
        
            
                
            
        

    
The August afternoon was warm and muggy, and the city sidewalk was crowded with people rushing home from work, heading for the train stations, hailing cabs, backed up at traffic lights waiting to cross the warm windy Chicago Loop streets. Adam stood along the curb hoping to hail a cab but not having much luck. The el train was his usual way home but today he wanted out of the long walk to the platform. He glanced to his left by chance and noticed a woman in the distance running among the pedestrians, phone pasted to her ear and juggling purse and brief case jostling her way rudely through, getting dirty looks as she passed. He turned back to look again for an empty cab, nothing doing. He glanced back her way to see she was closing fast toward where he stood. He could hear her spewing profanity and making demands of whoever she had on the line. He turned away for a moment, saw a cab available and flagged it down. Just as it pulled up and he reached for the door and opened it someone slammed into him, nearly knocking him over.


He whirled to look and saw it was that woman, now standing, glaring at him amid the spillage of purse and case. She was a bit short of stature, buxom and voluptuous in build, with short dark hair. Her dark gray pin striped business suit with a short skirt, black sheer stockings and stiletto pumps were a standard uniform for a thirty something woman climbing in the business or professional world. Her face was coarse featured yet alluring, sensual, wide set blue eyes, full lips, strong chin. And that face was contorted in anger clearly directed at him as she spoke.


"Don't just stand there! Pick that stuff up you moron! Why can't you watch where you're standing?" She went back to her phone conversation now more strident than before in her annoyance.


Her self-centered rudeness angered Adam and took him aback for a moment but she glared at him again and motioned with her free hand in wordless demand that he picks up her things. He looked her over once more and the full curves beneath her well-tailored suit made his eyes linger well beyond a casual glance and, in spite of himself, he felt a stirring in his pants. She caught him ogling and the anger in her eyes heated, but a gleam came to them too. She stomped her foot and pointed at the ground, still yammering into her phone.


Shaking his head as he wondered why he felt compelled to comply with the demands of this unreasonable bitch he stooped low, then knelt and began scooping up the jumble of make-up, business cards, wallet and what not. His hands filled up and he absent mindedly dropped her keys and some business cards into the pocket of his sport coat so he could retrieve more items from the sidewalk. He looked up briefly, ran his eyes up along her shapely legs to the hem of her short tight skirt and higher, visions of what lay underneath it raced through his mind.  She hung up her call and held out her purse and then her case so he could refill them with their respective contents. Still kneeling he complied and looked up into her eyes. Her expression was arrogant, contemptuous but that gleam was still there, a hint of lust and triumph mingled. And he felt a strange thrill over kneeling at her feet. Then without a word she stepped into the waiting cab and slammed the door. Before he could even open his mouth, the cab drove away.


He just stood for a while, shaking his head. Giving up on getting a cab he headed for the el platform instead and made his way home to his apartment, arriving home later than normal. It had started raining by the time he got there, one of those late afternoon summer downpours. He had nearly forgotten the whole incident by the time he made himself a light meal and settled down in front of the TV to eat and watch a Cubs game. Then his phone rang. It was still in his jacket which hung from a peg by the door. He reached into the pocket finding the cards and keys he had dropped in there earlier. It was a friend on the line asking him if he wanted to get together later for a beer or two, but he declined.


He looked at one of the cards. Joan Palmer was an associate attorney at a major law firm located on Michigan Avenue. He knew by then she would have discovered the loss of her keys and might be locked out of her house. He felt a twinge of vengeful spite and sat back down to finish watching the game. The bitch had it coming. But then he remembered that body and that face and couldn't help himself. He called her cell number. She didn't pick up, so he left a mostly polite message but with a hint of sarcasm. Ten minutes later his phone rang again, and her name appeared on the screen. His haste to answer surprised him a bit and he winced at her rude, imperious tone.


"Bring my keys to my office address now you idiot! I had to go back there to get out of the rain because I was locked out of my condo. What the fuck were you doing taking my keys?"


Adam owned a car though he didn't take it to work because of the congestion but he drove downtown to the high-rise building where her office was and took the elevator to the top floor. The main door to the offices was open and he entered silently as he could into the large workroom full of cubicles. There was a light on in one of them back in the corner so he surmised she would be there. He walked softly on the carpet and as he approached the cubicle, he saw her there at her desk with computer before her working feverishly, engrossed. It was clear to him she was a driven woman, a workaholic. He spoke softly.


"Excuse me."


Absorbed in her work Joan half jumped from her chair in surprise and whirled around in the swivel chair to face him. She remembered him only vaguely from earlier, did recall him being kind of cute and more than anything she remembered the wet warmth and soft tingle in her pussy when he knelt at her command to gather up her things. Looking him over again she saw quite a pleasing specimen, on the taller side, fit, trim, handsome sensitive face, sandy hair, hazel eyes and quite a few years her junior.


She had been horny and frustrated for almost as long as she could remember. It wasn't for lack of male advances. There were plenty of those, mostly from older men in the firm, partners, most of them married. But she found them off-putting at best, repugnant at worst. She wasn't above using sex to further her ends occasionally, but she endured it rather than enjoyed it. Being the aggressor was what excited her, but it seemed to scare most men away. Her fingers had been her lovers more than anything else. The orgasms she gave herself took the edge off and made life bearable but left her wanting more. She wasn't attracted to women either. But now she sensed something about this man who stood there holding out her keys, a concerned expression on his face at having scared her. A wicked impulse took hold of her that made her wet in the crotch. She knew what she wanted. Most men she had known had refused and fled when she tried to make them do it. A plan formed in her mind in an instant.


"How dare you sneak up on me like that! Can't you knock?"


Adam took a step back, stammering. "I...I'm so sorry. Well...I see you're busy. Here are your keys. I'll go now."


Joan's hand rested on the desk behind her and her phone lay between the edge of the desk and her hand. Making is if to reach for the keys she swept her hand forward, knocking the phone off onto the floor in front of her. It bounced on its corner and came to rest under her chair. "Perfect!" Joan thought. 


Adam stood there still holding out the keys and Joan gave him a glare.


"Get down there and pick it up for me fool!"


To his surprise and confusion something in her tone weakened his legs and brought him to his knees. He had to go down, lean on his hands, and reach back between her feet to retrieve the phone. He couldn't help a glance upward that had him looking up her skirt.


He felt a rough grip and painful twist on his hair and heard her husky voice.


"See something you like there boy? Want to see more?"


She shifted in her seat to hike up the skirt and he saw she wore garters to hold up her stockings and brief black silk panties. With a sharp tug, she pulled his face near and he caught her scent. It drew him forward, but she held him just an inch from it. He felt himself hardening.


"Pick it up and give it to me!"


He groped for the phone, found it by feel and handed it to her. She still held his face just inches from her. His heart hammered, his breath grew tremulous and he felt himself stiffen to the fullest.


"Go ahead! Pull them down!"


He craned his neck to look up at her with a quizzical expression.


"That's right. The panties. Pull them down. Get them off me!"


His hands shook. Not wanting to show the eagerness he felt he lowered them slowly at first but got a sharp twist of his hair.


"Now! Faster!"


He tugged them down past her knees to her ankles with both hands and lost balance, falling forward so his face pressed into the dense raven wedge of her bush. The heady musk of woman unwashed after a warm summer day flooded his senses. He got the panties tangled in her shoes and she cursed through pursed lips and kicked off both shoes and panties then draped one leg over the arm of her swivel chair, still holding him by the hair with the tip of his nose half into her warm wet crevice.


"Do you like it? Do you want it?"


Speechless he could only nod, rubbing his nose upon and down her slit as he did so, bringing a shudder of pleasure from her.


"Go ahead. Have a taste then! Stick out your tongue. Lick it! Bottom to top!"


Cupping his tongue he licked upward, scooping in the warm slippery ooze that now flowed freely from her cavern and as he went higher tasting the pungent salt of the dried piss that clung in her pubes. As he nuzzled deep in her thicket, he found it soaked with the aromatic sweat of her lust and he moaned as a hunger took him. Going down low once more he ran his tongue up, then down then up again as his craving grew. But she stopped him down low and gripped his hair tighter, giving instruction.


"Slow down. Get it in there! Inside me!"


Eager to please now, under her command, he ran his tongue up into the salty softness deep within her, slithering it about as far in as he could go, overcome with a passionate surrender, yielding himself as the worshipful instrument of her enjoyment. He thrilled when she arched her back and rolled her hips, grinding against his face, giving out deep trembling sighs as her arousal mounted. He continued his probing of her succulent depths encouraged when she gave in wholly to the pleasure, tugging him up and down by the hair while writhing her hips in abandonment, smearing her wetness over his face. At length, she drew him upward to where her swollen clit awaited and pressed it to his lips as she raised her knees to her breast to better offer herself to his attentions.


"Lick! Suck! Hard!"


Her clit was large, the size of a vineyard grape. Enfolding her in his circled lips he ground his tongue tip on it while sucking at it too. Soon her body lurched, convulsed as she passed into climax.


Nothing could have prepared Joan for the rush of sweet delight that coursed through her when she felt Adam's adoring surrender. No man had ever shown such selfless passion to please her. And he was good at it, as if he had done it many times before. Most other men had come upon her erect, panting false words of love but only bent on their own satisfaction. When younger she had yielded herself a few times, deceived by their self-serving pretenses but found out the hard way how quickly a man will change once he comes. They would dress themselves and fairly flee, mumbling promises to call, leaving her with nothing but the cum drizzling down onto the sheets. Now, by age thirty-five, she was hardened to it and only gave herself when there was something to be gained by it, a raise, a promotion, even the job she held then.


She felt the welling up of her climax, at first that familiar twinge her fingertips gave her when her tension had grown unbearable and she set about to ease herself. All she dared hope for was the usual wave of sharp pleasure in her cunt and the feeling of release, though that release would just tide her over for a few hours. But under Adam's tongue it was different. There was that first wave of pleasure, but it was followed by a rolling surge of ecstasy coming from her depths. Her body tensed, racked and convulsed as it radiated out from the core of her being to her extremities, seeming to pass from her through her fingers and toes as a mad cry was torn from her and a heavy gush of wetness poured out of her pulsing cunt. And then another surge passed through her as her body seemed to melt and mold to the chair, a wave of purest satisfaction bringing a deep sigh from her as her feet dropped to the floor and her arms drooped limp.


It was as if all the stress and tension built up within her over the past years of struggle and loneliness had been purged. And then an even more unfamiliar feeling came to her, one that scared her a bit, a soft feeling of tenderness for the young man who still knelt at her feet as if awaiting her next command. She reached out with a hand, drew his head forward so it was pillowed on her sated mount, tousled his hair, petted him gently. For some minutes, they remained that way but then Joan's guard went up again and she shoved him away and dismissed him.


"I'm busy. Please go now!" He hesitated, looked up into her eyes. "We're done. Get out!"


Adam stood and backed away slowly, confusion in his expression. She gave him a dismissive look and turned back to her computer. He left, feeling used, degraded. But her scent lingered, and his erection persisted, the bulge in his pants shamefully obvious. He had to turn away from a few passersby he encountered on the way back to the car, pretending to gawk at the tall buildings like some rube from a Wisconsin farm, new to the big city. He cursed the bitch under his breath on the way home and poured himself three fingers of whiskey when he got there. He gulped the drink down and decided to hit the hay. That scent was still there but he couldn't bring himself to wash it away. The memory lingered, the scent, the lush wet softness of her beneath his lips and tongue, the clutch of her silken thighs on his head as she passed into orgasm. She had gushed something salty and sweet, filling his mouth, and he had drunk it with a thirst. As he lay there still erect an ache grew in his balls. He couldn't sleep. Midnight passed and finally he forced himself to take a cold shower. His cock drooped limp and the ache subsided once her scent was gone.


But still he lay awake for a while his thoughts going back to his senior year in high school in a small Wisconsin town, to memories of his first love. Marta was a foreign exchange student from Spain. Tall, olive skinned, raven haired, dark eyed she had a regal beauty and bearing even at her age of eighteen. She came from an upper-class family with ancestry among the old nobility. Flamenco dancing was part of her heritage and she excelled at it performing often at school events, her body lithe and sinuous.


How she had become attracted to him he could not fathom. She fixated on him for some mysterious reason despite the frequent advances from handsome and muscular athletes. It started with some silly flirtations and then one day his jaw dropped when she asked him to the "Twerp Dance", a school dance held every midwinter when roles were reversed and the girls asked the boys. Coincidentally, the dance was on his eighteenth birthday. 

Afterward he found himself alone with her down a rutted road deep in a nearby woods in his dad's Honda Element a vehicle in which the seats could all be flattened down into one big mattress. They romped, their bodies entwined, passion growing. But it came to only mad necking and petting that night.


They became an item thereafter and their relationship deepened. Marta was strong willed, domineering, and used to having her way. Adam was a bit shy and retiring despite his good looks and he was smitten by her and came to be very much under her thumb. She liked it that way and he had to admit, to himself at least, so did he. Their physical relationship intensified over the winter months to where they were often groping beneath each other’s clothes and then one warm heavenly night in early spring they drove to their trysting place in the woods, flopped the seats down and Marta began to peel. She shed every stitch and lay back, exhibiting herself with not a hint of shame. Then she all but commanded him to strip himself. He was naked in a heartbeat and flung himself upon her, pressing his hardness between her legs. But she fended him off, slapping his face when he persisted. He drew back from her bewildered.


She explained to him. Her family was very Catholic and very traditional and it would be a catastrophe if she returned to Spain sullied and dishonored, no longer a virgin. So, they would enjoy each other's bodies in any way so long as intercourse did not occur. Then she opened her arms to him and they embraced. Her silken nudity drove him to the edge as he kissed her everywhere and as if by mutual will he found himself nuzzling in the dark thicket at her loins, then probing tenuously with his tongue between her lovely thighs. She recoiled at first but then yielded and parted her legs. He was ever so tender and adoring, bent only on pleasing her and as minutes passed he found his way under her wordless guidance to where her sweet swollen berry waited. He used a feather's touch at first but under her urging he pressed harder and she bucked her hips, breath coming in gasps. He licked with abandon then and her strong thighs clenched on his head as she passed to the throes of orgasm. With a deep earthy sigh, she went all flaccid and he rose to hold her, finding her dazed and semiconscious. She asked to be taken home.


He took to his bed that night with a stubborn erection and aching balls and he finally went to the bathroom for a cold shower and used his hand to ease himself so he could sleep. And two nights later they were nude in the car once more and the loving attentions of his tongue sent Marta to heaven again. But this time they lay together entwined for a while and his ache flared up once more. He told her of his pain and she took pity, resting her head across his chest while she took his shaft in hand and stroked him to release, gasping in shock and then giggling when his creamy spurts nearly spattered her face. Her desire soon rekindled and he served her again that night before taking her home. But her orgasm seemed to come up short and lack something.


At their next tryst her brought her to her pleasure then guided her hand to his stiff cock by way of begging for release. But she demurred and told him she had found his passion to be substandard when he served her the last time after coming and it had detracted from her satisfaction. She promised him relief in the end but only when she had been sated. The night was young, it was barely after sunset, and until midnight he found himself in a heavenly trap with a lustful tigress bent only on her own satisfaction. Three more times she made him serve her, at the last mounting his face and riding it, facing his feet. As she rolled her hips, passing her cunt over his face his tongue found her anus and she gasped in delight and pressed it upon his lips. He loved her long there, probing deep, as she lurched and shuddered, finally using fingers to finish herself before collapsing on top of him and rolling aside. He turned himself to lie beside her and she kissed him deep as she grasped him, rolling him onto his back as she did so, stroking him with a hand lubed by his precum. He came in flood that covered his belly.


So it went for the rest of the school year. Even before their intimacy reached its peak his friends had dubbed him "PW" meaning "pussy whipped" for the way he followed Marta around like a puppy. Now he prayed they never would know how literally accurate his nickname was. But he could not have been happier, living only for the next time he would bury his face between those shapely silken thighs or cheeks and let the scent and taste of her transport him. He honed his skills for her even doing online searches for advice in pleasing woman orally. His tongue became a tireless and practiced instrument of pleasure and the nights in the car, and sometimes in his or her bed when opportunities presented, became orgasmic marathons for her.


But the school year ended and with that their inevitable parting. There were passionate emails back and forth for a month or so but at length they were forced to admit there was no future for them in this lifetime and fond goodbyes were said. Adam had gone on to college and earned a degree in accounting and found a good job in Chicago. Now, at age 25 he was carefree and enjoying being single in the big city. Women came and went in his life but none could compare to Marta so he just played the field.


But now, out of nowhere, a woman had come into Adam's life who was so like Marta in her own way. He had tasted her and that craving burned in him. But she had dismissed him coldly after he satisfied her and even though he knew where to find her his innate shyness held him back. It had been Monday when they met and Tuesday night passed as he warred with himself over whether he should risk humiliation and call her. But Wednesday afternoon, just as he was leaving work a text came into his phone: "Luigi's. Seven o'clock. Don't be late!"


Joan had been at war with herself as well. The memory of the pleasuring made her wet in the panties all the next day at work and distracted her. But fear came with the recollection of letting down her guard and feeling tenderly for him afterward. She wondered if he would call but doubted it after her cold dismissal. He seemed shy and gentle, and instinctively submissive and obedient. The thought of that made her panties wetter yet. It seemed to strike a chord in her, telling her who she really was at her center. In the end, her decision was firm and she burned any bridges. She wanted him and he would be hers. Late Wednesday afternoon she picked up her phone.


Luigi's was a restaurant on not far from both their workplaces and was known to be romantic and intimate. Adam rushed home to clean up and change and drove there arriving a bit before seven. The valet parked his car. He met the hostess at the front desk and she told him he was expected and could find his dinner date in the far rear corner of the restaurant. Along the back wall there were spaces portioned off by half height walls with lattice above usually reserved for large parties who wanted privacy. But it was a slow night and the space was available to anyone who asked. He found Joan in one of these sitting at a round table meant to seat eight. A white tablecloth draped over it trailing to the floor. She sat half facing away and he spoke her name to let him know he was there. She whirled around looking annoyed.


"You're late!" He took a step back. She took out her phone to check the time: 6:58.


"Well. Okay. You're not but it's close. Sit down!"


There was already a bottle of red wine on the table and two glasses. His was set so he had to step around her and sit down with her between him and the doorway. She pushed his glass toward him in silent command that he drink. The bottle was already half empty. There was a tingle up his spine and he felt trapped. But it was a trap he could not summon the will to escape. She wore the epitome of the little black dress. It hugged her sumptuous curves, dipped low to show deep cleavage and was short, ending well before her fishnet stockinged legs disappeared beneath the tablecloth. There was some small talk at first as he fidgeted in his chair while she eyed him with a Cheshire smile.
  

He gulped his wine to help calm himself and she refilled the glass and pushed it toward him again. He resigned himself to being seduced and chose to play his part to the hilt. Gulping the second glass of wine he felt it warming him and he stiffened in his pants. But nothing could have prepared him for what came next.


She reached in her purse and took out her phone, making a show of checking messages, then fumbled it so it fell under the table. She leered at him.


"Well. What are you waiting for? Go get it!"


He could only gape at first. "Here? Now?"


"Yes! Here and now. Get down there!"


He took a deep breath and looked around first but there was nobody nearby or looking so he dived beneath the tablecloth. The phone was about in the center under the table.


"Did you find it?"


"Yes." 


"The phone you mean?"


"Yes."


"That's not what I meant silly. I meant this!"


He heard her snap her fingers and looked toward her. The light under the table was dim but he could see her there with skirt hiked up, wearing no panties this time, and pointing to her cunt. "Come here!"


Longing and surrender overwhelmed him and he crawled the small distance between them and pressed his face between her legs. He had to shake his head side to side to work his way deep between her thighs to reach in and taste her. Her scent dizzied him as his tongue traced up her moist slit and she shuddered and sighed, parting her legs wider. He slithered his tongue in her vagina briefly but a tug on his hair gave him to know her need was urgent and he went to her grape and caressed softly at first but another sharp tug urged him to finish her.


Joan was beside herself, breathing tremulous. She looked about for fear someone was watching but then Adam's attentions blinded her to all and she rolled her hips in a sharp rhythm as climax drew near. How she suppressed the animal shriek of ecstasy her body tried to force from her and make it come out as a mere a deep sigh she would never know. Just as she gushed into Adam's mouth she heard a female voice behind her. The waitress!


"Everything okay here?"


Joan managed words mingled with another sigh.


"The wine! It's heavenly! Another bottle please!"


" Wonderful! Thank you! Are you ready to order? Where's the gentleman with you?"


"In the restroom. Two veal parmesan please! And don't forget the wine!"


She kept him down there, making him lick her tenderly and plant soft kisses over thighs and mount. Their meals were served. He heard the clink of silverware on china as Joan ate. The waitress asked about him once again because his meal lay untouched. Joan said he had gone outside to take an important business call and then made him get her off once more. The waitress came up on her unawares again just as she let out another climactic sigh and this time she waxed effusive about the parmesan to cover up. Soon after he heard her tell the waitress to box up his food. When the coast was clear she had him come up and resume his seat. The waitress brought the check and Joan paid it.


"The night's young Adam. We're just getting started. You're coming home with me."


She took his hand and led him out onto the street. The valet retrieved his car and they drove to her condo, a row house near the western edge of the city. Jan led him to the living room and plopped herself down in one of the big leather armchairs that flanked the couch. Adam turned to sit on the couch nearby but before he could she took his hand and turned him to face her.


"Strip Adam! I want to see the merchandise." He just stood staring at first. "Come on! Get to it. I've shown you mine now you can show me yours. It's only fair!"


He nodded and shed his clothes with shaking hands until he wore just his briefs. His erection made them bulge and stretch. She laughed and he blushed and hesitated so she yanked them down herself.


He stood shamefaced with briefs around his ankles as she gave him an appraising stare.


"Kick them off and turn around. Let me see you."


He felt like animal being inspected for purchase but he complied. She smiled and nodded, laughed again.


"Very nice. I think you'll do! Now unzip my dress."


She stood and turned away from him and he pulled down the zipper. The dress dropped to the floor and he saw she had nothing else on but garters and stockings. She turned back to him and he retreated a step or two to feast his eyes. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor and his knees bent from the power of a will not his own. He knelt there drinking in the sight of her. He had found her beautiful clothed but was smitten beyond hope by the sight of her nakedness, her curves, her full firm breasts, her creamy flawless skin. She was fuller of figure but he could see her luscious curvature was shaped by firm muscles beneath her womanly softness. He could only stare. She smiled in mingled kindness and lust.


"So you like what you see then. Come here. Get these shoes and stockings off me. I love being just naked!"


He helped her shed them and when she stood animal naked she took his head between her hands and drew him to her.


"Kiss me Adam. Everywhere! Start down there. My feet!"


Her heart raced when he bent low and she felt his lips and tongue caressing her toes and making their way up her instep to her ankle. Matters were proceeding beyond her fondest hopes. It might take some time and test her womanly wiles but she sensed the foregone conclusion. She would enamor and enslave him and he would serve her pleasure to hearts content.


His kisses covered her calves and thighs as he made his way higher and soon he nuzzled her bush and she could feel the flutter of his tongue on her grape. But instead of yielding to the urge to come she turned and presented her swelling creamy-soft behind to his face.


"Kiss! Every inch now!"


She felt his tender lips starting low on her left cheek and not one small spot was left untouched as he worked his way upward. Then he crossed over to her right, starting low again. Somehow, she fought down the urge to make him suck her and finish her knowing the reward would be the greater if she endured and let her passion rise to its heights. He finished her right cheek and she meant to turn, feed him her fruit, and have done with it. But before she could he pressed his face into the cleft between her mounts and she felt his tongue caressing, starting at the top of it and working lower. He burrowed his face in going lower yet until she felt his tongue tip touch the tender pucker of her anus. She gasped in delight and surprise as he wriggled it about, using his hands to spread her. Her legs went to rubber and she half toppled forward into the chair, coming to rest on her knees, propped on her elbows and presenting her behind to him all the better. He pressed harder and she felt his tongue probe deep and wriggle about sending tingles up her spine.


She rested her head upon her forearms and tears of joy trickled down. Never had she dreamed he would use his tongue there to please her so soon and so eagerly. She had planned this for a future tryst, thinking he had to be much deeper in her thrall before he would debase himself this way. But he had done it of his own accord and with adoring hunger as if he craved the taste. Joan could do nothing but give in, immerse herself in the rapture. Her pleasure peaked when he wriggled and slithered with all his might and her arousal came to crescendo. At length though his tongue seemed to tire, his efforts flagged, her pleasure ebbed and one critical thought came to Joan: "We'll have to work on that!"


But already her arousal was such that her body all but screamed for release and she turned in the chair, rested her ankles on its arms and offered her sex to him so he could he could give it to her. Barely half a minute of tongue on clit sufficed. She tensed, shuddered, let out a long quavering moan and went limp. That feeling of tenderness took hold again as she savored and she held his head close against her until afterglow faded.


She waited until the feeling passed and pushed him away, albeit gently. Joan had a major civil trial concluding the next morning and had to give closing arguments, a case she needed to win to advance her ambitions. She felt sated and sleepy. It was bedtime. Finally, she told him to stand and when he rose so his manhood jutted before her face she gripped his shaft in one hand and balls in the other. He flinched as she squeezed them. Joan laughed inside. Back in high school she'd had a reputation as a "blue baller", a merciless tease who would lead boys along during hot nights in the back seat then send them home aching in the groin. She knew well of that cruel ache and suspected Adam felt it to the fullest.


"Do they ache?" He nodded. "Badly?". He nodded again.


"Poor thing. But we're done here for tonight. I've got a big day tomorrow and I'm tired. But you were wonderful tonight Adam. Let yourself out. And don't be fooling around with yourself when you get home. I wouldn't like that."


She walked away, went down the hallway to the bedroom, slammed the door. Adam stood for a long moment in bewilderment then dressed in haste and left. When home he just undressed, and flung himself down on the bed, mind reeling. Every indrawn breath brought her scent and the ache in his balls worsened with each. His hand found his shaft and he stroked until near coming but forced himself to stop, recalling her last words. She hadn't even told him outright they would be together again but had left the door open. He took a cold shower.


The next day at work was torment. The ache had returned from memory of the night before alone and there was no suppressing his erection. He stayed at his desk as much as possible and when he had no choice but to stand and walk around the office he made sure to hold something in front of himself to hide the shaming bulge in his pants. After enduring the day, he went home. He toyed with the idea of calling her but couldn't risk the humiliation of being coldly brushed off. Luckily, his friend called again and talked him into a night of beer and baseball at a sports bar. But he forgot his phone.


He had hoped the beer and a few shots would dull the ache but it barely helped. He drove home from the bar, perhaps a bit past the legal limit. His phone lay on the kitchen table where he had left it and a text was on the screen. No need to look at the name. "CALL ME NOW!!!!"


Her phone had barely rung once before he heard her angry voice.


"Where were you? Why didn't you call me?"


"I... just went out with a friend. Had a few beers, watched a Cubs game. I left my phone home. Just forgot it."


"What if I had needed you, if I had wanted you to come and see me?"


He shook his head. The woman was messing his mind like none other before, so fickle, unreasonable, mean, lustful, irresistible; the way she used and degraded him but then showed flashes of tenderness.


"Joan! I'm sorry. But you just sent me away last night again without being clear about if we would ever see each other again. Honestly, I'm afraid to call you. You hurt me when you send me away like that."


Joan smiled to herself. He was ripe for the next stage of her scheme. She would rock his world, shatter any hope of resistance, break him, bend him to her will. And it would happen soon.


"Are you still aching Adam?"


"Yes. I can barely stand up straight."


"Well at least you care enough to keep your hands off your junk for me. You'll have to ache a bit longer, until tomorrow night at seven when you come to my place for dinner. And need I repeat? No fooling around with yourself. I'll be able to tell and you'll be sorry. Bring wine, lots of it. And, last but not least, don't overdress. Clothing won't be needed once you get here."


For her own part Joan had to admit to her own longing, finding it hard to not betray its desperation to him. And she struggled with her own confusion, having come in to work that morning a changed woman. Her sleep had been deep and refreshing as never before. She woke with a song on her lips and seemed to walk on air into the office, greeting people with warm good mornings and smiles. Her co-workers looked to one another bewildered. Her reputation was that of the office bitch. Her rudeness and selfishness were the stuff of water cooler talk. They shook their heads and waited for her to return to type.


And she killed at the trial with a focus and energy the like of which she had never felt. She had a reputation for badgering witnesses and alienating juries and had lost a case or two because of it. Now, during her summation she charmed on the one hand while destroying the opposition's case on the other and the day was won, bringing high praise from the firm’s partners. She knew it was Adam's attentions at the root of her transformation and her yearning peaked toward the end of the day.


Joan hung up. Adam took another cold shower and somehow managed to sleep. The next day at work was worse but he endured and then rushed home to get ready. He showered and shaved himself meticulously, wanting his face to be soft on her tender parts, mind only intent on pleasing her enough that she might show mercy. He put on a pair of shorts and a T shirt, went commando so his briefs would not obstruct the proceedings. He drove to her condo, stopping off to get four bottles of wine and rang the doorbell, heard her tell him to come in.


Joan sat at the dining room table clad in a scarlet silk robe tied at the waste and it was clear there was nothing underneath it. Dinner was served already, a steaming bowl of jambalaya. He opened a bottle of wine with shaking hands and poured a glass for each of them, then sat down in the chair nearest her, fighting the urge to go to his knees and serve her then and there. But it was clear who was in charge and he could tell she meant to stick to the ritual of seduction once again.


Indeed Joan could barely contain herself as well but she managed to drag out dinner for a respectable length of time before inviting him to the living room. She plopped down in the armchair then made him stand before her and shed his minimal clothing. Her eyes went straight to his erection, now standing nearly straight up and she nodded in approval.


"I see you've been a good boy for me. Now come here!"


He stepped to within her reach and she took his package in hand once more, stroking his shaft while giving his balls a squeeze. He moaned, half doubled over and humped his hips in wordless pleading. But she just let go, leaned back, opened her robe, raised her feet to rest them on the arms of the chair. His eyes swept over her nudity and then riveted upon her lewdly presented womanhood and his knees weakened. But she withheld her permission for a long moment, enjoying his plight, a lustful gleam in her eyes.


But then: "Go on!"


His knees buckled and his face was deep between her welcoming thighs. She let him taste her with a hunger, giving him time to lap her juices and imbibe them. But her own need was beyond enduring and she felt no shame about yielding to it, guiding him to where her turgid fruit waited. Bare seconds sufficed. Orgasm rocked her but before her eased body went to jelly she took Adam by the ears and drew him upward to clutch his head against her breasts, overwhelmed by tender feelings and helpless to hide them. But when afterglow passed she reasserted herself, though gently. She pressed him back to his knees and held his face between her hands.


"I know I've been mean to you at times but now I want you to know how happy you've made me."


She reached down to take a tender grip on his throbbing balls. He winced.


"Oh! Poor dear! I know it must hurt terribly but tonight, sometime; I'll make it all better for you. I promise. But first I want you to know how much I loved what you did for me last night. I know you really care and you will be rewarded for it. But first I want some more of it. It was heavenly but I could feel your tongue tiring toward the end there and I think we need to work on that. So, let's get started."


She reversed herself in the chair and offered her behind. Adam just gazed for a moment at the shapely loveliness of her, the creamy twin mounts cleft down the middle, the twitching, puckering brown blossom at epicenter. He buried his face and ran out his tongue, hands going up to caress the curves of her hips and reamed with all his might, was rewarded by her deep sigh and the backward pressing of her bottom to urge him on. And she became insistent and forceful. His tongue tired and his efforts waned and she reached back to grab his hair and force his face between her cheeks, fairly snarling her demand that he persist. His longing to please her gave him a second wind and he overcame the fatigue and burrowed his tongue in to depths not yet fathomed, wriggling it with all he could muster.


Joan's eyes watered and her body tingled at Adam's passionate onslaught upon her nether hole. She felt climax welling up from it alone and her fingers found their way to her swelling grape but orgasm eluded her. Hoping his tongue could finish her she reversed in the chair with thighs parted, offering her cunt. Adam put his tongue to it hard.


When Joan reversed and fed him her fruit Adam recalled a thing he had done for Marta, something he had discovered in their explorations that had driven her to shattering multiple climaxes and howls of animal pleasure. As he tongued her clit he tenderly sipped a finger into her anus, nestling it in her rectum first then gently tugging in and out.  


Adam's tongue put Joan on the teetering brink but still relief was stubborn until she felt his finger slip inside down low and fuck her tenderly. The orgasm that followed rent her universe and was followed by another and another, continuing long beyond her ability to count them. Bestial sounds were ripped from the depths of her with each one until her bones seemed to melt and she passed from consciousness into a nether world where she floated in a pink haze of contentment. Awareness came back to her slowly but the contentment lingered. Adam remained on his knees and she felt his tender kisses falling everywhere between her thighs. She drew him up to enfold him in her arms again for a while. Even after her consuming orgasmic sequence she felt not quite there but wanted to relax awhile. She had Adam fetch the ottoman from across the room, set her feet upon it and had him go to licking them. Her feet were tired and sore after a long day in heels and he was worshipful as always, first massaging her soles with his tongue's tip then turning attention to her toes, sucking the big one first, then opening wide and enclosing all of them within his mouth, running his tongue beneath and between them. It was bliss and she made him continue while she picked up her tablet from the end table beside her.


A quick search brought her to videos of women working their will on men. Many were silly and overdone but some captured that erotic essence with a subtle sensitivity and warmth grew once again in her loins. She knew she had found her true self, something she had been searching for beneath the level of her awareness ever since becoming a woman. And she knew in Adam she had found a rare treasure. His sweet submission paired perfectly with her dominant nature. Yet she sensed they had just scratched the surface of possibilities. She would not cease probing deeper until that elusive ultimate polarity of dominance and submission was achieved. Over the next hour her thoughts, the videos and Adam's attentions brought her to a soft but urgent arousal and she set the tablet aside.


"That was lovely Adam but stop now. On rug now, on your back. I want it again!"


Adam lay supine immediately and Joan thrilled at his obedience. She sat upon him, straddling his chest with her cunt just before his face and laughed when he strained upward to try and lick it as if starved for its taste.


"Hungry for it aren't you? Wonderful darling! You'll have a taste soon. We'll start with your tongue back there where it makes me so happy until I can't stand it anymore. Then you can get me off one more time and you'll get your reward."


She slid forward to cover his face with her oozing crevice, rolled her hips a few times, rubbing it over his face, then settled herself down so her anus was pressed to his lips. Adam was in paradise, his face smothered by her lush tissues and tickling bush while he ran his tongue deep as it could go inside of her. Her shudder of delight brought him adoring joy and he resolved to pour out his love to her as never before. His only fear was the tiring of his tongue but well before that came she shifted forward to offer him her clit and her final climax was consuming but soft and warm as well, bringing just a deep sigh of final satisfaction from her.


After a long moment of savoring Joan slid backward over Adam's chest and belly to straddle his loins. He felt her grip his aching balls and then she leaned forward and kissed him deep with her tongue.


"It's time now you sweet thing. Your poor balls must be aching so. I'll make it better now."


With that she took his cock in hand and guided to her portal. Adam felt himself slip into paradise and nearly came just from her envelopment. She held still for a while but then began to rise and fall, running the silken walls of her vagina up and down his pole. He grimaced and reached out to hold her hips still.


"Stop! Please!"


"What's wrong Adam? Don't you like it?"


"It's wonderful! Too wonderful. I'm afraid I'll come too soon and you won't have time to enjoy it."


Joan leaned over and kissed him again, then shook her head.


"Are you real? Is it possible for a man to be so unselfish? You really care don't you. Well don't worry. You've satisfied me Adam and now this is for you and only for you. Just go ahead! Come! I want to feel it happen inside me!"


"Thank you! Please!"


She resumed her massage of his shaft and he added his own upward thrusting. Half a minute sufficed. He erupted with a great moan of blessed relief, the dire ache morphing into waves of sharp pleasure with every hot spurt.


Joan settled herself down over him so he was in her to his deepest and reveled softly in his outpouring of helpless desire. She felt the pulsing within her and the warm crawly trickles between her legs as he filled her to overflowing. He convulsed, then relaxed with a dazed expression, staring at the ceiling. Joan could tell he had made quite a mess down there and determined he owed her one last thing in return for his release. She slid herself forward and sat on his chest, presenting her cum soaked cunt to his face.


"Clean me up now and then we're done!" She pressed forward so her sex was within his tongue's reach. He hesitated a moment but then went to licking and sucking, cleaning his leavings from where they were smeared over her thighs and labia. She clenched herself and a big creamy slug slithered from within her and fell into his mouth. She let him continue until she felt well cleaned and then stood up. Adam sat up and picked up his discarded shorts.


"What are you doing Adam?"


"Well...getting dressed to go home. I thought you were done with me."


"Not this time dear. You're coming to bed with me."


She took him by the hand and led him down the hallway to the bedroom where the king-sized bed was already turned down and waiting. She tossed back the sheet and blankets and settled herself down on one side of it, yawning and stretching. Adam just stood there until she patted the mattress beside her and invited him.


"Lie here, across the bed, down low where I like you. I might wake up horny later and need something to help me get back to sleep. Put your head right here, on my lap."


He lay down as she instructed and she threw the covers over them. Joan petted his head softly for a few moments. Then her hand dropped beside her as she drifted off. Adam lay for a while with his head across her thighs, nose in her bush, catching her scent with every indrawn breath. He felt himself stiffening again but knew better than to disturb her and the evening had been long. Sleep fell over him and the night passed.


The weekend was naked bliss. Joan woke up horny and had Adam serve her until she came twice then, saying she was famished, sent him to the kitchen to make breakfast, extra-large portions of eggs and bacon and several pieces of toast. He served it to her in bed and, at her command, knelt on the floor beside her waiting. Joan ate her fill but there was much left over and she gave it to Adam to finish. The she had him join her in her indoor spa, having him bathe her head to toe.


Saturday passed. Joan basked in the delights of his attentions. She devoted two full hours to rimming exercise, perching herself backwards in the armchair and presenting her shapely ass as Adam knelt behind her with his face pressed deep in its cleft. When he wasn't pleasuring, her he waited on her hand and foot as she lounged on the couch. For some time, she just had him kneel before her awaiting her commands while she watched TV. She set him to doing small household chores for her. It was sweet to see him going about naked, cock erect as it could be in his yearning and she could tell the ache had returned by the way he slumped forward a bit as he walked. Whenever the urge for orgasm came over her he was on his knees doing his duty at the snap of her fingers.


Near midnight at bedtime she gave him his reward. They went to the bedroom and she laid herself down on her back with legs parted, inviting him to enter her. He threw himself upon her and she reveled again in his desperate passion as he blubbered words of gratitude while emptying himself deep inside her. When he spent himself, she had him go down to clean up, then made him to lie once more with head across her lap and they both drifted off.


Sunday was much the same and Joan came to feel so kindly toward him she planned something special for the early evening before sending him home. The thought of sucking a man's cock had always repulsed her in the past but somehow the idea with Adam appealed to her. Moreover, she sensed such an act would serve to put him more deeply in her power and under her thrall. And she meant to tease him long and without mercy before finishing him.


Just after supper she had him lie on his back on the rug before the couch. Then she stooped to straddle his head, facing his feet, covering his face with her pussy. His tongue went to its work and she leaned forward to lie over him and engulfed his hardness in the satin clutch of her mouth. She heard his muffled gasp of surprised delight and his attentions continued with ever greater passion. Joan came hard and her satiation helped her turn full attention to Adam's cock. With instinctive skill, she tortured him with pleasure, loving his helplessness under the ministrations of her mouth. He went to thrusting upward with his hips and she formed her mouth into a heavenly soft pocket for him and let him fuck it. He humped hard and she sensed his impending eruption, felt the slight extra stiffening of him that signaled it. With just a second to spare she pulled her mouth away. He moaned in his frustration, humping air in futility.


She let him relax a while then: "Make me come again Adam and I'll do it some more. I'll let you come in my mouth but only after you've earned it!"


With that she gave him her anus to lick until her heat rose, then had him go to her clit and finish her. After coming she went to work on his cock again, taking him to the brink but cutting him off once more. Twice more she repeated this cycle, daring to take him ever closer to the brink, enjoying the way the passion of his attentions rose as she maddened him. Her orgasms were exquisite and she wanted more, planning to give him release once her own needs were fulfilled.


So she bent over him once more and took him in mouth, intending to take him to the very razor's edge. She had him just there and tried to pull away but in his mad desire he seized her head between his hands and tried to force her to finish him. A flash of rage came over her. She wrenched herself away and gave him a hard slap on his aching balls, then jumped to her feet and added two hard kicks to them for good measure. He doubled over into a fetal position, moaning in shock and agony.


"Adam! How could you? How dare you? Get out of my house! Get out! Now!" With that she stormed down the hallway to the bedroom and slammed the door.


He just lay there for a while, the pain in his groin too great for him to rise. Then he dressed himself and made his way to the car, half hunched over in lingering pain. When he arrived, he went straight for the bottle of whiskey on the kitchen counter and poured himself three fingers, gulped it, poured again. Then he took to his bed to let the booze take effect hoping he could sleep. After an hour, he went back and poured some more and the last stiff drink finally knocked him out.


Monday was hell. He was torn every which way by conflicting emotions, anger at her cruel hurting of him, contrition for his selfishness in trying to force her, longing still there for the taste and scent of her. Longing won out for most of the day and he clung to his desk in the cubicle to hide his erection. He ordered in a sandwich for lunch so he wouldn't have to get up and at day's end made his exit with his jacket held in front of him. In his solitude at home as he lay in bed his turmoil returned and he cursed her one minute, reached for the phone to call her the next but held back, then reached for his cock to ease himself but fought down the urge lest there be hope of a reunion with her. Whiskey put him out again that night but he had to empty the bottle.


Tuesday at work was all the worse and more than once he found himself in a restroom stall with cock in hand, stroking himself to the brink but stopping at the last moment in a supreme act of will. He knew how upset she might be in the event they were to be together again and that slim hope steeled him. He stopped on the way home from work for another bottle and drank himself to sleep yet again.


Joan was in no better straits but her anger with him persisted and she fought down any urge to call him and wondered if he might call her. Monday passed but by Tuesday she had reverted to being the office bitch and had coworkers looking at one another and shaking their heads behind her back. Late that afternoon she badgered a witness at a deposition so severely her co-counsel asked her to leave the room. That night at home the moist warmth of longing between her thighs overcame her and she resorted to her fingers. But the climax paled beside those she had already become accustomed to under Adam's tongue and she was forced to admit to herself that she needed him. But her iron will also asserted itself. She would have him back but only on her terms and under her command.


After lunch Wednesday afternoon Adam heard the sound of a text hitting his phone. He looked. It was her.


"Call me!"


He nearly did, finger poised over the button before he tossed his phone aside and banged his fist on the desk, drawing quizzical looks over the tops of the cubicles. An hour later she called but he just let it go to voicemail. There were several more calls and texts but he ignored them until it was time to go home, more out of fear than anger. Could he risk seeing her and perhaps be hurt so much again?


Joan's frustration grew as the afternoon passed. She hadn't even bothered to find out where he lived or worked. But then it came to her that she knew where she might find him. After work, she left the building and headed down the sidewalk toward the place they had first met. And there he was, waiting at the crosswalk for the light to change. She hurried to reach him in time and grabbed his sleeve, spinning him around. His face reddened at the sight of her and he took a step back, looking at the ground.


"Why didn't you call me Adam? I tried to reach you all afternoon. It better be because you were busy or in meetings or something. I won't tolerate being ignored."


He just shuffled his feet, still looking down.


"Well Adam. What is it? Don't tell me you were just ignoring me. Don't you care after all we've shared?"


"You hurt me! I was scared, confused. I wanted to call but..."


"Well there won't be any buts, or ifs or ands Adam. We'll settle this right now. Come with me to somewhere we can talk."


He let her lead him by the sleeve a short distance down the sidewalk. The was a narrow, cobbled alley between two tall buildings with dumpsters lined up along one side.
She led him along it for a hundred feet or so then turned him so he faced her. His back was to a space between two of the dumpsters. She approached, grabbed his
 shirt front and pulled his face close to hers but he resisted and backed away into the gap until his back was to the brick wall. She pressed him back and confronted him nose to nose.


"Adam! Do you have any idea what you've put me through? Last night I had to use my fingers to help me sleep. How dare you make me settle for that when you know what I really need?"


"But how could you hurt me like that? I was falling in love with you but now I just don't know!" He turned his face away.


"Okay Adam. I'm in no mood to argue. I think I know how to settle this once and for all!"


She reached under her skirt and scooped a handful of her wetness, then smeared it over his face and nose. He broke, turned to face her with longing in his eyes as his knees slackened.


She gave him a smile of mingled warmth and wickedness. "I knew you would see things my way. Kneel down Adam!"


"Now?"


"Yes! Now! I want it when I want it boy and neither one of us really has any choice in the matter. Now get on your knees!"


His legs buckled and he found himself kneeling on the cobblestones in muck and debris. She lifted her skirt and draped it over him. Her scent hung in the close air beneath it and it dizzied him. She wore no panties and he first nuzzled her bush, drawing in a deep breath, then slipped his tongue into the wet crevice to find her grape. From their intimacies, he knew by then the signals of her readiness and they were strong. She parted her legs and thrust her hips forward to give him better access and urge him on.


"Get it done Adam! Now!"


He went to his work in the way he knew to please her and felt the pulsing of her heart in the orb beneath his tongue. Orgasm rocked her in a scant minute. She braced her hands on the dumpsters to keep her feet and let out a cry that echoed off the buildings as she gushed a flood into his thirsty mouth. She heard him gulp it down as he wrapped his arms around her hips and held her hard, his tender words muffled by her dense thicket. And that tenderness came to her once again as well. She held his head tight to her as she sighed in her sweet release all the while glancing about furtively to see if her cry of ecstasy had drawn the attention of passersby. But no one was in the alley and those on the street walked by heedless. She urged him to his feet.


"Come along Adam. We're going home now."


The exited the alley and Joan waited while Adam hailed a cab. When they got to her condo she had him strip first then help her from her clothes. When they were both naked she settled into her chair and draped her legs over its arms, exhibiting herself as flagrantly as woman can. Words weren't needed. Adam was on his knees and leaning in to serve her. But she reached out and held him back for a moment.


"Go down to my bottom and lick me softly now. I want to take some time to make certain things clear to you so listen carefully."


She sighed as she felt his tender tongue on her orifice and reached down to pet his head as she spoke.


"I missed you so these past two days. I'm not ashamed to admit I need you. But I hope you understand by now that you are mine. You don't have the will to resist me and you know it. If, god forbid, our relationship is to end it will be my decision not yours. But I see no reason for that to happen if you continue to obey and submit and put my pleasure first. I can't promise I will never hurt you again but you know it's in your best interest to accept it with good grace and learn from it. We will be very happy together. I promise. Now make me come and then we'll talk some more."


He went to her clit and satisfied her with well-honed skills and when her afterglow faded she continued.


"In addition to your punishment Sunday night you still have a sentence to serve. I gave you the honor of sucking your cock but your selfishness got the best of you and you misbehaved. The only solution I see is to go right back to it. I mean to suck you and I will tease you and show no mercy. I don't care how your balls ache. You will contain yourself and endure it. This will continue until I'm satisfied tonight and send you home. We will begin again tomorrow evening until bedtime and you'll go home again. Friday, you will come back here for dinner and spend the night. You may expect to spend hours with your cock in my mouth. You will suffer far more in a way than you did when I kicked you. But if you can endure and behave yourself for me I will be very happy and you will have your reward. At midnight Saturday I, will kneel before you, take you in my mouth and finish your blow job when the clock on the mantle strikes. I'll let you come in my mouth and I'll swallow every bit. Now lie on the rug and let's continue where we left off Sunday."


All the remainder of the week when they were together she maddened him with her mouth. Such was his sweet tormented confusion that he would beg her to stop only to beg her to start again once she did. They spent hours in the 69 position and Joan enjoyed shattering climaxes as the passion of his attentions reached new heights all the while she sucked him. Joan mastered the art of the deep throat just to add to his torture.


Finally, as promised at ten before midnight on Saturday he stood with cock jutting and twitching as she went to her knees like a back-alley whore and engulfed him full down her gullet. She teased him to the brink and backed away one last time then continued and just as the clock struck the hour a final passing of her tongue's tip up the length of his tender underside pushed him over it. A hot sharp pleasure flared in his organ and spread through his body as he felt the mad spurting into her eager mouth. The flood of it brimmed over and ran in twin rivulets from the corners of her mouth and over her chin onto her breasts. When he expended himself, he stood back to look down on her as she knelt there looking up at him with a sluttish gleam in her eyes. She opened her mouth so he could see it near overflowing with his teeming cream then closed it and swallowed deeply. Lastly, she licked off her chin and used a finger to scoop up the gobbets that clung to her breasts then sucked it clean. And then she leaned close to plant a tender kiss on the tip of his drooping organ.


The mere touch of her lips made him buckle at the knees and he bowed with forehead to the floor before gasping the words that thrilled her heart.


"I love you!"


"And I lo..." Joan wanted to say it but something stopped the words from coming out. "I know Adam and it makes me so happy to hear it from you. I wondered when you would admit it to yourself."


Now their relationship fell into a sweet routine. Every evening after work they were together at Joan's until bedtime and then she would send him home. Sometimes Joan had to work very late or travel overnight.  Adam was not allowed any such excused absences but was expected to languish at home on those evenings, not permitted to go out with friends. He was expected to run errands for her though.


There was usually dinner at Luigi's one night each week. They came to be known as regulars there by the staff. Joan would reserve one of those private enclosures and without fail Adam would find himself under the table and Joan would explain his absence to the waitress by saying he was in the restroom or had yet another important business call. The waitresses often remarked on what a busy and hardworking man Adam was and Joan would just smile and say he was a very busy man indeed.


Joan got a special thrill from such furtive public servicing and loved finding places and situations where they could occur. Adam would accompany her on weekend shopping trips sometimes and she liked to go into clothing stores where the clothes hung thick on circular racks. She would find a place in a far corner and have Adam back in deep among the dresses and such that hung there and go to his knees. Then she would hike her skirt and he would slip beneath it and pleasure her while she pretended to rummage through the items seeking a proper size and style. Sometimes she could not entirely suppress her ecstasy and her gasps and sighs would draw the attention of a clerk. Joan would cover by choosing a garment from the rack and claim it was divine and had caused her cry of delight. Adam came to love serving her like that as well and took pains to enhance her pleasure. A tug on his earlobe came to be her wordless command that she wanted to be served wherever they might be at a given moment and he would go to his knees and satisfy her. It seemed the greater the risk of being caught in the act the more intense her orgasm would be.


And every weekend they were naked together at her place. Joan would deny Adam relief until Friday night and then reward him with her mouth or vagina. Now sure he was under her command she turned to having him fuck her long and hard at times. Her experience of intercourse had heretofore been negative but now she found a new wellspring of pleasure. It stemmed from Adam's loving obedience and her sense of dominance over him. He did it the way she liked it and she liked it hard.


When she first invited him to fuck her he started off all tender and gentle. Even though she thought that sweet of him she soon gave him to know he should rut like a brute instead. Experimentation led to the discovery of her favorite positions. One had her on her back with her ankles on Adams shoulders while he thrust maniacally, ramming his cock over her G-spot, bringing her to rolling orgasmic sequences. It was a strenuous position for him but she worked him hard at it to build up his endurance and soon he could send her mad with delight for long minutes before coming himself then collapsing in exhaustion upon her sated body. She would entwine him in her legs and arms and give him a grateful kiss as he lay limp and spent. Then she would have him go down below to lick up his mess.


And then she loved playing the bitch in heat, going to hands and knees, and having him take her from behind, again working him to exhaustion. She could never be content unless she had drained him of every drop of his strength and would go to any length to do so, even offering him entry into the tight clutch of her anus to empty him when all else failed, making him suck his product from her hole after he finished. And then it would be sweet exhaustion and uncommonly refreshing sleep.


After the passing of three months Joan told Adam it was time for him to move in with her. He shared her bed every night and greeted her every morning with a loving cunnilingus. She would come two or perhaps three times before rising from bed and started every workday relaxed and brimming with confidence.
 

Joan's career flourished. Having Adam to serve her every need freed of all distractions during work hours. And her change in temperament became even more pronounced. But underneath there lurked a predatory tigress. In court, she knew how to charm and cajole the opposition into a false sense of security then go for the jugular.


She was promoted to senior litigator, still one step below her goal of partner, but it did give her the privilege of a small private office. Her longing for Adam's attentions built up to nearly unbearable with the coming of late afternoon and she had to admit it affected her work negatively. But now she had a solution. Just before lunch time on the first day she was settled into her new space she called Adam at his work and told him to bring her lunch from a sandwich place nearby. It happened their workplaces were in easy walking distance and Adam soon arrived. He was ushered to Joan's office to find her seated at her desk and she told him to close the door but leave it unlocked. Then she set about to satisfy her most urgent hunger. She pushed her wheeled chair back a bit from the desk.


"Come her sweetheart and get on your knees."


Her heart quickened at his instant obedience.


"Now back your way under the desk! That's a good boy. Since you were kind enough to bring me my lunch I've got a nice box lunch for you as you might say."


With that she rolled her chair forward, backing him far underneath as she hiked her skirt. Delighted joy rushed through her as she felt his loving tongue go to its duty.
She tensed, clutching the arms of the chair with knuckles white. Just at the brink of her coming the door opened and a young female paralegal came in to ask a question. Joan fought down her orgasm and reached down to push Adam away for the moment until she gave her answer and the young woman left, closing the door behind her. Then she had Adam finish her though she had to suppress the bestial wail her body yearned to give fourth and settle for a deep sighing grunt of satisfaction.


Then she had Adam emerge and take a seat as she ate her lunch. The sandwich was large and came with an order of fries. She ate her fill and let him finish what was left and dismissed him. Now the afternoon passed more pleasantly and this became a routine. And her lunchtime release pushed her professional performance over the crest and within two more months she made junior partner.


Joan came home late on the day of her promotion a bit tipsy on champagne from the party held in her honor and uncommonly horny as well. Adam was there waiting patiently for her with dinner ready, naked the way she liked him with is cock jutting, a testament to his longing. He didn't question her lateness or drunkenness and could tell she could barely contain her joy over something. She settled herself into her favorite chair and hiked her skirt, parting her legs to offer herself and he went to his knees to welcome her home with his loving attentions. She came unusually hard and it eased her enough to let her tell Adam of the joyous news.


"I did it Adam! I made partner! There will be plenty of money now and you can quit your job. Don't think it means a life of leisure for you dearest. Your job has just been a distraction for quite a while and I planned on this when I made partner. Now you can devote all your time and attention to me. You'll spend the day here seeing to the chores and cooking and be ready to serve me when I get home. And I'll want you naked when you're here. I'm having cameras installed in the house that will link to my phone and computer so I can check up on you. It's not that I think you will misbehave so much as that I want to see you sweetheart, going about your duties with that cute cock sticking out in front of you, letting me know you love me and long for me. I'll still want you to come to my office every noon with my lunch and I promise your "box lunch" will be warm and ready for you. We're going to be so happy now!"


Adam had to admit to himself she was right. His job had become pointless because Joan was such a consuming presence in his life. He could think of little but her every waking moment and his productivity had fallen to such a low he had been counseled by his supervisor several times. And matters had worsened when Joan had gotten her office and expected him to come and serve her pleasure during lunch. Every morning he burned with anticipation at the thought of being under her desk wallowing in her taste and scent. And then he returned to work with her scent strong in his nostrils from the juice of her that covered his face. It drove him to distraction, worsening the ache in his balls yet he couldn't bring himself to go to the restroom and wash it away. He was written up twice for his poor performance and a third time would put him out the door in disgrace, which now seemed inevitable.


So it was with a sense of relief that he handed in his resignation the very next morning and returned home to begin the household drudgery that would help pass the time of helpless longing Joan's absence always brought. He resolved to spend these lonely times in sparing no effort to please her and make her home a place of unalloyed comfort and pleasure. He spent the morning making the house spotless in every way and then turned his attention to meticulous preparation of dinner. He phoned an upscale grocery store that delivered and had them bring a fine standing rib roast and some of their finer wines.


Joan returned home that evening both famished and exhilarated after her first day as partner to a home that gleamed in its cleanliness with the fragrance of delectable food filling the air. And there was Adam, her sweet Adam, naked on his knees before her favorite chair, a bottle of red wine on the end table beside it with glass already full. Words failed her. She could only run to him, take his face between her hands, and bestow a deep and loving kiss before having him help her from her clothes. When naked she settled in the chair and offered her warm wet tingling womanhood to his eager tongue and let it transport her. Three orgasms later she lay draped in the chair gelatinous in afterglow while Adam showered sweet kisses about her thighs and mount. She managed to sit up, kissed him once more.


"This is the first day of a whole new life for us Adam. I just knew you would make it perfect for me!"


"It will be perfect every day for you. I know how hard you work, the stress you must be under. I promise that every day when you walk through that door all that will be forgotten and you will enter a heaven where you reign as goddess. Now come. I'll serve you dinner. I love you!"


"And I lo...That will be wonderful Adam. I'm starving!"


Joan sat down at the table and Adam served the meal then knelt by her side. She over filled her plate and gorged herself leaving much left on it. She gave it to Adam to finish then went back to her chair and settled in. Adam fetched the ottoman so she could put her tired sore feet up and set to licking them for her while she sipped wine and sighed in contentment. She sensed she had just begun to live a dream. Adam was now hers alone and his life would be wholly devoted to her pleasure and nothing else. Having him quit his job upon her command seemed to have an unmanning effect on him she found most pleasing and she had felt a subtle but unmistakable deepening of his submission in his attentions and this was reflected in the quality of the orgasms he had just given her.


Their new domestic life went smoothly all through the winter. Adam attended to the house with utmost care and reported for duty under her desk at lunch time every day. Sometimes he was there when Joan engaged in long conversations with colleagues and the thrill of it would cause her to come all the harder and then she would laugh out loud and give him a tender kiss before sending him home.


Spring came and their happiness had grown even more. Joan came to feel so kindly toward him that she turned to letting him fuck her every day after he had satisfied her orally. This went on for a couple of weeks or so but then she felt forced to reconsider that course. She sensed a dampening of desire in his attentions to her and feared he might have come to take her favors for granted. One Monday evening after dinner Joan was relaxed in her chair with her feet on the ottoman, Adam on his knees and busy licking them. She wore her red silk robe. Nakedness was optional for her but mandatory for Adam. Joan decided the time was ripe for the change of course she had planned.


Adam heard a soft "pssst" from Joan and looked up to see she had opened her robe to expose her nudity. She parted her legs and raised her knees, the usual signal that their after- dinner lovemaking was to begin. He shoved the ottoman aside and went to her on hands and knees, leaning in between her thighs as her scent dizzied him as always. But she grabbed his hair to hold him back and spoke.


"Adam before we start I need you to know there are going to be some changes. I'm afraid I might have been too generous with you. I've been letting you come every evening but I'm not so sure that is a good idea. I haven't been feeling the passion from you I had come to know and love and I think coming too often has dampened your desire. So, we will be returning to our earlier routine where coming is restricted to weekends. And during the week you'll be getting a lot of the sucking tease because that seemed to keep you in the state I find most pleasing. Do you understand?"


"Yes Joan. I'm so sorry. I'm glad you let me know. I love you and only want you to be happy and I love doing this for you so much. Making you come feels as good to me as coming myself. I would never come again if that's what it would take to please you."


"Come here you dear sweet thing and love me then!"


Joan proved herself right. That night Adam's passion was much more satisfactory and her pleasuring regained the intensity that had been missing. It was back to the 69 over the next days and she honed her skills at oral torment learning to take him ever closer to the brink before cruelly pulling away and leaving him humping air, gasping and pleading.


Thursday night she outdid herself without realizing it. Adam felt that familiar extra hardening of his cock and the itching twinge that signaled impending relief and once again felt that moment of false hope that she would relent. As always that hope was dashed as she pulled away. But never before had she put him so much on the razor's edge. The hardening and the itch remained but relief eluded him.


Joan had ordered him to launder their bed linens earlier when she came home from work. The washer had completed its cycle and after she finished her teasing she dispatched him downstairs to the laundry room to put the things in the dryer. He left and went down the stairs but while he was gone she remembered some things she wanted washed for tomorrow and went to the bedroom to gather them up and take them downstairs.


Adam got to the laundry room and found himself still in that desperate strait. He felt a faint throbbing in his cock and looked down to see a small gobbet of cum had leaked out, gathering in a little wad at his tip. He fought he urge but his weakness overcame him and soon he stood before the laundry tub with shaft in hand. A mere three strokes sufficed. As the first spurt shot from him and the waves of pleasure commenced he caught movement from the corner of his eye and turned toward the doorway to see Joan standing there with a look of hurt and anger on her face that rent his heart. And yet there was nothing he could do but stand there in his shame as spurt after creamy spurt erupted from him and splattered into the tub.


Joan tossed down the clothes she held in her hand and spoke in a tone between a snarl and a hiss.


"Wash those for tomorrow. Finish with the bedding and come upstairs!"


He did his best to dawdle about it out of sheerest terror. Her wrath had oozed from her pores and he dared not even imagine the consequences that awaited him. Finally, with a sigh of resignation he went upstairs. Joan sat in her chair with her back ramrod straight, chin thrust out, lips pursed. Her glare made his knees fail him and he groveled across the room to kneel with head bowed before her in fear and shame.


"Look at me!"


He met her eyes and was pierced by them to the quick.


"Go to the garage and get the pruning shears. Go out back to the dogwood hedge and cut a switch. I want it his big around at the base." She held up her thumb.


Adam slunk away to the garage and got the shears then exited through the rear service door. The April night was chill on his nakedness. Frost clung to the grass. He went to the hedge and felt in the darkness for a branch of the right size, found one and snipped it off, then went back to the garage, hung the shears back up and went to the living room where Joan waited. He knelt and held the switch out to her. She took it and hefted it in her hand.


"Not quite big enough but it will have to do. Now kneel up straight. Take your filthy cock in your hand and stroke it, make it hard again."


With trembling hand Adam complied. His fear made it difficult to make himself rise but after some minutes he knelt with his organ jutting out. Joan stood and positioned herself beside him. There was a whistling sound as she brought the switch down in a wicked stroke that struck his glans. The stabbing pain doubled him over and he went down on his hands. Joan barked commands in an iron, pitiless voice.


"Kneel up straight again!


He straightened up, cock now dangling limp.


"Hold that thing up out of the way so I can have a whack at those balls!"


He hesitated.


"Now!"


He reached down and raised his cock, exposing his orbs to her rage, closing his eyes. He heard a whoosh and the switch caught him square across both balls at once. He went to the floor fetal, moaning and in tears.


"We're not done yet! Lean up on the chair and stick out your ass."


He managed to rise and rested his elbows on the seat cushion with ass presented. The caning was fierce.  Joan poured on the strokes with full force until Adam sobbed and blubbered and his skin split open and blood ran down. Anger vented she tossed the switch aside and pulled Adam back from the chair so she could resume her seat. Then she caused him far more hurt than any caning could bring. She started to cry, hands covering her face as her body was racked with sobs, tears trickling through her fingers and running over her breasts. He knelt with jaw slack, trying to form words to express his remorse. She composed herself and looked at him with reddened eyes.


"Adam! Do you have any idea how betrayed I feel? Has every word from you, everything between us, been a lie?"


He flung himself at her feet to express his contrition.


"Joan! Please! What can I do? I'll do anything!"


She had him kneel up straight again.


"Adam, I just don't know. To start with you won't be coming again for at least a month. But there will be more when I think of it. How on earth will you ever regain my trust? It will take some initiative from you too but I'm not sure what will help. You'll just have to try something and hope. And it must be something done out of selfless love for me. Now come here. You may begin by serving me in a way that shows your repentance."


And he did serve her pleasure with a passion she had yet to feel from him in all their time together. Her orgasms welled up from depths within her yet unknown and she finished with no doubt left of his sincere repentance but that alone would not suffice. And she found that corporal punishment of him had added a special intensity to her arousal and her orgasms.


Adam was desperate. He racked his brain for days, all the while being abject in his adoring submission and enduring an ache the like of which he had yet to know under Joan's relentless teasing. One night her sucking put him in the state he had been in the night of his transgression and he told her so. She made him kneel in front of her with cock twitching as he grimaced and ground his teeth in his effort to not come spontaneously. Joan postured herself before him as lewdly as woman can and laughed at his plight. Then she relented and covered herself but had him kneel there until the crisis passed.


One day inspiration came to him. Joan's birthday was on the coming Friday. It was already Wednesday so he had to act fast. He knew she would be in court that day so her surveillance would be lax.  While she was at work he went online and found the gift he wanted and had it shipped overnight so it arrived while she was out. It arrived gift wrapped, a small package perhaps six inches on a side. Friday after work Joan returned home to find a lovely chocolate cake on the table and beside it a small gift. She burned with curiosity but had Adam undress her and serve her as was usual. Then she sat up in her chair.


"Alright Adam! Let me see it. I can't wait another minute!"


Adam fetched the gift and offered it to her on bended knees.


"Happy birthday Joan. I love you!"


She opened the box and withdrew the object within. Her eyes widened in her joy as she examined the golden plated chastity cage in her hand. It wasn't just lovely but also expressed his repentance because along the inside of the bars that would enclose his shaft were sharp spikes that would bring him pain when he was erect within it.
  

Its lock was integral, no tiny padlock that could easily be snipped if temptation overcame him and it was placed in such a way as to preclude picking. Finally, there was a golden and diamond studded key on a gold chain. She was overcome with affection by his thoughtfulness and much, though not all was forgiven.


"Adam this is lovely! Stand up and I'll put it on you."


He rose and offered his organ to be imprisoned. But, as always, he was erect and it wouldn't fit so Joan had to deliver a harsh slap to his member to make it wilt. Then she enclosed his organ within the bars, inserted the key in the lock and turned it. The click of the lock as it engaged, the finality of it, sent a thrill through her. She hung the key around her neck by the chain and loved the way it dangled down into the cleft between her breasts. She resolved to wear it always with low cut dresses and blouses during the workday so all could see the chain disappearing into her cleavage and wonder at its mystery. And it would remind her during every waking moment of her ownership of the sweet man who had surrendered his sexuality to her.


"You have no idea what this means to me Adam. Now I know you're sincere when you say you're sorry. But you still must serve your sentence. At least this way I can be sure there won't be any more foolishness. Now come here and get busy with that tongue; down low and I'll want the finger when I'm ready!"


He served her until bedtime and once again she sensed that subtle deepening of his submission and it enhanced her pleasure. Joan was on the verge of forgiving him but a nagging doubt made her grope in her mind for one more test of his repentance and submission. What act could he perform that would speak of the totality of his adoration? She slept on it when she woke in the morning it came to her in a flash. Adam lay with head across her lap as usual and she reached down to pinch his cheek and wake him so he could serve her before she rose. He assumed his position lying on his belly with head between her legs and leaned forward to lick her. But she held him back with a hand on his forehead.


"Adam I need to pee first. In fact, I feel that way every morning and I'm thinking it would be better if I get it out of the way before you serve me."


"Of course Joan. I'll just wait here until you're done."


"That's not what I meant Adam. I don't want to have to get up and go to the bathroom. It would be more convenient if you would drink it from me. Do you love me enough to do that?"


Adam hesitated. The scent of her pussy filled the air in the darkness under the covers. He had tasted the piquant salt of her piss daily during pleasuring her. Sometimes she had presented herself with her bush wet from it and he had slurped it up and liked it. And now as proof of his love she wanted him to imbibe it fully. And he knew complete forgiveness of his transgression still eluded him. There seemed only one course to take.


"Yes Joan. I do love you that much. Please!"


She withdrew her hand and he leaned in, encircling the spot form which her flow would come with his lips and making his mouth into a receptive vessel. She gave a sigh of relief and the golden fountain gushed upward, filling him. An inebriation overtook him at the first taste of it, salty/bitter, pungent, most of all filled with the essence of the body he had come to adore and he swallowed deeply, eagerly. He felt a thirst the like of which he had never known and even her copious outpouring left it not quite slaked.


Joan was beside herself as she emptied into Adam's mouth and sensed the craving that was born I him. When she finished, he served her with a depth of passionate submission that once again exceeded all before.


Adam's sentence of deprivation passed with excruciating slowness for him, his ache beyond his worst nightmare. And Joan felt compelled to show no mercy. Rather she took delight in worsening his torment. They would lie in the 69 position and she would release him from the cage only to take him in mouth and coax him to the thinnest edge. She sought to get him to the state she had put him in the night she had caught him wanking and then make him endure it. And she told him of her intentions. It took three nights but she found the way. As she ran her lips over his shaft with her maddening touch she felt that subtle extra stiffening and he moaned and humped upward. She quickly dismounted and turned to sit on his chest.


"Are you there Adam?"


"Yes."


"Then up on your knees in front of my chair!"


Joan took her seat. Adam knelt before her grimacing, gritting his teeth. His cock jutted upward nearly vertical, twitching and pulsing and a small creamy droplet formed at his tip. She could tell the smallest stimulus might make him spurt without touching himself and chose to put him to the sternest of tests by posturing herself in most provocative ways, flaunting body and cunt before his eyes until he begged her to stop because he felt the cum welling up and ready burst forth.


"Adam! If you love me, you'll restrain yourself and if you shoot off all over my rug it will be the switch for you again and your sentence will be extended by another month."


She continued her posing tease until tears trickled down his cheeks. Then she showed him mercy by putting on her robe until the crisis passed. His erection subsided a bit and she gave it a slap to make it limp enough to be imprisoned again, then made him serve her one more time before bed. She was tempted to test him this way every night but settled for once a week.


Adam managed to endure his sentence and the blessed Saturday night came in its course. Overcome with feeling of tenderness by how he had endured for her out of love she told him all was forgiven and bestowed a loving fellatio. His hoarded creamy plenty flooded her mouth and ran over her chin and breasts and she held it in her mouth, feeling its teeming life force before gulping it down. Then she welcomed him into both her other orifices until he was emptied and spent.


Spring passed into summer as they basked in domestic bliss. But one day Joan had come home angry and frustrated. An opposing counsel in a case, a man she loathed, had bested her in court through trickery. On the way home from work fantasies of having him at her mercy and giving him what he deserved consumed her. Then she remembered the switch Adam had cut for his punishment when he had wanked. It was put away in a closet and all but forgotten. She had burst through the door seething and did not go to her chair to receive her customary welcome home.


"Adam! Go fetch that switch from the closet! Now!"


Bewildered and frightened, Adam had obeyed and went to bended knees to hand it to her where she stood on the living room rug before the couch.


She stooped to take off the cage from his member and it jutted forth.


"Kneel up straight! Stick that filthy thing out so I can have a whack at it!"


"Joan! What have I done? Whatever it is I'm so sorry! Please!"


"Question me again and you'll get it double!"


She brought the switch down in a wicked and pitiless stroke on his member. He went to hands and knees, moaning in agony. Then she had him kneel up and expose his cock for another and then another. Then it was three strokes to the balls, each putting him on the floor fetal only for her to make him rise again and take the next. Finally, it was over the couch for a thrashing of his ass. She gave him a flurry of vicious strokes spewing profanity, calling him a fucking bastard and son of a bitch until she exhausted herself and blood trickled from his open welts and he sobbed without inhibition. She stood for a while breathing heavily, wiping the sweat of her exertions from her brow and then: "Get these clothes off me!"


He undressed her where she stood. His punishment had not cooled her anger, only inflamed her lust. When naked she flung herself down in her chair and spread her legs.


"Now suck me! And you better do it like you mean it or you'll get another dose of that!"  


His passionate submission brought a rare delight and made her come with a special intensity that finally eased her. Then tenderness overcame her as always and she drew him up to hold his head against her breasts. Then she had him kneel and explained.


"Adam. I'm so sorry but I just needed that. A man just infuriated me today and there was nothing I could do. I needed someone to take it out on. I feel so much better now. Let's have dinner."


But this was not to be the last time the switch came into play. There was a young male associate at the firm named Brad whose advances she had rejected and he had become her enemy, always scheming against her, and undermining her. He was a handsome devil who fancied himself to be quite the ladies’ man and was often heard bragging to the other male’s associates about how he refused to eat pussy. He harassed and abused the other female employees as well and there were strong suspicions he used date rape drugs on at least two young women who consented to going out with him. But he was a suck-up to the higher ups and got away with everything. Even after the worst suspicions were confirmed the young women were given hush money and threatened with dismissal.


Adam had to serve as whipping boy in his stead when she came home angry from a bad day. Then one day Joan felt in the mood to use the cane on him just because she could, solely for the special pleasure it had come to give her. And Adam accepted it without questioning, saying afterward he would suffer anything for her just to make her happy and satisfy her.


The teasing to the razor's edge became a weekly ritual Adam had to endure at Joan's whim. Joan felt great contentment on the one hand but an urge to spice things up a bit more on the other. It seemed she had run out of her own ideas. But then the light bulb went on, the internet, of course! She had known all along that web was a cornucopia of the flesh but hadn't felt the need to resort to it for a long time because her explorations of delight with Adam seemed to make it superfluous.


She had Adam rig her laptop and TV set so that videos could be watched on the bigger screen and searched one evening for one that might pique her interest. After perusing extensively, she settled upon a full-length movie in which women sported large strap on dildos and ravaged men without mercy, unmanning them and reducing them to pathetic bitches. Adam was tidying up the kitchen and she called him to the living room and had him lie on the rug so she could ride his face while she watched. She came a couple of times and then had Adam lie on his belly facing the screen so he could watch too and mounted him, straddling his cute firm ass, and letting him take in the goings on. After letting him watch a few minutes to let the idea sink in she humped at his ass while leaning over and whispering in his ear.


"I want to have you that way Adam darling. I want to fuck you! And it must be now, tonight!"


She rose, still astride his ass and spoke aloud as she continued humping him.


"There's a store, on that corner. You must know it; the Erotica Boutique I think it's called. I'm sure it’s open now. You will go there and buy one of those things and bring it home for me. And make sure it’s bigger than yours. Now get dressed and get going!"


Little did Joan know a whole new stage of her life was to begin that very evening, one that would bring happiness, fulfillment and delight beyond her wildest dreams.


Adam dressed and left. His hands shook as he drove and he missed a turn on the way in his distraction. He wanted to please her but he was scared. Would it hurt?
Finally he parked the car in the lot adjacent to the store and went inside. An erotic scent of incense filled the air and the shelves and walls were festooned with all kinds of instruments of pleasure. He just gazed about in confusion at first but finally found his way to where the false cocks were displayed along the back wall. He looked them over, wondering which might best please Joan. Then he heard a woman's voice behind him, low and sultry and with a tone of command.


"How may I help you young man?"


Adam turned and had to suppress a gasp at the sight of the woman who stood there. She was of African ancestry, skin the color of rich dark chocolate and tall, looming above him by a few inches in her black stilettos. She wore an exquisite and supple black leather dress that hugged her full curves, cut low to show deep cleavage. It fell to mid-calf. Her shoulder length hair was corn rowed. And her face had the regal beauty of an empress, wide set ebony eyes, full lips, high cheekbones, strong chin. Something seemed to radiate from her making it crystal clear he had no choices other than submission and obedience. He could only stammer, look back at the dildo display, then back at her and then at the floor, face crimson.


"I think I understand dear. Your mistress has sent you here to pick out a new cock for her, hasn't she? Does she want a bigger one than she used to deflower you with?"


Adam could only shake his head, speechless, bewildered. Mistress?


"Oh my! You're a virgin aren't you! How sweet! Will this be the first time for both of you?"


He nodded timorously.


"Give me your phone! I must call her. Now!"


Her voiced compelled him with its tone of unquestioned authority and he reached in his pocket and handed her the phone. A glance served to tell her what number to call and she dialed, then put it on speaker. He heard Joan answer. "Adam?"


"No Joan dear it's not Adam. This is Mistress Maya, owner of the Erotica Boutique. It's clear you've sent your young slave here to pick out a cock for you and I gather he's a virgin and it will be your first deflowering as well. I really must ask you to come down here too. This is much too important a decision to be left to your slave. And there are so many things you need to know to make this special evening perfect for you."


Joan was taken back by Maya's self-assurance and tone of command. And she had never before thought of Adam as her slave. But Maya's words were a revelation. It was true. He satisfied every possible definition of that word and the thought excited her.


"Yes. Of course, I'll get a cab and I'll be right there."


"Excellent. Just go right to the back to the door that says employees only. We'll be there waiting for you."


Joan arrived at the store and opened the door into the back room. Maya had Adam on his knees before her. She herself was stunned by Maya's regal beauty and felt intimidated at first. She seemed to glow, with an aura about her exuding a sense of iron will and dominant sexuality. But Maya greeted her with a warm hug that put her at ease. Maya gestured toward a wall where dildos were lined up in graduated sizes starting at the left and increasing in length and diameter as one looked to the right. Each had false testicles dangling below it. She explained.


"This is my private stock reserved for certain special women. You can see, unlike the more common ones on the shelf out there, these all have two vibrator bulbs attached to insert in your vagina and rectum, insertions that will seat the device firmly making straps unnecessary. There are lithium ion batteries hidden in the scrotal sacks. Don't they look exquisitely real? There should be something here to suit although custom fabrication is also available. First Adam should get undressed and get up on the examining table."


Joan looked at him. "Adam! Strip!" Maya looked on approvingly at Adam's instant obedience. She looked him over when he was naked and exclaimed: "What a lovely cage Joan! Where did you get it? I'd love to have those in stock!"


"Adam ordered it for me as a birthday present. There's a story. I'll tell you sometime."


"I'd love to hear about it. Up on the table Adam!" Adam clambered up onto hands and knees.


"Now on your knees and elbows Adam and stick out your behind. Let's see what's between those cute buns!"


She took a small squeeze bottle of oil from a shelf and trickled a bit down his crack, then inserted her index finger in his clenching orifice, an appraising look on her face.


"Well. No doubt he's a virgin. You never know these days. But the way he tightens up when I penetrate him tells the tale. If he had been fucked before he would tend to open himself instead."


She drew her finger in and out, fucking him with it gently. Adam sighed and rocked back and forth, betraying his pleasure.


"And he likes it! Now let's get to picking something out. Down from the table Adam and follow us! Hands and knees!"


The women stepped over to the display and Adam followed, groveling, to kneel between them.


"Joan, which one do you like?"


"Well, I'm not sure. I know I want it to be bigger than his for sure. Let's say this one."


She pointed to ten-inch shaft perhaps an inch in diameter. Adam cringed. Maya offered him the chance to pick one too.


He pointed to one much smaller and Maya laughed.


"You don't really get a choice Adam. You take what your mistress wants to give you. Joan dear, that's a good choice to start but based on my examination I would recommend the same length but a larger diameter. I recommend two inches. It's always best to err on the side of greater size."


Joan felt a rush of exhilaration and anticipation. To hear herself and Adam called mistress and slave made her wet and warm between the legs. It had been true from the very start though the words had never come to her mind. Adam slumped down, wilting in fear.


"Will it hurt me?"


Maya laughed again. "They always ask that the poor things. Yes Adam. I'm afraid it will hurt at first. But your pain will add to your mistress Joan's pleasure so it's a sacrifice you must make. And it will only hurt for a little while. After that...well I'll let it be a surprise! Joan, I would like to sequester Adam for a while so we can talk. Do you mind?"


"Not at all. Please do!"


Maya went to a cabinet and took out a piece of headgear. It covered eyes and ears, blinding and deafening him. There was a leash attached to it. Maya led Adam on his hands and knees to where a table and two chairs stood along one wall and had him kneel. She went to a small bar near the table and opened a bottle of red wine, then brought it and two glasses to the table. The two women sat and Maya poured.


"So Joan, how long have you been together? He's just a darling young man!"


"About a year now. The happiest one of my life. Before I met him, I was mean and bitchy all the time. I thought that was just me but now I realize it was loneliness. All the men I had known before either bored or repulsed me. We met by pure chance. I literally bumped into him on the street. I was running to try and get a cab, late for a meeting and chewing out one of the office paralegals on my phone, I'm a lawyer by the way. I wasn't looking where I was going and I slammed into him and all the stuff I was carrying in my purse and briefcase spilled all over the sidewalk. It was all my fault.  But being the bitch I was I didn't apologize. I blamed him and ordered him to pick it all up for me.
  

He just went down on his knees to do it and I felt this thrill. My pussy got wet and warm. Anyway, after he picked up my things I stole the cab he had just hailed for himself and rode away. But he had slipped my keys and my card into one of his pockets and later he called me."


Joan went on to describe what had happened, the pleasure and satisfaction he gave her on their first encounter and how her life had changed from that day forward. Maya just listened, nodding, until she finished.


"You're a lucky one Joan. Many women like us live out their lives in loneliness and sexual frustration, never discovering their true nature, never finding the right kind of man. I do all I can to find them and reach out. Sometimes they come into the store here. I always know one when I see one. They gravitate to certain things here by instinct. The right kind of men come in too and they're not hard to identify once you know the signs. I've become something of a matchmaker. It's easy to coax names, numbers and addresses out of the men. I keep a registry. And I have video cameras for security that can also be used to help the women pick out men they find appealing. But more about that another time."


"I want to give you some hints and pointers on how to make this special evening perfect. This will be another life changing experience for both of you and all for the better. You will enter a realm of pleasure that can't be described. It must be experienced. Your dominance over Adam will grow by an order of magnitude and so will his submission to you. It will be a giant step toward that ultimate polarity all women of our kind seek but it will not be the final one. But again, more about that later."


Joan had already downed her second glass of wine. It helped her loosen up. She felt giddy and found she loved sharing these confidences with a kindred soul.


"Do you have intercourse with him?"


"Yes. But it's rationed. I deprive him and tease him during the week, I even suck his cock to drive him crazy, and on Saturday night I give him relief. He wears the cage because one night he lost control and I caught him wanking."
 

"Did you punish him?"


"Did I ever! I made him go out in the back yard and cut a switch from the hedge and gave him a whack to the cock and another to the balls and then the ass thrashing of his life.  I sentenced him to a month without coming. He ordered the cage then to show his penitence. I'll never forget the click of that lock when I put it on him, the power I felt. And I've used the switch on him at other times. Sometimes I'm just in a bitchy mood. And he accepts it."


"That's wonderful Joan and I'm so happy for you. Do you enjoy the fucking?"


"Yes! I have him trained to do it the way I like it and I like it hard. He makes me come in long rolling orgasms. And I don't let him stop until he's emptied every drop out of himself."


"Do you make him go down and lick up his cum? I'm sorry to pry Joan. It's just important for me to know where you are in your relationship."


Joan reached out and took Maya's hand. "It's not a problem, really. In fact, it's a relief to talk about it with a woman who understands. I've had some much bottled up inside me.  It's been wonderful having a slave. God I've come to love that word tonight! But now I know I was needing a friend too. Yes, I have him clean up afterward. I even let him have my ass once in a while and he must suck it from there too."


"Does he drink from you?"


"Well yes, he does. Is there something wrong with that?"


"Goddess no Joan. All the better. You've made wonderful progress with him on your own. He needs to ingest as much of your essence as possible. Was there a change in him when he started drinking?"


"Oh yes! He became more loving and adoring than ever. In fact, every time I've done anything to assert dominance over him I'm rewarded with more pleasure. I think my orgasms have reached their peak, that nothing can make them better and then...!"


Maya leaned over to give her a hug. "You are such a natural! Your womanly will to power is inborn. I have to coach a lot of women to get them to assert themselves like you do. They're not sure if the dominant impulses they feel are right thanks to the way they have been indoctrinated. But with most once they've had a few real orgasms there's no holding them back."


"But moving on to tonight Joan. Time's wasting. Why don't you get undressed and try your new cock on. We need to make sure it's a comfortable fit. I'll go back to the storeroom and get a brand new one still in the box."


Maya left and Joan took off the small floral print dress she wore with nothing underneath. She slipped off her sandals and took a moment to look at herself in the full-length mirror on the wall nearby. Maya returned carrying a lovely dark wooden box with brass hinges and clasp. She opened it and held it so Joan could see the contents. It was lined in red velvet. Maya explained a few things.


"In addition to the cock there's a charger for the batteries, a bottle of lubrication oil and a container of KY jelly. Lubrication is important for both of you. I'll help you install it this first time but then we'll have Adam practice doing it later. Just stand with your legs spread a bit and I'll lube up the rectal bulb so it goes in comfortably."


She gave the bulb a liberal smear of the jelly, then stood beside Joan and placed the device between her legs, one hand holding the shaft and the other guiding the bulb up against Joan's anus.


"Now relax Joan and press down a bit to open yourself. We don't want this to hurt."


Joan relaxed as best she could and felt pressure on her orifice as Maya began the insertion. She was gentle yet firm, had obviously done this many times. Joan felt her anus expand and opened herself. Maya wiggled the bulb to spread the lube around and work it inside of her. She felt a stretching that put her just on the verge of pain but then her sphincter gave and the bulb went past it and was pulled deep inside her by the re-clenching of the muscles. Maya tugged upward softly on the end of the shaft and the vaginal bulb slid into her already wet pussy with ease. Maya stepped back to look at her and the took Joan by the shoulders and turned her to face the mirror.


"It's beautiful Joan! How does it feel?"


"Wonderful! Perfect!"


Joan looked at herself and felt a rush of excitement. The cock jutted from her loins and the big balls dangled down looking as if she had been born with them. The fit was snug and firm and she felt a surge of power within her. Turning, she looked at Adam with a wicked gleam of lust in her eyes and humped the air. Maya laughed and hugged her.


"Yes! The poor dear boy has no clue what he's in for. You'll be able to rut like a randy beast and make him your bitch. Now reach underneath the balls. There's a button there. Push it and see what happens!"


Joan found the button and pressed it. There was a soft humming sound and she gasped as pulsing vibrations started from the bulbs in both vagina and rectum, making her hump again, unable to control it.


"Switch it off Joan! The batteries will need a charge when you get home. They only take fifteen minutes. There's more to explain."


"You're on the short side Joan but you seem very strong, especially in the hips and thighs. I would lay a nice big bath towel down on the rug in your living room and make him get down on elbows and knees with his ass held high. Take him from a standing position, driving down hard."


"You'll want to lube it well before you take him or you'll split the poor boy like a piece of dry kindling. But give it to him hard, make it hurt going in. He'll most likely scream and start to cry. It does hurt, a very sharp and stabbing pain. And of course, he'll beg you to stop but show no mercy. Drive it deep, until he can feel your bush tickle his butt. Then start to fuck him slowly, in and out, full length every time. You'll be amazed and delighted at what happens next. He'll start to like it. Before long he'll be rocking and rolling that sweet ass of his and begging you to give it to him harder. That's the time to kick in the vibrator. You'll both feel it and you will start to ravage him like an amazon barbarian on the rampage."


"And then it will happen, the thing that will change your lives and so much for the better. He'll come but in a way, he has no way to even dream of. The intensity of the pleasure will addict him to your cock from that moment forward. He will live for nothing else other than the next time you will fuck him. And the sound he'll make will set you off. It's hard to describe. It must be heard. But you will start coming, over and over. Drive like a jackhammer until you're satisfied. The experience with be empowering for you in a way you can't imagine and for him it will be unmanning, emasculating. If there is even a trace of the chauvinist in him it will be purged. There will be a feeling of shame and humiliation for a while afterward that will break his will completely. He'll know he's been made your bitch and every time he sees you with that cock jutting out he'll be down on elbows and knees begging for it."


"And there's more. His cock will never enter you again. It will become insignificant and forgotten by both of you, at least for fucking. You might still want to use the oral tease just for the fun of it though. Your cock will rule the house and it will do the fucking. But he'll be coming every day at least once because you won't be able to resist your own urge to give him a sound rogering. There won't be any more concerns about his wanking. The only way he will want to come is by way of your cock. And by the way, make him suck it after you're finished. Now we can let Adam see you. I it's always such fun to see the look on a slave's face when he first sees his mistress with her cock installed."


Maya went to where Adam knelt and led him over to kneel two paces in front of Joan who stood with hands on hips and chin held high, her new member jutting proud. Maya removed the headgear. Adam blinked and shook his head to clear his vision and his eyes fell on Joan. First, he gaped at the sight of Joan's faux genitalia and backed away a bit. He raised his eyes to look at her finding a gleam in her eyes the like of which he had never seen even in her most randy moments. He looked back down to her cock and saw her humping toward his face and she gave a wicked cackle. Joan looked at Maya.


"I want him to suck it now! Will that be okay?"


"Of course Joan. It's part of the process. Adam! Approach your mistress!"


The certainty of command in Maya's voice compelled Adam forward and he knee walked to within Joan's reach. She grabbed his hair and drew him toward her until the glans touched his lips.


"Open your mouth Adam!" He obeyed and she thrust with her hips to plunge the cock in deep against his gullet. "Now suck! In and out! Worship my cock for me!"


His love overcame any fear or hesitation and he began to run his lips and tongue over the shaft, in and out, back and forth, caressing it with growing passion. Maya urged Joan on.


"See if he'll deep throat it Joan! It may be too soon but it's worth a try!"


Joan tugged Adam forward by the hair until the glans pressed hard against his gullet. He gagged and tried to back away but she was relentless.


"Adam! Take it down! All the way! If you really love me, you'll do this! Please! It will make me so happy!"


Her appeal to his love was what gave him the will. He leaned in, opening his throat as she rolled her hips forward. There was a soft pop and he made a gulping sound as the shaft disappeared full down his throat and his nose was buried deep in her bush. Maya offered more encouragement.


"Fantastic Joan! Hit the button! There should be enough power left to finish the blow job"


Joan groped down below her balls, found the button and pushed it. The vibrations weakened her knees at first but she caught herself and drew the cock back for another plunge down Adam's throat. He took it more easily this time and soon she had him by the hair and ears and was rutting down his gullet with abandon as the vibrations pushed her toward the brink. Her legs went to rubber as the first orgasm rocked her but Adam, ever selfless, wrapped his arms around her hips to steady her and held her with the cock in his throat to its depth as she came over and over. Finally, her arms hung limp and her head lolled and she would have collapsed to the floor but for Adam's grip. Maya had to hit the button to shut off the vibrations so she could recover. She hugged Joan close with one arm while drawing Adam's head against her hip to hug him as well.


"What a lovely couple you are! I've never seen the like of it! Joan, do you think you'll have enough left in your tank to deflower him tonight?"


Joan shook her head to clear the pleasant daze from her brain and smiled.


"Oh yes! We'll go home now and charge up the batteries, mine, and my cock's. Adam knows how to get me horned up. It may take a while after that but this boy's ass is mine tonight!"


"Excellent. Before you go let's get Adam used to installing it on you. It's an important part of the ritual for him to install the instrument of his emasculation so you can use it on him."


It took half a dozen tries but Adam leaned to install Joan's cock smoothly and they headed home in Adam's car. She had him set up the charger on the dining table and they undressed and went to the living room. Joan positioned herself in her armchair on her knees, offering her behind to Adam's tongue.


"Lick me sweetheart. Warm me up. Get me horny. You know what to do. It will be just half an hour or so and then it will be time."


Adam rimmed Joan with his usual passion though torn between longing and fear. He knew when the time came he would assume the position on her command and present his virgin ass to be taken. He wondered how bad the pain of her first entry would be and if he could endure it for her. But he sensed he would endure it willy-nilly because he was well acquainted with Joan's iron will and her remorseless lust. He closed his eyes and loved her hole with his tongue, letting time pass as it would.


When Joan's desire rekindled she reached back and pushed Adam away so he knelt before the chair. She looked into his eyes as he gazed up at her and the gleam he saw there sent chills up his spine. Joan pointed to where her cock lay on the table. It was in its box which was open, the charger cord trailing from it.


"Fetch my cock now Adam. Bring it to me and don't forget the lube if you know what's good for you."


Adam obeyed, unplugging the cord, picking up the box and bringing to her, kneeling at her feet, and holding it out to her. She took the cock and the container of jelly in hand and had him put the box aside on the coffee table.


"Oh! I almost forgot Adam. Go get a towel from the bathroom. A big one. Lay it out on the rug in front of me."


Adam brought one of her big, wine colored towels and laid it out per her instructions. Then she parted her legs and stood with them spread.


"Now lube the bulb up darling and get my cock put on me. Then I'll want you to suck it."


When the cock was installed Adam went back to his knees to await her command. She reached out with both hands and drew his head toward her.


"Open up sweetheart. Take in your mouth! Now all the way down! Come on! You know how to do it!"


Adam opened his gullet and let the cock slide in to its depth, burying his nose in her bush, inhaling, drinking in the feral musk of her lust. Her scent did its work on him as always, reducing him to helpless submission, bringing forth his longing to please her no matter what indignity she might demand. A resolve to make her deflowering and unmanning of him an unforgettable joy and delight came over him and he held her hips between his hands and set about to perform a blowjob she would never forget. He drew back until just the glans was in his mouth then leaned in and took it down the throat once more, then repeated over and over as she stood with hands on hips, watching him.


Joan looked down on Adam as he fellated her of his own free will, her heart swelling with loving joy at the devotion of her sweet slave. Soon she would have him, take his virgin manhood, master him. But though aroused as she had never before known she took her time, wanting to savor each sweet moment. When she could bear it no more she pushed Adam back so he knelt before her again, picked up the jar of jelly from the end table and lubed the big shaft well.


"It's time now Adam. Turn around. I want your forehead on the floor. Now spread your cheeks for me so I can see that little hole of yours."


Adam bent over to present himself trembling in mingled fear and anticipation. Joan looked down at his tight pink hole. It alternately clenched in his fear or opened to invite her. She positioned herself, standing over him with his ass between her legs and lowered herself so her cock was poised at his tender portal. 


"Here it comes Adam! Don't fight it darling. It will only make it hurt more."


Adam felt a tentative prodding against his tight sphincter, then a hard pressure as Joan bore down. A sharp thrust drove the glans of her cock past his clenching orifice bringing a tearing pain that brought a scream from him that tailed off into sobbing. Then another roll of Joan's strong hips drove the shaft in to half its length bringing another scream and then the pleading.


"Mistress! It hurts! Please! No more!"


In answer to his plea she drew back until the rim of the glans was just inside him, took a firm grip on his waist, digging in her nails for purchase and drove the big cock home until bush met butt. He howled and broke down, blubbering, pathetic. Then Joan pushed the button and kept him impaled to the depths, lingering that way awhile until the pulsing vibrations drove her over the brink of abandonment. She drew back and plunged deep again then over and over, heedless of his pleas, the rolling of her hips fluid and relentless, driven by the brute urges of her body. Adam fell to whimpering and sniveling in his pain but as she ravaged him the harder a new tone came to his sounds and he whimpered and moaned in growing pleasure. Soon he was gyrating, grinding his ass about, and rocking himself backward as she thrust forward to take the cock ever deeper.


And then suddenly Adam came and Joan recalled Maya's words as the sound he made triggered her as well. She could not have imagined the sweetness of that sound. Only hearing it could suffice. It was torn from the depths of him, a mingled gasp, moan and sigh of helpless pleasure and emasculated surrender as his manhood was purged from him. The savage force of her first climax spurred her to a frenzy of rutting, each orgasm propelling her to the next until with one final bestial sound of triumph her legs gave out and she rode Adam to the floor, straddling his behind with her cock still buried deep. She was sated but yet leaned over him and shoved his face into the rug while she gave him a few more deep thrusts to affirm her mastering of him and her ownership. He lay wilted and broken beneath her.


After a few deep languid breaths she withdrew from him and stood. With a couple of rude kicks to his ribs she summoned him to his knees and presented the soiled shaft to his lips, ordering him to suck it and clean it. He took it in mouth without hesitation, giving worship to it as she gripped his hair in one hand, working his head back and forth. Sweet afterglow came to her and with it a feeling of tenderness toward him such as she had yet to feel. And she sensed a deepening of his submission to her unmatched by any of the other milestones in her journey of dominance over him.


When the cock was cleaned to her satisfaction she told Adam to wash it off in the kitchen sink and set it out on the counter to dry. Then it was bedtime. A pleasant exhaustion had come over her and her legs were still rubbery. She had Adam crawl to the bedroom with her astride his back. She laid herself down and he laid his head over her lap as usual. Before she drew the covers over he spoke to her.


"I love you mistress. More than ever now. Will you fuck me again soon? Please?"


"Adam I lo..." But the word stuck in her throat as always so she just answered: "Adam. You made me so happy tonight, like never before. And yes. I will fuck you again soon. And every day. I promise! Now good night darling." And they both drifted off to sleep within a minute.


Her phone was on the nightstand and its ringing woke her. She picked it up, saw that it was already noon and then saw Maya's picture on the screen. She half yawned a good morning as the cobwebs of sleep cleared.


"Oh! I'm so sorry Joan! Did I wake you? I've been dying to know how it went last night!"


Joan yawned and stretched again. "I don't know if words have been invented to express it Maya. I thought I knew what an orgasm is but now I see I was just scratching the surfaces. And there's a whole new depth to things. He's mine now, really mine. I can feel it in the fiber of my being. Will this feeling ever go away? I hope not."


"It will only grow Joan. But there's more, much more to be experienced, whole other levels, heights to be reached. Please come over to my house for dinner this evening and we'll talk about it. Bring Adam of course. I'll have my slave Mark prepare something special for dinner. Perhaps six o'clock? Oh! And don't forget your cock!"


"I'd love to Maya. We'll be there."


She woke Adam, gave him his morning drink from her and had him give her oral pleasure, then sent him to the kitchen to prepare breakfast in bed for her. No morning in her life had ever been like this and she basked in the joy of it, the feeling of being a goddess with a loving worshipper who lived only to please her.


She put Adam to his chores around the house and installed herself in her chair, enjoying watching him, her naked slave. She left his cage off and his organ rose to its maximal hardness, jutting near straight up. And as he went about his duties he would glance often at her cock as it lay on the counter, then look at her with pleading in his eyes. Finally, she had him put it away in its box to help get his mind off it. In fact she felt the strong urge to fuck him but Maya had said to bring her cock along and it hinted at wild times later so she resisted.


At four o'clock she had Adam join her in the tub to bathe her and later himself, giving him strict orders to use a new razor and shave with care and thoroughness. They dressed, Joan donning just her little black dress and nothing else but her black pumps. She had Adam put on just a golf shirt and khakis, no underwear or socks, just sandals.


Adam drove to the address Maya had texted. It was a large and stately brick home on a cul de sac in a quiet and private neighborhood. Maya greeted each of them at the door with a hug. She wore and elegant black silk robe tied at the waist and was barefoot. She invited them to come to the great room but as they began to follow her she stopped them.



"Joan. Excuse me. Adam should be naked. It's kind of a house rule of mine when it comes to slaves. And I would prefer that he crawl, not walk."


Joan merely looked at Adam and he stripped, hanging his clothes on hooks by the door. Then Joan pointed to the floor and he went to hands and knees, groveling behind the two women as they made their way to the spacious, high-ceilinged great room. Joan carried the box containing her cock. Maya settled into a deep leather armchair and waved her hand to invite Joan to take a seat on the matching couch. Joan set her cock down on the coffee table and sat. Adam knelt beside her facing Maya. There was a wide pass through opening into the kitchen and Joan could see a naked white man wearing a red plaid apron working there at the counter cutting things up.  Maya clapped her hands and called out: "Mark! Come in here please!" The man put down the knife, hung up the apron on a peg and came through the door beside the pass through to kneel beside Maya. His skin was milk white and he was blue eyed and towheaded. Joan found the contrast between mistress and slave to be lovely, Maya's dark chocolate and Mark's milky white. Like Adam’s, his cock was erect to the fullest, his constant yearning for his mistress's body evident. And the tip of his penis was pierced by a large golden ring implanted crosswise. Joan stared at it, feeling a fluttering of her pulse at the ownership and dominance it bespoke. She wanted Adam to have one too. Maya made introductions.


"Joan, this is my slave Mark. Mark, meet mistress Joan and her slave Adam. Now Mark. Please be polite and give mistress Joan pleasure to welcome her to our home." 


Mark crawled to Joan and placed his head close between her knees. Joan looked at Maya who just smiled and nodded. Joan hiked her short skirt, parted her thighs, and raised her knees high to present herself. Mark leaned in and went to duty with his tongue, going down low to begin. Joan gasped in surprised delight and just before she passed into the rapture of the sweet rimming Mark offered she managed to speak to Adam.


"Adam! Please serve mistress Maya to thank her for her hospitality!"


Adam crawled to Maya who opened her robe to reveal her resplendent nudity and parted and raised her legs as well. Adam paused briefly to gaze at the exquisite womanhood displayed before him. Her dense nappy raven bush was riven by a hot pink gash edged by ragged lips of her ebony labia. Below was a twitching, puckering black vortex that beckoned his tongue. Drawn by the animal magnetism of it all he pressed his face deep and let her primeval scent intoxicate him. Overcome, he served her with all the passion he did Joan and it seemed only right and natural. She gripped his hair and drove her anus against his mouth with insistence and he answered her every wordless demand with redoubled efforts, probing ever deeper and wriggling his tongue ever harder, tireless. Her lust reached its zenith and her body could bear no more and would have its release. She tugged him up to attend to her clit and he slipped a finger in where his tongue had been. Climax racked her, just the first of the numerous that followed, each blending into the next, near seamless. With one great deep sigh she went limp and her feet fell to the floor. Just then he heard Joan cry out in her own ecstasy and give forth her own heavy sigh of utter satisfaction.


Then a sense of shame and guilt came over Adam and he knelt with head bowed and face crimson. He feared his passionate serving of Maya might have made Joan jealous.
When Joan was satisfied Mark crawled over to resume his place beside Maya and Adam sensed he should follow suit so he took his place once more but with head still bowed and face still red. Maya spoke first.


"Joan. I trust Mark's attentions were satisfactory?"


"Oh yes. Delightful! Thank you so much!"


"Well Adam was fantastic! I loved the way he used his finger. One of my favorite moves. But I think something is bothering Adam dear."


Joan looked down at Adam who slumped down with head hanging low. She nudged him to get his attention and he turned to look at her but sideways, cowering, still red faced. Joan was puzzled but Maya had an explanation.


"I think he feels guilty Joan. I could tell I turned him on like mad and he sucked me with such a passion. My pussy does that to men. I think he's afraid you'll be angry, jealous. One thing you must understand Joan is that sharing of slaves is a customary courtesy among women like us. Slaves are expected to serve other mistresses with the same passion as they do their own. Jealousy is unknown among us. How do you feel about it Joan? Tell Adam. Not me."


Joan looked down at Adam who still cowered. She reached out to pat his head reassuringly.


"Adam. It's alright. Please don't worry. I'm not angry.  I've been kind of lonely in a way and mistress Maya has helped me by becoming my friend. Almost overnight I've come to love her like a sister and I want you to give her every pleasure you give me when I grant my permission. So, kneel up tall darling. I'm proud of you."
 

"Well Joan, I think Mark had better get back to work preparing dinner. I have him making paella. There's a lot of cutting and chopping to do. Does Adam cook for you? Maybe he could help while you and I have some wine and talk."


"Yes he does cook Maya. He's getting better at it all the time."


"Wonderful. Mark, bring us some wine and then have Adam help you in the kitchen. Give him an apron. We don't want his poor cock to be cut or burned the way its sticking out. And Mark. I know dinner will be delicious. I love you darling." 


The two women fell silent for a while, each taking a deep drink of wine. Then they went to talking about themselves for an hour or so, getting to know each other better. The first bottle of wine went down and Maya summoned Mark to bring another. When he did she kissed him tenderly and told him she loved him once more. After that Joan became quiet, pensive. Maya noticed.
 

"Joan? A penny for your thoughts?"


"Well, first I have to say I love that ring you have in Mark's cock. I would so love for Adam to have one too."


"All in good time for that Joan. It is a beautiful thing to see isn't it? The ring represents Mark's acceptance of my ownership and dominance over him and the bond of eternal love between us. But the ring must be earned Joan, by both slave and mistress. I will be explaining much more of this later. Is there something else?"


"Yes. I notice you tell Mark you love him. The truth is I love Adam too and so much. But every time I try to tell him the word sticks in my throat. It just won't come out. He'll do something special for me that shows how he loves me and then he'll tell me so. I try to say I love him too but end up just saying something else nice instead, how happy he makes me, how good he makes me feel. But why can't I just say I love him?"


"It's both simple and difficult at once Joan. For women like us to express our love for our slaves we must be certain beyond all doubt that their love for us is absolute and without limit. And I should tell you, by the way, there are more women like us than you might think. And I hope you'll be meeting some of them very soon. But back to the point. I can express my love for Mark because we have reached what women like us call the Plane of Polarity. Mark has been tested in certain ways and has proven that his love and submission meet that standard. And by that it's implicit that my dominance over him is also absolute and without limit. It's a feeling like no other Joan. Our love has come to its fullest fruition and every day with him is a joy."


"How has he been tested Maya?"


"There are numerous tests Joan. And I must say you are precocious and your dominant instincts are strong. You have already tested Adam in several of the requisite ways. He shows such unquestioning obedience. He allows you to dictate when he comes. He drinks from you. And, of course, you have made him accept your cock as being paramount over his. But there are three more tests Joan and these are the most difficult and carry the most risk. But look. Dinner is served. Afterward we'll get our cocks out and have some fun with our boys. Then we can talk more."


Mark emerged from the kitchen carrying a large pan of the delicious mixture of saffron rice, meat, seafood and vegetables. Adam followed with another bottle of wine. The slaves knelt beside their mistresses. Maya heaped her plate with more than she could possibly eat and urged Joan to do the same. The two women ate their fill, leaving about half of what they had taken. The Maya laid her plate on the floor in front of Mark and he bent over to eat it as a dog would. Joan followed suit and Adam stooped over to have his meal. The women finished off the wine and looked at each other with, each with a gleam in her eye. Maya gave instructions to Mark.


"Darling, have Adam help you with getting out the mat and moving the coffee table. We're going to fuck you now. Won't you like that?"


The two slaves hastened to prepare for their fucking, moving the heavy coffee table off of Maya's elegant Persian rug. Mark reached under the sofa and pulled out a large yoga mat that matched the size of the rug and Adam helped him roll it out. Joan and Maya settled themselves onto the sofa and the slaves knelt facing them. Maya got things started.


"Fetch our cocks boys."


Adam picked up the box holding Joan's cock from the coffee table and knelt again holding it. Mark had to go to the bedroom to fetch Maya's. He returned to kneel beside Adam. Both slaves trembled in their anticipation holding the cocks out in offering to their mistresses. Then Maya slapped her forehead.


"Oh forgetful me! Boys. Put those cocks down for now.  Mark! Go get the collar!"


Mark went to a closet door by the kitchen and returned holding a curious device. It was two black leather collars joined together by a strap. He knelt and held it out to Maya. Joan looked at it both puzzled and fascinated.


"I'm so sorry Joan. I almost forgot about this. You've never had two slaves available before so you've never had a chance to enjoy two tongues at once. We call it TTAO.  Boys! Kneel facing each other now and close together."


The two slaves obeyed and strapped a collar around each neck so they were bound chin to chin. She had them sidle across the mat until the knelt next to the couch.


"Just settle yourself down between their faces Joan. Prop one foot up on the couch. Let Adam take the rear. Mark is really good at the front."


Joan stepped over and raised a leg over Adam's head and planted her foot on the couch, pressing her crotch over the faces of the two slaves. She rolled her hips to get Adams face deep between her cheeks and bury Mark's face deep in her wet cunt. Both slaves knew their duties and she felt the tongues turn to their work. Adam rimmed her with his familiar passion and Mark started by teasing her pussy. Shivers of purest delight ran through her as her woman parts were caressed everywhere and all at once in a way no one slave alone could ever manage. She grabbed the hair of each in a fierce grip and ground herself against their faces to urge them on. Adam probed deeper and wriggled his tongue with abandon and Mark went to her clit to set her off. She came with a shriek of ecstasy and felt her legs go wobbly. But Maya took hold of her shoulders to steady her and she felt Mark's tongue in a feather's touch on her clit. It set her off again and again while Adam kept to his rimming. She kept coming until her bones seemed to melt and Maya eased her down onto the couch to lie in a daze.


Then while Joan enjoyed her afterglow and recovered Maya took her turn. She reversed the slaves and had Adam serve her pussy and Mark her anus. Joan watched, fascinated, and felt her lust building once again even after her multiple climax. Maya started coming and Joan returned her favor by standing up to support her while she enjoyed her ecstasy and went all to jelly, collapsing onto the couch. The two women just sat for a while, each propped in a corner of the sofa and the slaves knelt patiently, awaiting their next wish. Then it was time for the cocks.


"Joan. Would you mind doing Adam first? May I watch? It will help me get horned up again. Mark, come over here out of the way."


"Of course Maya. Adam! Come here and get my cock on me."


Joan stood and Adam knee walked to her, opened the box, lubed the bulbs that would be inserted in Joan and tenderly installed her mock member. Joan first had him kneel before her in the center of the mat with her member jutting before his face. He eyed it with mingled fear and longing.


"A blow job first Adam! Come on! Suck it!"


Adam gulped down her cock with a hunger, wrapped his hands around her hips and took it full down the throat until his nose was buried in her bush. He held that way for a while inhaling deeply through his nose, drinking in her musk, until his love for her and longing to please overcame him and he went to full length strokes up and down her shaft. Joan cried out.


"The button Adam!" He found the switch under the balls and pressed it, heard Joan gasp as the vibrations commenced. She grabbed his hair in both hands and throat fucked him, brutish as her lust mounted. Orgasm surged through her; one great burst of animal pleasure that made her legs fail her. Adam held her tight with the cock still full down his gullet until she regained her balance. Joan heard Maya's approving "Bravo!"


Joan stood with the vibrator still pulsing within her and with a gesture ordered Adam to assume the position. It seemed so natural to both of them even though it was just her second time taking him. She lubed her cock with the jelly and smeared a dollop on Adam's orifice as well, then positioned herself for the entering thrust, standing with his behind between her knees, aligning the cock with his hole. She drove downward and the shaft disappeared into Adam bringing a cry of pain and soft sobbing at her invasion of his near virgin vortex. She drew back and plunged to the depths again. Adam whimpered but there was a hint of pleasure in the sound of it and after half a dozen thrusts he was rocking and grinding in answer to her rutting, fast approaching the spasms of delight that would be his unmanning. A wave of hot sharp pleasure coursed from his rectum through cock and balls and he gave his cry of helpless surrender as thick creamy spurts of his semen splattered over the mat below him.


Joan was triggered and passed into a rutting frenzy, digging her sharp nails into the skin of his hips to get a grip. Small trickles of blood ran down where his skin broke. The mat gave her fine footing and she used it to advantage, ravaging him until her lust expended itself and she rode him to the floor. When her legs firmed she stood, switched off the dildo and ordered Adam to his knees to suck it clean. Maya outright cheered.


"Incredible Joan! And only your second time! You two are the loveliest couple I've met in years."


She pointed to the puddle of cum on the mat.


"But look Mark. Adam made a bit of a mess on the mat. Lick it up please and then I'll fuck you!"


Mark stooped to lick up the cum without the least hesitation, unquestioning obedience deeply ingrained in him. Then Maya had him install her cock and took her turn while Joan watched from the couch with Adam lying prone before her licking her feet. When Maya had satisfied herself, she joined Joan on the couch and set Mark to work on her feet as well. The women had some more wine and chatted awhile until they were rekindled. Then there was a free for all on the mat, each slave being ravaged by each mistress and each slave taking one cock up the ass and one down the throat at once on hands and knees between the mistresses. They continued until both Joan and Maya were fully sated and each slave had every drop of cum fucked out of him. Then it was time to relax and talk a bit more as Maya had much to discuss with Joan about her relationship with Adam.


She invited Joan to come to a small and very private circular room that opened off the great room. The slaves followed on hands and knees. The room was softly lit and strangely furnished. Six odd looking leather upholstered pieces were arranged in a circle around a high circular wooden table on which a bottle of wine and two glasses waited. They had a horse-like appearance. Joan looked around puzzled and Maya explained and demonstrated. She settled over one of the horses with her knees resting on cushions along the sides and her torso resting on the upward angled body of the horse while she straddled a saddle shaped cushion at the rear which served to elevate and extend her behind. Then she snapped her fingers and the purpose of the horse became clear as Mark crawled over to press his face between her lovely cheeks and begin to rim her.


"Aren't they lovely Joan? They allow one to relax in complete comfort and enjoy rimming. Sometimes I keep him busy there for hours while I read or just listen to music. I'd like to sequester the boys now if you don't mind because we will be talking about things Adam need not hear right now."


Joan was both intrigued and curious. "Please do."


"Very well Joan. Mount up and I'll see to the headgear." She dismounted and went to a cabinet along the wall and took out the devices that would blind and deafen the slaves and put one on each. Mark remained where he was. Joan had settled in comfortably and Maya guided Adam over to her and pressed his face into Joan's crevice. He knew his duty well and began to rim her tenderly. Joan found the horse sumptuously comfortable and the attentions of Adam's loving tongue soon brought on a feeling of sweetest contentment. Maya opened the wine and poured. Then she remounted her horse and reached back to press Mark's face between her cheeks and sighed as his tongue went to its worshipful duty. Maya spoke to Joan.


"Now Joan, I mentioned three more tests Adam must pass before your love for him can come out to the fullest. First, he must not only drink from you but eat from you as well. I think you know what I mean. It may be shocking but it's necessary. And if he really loves you he'll show a hunger for it once he gets a taste."


"Second, Adam must understand and accept that he is yours exclusively and may only give his attentions to other women when you give permission while you, on the other hand, may have sex with anyone you please at any time and in any way. I don't know if you have felt it yet but even women like us get a hankering for some real cock every once in a while. When I get that urge I get it bad. I need size and I need more than one to satisfy me. I love having a cock in me everywhere one can go and all at once. I've got three men who help me out with this. They're hung like stallions and I wear the poor boys out when we get together. I invite them over and make Mark watch. They can barely walk when they leave. Then poor dear Mark has to clean things up for me if you know what I mean. Slaves must know their place. And you must make it clear to Adam that he will be banished from your life if he fails you in either of these tests and be ready to part with him."


"Third, Adam must prove he is willing to sacrifice anything for you on any whim that might take you. This will be the final and crucial test. You must tell him you want to castrate him. If he makes so bold as to ask why you tell him anything you want or say "just because" and that he is your slave and if he really loves you he will surrender his balls just to make you happy. It has been found that most slaves who have reached this point in the process have obedience and submission ingrained in them sufficiently that they will go so far as to let their mistresses tie them down to the bed or dining room table. There is a certain kind of knife and some special instruments used to perform the procedure. You can borrow mine when the time comes. Once he has been prepared for the cut that will unman him you hold the blade before his eyes, then move it down and hold it against his sack so he can feel it there. This will be the moment of truth. If he begs you to spare his balls you cut him and if he begs you to take them you spare him."


Joan was wide eyed in mingled shock, confusion and excitement. She expressed these feeling to Maya.


"I want it Maya. I want what you have with Mark. I want to love Adam with all my heart and know his love for me is absolute. The first thing is extreme but I'm pretty sure Adam loves me at least that much. The second test sounds exciting. Come to think of it some cock would hit the spot. I've lost interest in Adam's now that mine is bigger than his. It might take three big ones to service me properly. But the last test, I just don't know..."


"That's the scary one for all women like us Joan. But without it you will never achieve the Plane of Polarity. It's like ascending a stairway and you have taken so many of the steps already. You could keep Adam for years or forever but there would always be something lacking. You will never have the fulfillment reaching the Plane gives you.  And on the subject of "women like us:" Once you have reached the Plane you will become eligible to join a very select group of women who have done likewise. There is a community, a network of such women. Membership has pleasures and privileges you can't imagine. And you will no longer be alone in the world. In any crisis in your life the members will rally to your support and spare nothing to help you."


"You may be wondering what to do if Adam fails you and you have to cut him. No worries on that. Just give me a call and I and some members will come to take matters in hand. You should know that Mark was my third try at reaching the Plane. I had to cut two other slaves before him. It was hard starting all over from scratch with new slaves three times but in the end it was worth it."


"There is a place for the eunuchs who fail their mistresses. The community has a large compound on a remote and beautiful island in the Caribbean. It's something like a resort and convention center in one. Members vacation there and social gatherings are held. And there are weeklong retreats when all the members gather. There are pleasures you could only dream of before Joan. The grounds need constant maintenance and there are orchards of fruit trees and fields of crops that supply the kitchens. Eunuchs are put to labor there. Once slaves have reached but failed their final test obedience and submission are still deeply ingrained in them and they become docile and make good slave laborers. You would, of course, be given fair compensation for Adam since he is your property."


"So Joan, are you equal to the challenge? I sense strongly you have it in you and also that Adam might well be a first-time success."


Joan took a deep breath. "Yes! Yes, I am!"


"Excellent! Now verification of the tests will be required either by someone bearing personal witness or by way of perhaps videos."


"No problem there. I've had cameras in my house to monitor Adam for a long time. Tomorrow morning it will be the first test."


Both women had their slaves bring them to orgasm with their tongues one last time. Then Joan and Adam went home to bed. Adam laid his head across her lap and drifted of, exhausted from the long evening. But Joan lay awake for a while unable to sleep due to mingled excitement and anxiety. The thought of finally bringing their relationship to its epiphany was thrilling enough. But even more so was the prospect of joining a group of women like herself, women who would understand and support her. Already she loved Maya like a sister and she knew she could make many more such friends. She resolved to not delay the process before her but to accelerate it.  


Still she lay awake longer, anxious over what the morning would bring. Nature would take its course and she would see if Adam loved her enough to take everything that came from her. She fell asleep but woke a bit late and roused Adam to give him his morning drink and have him serve her. Adam prepared breakfast in bed for her and, as usual, after her second cup of coffee nature called. Adam was kneeling by the bedside in attendance as always. Joan took a deep breath and gave the command.


"Adam! Go in the bathroom and lie on your back on the floor. Now please!"


His obedience was instant as always. He crawled into the bathroom and laid himself on the tile floor. Joan hesitated for a long moment, gathering her nerves but the call was growing stronger by the second. She was naked as always when in bed and she rose and entered the bathroom where Adam lay face up. She stood with his head between her feet and looked down at him. He had drunk from her many times from this position. Joan squatted down, had him open his mouth and gave him a small drink. Then she pressed her anus to his lips and told him to lick her. Her anxiety tied things up in her but just the tip of what was to come from within her slipped out regardless. Adam drew back in surprise but seemingly not in revulsion.


"Adam! Will you open your mouth for me? Will you take it? I need this darling. I need to know if you love me enough."


"Yes! Please! I've been wanting to for so long but I was afraid to ask!"


Her joy and relief brought relaxation. Adam accepted her offering with a hunger that thrilled her heart and then gave her orifice a tender and thorough cleaning. She walked on air over to where her phone lay on the nightstand to see if the bathroom camera had caught the act and it had. She quickly texted the video to Maya who called minutes later with heartfelt congratulations. Then she texted Joan the phone numbers of the three studs who would help her cuckold Adam. She decided to meet them in a hotel room first and made reservations for the next evening after work. She called Adam that next day to tell him she would be "working late."


Joan waited naked on the bed in the room burning in anticipation. There was a knock on the door and she called for them to come in, having left a room key at the front desk for them. Three tall muscular men entered the room, two of them white and one black. Without having to be told they stripped naked and stood in line with long dicks dangling limp at first. But a sluttish lust came to Joan and she went to her knees before the first man in line, taking cock in mouth, hardening him with lascivious caresses. She went to the second and then the third until all three stood jutting. She stood walked back and forth before them like a drill sergeant inspecting the troops with a lewd glean in her eyes as she drank in the sight of the three big members that were to service her. Each was a good foot long and thick in its diameter.


She took the hand of the black man and pulled him toward the bed and had him lie across it on his back, mounted him on hands and knees and enveloped his big member in her vagina. Then she raised her ass in offering to the two who still stood there and one of them mounted her from behind and pressed the tip of his big shaft against her orifice. She backed herself up and ground her hips against it to urge him on and he thrust forward, entering her deep, bringing some pain to her from his size but she welcomed it and backed herself up the more until she was impaled to her depths. The third man seemed to know what was expected and came around the other side of the bed to kneel before her face and offer his pulsing dick to her mouth. Joan opened wide and took it deep, caressing its length with lips and tongue.


A crazed desire came over her as she felt her every hole filled with a cock and then the three studs fell to rutting. The cocks went in and out of her in wild staccato rhythm, alternately in her pussy, rectum and deep down her gullet. But just a scant minute sufficed for the three studs to give forth their first loads of cum. She felt the big shafts pulsing within her and heard their animal grunts of satisfaction. The man down her throat pumped his plenty straight down into her hungry belly. Joan came hard and all four of them collapsed on the bed.


After catching her breath Joan had the men line up again and went to her knees to suck and stiffen each in his turn so matters could continue. Then they resumed position on the bed with each stud taking a different hole and the rutting commenced again. They lasted much longer this time, launching Joan into a prolonged orgasmic sequence, her wild cries of animal pleasure muffled by the big black dick down her throat. The black man came heavily with just his tip in her mouth and she let him fill it, relishing its rich taste before she swallowed it down. Orgasms kept coming and now she gave full voice to her ecstasy with her mouth free of the cock. The two others spurted their seed into her and collapsed again.


Joan lined them up for a third round. Her sucking took longer to harden them but each was stiffened in his turn. The third fucking lasted even longer, much to Joan's mad delight and one by one the men finished, the last to come pumping his final load into her rectum. Then all three rolled onto the bed or floor and she could see they were spent and drained of every drop. When the recovered she dismissed them and it was time to go home to Adam. She felt the semen filling her rectum and oozing from her vagina, running down the insides of her thighs. Adam would have much to clean up when she arrived and she wondered how he would take it and if he would fail in his love for her.
She called him and told him to have dinner ready.


When she came home Adam had dinner on the table and was on his knees before her chair ready to welcome her home by serving her. She had him help her undress as usual and settled into the chair with legs parted. He leaned in to lick her but recoiled at the sight of the creamy ooze spilling from her cavern. He drew back in shock.


"Adam! What's the matter with you. Come on! Lick me. Did you forget how?"


"No but...


"But what?"


"Well it looks like there's cum in you!"


"So what? I went out and did some fucking after work. Is that a reason not to eat my pussy when I tell you to?"


"Do I have to? Now?"


"Yes! Now! You eat it like I serve it to you boy. If I decide I want some cock I'm going to have it and you'll clean me up afterward do you understand?"


Tears came to his eyes but he leaned in once again and began to lap at her soiled cunt, albeit with hesitation. Joan softened her tone upon his obedience.


"Darling, you must understand I have certain needs from time to time. I've come to find you cock inadequate to meet them. I did it with three men tonight, all of them quite well endowed and they were able to satisfy me. I'll be doing this from time to time and you will need to get used to it. Do you love me enough to accept this Adam?" She took his hair and raised his head so he looked into her eyes. He just nodded and returned to his work, now licking the smears from between her thighs as her vagina had emptied out.


When he had cleaned up every trace there she had him lie on his back and positioned her anus above his lips, commanding him to open. He obeyed and she let the big slug of hoarded cum slip from her anus into his mouth. He swallowed it without having to be told.


But after he finished Joan felt disappointment and anger at his initial hesitation and she was unsure if the rite of passage had been truly consummated. She decided Adam had to repeat the act once more without reluctance. And punishment was in order as well and she could attend to that immediately. She sat in her chair and made Adam kneel before her.


"Adam! I know you submitted in the end but I find your hesitation and reluctance, your questioning of me, to be entirely unacceptable. You will go to the hedge now and cut a switch and take your punishment. And above all you will not come tonight. I've been satisfied well enough already and you are unworthy of my cock until you show the requisite obedience. Now go!"


With tears trickling down Adam went to the back yard and returned with a hefty switch. He cut a bigger one than the others before to show his contrition. Joan hefted it with satisfaction and made him stand to take his strokes to the cock and balls. She struck with cruel and righteous force, putting him to the floor in agony, then had him bend over so she could put the cane to his tender ass, not stopping despite his sobs and pleading until the skin split and blood trickled down. She tossed the switch to the floor and told him he would not share her bed that night but had to sleep there on the rug, naked and without covers.


Joan lay awake for wondering how to resolve the issue and a plan formed in her mind. Adam would have to endure far greater degradation and humiliation now if he was to prove his love. She finally slept and in the morning her needs returned and she summoned Adam to the bed to have his morning drink and serve her so she could start her day. Later at work she sent three quick texts. She felt anxiety throughout the day, wondering if Adam would fail her again. At day's end she went home to find everything in order and a very special meal prepared. Adam helped her undress and served her with worshipful tongue and she felt the depth of his penitence. But it was not enough.


After dinner Joan went back to her chair and had him lick her feet to relax her. Then the doorbell rang. She sent Adam to answer the door. He opened it and stepped back with eyes wide as the three big men entered. He just stood staring as Joan invited them to come in and sit on the couch. She ordered Adam to kneel once more in the center of the rug.


"Adam. I'd like you to meet three new friends of mine. They're going to do for me now what you cannot. Go ahead boys! Strip and let's get down to business!"


The three men shed their clothes and stood in line shoulder to shoulder before the couch with big limp dicks dangling. Joan went to her knees and sucked each in his turn until the big shafts jutted. She turned to face Adam, still on her knees and grabbed a cock in each hand, looking at him with disdain.


"Look at these Adam! These are cocks that can satisfy me, unlike that little cocktail frank you have down there. Now you're going to watch as they service me and when the time comes you will do your duty and clean me up."


She turned and shoved the black man down so he sat on the couch and mounted his cock, enfolding it in her vagina with a moan of delighted anticipation. One of the other men impaled her anally while the third went behind the couch and offered his big dick to Joan's ravenous mouth. The rutting commenced and after a couple of minutes, as if on cue, all three men grunted in pleasure and spurted their cream into each of Joan's orifices. Instead of swallowing the load in her mouth she kept it there. The men withdrew their cocks and Joan turned to Adam. With a gesture she bade him lie on his back and first leaned over and placed her filled mouth just above his. She hooked a finger on his jaw and tugged to let him know he should open. When he did she lowered herself so they were mouth to mouth and she spilled the load from hers into his. She felt relief when he accepted and swallowed without the slightest pause.


Then Joan squatted so her cunt hovered just above Adam's mouth. She looked up at the men with a cruel gleam in her eye and found them to be watching with amused looks on their faces. She lowered herself to within reach of Adam's tongue. The semen clung in gobs


The it was back to the couch for the second round and the clean-up was repeated. Before they finished the round robin the black man asked Joan if they should fuck Adam as well. But she shook her head.


"No guys. I couldn't waste your cocks on him. I want them for myself. But let's finish up here and I'll show you something."


The third round of fucking took longest. The men had to rut themselves to near exhaustion in order to come and Joan had the benefit of long rolling orgasmic sequences before they finally expended themselves. Adam cleaned up once again without hesitation and then Joan sent him off to the bedroom to fetch her cock and had him roll out the rubber mat that was kept under the couch. Even after the prolonged servicing she still felt an itch and she sensed this crowning humiliation of Adam would soothe it. While the men laughed and whooped and applauded she made Adam her bitch and took her final satisfaction when he spurted his cum onto the mat and cried out his thanks to her. After he licked up his cum she dismissed the studs for the evening but first made a standing appointment for them to come over and service her once a month.


Joan was unsure if Adam's first failure was somehow disqualifying so she emailed the videos from the last two nights to Maya. To her relief Maya told her Adam had passed this stage in the process and only the final and most difficult and scary test remained. Maya invited Joan over to her house the next evening for some final coaching. She also had to demonstrate how the instruments of unmanning were to be used in the event they were needed. The instruments were in a finely crafted wooden box. Maya and Joan sat on the couch and Maya laid out the tools and explained the use of each. Joan just sat staring with eyes wide in mingled fear and excitement.


"Use these manacles to tie him down Joan. I think the dining room table would be best. You can bind a wrist or ankle to each leg. Then you put this clamp on his scrotum. It will prevent excessive bleeding. Last but not least here is the knife. It's single edged and razor sharp. But see the teeth on the back side of the blade? I'll get to those in a minute. If, Goddess forbid, you must use the knife just grab the balls and pull them out, stretch the sack as far as you can. One quick slice will sever the scrotum but make sure you leave enough skin hanging that you can use this surgical stapler to close the wound. After you staple him up give me a call and some women will come to pick him up and take him away. They will also prepare a special treat for you, but we'll let that be a secret for now. The next day there will be an electronic transfer of $25,000 to the account of your choice and Adam will begin his life as a slave on the island.


"I had to get the most pessimistic scenario out of the way. It's strange to give such detailed instructions for something all the while hoping it will never happen. Now as to those teeth on the back of the blade. If Adam passes his test and begs you to take his balls you still stretch his sack out and pass those teeth across it. The teeth are dull and can do no harm but they will give him the sensation of being cut. He'll surely break down into tears but then you remove the clamp and give his balls a tender squeeze to let him know they are still there. This will give you a taste of the thrill that goes with actually castrating a man. When my two previous slaves failed me, I felt an anger and disappointment and making the cut gave me great satisfaction. And I must tell you I have castrated several other men under quite different circumstances. The are some males for whom castration is the only solution. You'll find out more about this later."


"You look worried Joan. That's normal. I felt the same each time and there's no describing the relief and happiness I felt when Mark passed his ultimate test. But please try not to worry. I sensed something about Adam when he served me. I'm quite confident he'll pass with flying colors and you'll begin a whole new phase of your life together."


The two women hugged and Joan went home with the box of instruments. She fought the temptation to delay matters until the following night. It would be best to just get it over with one way or another. Adam was waiting on his knees before her chair and she had him undress her and serve her to a couple of orgasms to calm her nerves. Then she had him resume his place on his knees and took a deep breath.


"Adam, something has been bothering me lately. I get the feeling you're being selfish, only thinking of your own pleasure, and it's detracting from mine. Your selfish desires create a distraction and we both know the source of it. It's your balls that generate your lust and if they are removed I believe the problem will be solved. Then you can give your full attention to my pleasure."


Adam turned pale and broke out in a sweat. He knelt there trembling with eyes cast down.


"It's a very simple question I have to ask Adam. Do you love me enough to make this sacrifice for me? If you do we can still live together forever and be very happy. But if you don't love me enough you will break my heart and I will have to ask you to leave. I just can't settle for anything else but absolute unselfish love. You have done everything for me to prove your love up until now. This final sacrifice will make it all complete. So, what will it be Adam?"


Tears trickled down his face, mingling with the sweat of his fear but after a long moment he raised his eyes to her.


"Yes mistress. Please take them if you want them. I couldn't bear to live without you!"


"Very well Adam. Clear of the dining room table and lie down on it, face up."


Adam obeyed, though his hands shook and he nearly dropped the fine vase that was the tables centerpiece. He laid himself out spread eagled and Joan attached the manacles so he was bound helpless and at her mercy. She fastened the clamp on tight and held the cruel knife before Adam's eyes. Her heart hammered in her chest and she tried not to show her own fear.


"Are you sure Adam? Do you love me enough? Tell me now!"


"Yes mistress! Please! Take them! I only want you to be happy! I'm so sorry I've been selfish!"


Joan lowered the knife from Adam's range of vision and reversed it so the dull harmless teeth were poised against Adam's stretched out sack. She grabbed his scrotum and pulled hard, hard enough to make it hurt and draw a whimper from him. He looked up and saw her arm move from right to left as she passed the blade over his tender skin. A scream was torn from him that tailed off into despairing sobs. Joan's heart melted and she released the clamp and took his balls in a tender grip. She leaned down and kissed him deep.


"Darling! It's OK. They're still there! Can you feel them? It was all just a test. Here, let me untie you."


Adam still sobbed but in mingled relief and confusion. Joan took him by the hand and led him back to the living room to kneel at her feet again. She sat down but then leaned over to cradle his head against her breasts.


"Don't cry my love. It's all over now. And now I can say that word, the one that's been trying to come out of me ever since we met. I love you Adam! I've loved you from the first moment I felt your sweet tongue on me. But a woman like me needs assurances before she can give her love without reservation. But you've proven to me there's no sacrifice too great for you to make it for the sake of my happiness. And I want those lovely balls of yours to be there in their sack where they belong forever. You haven't been selfish darling. I love the passion your balls give you. You wouldn't be a bit of fun without them!"


She felt Adam relax in her arms and knew his terror had passed. She pressed him down so his face was between her thighs and inches from her pussy. She felt a desire the like of which she had not since the first time he had tasted her. Adam strained forward extending his tongue but she held him back for a moment.


"Yes sweetheart. I'll want you to give me pleasure soon. But let's take a moment to remember what it was like that first time. I never knew what an orgasm was until that moment. And even to this day sometimes nothing hits the spot like that loving tongue of yours. Do it now!"


With a sigh from the depths of his soul Adam set his tongue to its worshipful duty and within a scant minute the earth rocked beneath Joan as a surge of supernal ecstasy swept away all doubt and fear and sealed the bond of love between them for all time.


After her first orgasm Joan made Adam continue, having him go down to her bottom hole and rim until she could bear no more and then slip his finger in where his tongue had been and use that feather's touch of his tongue on her clit, bringing wave upon orgasmic wave until she was sated. Then she emailed the video of Adam's surrender to Maya and called her. Her tone of voice was languid and giddy, betraying her joy and delight and Maya knew what had happened without having to be told or see the video.


"Joan! I'm so happy for you! I knew things would be fine. Now do come over tomorrow night. I'll be inviting some friends and we'll have a girl party. But please bring Adam along. He needs to make a social debut of sorts. My friends will want to meet him and above all you. Make it around six. We'll want to get everything ready before the guests arrive and there are some things to talk about beforehand. And don't forget to bring your cock!"


Joan arrived promptly at six with Adam in tow. Maya greeted them at the front door and hugged both of them. She was resplendently nude. Joan saw that one of the armchairs from the living room had been placed in the spacious foyer a few feet from the door. A pair of hand cuffs lay on it and mounted in the floor in front of it was an iron ring with a short chain attached that ended in a short wide leather loop with laces similar to those on shoes. Joan gave Maya a quizzical look.


"Oh yes Joan. My guests will be arriving one by one starting at about seven. It will be Adam's job to greet each one and welcome her to the party. Let's get him ready. He should undress and kneel in front of the chair."


Joan just looked at Adam and no words were needed. He stripped and knelt with the chain between his knees. Maya stooped and slipped his balls through the leather loop and pulled the laces tight, stretching his sack until it was tight and shiny. There was another strap she snugged up between his balls so they were parted and stretched all the more, soon turning purple like ripe plums. Then she cuffed his hands behind his back, while explaining to Joan that this precaution was needed because slaves had been known to touch themselves and come and ruin the evening. Joan undressed as well, feeling a thrill at the soft caress of the air on her naked skin. Her nipples hardened. She left the box containing her cock on the credenza in the foyer.


"The door will be open Joan and my friends can just come in when they arrive. They will undress and settle into the chair. I think Adam will know what to do. Now let's go to the living room and have a bit of wine while we wait."


But Joan bent over Adam first and took him by the hair, pulled his face close to hers. She wanted to be sure Adam understood how important this occasion was to her.


"Adam. I'll expect every woman who comes through that door to be served as you would me. If each one isn't smiling and glowing when she comes to the living room I'll be very upset. And make sure you go down to the bottom for all of them. I want to hear it when they come!"


When they got to the living room Joan saw the furnishings had been changed. The couch and armchairs had been replaced by an enormous U shaped black leather sectional sofa. The coffee table remained in the center. Numerous bottles of wine, glasses and bowls of snacks were on it. Maya explained. 


"I store this away most of the time but when I have a lot of guests I make Mark rearrange the furniture to accommodate them. Come have a seat and we'll talk. There are some things you need to know before the guests arrive."


The two women sat down in the center of the base of the U and Maya continued.


"Tonight Joan, you will be welcomed into a select community of women. As I've said before there is a bond of sisterhood between all who belong. There are many privileges but there are also obligations. A member must be ready to come the aid of any other member without hesitation or limit, especially in cases of conflict with men. We are a united front against that certain kind of male with which you are no doubt familiar."


"Yes Maya, I know exactly the type. And I know I can be of help there. I'm quite a good lawyer if I say so myself and I know how to go for the balls as you might say."


"I'm sure your help will be needed and much appreciated Joan. But we sisters go for the balls literally as well as figuratively. But more on that later. Tonight, is also special for Adam because his enslavement will be brought to its culmination. He will greet the guests as they arrive by serving them and when all are assembled he will see to their needs as they arise during the party. In the course of this he will ingest the essences of womanhood in mass quantity and achieve his ultimate destiny, which is to come to love not only you, his mistress, but all women of the community. There is universal sharing among us Joan. Of course, the permission of the slave's mistress is required but it is always given. And you, of course are free to enjoy any slave who tickles your fancy as well. Can you accept this Joan?"


"Without a second thought Maya. This is a dream I've never dared to dream."


Then they heard the front door open and close and words spoken though they were unintelligible. Maya just looked at Joan and smiled.


"Excellent Joan. And at the end of the evening there will be a little ceremony and you'll need this small gift I've gotten you in honor of the occasion."


Joan hadn't noticed the small gift-wrapped box that lay on the coffee table. Maya handed it to her and gave her a hug. She opened the package to find a lovely gold ring suitably made for the piercing of Adam's cock. There was also a fine golden chain that could be clipped on to the ring for use as a leash to lead him by. She gasped and tears of joy trickled down as she thanked Maya profusely and hugged her in return. Just then they heard a wild shriek of purest pleasure from the foyer. A couple of minutes later there was another and moments after that a tall and statuesque golden-haired woman entered the living room. She was naked, her gait was languid, her legs unsteady and the vapid smile on her face told the tale. Maya rose and greeted the woman with a bear hug.


"Erica! How nice to see you. Come and meet Joan, the guest of honor tonight!"


Joan stood up as well and hugged Erica.


"Wonderful to meet you! I trust Adam's service was satisfactory?"


Erica spoke in a German accent. "Exquisite my dear. I hope I can get enough of him tonight. There will be so many to share him with!"


While Joan and Maya chatted in the living room Adam knelt before the chair in mingled excitement and fear of failing his mistress. Suddenly the door opened and a tall woman with long flowing golden hair entered. She wore a long black leather coat and knee high boots. She shed the coat, revealing her nudity beneath. Her body was the image of a goddess, voluptuous, with full firm heavy breasts, wide shapely hips, comely thighs.


She hung the coat from a hook by the door and also slipped from the boots. Animal naked she settled into the chair and draped her ankles over the arms. She barely looked at Adam, seeming to take him utterly for grant, just reached out with both hands to take his head between them and press his face deep into the reddish golden thicket at her loins. The scent of her brought inebriation and surrender and he put his tongue to the lush wetness with worshipful hunger. She guided him wordlessly to her cavern and rolled her hips, urging him to lap up the thick juice that flowed heavily from it. He plunged his tongue in deep and scooped it in, his hunger for it seeming to grow with each mouthful. His lapping and probing peaked her arousal and she used her fingers to part her inner folds and pushed his head back so he could see her swollen pink berry. Just a few wriggling touches of his tongue sufficed and those lovely strong thighs clenched on his head as orgasm rocked her. She shrieked in her ecstasy and gushed his mouth to overflowing with the juice of her pleasure. He gulped it down with a thirst.


She finished with a deep earthy sigh but Adam recalled Joan's words and knew his work was not yet done. He went down low to find the pinkish vortex at her bottom and caressed it with a lapping tongue. He felt her orifice open slightly to accept his offering and he plunged his tongue as deep as it would go, wriggled, and slithered it with all his might. Joan's rigorous training served him well as his tongue knew no fatigue and soon drove her once again to the heights of arousal. A two-handed upward tug on his hair gave him to know her readiness and he put tongue to her with abandon. Half a minute sufficed. Those thighs clamped him once again in their satin grip, she gave an animal cry, gushed, and went limp, her feet hitting the floor, her body trembling softly as she caressed his head and tousled his hair. Then she took a deep breath, sat up straight, took his face between her hands and kissed him on the forehead before rising to walk toward the living room on rubbery legs.


The next woman through the door just a few minutes later was a petite woman of Asian extraction wearing a floral silk coat and matching slippers. She too was naked beneath and settled into the chair before Adam to offer her soft raven-haired pussy to his lips. She too had him partake heavily of rich ooze from her vagina and then twice flooded his mouth with her salty sweet cum before half staggering off to join the others.


So the procession of women went, ten in all. Each was different, all ages, races shapes and sizes represented, one a chocolate brown beauty of India, another gray haired, regal, yet lustful as any, a hefty black woman named Tessie who nearly smothered him senseless in the clutch of her massive thighs when she passed into the throes of orgasm. The rest were mostly a blur, just rampant, ravenous pussies of different colors and shapes presented to him one after another. He was vaguely aware that some of the women were not even attractive in the conventional way but were more plain and earthy, full of figure. But he serviced each with equal passion, finishing one then hungering for the next.


Joan sat in her place of honor at the center of the couch her heart swelling with pride and feeling relief as one by one the women entered the room giddy and on wobbly legs after Adam's servicing. All greeted her with warm hugs and praise for Adam's attentions. When all the guests were settled in comfortably Maya went to the foyer to fetch Adam. She led him into the room by the short chain that hung from his stretched-out balls but she had removed the handcuffs. Maya had Adam pour a glass of wine for each of the guests and then made him kneel at the open end of the coffee table ready to do his duty upon command. The women fell to naughty talk as the wine took effect and before long Erica snapped her fingers to get Adam's attention, raised and parted her legs and pointed to her pussy. Her wishes could not have been clearer and Adam made his way to her on hands and knees and pressed his face into her waiting cunt. After she came she had him refill her glass of wine and by then another woman gave the signal.


So it went for hours, Adam by turns pouring wine, fetching snacks, and going down to serve pleasure. And each woman at least once gave him a golden fountain to drink from. He serviced Joan along with the others but barely recognized her in the profusion of pussy in which he wallowed. At length all the women were sated and soused into contentment and Maya, as hostess, announced that the final stages of the festivities were to begin.


"Friends! Sisters! I think we've all enjoyed ourselves tonight in rare form. First let's hear it for our Adam, our slave on duty tonight, who is making his debut with his mistress Joan. What do you all have to say?"


Approval of Adam's service was unanimous expressed in a standing ovation, whoops and cheers by the tipsy women. Maya went on.


"Then, without further ado it's time for the implanting of Adam's ring. Mistress Joan has surely earned the honor through her fine training of him, don't all agree?"


Once again there was a standing ovation.


"Very well then! Adam! Clear off the coffee table and wipe it down!"


Adam obeyed, clearing away bottles glasses and bowls, carrying them to the kitchen and finally returning with a damp cloth to wipe the able. The table was large, some three feet wide and six long. Its top was a polished slab of black granite. Maya spoke again.


"Adam! There's some rope in the broom closet. Go fetch it please!"


Adam went to the closet and came back with a long length of clothesline.


"Okay girls! Tie him down!"


Joan watched with her heart pounding as four women seized Adam bodily, laid him face up on the table and held him while others went to work with the rope. Soon he was bound, spread eagled and helpless. A ball gag was strapped into his mouth.  Maya turned to Joan. She held the ring and a special pair of pliers that would be used to implant it.


"Joan dear, seat yourself on Adam's chest so you're within reach of his cock and I'll help you with the procedure." Joan mounted Adam, straddling him. Maya gave instructions.


"Feel his cock Joan so you can get a good idea where to make the piercing."


Adam was erect with a rare stiffness and his balls ached like seldom before as well. Joan grasped his cock and felt over his tip with her fingers. Maya continued.


"Now can you feel where the hard part of the cock ends? There's still plenty of soft tissue between there and the very tip. That's where you want to make the piecing."


She held up the ring so Joan could see it and demonstrated its use.


"Notice this joint in the ring that locks together? It opens if you twist the ring. See the sharp points at the ends once you open the ring? They will pierce the flesh. You set the ring into this pliers thus and use it to spread the ring wide enough to get the cock's tip into the gap between the points. Position the points at the spot where you want to make the piercing and squeeze. The interlocking joint will snap tight shut once the points come together. It will hurt Adam but he must feel the pain of it so he will always remember the moment you took final ownership of him. Later we can numb his cock tip with a local anesthetic. The poor dear ought not suffer needlessly."


Joan's hands shook at first as she grasped the pliers and she wondered if she could perform the delicate procedure herself. But Maya helped her with words of encouragement and some breathing exercises that steadied her. With one hand she felt Adam's tip for the right spot, positioned the ring's points there and squeezed. The sharpened ends went in smoothly. Adam gave out a cry that was muffled by the gag as the points bit in. He writhed but the strong arms of several women held him still until there was a soft click and the ring's joint snapped together. There was a trickle of blood. Maya handed Joan a small jar of soothing balm that would numb the wound and stop the bleeding.


Adam was unbound and Joan couldn't help clipping on the leash and leading him around the room by his cock while all the women clapped and cheered some more. Then she made him stand on the coffee table to exhibit himself. His throbbing erection and his purple stretched out balls made him a most pleasing spectacle. Joan reached out to squeeze his balls and he winced and doubled over and she knew the ache in his balls had to be unbearable. The poor man had suffered enough and he had made her so proud and happy. It was time to give him relief and reward.


"Adam! Go fetch my cock now. You know where I left it, out in the foyer."


He scurried away, not able to even pretend to conceal his longing. He returned and handed Joan the box containing her cock. She opened it and held it out to him and he withdrew the mock organ and held it out to her. There was silence in the room. Joan glanced up to see all eyes were riveted upon them and many of the women sat fondling themselves. She lubed the bulbs of her cock to her satisfaction and Adam inserted it tenderly into her hungry orifices. She lubed the shaft but sparingly, wanting to give him a bit of pain when she first took him.


"Up on the table now Adam! Assume the position dear!"


He mounted the table on hands and knees and he had him back up so his knees perched on the end of it and offer his ass so she could take him from a standing position. He rested his forearms on the tabletop and laid his head down on them. Joan took a firm grip on his buns, digging in her nails, poised her cock at his orifice and drove it home with a powerful thrust of her strong hips. Adam gave out a sharp cry of pain that morphed to a deep sigh of pleasure and surrender as her beloved cock plunged to his depths. Joan touched the button and shuddered as the vibrations sent tingling waves through her. She chose to waste no time and just finish it, went to vigorous thrusting, knowing Adam had to be near the brink after his hours of immersion in pussy. By then she knew well the signs of his impending ejaculation and decided she would give her new friends something to talk about.


Adam gave out the whimper that always preceded the great breathy moan of release and surrender and she reached a hand forward under his chin to raise him so he knelt straight up. A few more driving thrusts served to finish him and a long white string launched from his cock as his sperm was forced through his stretched-out balls. It arched through the air and landed a full six feet away near the table's opposite end. It was followed by three more like it and then a final one from his sagging member that left a creamy trail down the table's center. In the midst of it Joan gave out her own savage, snarling cry of bestial release and most of the watching women came as well in a chorus of womanly triumph and delight. There was another standing ovation as Joan withdrew her cock and made Adam lap up his mess from the table and then suck the cock clean.


Then the evening ended in a group hug, Joan at its center. She felt a sense of belonging she had never known before and knew a bonding she had yearned for all her life though only half aware of it. All the women surrounding her had the same aura she had seen in Maya. Fond goodbyes were said and promises made to swap slaves with her in the near future. The women filed out one by one as Adam knelt by Joan's side. Each gave Joan a final hug and stooped to give Adam a kiss on the forehead. Then Joan and Maya sat on the couch with Adam kneeling, resting his head on Joan's lap. She had never felt such love for him and she petted him tenderly as she and Maya talked.


"This was quite a memorable evening Joan. I could tell everyone was most impressed by both of you. A whole new life has begun for you now. Just wait until you see what it means to have joined the community. There's one of those weeklong retreats on the island coming up for the membership in our region. It's about three months from now. I'll text you with the date later. Please make some time for it."


"I wouldn't miss it for the world Maya."


It was time to go home. They went to the door and Joan and Adam dressed. The two women hugged and Maya gave Adam a tender kiss on the forehead.


"He belongs to all of us now Joan. Even if, Goddess forbid, some terrible tragedy would happen to you he would be welcomed into the arms of our community and cherished.
Unfortunately mistresses do sometimes come to untimely ends but there is always a place among us for men who have seen the light and surrendered themselves. And at times a mistress might be smitten by another man and want to enslave him instead. Her slave would be taken in by the community at large. There are numerous spare slave pools all around the country and the world. Extra slaves or often needed for certain occasions. And no well-trained slave is ever to be wasted. But enough of this gloomy talk. Just go home and love each other and be happy. I'm sure I'll see you soon."


With each new stage of their life together Joan had thought her pleasure and happiness could go no higher. And each time it had increased beyond measure. But with their ascent to the Plane it became celestial. Nothing enhanced it more than the community of kindred souls of which she had become a part. In the following months there were delightful slave swaps and orgiastic weekend parties when the slaves were shared freely and fucked until they came themselves dry and were tossed in a spent exhausted heap on the floor. Then the sated mistresses would relax and drink wine, resting their feet on the pile.


But Joan had a crisis when she told the partners of her plans to take a week off for the retreat. It was the kind of workplace where ample vacation time was given in theory but use of it was frowned upon. The partners refused her request. But her self-confidence and inner strength had surged with her new life and she told them to take their partnership and shove it. Never again would she allow herself to be subordinate to a man. She resolved to found her own law firm when she returned from the island.


It was on a Saturday morning that they flew to the island. Joan burned with curiosity and anticipation the day she left for the retreat. Maya had only hinted at the wild pleasures to be experienced there. They sat beside each other on the plane, a private charter carrying more than hundred mistresses. It was a first-class flight with rare wines and lobster served. The slaves were flown on a cargo plane, packed like sardines.


The plane circled the island on its way to landing and Joan got a whirling view of paradise, azure sea, towering green mountains, pearly white beaches, lush vegetation, a riot of multicolored blooms. They landed in the late afternoon and were whisked away by limo to a palatial hotel with a vast hall for gatherings. After freshening up a bit they donned billowy, airy floral print dresses with nothing underneath and joined the growing throng of mistresses in the hall for cocktails and wine. At the entrance to the hall they were each asked to sign a permission form granting any mistress use of their slaves. Joan was given a shell necklace that identified her as a first timer at the retreat. Maya explained.


"There are so many pleasant surprises here Joan and we don't want to spill the beans about them to first timers. So please be a good sport and wear the necklace."


Later a sumptuous dinner was served at tables set out on the veranda with a stunning view of the mountains and the sea. Joan's eyes grew wide when she saw the platters of food and drink being brought out by naked eunuchs, each with his cock tip pierced by a ring much heavier than the one she had pierced into Adam. The rings stretched out their forever limp penises making them dangle down and swing to and fro over the nothingness where their balls had been.


Joan felt wet warmth between her legs all through dinner and fidgeted, craning her neck to look around, wondering what to expect next. A tall and beautiful red-haired woman who appeared to be in her forties sat across the table from her and gave her a knowing, kindly look, then held out her hand. She spoke to Joan in a lilting Irish brogue.


"You must be a first timer. Don't even try to imagine what this week is going to be like. Nothing you can imagine will do it justice. I'm Fiona. I've lost count of the retreats I've been on but even so each one seems better than the one before. And you are?"


Joan reached out to take Fiona's hand.


"Joan. So nice to meet you. Yes. It's my first time. My friend Maya over there has hinted at things and I've thought of little else over the past months. But don't tell me anything. I want it to be a surprise."


They went on to talk about themselves a bit and Joan told Fiona how she had told the pig male partners at the law firm to shove it and planned to start her own firm. She expressed her self- confidence but also a bit of fear. Fiona wasted no time offering her help.


"Joan dear. That's fantastic. I did the same once although I'm in the financial world. I told the swine who was my boss to fuck off. I became a venture capitalist and never looked back. I specialize in helping women get started in business. I'm ready to invest in your new undertaking for a very reasonable percentage with one small catch. I have ample damning evidence of ongoing, serial, and habitual sexual harassment on that aforementioned swine and I just need the right lawyer to bring him down. I sense you have the instinct to go for the balls. Can you help me out with that?"


A wicked smile came across Joan's face. "He'll be living in a cardboard box when I get through with him!"


Fiona returned that same smile. "Looks like we have a deal then. He can live in that box for a while but in the end I would like to arrange for a "permanent vacation" here on the island for him. We have a special way of dealing with his ilk. You'll see!"


Joan's heart hammered and she looked around again, seeing friends everywhere, women united in common purpose, the exaltation of Woman and the subjugation of the male. And everyone had that aura. There had to be at least two hundred of them and she remembered Maya had said this gathering was made up of mistresses from just their local region. She didn't know what its boundaries might be but it suggested there were untold thousands of such mistresses, at least, throughout the world.


The sun was now setting over the sea in a blaze of ethereal hues. Joan heard the clinking of cutlery on china that called everyone's attention. She saw all eyes turning toward the building behind her and she turned in her chair and saw Erica, the tall blonde who had been the first guest at Adam's debut holding a microphone and preparing to speak.


"Welcome ladies! Once again we gather her to refresh and restore our spirits and bask in the love and pleasure only a community of women such as ours can provide. I know this is the first retreat for some of you and every effort will be made to make the occasion special for you. We guarantee your satisfaction with the fullest confidence. And for those who have been before, well, I can only speak for myself but each retreat has always been better than the last one. But why waste time with talk? Let's repair to the hall now and begin the festivities with a random swap!"


With that all the women rose from the tables and headed for the entrance to the hall. As they entered they all shed their dresses and most kicked off their shoes as well. Joan sensed an anticipation building in the crowd of women and the hall took on a sultry warmth from the mass of their nude bodies. The scent of aroused pussy hung in the humid air. Then words rang out form the PA system.


"Bring out the slaves!"


All eyes turned to the end of the hall where a double wide door opened and the procession began. A tall, muscular naked black woman with a stunning Afro hairdo led it. She held a chain leash in her hand that was clipped to the cock ring of the first slave in line. Another chain went back between his legs and was clipped to the ring of the slave behind him and so on down the line of naked slaves, who shuffled in step through the door, turned to the right and then slowly formed a broad circle around the perimeter of the hall. At a signal from the leader they knelt and the chains were unclipped from the cocks and hung over their shoulders to serve as leashes. Each slave had a chain around his neck as well and on it was a golden tag with a number engraved in it. Joan could only stare, mouth agape with a warm wet itch growing in her cunt. She felt herself near coming where she stood. Then someone nudged her and she turned to see Maya.


"Exciting isn't it Joan? Let me explain what's going on here. It's called the random swap. See the big golden urn over there on the stand in the center of the room? It's full of golden coins, each with a number on it. There's one number for each slave. Soon each mistress will go to the urn and reach in to pick out a coin. The slaves are arranged in numerical order clockwise around the room. The slave whose number matches the mistress's coin will be hers until for the night. The numbers also match a room in the hotel to which the mistress will lead the slave for their pleasuring. The purpose of the ritual is to remind the slaves that they are common property to be enjoyed by any mistress and they must serve each with equal passion."


Adam knelt in his place about a third of the way around the circle. The sight of the mob of naked women filled him with mingled fear and longing. The scent of pussy that filled the air made his cock stiffen so it jutted near vertical. The slaves had been briefed as to their duties. He knew he would be chosen at random by a mistress who would lead him away to a room in the hotel where he would serve her the night long in every way he served his own mistress. The next morning he would be returned to Joan and his performance would be reported upon. Punishment for any failings would be meted out after brunch.


Silence fell in the room and the drawing of coins began. Adam watched as woman after woman approached the urn and picked a coin, then went to find the slave assigned to her. He saw Joan step up to the urn and pick her coin. She looked at the number and came in his direction. There was a blank, dazed look on her face and a glint of lust in her eyes. She stepped to a slave just three down from Adam and led the slave away by his cock ring, never deigning to glance at him.


He remained where he was until about half the slaves had been led away. Then a very large woman stepped up to the urn. Adam guessed she was taller than he was and hefty, broad across the hips, a good three feet, with huge yet firm breasts. She had short, raven dark hair and was of a creamy white complexion and though not young her skin was flawless and smooth with not a sag or wrinkle to be seen. She reached into the jar, looked at her coin and came in Adam's direction. His heart hammered at the thought of being made to serve such a mountain of woman-flesh. And as she approached there could be no doubt. Her large emerald eyes were fixed upon him, sparkling with a gleeful lust. She stopped in front of him with her thick raven bush level with his eyes. Even from a few feet away its scent wafted in his nostrils. She spoke to him in a husky, sultry voice dripping with lascivious anticipation.


"So slave 87, you're mine tonight. I'm Kate. Come along then, on your feet and follow!"


She took hold of the leash and turned to lead him away, giving his cock an impatient yank that hurt when he stumbled a bit getting up. He followed her, eyes riveted upon her vast behind and massive thighs. She seemed to read his mind, taunting him as she led him along.


"So how about that big booty? I hope you like it because you'll be underneath it for a long time tonight!"


In spite of his fear his cock was stiff as ever. They exited the hall and went down a corridor, then made a left turn and stopped at a room several doors down on the right. It was open and Kate led him inside, closed the door and locked it. He could only stare with dropped jaw at the room. It was not just a hotel room but equipped also with implements of both pleasure and torture. He saw a rimming horse off to one side. A mechanical hoist hung from the ceiling with manacles attached to the cable that hung down from it. Whips and restraints were hung on pegs along the walls. The bed was a vast in width and double in length, heavy posts in each corner with manacles also attached to each.


Suddenly Kate seized him in a grip frightening in its strength and hoisted him bodily, carried him to the bed and tossed him on it so he lay face down. She first cuffed his hands behind his back, then rolled him over and attached the manacles on the headboard posts to his ankles so he lay face up with his head toward the foot of the bed.  Kate laughed and stood up on the bed facing his feet with her legs parted and bent over to look at him with a leer. He looked up her thighs to the big hairy cunt that loomed over him, large dark labia dangling, a clit the size of an olive. 


In her hand was an alligator clip. She stooped down and clamped it on the little fold of skin just below the tip of his cock. He felt a searing pain that worsened by the second and writhed in his bonds. Kate laughed again, a cruel and wicked cackle.


"This big thing is coming down on you now boy and the sooner you get me off the sooner I take that clip off your little dicky!"


With that she bent at the knees and lowered herself. Adam looked up, helpless as the big snatch descended toward his upturned face. As it drew near its scent filled the air and then the lush wetness of it engulfed him in its smothering grip and her great bulk pressed down. He was immersed in airless blackness and knew his only hope was to find that swollen orb and serve it to her satisfaction. He groped with his tongue until he felt it, then worked his way so that he could suck it in between his lips and massage it with them while he worked his tongue on it as well. His long practice servicing women gave him to know her readiness for orgasm and he felt hope of deliverance when her great body lurched and shuddered in the first waves of her delight. The gush of her cum filled his mouth to overflowing. He gulped what he could but much still trickled down onto the sheets The sound of her bestial cry of ecstatic release was muffled by the clench of her fleshy thighs but he knew he had found the mark and that the searing agony on his cock would cease. But first her release brought a slackening of her muscles and her weight settled down all the harder robbing him of any hope of breath. He writhed in his bonds as blackness fell, feeling the pain in his cock cease just as he passed from consciousness.


He awoke to a soft slapping of his face and a pinching of his cheek to find Kate straddling him with her cunt just inches from his nose. By long ingrained reflex he reached out his tongue to lick her but she withheld herself and giggled.


"I see your mistress has instilled a proper craving for pussy. That was a fine job for the most part but you did spill a bit of my cum which will be reported to your mistress and will warrant punishment.  But now my asshole is begging for some attention. Let's see what you can do about that!"


She reversed her position and settled over him once more, this time pressing her anus to his lips, forcing his head deep into the rank and unwashed canyon that cleft her mountainous cheeks. He set to rimming her with desperate passion, finding her orifice to be loose and large. She pressed herself down all the harder to let him know she wanted him to go in deep and he ran his tongue into her rectum and wriggled it about with all his might out of mingled fear and longing to please this mistress and make Joan proud of him as well. His attentions so delighted her that she clenched her cheeks and rose up to her knees, pulling him up with her, holding his head in their fleshy inextricable grip. He rimmed all the harder and she used her fingers on herself, grinding them on her clit until orgasm rocked her and her cheeks relaxed, dropping him to the mattress. The juice of her pleasure poured down the insides of her thighs and he hastened to slurp up what he could before it sullied the sheets more but some still escaped him.  He heard her lusty laugh again.


"That was some sweet tongue work boy! Let's do it some more!"


Once again she descended on him and the pleasuring was repeated twice more with Adam being hoisted high each time in the clench of her great buttocks and dropped when orgasm relaxed their grip. At length she rose from the bed and led him by the cock over to the rimming horse and she settled herself down upon it. Adam needed no instruction. He went to his knees behind her, pressed his face in her cleft and burrowed his head in to reach her anus. Both despite and because of the sweet ordeal to which he was being subjected he was overcome with desire and longing to please this giantess. He had been only half aware of the growing ache in his balls. So, his rimming still had a passion to it she found most pleasing.


"You've been an exceptional slave so far dear. Just let me relax a bit and get horned up again and then I'll fuck you. I know your balls are aching and you've earned your relief. But first I'll have some business for you to take care of for me."


The meaning of those words became clear in a few minutes when he felt and tasted what began to emerge from within her.


"Just circle your lips around my hole dear and swallow as it comes out of me. My feedings are too big for slaves to handle any other way."


Inch by inch he took it down as she sighed in contentment. It seemed to go on and on but finally the last of it slid down his gullet and he cleaned her. Then she rose and had him lie on his back.


"You'll need a nice big drink to wash that down. Open wide!"


She squatted over him, cunt hovering over his open mouth. A golden torrent poured from her and he gulped it down, desperate to not spill a drop. But she overfilled him and some did splash over onto the tile floor. After he sucked and licked the remains from her labia and bush she looked down at the small puddle on the floor and shook her head.


"Another demerit to report to your mistress. That and the mess on the sheets will get you a bit of a whipping tomorrow morning I'm sure but you've done better than most others. Just suck it up. No use crying over spilled piss! I'll go get my cock on."


Adam bent down to lick and suck at the salty puddle and when finished he looked up to see her standing with cock installed. He turned pale and drew back when he saw the size of the member he was to be taken with. Kate laughed.


"Well sweetie, I'm big and so is my cock, as you might expect. Oh my! I'll bet it's bigger than your mistress’s isn't it? Well, you'll be taking it anyway. I'll make sure to show it to her in the morning. No doubt she'll want an even bigger one for herself once I've stretched you. Now get over here and suck it!"


He made his way to her on his knees and opened wide to accept the big tip of it, not knowing how he could manage to take it down the throat, as he was sure she expected. But he thought of Joan and how disappointed and humiliated she would be if he failed this test and it gave him resolve. She grabbed his hair and pulled him forward so the glans pressed against his gullet. He relaxed his throat the best he could and she thrust with her hips. There was resistance at first, despite his willingness, but she pressed harder and he opened and the great shaft slid home until he found himself nuzzling in her dense black thicket.


Then she pressed the button and the pulsing vibrations made her gasp. She took his head between her hands, drew the cock back and out then plunged it in again and then over and over. Mercifully, her coming was quick and she pulled him forward so his face was engulfed in the tickle of her twat and howled her ecstasy as her knees went rubbery. Know his duty he wrapped his arms around her hips to steady her so she could savor and recover. She pushed him away and withdrew, switched off the vibrator, then bent to kiss him on the lips.


"Excellent! It takes most slaves ten minutes just to take it down. Your mistress will be proud of you when I tell her. It may spare you a few lashes. Now up on the bed boy and show me that little hole."


Adam clambered up onto the bed. She had him kneel at the edge of it and bend over so he offered himself at the right height for her to take him standing. She lubed the big dick well and used a finger to work some of the jelly into his orifice, then pressed the tip to his quivering blossom. He felt her nails dig into the flesh of his hips as she poised herself for the thrust. The pain of her entry was near that of his deflowering but Joan had stretched his hole in her passions so it was not as bad as he feared. Still he cried out and flinched, trying to pull away from her. But an iron hand grabbed his hair and pulled him back and a second merciless thrust drove the big shaft in to its length. He felt the familiar tickle of bush on butt and he relaxed himself to it knowing the pleasure would come soon.


He felt the vibrations as Kate hit the switch and fell to rutting. He had forgotten his ache and longing in his fear but under her plunging thrusts he felt the hot itch that signaled release. He answered her frenzied fucking with a rolling and grinding of his own and soon his agonized balls contracted and the first wave of delight brought the moan of surrender from the depths of him. It triggered Kate and they came as one, his white gouts spurting over the sheets as she let out a primal wail and a flood of her cum flowed down her thighs and onto the floor. But Kate wasn't finished and kept fucking him until she came twice more and sated herself for the night. She made him suck and lick her cock clean, removed it, and gave him some final commands.


"Well, it's to bed now sweet pea but first you have some work to do. First suck up my cum puddles from the floor. It's your fault it’s there for being such a nice piece of ass! And you have soiled the sheets even worse. I was so hot for you I forgot to tell you to get the fucking mat out from under the bed. But that's your fault too. You should have known there would be a mat. How long have you been a slave anyway? So get some fresh sheets from the closet over there and change the bed. This will be reported to your mistress as well."


Adam obeyed, first sucking up the cum and then going to the closet to find the sheets and change the bedding. Kate yawned and stretched, lay down on the bed on her back and made Adam lie with his head between her spread legs and pillowed on her mount so he could serve her during the night should she wake up horny or have a drink for him. She sighed and soon drifted off. Adam lay awake for a few minutes, savoring the memory of the sweet degradations and indignities to which she had made him submit. Through it all he had adored this goddess in spite of the fear he had sometimes felt and also had thought of Joan and hoped she would be proud of him. He rolled onto his side, wrapped his arms around one of her massive thighs, pressed his cheek deep into the soft tickle of her dense bush and drank in her musk with his last waking breaths.


By that time Joan also lay content and satisfied with the slave assigned to her lying beneath the covers planting tender kisses over her thighs and mount as sleep descended over her. When she had first approached him in the hall to lead him away she was struck by the close resemblance he bore to a man she loathed, the associate at her erstwhile firm who had tried to hit on her several times. Her rejection had made him her enemy and his efforts to undermine her and get her fired were relentless. It sparked a cruel lust within her and the slave would have to bear the brunt of it.


When they reached the room and Joan saw the whips and instruments of torture there her excitement redoubled. Within five minutes she had the slave manacled and hanging by his ankles from the hoist. She perused the selection of whips and picked the one she guessed would give the most pain, a heavy six-foot single tail. Her first lash brought a scream from the slave that trailed off into a sniveling whimper. A fierce welt appeared on is back and a warm wet itch blossomed between Joan's legs. She swung again and again as the slave screamed, whimpered and sobbed, craven, pathetic, pleading for mercy. It only incited her and she whipped all the harder, not sparing his helpless dangling junk. She used her free hand between her legs as she wielded the lash and before long she came where she stood, the gush of her juice forming a puddle on the floor around her feet.


She went up close to the slave to inspect her work and noticed his body was crisscrossed with healed welts. It was clear he was no stranger to the whip but had not been subjected to it for some time. She went to the wall and selected another whip, this time a short, thin wicked little thing about a meter long. Returning to the slave she gave him a spin and applied the lash in a flurry of fore and backhand strokes as he whirled around. His screams and sobs suggested the fierce little instrument she wielded brought even greater pain. She lashed him until her lust overcame her, then lowered him to the floor, letting out much extra slack in the cable. He lay with wrists and ankles still bound. There was a throne chair along the wall nearby and she settled into it with ankles hung over the arms presenting herself and spoke to the slave. She still held the remote that raised and lowered the hoist in her hand.


"Now come here and suck me like you mean it. Do a good job and you get a break. Otherwise I'll hang you up again and you'll get it double!"


The bound slave had to struggle to his knees and make his way to her the best he could. He served her with a passionate submission born of his terror and Joan found her orgasm uncommonly satisfying. But it seemed a bottomless well of cruelty had opened within her and she pressed the button that would raise the hoist and the slave was dragged back across the floor, whimpering, sniveling and pleading, and raised once again to hang helpless and at her mercy. Her lust was inflamed again and she gave him another spin and went to work with the small whip, taking care to whack his junk at each turn. When winded from her efforts she lowered him again and mounted the throne. Once more he groveled his way to her and satisfied her. This time she relented and relaxed in the chair to think of what to do next while the slave licked her feet.


Joan looked around the room and noticed a small cabinet near the bed. Curious, she left the slave kneeling by the chair and went over to it to look inside. She was worldly enough by then to recognize the instruments of CBT and she felt another warm, wet itch in her pussy. She went to the slave and unhooked him from the hoist and removed his bonds, then grabbed his hair, dragged him to the bed and made him lie face up. Soon she had him bound spread eagled. Her eyes riveted on his tender organs, now hopelessly vulnerable to her cruel intentions. She went to the cabinet and selected various items, laying them out on a tray she found in the cabinet. She laid the tray down beside the slave and picked up six small alligator. Experimentation with Adam's anatomy had given her to know a man’s sensitive parts and the underside of the penis was foremost among them. The slave was erect despite his ordeal and the length of his helpless cock was presented to her. She put the first clip on near the base of his cock and he whimpered and writhed. One after another she aligned the clips along the length of the cock and it was clear each one hurt more than the previous because the slave writhed all the more and his whimpers turned to despairing sobs. The last clip went on the small tab of skin beneath the glans and seemed to hurt more than the others combined and worsen by the second. Joan slapped his face to get his attention.


"Now you're going to eat me until I come enough to feel merciful and then I'll take them off!"


She mounted the slave's head, facing his feet and gave him her clit to suck on. She was at hair trigger and the slave was well trained. The orgasm rocked her world but she wanted more and gave him her anus to lick so she could horn up again. The cycle repeated through three shattering climaxes before she finally took pity. But it was only the beginning. The poor slave suffered through the sounding rod slid down his cock to the deepest depths, sharp needles poked through the thin skin of his cock and scrotum, a shocking prod touched to the rod within him giving cruel jolts and finally the hot red candle wax poured liberally over his already tormented organs. And all the while Joan rode his face and he served her in desperation until she came with one last surge of brute ecstasy. She seemed to awake then from a trance, all feelings of anger and cruelty purged and she quickly removed the instruments of torment from him and applied a soothing balm she found in the cabinet to his tortured parts.


A feeling of warm tenderness came to her for the sweet slave who had endured so much for her pleasure. She untied him, kissed him softly and cuddled him against her breasts until his sobs and whimpers subsided. Then it was time for his reward for exemplary service.


"I'll fuck you now sweet thing. Would you like that?" 


The slave said nothing. He just got off the bed and reached underneath it for the mat hidden there and rolled it out across the bed, then climbed up on it and assumed the position, offering his ass. A selection of cocks was hung on the wall nearby and Joan picked one out, guessing at the right size, and showed it to the slave.


"Be honest now slave. Is this the size your mistress uses on you?"


"No mistress. It's bigger, two sizes bigger."


"Very well, Thank you for your honesty. That's the one you'll be taking then."


She went to exchange the cocks and her eyes grew wider at the size she would be fucking him with and she wondered if Adam should graduate to a bigger cock as well. She installed and lubed the big member and returned to the bed where the slave awaited, trembling in his yearning for the cock. Joan felt very kindly toward him now. His selfless sacrifice had soothed her anger and frustration and she would fuck him now more for his pleasure than hers. She stood on the bed and mounted him. The big cock slid into his depths with ease and he moaned and rocked backward to take it even deeper.  The fucking was brief, the slave came quickly, whimpering his gratitude as he spurted his heavy load onto the mat. Joan came too but softly, one final orgasm that sated her for the evening and after the slave had cleaned up his ejaculate and sucked the cock clean it was time for sleep. He went below the covers and down between her legs to rest his head on her satisfied pussy and they both drifted off.


Joan awoke at about nine o'clock finding herself refreshed and looking forward to what this next day might bring. The slave accepted his morning drink and served her to a couple of orgasms to start her day and she rose and clipped the leash on his cock ring and led him out to the hall where mistresses were gathering to socialize and retrieve their slaves. Brunch was to be served shortly.


Adam awoke as well about the same time to Kate's soft tugging on his hair. He went down to serve her, accepted her strong morning wine, then set to work in her big pussy to give her a proper "good morning." The she led him out to the hall as well.


Mistresses were milling about, many leading slaves whether their own or someone else's. Others wandered about alone looking for their slaves. Joan felt a tap on her shoulder
and turned to see a tall and muscular mistress with short brown hair and deep blue eyes. She held out her hand and Joan reached out to take it.


"Good morning. I'm Greta. I see you spent the night with my Edward."


She looked Edward over. He was covered with welts and a look of concern came over her face.


Joan made her own introduction and felt a need to apologize. She handed Greta the leash.


"I'm sorry. I did give him quite a whipping and some attention to his cock and balls too. I wasn't intending anything like this but he has an uncanny resemblance to a man I hate. Brad, a bully, a liar and a scumbag lecher, who worked with me at the law firm I just quit before coming here. I just couldn't help myself."


"Not to worry Joan. In fact, I'm relieved. I thought he might have dissatisfied or disappointed you. He would have gotten it worse than that from me, were that the case. So, you did enjoy your night with him then?"


"It was heavenly. He played his part perfectly, a craven, pathetic, sniveling wimp. I know that's what Brad would turn out to be if I ever got him alone and at my mercy. I didn't know how much hate I had festering inside me but it's at least a little better now thanks to Edward. He really gave me relief, at least for now. It might come back again next time I see that bastard though."


Greta gave Edward a warm hug and kiss and praise for his service to Joan. Then she made a proposal.


"Joan, I'm a private investigator and a sort of problem solver and "equalizer" for our little community. If you would really like some time alone with Brad I could surely arrange it. How about at the next retreat? He sounds like a candidate for Friday Night Justice. You could get him alone in a room for a while and then do the honors later on."


Joan just returned a blank stare and Greta noticed her necklace and realized she was a first timer.


"Oh! So, Joan, this is your first time! Sorry. We don't let first timers know what's coming next because we want them to be surprised. Let's just say on Friday night wrongs will be righted and justice will be served. Now as to Brad I'll be happy to set him up for you but I will call in that marker sooner or later."


"Not a problem Greta. I'll be starting my own law firm when I get back home with the help of someone I met here earlier. I'm sure I can be of help. Just a call will suffice."


They shook hands and Joan wandered off in the milling throng looking for Adam. Kates towering figure caught her eye and she saw Adam kneeling by her side at leash. She went over and introduced herself and asked for Kate's report.


"He was a delight from start to finish Joan dear. My only complaints are that he allowed the bedsheets to be sullied with his cum and some of mine when he couldn't swallow it all. I forgot to tell him to get out the mat from under the bed but then he should have known to begin with, right? And he did let some of my piss spill onto the floor too. It's minor and I'm sure you'll know how to deal with it."


Soon after, brunch was served, abundant and sumptuous, out on the veranda again. Joan loved the caress of the tropical breeze upon her nakedness. The slaves knelt by their mistresses and when the women had eaten their fill the remains on their plates were scraped into troughs for the slaves to bend and eat from like pigs, side by side. Then mistresses and slaves retired to their rooms so any due punishment for failures of service could be meted out. Adam's transgression were minor but Joan thought a taste of the whip was warranted and, truth be known, she was eager to wield the leather again solely for the pleasure it would bring her. She bound Adam's wrists and ankles and hoisted him by the wrists until his toes just touched the floor. She set to work with the single tail, laughing, lust building, as he hopped and writhed in his bonds, helpless under the lash. When the warm wet itch between her legs overcame her she lowered him, dragged him over to the throne by his hair and made him kneel and serve her. Then she set him to licking her feet.


"Adam darling, I hope you're enjoying yourself as much as I am. Mistress Kate seemed very pleased with you and you've made me proud once again."


Then she had Adam join her on the bed and they took a long nap through most of the afternoon. Joan wanted to rest up because she sensed the revelries would last into the wee hours. When they awoke Joan had Adam draw a bath in the room's whirlpool tub and he joined her in it and bathed her. Then they returned to the hall to find the mistresses and slaves gathered again.


It was nearing sunset by then. Food and drink had been set out, hors d'oeuvres and abundant wine and spirits. Throne chairs and rimming horses had been set up in arrangements around the hall mingled with mattresses on the floor. There were also some unfamiliar "furnishings", saddle-like contraptions mounted on short posts with what looked like stirrups attached to them. The evening progressed into casual socializing then into a free for all orgy in which slaves were shared freely. Joan saw a group of about fifty extra slaves being led into the hall by young women who seemed to be in charge of handling them. Some were hung up by their heels on hoists that depended from the ceiling and whips were brought out and hung on hooks along the wall. Others were taken to the saddles and made to kneel chin to chin and their heads were strapped in. It all became clear when Joan saw mistresses mounting the saddles and enjoying TTAO. She recalled that pleasure well from her one experience and meant to mount the first open saddle she could find.


She felt a tap on her shoulder and turned to see Fiona standing there. Looking down Joan saw her cock jutting from beneath her ginger bush. Fiona looked at Adam with a gleam in her eye.


"Joan! Nice to see you again. I trust you're enjoying yourself. My! He's just a doll! May I have him for a while?"


Joan just smiled and nodded absentmindedly, then handed Fiona the leash. She watched briefly as Fiona led Adam to a mattress, planted a foot in the small of his back and pushed him down onto hands and knees, then mounted him and plunged her cock in deep. But Joan was single minded, bent on having TTAO and gave Adam no more thought. She approached a saddle where a hefty, gray haired, full figured woman was just going into the throes of orgasm. Joan saw the woman's eyes roll back as the climax rocked her and she went limp and lost her balance. Joan reached out to take her shoulders and steady her as afterglow came and went. She opened her eyes, saw Joan and smiled.


"Thanks! Almost lost it there! Hop on if you like. I'm done."


She dismounted and Joan took her place, setting her feet in the stirrups and lowering herself onto the slaves' upturned faces. Well trained and tireless tongues turned to their sweet labor and orgasm took her in a scant five minutes. She also nearly blacked out from its intensity and felt herself falling. But strong hands took hold of her shoulders in turn and when the pink haze cleared she saw Maya standing there smiling.


"Joan dear, come and join me in a rimming circle. There are two empty horses over there."


She pointed to where six rimming horses were set in a circle facing each other. Four mistresses had already installed themselves and had slaves' faces buried between their cheeks. The two vacant horses were side by side and the women settled in. The slaves stationed behind them turned to their duty and both of them sighed in contentment.


"Maya! You didn't lie about this! It is beyond anything I could have hoped or imagined. Everyone is so hospitable. The sharing! I've already made two new friends and business contacts. But I was wondering about the group of slaves I saw being led in earlier and set up in the saddles to give TTAO. Whose are they?"


"They're from the spare slave pool I told you about Joan. Without them it would be just one slave for each mistress. No orgy would be complete without the chance for TTAO and that would leave mistresses without slaves to attend to them."


"Of course, I guess that should have been obvious. One thing that's been driving me a bit nuts, out curiosity mostly, is what happens on Friday night. People hint at something incredible. So what's up with that?"


"I'm afraid I can't do anything but make it worse for you Joan. All I'll say is that first timers like you are given a rare and special opportunity to welcome you into the fold."


Eunuchs were circulating about the hall carrying trays of food and drink. One came by with tray full of tall glasses of wine. Maya beckoned him over and took two, handing one to Joan who drained it at a gulp and signaled for another. She set it down on the small table in front of the horse and shook her head.


"Well. Looks like I'll just have to relax and enjoy and see what happens!"


A woman spoke from across the circle and Joan turned to see it was Erica, the golden haired goddess who had been first guest at her and Adam's coming out party and who seemed to be an informal leader.


"Yes Joan, please just enjoy this little celebration of womanhood. You and Adam are most welcome additions to the community. There is always room among us for women who have discovered their superiority over men and for men who have accepted their inferiority to us and surrendered themselves to enslavement. It must be clear to you by now that men are weak and stupid, driven and blinded by their foolish lust. Women on the other hand are strong and smart with a natural cunning. And yet we are far more lustful than men and capable of enjoying pleasures tenfold compared to them. But we are in control of our desires and only unleash them when we have worked our will upon a man and have him at our mercy. Once we have come to self-realization no man stands a chance against us. Their only choices are to surrender or suffer the consequences. Friday night you will see what those consequences are."


Joan could only nod, intrigued all the more. The women chatted and drank wine after introducing themselves to each other. Joan was surprised and delighted to find that one of them, a stately and silver haired beauty named Anne had recently taken a position as dean of the law school at her alma mater. Joan told her of her plan to found a firm and Anne was eager to help since finding proper placements for graduates was high in her priorities.


"That's great Joan! I trust it will be and all female firm?"


Joan nodded. "Of course. I've had more than my fill of working with men."


"Excellent! I'll make sure I refer candidates who I sense have, shall I say, the proper inclinations."


Maya chimed in: "And I'll provide you with my files on men who are likely candidates for enslavement by them."


Joan was thrilled. "Yes! I'll want each of them to have a slave under her desk. I'll have Adam introduce them to the "fringe benefits" that will come with working for me. I doubt I'll have any problems with recruitment."


The women enjoyed the rimming for bit longer. Then Maya nudged Joan. "Let's get some cocks on give some boys what for!" Joan agreed with enthusiasm and they went to a cabinet set in the wall where implements of pleasure were kept. Only some of the larger cock sizes were there, much bigger than Joan's or Maya's but the two women just looked at each other, smiled and shrugged. Joan laughed as she installed the big member and went to a nearby mirror to look at herself.


"Looks like the boys are going to be stretched tonight. I think I'll be needing a bigger one for myself when we get home. Adam will just have to take it and learn to like it."


They set off into the orgy and first grabbed one slave and put him on hands and knees then took him fore and aft, Maya ravaging his behind while Joan forced her big dick down his gullet. All three came as one and Joan stood over the slave and pressed his face down into the puddle of his cum with her foot, making him lick it up before the two women moved on to find another slave to ravage. The orgy went on into the wee hours. Sounds rang from the rafters, the crack of whips, cries of pain and most of all the wild vocalizations of women in the throes of orgasm. And the scent of cunt, rampant and aroused hung thick in the tropical heat.


Things wound down slowly as one by one the mistresses came to satiation. The heaps of naked bodies that covered the floor untangled, slaves were sorted out and retrieved by their mistresses and led back to the rooms. More eunuchs were brought in to clean up and the spare slaves were led away to their quarters to rest up for their next use. Joan led Adam to the room and all but collapsed onto the bed in pleasant exhaustion with Adam in his place down low and ready to serve her. She pulled the covers over them and drifted off wondering what new and wild delights the next day might bring. She was not to be disappointed.


The next day, Monday, after brunch all gathered under a vast vine covered arbor adjacent to the hotel. Everyone was naked. It was well shaded by the vine leaves which also hid what went on beneath them from view from above. And there Joan saw there was an oval racetrack with some kind of rubberized surface perhaps two hundred yards around. Within its circumference there were numerous small sulky style metal carts each with its tongue ending in a leather loop. The mistresses, with slaves at leash and on their knees, gathered around the track. Erica stood in the center of the oval with a microphone and addressed the gathering.


"Good morning ladies and welcome to the sulky sweepstakes. Those of you who have been before please bear with me while I explain things to the newcomers. Will one of the mistresses please bring forth her slave for demonstration purposes."


Massive Mistress Kate was quick to volunteer, leading her slave out to join Erica. One of the young women who acted as an attendant tugged one of the carts over to place it before Erica. Kate led her slave to it and made him go to hands and knees with the tongue between his legs from behind. She fastened the leather loop tight around his balls, stretching them until his sack was tight and shiny and his balls turned purple. Then she seated herself on the cart, which strained under her bulk. It wasn't hard to figure the basics out from there but Erica filled in the details.


"Here we have a slave properly harnessed and ready for the race. There will be heats of ten at a time and the race will consist of two laps around the track. In fairness, since as you can see, mistress Kate's slave will surely win his heat..." (Cruel laughter came from the mistresses at Erica's quip) ..."each slave will be assigned another mistress at random and run another heat. Their placings in the heats will be averaged out and winners, losers and those who fall in between will be determined. Then each slave will be assigned a duty at tonight's festivities in accordance with his rank in the standings. I won't go into detail but suffice it to say those slaves who are losers will and have been well motivated to try much harder in the race at our next retreat. So, mistresses, please bring the first heat to the line to be harnessed and let the sweepstakes begin!"


Kate's slave dragged her over to the line by his cruelly stretched balls while nine other slaves were brought forth and hitched up. The mistresses mounted their sulkies, each holding a long buggy whip. Joan watched with hammering heart, feeling a wet pulsing tingle in her pussy. She looked down at Adam and saw him trembling and sweating in his fear. The slaves and mistresses were at the starting line and ready as Erica raised a starting gun, barked out the commands to get ready and set and pulled the trigger. The mistresses put their whips hard to the slaves and they set off on the track, some who were lucky enough to have lighter mistresses making good speed and pulling ahead. Then there was mistress Kate's poor slave who lagged far behind, stretching his poor balls out to where it seemed his sack might pop open as he hauled her slowly but bravely around the track. Midori, a petite Japanese mistress whose slave was a large and strong black man finished first, to nobody's surprise. Others fell in behind with respectable times. And finally there was mistress Kate, laying the whip hard to her struggling slave and laughing along with all the other mistresses as he made his way at a snail's pace around the track and collapsed after crossing the finish line.


Two heats later it was Joan's turn to hitch Adam's balls to the sulky and mount it whip in hand. She had given him words of encouragement rather than threats while they waited and he had vowed to do his best for her. The gun sounded and Adam set the pace and held it for nearly the entire race but was edged out by a nose within the last few yards. But he had given his all and Joan was proud of him anyway and kissed him rather than whipped him as some of the other mistresses did to their slaves who had come up short.


But then came the next round of races and the random pairing. Poor Adam drew Tessie, the massive black woman who had attended his debut party. She was no less in bulk than Kate. Joan's heart sank as the gun sounded and the other slaves sped away while Adam strained against Tessie's mass. She applied the whip with no mercy, as was her right and Adam gamely pulled her around the track with his sack stretched out six inches and his balls a lurid deep purple. Joan marveled that they didn't just pop out of his scrotum and be ripped from him. And she knew in her heart it was all to please her and she loved him all the more for it. Adam crossed the finish line and dropped onto his belly. Joan went to him and released his tormented balls and led him away to kneel beside her while the race results were tallied and announced.


Another orgy was to commence immediately afterward and the slaves were assigned to suffer pain, indignities and degradations in accordance with their performance. There were four levels.  Those who ranked lowest would serve as toilets during the festivities. The next lowest would be hung up for whipping. Those in the second tier would be tied belly down over padded horses and fucked at will up ass or down throat by any mistress so inclined. And the top finishers would have the honor of rimming and eating pussy. Adam's combined times were such that he was bellied over a horse for the evening. The orgy went on deep into the night.


Tuesday the mistresses spent just enjoying the tropical clime mostly naked on the beach either in the sun or the shade of the sheltering palms with slaves in attendance to give pleasure. That evening there was another random swap.


A tall and muscular black amazon drew Adam's number. She introduced herself as Tanya. Her head was shaven but at her loins was a luxuriant coal back thicket. She had a great fondness for the bullwhip and wielded it with practiced skill as Adam hung by his wrists with toes just on the ground doing the hopping dance of pain the mistresses all seemed to love so well. His tender parts were not spared but she softened her strokes lest the fierce leather splatter them. And when the whipping brought her to arousal she could no longer bear she enthroned herself and Adam groveled to her and pressed his face deep in her fragrant nappy bush and satisfied her. Then it was onto the bed where her big black cock ravished him until she was sated and spent and he was drained of every drop of strength.


Joan drew a handsome, dark haired, dark eyed olive skinned young specimen and used him for the gamut of pleasures. She was now accustomed to grabbing any slave at any time enjoying him at her whim.


So the week went. Wednesday was another day to relax and enjoy with another free for all orgy in the evening. Thursday night there was a third random swap. By then it was all delightful routine for Joan but she still burned with curiosity about Friday night.


After brunch on Friday there it was back to the beach to bask again in the salubrious clime and take a dip in the sea. The sun sank low to the horizon and dinner was served again on the veranda as it set into the sea in a multihued blaze. Then all retired to the hall for the evening's entertainment. The women led their slaves toward the entrance to the hall and Joan followed the crowd leading Adam. The slaves were made to kneel in lines two deep facing each other forming an aisle.


Joan sensed a special anticipation among the women and her curiosity itched and burned in her. She noticed that three throne chairs had been set up on a stage three steps high along the wall at the far end of the hall. After the slaves were placed the women formed into a semicircle around it leaving a wide space. There was a loud excited murmur from the crowd. Erica stepped onto the stage and held up her hands for silence. A hush fell and she spoke.


"To begin the evenings proceedings I would like to have our three first timers take their seats of honor."


All the women nearby turned to Joan with smiles on their faces and her hand went to the necklace she wore. She had nearly forgotten it. The crowd parted to clear her way to the stage and Joan stepped forward. She saw a lithe and slender, beautiful young black woman with an Afro hairdo and a middle aged and matronly gray haired woman emerge from the crowd as well. Each wore the necklace. Joan marveled at the contrast and diversity among the three of them. It seemed any woman could mount the stairway and ascend to the Plane given the will to power inherent in her gender. The three of them met at center stage, hugged and introduced themselves, the young woman being Toya, the older Helen.


Joan settled into the throne in the center with Toya to her left and Helen to her right. Erica continued, calling out in a loud voice.


"Now bring forth those upon whom justice will be served!"


Joan saw the crowd of women part and she could see down the length of the hall to the door between the rows of kneeling slaves. The double doors opened and a small procession emerged consisting of three of the young slave keepers each leading a naked man by a leather strap wrapped tight around his scrotum so his balls were stretched tight, shiny and purple. The men were in shackles, arms bound at their sides, and hobbled and shuffled along as they were led at a brisk pace, getting cruel and impatient yanks from their keepers when they lagged behind. They were brought to the foot of the stage and made to kneel before Joan and the other two women. Erica mounted the stage and spoke again.


"Here we have three miscreants who, for the edification and delight of all here assembled, are to suffer the justice their swinish lust and wretched chauvinism has earned them. Needless to say their offenses against women are heinous, ever so typical and too numerous to list without wasting time that can be better spent punishing them.  Look at me and hear your sentence you pigs!"


The three men looked up at her though each cowered and cringed.


"You will first suffer under the whip until not an inch of your flesh is left untouched by the leather. Then you will be tied over horses and gang raped so you may know the pain and humiliation you have inflicted upon all too many of our blameless sisters. Finally you will be castrated to ensure that you can never again repeat your offenses, though that will be most unlikely to begin with since you will be taken to the fields and put to hard labor and your lives thereafter will be brutish and short!"


All of the men went to pleading for mercy, sobbing pathetic and self-serving apologies. They had been bullying all their lives and like all bullies they were cowards. One of them pissed a puddle onto the floor in his terror. Erica barked out.


"Silence you swine!. Though you deserve the punishment that awaits you we are not without a capacity for mercy. Forgiveness may be granted for repentance that is sincere. If you wish to save yourselves you may mount the stage and give pleasure to the women who sit there in judgement of you by performing the selfless act you have spurned in your sexist arrogance. Now get up there and eat pussy scumbags! See if you can save your worthless balls!"


As the men knee walked to the stage and struggled up the steps Erica stepped behind them and caught the eyes of Joan and the other two women. There was a wicked gleam in her eye and she gave them a wink that made everything crystal clear. It was all a cruel trick meant to give the prisoners false hope. Joan winked back, feeling a rush of sweet anticipation.


As the prisoner made his groveling way toward Joan she parted her legs and rested her ankles on the arms of the chair. Looking at the man she saw in him every arrogant and lustful buffoon who had pawed her and used her. He pressed his face into her tingling cunt and began his pathetically inept efforts to save himself. Though he was untrained as could be Joan felt a rare thrill from his terror and desperation, and most of all from her power over him. She held the fate of his balls in her hand. The miserable wretch was casting about with his tongue in a wordless plea for guidance as to how he might please her and she guided him to her grape. His tongue work was crude and clumsy but circumstance had aroused her to rare heights and orgasm rocked her in waves of exquisite delight that coursed through her one after another. Then a sense of deepest satisfaction came over her but it was followed by a feeling of righteous contempt and loathing. She placed her feet against the man's shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him tumbling back down the stairs of the stage.


She heard cries of ecstasy from her left and right and looked one way, then the other as her two sisters also sent the prisoners rolling down the steps. True to form in their sniveling cowardice they all tried to grovel back up the stage begging for another chance but numerous women broke from the crowd to seize them as Erica barked out once again.


"You have failed and your sentences will be carried out forthwith!"


Electric hoists hung from the ceiling above and spreader bars with manacles were attached to the ends of cables. They were lowered and the prisoner’s ankles were clamped in and they were hung upside down with legs spread far apart. Joan rose from her chair and stepped off the stage to join the crowd that had gathered in a circle around the helpless dangling men. She felt a tap on her shoulder and turned to see Maya standing there and smiling warmly. She held two whips, wicked looking single tails and she handed one to Joan.


"Another first timer's privilege Joan. Let's stripe these boys like zebras!"


They slipped through the tightly packed crowd of women into the open space where the prisoners hung. Joan saw the other two first timers holding whips as well. Twelve women took part in the whipping, four upon each prisoner. Joan and Maya joined the same foursome. Maya gave the prisoner's ankle a hard push, sending him spinning on the well-oiled bearing. Then she stepped back and gave the signal for the flogging to commence. Maya and the other two women were accomplished whip mistresses and their single tails whirled in a blur, biting the man's flesh in searing lashes with barely a second between them. Screams echoed from the ceiling, punctuating the cruel laughter of the mistresses. Joan got in her own lashes as best she could, taking aim mostly at the man's tender junk, landing one cruel shot with every turn.


Before long the prisoners were welted from head to toe and blood flowed from where the leather had gashed them. Their organs were bruised to black and blue. When all broke down into sobs of despairing agony they were lowered to the floor. Hard wooden horses were brought out and they were lifted onto them by groups of women as they writhed in their shackles and pleaded in craven terror. They were strapped on belly down, helpless. Shocking devices operated by remotes were strapped around their balls.


The twelve mistresses who had done the whipping were also to inflict the gang rape. Hefty cocks with oversized glans were brought out and distributed to them. Joan and Maya stood face to face and installed their members, exchanging looks of cruel anticipation. They exchanged a high five and spoke in unison.


"No mercy sister!"


Joan and the other first timers were accorded the honor of deflowering the prisoners. Each was handed a remote so she could add to the prisoner's torment by giving him jolts to his balls. Her heart raced and she felt a heady thrill of righteous cruelty. Joan first stepped in front of her victim and presented the big dick to his lips.


"Suck it boy if you know what's good for you! Otherwise I'll take you dry and split you!"


With a moan of resignation the man opened his mouth and slobbered over the cock, bathing it in his spit. Joan pressed forward relentless, driving the cock against his gullet until he gagged and the shaft sunk deep. Joan rubbed his nose in her sweaty bush, then pulled the cock out with a pop and stepped behind him. She added a wad of her own spit to his ass, letting it run down his crack until it pooled in his anus, then put the dick against his hole and threw her hips forward. He screamed as the big glans stretched his virgin sphincter and passed through it, his orifice closing down so he was impaled and withdrawal would hurt as much as entry. The other two mistresses had followed suit, bringing screams from their victims, and cheers, applause and exhortations rung from the ceiling of the hall. Joan pressed the remote button several times and the prisoner cried out in pain with each jolt.


Joan looked up to see Maya take her position before the man's mouth. Joan thrust hard again and when he opened his mouth to scream Maya grabbed his hair and drove her cock down his throat. The two women linked arms over his body and ravaged him until they both came hard and cum gushed in rivulets down their thighs. They withdrew their cocks and two more women took their places, plunging in deep and rutting with abandon. And like all men would eventually the prisoner yielded and began to enjoy the cock, his moans of pain morphing into pleasure. Joan still held the remote. She knew well the signs of impending male orgasm and just before his cream spurted she pressed the button in rapid succession, ruining the pleasure of the final coming of his life with brutal jolts to his contracting balls. Maya slapped her on the back.


"Good work Joan! You go girl!"


The rape continued until all the dozen women had used each prisoner and were satisfied. Then the slaves were herded toward the stage to gather before it within the semicircle of mistresses so they could watch the procedure and know fear. Meanwhile three folding wooden tables set up on the stage. They had two long and two short legs so they sat at a steep angle. There were heavy leather straps attached and each table had a narrow wooden block mounted in its center. Smaller side tables were also set up next to each.


The prisoners were unbound from the horses and dragged up the stage by several women each. They were hoisted onto the tables and strapped down tight with the blocks between their legs. The angle of the tables afforded a fine view to all. All three prisoners squirmed helplessly in their bonds, whimpering in fear and pleading. They looked out at the crowd of mistresses with eyes bugging out in terror as if searching for the smallest hint of mercy but found only eyes alight in gleeful anticipation.


Then final preparations were made for the unmanning of the prisoners. Erica, Maya and Greta stepped onto the stage, each carrying a wide leather strap with a ratcheting device attached. There was a slot under each block for the strap to slip through and they wrapped the straps around block and scrotum. The ratchets clicked in a rhythmic finality and the sacks were stretched tight and shiny, the balls turning purple as blood flow was cut off. Then they took short leather ropes with nooses at the ends, slipped them around the balls, passed the ropes through metal rings mounted lower down in the table, pulled them tight and tied them off so the balls were stretched out over the blocks, sacks all but popping open. The prisoners moaned in pain and the sweat of their terror ran down into puddles on the tables.


Erica stepped up onto the stage and walked across it, inspecting the preparations, then called for Joan, Toya and Helen to join her there.


"As is customary our first timers will have the honor of performing the procedure. Will their assistants please mount the stage with the instruments."


Maya, Greta and Fiona mounted the stage, each carrying a black leather valise. Maya approached Joan, Greta went to assist Toya and Fiona, Helen.


Maya laid the valise on the side table and opened to show the contents to Joan. She was already familiar with the knife, the ring and the pliers for implanting it. But then there were about a dozen fine needles with red beads on the ends of them and small alcohol burner. She quizzically at Maya who explained.


"Heat the needles in the burner one by one Joan and stick them into his balls. This is the worst pain a man can feel. Keep sticking them in until he begs you to cut him to end his pain, as I promise you he will."


This was said within the hearing of the prisoner, who now writhed all the more in helpless terror. Joan was to unman the slave on the left. Maya lit the burner and she held the first needle in the flame until it glowed red. She saw the other women doing likewise. Then Erica called out for the final punishment to begin. In unison the three women jabbed the heated needles into one of their victims' testicles. Screams echoed in the hall and Joan felt another hot rush of delight and righteous cruelty. She heated another needle and pierced the other ball.


But despite their agony the men showed a stubborn reluctance to part with their balls even though the cutting was inevitable. Joan's victim took eight needles before he finally broke and begged for the cut. She took up the knife and sawed slowly through his scrotum so he could feel his balls being severed and never forget the awful moment. He gave out one final scream that subsided into whimpers. Then, at Maya's instruction she picked up the warm severed balls and held them before his eyes. He broke down into tears of despair. The balls of the other men were severed in due course. They were collected and taken away. The then heavy rings were implanted in the cock tips with no soothing balm to dull the pain and their wounds were stapled..


Then, as if at a signal, an orgy broke out. The castration had horned up the assembled mistresses and the surged forward in a randy mob and fell upon the slaves with a savage vengeance. The slaves; terrorized into rare submission by what they had witnessed were to suffer much in pain and degradation until the mistresses were sated. 


The three prisoners were made to kneel on the stage in their shackles with their limp dicks dangling down, stretched by the weight of the rings, over the lurid gashes where their balls had been. Women took breaks from their orgiastic pleasures to taunt and humiliate them as the knelt there with heads bowed, their male egos crushed. 


Joan, Maya, and the other women who had inflicted justice already felt satiation and they retired to where a circle of rimming horses had been set up for them. Bottles and glasses of red wine were set out on small tables in front of them. Joan felt an inner peace and sense of satisfaction she had never known before. She confessed these feelings to Maya who explained.


"It's the feeling that comes from making the world a better place Joan. At least we can say there are three fewer swinish, woman abusing brutes now. And there's a special treat coming for you soon. Just have some wine and relax."


Joan wondered what that might be as she took a deep drink and felt the wine warming her. She relaxed and enjoyed the slave's tongue on her anus and held her peace for a while. Then one of the young slave keepers entered the circle leading three eunuchs by their cock rigs. Each eunuch held a plate and upon it were what appeared to be two meatballs, pierced by a skewer, and roasted golden brown. One of the plates was laid before Joan and her eyes grew wide when she recognized what was on it. She looked over to Maya who smiled and waved her hand in invitation.


"Bon Appetit Joan!. It's just another honor given to first timers. There's nothing quite like man meat. All of us here have tasted it at least once. Try it!"


She hesitated a moment, then picked up the skewer and took a small bight. And soon after she took the whole ball in her mouth and stripped it from the skewer with a hunger she had never known. It was chewy yet succulent with a taste of the rarest of delicacies. She gulped the first down a bit too fast but took more time to savor the next. Maya looked on approvingly. Joan turned to her as she swallowed the last.


"I've never tasted anything to come close to it!  I want more! When can I have some?"


"We all felt that way the first time Joan. And you will notice a change now in yourself. A woman who has castrated and eaten man meat has a special glow about her, an aura. Men will fear you now without knowing why. When they meet you their cocks will pull in like the heads of frightened turtles and their sacks will tighten and pull their nuts up inside their bodies for protection. They will run if they can and if they can't you will defeat and dominate them. I'm sure it will help you in your legal career."


"I've never felt like this before! I thought I felt strong as I could ever be when I enslaved Adam and ascended to the Plane but now I feel invincible! And I have to have another snack like this soon or I'll go crazy!"


Maya laughed. "I knew once you tasted man meat there would be no holding you back. I know you mentioned some guy named Brad who had plagued you. How would you like to taste his?"


"Greta said she could bring him in for justice at the next retreat but sooner would be better."


"I'm sure some arrangements could be made before then dear. Greta owes me a favor or two. I'll give her a call next week. You'll just have to suppress your newfound appetite for a while. We all do. Man meat is a rare delicacy but we all get our share one way or another, sooner or later."


They settled in to enjoy the rimming, making lewd girl talk with the other women until the orgy subsided and it was time for bed. Joan retrieved Adam and led him to the room. A tender and worshipful cunnilingus eased her to sleep.


Saturday was a day of relaxation with no organized events. There were casual slave swaps among the women, mostly just exchanges of oral pleasures as the mistresses lounged on chaises in the sun or the shade of the palms. Joan made sure to visit with Fiona, Greta and Anne who all agreed to be in touch soon. Things continued that way in the hall after dinner on the veranda and sunset. Then Sunday came and fond farewells were said and everyone jetted off for home.


Monday morning broke clear and bright; the first day of Joan's life that was to be free of any fetters of male authority. Joan awoke with Adam down between her legs as always. She gave him his morning drink and had him serve her. Even after the mad and varied pleasures of the retreat it seemed she found a special delight in this simple and routine act. And there was a subtle but unmistakably greater depth to Adam's submission and in the passion with which he did his duty. It puzzled her but also pleased her to no end. She made him serve her some more and there was no mistaking the deeper submission and the heightened quality of her orgasms. She spent the rest of the day lazing about and enjoying time alone with Adam. She had expected a letdown after the retreat but instead found a heightened happiness in this quiet time. She called Maya to ask about it that evening after fucking Adam. Maya had the answers as always.


"Sometimes there's nothing like time alone with the one who loves you most, who has devoted his life to your pleasure and happiness. And as to your improved orgasms it's simple. He has seen you castrate a man Joan and now he realizes the kind of woman his mistress is so he fears you all the more. It happened with Mark too. My orgasms improved noticeably. Does this bother you?"


"So he's afraid I might cut him? I would never do that to the dear sweet thing but I must say I liked the way I came this morning so why should I reassure him? His balls are safe but why not let him go on thinking they aren't if I can keep coming like that every day?" 


"My thoughts exactly Joan. Is there anything else?"


"Well, I would like an appointment to be fitted for a new cock. Adam was stretched a bit last week."


"Certainly Joan. How about Thursday? I think we can fix you up with something that will make it like deflowering him all over again."


"That will be fine."


She spent the rest of the week sequestered with Adam, only leaving the house to be fitted for her new cock. Maya had the perfect size and poor Adam knew once again the pain of being deflowered but also cried out in gratitude to his mistress when the pain morphed into pleasure.


But Monday morning it was time to get down to the business of building her new life and career. She contacted Fiona about her capitalization and Fiona wired her ample funds to start up her firm and also the information on the scumbag she wanted taken down. Joan was able to lease a suite of luxury offices in a tall building overlooking the lake.


She contacted Anne who sent her the resumes of a dozen prospective associates she had handpicked. Joan interviewed them all and chose six to start with. She told the others they were also more than satisfactory but she could only take on six at that time and that they should be waiting to hear from her one day when she was ready to expand.


When she invited her chosen candidates for their final interviews she made it clear the firm would be dedicated to aggressive litigation against men who abused and degraded women. All were thrilled at the prospect. Joan had Adam under her desk for these interviews and before making a final job offer to each candidate she had him emerge from beneath it and seal the deal with his tongue. Joan saw a light in the eyes of each young woman that told her they all would be tigresses.


While in the process of getting her firm started up Joan had been preoccupied and her thirst for vengeance on Brad and her craving for man meat had been pushed to the back of her mind. But one day when her cadre of female crusaders was settled into cubicles and busy pursuing cases Joan sat in her corner office gazing out over the lake and as she relaxed she felt those urges reassert themselves. As if on cue she got a call from Greta.


"Joan dear. Good news! Brad is in our custody and awaiting your tender mercies any time you're ready."


Brad Jenkins had been perched on a stool in the singles bar that was his favorite hunting ground one Tuesday night scanning the place for likely prey. But it was a slow night and pickings were lean. Then the door opened and two very appealing pieces of flesh came through it, one tall and lissome brunette, the other a short and buxom blonde, both in scanty short dresses. They took stools some distance down the long bar and ordered drinks. Brad was circumspect at first, sizing them up with furtive sideward glances. Soon he noticed they were looking at him pointedly. Then they turned to each other as if in the midst of a dispute. They even stood up and shoved and jostled each other, speaking in hoarse whispers he couldn't make out, intermittently looking back at him with eyes alight. But finally they seemed to come to some resolution and sat back down on their stools, both of them turning to him with gleams in their eyes and assuming provocative poses.


Brad took that as his cue and sidled up to them.


"Is there a problem ladies?"


The brunette answered in a sultry voice. "Not anymore stud muffin. We were just arguing over which of us would get to fuck you but then we settled it. We'll both fuck you at once if you're man enough."


Brad's ego swelled as much as his cock and he didn't even bother to hide the bulge that appeared in his pants, indeed he flaunted it. "I think I'm up to that challenge. All I need is a place."


The blonde chimed in. "How about in our van? It's parked in the back of the lot."


Blinded by his lust and his arrogance to their depraved and obvious subterfuge he let each woman take him by an arm and they exited through the back door. They reach the van and the side door slid open when the blonde pressed the remote. Inside on the floor was a mattress covered in a red satin sheet. Brad climbed inside and opened his pants. His two "lovers" followed him in and pounced, one pinning his arms, the other pressing a chloroform rag over his face. He struggled briefly and went limp. The brunette shed her wig, becoming a redhead and the blonde shed hers, becoming a brunette. They hopped into the front seats and drove off.


The night was moonless but Joan used her phone to navigate to the address Greta had given her in an old remote and stately neighborhood. Her hands shook as she held the steering wheel and there was a squishy warmth and a tingling between her thighs. Above all she felt a craving hunger for the man meat she knew she was soon to enjoy once she had castrated Brad. The house was a red brick mansion with towering white pillars in front. She took the driveway that led around to the back and found the garage door that led into the house's underground parking. She stopped before the door and it opened as if she was expected. Greta was waiting inside by the door that led to the house. The two women hugged and Greta led the way inside. Both women undressed and hung their garments in a closet by the door. Then they made their way down a long winding staircase into the basement.


At the bottom of the stairs was a heavy, iron bound oak door. Greta knocked, three times, widely spaced and the door swung open. Standing just inside, splendidly nude, was a statuesque and regal silver haired woman with steel blue eyes. She seemed strangely ageless; her pale skin flawless with barely a wrinkle. There was a snowy white triangular thicket at her loins. A flash of recognition came to Joan. The woman was a judge she knew by name, sight, and reputation though she had never argued a case before her.


Joan looked around the circular, stone walled chamber they had entered. There were numerous women in the room, all naked as well. There were a dozen throne chairs set around half its perimeter and women were seated in them. Maya was one of them and she recognized Erica, Tessie and some of the other women who had been at Adam's debut party. There was a single step stage straight across from the door with judges’ bench upon it with another throne chair behind it. And before the stage were two tables. Seated there on her right was a tall dark-haired woman, a prosecuting attorney Joan also recognized. Beside her at the table was a younger auburn-haired woman. And at the table on the left, alone, sat a full-figured blonde-haired woman Joan recognized as a defense attorney. There was a low buzz of excited whispers in the room.


The silver haired woman spoke.


"Yes Joan. I'm Victoria Carter. We've never been formally introduced but I know of you too and I've been impressed by your work. I wish you only the best with the founding of your firm and I will see to it that decisions go in your favor insofar as it is in my power. I've devoted my life to the dispensing of justice both publicly and privately. And the latter is by far the most satisfying because the guilty are the most deserving and the punishments fit the crimes so very well.  Tonight, Brad will get the fair trial he deserves by a jury of his superiors. The verdict and sentence are a forgone conclusion but we'll see to it that he thinks otherwise for a while. And I believe you recognize the counsels for the prosecution and defense as well. The courthouse is well infiltrated by our sisters. Have a seat and we will begin the proceedings."


She pointed to an empty chair off to the right of the judges bench and Joan went to it and sat down.


Victoria stepped  up onto the stage and sat down behind the bench. She picked up the gavel and rapped it thrice for silence and all eyes turned to her. She called out in an iron voice.


"Let the accused be brought before the court!"


The door of the chamber swung open and two nude and muscular young women entered side by side. Each carried a short thick whip. Behind them was Brad, bound in shackles and led by a leash around his stretched and purple balls. He was led before the bench and made to kneel. He looked around the room, recognizing the judge and the attorneys, the young woman at the prosecutor's table and finally Joan sitting off to the side and a look of sheerest terror came to his face as he realized well deserved punishment awaited him. He was a coward, like all of his ilk. Victoria glared at him in righteous disgust then began the proceedings.


"We have here a male accused of the most heinous and despicable crimes against women. His accuser sits to my right and there with our prosecutor is a corroborating witness. Madame prosecutor you may begin."


The prosecutor stood and addressed Joan.


Ms. Palmer, would you please describe the behavior you have witnessed on the part of the accused?"


"Yes Madame prosecutor. I have worked with him for several years and he is guilty of the stereotypical male behavior we all loath and despise. But in his case it is more flagrant, willful, and deliberate. Beyond the constant lewd advances and vicious backstabbing when those advances are rejected he has been known to drug and rape the young women who are naïve enough to succumb to his blandishments. And even though his misdeeds are known to all he is protected by the men in high places in the firm and goes unpunished. And he boasts repeatedly about how he scorns the selfless act of love."


"You mean cunnilingus?"


"Yes Madame prosecutor, but even more important, as we all know, anallingus."


"Of course Ms. Palmer. How could I forget? Your honor, the prosecution would like to call one witness to corroborate Ms. Palmer's testimony."


"Very well Madame prosecutor, let the witness take her place in the chair."


The young woman changed places with Joan and went on to describe the humiliation of her date rape at the hands of Brad. Then the judge looked to the defense attorney and asked if she had any questions. Brad turned his "defender" with simpering look of hope in his eyes but then:


"You're honor I don't see what defense there could possibly be!" Brad sagged, hopes dashed.


"Very well then. Members of the jury have you reached a verdict?'


The words were barely out of the judge's mouth before the women of the jury uttered one word as if with one voice: "Guilty!"


Brad cast his eyes around the room looking from juror to juror, skin glistening with the sweat of his fear. On every face he saw cold contempt, and in every eye a gleam of lustful anticipation. The judge banged her gavel for attention and called out.


"The accused will face the bench and hear his sentence!"


The two young women seized Brad and dragged him forward to kneel just before the bench. Victoria's steel blue eyes were icy in their condemnation, her face a mask of loathing.


"Bradley Jenkins, you have been tried and found guilty of crimes too numerous to list. Justice demands a most severe punishment. I might be tempted to impose a sentence of death but believe that would, in its way, be too merciful. Better that suffering and degradation be your lot through what remains of your wretched life. First and immediately you will be hung upside down to suffer under the whip. Each woman here will deliver fifty lashes upon your body. You will then be tied belly down over a horse and gang raped so you may know what it means to be violated for another's selfish pleasure. And finally, this evening, you will be castrated by your accuser. Tomorrow you will be taken away to lead a life of penal servitude at hard labor."


Brad's face turned near purple in his terror but somehow, despite all, he summoned up a rage and burst into profanity.


"You can't do this to me, you bitches! You fucking cunts! I'll have all your asses in the slammer! Nobody does this to Brad Jenkins!"


He made a laughable effort to flee, turning, rising to his feet, hobbling toward the door in his shackles. But his two young jailers grabbed him and dragged him back to kneel before Victoria again. She continued, addressing the defense attorney.


"Would counsel for the defense care to appeal this sentence?"


"Even such a one as this might deserve a chance for redemption your honor. Perhaps the accused could perform the selfless acts he has scorned upon the members of the jury and if they, by majority vote, deem him worthy his balls might be spared?"


"Very well. It is so ordered. The accused will begin with the juror on the left and give pleasure to each in her turn. And he will pay special attention to the anus."


The jailers took Brad under the arms and hauled him over to kneel before Tessie, who sat in the first chair. She reached out and grabbed his hair, pulling his face into her big hairy cunt. Joan looked around the room as Brad began his fumbling and inept efforts to serve her. There was a mean smirk on every face, all knowing well the cruel game that was being played. On by one Brad serviced the jurors and each did achieve the exquisite orgasm that only a man desperate to save his balls could provide. Then Brad was dragged back before the bench and the jurors stood, forming a huddle. There were murmurs, whispers, nodding and shaking of heads. Finally they returned to their seats and
Maya spoke for all.


"Your honor we find ourselves hopelessly deadlocked in a tie vote."


"Very well then, the prisoner will serve the remaining women here, an odd number that will surely result in a majority one way or the other. Let him begin with Madame prosecutor."


Brad serviced each of the remaining women. Each voiced her vote when finished. Second to last was the judge who swiveled her chair to the side and parted her legs to receive his attentions. The vote was now in Brad's favor by one and he fell to service with the passion of renewed hope. But even though Victoria cried out in fierce ecstasy when she came she still pointed her thumb down, leaving the vote tied with Joan's vote to be the deciding one. Brad knelt at her feet with a pathetic pleading look on his face. Joan gave him a contemptuous leer in return and spread her legs wide to offer her cunt.. As Brad bent to his work she looked around the room at her smiling sisters, the outcome a forgone conclusion. Joan came hard with a copious gushing and Brad swallowed it down in his desperation. Then Joan shoved him back with her feet, let him kneel there in cruel suspense for a few moments and turned her thumb down. Brad sobbed and cried out craven pleas for another chance as the hoist was lowered from the ceiling and  the whips were handed out among the women.


The whipping and gang rape that followed reduced Brad to a sniveling blob of welted, ravaged emasculated flesh as he was laid on the table and his balls were placed upon the block and strapped down. Joan stepped up onto the stage holding the knife. Their eyes met and he wilted all the more as the inevitability sunk in. 

But even in this state he showed a stubborn clinging to his balls and took twelve needles before finally begging for the mercy of the cut. Joan's heart hammered and she reached between her legs to fondle and arouse herself as she poised the knife. When she felt her impending orgasm she made the stroke, Brad's final scream triggering her climax as the scrotum was severed.


There was an after party, with wine and hors d'oeuvres. Brad was made to kneel on the stage to be taunted as the women celebrated. Joan was, of course, awarded the succulent man meat and held the plate before Brad's eyes before slowly devouring his roasted balls as he watched. Then he was taken away to begin his life of servitude.


Brad's balls sated Joan's craving for man meat long enough for her to turn her attention back to her firm. She rented two slaves from the spare slave pool to be on duty in the office. They would serve to reward the efforts of her young proteges by spending time under their desks. Her associates were well motivated and highly focused on that account. But since each really needed a slave to call her own Joan put them in contact with Maya who did some matchmaking and within six months each had her own adoring slave beneath her desk to serve her during the day and to take home at night.


And Joan's name came to be feared by any male who's misdeeds brought him to her attention by way of a female plaintiff. Just as Maya had said, men quailed in terror just by being in the same room with her because of that subtle something that gave them to know they stood no chance against her iron will to power. It was rare for matters to even go to trial. Negotiations of settlements were brief and the sums generous. The men seemed eager to capitulate and then flee the room so their shriveled manhood could restore itself by being delivered from her presence. And for many their comeuppance was not merely financial. Soon after their monetary ruin they found themselves with their balls on the block. Joan was often awarded the man meat and it kept her predatory instincts strong.


Five years passed. Needless to say, Joan's wealth soared. She moved from her condo to another, a penthouse in a tall building on Lakeshore Drive. Her dear sweet Adam was there to attend her every day. She was fond of celebrating the anniversaries of the many milestones in their life together. On the morning of one of these, the most special one, Joan woke before dawn. She gave Adam his morning drink and he served and satisfied her in the way only he knew how. Then they rose, remaining naked as always when they were alone together, and she clipped the leash onto his cock ring and led him out to the balcony that overlooked the shimmering blue lake. The air was soft and warm and the summer sun was just edging up over the horizon in a blaze of scarlet. She settled into the favorite chair she kept out there and eased back with legs parted. Adam went to his knees before her without having to be told. She patted his head in the way that told him she just wanted tender kisses over her mount and inside thighs, leaned back and closed her eyes to savor the memory of this most special anniversary. Among all the others, though each was exquisite in its way, none compared to this one, that blessed day, that moment of awakening when Adam first went to his knees to serve her pleasure and she put her foot on the first step of that celestial stairway and began her Ascent to the Plane.
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