
        
            
                
            
        

    
ECSTASY BENEATH THE FLESH

Happy hour was over but Tom lingered at the table where he and his pals had swilled beer and whisky and stuffed themselves long after the other guys had staggered home.

He stayed because of two women he had seen enter the bar and grill in the midst of his boozing it up. They were both tall, taller than he was at his 5’ 10”, and of large proportion to say the least, one with skin the color of dark chocolate and a big afro hairdo, the other a blue eyed blond. He had been eyeing them ever since they came in and he hung around to continue, unable to take his eyes off of them.

He always played along with his buddy’s leching over stereotypical, skinny, sanitized blonds. But his real tastes in women were far different and the hefty women he ogled were the embodiment of his every fantasy. The black woman wore a white spandex body suit with tank top that hugged her sumptuous curves and heavy ample breasts. The blonde was attired similarly, but in red and similarly large and curvaceous. He would lie awake at night lost in fantasies of lying helpless beneath women of such stature, serving them with his tongue as their big pussies pressed down on his face. And his dream were filled with the same and he would sometimes come in his sleep they were so vivid.

His table was in a back corner and the women’s restroom door was close by. They were eating and drinking with equal appetite and had to make several trips there over the next couple of hours. As they walked by him the held themselves with shoulders back and head high and he could see they embraced their bodies as they were. And they carried themselves with a light footed grace that hinted at muscularity beneath their soft outer layers.

He tried to be discreet in his ogling but the black lady caught him at it on a trip to the ladies room and when she walked away she flaunted her big behind and gave him a leering wink. Soon they were staring at him from their table with lustful eyes. He was kind of a shy type and found them intimidating. And they were between him and the exit so he just looked down at the tabletop and nursed his beer, hoping they would leave before too long.

But soon shadows appeared from the corners of his eyes and he looked up. There they stood, their big bodies blocking his view of anything else. And their eyes gleamed with aggressive lust. The blond one spoke in a husky and lascivious tone.

“Like what you see little man?”

He had fantasized so often over such encounters and could only answer “yes” in a breathless tone. His cock hardened. The black lady made introductions and a self-invitation.

“I’m Shonda and this is Jade. Then you won’t mind if we join you? And your name is?”

“Tom.”

“Well pleased to meet you Tommy boy!”

They both took chairs and sat down, then slid them across the floor to sidle close up to him. The warmth of their bodies and their big boobs rubbing against him made him harden so that his balls ached. Jade brazenly reached under the table and pinched his hard cock.

“My Shonda! He’s as stiff as a stick! I think he likes us!”

Shonda made a trip to the bar and came back with a bottle of whisky and three shot glasses. They started downing shots one after another. Tom matched them two for one to try and calm himself, but it only made him hornier and removed his inhibitions.

Shonda reached under the table for her own appraisal of his endowment.

“That ain’t much you have down there Tommy boy. We’re thinking of taking you home with us tonight but I don’t see how you can get it done for us with that little thing!”

He thought his “endowment” was even a bit above average but perhaps such a large lady thought needed a bigger one to service her properly.

What Tom said in response would seal his fate and change the course of his life. He had one peculiar endowment that he kept secret because it made him feel like a freak. His tongue was abnormally long. If he stuck it out it dangled well below his chin and he could reach up with it to touch the bridge of his nose. But the whisky and his desire made him loose and reckless.

“Well ladies, if I can’t get it done with my cock maybe I can do it with this!”

He stuck his tongue out as far as it would go, first letting it hang down past his chin, then bending it upward over his nose. Their eyes lit up in leering lust. They grabbed him under the arms and pulled him to his feet, both speaking in almost unison.

“Now you are coming home with us Tommy boy!”

They half carried him toward the door, telling any who turned to watch that he had too much whisky to drive. And they were strong. He felt like even one of them could woman-handle him with ease and by the time the exited the bar they were carrying him. He made a token show of resistance but only found it more exciting when they subdued him with ease.

They got to the car and tossed him into the back seat so he lay across it face up. Shonda drove. Jade slipped into the back seat and slid along him until she was sitting on his upturned face. The body suit she wore turned out to be crotchless and he found himself with face engulfed by her big oozing cunt and struggling to breathe. She undid his belt and fly and began to stroke and fondle him in a knowing way that made his erection almost painfully hard and worsened the already severe ache in his balls. She would press down full weight and smother him to the edge of unconsciousness, then rise slightly to allow him a gasping breath. And her artful hand kept him just at the edge of coming. It was heaven and hell combined and the fulfillment of a fantasy he had long entertained; to be lying helpless beneath the fleshy bulk of just such a large lady.

He was overcome by a desire to please her and he slipped his tongue deep into her vagina and wriggled and slithered it around. She moaned in pleasure and began to finger her clit. As he cast his tongue about he felt a soft mound somewhere in her depths and knew it to be her G, the spot within every woman’s heavenly cavern that gave delight when caressed by the cock.

Jade was no stranger to having he G caressed by a cock but having a tongue doing it was an exquisite surprise that made her finger her clit all the harder while Tommy licked. Orgasm welled up in her and then the dam burst as she howled in her ecstasy and gave Tommy his first deep drink of the salty woman cum to which he was to become hopelessly addicted.

The route Shonda took seemed needlessly circuitous and meant to bewilder him. On the way Jade took his phone from his shirt pocket, turned it off and then tossed it over the railing of a bridge when they crossed a river. Then there was a stretched along the freeway, though he couldn’t tell in what direction. Then there were the curving streets of suburbia, brief stop and the sound of a garage door. The car pulled ahead and there was the sound of the door closing.

They dragged him from the car and carried him bodily inside. It was scary but his desire was more than a match for his fear, his cock painfully stiff and his balls aching even more.

They carried him through the house to a spacious living room with a thick Aubusson rug at its center, surrounded by a big U shaped section sofa. There was a huge stone fireplace at the mouth of the U with tinder, kindling and logs in place, the fire ready to be lit.

They threw him down on the rug and ripped his clothes from his body. Shonda tossed them onto the pile of logs and they made him kneel and watch while Jade lit the fire that would reduce his clothing to ashes. Then they made him lie on his back looking up at them while they stripped away their clothes and stood naked in their fleshy splendor.

Shonda plopped her hefty bulk down onto his chest with her big nappy cunt inches from his face. He felt Jade’s fleshy mass come down on his groin. Shonda’s animal scent flooded his nostrils and he felt mingled helpless terror and mad excitement. She looked down at him with a menacing leer.

“You’re ours now Tommy boy! Forget about the life you were living! You are going to be our slave now and you just saw the clothes you will never need again go up in smoke! We would never let a guy with a tongue like that escape us. But don’t worry! We’re going to make you like it now and by the time we are done with you tonight you will never want to leave. We know you better than you know yourself. You like big, beautiful women like us. You know you have always wanted this and now you are going to have it every day. So, let’s see what you can do for me with that big, long tongue. And I want it everywhere! Jade will have to make do with your little thing for now!”

With that she shifted forward and settled her big wet pussy onto him, engulfing his face in its lush, sucking tissues. And he felt his cock slide into the heaven of Jade’s vagina. Though muffled by Shonda’s flesh he heard Jade say his cock was more pleasing than expected.

Shonda pressed her mass down full weight and he cast his tongue about, scooping and gulping her poon as he tried to breathe. He slid his tongue deep into her cavern until he felt the soft smooth mound on the roof of it and began to massage it with his tongue’s tip, feeling elation when she moaned in delight and pressed down all the harder.

His fear subsided and he yielded, finding mad delight of his own in being pinned helpless beneath their fleshy mass, utterly at their mercy. Breath became ever more hard to come by as Shonda lost herself in her pleasure and fleshy chocolate bulk bore down, heedless of anything but his tongue on her G.

She slipped her fingers in to rub her clit while he pointed his tongue and licked with all his might. Suddenly, she lurched and writhed as orgasm struck and she shifted so her clit was over his open mouth. A gush of the salty juice of her ecstasy flooded his mouth and it was swallow or drown so he gulped it down.

But then she went all to jelly in her satisfaction and her weight pressed down, enfolding his face in her lush sucking crevice, sealing off any hope of breath. Lost in her afterglow she had not a thought for anything but her savoring. His breath started giving out and he writhed desperately, but Jade’s weight held him helpless as well. And still her vagina bestowed its delight, even in the midst of his panicked thrashing.

He felt the onset of the airless dark as he lay still and just before the black veil fell he came, and it was with a mad intensity beyond his imagining, his last thought before the darkness descended was: “If I live I want this again!”

He felt a pinching on his cheek and his eyes flew open. There they were, smiling down on him. Jade chuckled.

“Almost lost you there Tommy boy! You wouldn’t be the first. But the closer you come to the end the better you come, as you might say. How did you like it Tommy boy?”

“I was scared half to death but I never came like that before in my life!”

“Mind if I take a turn Tommy?”

“Please! Do it again!”

She wasted no time and he reached upward with his tongue extended as her big ragged golden haired cunt descended to cover his face. It was luscious as Shonda’s in its own special way and he lost himself in it, devoting his entire being to serving her pleasure. He had ejaculated heavily within her and his own cream filled his mouth as he slipped his tongue into her vagina. There was nothing to do but swallow.

He felt a warm enfolding of his limp member and knew it was Shonda sucking him to get him hard. But even when he hardened she kept sucking and he knew he was going to pass from consciousness while coming in her mouth.

Jade shifted forward so the brownish pink vortex of her anus was pressed to his lips. She ground it against his mouth insistently and he knew it to mean he should use his tongue there. He wriggled his tongue upon it with all his might, trying to probe into her. Then she relaxed herself somehow and his tongue plunged in to her depths. It was heaven on earth having his face engulfed in her golden pussy while swirling and slithering his tongue within her rectum, loving its funky taste.

She immersed herself in the rapture of his rimming, keeping him at it for what seemed like blissful eternity, moaning and sigh in her own bliss. His tongue was strong but it did finally tire. She showed mercy and moved herself so he could slip his weary organ into her vagina and let it rest until he was ready to serve her again.

He was eager to please her and when rested he probed deep to find her G and shower loving attention upon it. She too used her fingers on her clit to push herself toward the brink. And he felt Shonda sucking harder to push him to the edge as well. Jade ground her hips hard upon him as she inched closer to her ecstasy and he feared his neck might break. But he plied his tongue all the harder on her G until he heard her mad cry through the muffling of her flesh and his mouth was filled again with the salt-sweet juice of woman’s pleasure.

Just as with Shonda, her mass bore down remorseless, cutting off all light and air. He tried to lie still and passively await the descending of the dark but as his breath ran out his body took over and he thrashed and writhed again. Shonda pinned his legs down with her bulk and kept sucking. Just before the black curtain fell there was again that mad delight as Shonda gave his balls a squeeze to put him over the edge. As he passed into the dark he knew he was already a hopeless addict to this ecstasy and their willing slave.

Again, he awoke to their smiling faces. Shonda was licking her lips.

“My, that was a big and tasty load you gave me! Did you enjoy your blowjob? And Jade, do you think he earned it?”

“Oh yes! I think he’s a keeper! This is one slave we won’t be selling any time soon!”

Shonda laughed.

“That’s right Tommy! We have a little slave trade gig going! We abduct likely males and train them up to please women like us. The likes of you are in high demand among our big, beautiful sisters. We call ourselves the League of Large Lovely Ladies, the LLLL.

“Women like us don’t get a lot of respect. Skinny, sanitized stereotypical blonds are what most men are after. But there are a few enlightened males like you out there who appreciate and long for bodies like ours. When we find one we lure him into our clutches and introduce him to the smothering pleasure. All of them become willing slaves who will submit to anything if they can lie beneath our pussies and come in that special way. We have learned how to detect and identify them and once we have them captive their surrender is a forgone conclusion. It’s a steady source of income and we live quite comfortably.”

“But I don’t see how we could part with you for any price. That tongue is too rare. I think we will just rent you out once we have you fully trained. That way we can keep you around to make us happy every day!”

Jade had her own input.

“You are very special just as you are Tommy but you still need some work. For one thing your tongue tired way to soon when you were rimming me. You will be spending a lot of time with your face between our cheeks and you tongue up our asses to get your endurance where it needs to be. Your tongue must never tire no matter how long your mistress wants you to rim her.”

Shonda was fondling him and soon he was hard again.

“My oh my Jade! I think he has another load in him. I’m up for another go-round! How about you?”

“I’ll never be able to get enough of that sweet tongue. But how are we going to do this so we both get off?”

“Take turns I guess. One of us can ride his face while the other sucks him or fucks him. Let’s flip a coin to see which one of us gets to put the lights out for him next.”

Shonda won the toss and he knew he was to again have his blissful passage from consciousness beneath her big nappy snatch. Jade chose to suck him while he lapsed into sweet oblivion. All the while he pleasured Shonda he mumbled muffled pleas for the moment he had come to crave. At last, the blessed black consumed him as he felt himself emptying with ecstasy into Jade’s hungry mouth.

When the light returned his first sight was of Jade’s face, a dribbles of his cum running from the corners of her mouth. She grinned and licked her lips.

“That was another rich tasty load Tommy boy! Deeeelicious! But I think you might have more left in you and we aren’t going to stop until we get every drop of it out of you!”

He wondered that could be possible, drained as he felt, but hen Shonda’s artful sucking began to revive his organ. Soon he was stiff as ever. Shonda confirmed Jade’s supposition.

“My oh my! Hard as wood again! This boy is going to be so much fun to have around the house! Hop on sister!”

Jade plopped herself down on him facing his feet and first offered her anus to be licked. He plunged in deep and fought fatigue with all his might in his effort to please her. Her lust came to a boil and she pressed her big pink pearl to his lips. He took it between them to suck while licking.

Shonda’s mad ministrations took him near the brink just as Jade filled his mouth with her gush. Jade’s mass settled over him and she went slack in her satisfaction and Shonda artfully held him just at the edge as his breath gave out and he began to thrash. At the moment he struggles ceased and the black veil began to fall Shonda finished him as in the throes of his delight he marveled that the reality of his fantasy fulfilled eclipsed the fantasy itself.

Light and air returned and he awoke to the feel of Shonda still sucking. But after a few minutes he was yet limp as a wet noodle and she gave up on it. She gave his glans a flick with her finger that made him flinch.

“Well sister Jade. Looks like we finally used this boy up. Let’s take him to bed with us in case we want some of that sugar overnight.”

He was so spent they had to carry him to the bedroom. Their bed was really two king sized beds side by side, touching each other and tied together by the legs. Still holding him, they reached down to peel back the covers, then tossed him onto the mattress. Then they hopped into bed on each side of him. He lay on his side facing Shonda and she pulled his face between her big tits while Jade snuggled up behind him, pressing the back of his head into her own cleavage so he was engulfed in soft mammary flesh. His hefty mistresses slipped into the sweet refreshing sleep of satisfied women but he lay awake for some time, still unable to believe the paradise he had stumbled into. Little did he know the depths of submission and degradation that lay ahead. And it would begin that very next day.

Morning came and the heavenly prison of their flesh parted as they awoke and rolled aside, yawning and stretching. Jade spoke to Shonda.

“Well sister, you can have him first of you like!”

“Don’t mind if I do Jade! Come here Tommy boy! Get your face up by my pussy. I’m going to teach you how to say good morning!”

He obeyed in a heartbeat, lying with his face close to her cunt, drinking in her scent, feeling himself harden, his arms enclosing her fleshy thighs. She gave instructions.

“Now Tommy, wrap your lips around me up at the top. Open wide!”

He enfolded her upper pudenda in his wide open mouth, then was shocked by her next expectation.

“I have a nice big drink for you Tommy! Then you’re gonna eat my pussy and make me come until I feel ready to start my day right!”

He was unable to believe his ears at first, but then it came to him that this would be the price he would have to pay for the delight of again lying beneath them for the heavenly smothering. So, when the golden and pungent flow poured forth he took it in with thirst and spilled not a drop. Then he went to work with his tongue upon her doing everything to please from top to bottom as she enjoyed two consuming orgasms and then passed him along to Jade who had her own draught of morning vintage for him.

When both mistresses had been satisfied they all went to the kitchen. The put him to work making their breakfast while Shonda informed him of what the daily schedule would be like from then on.

“Tommy boy, you will have three duties to perform very day. There will be household chores, cooking and cleaning. Then there will be eating our pussies when we feel the need. And, last but not least there will be tongue training to build you skills and endurance so our customers get full value when we rent you out”

He served up the big omelets toast and coffee. Jade and Shonda had appetites that matched their size and they called for seconds. He prepared two more big omelets and they downed half of them. His breakfast was their leavings, served to him on the floor to be eaten like a dog. Then it was time for tongue training.

There was a door that opened off the living room and they led him through it. Within was a room that was clearly a torture chamber. Whips and canes and other instruments of cruelty hung from the walls and there were furnishings obviously meant to confine and restrain a victim so those instruments could be used upon him. He stopped just inside the door and tried to back out of the room. But they took a firm grip on him that told him escape was not an option. Shonda gave out a lustful chuckle.

“Welcome to our playroom Tommy boy! You will become acquainted with everything in here by and by but right now it’s time for rimming practice. Step over to the horse!”

There was a leather upholstered furnishing that allowed her to lie comfortably on her belly while presenting her big behind. Shonda draped herself over it and Jade pushed him down to his knees and shoved his face between Shonda’s chocolate mounts. Then she fastened a wide strap across the back of his head that held him there tight and cuffed his hands behind his back. Shonda shifted so her hole was pressed against his lips and he knew was his duty to slide his tongue deep inside her and wriggle it about.

He went to work with sincere desire to please her and soon had her moaning in pleasure and clenching her orifice rhythmically on his tongue as it slithered in and out of her. But fatigue set in and he was able to look up and saw her hand raised high in a signal of some kind. Then there was a searing pain across his ass from whatever Jade had wielded to urge him to greater efforts.

Thus, motivated he put her into rapture again for as long as his tongue could endure. But again, he saw her hand raised and felt the pain across his ass. He was trapped in this half heavenly predicament, loving the feel of her big cheeks against his and the taste of her depths. But then there was the pain. He struggled on, intermittently pleasing her and suffering the consequence when he failed.

He strained to run his tongue in as deep as it could go and then he felt and tasted what was beginning to emerge from within her. He tried to pull away and turn aside but the strap held him tight with his open mouth encircling her hole. She felt him struggling and informed him of the inevitability of what was to follow.

“You see Tommy, a good morning rim job will always make nature take its course. And wouldn’t it be inconvenient for me to stop enjoying your tongue and have to get up and go to the bathroom? Now be a good slave and just take it as it comes. It will be so much easier if you just relax and accept it. If you are a good boy you know what you will get tonight after dinner! And if you choose to not be a good boy we will have to introduce you to some of the things here in our playroom and there will be no fun after dinner. It will hurt you much more than it will hurt us!”

He knew then that submission was his only course and held his lips close around her hole. Soon the end of the foul brown mass passed his lips and entered his mouth, pressing against his gullet. His only choice was to swallow. Out it came from her inch by inch. But the ordeal passed more easily than he feared because he had his face between her sumptuous swelling mounts.

She finished and he licked her clean and the rimming went on unabated. He took a few more across the ass and Shonda brought her turn on the horse to a close by rolling her big hips to force his head back so she could offer her big clit to his tongue. He licked and sucked until she shuddered and convulsed. He feared the lurching of her big body in the midst of her ecstasy might break his neck. She gushed his mouth to overflowing with the juice of her pleasure and he gulped it down and felt its effect suffuse him with a deepened longing to submit and serve.

Jade released him and he saw her hand the cane that she had used on his behind to Shonda. Then he found himself with face engulfed between her vast and creamy cheeks. He rimmed her with adoring subservience, though he took a few more strokes to motivate him. And he knew what was to happen sooner or later. His tongue was in deep when he felt and tasted what Jade had to feed him. And he felt a strange hunger for it take hold of him. His fantasies had always been of total submission to hefty goddesses such as these, though they had never plumbed such depths of degradation. He felt his cock harden more and his balls begin to ache as he thought of the heaven he would know beneath their pussies if he could please them in this way.

Jade sighed and grunted softly in sweet satisfaction as she emptied herself into his now hungry mouth. Then it was on to a long rimming, driven by more harsh strokes across the behind when his tongue tired. Here arousal peaked and she fed him her pearl and enjoyed her brutish delight as her mighty buttocks clenched his head tight between them. Again, his mouth was filled by a salty gush he ingested with thirst.

With that morning ritual finished he was given the duty of cleaning the three bathrooms. When finished he was to report to the living room where each of his newfound goddesses was enthroned in a recliner and awaiting cunnilingus.

It was Jade’s turn first and as he leaned in with tongue out to serve her and beheld her luscious golden pussy, its erectile tissues fully engorged in her anticipation he knew he had stumbled into his personal vision of heaven and no sacrifice of his dignity was too great to endure. Her fleshy thighs clenched on his head in an inextricable grip as she passed into her throes. The lights went out briefly for him when his breath expired but then the great gams parted and he gasped in breath and groveled to where Shonda waited with her legs parted. Her nappy mount was riven by her engorged coal black labia, those parted slightly, showing the hot pink within.

When his face was well buried in her cunt she crossed her legs and locked her ankles, clamping tight. The fear from his helplessness was far overshadowed by the delight of his immersion in her heavenly womanhood and he served her with a passion exceeding all before.

She came hard and her grip tightened further and he felt his breath failing again. As it did he passed into animal panic and writhed and thrashed, using his hands on her thighs trying to push free but to no avail. The darkness fell and he wondered if the light would return. But it did and he heard their bawdy laughter when he sat up from where he lay on the floor and looked about, bewildered.

Shonda leaned over and took him in her arms, pressing his head between her big breasts and giving him a squeeze. The she gave him a kiss on the forehead and passed him over to Jade who did likewise and gave him high praise.

“Tommy boy you are a treasure! Keep up the good work today and tonight you will get your reward! Now get to work with the vacuum cleaner!”

He toured the house with the machine and then it was time for him to prepare their lunch of big sub sandwiches and liter mugs of beer. They each ate about two thirds of them and tossed the rest on the floor to serve as his lunch. They made him bend over and eat from the floor, again like a dog, with one foot or the other’s on the back of his head. Then the big beers had their effect and he lay face up on the floor with mouth open wide as they squatted over him and emptied themselves of their golden brew.

Then it was back to the recliners to enjoy his tongue for a while before he was ordered to do the laundry. That took until the late afternoon and he was put to work preparing dinner, big steaks, baked potatoes and salad. Again, his own meal was their leavings tossed on the floor. After he cleaned up the kitchen he reported back to the living room.

And there he did get his reward. He laid himself down on the soft rug and the big pussies he had come to adore descended upon his face in turns. He was pinned helpless beneath their mountainous flesh and four times he came with utterest ecstasy just before the darkness fell. He knew he was a slave of the lowliest kind but there was nowhere on earth he would rather be.

And on the next Saturday night the cocks came out. He finished cleaning up the kitchen after dinner and reported to the living room for the usual evening pleasures. His jaw dropped and he fell to his knees when he saw Shonda standing there with a big faux cock jutting from her thick nappy bush, looking as if she had been born with it. The organ was perfectly matched to her skin tone and a big pair of false balls dangled below it. Thin straps of clear silicone held it in place. And on the coffee table lay another such object, presumably Jade’s. He saw that it was L shaped with a big bulb for insertion into the vagina. Jade sat in a big armchair leering at him while Shonda informed him of what was to follow.

“Tommy boy, tonight you are going to lose the only virginity that matters and also any ‘manhood’ you might have left. We flipped a coin earlier and I get the do the honors by deflowering you. I will not be gentle and it will hurt at first but in the end you will come to love our cocks and long for them.”

There was a pair of handcuffs lying next to Jade’s cock and Shonda cuffed his hands behind his back. Then she grabbed his hair and dragged him to where Jade waited with her big thighs parted, ankles resting on the arms of the chair. She shoved his face into the big, oozing golden-haired cunt and Jade’s mighty thighs clamped his head between them. Her softer outer flesh enfolded his head and then he felt the iron muscles beneath harden and he knew again the heavenly terror of being helpless in her grip, aware she could snuff the life from him for lack of air or perhaps snap his neck like a twig.  

Shonda picked up a tube of KY that lay next to Jade’s cock and put a dollop of it on the tip of her cock.

He felt Shonda take a two handed grip on his hips. Her nails were long and sharp and he felt them biting into his skin as she dug them in for purchase. The there was a prodding at his hind hole as if a log was trying to enter. He could feel the warm squishiness of the jelly. And a humming vibration began from the mock organ. Then there was a tearing, stabbing agony as Shonda threw her great hips forward in her merciless deflowering thrust. His scream was muffled by Jade’s lush tissues.

Half the cock plunged into him and the torment continued as Shonda rolled and gyrated her big behind, driving it deeper and deeper until he finally felt the tickle of her bush on his behind. Now she had him well stretched and ready to be fucked hard. She drew back so just the tip was in him and drove in again, the cock going in full length with ease.

Then the mad rutting commenced. Jade held him tight but loosened a bit from time to time so he could gasp in whimpering breaths. At first he writhed and squirmed in a futile effort to escape the painful impalement but slowly the pain subsided to be replaced by a burning, itching pleasure and a longing to come.

Jade seemed to know when his whimpers and snivels of pain morphed to those of delight and she clamped tighter, cutting off all air and light. Even in the midst of this he his knew his duty was to serve her and he ran his tongue deep in her cavern and found her G.

Shonda’s relentless rutting soon brought the inevitable and he felt the welling up in his balls that portended his ejaculation. And by then Jade’s smothering flesh had him on the edge of the darkness. He came with that now familiar ecstasy just before it fell, hearing both his mistresses give voice to their own ecstasies.

Light and breath returned and his eyes opened to the sight of them smiling down on him. He knew he had found another pleasure to be had from the goddesses who now reigned over his life and he looked to Jade with pleading in his eyes.

“Will you fuck me too mistress? Please!”

“All in good time sweetie! You got us off quite nicely and it will take a while to get horned up again. But never fear! We are going fuck every drop of cum out of you tonight. But I think mistress Shonda’s cock needs some cleaning.”

Shonda stooped and grabbed his hair to pull him up to his knees. Her big dick was inches form his lips and he obediently opened wide to suck it with an adoring passion that Shonda found most pleasing.

When he finished they uncuffed his hands and dispatched him to the sideboard where there was a wine rack and glasses to fetch two bottles of red. The mistresses settled into recliners and extended the foot rests. They took turns having him lick and massage their feet while sipping wine and talking dirty. It took half an hour for them to get horned up and Jade taught him how to install her cock. She made him suck it and learn to deep throat it. When it dripped with his slobber she cuffed his hands again and tugged him by the ear to where Shonda waited in the armchair, ready to clamp her massive chocolate thighs on his head.

Just his spit sufficed for lubrication and Jade’s vibrating, pulsing cock plunged deep at first thrust. He wiggled and rocked his behind to match and answer her thrusting and gyrating and soon felt the impending delight and the clamping of Shonda’s fleshy grip. He no longer struggled against the falling darkness but yielded to it and to the delight that came in the blessed seconds before.

He was fucked and smothered once more by each of them and his last load of cum was just a few clear spurts. Then it was bedtime and he lay sandwiched between them in fleshy heaven, his only thoughts being of how he adored them and would devote his heart and soul to being their worshipful slave.

Weeks on end of the same passed as they trained him to be rented. Long rimming sessions made his tongue tireless and strong, able to probe deep into ass or pussy and give delight for as long as any mistress might like.

But more and more his heavenly reward was denied him for days at a time in order to motivate him. His balls would ache and one night he used his hand to ease himself while he slept between them. The sullied bedsheets incriminated him in the morning and then it was to the playroom/torture chamber to be hung up by the heels for a sound whipping. His cock and balls were not spared the caresses of the cruel braided leather.

When they decided his body was sufficiently welted and he had suffered enough they took turns enthroning themselves to receive his penitential cunnilingus. Then they put a cage on his cock to prevent any further hanky-panky and he was denied coming for a solid week. This led to the discovery that he gave much better head when orgasm was long denied him so his heavenly rewards became much less frequent, though he still spent every evening smothered beneath their fleshy mass and giving them exquisite pleasure with his long and tireless tongue. And when they relented and gave him release he loved them all the more and resolved to spare no effort to become a better slave.

Then one Saturday morning after a week of denial he was told that he would be rented out for the evening by two mistresses at seven o’clock. He waited, kneeling in the playroom, naked with his cock cage removed. His organ was stiff as steel. They had given him Viagra to ensure a lasting erection so the mistresses could enjoy his cock without it wilting. And his balls ached like never before as he wondered what kind of goddesses were to descend upon him.

The double doors of the chamber swung open and there they were, resplendently naked, one red-haired and green-eyed, the other dark haired and blue eyed. Both were tall and massive with exquisite curvatures of their bodies that told of them being firm and well-toned beneath their heavy layers of softer flesh.

And those eyes were gleaming with a lust that told him he was to be used as their plaything in this playroom in ways he could not imagine. The red-haired goddess made introductions.

“Hello Tommy boy! I’m Megan and this is June. You are ours for the evening and the evening will be long! Your owners have talked you up quite a bit, especially about your tongue. I think we will get started by making use of that right away!”

They approached him with the gleam in their eyes even brighter, picked him up bodily and carried him with ease over to where a low, black leather upholstered table stood along the wall. He could feel their strength as they carried him like a feather and was both terrified and thrilled at being helpless and at their mercy. He hoped his efforts would earn him his heavenly release and get him rave reviews for his owner mistresses to hear.

They plopped him down on his back and moments later June stood above him facing forward, leering and then her big raven-haired cunt was descending onto his face. She settled down full weight and wiggled her vast fanny to wedge his face further into her oozing crevice. He extended his tongue and slid it deep into her salty cavern, finding the soft mound of her G on its roof. Her lush tissues made breathing near impossible but his long and rigorous training beneath his owners made his breath hold strong and he set about pleasuring her.

Then he felt Megan settle herself down onto his groin as his organ slid into her. She was tight and knew just how to use her celestial pocket to tease him. Her inner muscles clenched upon him rhythmically in a maddening massage that made his balls ache worsen by degrees.

June ground her clit on his nosed while he tongued her G and her first orgasm of the evening struck soon and hard. She writhed and bucked and he feared his neck might break. But then she settled down gelatinous in her satisfaction leaving no hope of air. He squirmed and thrashed instinctively as his breath gave out, all the while praying he would be given his ecstasy just before the dark fell.

And his prayers were answered when he felt Megan rising and falling along his shaft and he knew blessed release as he filled her with his pent-up plenty, just as the veil came down.

He woke to find them standing each side of the table and smiling down on him. No sooner had the fog cleared than Megan mounted his head facing his feet. She ordered him to open wide and his cum dripped from her cunt into his mouth as she descended. She planted her cavern over his mouth and squeezed, expelling the remainder of his copious load to be swallowed. Then she shifted to press her anus to his lips. He ran his tongue in deep, straining for every millimeter just as he felt June’s lips and tongue at work upon his member.

June was also an artful tease and, despite his recent coming, she soon had him close to the brink again. But she backed off and just sucked slowly while Megan moaned in her delight from his practiced tongue deep in her rectum. He found the wriggling, slithering movement that put her in rapture and held her there without flagging heedless of the passing time, tongue never tiring.

When she could bear no more and her big body all but screamed for release she shifted and he found her olive-sized clit between his lips. He knew well how to lick and suck in the way that pleased and was soon rewarded by a heavy salty gush as she passed into her throes. He gulped her elixir down and lay helpless beneath her as her mass pressed down, she heedless of anything but her savoring.

His air gave out and he prayed again for his pleasure but was denied, though the darkness still fell. He felt a weight on his chest as he awoke and looked up to see Megan grinning down at him with her big ginger pussy just out of tongue’s reach. She giggled.

“We will get every drop of cum out of you tonight Tommy boy but there’s a long night ahead and we don’t want to empty you so soon. Now we’ll have some other kinds of fun with you!”

Then they teamed up orally on his organs, June running lips and tongue along his shaft while Megan sucked both his balls into her mouth at once, pulled back so his sack was tight and licked them with maddening skill. It seemed the knew just how to keep him at the edge, worsening his ache dreadfully. June swung around and mounted his face while she sucked his cock, adding to his sweet torment by pressing her big, luscious pussy down on his face.

They suddenly stopped, pulled away and stood, leaving him gasping and pleading to come. But they just looked down at him and cackled wickedly. Shonda proposed some cruel and humiliating sport.

“Let’s do some drag races!”

Jade enthusiastically agreed and he wondered what “drag races” could mean. He was soon to find out.

The chamber was about forty feet square with the whipping hoist and some “furnishings” in the center. Other things were arranged around the perimeter, leaving what could be a racetrack. There was a line drawn on the floor.

They grabbed him and lifted him from the table and put him on his knees at the line. Jade fetched some handcuffs from where they hung on the wall and also a stopwatch from a shelf. She cuffed his hands behind him.

Megan placed herself in front of him facing away and bent over, spreading her big cheeks wide. June shoved his head between them and Megan stood up straight. He felt her mighty glutes clamping his head between them. And then she set off at a trot, dragging him along with her, the powerful muscles of her behind holding him tight. A drag race indeed. She hauled him once around the chamber increasing her speed. He was fishtailed when she turned the corners but her great cheeks held firm as she dragged him along the back stretch as her speed increased even more.

She rounded the last turns to the home stretch, cart whipping him hard and he feared the breaking of his neck. Then it was the last straightaway and suddenly he was released and fell to the floor on his face while they nearly expired from gales of mirth. June had timed Megan using the stopwatch and then it was her turn to try and beat that time.

He soon found himself clamped helpless between her creamy mounts, being dragged again. June proved to be the faster of the two and he was whipped and fishtailed wildly in the turns. And she had him clamped so tight the dark fell along the home stretch and he was dragged senseless to the finish line and crashed to the floor when she let go of her grip. He awoke to hear their cruel laughter again.

The races had horned them up again and they grabbed him and laid him back on the table. June mounted him facing his feet, her fleshy mass pressing down remorselessly, her oozing cunt cutting off all air. But then she shifted so she could anally impale herself on his tongue and the cleft in her big behind allowed him some breath unless she chose to clamp her cheeks, which she did from moment to moment, smothering him close to the edge of unconsciousness and then letting him gasp in breath. She chuckled wickedly all the while, enjoying his degradation.

But he found the degradation sweet. He felt Megan mounting his groin and his cock sliding into her. The ache in his balls escalated and his cock stiffened more at being engulfed in their womanly flesh. June shifted so he could run his tongue into her cavern and find her G. He felt her knuckles on his chin as she fingered her clit to help propel herself to climax. Megan clenched her vaginal muscles rhythmically on his shaft. It was a torment of uncertainty. Would he be granted the ecstasy or be cruelly frustrated again? June came and her pressed down, the smothering absolute. His breath gave out and joy filled him as he reached the edge of the darkness and felt himself unloading deep into Megan, hearing her muffled orgasmic cry, each spurt bringing delight untold. The dark fell and for a time he knew nothing, then air and light returned.

His eyes opened and he saw their smiling faces beaming down at him. Each assured him that his pleasure had been well earned and he would surely be rented again and again.

Then it was time for some more sport. This time the fitted him with a saddle and bridle and donned boots and sharp-rowled spurs. They positioned him at the line on hands and knees and June mounted him with crop in hand while Megan raised a starting pistol and fired.

She put crop and spurs to him and he set off across the line, straining under her bulk, unable to make much headway. She plied crop and spur without mercy, heedless that her mass made it impossible to achieve any speed. His breath gave out and he collapsed onto his belly with her coming down hard on top of him, knocking out his wind.

She stood and cropped him hard over and over, her gales of laughter echoing in the chamber along with Megan’s as he lay gasping. He managed to rise and she plopped herself down full weight, nearly putting him down on his belly again.

He managed to find a pace he could maintain and she allowed it all along the back stretch, though she used crop and spur to urge him on. Then, either by accident or design, the crop struck his balls hard and he went down again, moaning and also breathless from her weight coming down on him again.

She cropped him until he recovered and he bore her around the last curve and the home stretch. With a supreme effort he crossed the line in good form and collapsed once more.

When his breathing evened out it was Megan’s turn and her mass buckled his knees and elbows as he struggled along. Both women were mad with glee at his exertions and utter inability to bear their weight for long without crumpling.

After multiple collapses from the crop striking his balls he at last crossed the finish line, Megan holding her arms high in a mocking show of triumph.

He went belly down but she put a foot under him and flipped him onto his back, grinning down at him gleefully.

“We’ll have to let your owners know you need some endurance training. They asked us to begin training you to participate in the LLLL slave Olympics. It will be held just two months from now so you will have to be worked hard if you want to bring in medals for Shonda and Jade. We large ladies get together once a year for some sport with our slaves. The drag races and the equestrian event are part of that, along with the next event, the sulky race. Let’s get you hitched up!

Megan walked toward a corner of the chamber and he followed her with his eyes to where a shiny metal two wheeled sulky stood. She hauled it back while June bent him over and pulled his balls back between his legs so she could clamp them into a wooden humbler. Then they fastened the humbler to the sulky and he was ready to pull it around the chamber by his balls.

June hopped onto the seat with a short buggy whip in hand and he felt it strike his ass and then his balls. He took off at a brisk trot but the whip stung him again to urge him to a run. His sack was stretched to near bursting open from having to pull her mass but the whip kept falling on balls or butt in relentless demand for more speed.

After three turns around the chamber he was gasping for breath and his legs were rubbery. But she showed no mercy and, if anything, demanded more. After the fourth lap he was allowed to collapse in exhaustion. Megan had timed him with the stopwatch and shook her head at the result.

“You have a long row to hoe Tommy boy! The real training will be on the furlong track in the Olympic venue. Take a little breather now and I will hop on!”

The heaving of his chest had barely ceased before he felt the stinging whip on his ass and balls as her wordless command to get up and pull again. She taunted him as she wielded the whip.

“My Tommy! What a pretty pony you are and your balls are such a lovely shade of purple! Now faster!”

Again, it was four times around the chamber under her relentless whip. He felt sometimes as if his balls would be ripped off and he would slow, only to feel the lash all the harder. He crossed the line after the last lap and fell face down, gasping, chest heaving.

They let him lie that way for a long time, but then he felt the humbler being released from the cart. They left it on him, his balls, well bruised by the whip, stretched painfully back between his legs. He rose to his knees and there stood Megan with a big faux cock jutting from her ginger bush. June grabbed his hair and knee walked him over to the chair where she enthroned herself and pulled his head down between her legs, pressing his face deep into her moist raven-haired cunt.

The hefty thighs clamped down, holding him helpless and he knew Megan was coming up behind to take him hard with the big mock member. He felt something cool and gooey running down his crack and when he felt it on his orifice it was soon followed by a prodding and then a hard and deep penetration. His hole had been stretched a bit upon his deflowering but still there was pain that brought a muffled cry from him. But that pain soon passed and there was the building itching pleasure. He looked forward with eagerness to the pleasure of being fucked over the brink just as his consciousness faded.

Little did he know that Megan held a short, thick wooden cane in hand as she fucked him. She rutted hard, holding onto the humbler for leverage, propelling herself to her own climax while still focused on the perfect moment to strike. His balls clamped behind him on the humbler made a perfect and vulnerable target.

He felt at nearly the same moment his impending pleasure, the welling up in his balls and the giving out of breath that would combine for his delight. But just as he felt the first twinge of pleasure before all went black he was robbed of that delight by a harsh stroke to the balls. Throbbing aching agony was what he felt as he passed from awareness.

He awoke lying on his back and saw their grinning faces. They both cackled wickedly and Megan spoke for both of them.

“You will never know what you are going to get before the lights go out Tommy boy. Sometimes it will be a good whack across the balls. But you will always lie down to be smothered by a big juicy pussy or put your face in a large lady’s crotch while offering your ass because you are addicted now and can’t help yourself. Now you can suck me clean and June will take her turn with her cock and then we will wrap things up for the evening.”

After he had finished Megan removed her cock. He looked to June, who held her cock out to him in silent command that he install it upon her. But first June wanted a deepthroat blowjob. She grabbed his ears and pressed the flared glans of the mock organ to his lips. He saw her push a button just above the base of the cock and felt a throbbing vibration begin.

She got right to business, forcing the glans against his gullet until it yielded and the cock slid half way down. A hard thrusting of her hips worked it in until his nose was deep in her sweaty raven bush. A brief and brutish throat fucking got her off.

Then he was put in a novel position for the finale. Megan laid herself face up on the table with her knees raised and parted. June bent him over her so her so they were in the 69 position with him on top, his knees resting on the edge of the table, his ass raised, his face in Megan’s pussy. Her great thighs closed upon his head and she locked her ankles. He felt his cock engulfed by her silken and artful mouth.

Then he felt the prodding at his hind hole and the cock plunging in deep as June took him from behind in the standing position. She drove in deep and hard at first but then went to fucking him ever so slowly.

Megan took him to the edge of the darkness over and over with the fleshy clamping of her thighs and her lush oozing tissues. But she would part her legs at just the right moment and he would gasp in air, only to have her clench him breathless again. And through it all his tongue was at its duty, probing deep in her cavern and swirling around to caress her G.

He lost all track of time, his organ stiff as a stick and his balls beginning to ache desperately for release. But on they went with the sweet torture. June seemed expert in using the humming shaft to keep him on the edge but denying him. Megan sucked with skill, teasing him cruelly.

Then, suddenly, Megan’s clench tightened even more. She held him until his breath began to fail while June ramped up her rutting. With a score of gyrating thrusts, she put him over the brink and he moaned in gratitude as he was granted his pleasure, feeling himself spurt the last of his cum into Megan’s hungry mouth just before passing into the nothingness, both mistresses achieving their own mad climaxes within the same moment.

When he awoke he was on his belly atop Megan with his head pillowed on her sated cunt. June stood with her cock still jutting. She stooped to grab him by the hair and pull him off the table and onto his knees so he could suck her cock clean. While he sucked she gave her evaluation.

“You are going to be a very busy Tommy boy when words gets out. You have done your owners proud and earned them every penny of their somewhat exorbitant rental fee.”

Megan chimed in.

“When our five star review is put on the LLLL dark website you will probably spend most of your waking hours with you face in a big juicy pussy and a cock up your ass into the bargain!”

They exited the chamber, Megan in the lead, Tommy crawling behind her with June bringing up the rear, giving him playful kicks to his still humbled balls. Shonda and Jade were waiting in the living room in their recliners. Some uncertainty showed in their faces as the three entered. Had their slave performed to satisfaction?

But they knew well the signs of a satisfied woman and Megan and June’s subtle glow, their languid gait and somewhat vacuous smiles told the tale before they even had to speak.

The next morning after breakfast Jane went into the playroom and opened a door in the side wall. She entered a short corridor with three steel doors on each side. At the base of each door was a head hole and in front of that were two stainless steel bowls.

There was a large plastic bin by the door and above it a short garden hose connected to a faucet in the wall. She opened the bin. There was a scoop inside embedded in the dry dogfood that the bin contained. She used the scoop to fill the bowls in front of the doors and took the hose and filled the water bowls beside them. Then she barked out a command.

“Eat now slaves!”

The heads of six men poked through the head holes. Crunching and slurping sounds were heard as they ate and drank from the bowls.

The latest batch of six slaves had been fully trained and ready for auction weeks ago but Jade and Shonda had been enjoying Tommy’s tongue and had delayed the auction until he was fully trained and ready for rental. All members of the LLLL eagerly awaited the announcement of every auction. They were not regularly scheduled but were announced every time a new batch of six slaves were trained up and ready. It took time to find suitable males and train them properly.

That evening a large van back into the house’s garage and the slaves were herded into it, Tommy among them. They were ordered to be silent under pain of severe torture to the cock and balls. The van was driven by a hefty young blond mistress who would also be bidding to purchase her first slave.

The LLLL had a secret venue in a seemingly abandoned warehouse down by the railroad yard. It contained the track where the Olympic races were held and the other apparatus for that event. And there was a small, semicircular amphitheater for other events.

The van drove through the high overhead door and it closed behind them. The slaves clambered out and were made to crawl single file to the amphitheater, which had seating for fifty mistresses.

The auction block upon which the slaves would stand for the bidding stood center stage. Also on the stage were seven throne chairs lined up along the back and a table suitable for slaves to be laid out and smothered. Food and beverages in abundance were laid out on tables.

The slaves for sale knelt side by side on the stage behind the auction block. Tommy knelt off to the side at first. The mistresses began to arrive and take seats. It looked like about thirty of them. They were of all colors, ages and races, some tall, others short, having in common only their hefty and voluptuous figures.

The throne chair in the center of the row had a foot and a half long mock cock mounted in the floor, jutting upward at a tilted angle toward the chair. Jade led Tommy to it, dragging him by the hair. She made him stand and align his anus with the tip of the cock and then kneel so he was anally impaled upon it. She cuffed his hands behind him and strapped his balls painfully tight to the shaft.

He heard the voices of the mistresses, whispers, giggles all hinting at anticipatory lust. The scent of aroused pussy hung on the air. Shonda served as Mistress of Ceremonies and addressed the assemblage.

“Good evening and welcome large ladies. We have a fine selection of slaves to be auctioned this evening. All have been rigorously trained and exquisite pleasures are guaranteed from each of them. But no need to take my word for it. You will all be given ample opportunity to sample the merchandise. The six slaves you see lined up behind me are for sale this evening.”

“Then there is our slave Tommy who is impaled back there. He is not for sale but will be available for rent in our home playroom. We just cannot part with him. Please take the time to enjoy him and you will understand why. But once you enjoy him please don’t let on to the other ladies why he is so special. Let it be a surprise! The bidding will start at nine o’clock sharp. Ladies! Enjoy!”

That gave the mistresses just two hours to sample the wares and the slaves were quite busy. Soon each throne chair held a mistress with parted thighs and a slave on his knees before her with his face in her pussy. Cries of orgasmic delight echoed in the chamber.

Those mistresses awaiting their turns indulged heavily in food and drink. Eventually each had a turn to be served in a throne chair and also to have a slave laid out on the table so she could queen him unconscious. And when the wine took effect the slaves lay on their backs with mouths open to accept the golden cascades.

And Tommy was the busiest slave at all. He could see nothing of the goings on, only hear them. The first mistress mounted the chair before him. He could see she was of some Asian extraction, her skin silken and golden in tone, her mount covered with dense fuzzy raven hair. She presented herself lewd as women can and her animal perfume wafted over his nostrils, drawing him forward to bury his face deep into her oozing cunt and use his tongue with hunger.

He lapped all about her lady parts at first, bottom to top. Then she gasped in delighted surprise when his tongue probed ever so deep into her cavern and caressed her G. He pulled out and continued his caressing of her tissues, working lower until he reached her nether hole and plunged in deep there as well. She grabbed his hair with both hands and worked his head back and forth to let him know she wanted to be tongue fucked. He stiffened his oral member and ran it in and out of her as she panted in growing lust.

When she dragged him upward to satisfy her he let his tongue slide deep again into her vagina while pressing his nose to her pearl, rubbing it hard while he worked her G with his tongue’s tip. Her hefty silken thighs clamped on his head as she passed into her throes, bucking and writhing wildly, crying out, gushing her salty elixir into his mouth. Like all of her sisters she was well muscled beneath her softness and he feared the breaking of his neck. But then she went all to jelly and her thighs parted as she gave out a deep moan of purest satiation.

She dismounted the chair on wobbly legs and the next mistress took her place, one whose bush was salt and pepper grey betraying her advancing age. But her lust was no less than any of the large ladies he had served and her pussy equally delectable to his tongue. He could sense her amazement at the length of his tongue and the depth of its penetration into her orifices. And her long experience in the taking of her pleasure was evident as she guided his efforts to maximize it. Her climax was of one who was long accustomed to ecstasy and expected it. When afterglow passed she took him by the hair and pushed his head back to look at him. Her wide, steel blue eyes told him that even such a jaded sensualist such as she was astounded by his endowment and talents. She murmured that she would soon be renting him.

The parade of pussies went on and on and he lost himself in the heavenly degradation of it all. One by one each mistress presented him with the unique beauty between their thighs and he served them with a hunger that grew with each. Amber poon was caked on his face and his stomach awash with that and their salt-sweet woman cum. And each mistress kept the secret of his tongue so all were amazed upon its revelation.

The sampling of wares ended and Tommy was released and put aside to kneel and watch. The first slave was stood up on the auction block. There were two new mistresses in attendance who had come in hope of acquiring their first slaves. As a courtesy they were allowed to win the bidding for the first two slaves at a reasonable price.

Then the bids ran higher and higher. Many of the mistresses had attended for the sake of the amusement and the sampling and they ran the bids up a bit before yielding to the mistresses who had come there bent on adding to their harems. Shonda and Jade’s slaves were known to be of highest quality and the mistresses were well heeled so the bidding ran high. Jade and Shonda’s earnings would make them financially secure for the coming year and then there would be the new bonus of Tommy’s rental fees.

An after party followed. The six slaves who had been sold were put on their knees close together and facing each other with hands cuffed behind them. Then they were tied together by the necks, chin to chin so the mistresses could straddle standing and enjoy one tongue to the pussy and the other to the asshole. They came with shrieks and mad ecstasy and their knees buckled from the force of the orgasms. Other mistresses stood by to spot them so they wouldn’t collapse to the ground.

Tommy was re-impaled before the chair and every mistress took another turn with him, knowing it would be her last chance to enjoy his tongue for free.

Then it was back home where Tommy got his reward for the rave reviews he achieved and the new wealth he was sure to bring in. He soon found himself in the chamber on the table with Shonda’s luscious pussy pressing down on his face and his wood-stiff member in Jade’s wicked and artful mouth. Just before the black veil fell his mouth was gushed full of Shonda’s salty cum and he felt the mad delight of shooting Jade’s mouth full of his plenty.

He awoke and Jade expressed her delight and the richness and quantity of his ejaculation, then mounted his head facing his feet while Shonda took him in mouth to harden him again before mounting his groin and letting him slip into the silken heaven between her hefty thighs. Four times he knew his delight before he was emptied and when he lay sandwiched between them in bed he knew only sweet gratitude to the universe for letting him fall into their heavenly clutches.

They spent the next two weeks or so relaxing and enjoying him, their house pet and sex plaything. Then one evening they told him to start a fire in the fireplace and keep it burning. They put on the same body suits they had worn the night they took him captive and left the house. Near midnight they returned, bodily carrying a dark haired young man.

They ripped his clothes off and threw them on the fire, then got naked themselves and laid him down on his back on the rug. Toomy watched as their hefty bodies descended over him, Shonda mounting his head facing his feet, Jade impaling herself on his rather large endowment facing Shonda, who turned to Tommy to make introduction.

“Tommy, meet Jimmy! He is the first of this year’s batch of slaves for auction. You can watch while we enjoy him and break him in. His cock was the attraction. His tongue will be adequate once training is complete. See how Jade is enjoying it? You can help out when we need a second tongue to please us!”

Tommy looked to Jade who was indeed lost in rapturous enjoyment of Jimmy’s big member, rising and lowering, the shaft glistening with the secretions of her lust. Shonda’s bulk pressed down on him relentlessly and soon he writhed beneath their mass as his breath gave out. Jade rose and fell faster, fingering her clit. Shonda rolled her massive hips, bouncing and grinding, head lolling, as she approached her orgasm. All three shuddered as one, Jade and Shonda reaching out and locking arms and wailing in the midst of their ecstasy, Jimmy going limp as the dark descended.

The mistresses savored their afterglow for a while, then Shonda dismounted and Jade took her place, a heavy load of cum dripping from her cunt into Jimmy’s open mouth as she lowered herself. Shonda went down to take him in her mouth and suck him hard, then she mounted him and the performance was repeated.

Tommy could only watch and envy Jimmy, his longing to be the one beneath the fleshy goddesses as strong as ever. But all he got that night was the duty of running his tongue up into the anus of each mistress as she stood with her foot propped on the coffee table, legs parted, while Jimmy knelt in front licking pussy.

But when they were finished for the evening Jimmy was locked away in a cell and Tommy spent another heavenly night sandwiched between them and having to slide down and serve each of them when they woke up horny during the night.

Then next morning Shonda took Tommy to the Olympic venue for practice and to improve his endurance while Jade stayed home with Jimmy in the chamber, subjecting him to rigorous training.

The race track was a furlong oval covered in thin but soft and smooth padding. Other mistresses were there to train their own slaves for the events.

First Shonda saddled him up and put the bit in his mouth and used the humbler to stretch his balls behind him. Then she donned boots and spurs, took crop in hand and joined six other mounted mistresses at the starting line. The gun sounded, crops cracked and spurs were jabbed hard. The slaves set off on hands and knees, all of them straining under the bulk of their mistresses.

It was a gleeful affair for the mistresses who took delight in driving the slaves without mercy and with utter disregard for their complete inability to bear their fleshy mass for more than a few yards without collapsing. It was early in the training season. Crop and spur were not spared and the crop was applied hard to the balls when slaves collapsed to motivate them to rise and struggle on. When the Olympics rolled around the slaves would be able to bear their mistresses for the one lap of the track, though it would be slow going under crop and spur.

Tommy gave his all out of love for his mistress but still failed her several times as they made their way around the oval. Blood ran down from her jabbing spurs and his sweat stung the wounds. Crop welts crisscrossed his behind and his balls were black and blue from her reversing the crop in her hand and whacking them with the handle.

Three practice races were held. In the end the slaves lay exhausted and they were allowed half an hour to rest before being harnessed by their humblered balls to the sulkies.

The sulky race was eight furlongs, a full mile. The gun was sounded and whips cracked on backs, behinds and balls as the slaves were driven hard. Ball sacks were stretched to near the tearing point and balls turned purple as ripe plumbs but the mistresses cared not a fig for anything but winning the race.

Inevitably, slaves collapsed in exhaustion, but the cruel whips fell until they struggled to their feet to carry on. Shonda focused on Tommy’s balls to urge him on when he flagged, the aim of her lashes unerring. It drove him to supreme effort and he came in first, coming down hard on his belly just across the finish line.

Then the mistresses practiced their drag racing, actually respite for the slaves who had only to relax themselves and slide on their knees around the track with their heads clenched tight between the powerful glutes of their mistresses. It was a one lap race with Shonda coming in third.

The final grueling event was the dressage/obstacle course. It was held within the oval of the track. The course was winding and had steep ramps for the slaves to climb, small hurdles for them to jump over and a zigzagging track laid out with cones, hairpin turns for the slaves to negotiate at full speed, all bearing their hefty mistresses under crop and spur. Though already exhausted the slaves were driven without mercy.

Tommy labored up the first ramp. It was two feet high at its apex and not very steep. He bore up to the top and down the other side, nearly collapsing but managing to struggle on and bear Shonda through the winding cone track and to the first jump. He had to put his hands over the foot-high bar and then hoist Shonda up with his legs so he could hop over it and carry on.

There were three more ramps and three more jumps. The ramps were progressively higher. The second ramp was three feet at its apex, the third one four feet and the fourth one five. And each was much steeper as well. Between the obstacles were more cones to be navigated around. The scoring was based on both time and form.

In this first practice run Tommy collapsed several times and Shonda showed him no mercy, cropping him hard on ass and balls until he struggled back up to hands and knees.

When Shonda took him home at day’s end he couldn’t walk, but only crawl with head hanging low. And then he was informed he had been rented for the evening and two mistresses were waiting impatiently in the chamber.

Fortunately, he had little to do but lie supine beneath them while they enjoyed his tongue and cock or kneel before them and eat their pussies while they sat enthroned. And his reward was coming himself dry as they smothered sucked and fucked him.

Life became quite strenuous for Tommy between Olympic training and being rented. And weekends were reserved for his mistresses to enjoy him. And, though exhausted most of the time he had to admit he was happy in this fleshy heaven/hell and was glad he had lingered in the bar that night.

As the Olympics drew near Tommy’s rigorous training bore fruit. He could now bear the weight of the mistress who rode him without collapse and make steady though slow progress around the track and obstacle course. And he pulled the sulky with excellent speed, stretching his ball sack to great length at risk of ripping off his purple balls, all out of love and devotion to his mistress. He resolved to spare no sacrifice for the sake of winning the gold for his hefty goddesses.

On the first day of the Olympics Tommy found himself on hands and knees at the starting line with five other slaves, saddled, bridled and humbled, bearing Jade’s bulk. The gun sounded. Her spurs jabbed him and her crop stung his behind. He surged forward, back straight, hands and knees driving hard to propel him around the track.

Jade drove him hard with crop and spur, giving no mercy, but he rose to the occasion and, though his chest was heaving and he gasped for every breath when they rounded the final turn and came down the home stretch he had a body length lead on the two other slaves who had managed to bear the weight of their mistresses without collapse. Two of the others were just coming off the back stretch and the last slave lay on his belly unable to rise despite the rain of crop strokes and spur jabs from his mistress.

Jade raised her arms in triumph as they crossed the finish line and took a victory lap, passing by the last small slave who labored along under the mass of his mistress.

There were “field events” interspersed between the track events. They were held along the outside of track’s backstretch.

The first of these was the timed smothering, a test of how long a slave could hold breath before passing into unconsciousness and coming. The slave would always lie with face beneath the bulk of a mistress other than his own for fear there be cheating in the form of the mistress slyly allowing breathing.

The slave was bound down to a padded queening bench, arms tied beneath it but with legs free so he could kick wildly when his breath began to fail, providing entertainment to the watching mistresses. Slaves of the large mistresses developed ability to hold breath for minutes on end due to frequent smothering.

Shonda took a turn with the slave of another mistress, straddling his head facing his feet, pressing her chocolate mass down without mercy. The timer was started and the slave lay stock still for three minutes before beginning to kick. First it was just a twitching of the feet, but then it escalated into wild thrashing and writhing that brought gales of mirth to the audience. Slaves were conditioned to come spontaneously just before the lights went out and the first spurt of cum over the belly marked the end of the effort. The first slave made it to just over four minutes before giving one last two-legged kick and going limp as a big creamy spurt shot up across his belly.

Then Mistress June seated herself on the next slave who managed four and a half minutes before passing out and blowing his load.

Tommy was next in line and lay looking up as mistress Megan’s big ginger cunt descended onto his face, her lush, oozing tissues sealing off all air. Tommy’s rigorous life of being rented and smothered multiple times every evening served him well and he did his owners proud. He broke the five minute mark before shooting a load that splattered all over Megan in lusty spurts. No other competitor came close.

Then there was the slave toss, based on the discus throw. A mistress would stand in a six foot diameter circle and her slave, bound hand and foot would be put on his knees and have his face pressed deep in the cleft between her cheeks. She would clamp down with her powerful glutes and spin around so the slave’s body would leave the ground as she whirled. At just the right moment she would release her grip and send him flying. The distance would then be measured. Mistresses with slaves of lighter weight did best at this and Tommy was withheld from that competition.

But Tommy was to excel at another competition, the oral pleasuring. The object was to see how many mistresses a slave could bring to orgasm by way of his tongue within an hour. One after another mistresses would mount a throne and offer their pussies to be eaten by the slaves. Tommy’s exceptional oral endowment gave him great advantage and he satisfied a dozen large ladies within the allotted time. No other slave managed half that.

And he was also to win the final field event. One of the capacities Jade and Shonda found most delightful was the quantity and strength of his ejaculations. Sometimes, just for fun, they would have him stand while one or the other knelt and sucked him until she felt him hardening before he would shoot his load. She would pull away and they would stand back and watch as he erupted. They would howl with laughter as his creamy spurts flew through the air, arching high and splattering on the floor eight or more feet away. They knew they had a sure winner of the ejaculation competition.

It was a simple affair. Lines were marked out on the floor in increments of one foot. The slave would stand at a line with legs spread and his mistress would strap on her cock and fuck him from behind until he came. She would hold him upright with an arm across his chest and the spurts would arch through the air. The farthest spurt would be measured for distance. In the event of a tie the quantity of ejaculation would determine the winner.

Tommy excelled as expected, his spurt crossed the eight foot line and there was no need to measure because no other slave managed more than seven. Tommy was spared the indignity the losers had to endure, licking the wads of cum from the floor.

The next day the sulky race was held. Shonda mounted the sulky at the starting line. Tommy’s balls were clamped tight in the humbler and already turning purple. This was a preliminary heat of four sulkies, the first one of four. The winner of each heat would race in the finals the next day.

The gun sounded and Shonda wielded the whip across Tommy’s ass. But she was pleased to notice he took off from the line showing supreme effort from the first and of his own accord, all out of love and loyalty to his mistress. The whip would not have been needed.

But eight laps of the track lay ahead of him. Shonda let him pace himself in the early going, staying just to the outside of the field in last place, letting the other slaves tire themselves before she put the whip to Tommy hard for the finishing kick as they rounded the final turn.

By the sixth lap two of the slaves lagged behind and it was a race to the finish between Tommy and a slave who hauled the weight of a somewhat larger mistress than Shonda. But she made Tommy hold the slower pace three lengths behind so the other slave would exhaust himself by the home stretch.

The gun sounded as they began the last lap and the other slave began to pant and flag. His mistress applied the whip without mercy to his ass and balls but he was spent and his legs were rubbery by the final turn. Shonda stung Tommy with the whip and was delighted at the way he accelerated. His wind was strong from so much service in the chamber and he all but flew across the finish line two lengths ahead.

The drag races were held on the day between the sulky preliminaries and the finals so the slaves could be rested and ready. Each slave knelt behind his mistress at the starting line with hands cuffed behind him. Shonda was to do the dragging and Jade stood behind Tommy just as mistress June did behind mistress Megan, who stood ready to drag her slave. Four other mistresses, their slaves and partner mistresses were at the line.

A mistress holding the starting gun called out for them to be ready and Jade, along with the other partnering mistresses used her hands to part the big cheeks wide. Tommy dutifully put his face deep in Shonda’s cleft and felt the clench of her mighty glutes. The sound of the gun was muffled by her flesh.

Tommy’s job was to hold himself stiff so just his feet would drag, reducing friction. The race was a sprint of just one lap. Shonda excelled at the drag race. Her speed was second to none and the grip of her glutes tightest of all. Tommy as fishtailed and cartwhipped around each turn but her grip held firm. Two other mistresses lost their grip and their slaves went rolling at the last turn. Shonda finished a length ahead of her closest rival.

The finals the next day pitted Jade and Tommy against brunette mistress June and her fine black steed, red-haired mistress Megan her blond-haired, blue eyed stallion and mistress Mariko, a ponderous mistress of Japanese extraction and her red-headed pony.

They took off at the sound of the gun and Jade used the same strategy as Shonda, holding Tommy back in the last position but on the outside, ready for a finishing kick when the other ponies had spent themselves. It worked again, as one by one the mistresses who failed to pace their ponies properly fell behind, leaving just mistress June and her black steed to vie with Jade and Tommy for the gold medal.

They were neck and neck at the last turn but Jade had yet to use her whip. When she did Tommy charged ahead but June laid the whip hard to her own steed and the gap was closed. Tommy put forth supreme effort of his own accord rounding the last turn and his ball sack was stretched as never before. Jade saw it pop open so his balls hung out and heard Tommy cry out in pain but he never faltered, crossing the finish line ahead by a nose.

He collapsed onto his belly and Jade signaled to the hefty mistress doctor and medic team to come to his aid. They unhitched his balls from the cart and carried him off to the side where his balls were tucked back into their sack and it was promptly stitched up and bandaged.

Jade hoisted him to his feet and Shonda came to engulf him in a sandwich hug as they kissed him tenderly and praised him for his self-sacrifice. Never did a mistress stand more proudly on the podium to receive her gold medal.

They went home under strict doctor’s orders that they baby and pamper his balls and he was not to come for a month, when a follow-up visit to the doctor was scheduled to make sure he was healed.

But mistresses still wanted to rent him solely for the sake of his exceptional tongue so he was still a very busy slave. And he had to use his oral organ to keep his own mistresses satisfied as well. His cock was caged to ensure he could not come and his balls ached as never before.

After a month the doctor declared him healed. They took him home and he found that they had prepared a special evening as his reward for his loving sacrifice. After dinner they retired to the chamber. Two finely crafted wooden boxes lay upon the queening table.

They invited him to kneel by the table and open them. Within each was a faux cock a good deal larger than the ones they had been fucking him with up to now. He looked up to his mistresses and saw them smiling down on him with kindness and affection in their eyes. Shonda spoke for both of them.

“We have never had such a sweet, unselfish and adoring slave Tommy boy. You almost gave up your balls just so we could win the gold medal. Tonight, you will get your reward. Get ready for a very long and special evening.”

Tommy could think of only one thing to say.

“I would gladly have given up my balls for you, my mistresses, because I love both of you so!”

They smiled and nodded and then spoke for both.

“We love you for that Tommy but we are relieved that your balls were saved. You wouldn’t be any fun without them. You cock would be limp and there would be no passionate desire when you would serve us with your tongue. Now sweetie, in what way would you like us to fuck you first? Anything you want!”

Tommy didn’t have to think long. He knew which position he found most heavenly.

“Please mistresses, the 69!”

Shonda chuckled. “Excellent choice Tommy boy!”

She laid herself on the table and parted her massive thighs wide. Jade made Tommy install the big new cock on her. Then he flung himself atop Shonda, who used her fingers to part her labia. He pressed his face deep into her lush sucking tissues and, as always, felt that thrill when the great thighs clamped his head between them. And he felt Shonda’s artful velvet mouth enfold his member.

For a long while he licked and she sucked while Jade stood by, lubing up her big dick so she would not split Tommy with it when she drove it home. Shonda allowed him fleeting breaths

Shonda felt the impending of her orgasm and signaled to Jade who pressed the big glans to Tommy’s orifice and pressed the button to start the pulsing vibrations. Tommy felt the log-like pressure on his hole and knew it was to be as if he was being deflowered all over again. Jade threw her hips forward in a ruthless thrust that plunged the cock in half way. Tommy flinched at the pain but he knew the pleasure was soon to follow.

Jade worked the cock in deeper and deeper, thrusting and gyrating until he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind. Then she rutted hard upon him. He felt the welling up of coming in his aching balls. Shonda sensed it and closed her thighs ever tighter, cutting off all air. His organism took over as his breath gave out and he writhed and thrashed until the ecstasy consumed him just before the dark fell. And his muffled cry of surrender and emasculation triggered his mistresses. All three came in sweet harmony.

Tommy’s last thought before the lights went out was one of gratitude to heaven, to the universe or any other higher power there might be for making him linger in the bar that heavenly evening.
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