of the warriors were of larger and heftier proportions and preferred the queening benches for that introduction. The little ivory dolls’ heads were pinned helpless and breathless beneath the smothering ebony mass and big, lush cunts, their legs kicking wildly as their air gave out, bringing glee to all. The were subjected to several round of such until they learned to use their tongues properly and satisfy the savage mistresses.

The finely carved and comfortable rimming horses were put to good use as well. Pert little white faces were buried between shapely and muscular chocolate cheeks, putting tongue to the coal black orifices between them. Tongue fatigue soon set in and their efforts were motivated by harsh cane strokes across pampered white asses administered by warriors waiting their own turns upon the horses. A rolling of the hips served notice to the slave that attention should be turned to the clit for the mistresses satisfaction before another took her turn upon the horse.

In the end, near sunset, this sweet reign of terror had all of the warrior mistresses basking in contentment from the attentions of the trepid tongues. The newbie slaves were herded off to the new block of bamboo pens that had been prepared for them and a celebratory feast was held.

Whole antelope had been roasting on spits over slow fires during the proceedings and other bush meat was tossed into the cooking pot to deep fry. There was tropical fruit in abundance as well as jug upon jug of palm liquor.

The feasting and dancing went on until midnight. The scraps and leftovers were tossed into the slave pens to be fought over. Then each warrior mistress chose a partner and all retired to the huts for a sisterly 69 to ease them into sleep. Amara paired up with Dayo and their act of bonding was tender and passionate.

First thing in the morning after breakfast they wasted no time in beginning the process of conversion, the highly refined comingling of pain, indignity and pleasure that would transform the straight young things into sweet and submissive daughters of Lezbos.

The trainees were rousted from their pens along with the already trained slaves who would be assisting in the process.

The first phase was simple. Warrior mistresses took their places on throne chairs, rimming horses and on upturned faces upon the queening benches. Newbies were placed on their knees before thrones and horses and ordered to lick. Cane strokes to pale behinds encouraged compliance. Then, when the newbie slaves obeyed, the trained ones slipped in and put well trained tongues to princess pussies, pairing that pleasure with the scent and taste of the nappy cunt. The shocking surprise and delight of orgasm in the midst of it all would go far to break down the walls. The newbies were passed from throne to horse to queening bench and made to come repeatedly while their faces were buried between the comely dark thighs as they ingested the amber poontang and the salty orgasmic gushes of the mistresses.

It took all day to rotate all the princesses through each “furnishing” and each warrior mistress. The slaves were penned up for the night and feasting and dancing followed again.

In the morning the conversion process continued and the results of the previous day were encouraging. To start, mistresses took seats on throne chairs or mounted horses. The larger ladies stood by the queening benches, waiting. Newbies were lined up to await their turns at pleasuring before each furnishing. Upon Dayo’s barked command and threat of the cooking pot faces were buried in crotches or between shapely cheeks. Other slaves laid themselves out on the queening benches and big juice cunts descended upon upturned faces. Several of the newbies had their latent lesbian tendencies brought to the surface by the pleasures of the tongue as evident in the way their attentions were born of true desire to please the mistresses rather than mere terror of the pot. The mistresses who were served by these raised their hands to make Dayo aware of their transformations and those slaves were assigned to assist in the conversion process.

Another long day lay ahead for the trainees, each making repeated rounds at the furnishings. Cane strokes across tender alabaster asses and threats of the pot could be heard, interspersed with wild cries of orgasmic ecstasy from the mistresses and the same from the trainees, though these latter were muffled by the lush tissues of the lady parts in which the faces were buried.

The conversion process was prolonged and relentless but the results were inevitable. Pain and threats aided in the process, but it was the repeated orgasmic pleasure, paired with the scent and taste of the nappy cunt that did most to break the will and transform. It took a good five days for every newbie to finally succumb and become an eager and willing giver of pleasure.

Then it was time to subject the trainees to the deeper depths of submission, that being toilet servitude. First they were introduced to the imbibing of the golden nectar. They were laid on their backs on the ground while a mistress squatted over their faces. Dayo ordered them all to open wide and drink, adding a threat of the pot for motivation. But, most importantly, a trained slave put tongue to their pussies to pair orgasmic pleasure with the piquant taste of the golden beverage.

All newbies were subjected to this, including those whose latency had been revealed because this was another level in the process. But the revealed latents guzzled down their drinks with thirst. But among the others there was much spilling, choking and turning away of the head on the first test. They were bent over the queening benches and hard cane strokes accompanied further threats of the pot. Their terror motivated compliance and then there was the orgasmic reinforcement, which really served to seal the deal.

But it took several days for all trainees to perform the act to perfection, willing and thirsty acceptance of the nectar without spilling a drop. The following day would be the real test of submission.

In the morning the newbie slaves were lined up on their knees in a semicircle with the trained slaves kneeling behind them. Dayo informed them of what would be expected.

“Good morning slaves! And in case you don’t yet fully understand the meaning of that word let me enlighten you. It means you are our property to do with as we please and only absolute and immediate submission and obedience will suffice. We mistresses take great pleasure in this submission and get great satisfaction in making you do things just because we can. You have been introduced to the least demanding form of toilet servitude. Now, if you think about it a bit, what will be expected next will dawn upon you!”

She paused for a moment to let that sink in and it was obvious the slaves got the gist of it by the way they fidgeted and cowered and their lily white faces turned paler than they already were. Dayo continued.

“We mistresses always hear the call of nature first thing in the morning and I am sure many are already feeling ‘impatient’ as you might say. You will all now lie on your backs with your mouths open and prepare yourselves for your ultimate show of submission. If you have any reluctance remember the cooking pot!”

The slaves obeyed, even though many sobbed and sniveled in terror. Then, to their surprise, one of the trained  slaves went down on each to use their skilled tongues to bring the newbies to the brink of orgasm so that ecstatic pleasure would be paired with the taste of the feces that would soon fill their mouths. Repetition of this on a daily basis would soon make them hinger for the fruit of their mistress’s bowels.

Warrior mistresses squatted above the faces of the slaves, holding back for just the right moment. When a slave opened her mouth to cry out in her ecstasy the turd was expelled. Mouths were filled to overflowing, stools laid up over noses or down upon chins. Dayo commanded them to eat, reminding them of the waiting pot.

Stark terror motivated and slowly but surely the feces was consumed except of one blond named Rhonda who shook her head and let all fall to the ground. Dayo wasted no time, ordering her to by strung up by one ankle over the pot. She held a machete to sever the rope from which Rhonda hung. They lowered her so she could feel the heat of the seething oil. Dayo poised the machete, ready to swing.

“Now slave! Would you really prefer to be a breakfast of French fried white meat for us? Or will you see the wisdom of eating up what you have spilled on the ground?”

Sobbing in abject dread, Rhonda begged for mercy and was raised up and deposited on the ground. She crawled to where the brown pile lay and wolfed it down.

Then it was time for tongues to serve as toilet paper and the mistress’s assholes were scrupulously cleaned.

Next on the training agenda were the ivory femcocks. The slaves learned to strap them onto each other and then were made to service the mistresses in double penetration with the expectation that they rut with abandon, driving their mistresses mad with delight. In the early going the slave’s fucked themselves to collapse of exhaustion far too soon. The only remedy was diligent and rigorous practice to build up endurance. Several hours each day would be devoted to this until the slaves could rut indefinitely and fully satisfy. Their reward once this was achieved was to have the tables turned, their mistresses putting the femcocks to them long and hard, reinforcing their efforts with well-earned orgasms.

And Dayo produced an inventive variant of the femcock as a surprise for Amara. She led one of the trained slaves from the pens with a small double femcock strapped to her chin. The two prongs could be inserted into vagina and rectum to enhance the cunnilingus. Amara was quick to take a seat in a throne chair with legs parted, offering herself to the slave, who went to her knees and slid the prongs in deep before going to work with her trained and tireless tongue, head swirling as she licked. Orgasm struck soon and hard with convulsive force. And that sweet tongue fluttering just so upon the clit sent wave after climactic wave through Amara’s body as she writhed and howled in her ecstasy.

When at last she could come no more she pushed the slave back and away, then told Dayo to send shipments of these novel devices back home to Lara and to Tasha for use on the ship.

Amara’s “anthropological expedition” was to take up the whole summer, ample time for the conversion process to be completed. Indeed that process took only two months, leaving plenty of time for the mistresses to enjoy the fruits of it and add some amusing embellishments. Just as aboard the ship, the slaves were subjected to some cruel sports.

There were “dodge whip” competitions held within a circle of mistresses, the whip mistress standing in the center with her ankle tied to a stake, the slave scampering about within the circle in her futile efforts to evade the precise searing lashes.

Slaves were strung up by either wrists or ankles for a contest of whipping form. Mistresses were judged on their elegance and grace in wielding the whirling leather while zebra striping the slave from shoulder to ankle. Amara excelled at this, her two snake whips a near invisible blur as she made her around the spinning, ankle suspended slave, lurid welts appearing on her pale hide as if by magic.

Then there was the call the lash whipping contest and a variant of the same involving the use of blowpipes and darts. The darts were dipped in a stinging potion.

A slave would be bound to an X shaped cross and the mistresses would target nipples and pussies with blown darts from increasing distances, the closest being about 20 paces, then 30, 40 and finally 50. Screams of exquisite torment would echo though the jungle canopy while mistress fingers went to nappy cunts.

The Lezuba’s skill with the blowpipes never ceased to amaze. Nipples were considered the easy targets and were awarded the fewest points. A dart lodged in the vulva yielded a higher score, but the gold standard was the skewering of a tiny tender clit. Most Lezuba could accomplish this feat from the shorter ranges but Dayo won the competition as usual with a piercing of a pink pearl at paces, eliciting a supernal scream that was echoed by primal orgasmic wails from the watching , pussy fingering warriors.

And most amusing were the slave hunts held in the surrounding jungle. First slave races were held to find the fastest and most athletic slaves to make the hunt most challenging. Terror of the cooking pot was used to motivate the panicked flight of the slaves when they were released naked in the snake and insect infested forest. They would be hunted down with blowpipes the weapons, the darts dipped in a soporific potion. Dart after stinging dart would pierce the slave until she collapsed and was thrown over the shoulder of the warrior huntress to be brought back to the village.

All of this was meant to impress upon the slaves that it was their lot to suffer for the pleasure of their mistresses. And so powerful was the effect of the conversion process that the slaves would come to submit willingly to whatever torments their mistresses whim dictated in their zeal to please them.

Each slave was subject to the queen’s approval before being declared fully fit for duty. But there was first to be a preliminary evaluation by mistresses of higher rank including Dayo, Amara and a few others. Two by two the slaves would spend a night with one of the said mistresses so they could each be evaluated and so the mistresses could enjoy TTAO.

Amara waited within a hut in the evening, enthroned in an elegantly carved chair awaiting the two young slaves who were to serve her and be judged. The leopard skin flaps at the entrance parted and Zara, a young slave keeper warrior, led the two young white things into the hut by Y shaped tit leashes. Dark haired, dark eyed Phoebe and blond-blue eyed Lisa were made to kneel before Amara to await her command.

Amara thanked Zara, who bowed and left the hut. Amara cast lustful eyes upon the pale, sweet, tender creatures who knelt with heads bowed in submission. She spoke to them in tones of firm but gentle dominance.

“This evening you will serve me so I may ascertain your readiness to pleasure and satisfy our queen and get her stamp of approval. A long night lies before us and your capabilities and your submission will be tested to the limit. Failure will result in harsh punishment and a round of remedial training. Be grateful for this opportunity because if you fail to please our queen the cooking pot awaits you and she will feast upon your tender white flesh. Though terror of the pot will motivate you to give me rare pleasure much more will be expected. I must sense sincere and selfless desire to please me, quite apart from that fear. That will be your only salvation. I am a most discerning woman and no pretense will escape me. Now Phoebe, you will be first to serve me this evening. Crawl to me and let me feel that sweet, sincere tongue!”

Phoebe was quick to grovel across the few feet separating and press her face deep into Amara’s widespread pussy. Amara shuddered in delighted surprise at the passion to please her that clearly eclipsed Phobe’s terror of the pot. She was assured this young thing would pass her ultimate test but would not let on about it yet because the evening was yet young and much pleasure lay ahead.

Amara was quite randy in her anticipation of this special evening and she soon directed Phoebe to her tingling clit. Those tender lips enclosed it and that tongue found the mark unerringly. Orgasm struck hard and then there was that flutter of the tongue, soft as a butterfly’s wing upon the pink pearl, inducing wave upon orgasmic wave as Amara wailed.

She melted in sweet afterglow, draped in the chair, legs still parted wide. Phoebe backed away and Lisa then exhibited the efficacy of the conversion process and training regimen. Unbidden she crawled to Amara and pressed her face into the nappy cunt, going low to caress then anus, knowing that would rekindle her mistress’s arousal and lead to another orgasmic sequence.

Amara slumped limp and languid for some minutes, but Lisa persisted, showering tender and passionate worship upon the nether orifice, tongue slithering in and out in the manner know to be most pleasing. Amara stirred and gave out a deep sigh of growing pleasure, spurring Lisa to heightened outpouring of adoration.

It took some minutes more as Amara’s breathing escalated and she took hold of Lisa’s hair to pull her deeper into her tingling, oozing crotch. Then a rolling of the hips served as the signal that her clit was screaming for attention. Lisa was quick to shift upward to the apex, enfolding the berry in her loving lips to lick and suck while slipping two petite fingers in where her tongue had just been, wriggling them about to enhance the impending climax.

Amara convulsed from the first surge of supernal ecstasy and again there was that flutter of the tongue as she passed into the throes, bucking and writhing in the chair before going gelatinous and sagging in her satisfaction.

She was just conscious enough to wiggle her toes and the slaves were quick to take the cue, diving onto the lion skin rug, each taking a foot in the mouth to lick between the toes and suck them. Amara basked in her enjoyment for some time, but the foot massaging tongues had their desired effect and the tingle in her pussy told her it was time for TTAO.

She was pleased by the nearly telepathic response of the slaves to her desire. Phoebe laid herself supine, ready to have her upturned face engulfed by her mistress’s oozing nappy cunt. Amara mounted her head, facing her feet and rode for a while, enjoying the tongue before laying herself down in the 69 position, ass raised in offering, the wordless command for Lisa to take her place behind her and commence the rimming.

Amara gave out a shuddering gasp as the two tongues were applied in unison and to perfection, not a lick or wriggle failing to miss the mark. She felt the welling up of the first orgasm almost too soon and held herself in an iron grip to let the arousal build. When she could bear no more a rolling of her hips was the cue and the two tongues were applied hard, lips enfolding her clit as she pressed down to make her anus flare and distend, exposing her tender tissues to Lisa’s attentions.

The result was seismic in its intensity, her body racked by a consuming rush, followed by more beyond her counting as the two tongues continued, sweet and unrelenting. Her bones seemed to melt within her as she passed into afterglow. But the slaves knew well things were just getting started and it was time for ever so soft caresses to the erogenous parts, commencing the slow build to the next cataclysm.

Twice more Amara rode the waves, finishing with one final brutish climax, then she lay flaccid for long minutes, feeling only the soft caresses of the two tongues that had brought her such sweet satisfaction. She believed a reward was in order for the devoted slaves.

Phoebe’s raven pussy lay before her and she bowed her head to lick it while shifting her behind ahead so Lisa could mount Phoebe’s face. Lisa wrapped her arms around Amara’s waist, holding her in a loving embrace while Phoebe’s tongue worked upon her golden little cunt. The two slaves soon quivered as one through an exquisite orgasm.

Next on the agenda was the demonstration of rimming capabilities. Amara mounted the nearby horse and offered her ass, directing Lisa to take the first turn. She sighed deeply as she felt that tongue, lengthened and strengthened by way of the rigorous training and utterly tireless. Pressing down, she turned out her orifice, exposing soft, sensitive tissues to the tongue.

Minutes passed as she immersed herself in the sweet rapture, awaiting the moment of movement. She gave out a deep moan as she felt the welling up within and felt Lisa lips enfold her distended orifice, ready, willing, hungry to accept her feeding. Amara felt the turd pass through her portal, smoothly uninterrupted and she knew her slave was taking it down steadily, inch by inch in the sweet communion of ultimate dominance and submission.

Amara felt the turd’s tip pass as her orifice closed and retracted. But Lisa continued with her final duty, the scrupulous cleaning of every nook and cranny. A soft, clean, purely white cloth hung by a hook on the horse. Amara felt its gentle stroking across her orifice and then Lisa made her way around the horse to present it to her, utterly spotless.

Then it was Phoebe’s turn to press her face between the sumptuous chocolate mounts and ply her tongue. Hers was the greater test because the only acceptable end to rimming was defecation. Her challenge was to induce a second movement by way of her trained and indefatigable tongue.

Amara sagged slack upon the horse, her only effort another flaring of her orifice. Half an hour passed with every moment a delight, Phoebe’s tongue never flagging for an instant nor failing to miss the mark with each pleasing wriggle. Amara felt the first faint, tentative twinge deep inside her and, not wanting to miss her chance, she shoved her ass against Phoebe’s face to urge her efforts.

Phoebe’s response was a sweet outpouring of passion to please that triggered Amara’s physic. There was the building of urgent need and the heavenly relief of the passing into the willing eager mouth. Amara found herself amazed by the size of what Phoebe’s attentions had brought forth from her and elated by how Phoebe ingested the seemingly endless inches. She felt the closing of her orifice and then the tongue at its final duty. Again the white cloth presented to her was spotless.

Amara felt another fullness that had gone unnoticed and pointed to the floor with one finger, the signal that is was time for the slaves to get a drink. Both sweet girls flopped onto their backs and opened their mouths to accept the golden cascade, each in her turn as Amara squatted above them. Nary a drop sullied the rug despite the copious flow.

In the end the two slaves knelt before Amara with heads bowed, obviously anxious as to her appraisal of their performance. Amara was quick to dispel their fears.

“Look at me girls!”

Two pairs of apprehensive eyes met hers.

“You have treated me to a lovely evening of exquisite pleasure and amply exhibited the skills you have been taught, but most importantly the passionate worship and depth of submission that will surely please our queen when the time of your testing comes. Now just go ahead and enjoy a well-earned 69 together. And be sure to savor it because your opportunities for orgasmic pleasure will be strictly rationed in your lives as slaves.”

In a twinkling the two sweet young things were entwined in the act of mutual pleasuring. Amara just sat watching, beaming with pride at what she and her mistress sisters had created. One orgasm did not suffice to quench the pent up desire of the slaves. Upon finishing the third they at last lay in a sated heap, unable to move for some minutes.

CHAPTER FIVE

Two young slaves, Polly and Lori knelt with heads bowed on the lion skin rug before queen Thandi’s throne within her vast and elegant grass hut, awaiting their chance to prove their worth as givers of pleasure and get her stamp of approval. They were the first to be thus tested. Their heads were shaven, only the bushes at their loins revealing the Polly was red-haired and Lori true blond. Dayo, who had tested them, stood behind to present them to her highness. Two young warrior slave keepers stood by to assist matters if necessary.

“These two fine young specimens gave their all and spared no sacrifice of body or dignity in serving me my queen and I am confident you will find them pleasing and worthy and spare them the pot!”

These words ended with the exchange of sly winks between queen and subject as the two slaves trembled at the mention of the dreaded vessel. Dayo went to her own knees, bowed low and took her leave.

The queen snapped her fingers.

“Look at me slaves!”

Polly’s green eyes and Lori’s blue ones turned their gazes upon the one who held their “fate” in her hands. The gaze of the queen was filled with anticipatory lust, her voice husky with it as she spoke.

“You first red! Get up here and put that tongue to work!”

The throne was on a raised platform three steps high. Polly scrambled up ,barking shins and knees as the queen, resplendently naked for the occasion, lifted and parted her legs, resting her ankles on the arms of the throne, offering her vast, nappy pudenda. Polly buried her face up to the ears in the depths of the ragged oozing crevice and put her tongue to work as if her very life depended.

Thandi gasped and shuddered in delight but was appraising as she enjoyed. Did the slave serve her out of sincere devotion or mere selfish terror of the pot? Polly’s passion proved persuasive, the adoring tongue seeking and searching to hit the spots, bent on bringing her majesty to her ecstasy. The queen’s arousal mounted by the minute, but she held herself in check, waiting until it was too much to bear for another second before directing Polly to finish her.

At last Polly felt the tug on her ear that was her cue. She made her way to the apex and enfolded the grape within her tender lips to lick and suck. Seconds sufficed. The mighty thighs clamped together in a smothering grip as the queen passed into the throes while Polly’s tongue fluttered upon her turgid orb. Her highness bucked and writhed with Polly flopping like a fish. Only her rigorous training at the holding of breath saved her from oblivion as minutes passed with the queen riding the supernal waves. Just as the blackness descended the great gams parted and Polly fell senseless to the floor and rolled down the steps. She lay still for long moments, then stirred and took in deep breath, then resumed her place on her knees. The queen barked a command.

“Next!”

Lori was quick to clamber up the steps and press her own face between the hefty thighs, going low to the nether orifice to rekindle the queen’s arousal, eliciting a moan of pure enjoyment from her. The orifice was loose and Lori’s tongue probed deep and wriggled in and out most pleasingly and with the same passionate devotion that eclipsed any terror of the pot.

The queen draped languid over the chair, immersed in the rapture of the fine rimming, feeling her lust slowly boiling up. Long it took and she took her time, holding her grip on herself until the moment was right.

When it came she rolled her hips, nearly engulfing Lori’s head in the vastness of the lush canyon, her signal to go to the clit. And Lori knew well her duty, balling her petite hand into a fist and inserting her forearm to the elbow where her tongue had been before. Ever  so gently she fist fucked her sovereign goddess while putting tongue to the sacred orb.

Thandi convulsed and again the great thighs closed upon the little head. Lori’s skill were no less than Polly’s and the butterfly tongue sent her majesty into rolling surges of mad delight. Poor Lori passed from consciousness, her arm still up Thandi’s ass while she was tossed about. Thandi’s thighs parted in her satisfaction and Lori dropped to the floor, fist still in the clench.

Thandi basked for a while in her afterglow, but like all her sisters her lust and capacity for orgasmic pleasure were nearly limitless and she easily rekindled after putting the slaves to licking her feet. Then it was time for TTAO.

She laid Lori out face up on her leopard skin queening bench and settled her smothering mass down upon her, Lori’s head fully engulfed in the deep oozing crevice. Polly knew the drill and no words of command were needed. She piled on top of Lori and put her head deep between the mountainous chocolate mounts, seeking with her tongue and finding the orifice. Thandi clenched her cheeks tight and Polly’s head also disappeared within her queen’s commodious flesh.

Thandi shuddered as the two tongues went to their duty, rolling and gyrating her vast hips and clenching and relaxing her behind, that movement providing the slaves with their only chance for the fleeting breaths that would allow them to continue the pleasuring to their queen’s satisfaction.

Thandi passed into the rapturous orgasmic state that only skilled and heartfelt TTAO could provide. She was reassured again by the slaves’ outpouring of selfless devotion, making her feel as if a goddess being worshipped. With a final convulsive quivering she finished, her ample flesh going slack, trapping each slave breathless and helpless within its clutch.

Lost in the sweetness of her post-orgasmic stupor Thandi was heedless of the slaves’ thrashing about as their breath gave out. Only the quick action of the attending slave keepers prevented the loss of two valuable slaves. When the thrashing ceased as the blackness fell the keepers grabbed the slaves by the ankles and pulled them from their fleshy prisons.

Then it was time for the climactic pleasuring of the queen. Thandi seated herself on the throne and parted her massive thighs, exposing the gaping maw of her cavernous vagina.

Dayo poured warm palm oil over Polly’s head and smeared it liberally. She bond her hands behind her. Then the two warrior grabbed her hand and foot and pressed her slippery head face up between Thandi’s thighs. They had to push hard before Thandi’s sacred portal gave and Polly’s head slipped in all the way to the shoulders.

Polly first felt panic as Thandi’s lush tissues smothered her giving no hope of breathing. Her face was pressed into the wide soft mound of Thandi’s G. Polly knew instinctively her only hope of escape was to give Thandi satisfaction. Her terror escalated as she put her trained tongue to work and rubbed her nose upon it as well. Thandi’s hips rolled in her mounting delight but to Polly deliverance seemed a vain hope and she sensed growing frustration from the queen. Her breath started giving out and she kicked and thrashed. Then, somehow her sense of higher purpose took hold. It was her sacred duty to give this ultimate pleasure to her goddess-queen and she chided herself for her selfishness and redoubled her efforts, impending suffocation notwithstanding. It was as if Thandi sensed her transition to utter devotion and this served as her trigger. Polly feared her neck might break from Nandi’s convulsive throes but with one final shudder Thandi’s cavern clenched and Polly’s head was expelled just as final darkness fell.

A sharp odor in her nostrils brought Polly back to wakefulness as Dayo put the salts beneath her nose. The two warriors helped her to her knees before her queen who sat looking down at her smiling kindly as she spoke.

“You have found the key to my highest ecstasy sweet child! I sensed your abandoning of all thought for yourself and your selfless devotion to my pleasure even onto your own death. And that is what propelled me to my satisfaction.”

Thandi’s eyes turned to Lori who knelt trembling, knowing she was next. Nandi admonished her as Dayo lubed her head and bound her hands.

“Take your sister as your example sweetie. I am your queen and to be worshipped as your goddess. Dedicate yourself to the higher purpose of pleasing me and you will also emerge unharmed from my depths! Now take a deep breath dear. It may be your last!”

The warriors seized Lori and soon her slippery head disappeared into Thandi’s cavern. Again it was a near thing but Lori had taken heed of Thandi’s words and overcame her own selfish impulses. She flopped senseless to the floor as Thandi gave out a sigh of utter and final satisfaction.

One by one the rest of the slaves were tested over the following days and weeks. All survived their trials and then it was time for Amara to take the first batch of slaves she had delivered into the clutches of the Lezuba back to civilization. A celebratory orgy was held the evening before departure.

The slaves were made to outdo themselves in the giving of pleasure and subjected to every degradation and cruel sport . Palm liquor was guzzled by the gallon along with the chewing of certain aphrodisiac herbs that made the warriors randy as she goats. Nandi presided over all from her throne and several slaves she had found to be the most pleasing head fuckers had their pates re-shaven and found themselves again within that smothering cavern. Light was showing in the east before the last warrior collapsed.

Amara and Dayo had indulged a bit more moderately and took to their beds at midnight. In the morning they would have to sort out the slaves and prepare them for the hike to the waiting bus.

The slaves from Amara’s first batch were dressed in the clothes from the new batch and herded off down the jungle trail. The bus had yet to arrive when they reached the clearing, but soon the rumble of its engine was heard and it pulled into the clearing and rolled to a stop. Dayo and Amara hugged farewell and all climbed aboard.

They reached to dock where the riverboat waited at sunset, too late to move on. And the riverboat’s ten member African female crew wanted “payment” for their passage. Amara was happy to oblige and the outside world got its first taste of Lezuba-trained slaves.

It was full speed ahead downriver as well and the cruise ship was waiting at the dock near the river’s mouth. Mistresses were lined up along the railing and leering as the slaves were herded aboard. Captain Tasha was pleased to accept the services of the slaves to her passengers in exchanged for their transport on the ship.

CHAPTER SIX

Katrina Waters, manufacturer and purveyor of fine fetish attire and accessories was vacationing aboard the cruise ship and was intrigued by the sweet young white things she had seen herded aboard under Amara’s direction. They had each been fitted with a leopard skin collar to distinguish them from the other shipboard slaves. She was a black lezdom of long experience with a taste for just that kind of tender white meat.

Tall, full of figure, regal in her bearing with a big natural Afro she ran her business with an iron fist in a velvet glove. She had to admit that over the years she had become a bit jaded, with well-trained slaves always readily available. She wondered if Amara’s cargo would offer something new to cure her ennui.

Amara’s slaves were distributed around the ships, into the pleasure chambers in the hold and on the deck surrounding the pool topside. Katrina claimed a cabana for herself and cast her eyes about until the fell upon a sweet and petite leopard collared, dark haired creature who tickled her fancy.

She caught the slave’s eye and beckoned, finding herself pleased and excited by the way the young thing groveled across the deck to her. The slave reached the foot of the cabana and knelt at attention, obviously awaiting Katrina’s command.

“What’s your name slave?’

“Mandy mistress. How may I serve you?”

Without a word Katrina parted her thighs to offer her luxuriant nappy snatch. Mandy all but dived forward to bury her face there. Katrina gasped in amazement at the first touch of that Lezuba-trained tongue. And as it was plied upon her lady parts she marveled at not just the refined skills but most of all the passion to please, something the like of which no other slave had shown. Her ennui vanished as she lost herself in the bliss.

Not one movement of that sweet oral organ was wasted and it went everywhere, best of all down to the bottom where it probed deeper into her nether orifice by far than had any slave among the many who had served her.

Soon her pink pearl screamed for attention and just a roll of her hips seemed to communicate her need. She felt a tingle in her hind hole as Mandy’s finger slipped in where her tongue had been and then the clutch of lips upon her clit and the sucking and licking. The orgasm that rocked her eclipsed any before and she sensed to dawning of a new day.

She spent the afternoon in the cabana, enjoying the gamut of Mandy’s skills. When the sun was sinking lower and the call went out that dinner was soon to be served she clipped a Y shaped nipple leash onto Mandy and led her off to the dining hall so she could place her under the table and enjoy that special tongue while she dined. And she determined to seek out Amara and join her.

Amara was seated at one of the numerous round tables with capacity of ten with only the chair beside her unoccupied. Like the other mistresses seated there she had a slave beneath the table. Katrina sidled up to her and pulled out the chair. Pleasingly quick on the uptake Mandy slipped under the table and Katrina took her seat. She held out her hand to introduce herself.

“Katrina Waters here Amara. I just spent the afternoon with the sweet little treat under the table and I must say I am impressed. If the rest of the…young ladies… you brought aboard are anything like her I have a proposition for you.”

“Why thank you Katrina. And yes, Mandy there would be a typical example of my…wares? But, as to your proposition, why don’t we enjoy dinner and socialize a bit. After dinner we can meet in my cabin and discuss in private. Perhaps eight o’clock so I can have some time to get everything ready?”

Katrina returned to her cabin for a while and Amara to hers. Amara phoned Tasha and asked to have four of her batch of slaves sent to her cabin along with some snacks and wine at 8:30.

Katrina arrived, naked as was customary aboard ship. The two mistresses hugged, then kissed deeply and soon were entangled on the floor in the midst of a bonding 69. They writhed in growing passion, each tongue finding its marks unerringly. Soon they shuddered and convulsed in the throes of mutual orgasm.

They rose and settled into recliners side by side, a firm friendship formed, engaging in small talk for a while until there was a knock on the door. Amara called out permission to enter. Two muscular naked young crew members came through the doorway, one carrying a large tray holding snacks and wine, the other leading four sweet young vanilla treats by Y shaped chain leashes clipped to their tender nipples. They were placed upon their knees before the mistresses. Young brunette Mandy was among them, along with blond, blue eyed Missy, red haired Brigid and brown headed Trisha.

Despite her very recent deep and satisfying orgasm Katrina felt warm and wet between the thighs at the sight of them. Amara read her feelings and reached out to take her hand.

“You have already enjoyed young Mandy Katrina but you have barely scratched the surface. I daresay these are the finest slaves to be had anywhere. They are the product of the training regimen of the Lezuba, a secretive tribe of female warriors who inhabit a remote region in the Congo river basin. They share our sexual orientation and tastes and have developed a unique training process.”

Katrina just nodded, eyes riveted upon the kneeling slaves, finger straying to her pussy. Amara continued.

“ The existence of the Lezuba was the stuff of legend and most doubted they were real. Last year I put together a busload of sweet little pampered white princesses for an “anthropological expedition” to locate and study the tribe if it could be found. The bus took us deep into the jungle and when we reached a clearing savage looking female warriors emerged from the foliage and surrounded the bus. Their leader Dayo, who had spent some time in the outside world and speaks English ordered us all to exit the bus and strip naked. After I complied I approached Dayo and our eyes met. We both sensed immediately that we were kindred souls. An alliance was formed then and there.’

Katrina just sat nodding, staring and fondling as Amara continued.

We led the naked little white things off into the jungle to a very well hidden village deep in a volcanic caldera. The Lezuba wasted no time introducing the little princes to the taste of the nappy cunt. They were laid out face up on benches and warriors mounted their faces, forcing them to use their little tongues to satisfy them. In the course of this there were some revelations. The facesitting revealed some latent tendencies among the new slaves and they served their warrior mistresses with newfound passion. These slaves would assist the Lezuba in the training and conversion of the rest.”

Amara looked at Katrina, who sat staring at the slaves, eyes glazed over in lust clearly approaching a boil. She decided it was time for a break to settle her down.

“Katrina, I can see you are in urgent need. Which slave would you like to get you off?”

Katrina was beyond words and could only point to Brigid. And the sweet young thing needed no command. When Katrina eased back in her chair and parted her legs wide, raising her knees Brigid’s face was buried in her oozing snatch in a twinkling. Katrina gasped and shuddered in surprised delight as the exquisitely trained organ went to its duty upon her. It was as if communication was telepathic, the tongue going just where to go and how best to please. And it was clear Brigid could sense her urgency and knew immediate orgasm was her demand. Soft supple lips enfolded Katrina’s pink pearl and a scant half minute of the artful licking and sucking sufficed. A convulsive wave of ecstasy rocked her body and he primal wail echoed off the walls. She melted in the chair, feet flopping to the floor.

Brigid planted tender kisses over her mount and inner thighs as she savored. But Brigid was by no means finished. Just as Katrina roused from her sweet stupor Brigid hoisted her knees up to her chest and went down to the bottom to shower her tongue’s adoration upon her anus. The skilled organ, lengthened and strengthened through rigorous practice and exercise slithered deep inside and swirled about. Katrina grasped a handful of Brigid’s hair in a painful grip, pulling her tight against her, murmuring “don’t stop!”

Katrina was no stranger to rimming and reveled in it. Her only fear was that Brigid’s tongue would tire like that of the ordinary slaves she had to serve her and the exquisite please would flag. But that tongue wriggled on and on, utterly tireless as well as expertly skilled. A good fifteen minutes of rapturous bliss passed before Katrina’s clit all but screamed for attention.

She jerked Brigid upward by the hair and the lips and tongue were at it again. And then there was the gentle slipping of Brigid’s two small fingers into her nether hole as she was fingerfucked softly in the midst of the licking and sucking. Orgasm struck with cataclysmic force. But that was only the first of many to follow. That sweet tongue fluttered just so upon her virgin orb, setting off a sequence of soul shattering surges beyond Katrina’s counting. Again she drooped limp and languid in the chair, semiconscious while Brigid’s tongue caressed her sated lady parts. Amara waited patiently for her to recover and sit up. Katrina could only stare at her with mouth agape.

“Well Katrina dear, I hope that settled you down a bit so you can pay attention. There’s so much more to tell you!”

Katrina could only nod in her astonishment. She owned three slaves and they were sweetly submissive and did their best. But none of their efforts even came close. Amara continued.

“The Lezuba training process employs pain in the form of whippings and what not to encourage submission and compliance. And then there is sheer terror as well. There are always slaves who refuse to submit despite the other measures. To that end a huge cauldron of palm oil is always boiling and bubbling over an open fire. Recalcitrant slaves are hung by the ankles over it by a rope and given one last chance to submit lest they become the French fried entre of a cannibal feast. Now just to be clear, the Lezuba are not cannibals, though they are fierce looking amazonic warriors and its easy to believe they are. But no slave has ever been devoured because the threat of the pot is persuasive to say the least.”

Katrina looked on with rapt attention. Amara pressed the button on Katrina’s recliner to extend the footrest and upon her nod to the slaves Missy and Trisha each took a foot in the mouth to lick the soles and suck the toes. Katrina sighed in her appreciation. Amara went on.

“What sets the training process apart is the mingling of pleasure with the pain of the whip and the terror of the pot. The newbie slaves have their sweet little pussies eaten by the warrior mistresses while they are likewise pleasuring other mistresses. A slave driven by mere terror will submit and give minimally satisfactory pleasure. Once orgasmic pleasure has been added to the mix the result is and eager and adoring slave who will spare no sacrifice the please the mistress, a slave with no will of her own

“I intend to introduce the League to my first batch of Lezuba-trained slaves at an auction a month from now. I hope you will be able to attend. Now all of this talk is getting me hot and bothered too and we have four of my finest here for us to do with as we will. You haven’t lived until you have experienced TTAO, “two tongues at once,” from Lezuba-trained slaves. Just follow my lead!”

To Katrina’s surprise Mandy and Brigid laid face up on the floor just upon Amara’s words. Amara mounted Mandy’s head facing forward, bent over onto her elbows and lowered her cunt onto Mandy’s face. Mandy raised her head with tongue extended, clearly hungry for the taste of pussy. And at that very moment Trisha piled on top of Mandy and had her face buried between Amara’s shapely chocolate mounts, inducing a quiver of delight from Amara as her tongue and Mandy’s went to their duty.

Quick on the uptake, Katrina mounted Brigid’s face, copying Amara’s posture and soon felt Missy’s tongue slithering into her puckering hind hole. No erogenous part between her thighs was left untouched by the highly trained tongues and Katrina could only rest her forehead on her crossed arms and lose herself in the enjoyment. At first Brigid’s tongue just roamed at random, never failing to hit the spots. But, as she sensed Katrina’s mild impatience and growing arousal she focused her efforts where they would do the most good. Katrina gave out a quavering gasp of delighted surprise as Brigid’s lengthened tongue plunged deep into her cavern to massage her G while her nose rubbed just so upon Katrina’s clit. And adding completion to all was Missy’s wriggling, slithering tongue probing ever so deep in her behind. Katrina soon passed into orgasmic throes that went on and on, quivering, convulsing, biting down on her wrist, snarling in her ecstasy.

Though long accustomed to the TTAO from Lezuba-trained slaves Amara’s orgasmic delight was no less than Katrina’s. Once sated the mistresses lay belly down on the floor, unable to move at first. When they roused the slaves helped them to their feet and back into their chairs. Both mistresses extended the footrests on the chairs and soon had a slave busy on each foot, hands massaging soles while tongues slithered between the toes. Katrina reached to take Amara’s hand and offer a proposition.

“I’ll take ten of these beauties off your hands at $5000 each. I’ve been trying to find ways to motivate and reward my staff and money can only do so much toward that end. I think the prospect of having one of these under the desk for a day or a week or what have you would do the trick”

But Amara was one to drive a harder bargain.

“That’s tempting Katrina but I think my negotiating position will be stronger after you have enjoyed some long rimming and then some other things. The tongues are tireless. Just swing around in your chair and offer your ass!”

Katrina reversed herself in the chair, kneeling on the seat. She reached over the arm for the control buttons and made fine adjustments until her comfort was absolute and he shapely ass was presented to be served. She called out for Mandy to be the one to do the duty and soon felt tender kisses being planted on her cheeks, then the wriggling of the practiced organ deep into her rectum.

She shuddered and bit the cushioned backrest, astonished by not just the skills but the utter tirelessness of the tongue as the minutes passed and became an hour, though she had lost all sense of time. Still the tongue slithered on, relentless in its bestowal of delight.

Katrina was molded into the chair in a rapturous state and suddenly felt a movement in her depths, the call of Mother Nature. What to do? Interrupt this enjoyment? Unthinkable! She just gave in to her body’s process and let go, wondering what to expect when Mandy felt and tasted what was to emerge from her. She need not have worried. As the turd passed from her she felt soft lips encircling her orifice as Mandy accepted what came from her without the least surprise or hesitation. Inch by inch it slid from Katrina’s ass and down Mandy’s hungry gullet. Katrina came with deepest satisfaction in the midst of it all and Mandy continued as if nothing had happened, finally cleaning her scrupulously with that supple tongue.

Katrina flipped back over in the chair and looked to Amara, who regarded her with a smug and knowing grin.

“So, Katrina, has my negotiating position improved a bit?”

“Are they all like that Amara?”

“Why yes Katrina. Lezuba trained slaves will submit to anything without the least hesitation or reluctance. Now are you ready to make another offer?”

Katrina laughed and gave Amara an affectionate punch to the shoulder.

“Alright you stingy old bitch, $10,000 each for ten and one of them has to be that Mandy. She trips my trigger like none of the others and she will be spending most days under my own desk! And I think my investment will bear fruit of its own. I have need to improve my own negotiating position with my customers and no doubt my stable of Lezuba trained slaves will become very persuasive “sales reps.”

The bargain was struck. Amara was well pleased with the profits and she still had plenty of Lezuba trained merchandise for the upcoming auction.

The ship docked and Katrina’s stretch limo was waiting. She herded her ten young prizes inside, blew a kiss to Amara and the limo drove off.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Sweet young Mandy found herself in heaven beneath Katrina’s desk. She had been a “latent” who had struggled with her sexual identity in the small and small minded little town where she had grown up. The terror of the jungle abduction soon passed upon her first tastes of the nappy cunt and the orgasms she was granted by way of Lezuba tongues to induce her conversion. Pleasing any mistress in any way had become a joy and delight to her. But with Katrina she felt a special, though inexplicable bonding.

The space beneath Katrina’s desk was tight and that luscious and beloved pussy was always just inches away. And Katrina loved having Mandy’s face between her silken chocolate thighs giving tender caresses to her lady parts for hours on end, keeping her mistress on the edge of orgasm even during interviews with job applicants or while on the phone getting tough with customers late paying bills. Just a quick jerk of Katrina’s hips or a tap on the head let Mandy know it was time to get her off as she did several times each day. And Mandy thirsted for the salty orgasmic gushes she evoked from her beloved mistress.

It had been a delightful first month with Mandy down below to serve her and Katrina’s use of her Lezuba trained slaves to motivate and reward the productivity of her staff had proven to be an immediate success. Workers who exceeded their goals were given days or sometimes even weeks with the highly trained slaves on under desk duty. Productivity soared.

And Katrina had used Mandy or the other slaves as “persuaders” who helped in her “negotiations” with customers. The results were uniformly positive with some minor clients. But she had yet to land a really big fish. Then, by way of the grapevine she found just the one.

Carla Cobb, age 25 was an aggressive young entrepreneur bent on founding a nationwide chain of erotic emporiums. Just out of the Wharton school of business, graduating summa cum laude Carla thought big. Not content with one little hole in the wall she planned a hundred stores right off the bat, financed by an IPO. He account was coveted by Katrina and her competitors and Carla played hard to get.

Katrina reached out to Carla to invite her to a get-to-know-you lunch at one of the finer eateries in town. Carla proved to be laser focused and obsessed with success, and also clearly tense and stressed from the entire process. If there was a chink in her armor that was it. And she was sure Mandy was her ace in the hole.

Carla was ambiguous in her sexual orientation and, being a driven woman, she curbed any of her urges as distractions from her pursuit of success. To her giving in to those urges was a sign of weakness. She knew men left her cold, but she did feel a vague attraction to women, which she suppressed. Sometimes in the night dreams came to her of passionate embraces with her own gender and she would awake suddenly with her fingers between her thighs. But she steeled herself against continuing, believing it to be unnatural, she being a preacher’s daughter with a strict religious upbringing. Her choice of a business was just her perceived opportunity for financial success.

Katrina’s next invitation was to her office to talk turkey. Carla arrived one morning early. Katrina took in the sight of her, striking, tall, chocolate brown, sinuous with panther-like musculature. She wore her hair in a short afro and wore a short black leather dress, thigh high stockings and black stiletto pumps.

Katrina sat bolt upright behind her desk with Mandy at her duty, keeping her on just the edge of coming. She invited Carla to take a seat in a comfy leather armchair in front of her desk. Carla was in a stubborn and bitchy mood and Katrina knew a woman near the tipping point when she saw one.

Neither woman was inclined to small talk or beating around the bush. Terse bargaining began from the get-go and they soon found themselves at an impasse. Carla was grinding her teeth, fists clenched. Katrina chose to play her trump card. She broke off the haggling and took on a tender and disarming tone.

“Carla, I know what it’s like in your position. I worked my black ass off to get where I am today and I see myself in you. I think we need to relax a bit now and focus on what we have in common. Would you like a drink? I have a rare single malt that sooths the soul.”

Carla’s one indulgence was a few stiff drinks alone at home after a long hard day. Her first impulse was to decline considering the time of day. But when Katrina fetched the elegant cut glass decanter and two tumblers she gave in. Katrina poured them each four fingers and stepped over to offer Carla a glass. She took a deep draught and the whisky slid down like silk. She shuddered and took a bigger gulp, feeling the effect, slumping a bit in her chair.

Katrina resumed her seat and Mandy’s face was again between her thighs, tongue busy. Katrina softened Carla up further with more kind words.

“I can see how tense and stressed you are and can absolutely relate. A stiff drink helps a bit but for me there’s only one thing that really hits the spot!”

With that Katrina planted her feet on the floor and gave her fine leather office chair a shove backward. She clamped her thighs tight on Mandy’s head, dragging her back with her far enough that Carla could get a good look at the petite, naked little white girl with her head clenched between comely ebony thighs. A tap on Mandy’s head produced the desired result, an encircling of the clit by tender lips, the plying of that trained tongue just so upon the turgid little orb and Katrina giving voice to the convulsive ecstasy with a primal shriek.

Carla gaped, drained her glass at a single gulp and found her fingers inside her panties without the will to resist or suppress. Katrina sat up and pushed Mandy gently back, her head lolling, a vapid grin on her face as she took in the sight of Carla fondling herself.

“Would you like some of this Carla dear?” Sweet little Mandy my ‘personal assistant’ is very service oriented and I share her generously. Mandy, I think you know what to do!”

Mandy did indeed know. She groveled around Katrina’s desk and approached Carla, who felt as if a will not her own had taken control of her hands and slipped off her panties. Her legs flopped apart and she gasped and shuddered when she felt that rigorously trained oral organ go to its duty, unerringly hitting the spots. Carla’s long muscular legs rose and clamped together tight on the sweet little head as she gave in utterly to the offered pleasure. Just a minute of exploratory probings and slitherings upon the lady parts sufficed. Keenly attuned as always to the arousal of a mistress, Mandy’s tongue was upon the pink pearl at just the moment. Carla felt a supernal surge from that tiny epicenter course throughout her body to her very extremities, feeling the electric tingle in the tips of fingers and toes. Her body bucked and writhed as Mandy’s tongue fluttered upon her clit, soft as a butterfly’s wing, setting off surge after surge, each of greater intensity until all her stress and tension seemed to melt away. She went all to jelly in the chair, limbs flopping limp.

Katrina just sat with a smug smile on her face as Carla slumped semi-conscious, confident that her negotiating position had been much improved. But just for insurance she had prepared an encore. Long ago she’d had a well-appointed torture/pleasure chamber built behind her desk, accessed through a swinging bookcase in the wall. Tara, a sweet blond Lezuba-trained slave waited there, ready to join Mandy in giving Carla the time of her life.

Mandy knew her duty well and while Carla lay in afterglow she slithered her tongue softly in Carla’s nether orifice, slowly arousing her again. Caral shook her head and snapped out of her stupor, staring at Katrina dumbfounded as she reached down to put a hand behind Mandy’s head to press her face deeper into her crotch, arousal already rekindling.

Katrina pushed a button on her desktop and the bookcase swung out, revealing naked, creamy white Tara kneeling just within the doorway.

“I’m a woman who leaves nothing to chance Carla. I’m determined to strike a bargain today that both of us will find acceptable. To that end I am sweetening the deal. If you enjoyed Mandy’s tongue I’m sure you will find that two tongues are better than one. Please be my guest and enjoy these sweet things back there in my chamber.”

By then Mandy had Carla’s pussy warm, wet and tingling. Her eyes were vacant, glazed over in her mounting lust. She stood and tossed her dress off in one motion, she her bra and grabbed Mandy by the hair, dragging her past Katrina’s desk and into the chamber without a word. Katrina pressed the button again and the bookcase swung shut.

For hours on end Carla basked in the exquisite pleasures that Lezuba-trained slaves could bestow upon their mistress.

First of course there was TTAO and Katrina’s words rang true. Two tongues were indeed far better than one. Each slave took her turn upon clit and anus, reducing Carla to a quivering blob of delight.

The she felt the need to pee and asked where she might find the facility. Tara answered by lying on her back with mouth open wide. Carla was quick to avail herself, the golden cascade pouring from her, Tara spilling not a drop. Then the dribbles were sucked and licked from bush and labia.

Then Mandy invited her to drape herself over the leather cushioned horse to be rimmed to perfection in total comfort. Again the slaves took turns, not because their tongue tired but because each was so craving to please and serve the mistress. Minutes ticked by, becoming an hour and still on it went, Carla lost in a rapture. At intervals her arousal would peak and whichever slave was serving her knew just when to turn attention to the clit and set her off.

Matters culminated when the slithering, probing tongue induced the call of nature. It was Tara who got first feeding, to Mandy’s disappointment. But when Tara finished cleanup and drew away Mandy put her face between the chocolate cheeks and within a few minutes the mistress gave forth a feeding for her as well.

After one final deep and consuming orgasm under Mandy’s tongue Carla lay draped over the horse, basking in the fullness of her satisfaction, astounded by the depth of the slaves’ submission. And she knew she had found the self she had been searching for all of her life.

Katrina heard a knock on the chamber door and pressed the button to make the bookcase swing open. She turned to look and there was Carla, legs all wobbly, being helped along by a slave under each shoulder. Mandy and Tara bore her back to the chair and eased her gently into it, then took positions on their knees before her.

Carla shook her head to clear it and managed to sit up straighter. Her facial expression told Katrina all she needed to know.

“So Carla, do we have a deal as long as some time back there in the chamber any time you like is included?”

Carla could only nod at first. Then:

“Where did you get them? I never dreamed…! The whole focus of my life is changed. I finally know who I really am! I’ll be changing my whole business plan to this orientation. I hope I’m not knocking on the door to often and wearing out my welcome.”

Katrina just smiled warmly.

“Your welcome will be quite durable Carla. We are sisters now. And perhaps you would like to acquire a slave or two of your own. There will be an auction.”

Carla leaned forward in her chair in rapt attention. Katrina went on to tell her about the League and the periodic auctions of slaves. Most exiting was the introduction of Lezuba-trained slaves like Mandy and Tara at the upcoming sale. Carla all but begged to be invited. Katrina was quick to extend that invitation. Carla was exactly the kind of recruit the League was seeking

CHAPTER EIGHT

The auction was held in the League’s secret annex in the sub-basement of a tall building downtown that housed the offices of numerous businesses owned by League members. Carla, as an untested newbie, was blindfolded for the ride there in Katrina’s limo.

Carla’s eyes grew wide in wonder and her jaw dropped as she entered the venue. Her pussy wettened, warmed and tingled. Some thirty naked little white slaves, each one more fetching than the other knelt on a stage behind the auction block that stood center stage. Two dozen black mistresses of all ages shapes and sizes occupied comfortable chairs three rows deep. All were adorned in various stages of nudity, fine leather erotic attire, every nappy cunt exposed and ready to be served. In between were furnishings suitable for the enjoyment of the slaves,  throne chairs, queening benches, rimming horses and a leather-cushioned table with restraints attached to the corners.

Katrine was quick to introduce Carla to Amara who would be mistress of ceremonies and auctioneer. Amara stood back to size Carla up, admiring her svelte physique, fully nude save for black stiletto thigh boots. She nodded approvingly as she held out her hand.

“You are a fine figure of a mistress Carla and most welcome. We’ll take some time to get better acquainted later. It’s time for the “sampling of the wares.” Please pick out a slave that tickles your fancy and enjoy her in any way you please. The other mistresses will do likewise. We like mistresses in attendance to have chance to verify the quality of the merchandise.”

Amara stepped up onto the stage and clapped her hands to get attention.

“Ladies! Time for the sampling! All the slaves you see before you have been trained by the warrior mistresses of the Lezuba tribe. I’m sure you will find the quality of the goods to be unprecedented! Enjoy!”

The mistresses rose from their chairs en masse and surged up the stairs of the stage toward the slaves, each with a gleam of purest lustful anticipation in her eyes. Carla cast her eyes upon the slaves and a petite little blond thing caught her eye. She just beat another mistress to the draw, grabbing the girl by the hair and dragging her to a throne chair and taking a seat, forcing the slave’s face into her nappy crotch.

She felt those same waves of mad delight as the Lezuba-trained tongue went to its duty. Already aroused by the mere spectacle orgasm struck within the minute as she arched her back and clamped her muscular thighs tight upon the little head, bucking and writhing in the throes. And that tongue fluttered just so upon her pearl, igniting several more supernal surges until she melted in the chair and her legs parted.

The sweet slave dropped from her grip but immediately rose and burrowed her cute face deep into the nappy crevice again, going low this time to find the nether vortex and slip her tongue in deep. The artfully wriggling organ soon roused Carla from her afterglow and she grabbed a hank of blond hair in a painful grip and tugged the slave’s face deeper into her oozing crotch.

Just like Mandy’s and Tara’s the slave’s skills astounded, and likewise there was that passionate worship and selfless desire to please. What a joy and delight to own such a treasure to be enjoyed to heart’s content every day! Carla vowed to herself to spare no expense.

Two more consuming orgasms later Carla slumped gelatinous in the chair unable to move for the time being. But, to her alarm a hefty chocolate mountain of a mistress seized the apple of Carla’s eye by the hair, dragged her to a queening bench and plopped her smothering mass down upon the poor little slave’s face. Carla knew then competition would be fierce and her acquisition was not a foregone conclusion.

She cast her eyes around the free for all in progress and saw a cute little redhead unoccupied at the moment she was quick to grab her by the hair, just beating another mistress to her. A rimming horse was available and she dragged the slave to it, mounting the horse and pulling the slave’s face between her cheeks with one motion.

The tongue she felt go to work on her hind hole was every bit as good as the little blond slave’s and she felt relieved, sensing that one Lezuba-trained slave was as good as another and if she lost out on the bidding for one there would be more chances.

Her perch on the horse gave her a good view of the orgiastic proceedings and she settled in to enjoy the fine rimming and watch. Mistresses were enjoying the gamut of pleasures, some seizing the chance to grab two slaves and enjoy TTAO. Carla watched with amusement and growing arousal as a hefty mistress pressed her big pussy down full weight on a slave pinned to a queening bench. The slave kicked and writhed as her breath gave out but did her duty regardless, bringing the mistress to shuddering orgasm just before going limp from the asphyxia. The big mistress rose, smelling salts revived the slave, who had barely time to take a breath before another chocolate brown BBW descended upon her.

And then there were the demonstrations of ultimate submission, slaves lying supine and open mouthed to accept the excretions of the mistresses, showing thirst and hunger.

Carla saw Katrina in a throne chair, her comely thighs clenched tight upon the head of a slave, writhing in orgasmic throes, the slave’s tongue clearly do its duty to perfection. Amara courteously refrained from participation, instead taking a seat in the front row of chairs, fingers busy between her legs.

Slowly things settled down, every mistress satisfied with the sampling. The mistresses took their seats and without further ado the first slave stepped up onto the auction block. Amara called out the ever increasing bids. Katrina sat beside Carla, who held back from bidding at first, wanting to get a sense of things. She had yet to acquire the wealth that lay in her future and found herself intimidated by the way the bids ran up. Katrina sensed her concern.

“Not to worry Carla! I won’t let you go home empty handed. If you see one you like just go for it. I’ll cover you. If you’re not good for it now I’m sure you will be soon enough.”

The little redhead who had rimmed her so well stepped up onto the block and Carla didn’t hold back. $15,000 later she claimed her prize.

Once every slave had been bought and paid for there was an after orgy with the slaves being used hard and in common. It soon became a writhing pile of entwined naked bodies with wild cries of orgasmic ecstasy echoing in the chamber until every mistress achieved fullest orgasmic satiation. For half an hour afterward, they all lay in a heap, basking in afterglow. Slowly the bodies untangled and the slaves were sorted out. Mistresses hugged each other goodbye and the chamber emptied out except for Amara, Katrina and Carla.

Amara had observed Carla throughout the proceedings and had taken an immediate interest in her. Young Carla seemed to exude the essence of dominant that would make her an asset to the League’s future. Strong young mistresses were much needed to carry the torch as Amara and the others aged.

Carla had been even more impressed with Amara’s strong leadership and was over the moon when Amara invited her home to spend the night and the upcoming weekend along with Katrina. It was late and all three were tired and sated so upon arriving they all just settled into bed. Carla’s new acquisition, Sophie, joined her under the covers along with Amara’s long time slave Julie so Carla would be properly attended to during the night if her urges rekindled or likewise in the morning.

And morning brought the customary services of the slaves. Carla lay on her back and the slaves lay on each side of her but down below at pussy level. Carla roused, stretched and yawned. Immediately Julie was down between her legs, enfolding her apex within her lips. Julie made a thirsty sucking sound and Carla took the hint. Bladder full and much in need of relief she let go the golden flood. Julie guzzled with thirst.

Then Julie took charge. Being a slave of long tenure she knew what to do. But Sophie was quick on the uptake and helped roll Carla gently onto her belly with Sophie below her cunt. Sophie’s tongue went to its duty as Julie piled on top of her and pressed her face between Carla’s shapely, muscular cheeks. Her skilled and tireless tongue plunged deep into the orifice. Carla shuddered in pleasure and surrendered to the delights of TTAO. Started her day out right.

Next it was to the bathroom for a shower. But First Sophie lay supine with mouth open, sensing Carla’s need. Carla squatted, hovering her anus close over her sweet slave’s mouth, and let nature take its course. She rose pleasantly relieved and scrupulously clean between the cheeks.

Then she luxuriated through a long hot shower, lovingly bathed every inch with loofahs by the two slaves, then stood spread legged as the slaves performed TTAO again. Her knees went rubbery from the orgasms and she stood beneath the cascading water supported on the shoulders of her two adoring white slaves.

Breakfast was being served when she entered the kitchen, Amara and Katrina waiting, naked, like they were to remain through the weekend. The slaves dove under the table to join the others. The chairs had U shaped cutouts in the seats so slaves could bury their faces in the nappy cunts while the mistresses ate.

Breakfast finished they retired to the living room, each mistress accompanied by a pair of slaves. Two sofas lay parallel to they elegant Persian rug with a pair of recliners at each end. A large, ornate coffee table occupied the center. At Amara’s signal the slaves pulled the coffee table off to one side. Carla looked to Amara, perplexed. Amara looked her up and down in lustful admiration. Then:

“My you are a fine figure Carla! I can’t resist!”

With that Amara threw her arms around her and pressed her mouth upon Carla’s, her tongue going deep in an invasive kiss. With Katrina’s help Carla was gently wrestled to the floor onto her back and found herself in the 69 position with Amara’s luscious ebony cunt pressing down on her face. And Amara’s tongue was artfully busy between her thighs.

Despite all that had gone before Carla had yet to taste woman. She found herself intoxicated and transported by Amara’s lush tissues and feral perfume. As if by a will of its own her tongue slid out, wriggling probing, tasting with growing hunger. She modeled her attentions on Amara’s her,  tongue going where her new friend and mentor’s went as she felt herself teetering on the edge of climax. She felt Amara’s lips close upon her apex as she licked and sucked the pink pearl and she reciprocated in kind. She could sense Amara orchestrating matters and followed her lead. In perfect unison they shuddered and writhed through a mutual orgasm. Carla felt a depth of bonding she knew would be forever. They lay basking in afterglow, too limp and languid to rise.

Amara firmed first and was helped to her feet by Katrina. Carla lay still semiconscious. Her vision cleared and she looked up to see Katrina looking down, eyes aglow with tender passion. She held out her arms to her and Katrina was quick to accept the invitation.

Soon Katrina’s tasty snatch covered Carla’s face. Katrina had to restrain, though randy. The mutuality of the climax was critical to the completion of the bonding process. She slipped a finger into Carla’s hind hole to hurry things along. Her wriggling, probing digit soon had Carla rekindled and soon the mistresses quivered in the throes of their bonding ecstasy.

Saturday and Sunday were orgiastic bliss. The mistresses enjoyed the gamut of pleasures only the best trained slaves could provide. During intervals when they had achieved satisfaction for the time being and were relaxing with slaves licking feet and sucking toes Amara regaled them with tales of her time among the Lezuba, the delights of breaking and training the batches of new slaves, the mad orgies under the tropical moon and their awesome queen Thandi. This never failed to hasten their re-arousal and the erotic revels went on.

Carla was overcome with curiosity and excitement over Amara’s reminiscences. When they relaxed for the last time before bed she gave voice to her longing.

“Amara! I must go there! I must meet these women, these mistress warriors, I must kneel before their queen and make obeisance! You say you will be returning? May I go with you? Please?”

Amara nodded.

“You would be most welcome to accompany me Carla, and Katrina as well. There will be a whole new batch of trained slaves ready for us to bring back and auction off. But there is work to be done. Twice I have led busloads of pampered white princesses into the jungle only to be ambushed by the Lezuba. The first time was a shock, which turned out to be a pleasant surprise, at least for me. The second ambush was planned. I very much doubt I could claim that I and my busload had been taken a third time without serious questions being asked about the coincidences. The next bus load must be acquired and delivered in secret. It will be necessary to “disappear” the prospective slaves one by one until we acquire forty. You Carla, along with Katrina and other mistresses of the League must assist in the endeavor.”

In the weeks and months that followed Carla became addicted to the thrill of the hunt. The three mistresses went on the prowl in public places, shopping malls, bars, concert venues, anywhere that tender young white things might congregate.

Once targeted the young things were invited to join them on an expedition into darkest Africa, all expenses paid with first class accommodations. They were promised the adventure of a lifetime. The only stipulation was that secrecy be maintained. Their “sales pitch” proved infallibly persuasive.

CHAPTER NINE

In the end a year had passed since the first batch of Lezuba trained slaves had been delivered. By then the second batch was surely ready. And forty newbies had been acquired. They boarded Tasha’s Cruise ship for the voyage. The new prospects were sequestered for the trip. The shock and awe of the Lezuba ambush would do much to soften them up for what was to befall them.

Amara, Carla and Katrina had formed a special bond over the course of the year in their labors. They indulged freely and fully in the pleasures of the cruise, often in Tasha’s private quarters with two slaves for each mistress.

Carla’s excitement mounted with each phase of the journey, the erotic cruise, trip upriver through the steaming jungle and the long bus ride deep into the lush wilderness. Only Amara knew when and where the ambush would take place. She wanted her friends to get the full effect.

They reached the secluded clearing. The bus halted so everyone could stretch their legs. The princesses wanderer around the clearing, captivated by the lush foliage and the bird calls that echoed among the trees. Without warning wild, barbaric war cries echoed off the towering trees and the Lezuba warriors burst forth from ambush.

Carla and Katrina were awestruck by the throng of naked, muscular ebony Amazons, each menacing the quailing white princesses with a long spear. Dayo stepped to the fore and commanded the girls to strip naked or die, the ring of spear points closing in as she spoke. Sobbing and whimpering in their shock and terror the pampered little things hastened to obey. They stood trembling, trying to cover their nakedness with their hands.

Amara, Katrina and Carla stood apart. Amara stripped as well but in a leisurely and shameless way, standing proud in her nudity. She turned to Katrina and Carla who took the hint and stripped as well. Dayo approached Amara and enfolded her in a warm and welcoming hug. Introductions were made, more hugs exchanged. At the very moment Carla was filled with a sense of belonging she had never known before.

Then the slaves roped together in a line by their necks and the arduous trek through the steaming jungle began. The pace was a brisk trot with stern whacks to the behind from sticks urging on the slaves who lagged. Carla and Katrina were glad they had each maintained their daily jogging. Amara and Dayo led the way, shoulder to shoulder.

A brief halt was called when they reached the secret entrance to the extinct volcanic caldera where the village was hidden. The vine laden framework was opened and the procession continued downhill into the deepest forest.

They reached the ring of huts and within all was prepared for their arrival. The queen’s throne was empty. Thandi would make her grand entrance when all had taken their places. The forty new slaves were made kneel in a three deep semicircle before the throne. Following Amara’s lead, Carla and Katrina took their places beside her on their knees closer to the throne. The warriors stood to the rear at first but fell to their knees as well when the drumbeat announcing the queen’s entrance sounded.

Carla’s eyes widened at the sight of the mountain of chocolate brown flesh born in a litter upon the shoulders of a dozen white slave girls, each straining under the load. A procession of the remaining slaves followed. The litter was lowered and the naked ebony giantess mounted the three steps leading up to her leopard skin draped throne. She turned to face her subjects and all foreheads touched the ground, the newbie slaves looked about timorously, following suit out of pure terror.

The queen tapped the carved bone scepter she carried on the arm of her throne, the signal for all to rise from their bows. She spoke first to Dayo.

“Well my little sister. Who do you bring before me today?”

“One old friend, two new ones and another batch of sweet white creatures to be broken and trained my queen!”

“Ah yes Dayo! I remember our sister Amara fondly and well. But who are these others?”

“One my queen is Katrina, a woman of strength and experience, who will be a strong ally in the furtherance of our venture. The other is Carla, a young thing who is intrigued by our ways and longs to join our sisterhood. She too will prove invaluable, as I am assured by Amara.”

The queen turned her gaze to the three who knelt at her feet. Her eyes focused first upon Amara. She beckoned her with a crook of her finger and Carla and Katrina watched wide-eyed as Amara groveled up the steps toward the queen. They could see the dense nappy thicket that hid the queen’s lady parts from view. Then she raised and parted her legs, resting them on the arms of the throne and the hirsute mount parted, riven by a ragged gash, coal black labia spreading to show the hot pink within.

Amara drew close and the queen took a gentle grip on her hair and pressed her face deep into the lush crevice. She shuddered and sighed as Amara’s tongue went to its obeisance. Orgasm rocked the great ebony body with convulsive force within the minute. The queen lapsed into afterglow, all waiting patiently for her to rouse from her sweet stupor. Amara resumed her place before the throne.

When her eyes opened they turned to Katrina and again there was the beckoning finger. Katrina was quick to follow Amara’s lead. She too crawled up the steps and buried her face deep in the cavernous pudenda. Katrina’s tongue was well practiced though second orgasm took longer but was no less deep and consuming.

When the queen’s eyes fell upon Carla she felt a surge of mingled anticipation and trepidation. She made haste to crawl up the steps, barking shins and knees. When she drew within reach the queen put a hand behind her head and pressed her head up to the ears into her capacious cunt. Carla cast about with her tongue in desperation to please but the queen grabbed her hair and pushed her back. Carla looked up at her, timorous, remembering the cooking pot Amara had told her of. But the queens eyes were soft and kind as she spoke to her.

“You are not practiced in the use of the tongue are you young thing? These skills must be acquired if you are to satisfy me. But fear not. I sensed your reverence and passion to please me in your brief attentions. Those are as important as the skills, perhaps more so. Continue now and I will guide you.”

Reassured, Carla nuzzled in deep again and felt the queen’s guiding hand grip her hair. She wriggled her tongue about as she was directed from spot to spot, enfolding the big labia in her lips and sucking up and down along them, lapping up with cupped tongue along the crevice, scooping in the amber ooze and swallowing with hunger, then being pressed down low to slip her tongue into the large, loose nether orifice. She swirled her tongue within it until the queen again pressed her back and spoke.

“Now put your hand in where your tongue was sweet girl. Slip it inside me and ball up your fist!”

Carla slid her hand in deep, feeling the sphincter close upon her wrist. Ass commanded she balled her fist as was heartened by the queen’s sigh of pleasure. Then she was tugged upward by the hair to where the queen’s turgid grape awaited her tongue. She enfolded it in her lips, licking and sucking.

Orgasm struck with seismic force. The great thighs closed upon Carla’s head and she could feel the rhythmic contractions of the queen’s orifice on her wrist as the orgasmic waves coursed through her. Some instinct told Carla to flutter her tongue gently upon the clit and she was rewarded with a salty gush of pleasure juice that filled her mouth. She swallowed with thirst.

The clench of the thighs came near to smothering Carla unconscious but she made no resistance, having found reverence for her majesty in the course of pleasuring her. She waited patiently for the fleshy grip to relax just in time. When she looked up at the queen she saw eyes filled with kindness and a warm smile. The queen’s next words changed the course of her life.

“You are a fine young sister, much like my warriors in your physique though you could use a bit more muscle on those bones. I command you to remain here to become a member of my legion for the coming year.”

It was a life Carla could never have imagined for herself but she found the allure irresistible. And the queen’s command brooked no refusal. She sensed that the wild delights she had known when first introduced to lesbos in Katrina’s office were just a bare scratching of the surface.

And it all began to come to its fruition with the queen’s next command. She stood towering over her subjects and called out in a lioness roar.

“Let the training of the slaves begin! You tender white things who kneel before me take heed! Over there the cooking pot boils and bubbles! You will submit, obey and give pleasure lest you become my next meal of deep fried white meat!”

The Lezuba warriors converged upon the frightened little white princesses and seized them bodily to haul them over to the array of finely carved throne chairs, rimming horses and queening benches. It was time for them to be introduced to the worship of the nappy cunt.

Carla grabbed a cute brunette for herself and took a seat on a throne, pulling the little thing’s face into her oozing crotch. She reveled in the way the terrified young creature plied her tongue upon her lady parts in her desperation to be spared the pot. Her skills were lacking but that would come in time. For the moment her abject submission sufficed. Orgasm rocked Carla within a scant minute and once her afterglow passed she gleefully passed her new minted slave over to another leering warrior and went off in search of another available subject.

A sweet blond thing was unoccupied for the moment and Carla was quick to grab her by the hair and drag her to a queening bench. She laid the slave upon it face up and plopped her pussy down, riding the slave in wild gyrations until ecstasy struck again.

The orgiastic initiations went on into the wee hours. Then the new slaves were tossed into their bamboo prisons to await the morning and the resumption and refinement of their rigorous training.

The morrow’s training consisted of instruction in the skills required to become a suitable slave. The slaves were set apart in groups to be trained in the various acts of pleasuring, the cunnilingus before the throne chairs, the breath holding upon the queening benches, this the favorite of the larger mistresses, and the introduction to prolonged rimming behind the finely carved horses.

And the element of pleasure for the slaves was added to the training, the licking of the mistresses’ pussies and assholes accompanied by the simultaneous licking of the slaves’ sweet little nookies by the already trained slaves. Hunger for the taste of the nappy cunt and the ebony orifice would soon develop.

Carla found wild delight in it all and looked forward with anticipation to her new life as a Lezuba warrior mistress.

CHAPTER TEN

The Lezuba warriors were the terrors of the surrounding jungle. Even powerful male warriors from other tribes fled like rabbits when confronted by them. The other tribes strove to keep a safe distance. These tribes were of hetero orientation. One urgent need of the Lezuba was the propagation of their kind. For this purpose males were needed.

One morning Carla accompanied fifty of her warrior sisters on a raid upon the nearest tribe’s village to procure males for reproduction. Only three or four were needed because one male could seed any number of women.

First they lured the warriors of the village into mustering to fend off the attack by an unknown enemy. The males assembled shoulder to shoulder in the space surrounding the village that had been cleared from the jungle as a defensive buffer zone. The Lezuba lurked just inside the forest, poised for the charge.

The male warriors marched forward, long spears in hand. Dayo pointed out the four largest and strongest looking specimens among them, then gave out the wild and savage cry that signaled the attack. Her warrior sisters took up the battle cry and the Lezuba burst from the jungle.

The eyes of the males grew wide in terror and spears were dropped and they fled. Fleet Lezuba warriors overtook the chosen ones and tackled them while their sisters continued the pursuit, driving the males back within the stockade surrounding their village. The captives were tied to poles by wrists and ankles and hauled off through the jungle like slain game animals back to the Lezuba village. Then Carla was to partake of an unexpected delight.

The males were to have their cum extracted by way of being sodomized to ejaculation with the ivory femcock. The whole village gathered to witness the spectacle, mistress and slave alike forming a circle.

A carved wooden horse was set up within the circle and the first male was strapped belly down upon it. Dayo did the first honors. She took up a big, double ended, jointed femcock and strapped it on. Then she stepped in front of the tied down male and flaunted her mock organ in his face. The male seemed to grasp what awaited him and he begged to be spared.

In spite of himself, the male’s cock was rock hard. His organ was slipped into a lubricated bamboo tube that would be the receptacle of his load when Dayo’s rutting took him over the brink. A warrior gave the male’s virgin hole a minimal dollop of palm oil for lube.

Dayo donned a pair of leather gloves with leopard claws fitted in the fingertips. She pressed her femcock against the male’s orifice and poised herself for the deflowering thrust. First she raised her hands high and brought them down hard in a two-handed slap upon the male’s ass, sinking the claws in deep, making blood trickle as he gave out a bitchy, high pitched yelp. Then, having gained firm purchase, she rammed the femcock home.

The male howled from the tearing, stretching pain of her merciless thrust, the cock plunging in halfway. Dayo’s sumptuous ass rolled and gyrated as she worked the mock organ in deeper and deeper while the male sobbed and sniveled. Soon the femcock was sliding in and out of him with ease, its bloodied length visible to all before it disappeared again into him.

Dayo rutted hard, grimacing and panting as she propelled herself to her climactic moment, that would only come when the femcock had its ultimate effect upon the male. Carla watched in fascination and gasped in surprise when the male gave out a quavering, blubbering moan of helpless pleasure and emasculated surrender as he emptied himself into the tube. Dayo’s ferocious and triumphant orgasmic vocalization echoed from the tall trees.

Dayo pulled out. The male was untied and made to kneel before her. He was held at spearpoint and commanded to suck the soiled and bloodied femcock clean. He meekly complied and was dragged aside to kneel while another male was strapped to the horse.

To Carla’s surprise and delight Dayo invited her to do the honor’s next. She modeled her mentor exactly and soon knew the unique and exquisite delight of emasculating a male with the femcock. As honored guests Amara and Katrina were given their chances as well.

The males would be milked in this way day in and day out with their ejaculate being used to inseminate the young aspiring warriors whose right of passage was to bear girl-children for the propagation of the tribe.

Once all had been known to conceive the males were subjected to cruel sport. They were bound to tree trunks and their cocks and balls became targets for blowpipe darts dipped in a stinging potion until the begged for the mercy of castration. Then their severed balls were hung on strings around their necks and they were led back to their village in shame and humiliation to further terrorize the occupants.

Soon it was time for Amara and Katrina to take the new batch of Lezuba-trained slaves back to civilization to be auctioned off. Fond farewells and hugs were  exchanged.

Carla reveled in her year as a Lezuba warrior, becoming proficient with spear and blowpipe as well as being schooled in the techniques of transforming erstwhile pampered princesses into sweet, submissive white creatures with no will of their own, just a sincere longing to please and serve their ebony mistresses in any manner.

But as the year came to its close she yearned to return to civilization once more and engage in the trafficking of Lezuba-trained slaves with her firm friends and sisters Amara and Katrina.

Amara and Katrina delivered the next batch of newbie slaves at the appointed time. Carla reveled in being among the warriors who burst from ambush to the terror of the little princesses. But then she was overjoyed to accompany her two partners in the enterprise back to the modern world to pursue her newfound callings, the continued expansion of the League of the and maintaining the supply of Lezuba-trained slaves for the pleasure of her sister mistresses.

THE END
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