
        
            
                
            
        

    
PROLOGUE-PRESENT DAY

Madame Eva, proprietress of Madame Eva’s Femdom Emporium slumped in her recliner with legs parted and resting on the arms, savoring the afterglow of being properly serviced by the three stud slaves who knelt exhausted before her, their big dicks limp, every drop of cum wrung from their bodies.

Slave number five of her harem of six had served as cuck that evening and now he was on his knees with his face between her comely thighs, lapping at her sated cunt, making sure he had slurped up every drop of semen from her lady parts. He had done his duty to perfection as always, first performing fellatio on each of the studs to get their premature ejaculations out of the way so they could last long in her service. He had willingly accepted and swallowed the big cum loads they had spurted into his mouth and down his throat and had licked up their leavings from her cunt and sucked out the sperm from her rectum.

Her contentment was complete. At age 55 she had the glow and vigor of a woman far younger, thanks to the complete sexual fulfillment her slaves provided. At times like these her mind turned back to the beginning of her journey down the road that would lead to these moments. It had been a long and hard one with many winding turns but in the end much worth it.

CHAPTER ONE-1996

Eva was the daughter of strictly religious and puritanical parents, immigrants from Germany. Her father was a sexist tyrant who believed women were created by God to be subservient to men. Eva’s mother willingly kowtowed to him and Eva pretended to but being of strong and independent mind, she patiently waited for her eighteenth birthday when she could chart her own course in life.

Part of her strategy was securing some kind of college scholarship so she studied hard and eschewed typical teenage social life and dating. From as early and age as possible she worked part time as a cashier and saved every penny she could.

Avoiding pregnancy was a high priority. She did have more than normal sexual desire and used her fingers freely to ease herself and preserve her sanity. And the fantasies she used to enhance her masturbation became more and more of having men submit and serve her pleasure.

Her consistent 4 point grade average and lofty scores on academic tests secured her a full scholarship to a prestigious university far from her hometown. She packed her bags and left the day after her high school graduation, not even saying goodbye and never looking back.

Physically, Eva was the very image of a Teutonic goddess. She had grown to a height of over six feet. She wore her golden hair long, down to the middle of her back, sometimes in a ponytail, others piled high atop her head, accentuating her height. Broad of shoulder, narrow of waist, heavy breasted, shapely of hip with strong comely thighs she carried herself with a regal posture that she knew intimidated any male who caught her steel blue eyes.

Freed from the constraints of her home life her sexual desire blossomed into a predatory lust and she cast her eyes about at the young males who were everywhere. But at first there was only frustration. In her self-cloistered life, she had never developed any womanly wiles or art of seduction. She had no clue about how to approach a male and none approached her because of her intimidating presence.

Many a young and fetching prospect caught her eye but she was reduced to fantasizing about having them on their knees with their tongues performing the duty her fingers did.

Help came from an unexpected source. Her courses were focused on business, accounting and economics because she aspired to wealth and the independence it would give her. But she also took classes to broaden her mind.

One such was an anthropology course on the subject of the role of women in world cultures. It was taught with a strong feminist bias by Professor Emma Charles, a tall and voluptuous black woman of regal bearing who wore her hare in a short Afro.

Emma held forth without reservation about how most evil in the world was done by men, driven by their brutish lusts. She espoused the imposition of gynarchy to right the wrongs of the world. Eva would sit in the front row, eyes wide, rapt at hearing Emma’s powerful words. Emma repeatedly caught her eyes and seemed to probe her soul. One Friday at mid semester after class Emma approached her with an invitation to dinner at her house that evening. She said there were some people she would very much like Eva to meet.

At seven o’clock sharp Eva rang Emma’s doorbell and was greeted with a warm hug and welcomed inside. The fragrance of grilling steaks and other savory foods filled the air. Emma invited her to the greatroom. She wore a scarlet silk robe tied off at the waist. She shed it and tossed it aside, revealing her resplendent, chocolate brown nudity. Just her knee high black stiletto boots remained. Eva took a step back, confused. Emma just invited her to undress as well and Eva did so with a sense of growing excitement. They each took a seat in leather recliners.

The open kitchen was adjacent and Eva gaped when she saw two naked males busy there, obviously preparing the meal. A large island hid their lower bodies from view, but when one of them, a slender and very cute and dark haired young thing went to put a basket of rolls on the dining room table she saw that his cock was enclosed in a golden, padlocked cage. And when his red-haired fellow chef approached them carrying a tray holding a bottle of red wine and two glasses she could see his organ was similarly confined. Her eyes fixed upon it and her hand strayed between her legs. She caught herself and turned to Emma, blushing crimson, but Emma just laughed kindly.

“Don’t be bashful about your desire Eva. You have entered my personal utopia. My slaves make it so for me. The dark-haired one is Seth and the red-haired one is Colin. First we’ll have some wine and dinner and then some of the pleasure I sense you have been long denied and much yearned for!”

They took seats at the table and the slaves laid the sumptuous repast before them, thick porterhouse steaks, big baked potatoes, asparagus. Then the slaves knelt by the table with heads bowed as if awaiting commands. And command them Emma did a few times, dispatching Seth to fetch the salt and pepper shakers he had forgotten to put on the table. He set it down and then stood at attention close to Emma. His neglect earned him a sharp backhanded whack to the balls that made him double over and go back down to his knees. Colin was later sent to fetch more wine as they both ate and drank with appetite.

Emma had eaten all of her steak except for a good portion that remained on the bone. She had hollowed out her potato, leaving just the skin and had only eaten the tender tips of her asparagus. She laid the plate on the floor in front of Seth and he first thanked her profusely, then stooped to eat the table scraps that were his meal. Eva was sated too with similar scraps remaining and she followed Emma’s lead by laying the plate before Colin, who gave thanks and stooped to eat like a dog.

Dinner over, they retired to the recliners while the slaves clean up the kitchen. When finished they came to kneel before the mistresses. Only then did Eva notice the whip welts that striped their bodies. Seth’s welts were older and fully healed but Colin bore far more welts in various stages of healing, some quite new. Eva looked over to Emma who read her thoughts and explained.

“Slave Seth is an innate submissive male Eva. He was a shy and gentle virgin when I found him and guilty of no harm to women. But every slave must get at least an initial taste of the whip. I whipped him until he cried and you can see the scars. Slave Colin was a whole other matter. He was a rowdy pig-male frat boy who participated in vile abuses of female students along with his loutish brothers. I lured him into my clutches and proceeded to exact vengeance and break his will. He is now totally broken and submissive but still has much to atone for because of the loathsome life he led. He serves as my whipping boy when one of his ilk disrespects me.”

They made a little small talk, though Eva could not take her eyes off the kneeling slaves. Her hand again strayed to her pussy, this time without shame and a gleam of lust came to her eyes. Emma knew it was time to get things started. She minced no words.

“Well Eva, it looks like you are ready to get down to business. Have ever received a proper cunnilingus?”

Eva could only shake her head, still staring and fondling herself. Emma continued.

“My poor child! Then that is how we will begin. Slave Seth! To your duty!”

Seth knelt directly in front of Eva and he moved toward her with his tongue extended. Eva was surprised by its length. Her legs parted as if by a will of their own, offering her golden haired cunt. He nuzzled his way into her dense thicket and she gasped and shuddered as his tongue found her lady parts. Nothing her fingers had done for her came even close to his adoring and artful caresses. It seemed every wriggle of his tongue found a sweet spot that sent thrills up her spine.

She felt his tongue scooping up her crevice and heard him swallowing deeply. She knew he was slurping up the amber poon that now flowed freely and she sensed his hunger for it. Her lust soon rose to a boil and she rammed her pubis against his mouth in wordles demand for release. He obeyed in a manner that amazed, that long tongue probing deep into her cavern to caress the G spot she herself had discovered in the course of her self-pleasuring. And his nose rubbed her clit as he shook his head. Orgasm rocker her, tearing a primal shriek from the depths of her being. She convulsed and writhed, then went limp and passed into a sweet stupor. She could feel slave Seth’s tender kisses on her parts and inner thighs.

Emma waited patiently for her to rouse. Eva shook her head to clear it and turned to Emma with mouth and eyes wide. Emma laughed tenderly.

“I must say you needed that and badly Eva! But that is just the beginning. Now Colin will take his turn and further expand you horizons, so to speak!”

Seth moved back and aside to let Colin take his place. He gently hoisted Eva’s legs, raising them to her chest. The he went down low and Eva gasped again when she felt his render caresses to her anus, or her “place of filth and shame” as her parents had put it. To have a male put his tongue there with adoring subservience for the sake of her pleasure was beyond her imagining. But there was nothing to do but give in to the pleasure and enjoy.

And her enjoyment reached a new height when she felt his tongue slither deep inside her and wriggle about. And he wriggled on for minutes on end, tongue tireless as it slithered in and out, bringing rapturous delight. She soon became torn between that and answering the screaming demands of her clit.

The urge for release won out and she grabbed him by the hair to pull him to her apex. As his tongue fell upon her pearl she felt and insertion into her rectum and knew he had slipped a finger in there to fuck her gently with it while he licked and sucked. A soul shattering climax that eclipsed the one before surged through her body and she gave out a fierce and snarling sound of brute satisfaction. She felt herself release a heavy gush as the pleasure surged through her, a new and wild delight made all the better when she heard him gulping down her juice with a thirst.

Then her body seemed to melt and conform to the contours of the chair as every muscle went slack. She drifted in the haze for minutes on end before she felt her body firm and she sat up straight. Again, she looked to Emma with astonishment in her eyes. Emma reached out to put a hand on her shoulder.

“My oh my Eva! Do I detect just a bit of pent up desire! Never fear! It’s still early. Let’s have some more wine and some girls talk that will get you horned up again. Then we can move on to other things!”

The slaves went to fetch a new bottle of wine and two glasses. Then the resumed their kneeling.

“You have just reaped the benefits of weeks of orgasm denial for these slaves Eva. I identified you as being of the female dominant orientation the first day of class. It’s written all over you for a woman who can read it. The slaves have been locked up tight ever since. You may rest assured their balls are aching severely. Long denial imparts an intense passion and worship to their cunnilingus. Sometimes I am tempted to permanently deny them but there are other acts of pleasuring that result in their coming and I also cannot resist. Tomorrow night they will be granted release in a special way I will keep secret for now.”

“You are here to be introduced to the pleasures that are your birthright as Woman Eva. I belong to a loose but very powerful and pervasive network of likeminded women. We hold it to be self-evident that the female is the superior gender created in the image of our female deity. The male was created by her as a lesser being, a lower life form, whose only purpose is to serve Woman. You will be a most welcome addition to our network and I will be your mentor and sponsor. Soon you will meet more of your new sisters in dominance over the male and assume your proper place in the world.”

After these words Eva felt a renewed warmth and tingling between her thighs. But Emma talked on about the joys and delights of slave ownership, hinting at all manner of wild acts that would bring ecstasy but never going into detail. Soon Eva was fondling herself shamelessly with eyes riveted on the slaves again. Emma knew it was time.

“Well Eva, I can see you are ready to continue. How convenient it is this evening that we have two tongues available and you have two places in your body that can receive great pleasure from them. Why not enjoy both tongues at once? Just prop one foot up on the end of the coffee table and part your legs wide!”

Eva wasted no time. She stood and placed her foot on the table and extended her other long leg so her crotch was fully exposed. She heard Emma bark commands.

“Slave Seth to the pussy! Slave Colin to the anus!”

Almost simultaneously she felt the two tongues converge and go to work upon her parts. Slave Seth’s tongue slithered about in her crevice, finding those sweet spots with the same precision as before. And slave Colin’s tongue first caressed her nether orifice with sweet adoration, then plunged in deep and began that tireless and maddeningly delightful movement, in and out and all about.

Soon she was lost in the delight of it all, ramming downward with her pelvis to demand greater effort and deeper penetration. Slave Seth ran his tongue deep into her cavern and found her G. His tongue’s hard tip massaged it as he pressed his nose to her pearl. She rolled and gyrated her hips to propel herself to the orgasm she felt welling up within her. It’s force turned her knees to rubber as she shrieked in her ecstasy, flooding slave Seth’s mouth with the juice of her pleasure, body melting as she passed from consciousness. Emma had to jump to her feet and take hold of her shoulders to guide her down into the chair lest she topple to the floor and injure herself.

She drifted long in afterglow while Emma waited patiently. When her eyes opened they looked to Emma, again in astonishment that there could be such intensity of pleasure.

When she recovered herself Emma took her hand and tugged her to her feet and then ordered the slaves to rearrange the furniture. They pulled the recliners back to back and placed the sofa table from behind the couch between them. Then slave Seth fetched a fresh bottle of wine and put it on the table between the chairs along with the glasses.

They were power operated chairs and Emma adjusted them, tilting the backs and extending the footrests just so. Then she assumed a comfortable posture on the chair, on her knees with her shapely ass projecting. She pointed to slave Colin, snapped her fingers and pointed to her ass. Instantly he went behind her, put his face between her lovely chocolate cheeks and went to work with his tongue upon her anus with just the soft lapping caresses that brought relaxation and contentment. She invited Eva to follow suit and soon slave Seth’s adoring tongue was at work as well. It probed deep inside of her and wriggled about in a manner most pleasing, never tiring as the minutes passed.

Emma had only watched the goings on without being satisfied herself so after a few minutes she rolled her hips and rubbed her cunt over Colin’s face to let him know she was ready to take orgasm. With practiced skill he brought her to a deep, consuming and satisfying climax. Then Emma continued Eva’s indoctrination into the ways and traditions of the female supremacist network.

“You may move in here with me Eva and I will help you to become confident and experienced in dominating and controlling males and using them as a means to your pleasure. Over this winter you will become familiar with and accustomed to the gamut of delights that will be yours. You will meet your new sisters in this subjugation of the male. But in the spring it will be imperative that you acquire a slave of your own. We will prowl the campus together looking for likely prospects. It will be best for you to start with an innate submissive such as slave Seth. I am adept at detecting this type of male. Though they are rare there is always one to be found if you are patient and know what signs to look for.”

Emma went on about membership in the network, but only gave tantalizing hints about what to expect. Eva let her imagination run wild and was soon aroused to the point where she rubbed her pussy over slave Seth’s face to let him know she wanted to come. Emma was heated up too and the joined hands across the table and came together in a moment of deep female bonding.

By then a pleasant exhaustion born of their satisfaction set in and Emma offered slave Colin to share Eva’s bed. On impulse she made him go to hands and knees and mounted his back to ride him to the bedroom. Emma did likewise and they giggled their way through a slave race down the long hallway, not caring who won.

Slave Colin opened up the covers and Eva flopped into the bed on her back with a deep contented sigh. Slave Colin pulled the covers over her and dived underneath, pillowing his head across her thighs. She felt him planting tender and adoring kisses upon her sated cunt and drifted off.

She slept late and sunlight coming in the window woke her. She yawned and stretched. Slave Colin shifted around so he lay belly down with face between her thighs. He licked gently at her pussy and then she felt his lips enfolding her apex. He held them there as if waiting for something. She wondered what it might be. Then she heard him speak in a pleading tone.

“Please Mistress! A drink!”

She was shocked at first and a bit repulsed by the idea. But then she thought further and the realization came to her that this was just further proof of the depth of the submissive and loving devotion of Emma’s slaves. With that she relaxed. She felt her fulness from her indulgence in wine the night before and sighed as she released the pungent golden flow. And a thrill came to her when she heard him guzzling with the thirst of a man long stranded in the desert.

When the last of it was swallowed down she felt his tongue go right to her pearl with the soft caresses that would lead to arousal and then climax. His skills were finely honed and he coaxed her along to the point where her body all but screamed for its release. She rammed her pubis to his lips to let him know her readiness. His tongue went harder upon her and her body was racked by a surge of supernal ecstasy. She cried out, gushed, convulsed and relaxed. While still drifting in afterglow she felt his tongue going lower, caressing her hind hole with tender passion.

It didn’t take long for his rimming to arouse her again. Then he surprised her with a triple delight, slipping a wetted finger into her orifice while he moved upward to slide his tongue deep in her cavern to caress the G while his nose rubbed her clit. Orgasm hit soon and hard and not just one but a long sequence as he kept his nose just so upon her pearl while his tongue and finger did their parts. Piercing wails were wrung from her depths until satisfaction came with a melting into sweet contentment.

She lay in sweet stupor for a while, feeling his tender lips and tongue upon her labia and inner thighs. Her body firmed and she sat up and hopped from the bed, feeling a relaxed confidence, ready to conquer the world.

There was a bathroom adjacent to the bedroom and she felt the call and went in there, slave Colin following on hands and knees. She used the commode and reached for the toilet paper only to find the holder empty. Slave Colin had the solution.

“No need for paper mistress! My tongue will serve you much better!”

Again, she felt shocked at first at his willingness to accept such a degradation. But then the thought of it thrilled her and she rose from the seat, turned and offered her ass to him. His tongue was busy without the slightest hesitation, the sensation of it so much more pleasant than dry and rough toilet paper. When he stopped she knew for sure that she was spotless. She made her way to the kitchen with him groveling behind her.

Emma was up and around already and the kitchen was fragrant with the scents of frying bacon and brewing coffee. Slave Seth was busy at the stove preparing very large omelets. Slave Colin went to work immediately preparing and buttering toast. As they had the night before the mistresses ate their fill and fed the leavings to the slaves.

Emma invited Eva to the living room while the slaves cleaned up the kitchen. They eased back in the recliners with the footrests extended so the slaves could lick their feet when they finished their work and came crawling in to join them. Slave Seth’s adoring tongue was pure delight as it massaged her soles and licked between her toes. They relaxed and enjoyed themselves for half an hour or so while Emma told her what the new day would bring.

“Saturday is housework day around here Eva. First off we will supervise the slaves as the do their chores. Slave Seth is on bathroom and bedroom duty this week while slave Colin will do the kitchen and greatroom.”

Emma opened a wide drawer in the coffee table and took out two riding crops with lead shot sewn into the tips. She handed one to Eva and took the other for herself. The drawer also contained four golf ball sized lead weights attached to large alligator clips. She ordered the slaves to their knees before her and clipped the weights to each of their nipples. They flinched and gritted their teeth from the biting pain. Then she ordered the slaves to begin their work.

“The sooner they finish their chores the sooner I take the clips off Eva! You may supervise slave Seth.”

Slave Colin went to fetch a bucket and filled it at the kitchen sink. He poured some Spic and Span into the water and put the bucket down on the floor. Then he pulled a scrub brush from under the sink and went to hands and knees to scrub. The weights hung down from his nipples and bobbed and jiggled as he scrubbed. Eva could only imagine the pain of it, but felt no compassion, but only a wet tingling in her crotch.

Slave Seth filled his own bucket and carried it off to the master bathroom to scrub that floor on hands and knees. Eva stood over him and when he missed a spot she gave him a hard whack across the ass with the crop. He missed another and that time he took s stern whack to his dangling and aching balls that put him on his belly moaning. Lesson learned he cleaned the floor spotless, then the big whirlpool tub. Finally, there was the toilet to be cleaned and, just for fun upon an impulse, she made him first lick the fixture thoroughly including inside the bowl before cleaning it with a sponge.

Then it was on to the second bathroom. Emma came to check on progress and noticed a missed spot. Eva raised her crop to whack his balls but Emma held her hand back.

“Just keep track of the demerits Eva. Punishment will be meted out at lunch time.”

The bathroom and kitchen cleaning lasted until lunchtime and the slaves were made to stand at attention in the living room. Emma gave Eva instructions as to how to proceed.

“One whack to the balls for each lapse Eva. I’ll begin with slave Colin. First there was the missed spot by the refrigerator.”

She brought the crop down hard on poor Colin’s balls and he doubled over and went to the floor, cradling his balls in his hands. Then she kicked him with her sharp-toed boots to make him stand up again.

“This for not cleaning up the breadcrumbs behind the toaster!”

Another cruel stroke put him on the floor again. Failure to clean the sink properly earned him another whack and missing a spot on the stove top another. Then it was time for slave Seth to atone for his demerits. Eva discounted the whacks she had already given him and included whacks for those demerits in his punishment. Five whacks in all were given and slave Seth stood slumped over, unable to stand straight at attention until another sharp whack forced his compliance. Then the mistresses settled into the recliners to receive cunnilingus before the slaves were put to work preparing lunch.

Lunch was big sub sandwiches and potato chips. The slaves knelt before them and they tossed chips at them so they could try and catch them in their mouths. Some the caught and others not. Those they had to grovel for and eat from the floor. A bit over half the sandwiches were eaten and the remains were tossed onto the floor for the slaves to gobble up.

Lunch was followed by another cunnilingus and then it was time to vacuum and dust. Slave Seth got out the vacuum cleaner and slave Colin the feather duster. Eva noted how the slaves were unable to stand up straight and how the hunched over when they walked. Emma explained.

“It’s partly from their earlier punishment Eva, but mostly from the prolonged orgasm denial. By now the ache in their balls is worse than they have ever experienced. I have denied them longer than ever to get them ready for you this evening. They will be granted release in a way you will surely find delightful. Now let’s inspect their work and mete out punishment as appropriate.”

Emma put on white gloves so she could detect any lingering dust left by slave Colin and she asked Eva to carefully inspect every corner and cranny on the floors. Several lapses in dusting and vacuuming were found and after the slaves had finished up they were stood up to take their whacks. Then they were set to work on preparing dinner, hunched over even more.

Ribs and tater tots were on the menu and the slaves were tossed the bones to gnaw what they could from them. Tots were tossed to them as well, either to be caught in their mouths or flung far and wide so they had to crawl to where they landed and eat them from the floor.

Eva was getting ever more excited from Emma’s hints about what the evening would bring. When her fingers went between her legs as if with a will of their own Emma knew it was time to get things started. They retired to the living room and took seats in the recliners. She dispatched the slaves to fetch the “kits.” They hurried down the hallway, hunched over and moaning, but seemingly eager for what was to happen.

They returned with slave Seth carrying a finely crafted walnut box about 18 inches long and 8 wide and high. Slave Colin carried a box the same size but gift wrapped. They laid the boxes on the coffee table and knelt across from it, fidgeting in what seemed anticipation. Emma handed Eva the gift wrapped box and invited her to unwrap and open it.

When she removed the wrap and opened the lid she gasped in surprise and delight, her eyes gleaming in lust and curiosity. She laid the contents out on the table. First there was a harness of thin black leather straps. Attached to it was a bulbous object in flesh colored latex with a threaded socket at its front. And a luridly realistic pair of fake balls hung below. Then, one by one she took out the remaining objects and laid them on the table, three faux cocks in three sizes. There was also a tube of KY lubricant and a leather device she could not identify. The implications were obvious but she still looked to Emma quizzically. Emma explained.

“The breaking and training of a slave is a long and rigorous process Eva. The culminating moment of this process is the deflowering. They are virgins in the most important way and the deflowering completes their transformation into full blown submission. The taking of their virginity also purges them of any vestiges of delusional ‘manhood’ the training has not excised. The first deflowering thrusts are quite painful, as is only fitting and just. But as the fucking goes on they know growing pleasure and soon they are enjoying the cock. And in the end they come with an intensity that addicts them to the cock forever.”

She picked up the smallest of the cocks and continued.

“This is the starter size, the 1X8. Personally, I have rarely used it because it doesn’t inflict sufficient pain upon entry for most slaves. Slave Seth was one exception. He had the tightest little hole I had ever seen and the next size up, the 1 ½ X 10 might have split him. Slave Colin got the 1 ½ X 10 from the get-go. You should have heard him squeal like a piggy! Slave Seth was upsized to the 1 ½ X 10 when I had stretched him enough.”

She picked up the biggest cock and went on.

“This is the 2 X 12. Both of my slaves are ready to be upsized and I planned on doing it earlier but then I met you and decided to save it for your epiphany this evening. Upsizing is much like deflowering a slave all over and I wanted you to have the experience to give you a hint of how it will be when you deflower your first virgin slave. But that experience will eclipse the pleasures you will know tonight.

Eva noticed the slaves were staring at the cocks with longing in their eyes. Emma decided the time was right. She picked up the devices and boxes and set them on the end table between the recliners, then barked a command.

“Slaves! Move the coffee table and get out the sticky mat!”

The slaves nearly tripped over themselves in their haste to obey. They moved to coffee table off the fine Persian rug and slave Colin went to a closet down the halls and returned carrying a black mat that matched the rug in size. They slaves rolled it out and then, as if knowing the drill well they knelt shoulder to shoulder before Emma.

Emma removed their chastity cages and their cocks went full erect. They were only of modest size and she looked down at them with amused contempt.

“These cocks are unworthy of entering the body of woman Eva because they can’t give satisfaction. Some males are properly endowed and they are privileged to enter our bodies and service us. All network members have access to these studs. Next weekend we will summon some of them and have ourselves a right good time. And slaves Colin and Seth have a very important role in those goings on. But I’ll let that be a surprise. Now let’s get these boys ready!”

The leather device proved to be a stretcher that she wrapped around the balls of the slaves, lacing them tight, stretching and spreading them wide apart. The balls soon turned a lovely shade of purple. Then she took the 2 x 12 cocks and screwed them into the bases on the harnesses. She invited Eva to stand and barked another order.

“Slave Seth! Install mistress Eva’s cock!”

Slave Seth’s obedience was instant. Eva stood with legs apart and he slipped the vaginal bulb into her. She felt her vagina enfold it snugly, feeling pleasant pressure on her G. Then he fastened the straps around her hips. She could see his hands were trembling though he clearly was much practiced at the installation and he whimpered softly. She glanced at Emma with a quizzical expression.

“He knows his release awaits him Eva and he is beside himself with anticipation of having your cock up his ass.”

Then she barked an order.

“Slave Seth! Fetch the mirror!”

Slave Seth went down the hallway toward the bedrooms. Meanwhile slave Colin installed Emma’s cock. Hers was perfectly matched to her rich brown skin tone. Eva marveled at how she exuded dominant power with the big dick jutting. Slave Colin could not take his eyes off of it, staring at it with a pathetic longing.

Slave Seth returned carrying a full length mirror on a stand. He set it down and Emma urged Eva to have a look at herself. Eva stood before the mirror and gasped in self-admiration. Her image in the mirror exuded that same dominant power. The big dick protruded from her golden thicket as if she had been born with it. She turned sideways to see the jutting of her cock, then turned to look at the slaves with the gleam of a hungry predator in her eyes. Emma smiled in approval.

“First you simply must enjoy and blowjob Eva. The 2 X 12 cocks will be a new challenge for these slaves because the deepthroat is mandatory. Make slave Seth suck it for you. And how could I forget? Press that red button at the base of the cock!”

Eva pressed it and felt a pulsing vibration inside of her that made her clit and G tingle.

Slave Seth knee walked over to her without hesitation and took the cock into his mouth. He began to suck and lick with passion and then, of his own accord he leaned forward, forcing the big glans against his gullet. Eva could indeed tell the deepthroat would be a challenge because of the larger diameter. But slave Seth proved firm in his determination to please his mistress by taking the big organ down all the way. He pressed harder and harder until his gullet gave and the cock slid down halfway. Then he drew back so just the glans was between his lips and threw his head forward. The cock slid home and full depth and his nose was buried in her bush.

Eva looked to Emma in astonishment. Emma just smiled and nodded.

“My slaves, and all properly trained slaves are willing to submit to anything to please their mistresses. I can promise you slave Seth is dedicated to giving you his finest fellatio ever!”

Slave Seth’s head went back and forth, the cock now sliding in and out full length with ease. And he turned his head in a circular motion the rub the bulb on Eva’s lady parts. In response she began a grinding thrusting of her hips, fucking him down the throat as he sucked her.

The orgasm rocked her with knee buckling force and she felt her gush running down the insides of her thighs. Dizzied and all rubbery she would have toppled to the floor had not slave Seth wrapped his arms around her hips and held her upright with the cock full down his throat. He remained so until she firmed.

The yet another of the seemingly endless delightful surprises followed. Slave Seth turned and bent over, resting his head on the mat, ass raised, parting his cheeks with his fingers, begging in whimpering tones to be fucked. She looked to Emma, who just tossed her the tube of KY, a lustful twinkle in her eye.

“Just a dollop on the tip Eva! You don’t want to tear him open by you still want it to hurt going in. This will give you an idea of how it is to deflower a slave, but the real thing will surpass it when the time comes.”

Eva’s hand trembled as she squeezed out just a dab of the lube onto the big, flared glans. The cock hummed on, making her shudder as she went to her knees behind slave Seth and pressed the tip against his hole. Emma coached her.

“Sink your nails in deep Eva! Get a good grip. It will take a hard thrust to penetrate him.”

She looked down at his fetching buns and noticed some scars on them making it clear she would not be the first to take such a grip. Ruthless in her lust she dug her nails in and made him flinch. She saw blood trickling and it incited her to gather herself for the plunge. Ramming her hips forward with the strength of her powerful glutes she drove the cock home.

He cried out from the pain of her cruel intrusion but she sensed an anticipation of pleasure mingled with the pain. The cock had only gone a third of the way into him. The grinding, driving thrusts of her shapely ass drove it deeper inch by inch as he sobbed and sniveled. With one last ramming her bush tickled his behind.

Then she drew back until just the glans remained within him, paused for a moment, then drove hard and deep again. The cock slid home full length and she began to fuck him, slowly at first with graceful undulations of her behind, then rutting harder and harder as he lust rose. He moaned and gave out panting breaths in rhythm to her rutting, at first from the pain of it but soon she sensed a change and his tone turned to one of pleasure. Soon he was up on hands and knees and rocking back and forth in answer to her thrusting, whimpering pleas to be fucked harder. She was happy to oblige and soon her thighs were slapping loudly against his as she propelled them both to the climax.

Nothing could have prepared her for the sound that was torn from him when he erupted onto the mat, the sweetest sound ever to fall upon her ears, filled with helpless and supernal delight and pathetic emasculation. It set her off in her own surge of preternatural ecstasy, a fierce and primal shriek filled with triumph being torn from her depths. Her body melted and she collapsed over him, pressing him belly down onto the mat. She gave him a few more rolling thrusts as if to affirm her dominance and then lay limp and languid atop him for minutes on end.

She recovered and firmed, pulled the cock out and stood on unsteady legs, looking down at him. Trained as he was he went right to licking up his cum puddle and then took the soiled and bloodied organ into his mouth to clean it. His abject submission filled her with a sense of her superiority to him and all of his gender and when the cock was cleaned she shoved him away with contempt and flopped down into the recliner and shut the vibrations off, looking to Emma with smug satisfaction on her face. Emma smiled and nodded.

“I sense you enjoyed yourself Eva. Just wait until you deflower your first slave. I assure you that it will eclipse this by order of magnitude. Now, if you can bear with me I will have a go at slave Colin.”

Eva watched in amusement as slave Colin first performed the fellatio to perfection, then assumed the position on one end of the mat. He too cried out at the pain of Emma’s entry, her lovely chocolate behind ramming forward, driving the cock in halfway and then with a second savage thrust driving it home to the hilt.

Emma rutted hard and merciless until he too lapsed into his pleasure and took her cock with panting and moaning delight. At the sound of his quavering climactic moan Emma threw her forearm across his neck and pulled back so he knelt upright. Arching white strings of cum flew through the air and splattered onto the other end of the mat some ten feet away as Emma wailed in her ecstasy. Eva nearly expired with laughter.

Emma pulled out and stood. Slave Colin first sucked the cock clean and then crawled to the end of the mat to lick up his mess. Emma flopped into her chair with a satisfied sigh. They extended the footrests and put the slaves to licking their feet and they savored.

Eva was surprised at how quickly her lust began to boil up again. She looked over to Emma as if to ask wordlessly “what next.” Emma had the answer.

“So much for round one Eva. Time for some more fun! Slaves! To the 69!”

Eva watched with eyes wide as slave Seth laid down on his back and slave Colin laid on top of him in the reverse position Each slave took the other’s cock into his mouth Then they held stock still, waiting. Emma enlightened Eva as to what was to follow.

“Now we’re going to fuck these boy until they come in each other’s mouths! You put your cock to slave Colin Eva and I’ll put mine to slave Seth!”

Emma knelt by slave Seth and took hold of his feet, raising his ass high. She drove her cock deep. Taking her cue. Eva knelt behind slave Colin and put a dab of lube on the tip of her cock before ramming it into his ass. The mistresses rutted ruthlessly, linking arms across the slaves for leverage and female bonding. Slave Seth had his ankles resting on Emma’s shoulders. The slaves’ moans and whimpers were muffled by the cocks in their mouths.

The mistresses fucked themselves to the brink of orgasm and held themselves there until the slaves gave out their moans of emasculated surrender. All four came as one, slaves pumping their loads into each other’s mouth and swallowing while the mistresses wailed in their orgasmic delight.

They pulled the cocks out and stood so the slaves could suck the organs clean. Then the settled back into their chairs to have their feet licked some more while they sipped more wine. Eva could not contain her amazement at her own capacity for pleasure.

“I never dreamed I could come so many times in just one day Emma!”

“Our capacity and appetite for orgasmic pleasure are just further proof of the superiority of our gender Eva. The orgasm of the male is a pale and paltry thing compared to the ecstasies we women can experience over and over in the course of a day. And then there is that complete satisfaction at day’s end that results in refreshing and rejuvenating sleep. That is why members of our network appear to be so much younger than their years.”

Eva looked at her, nodded, and then her hand went to her pussy to fondle as she turned her eyes to the slaves. Emma took her cue.

“I think it’s time for the evening’s finale Eva, the spit roasting. We will take each slave up the ass and down the throat until they expend the last of their cum. Then it will be time for beddie bye. Slaves! To hands and knees!”

The slaves obeyed in a twinkling, whimpering in their longing to take the cock again. They went to hands and knees side by side, facing in opposite directions. Emma invited Eva to take slave Colin’s ass while she took the throat. They knelt in their positions, aligned the cocks with the holes, poised themselves for the thrusts and rammed the organs home to the hilt in unison.

They fucked slave Colin fore and aft with abandon, arms linked for leverage, until he gave out a deep quavering moan and spilled his load onto the mat, triggering the mistresses, who shrieked in primal ecstasy. They savored for a minute or two with the cocks full in.

Then Emma pulled out of slave Colin’s throat and went to stick it up slave Seth’s ass, leaving it to Eva to pull out of Colin’s ass and stick her cock into slave Seth’s mouth. Seth accepted the soiled organ willingly and let her slide it deep down his throat. Again, they rutted hard, the rhythm rising to a frenzied pitch until Seth too gave out that sweet sound of pleasure and emasculation and unloaded onto the mat. Emma and Eva enjoyed their final orgasms of the evening and pulled their cocks out. They made the slaves lap up each other’s cum puddles while they relaxed in the recliners and sipped wine. Eva eased back in her chair with a deeply satisfied sigh, basking in her contentment.

“I never dreamed it was possible to be so completely satisfied Emma. Until now there was always that nagging desire no matter how often I used my fingers.”

“From now on you will have this satisfaction at will Eva. But there is more, so much more. Let’s get you moved in here on Monday. You can live here with me for free and pursue your studies with no worries over money. And Saturday night a month from now I have another surprise for you. I will only hint that you will see the slaves in their deepest submissive degradation and you will again know this deep satisfaction. The slaves will be put in chastity for that month to prepare them.”

CHAPTER TWO

There wasn’t much to be moved from Eva’s dorm room at the university and by Monday evening she had settled in. They spent that evening enjoying the tongues of the slaves until pleasantly sated. Eva took slave Colin to bed with her and in the morning enjoyed his oral attentions and the three orgasms that allowed her to rise relaxed and confident, feeling ready to conquer the world.

She found herself to be highly focused in her studies, free of the distraction of pent up sexual desire because she knew she could be satisfied at will by one or both of the slaves that Emma shared so freely with her.

At the end of each day of school she came home and stripped naked before dropping into a recliner with her legs apart and the slave who happened to be near her would be on his knees in a heartbeat to serve and satisfy her. Dinner would be served and she would then study until ten o’clock or so. Then she and Emma would have their way with the slaves until midnight. She would rise around six o’clock filled with energy despite only six hours sleep because that sleep was so deep and refreshing. The slave she took to bed with her would do his duty and start her day out right.

But she burned with curiosity and anticipation over what upcoming Saturday night would bring. Emma dropped more tantalizing hints and could only laugh when Eva’s hand went to her pussy. Eva would snap her fingers and point to her cunt. The slave most ready at hand would come to her and use his artful tongue to slake her desire.

And she was able to experience the phenomenon that resulted from the slaves’ long denial of orgasm. After a week it was clear their ache had become nearly unbearable already and Emma put the leather stretchers on their balls to worsen it. With every passing day of their denial Eva noticed their adoring passion and the quality of their cunnilingus escalated in an upward spiral. Eating her pussy worsened their ache but also inflamed their longing to eat her more delightfully the next time.

The long awaited Saturday night finally came. After dinner Emma and Eva sat naked in their recliners with the two slaves kneeling before them. Eva looked down at their stretched balls. They seemed so much bigger and so much more purple now. The slaves grimaced from the persistent ache. Emma explained.

“The slaves will be expected to perform special duties this evening Eva. If they perform these duties to perfection they will be granted release by way of our cocks tomorrow. That provides the motivation for them to submit to the degradations and indignities tonight.”

The doorbell rang. Emma dispatched slave Seth to answer it. Eva heard the door open and the sound of multiple footsteps on the floor. Then there was a sort of rustling sound mingled with the clinking of belt buckles and what sounded like the thuds of shoes falling to the floor. A few minutes later six muscular males entered the room stark naked. Two were black. And each sported an erection of impressive length and diameter. They stood shoulder to shoulder behind the kneeling slaves. Their eyes were glazed as if in blind lust and their big dicks bobbed up and down. Eva looked to Emma wide eyed for explanation.

“Your typical male has an organ of substandard size Eva. It’s pointless to let those organs enter our bodies because they have no hope of giving satisfaction. That’s why most slaves are relegated to performing the cunnilingus and being sodomized by our cocks. But these studs have organs of a size that can satisfy. The are privileged to enter our bodies in every place a cock can go.”

Eva looked on with mouth agape as Emma continued.

“They are allowed to live “normal” lives so long as they save themselves for our pleasure and always arrive when summoned. In rare cases one of them might fail to answer the summons and he is hunted down, taken into custody and subjected to a regimen of punishment. You will be able to see the fate to which they are subjected in due time. But I digress.”

“This evening you will be introduced to the pleasures that cocks of proper size can give. Each of your receptive orifices will be filled by one of these cocks repeatedly until the studs have expended every drop of their semen.”

Eva held up her hand so Emma would pause.

“Emma! I’ve never told you, but I’m a virgin! I have never wanted a man to enter me. And what if I get pregnant?”

“Your reluctance to be entered is normal in keeping with your dominant instincts Eva. But there is an overriding axiom: that which gives the mistress pleasure is always right and proper. I too had this reluctance at first but the mistress who mentored me introduced me to the pleasures of being serviced by worthy cocks. As for the matter of pregnancy…”

She rose from her chair and went to the first stud on the left. Grabbing his ball sack, she lifted it up and Eva could see a neat surgical scar at its base. Emma explained.

“The studs are required to submit to vasectomy Eva. None of us want to take the pill or use other contraception.”

But Eva had another concern.

“Emma! Are you suggesting that I take a man’s cock into my mouth? I find that to be repugnant and degrading!”

“Back to that axiom Eva! It has been found that a cock down the throat when the vagina and rectum are also filled with cocks of suitable size enhances the orgasmic experience dramatically. There is some neural connection between the throat and the clitoris. And when the stud ejaculates into your mouth you will find the cum to be rich and tasty. And there is a second axiom: no sexual act is degrading to a mistress as long as she is in charge and in control. Now let’s get the slaves busy with their preliminary duty!”

As if on cue the studs turned and formed two lines of three before the mistresses, facing each other so their big dicks could be seen jutting. And the slaves clearly knew the drill well because each one went to kneel before the nearest stud. Eva gasped in surprise when they each took a cock into the mouth and began to suck. She looked to Emma wide-eyed.

“All males tend to ejaculate prematurely Eva. The vagina is paradise for the penis and the males is soon overcome by the pleasure it bestows and he erupts. Needless to say, satisfaction eludes most women most of the time. The male selfishly believes the sex act to be complete because he has satisfied himself while the woman lies there sullied by his ejaculate and frustrated.”

Eva just stared as the slaves sucked the cocks. Emma continued.

“Our solution to the problem of premature ejaculation is to have the slaves perform fellatio upon the studs to get their premature ejaculation out of the way. This is a practical matter, but also it is most pleasurable and arousing to have slaves degrade themselves in this way. The slaves will cause the studs to ejaculate and swallow the loads.”

Eva’s eyes were riveted upon the proceedings and she gasped again in delighted surprise when each slave took the cock he was sucking full down the throat. The heads went back and forth faster and faster and almost in unison the studs came. Each slave held just the tip of the cock in his mouth and accepted the big load of cum. Their mouths overflowed and creamy trickles ran down their chins. Then the swallowed deeply and used their fingers to gather the spillage and then licked their fingers clean.

Then the slaves went immediately to the next studs in line and began the deepthroat fellatio again. This time when the studs came they took the cocks down full length and let the studs pump their loads right down into their stomachs. Eva looked on, astonished, fingers in her pussy.

Without delay the slaves went to the remaining studs and began to suck. The final ejaculations were most amusing and exciting of all. When the slaves had the studs on the brink of ejaculation they pulled back and away to arm’s length. Then the grabbed the balls of the studs in one hand and squeezed. The slaves open their mouth wide and skillfully caught each creamy spurt of cum that was launched form the cocks. Eva clapped her hands and nearly expired in her mirth.

Now all six studs hung limp. The slaves went back to the first studs and began to suck again. The slaves were clearly well versed in the arts of coaxing a limp dick back to erection. One by one the cocks of the studs were revived and they stood jutting as before, stiff as wood and ready to service the mistresses and last long.

Then it was time for Eva to be introduced to the delights of the servicing. Emma helped her up from the chair and she stood aside while Emma tilted it back and extended the footrest. Emma snapped her fingers and pointed to the chair. One of the studs laid down on it, holding his big stiff organ upright so Eva could impale herself upon it. Emma helped Eva mount him with her pussy just hovering above the glans.

“You are a virgin Eva so we will go slowly. There will be a bit of pain before your hymen ruptures but soon after you will feel the pleasure. Now just settled down on the cock gently.”

Eva lowered herself and felt the tip of the cock in her portal. She lowered herself more and there was first resistance to the entry and a sharp pain. Undeterred she pressed down harder. The pain grew until there was a giving. She let out one little yelp as the cherry popped and the cock slid home all the way as she settled down full weight.

And there was pleasure in being so well filled. It seemed her body just took over. She rose so just the tip was inside her, the shaft red with her hymen blood. She settled back down with a sound of growing delight and soon she was rising and falling in growing pleasure, the stud moaning in his own pleasure form the heavenly clutch of her tight pussy.

Then a second stud climbed up behind her and pressed his glans to her anus. Emma took hold of the cock and applied a dab of KY to the tip to ease its entry into Eva’s virgin orifice.  The stud pressed forward, Emma ordering him to be gentle. Again, there was pain for Eva as her tight hole was stretched. The stud pressed harder and her orifice gave. She gave out another little yelp, followed by a sigh of pleasure and the cock slid in halfway. The stud thrusted back and forth and soon it was in her to the hilt. She rolled her hips as the studs rutted harder, sighing deeply in her growing delight.

It was time for the third penetration. A stud went around behind the chair and offered his cock to Eva’s lips. She hesitated at first but then remembered Emma’s promise of enhanced orgasmic pleasure and she enfolded the glans in her lips and began to lick it. Soon she was running her lips and tongue along the length as the stud moaned in his own growing pleasure.

The moment of truth came when he pressed against her gullet hard. She gagged a bit but held firm as pressure grew against her throat. Then her gullet gave and the cock slid in to a third of its length. And then she felt it, a hot tingling running through her body as if electric current was running from her throat to her clit. She took hold of the stud’s ass cheeks to pull herself forward and take the cock full length. Soon a frenzy took hold of her as her head went back and forth faster and faster, the studs in her cunt and ass fucking harder and harder. She passed into the throes of a prolonged orgasmic sequence. What would have been shrieks of primal delight were muzzled by the big dick down her throat.

But she sensed the studs were holding back a bit, keeping themselves on the edge and then she knew why because all three erupted within her at once. She felt the pulsing of the big organs in her vagina and rectum as she was filled to overflowing by their heavy ejaculations. And when she closed her lips around the tip of the cock in her mouth to accept the creamy spurts Emma’s words came back to her again as she found the ejaculate rich and delicious indeed. She let it flood her mouth until her cheeks bulged, then swallowed it down with hungry relish.

Then there was another sweet surprise when the studs disengaged. She remained on hands and knees on the chair and slave Seth slipped beneath her on his bac with his open mouth below her cum-oozing cunt while slave Colin climbed on top of him and encircled her anus with his lips. She heard Emma’s instructions.

“Squeeze the cum out Eva! Let it fill their mouths!”

She squeezed and pressed down and felt the cum cascade from her vagina. When she heard slave Seth gulp and swallow she knew it had poured into his mouth Then she felt him licking her, lapping up the leavings and also felt slave Colin sucking at her hind hole as she ejected the load of cum that filled her rectum. She heard him gulp and swallow too.

The slaves backed out and away and she rolled over to lie in the chair sweetly sated. She exchanged lewd grins with Emma who then took her own turn with the remaining ready and randy studs. She impaled herself vaginally on the std beneath her and then moaned in enjoyment as the second stud slid his cock into her receptive ass. The third stud went around to offer his cock and she opened wide and took it down all the way with ease.

It was clear to Eva that her mentor was long accustomed to being serviced in this way but seemed to be enjoying it as much as her first time. She lapsed into her prolonged orgasmic throes, grinding and gyrating her behind as the big dicks went in and out of her lower orifices. She seemed to control everything including the timing of the studs’ ejaculations. All three came in unison, grunting in time with each other as they blew their big loads inside of her. Emma chose to take the cock in her mouth deepthroat and let the stud expend right down her gullet and into her stomach. 

The studs pulled their cocks out of her and she dismounted from the chair. The slaves knew the drill and laid down on their backs side by side with their mouths open. Emma stood with slave Seth’s head between her feet and squatted down so her cunt was just above his open mouth. A big creamy slug poured from her vagina into his mouth and he swallowed it down. Gobs of the cum still clung to her labia and she lowered herself more so he could lick her clean.

Then it was slave Colin’s turn. He had the honor of accepting and ingesting the content of her rectum. She squatted over him and squeezed out the brownish white load into his waiting mouth. He swallowed and she lowered herself to press her anus to his lips so he could suck out anything that remained.

Now the studs stood in lines facing each other as before. The slaves seemed to need no commands. They went to their knees and sucked the studs back to erection one by one. Eva just sat looking on, fascinated and excited by the slaves’ showing such abject and willing submission to these degradations. It brought envisionings of the life of pleasure that lay before her.

With the studs again ready the two mistresses enjoyed being serviced side by side in the chairs until the studs blew their loads again. The slaves performed their cleanup and re-hardening duties and the round robin was on until the studs were drained of all their pent up ejaculate.

At the last the mistresses lounged in the chairs fully satisfied. Emma dismissed the studs and they put the slaves to licking their feet while they basked in their contentment. Eva’s stomach felt pleasantly full of the multiple loads she had ingested. The cum had been so creamy rich and delectable, not at all the vile and repulsive sludge she had expected. She pondered the paradox of it, how an act usually considered submissive and degrading to a woman could become an assertion of dominance as long as the woman was “calling the shots.”

The next evening the slaves got their promised reward. They moaned and sniveled and panted in their cock-addicted delight as they were sodomized by the big faux cocks in multiple positions, spurting their cum loads all over the mat and each other until their balls were wrung dry. Then they were made to grovel about the mat, licking up their loads from it and from each other while the mistresses cropped their stretched out balls hard when they found spots they had missed. All they while they blubbered thanks to their mistresses for their blessed release. And in the end they laid upon their backs with mouths wide open as the mistresses squatted down to give each of them a good deep drink of piss to wash it all down.

CHAPTER THREE

The days and weeks seemed to fly by, each one a delight for Eva as she became accustomed to her new-found pleasures. Emma decided it was time for her to make a small social debut by being introduced to her closest friends among the network mistresses.

On a Saturday night they were lounging naked in the recliners after dinner, each savoring a fine cunnilingus while the slaves licked their feet. The doorbell rang and Emma dispatched slave Colin to answer it.

The front door was visible from where Eva sat and she saw a tall, silver-haired woman wearing a long black leather coat and stiletto heeled black boots enter when the slave opened the door for her. She shed the coat, revealing her resplendent nudity, and handed it to slave Colin, who hung it on the hall tree for her. There was a small leather armchair by the door and the woman took a seat, parted her legs and presented her cunt. Slave Colin went immediately to serve her and promptly brought her to orgasm. Then he went to hands and knees and she took a crop that hung on the hall tree and mounted his back so he could bear her to the living room. Emma chuckled and explained.

“Slave Colin will serve as ‘official greeter’ this evening. I have invited some friends over for girl talk and a meet and greet for you.”

The woman gave slave Colin stern whacks of the crop to speed progress and dismounted when they reached the center of the big Persian rug. She stood tall and proud, regal in her bearing. Full of figure, a study in sumptuous female curvatures, the dense triangle of silver hair at her loins was framed by her comely thighs. Emma made introduction.

“Mistress Regina! Welcome our little get-together this evening! Here with me is my new protégé Mistress Eva. She will be a fine addition to our network. I sensed the power of her dominant will the first day she came to my class and she has done herself proud in emasculating my slaves.”

Mistress Regina smiled down at Eva and went to give her a warm and welcoming hug. Eva was filled with something like filial respect and promptly gave up her recliner so Regina could enthrone herself there. Emma elaborated.

“Mistress Regina is the de facto leader of the network hereabouts Eva. But she does not rule by decree, but rather leads by example and imparts to us the wisdom she has acquired in her long years of subjugating the male.”

Eva took a seat at one end of the big, U shaped sectional sofa that stood across the rug from the recliners. The doorbell rang again and Regina held out the crop to slave Colin. He took it in his mouth and groveled to the door to greet the next mistress to arrive.

Eva saw a petite and ethereally beautiful woman of Asian extraction enter. She wore a stunning floral print silk kimono. She shed the garment and handed it to slave Colin, only retaining her matching silk slippers. Slave Colin proved familiar with her preferences. He handed her the crop and then laid back against the chair with his head resting on the seat. The lovely lady knelt upon the chair facing the back and settled her pussy down over slave Colin’s face. Eva saw her shudder and then sigh in delight as the well trained tongue went to duty. As her arousal mounted she rubbed her cunt over his face and reached behind her to crop his balls to urge his efforts. She gave out a high pitched wail and convulsed as orgasm rocked her.

After savoring for a minute, she too mounted the slave to ride him into the living room. Her bore her to the section sofa and she dismounted to take a seat. Emma made introduction again.

“Mistress Midori, please meet Mistress Eva who is under my tutelage and making fine progress toward the fulfillment of her dominant destiny. Eva, mistress Midori serves as an infallible seductress. She serves as the bait to lure any male into our clutches. And her exquisite body and irresistible pussy can drive a male over the brink of insanity by torture through pleasure, bringing him to the edge of orgasm over and over but denying him. And she is renowned for her creative cruelty in inflicting torment upon the male organs. You will soon bear witness to her working her will upon a slave and you will learn much from her.”

The doorbell rang again and slave Colin hastened to answer. Eva saw a tall woman with bright red hair enter. She too wore a long black leather coat which she to reveal her creamy-skinned nudity. After handing her coat to slave Colin she too took a seat in the chair with legs parted, ankles resting on the arms. She came quickly under his artful tongue and rode him to join the others. She stood first facing Eva exhibiting her muscular physique, her sumptuous curves and the dense ginger thicket at her loins.

“Eva, please be introduced to mistress Brigid. She is an enforcer; one we call upon to woman-handle resistant males into submission. She is also our best rape wrestler. Some males of a certain ilk simply must be subjected to anal rape to break their will and prepare them for their life as slaves. These are the macho type that love to boast of their sexual exploits and conquests and about how they refuse to perform the selfless act of cunnilingus. This demands a public humiliation by way of the rape. The pig-male is put in the arena naked, matched up against mistress Brigid with her 2 X 12 strapped on. She challenges and taunts him about who will be first to stick a cock in, he or she? Of course, he has no chance against Brigid’s strength, agility and skill in the martial arts. Need I go on? It’s best that you just witness the match and you will have an opportunity soon.”

Brigid took a seat at the base of the sectional and the doorbell rang again. Colin hastened to answer. This time a tall black woman with a shaven pate and big golden hoop earrings entered. She wore a brightly colored and patterned robe which she slipped out of to reveal her dark-chocolate nakedness and pantherlike musculature. She wore stiletto black knee boots, these with wicked looking spurs. She took a seat in the chair and offered her nappy cunt to Colin. He pressed his face deep and began to serve her, urged on by her sharp spurs on his back that drew little trickles of blood. Her orgasm was ferocious in its intensity as she gave out the snarl of a great predatory cat. She dug her heels into Colin’s shoulders when satisfied and shoved him away hard, sending him reeling backward. He picked himself up from the floor and went to hands and knees to carry her to the living room. She urged him to a fast grovel with her spurs. Then she too stood before Eva to be introduced by Emma.

“Eva, please be introduced to Mistress Maya, our mistress of training and discipline. Her artistry with the whip is legendary. She is highly skilled in every technique employed to break the will of the male and reduce him to servitude and also highly creative in her cruelty when males resist. Her punishments are most entertaining and never fail to fill the arena when they are announced.”

Maya took her seat on the sofa. The doorbell rang again and a slender, brown-haired woman of average height wearing another black leather coat entered. She tossed her coat to Colin, revealing her trim figure and small breasts. On her feet were black stiletto pumps. She took her seat on the chair to receive Colin’s welcoming cunnilingus, wholeheartedly enjoyed her orgasm and mounted him for the ride to the living room. Emma introduced her as Dr. Helen.

“Doctor Helen is a very artful surgeon who performs unique and special procedures for us Eva. I will let the nature of those procedures be a secret for the time being and only let you know they are quite exciting to behold.”

One space remained on the sofa and the doorbell rang for what would prove to be the last time. Colin hastened again to answer and opened the door to admit a huge woman with coal back hair wearing a red silk robe tied off at the waist and red knee high boots of matching color. Colin helped her from the robe, revealing her creamy skinned and massive physicality. The small chair could not hold her so she just stood with legs parted so Colin could serve her standing. He knelt between her parted thighs below her big black-haired snatch and when he pressed upward to serve her his head was buried to the ears in her deep crevice. His well trained tongue soon made her shudder and grasp his hair for balance as her knees buckled from the force of her climax and she gave out a lusty howl of satisfaction.

Then she pushed him away and he went to hands and knees to be mounted by her for the ride to the living room. He strained under her fleshy bulk and progress was slow but he managed his duty and the big woman rose to present herself.

As tall as Eva she carried what Eva guessed might be her 300 pounds with strength and grace, her weight distributed in fine and shapely proportion. Emma made the introduction.

“Eva, please meet mistress Ida who represents women of large and lovely physique. It is most entertaining to watch her having her way with a helpless male. Now you can see the diversity of our network, woman of all colors, ages, shapes and sizes united in the common cause of male subjugation. Now let’s get this girl party started!”

At this cue the slaves hastened to the kitchen and returned carrying big trays holding bottles of wine and glasses and also hors d oeuvres. They distributed the glasses and poured the wine for the mistresses.

At first there was just some small talk and catching up with their recent comings and goings. But after a few glasses of wine went down the talk got raunchy and dirty, vulgar jocularity at the expense of the male of the species. Each mistress described in detail the new degradations to which she had forced her slave to submit.

The women waxed randy and mistresses Regina and Brigid were first to spread their legs, snap their fingers and point to their cunts. The slaves nearest them hastened to begin the cunnilingus. Their mad cries of orgasmic delight aroused all and the slaves completed the first round of oral pleasuring for the evening. Eva demurred at first, feeling bashful, but Emma urged her to join in. Eva let herself go and wrestled slave Seth to the floor on his back and sat on his face. The other mistresses cheered her on and she reveled in first the anilingus and then his attentions to her clit. She came hard and then on impulse, made him open his mouth wide to accept the golden torrent that poured from her cunt. This brought further cheers and whoops from her new friends.

Soon both slaves were busy constantly with their faces between the thighs of one mistress or another. During a lull when all were satisfied for the time being the slaves hastened to fetch more wine and snacks and also riding crops for each mistress.

Eva did find great amusement in watching Ida grab slave Seth by the hair and force his face into her oozing crotch. His head all but disappeared into her deep canyon and when she came those mighty thighs clamped together on his head. Ever dutiful, Seth continued to serve her to a multiple climax. But even after she finished her thighs clutched him inextricably and his breath began to give out. Soon he was thrashing and kicking madly as Ida just slumped in her seat heedless, savoring her afterglow. Seth shuddered and then went limp but Ida’s grip held firm. Emma jumped from her seat and gently shood Ida’s shoulders to rouse her. Ida shook her head. Her eyes opened and her thighs parted. Slave Seth fell to the floor senseless. Emma was apologetic.

“I’m so sorry I interrupted you Ida but I can’t afford to lose him yet.”

Ida just smiled contentedly.

“No problem Emma. And he did do me proper!”

The orgy escalated and soon slave Seth found himself tied down face up on the coffee table while each mistress took her turn riding his face to orgasm and then giving him a deep drink of her golden beverage. Slave Colin was placed on his knees before a recliner and mistresses took turns mounting the seat of it to present their asses for rimming.

At the end the mistresses took a voice vote to decide if the slaves had performed their duties well enough to be rewarded by the cock. The vote was unanimous in favor and the Emma sent the slaves to fetch a cock for each mistresses. They returned with a 2 X 12 for each and the round robin of sodomy and deepthroat fucking began. Each slave was put to hands and knees on the coffee table to be spit roasted. On it went until each mistress was sated and both slaves had been fucked dry.

Then there was an hour or so of relaxation. Arrangements were made to swap slaves for a night and invitations to more such girl parties were given. There were hugs and fond farewells until next time. And each mistress gave Eva a special hug to welcome her to the network.

Afterward Emma and Eva settled into recliners for some foot licking. Emma told Eva it was time for her to take the next step.

“Eva, now that you have been introduced to the informal leadership of out network it is time for you to seek out and begin grooming your first slave. Tomorrow we will set out on the hunt. The best place to start is on the campus. There are always naïve young things who will be easy prey for you, my young tigress.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Ethan Ford sat with his back to the trunk of a big tree on the university mall that was just a few blocks from his house. It was the first hot day of summer and he found the deep shade most welcome. The tree was just twenty feet or so from a walkway that led to a swimming beach by a small cool lake on the campus. Young women were passing by on their way to the beach, all wearing scanty thong bikinis.

Ethan was at war with himself. He was not enrolled in the university. He just lived nearby and took this opportunity to sit beneath the tree and ogle. And just that was the cause of his inner turmoil. This summer preceded his final years at the seminary, after which he would be ordained as a priest and be committed to a life of celibacy. He had fought hard against the temptation to come to this place and stare at the young, near naked beauties. But, to his shame, his lust had prevailed and there he was. His organ was erect and to his further shame, he looked down to see precum had soaked through the fabric of his cotton shorts. His eyes met those of a particularly tempting young blond thing who returned his stare with a lewd gleam in her eyes and then flaunted her shapely naked behind as she passed by.

He felt a hot sharp pleasure in his pants and then a warm crawling wetness and he knew he had again ejaculated spontaneously. It had never happened in public before, only in the night from lurid and impure dreams. A withering shame filled him. His bible lay on the grass beside him and he picked it up and laid it on his lap to hide the spreading wet spot. Then he crossed himself and pulled his rosary from his pocket, bowing his head as he prayed a fervent, if self-serving, act of contrition.

Unknown to him, Emma and Eva were seated on a park bench under another tree across the way. Emma pointed Ethan out and nodded knowingly.

“I think we have a very likely prospect here Eva. It’s clear he has religious pretensions and I must say he is a cute one. My slave Seth was such a one and I can’t tell you how satisfying it was to turn him from the worship of that false male god to the adoration of our Goddess.”

Eva stared at Ethan, feeling wet warmth between her thighs. He was cute indeed with sandy-brown hair, slender, perhaps a head shorter than she. What a delightful little pet she could make of him!

They saw Ethan look around as if to see if anyone was watching. They looked away from him for a moment, then turned back to look again and saw him stand up with his bible covering his shame and slink away. They laughed and Eva felt herself being filled with a predatory lust. Emma sensed her excitement but had words of caution.

“Even though he appears quite vulnerable Eva, you must still be patient. I suspect we will find him here again soon. Then it will be time for you to sidle up to him and begin the seduction. But go slowly at first, very slowly!”

Eva went forth the very next day, dressed in a white blouse buttoned up to the neck, navy blue skirt that fell below her knees and sensible brown loafers. She put her long hair up in a bun and wore black framed fake glasses, all to make herself appear studious, modest and chaste. Ethan was there under the tree again, his eyes following every young tart who passed by.

She approached the tree where he sat from behind and startled him a bit when he caught sight of her from the corner of his eye. She saw the precum spot on his shorts before he managed to cover it with his bible. Settling down beside him with her skirt modestly covering her knees she introduced herself.

“Hello. My name is Eva. I see you are a young man of faith and surely virtue. I like that and find it refreshing. I have endured so many lustful advances from the boys here. But I am focusing on my studies and saving myself for holy matrimony when the right man comes along. May I ask your name?”

Ethan tore his eyes away from the slinky young thing he was ogling and looked at her. He actually felt relief when he saw her, quite a lovely young woman and obviously modest and virtuous. He hled out his hand.

“I’m Ethan. Very pleased to meet you!”

Eva pointed to a bevy of young, near nude nubiles that passed by.

“It’s a shame how young women parade their flesh these days, don’t you think Ethan?”

His gaze had followed her pointing and riveted upon the sight but he caught himself and turned away to look at her.

“Yes Eva. It is shameful indeed. And I must tell you that after this summer I will enter my final year at the seminary before my ordination into the priesthood. And then I will spare no effort to combat this licentiousness and restore morality and decency!”

“I find that most admirable Ethan! But in a way it’s a shame and a waste such a handsome young man should withhold himself from marriage to a chaste and virginal one such as myself.”

Then she turned the conversation away from matters sexual and they talked of this and that for hours under the tree. And she could tell, though she was modestly dressed his eyes were now focused on her as she posed herself gracefully before him, leaning on one hand with knees drawn up and covered. She had no doubt he was mentally undressing her and doing his best to hide it.

When the afternoon grew late he told her he was living with his parents and they would be expecting him for dinner. They agreed to meet again the next day under the same tree. And for the next week they met that way with Eva always modestly dressed. Ethan found her so easy to talk to and his guard got lower and lower. The week passed and they skipped Sunday so Ethan could attend a seminary friend’s ordination ceremony. But on Monday them met again.

And on that day her skirt was shorter, well above her knees. Her blouse was half unbuttoned and she wore no bra, showing cleavage. Her flowing blond hair hung down and she wore no glasses. And she was barefoot. He was waiting there for her and she settled again into that graceful pose, knees now showing, blouse spread open and showing the fullness of her breasts. She saw his eyes tracing her and he picked up the bible that lay beside him and put it on his lap, but not before she saw the bulge grow in his pants. The book sat across his erection like a teeter-totter.

But she kept their conversation well away from anything sexual. Yet his eyes also strayed to the young sluts who ambled by. She had to redirect his attention to her.

“Ethan! Look at me! Are you ogling those young harlots? What about your virtue and vocation?”

He apologized and managed to keep his attention on her, finding it easy to do as she let her skirt ride up higher and opened another button in her blouse.

It was at the end of the week that he spilled it, speaking of his inner turmoil over having to forgo the pleasures of the flesh after taking his vow of chastity. He spoke of the inner war between devotion to his lord and his longings. She listened, seemingly calm, but inwardly filled with hot lust to feel his surrender. But she controlled herself for the time being and steered the conversation off that subject. They parted ways again for Sunday for his religious observances.

She sought Emma’s counsel that evening.

“Emma, could he be ready so soon? I thought it would take much longer. But he’s half out of his mind with pent up desire.”

“It’s time to move in for the kill Eva. You have him right where you want him.”

The next time they met under the tree Eva wore a short floral print sundress with a scanty thong bikini underneath that was even more revealing than the young tarts that walked by. He was sitting under the tree waiting for her and she wasted no time getting down to business. She stood in front of him and with one sweeping motion she shed her dress. He gaped in awe at her voluptuosity and she held out her hand to him.

“It’s time for you to come with me to a place where it’s more private and we can be more comfortable Ethan.”

He took her hand and she pulled him to his feet and led him away, leaving the dress and the bible behind on the grass. He followed with all the resistance of a toy balloon.

The network owned an apartment building within walking distance with small but well-appointed units for mistresses to use for their seductive trysts. Eva led him there and was given a key by the young woman at the reception desk. She led him down the hall and they entered a studio apartment with fine leather chairs and sofa, a kitchenette and bathroom and an oversized bed.

There was a sideboard directly across from the sofa with a bottle of red wine and glasses on it. She told Ethan to open the bottle and fill the glasses. When he turned his back she slipped out of the bikini and postured nude upon the couch. It took him some time to open the bottle, being unfamiliar with the use of the corkscrew. He filled the glasses and turned around to find her exhibiting her resplendent nakedness.

Wine sloshed onto the floor and he nearly dropped the glasses at the sight of her. She laughed and he saw her eyes riveted on the tentpole in his shorts. Then she spoke in a tone of command that compelled him.

“Put the glasses on the coffee table Ethan!”

He obeyed, spilling more wine with his trembling hands.

“Now Ethan, it seems we have an inequitable situation with me lying her parading my flesh for you and you with your clothes still on. You will strip naked now Ethan!”

Those last words were in an iron voice that seemed to compel his hands. Before he knew it he had pulled his shirt over his head and had slipped his shoes off. He dropped his shorts, leaving just his boxers. He hesitated. His erection jutted from the fly, making her clap her hands and guffaw. But then her face grew stern and there was that voice of command again.

“I said naked Ethan!”

With a sigh he dropped his boxers and kicked them away, then stood stark naked, blushing crimson. He saw her eyeing him as if a cat might eye a mouse. She shifted position on the couch, sitting upright in the middle with her legs parted, heels resting on seat, exhibiting herself bold as woman can. His eyes fell upon what lay between her thighs. She barked another command.

“Come here now Ethan and get on your knees!”

And what lay between the thighs of woman had always been a mystery to him. He had led a sheltered life, both his parents and the seminary denying him access to the internet and its cornucopia of porn. Only once in his life had there been a hint of what women concealed in their panties. When he had just turned 18, naïve and virginal a woman named Martha who was an old friend of his mother had come to visit. His mom called her Aunt Martha, though there was no biological relationship, just a very close friendship. Martha was an irreverent free spirit, unlike his reverent mother who tried hard to make her mend her ways.

He had accidentally opened her bedroom door when she was dressing herself. Short, dark-haired, full of figure, she was in her stockings and garters, nothing else, and he glimpsed the hairy black triangle at her loins before she grabbed a pillow from the bed to cover herself. Then it seemed her anger overcame her modesty and she dropped the pillow and went to shut the door. She berated him first in a tone of command he would never forget.

“Don’t you ever knock on a door before barging in you dirty little brat? Now pull down your pants and bend over the bed! You must be punished!”

Her tone seemed to compel him and his hands went to his belt buckle as if driven by her will. And a scent, a kind of animal perfume came to his nostrils. He felt himself hardening from that and the sight of her animal nudity. He dropped his drawers and bent over as she commanded. She pulled his belt from his pants and soon he felt the first searing lash across his tender behind. It was followed by many others until he broke down and cried and she ceased her flogging. His sobs had been muffled by his biting of a throw pillow and he sensed that matters were to proceed to other things. But it was all cut short by his mother knocking on the door to tell Martha dinner was served. Martha hissed words filled with frustrated lust.

“I wasn’t done with you little man! Perhaps we can take this up another time! Now you keep your mouth shut or I will tell your parent you tried to rape me!”

She dressed quickly and left the room. He waited a few minutes and slipped out to join the family for dinner, his ass still burning, making it hard to sit. That night in bed his dreams were filled with her, her nakedness, that scent and the searing pain that seemed to morph to pleasure in his memory. It was one of those night when he awoke from an erotic dream in the midst of his ejaculation.

Obedient to Eva’s command he stepped across the room and fell to his knees before her. Now the hairy mystery between woman’s thighs was revealed close up. He gazed rapt upon it, the ragged labial gash riving her golden-haired mount, the pink pearl at her apex, the maw of her vagina and the pinkish brown pucker of her nether orifice. He leaned closer, drawn by its animal magnetism.

She reached out to grab his hair and pull him closer yet, just inches away. Then her feral perfume wafted over his nostrils, like the scent of Martha. He felt himself hardening even more and heard Eva’s voice as if from on high.

“Have you ever seen a woman this way Ethan?”

“No!”

“Do you like it? Tell me what you are feeling!”

“It’s beautiful and it scares me!”

“Why does it scare you Ethan?”

“Because I sense a power it will have over me; a power I cannot resist; a power that will lead me away from my lord and come to rule my life in his stead!”

“That is as it should rightfully be Ethan. Your god is a false one and your following of him will lead only to a life of unfulfilled longings. You are at a crossroads! The time has come for you to surrender yourself to me and fulfill your destiny! I promise you will never forget your decision. Now taste me!”

She put a hand behind his head and pressed his face into her fragrant and oozing pudenda. His tongue seemed to slide from his mouth by its own will and was bathed in her abundant poon. Any will to resist was shattered by this first taste and soon he was lapping up and down her crevice with cupped tongue and gathering in her secretions, swallowing deeply, feeling the hunger grow apace.

And Eva knew her own epiphany at the first touch of his tongue. The thrill of the surrender of her first very own slave would be stamped forever in her memory. His attentions grew more passionate but they were artless and haphazard. She knew she had to guide and instruct him.

“Stick you tongue inside of me Ethan! Swirl it around! Yes! That’s it! Oh! It feels so good! Don’t stop!”

The salty taste within her cavern made his desire take a leap and he probed inside her for every bit of depth while swirling his tongue in ever wider circles, exhilarated by the growing pleasure he was giving her.

At length Eva’s clit cried out for his attentions and she guided him to her apex so he could lick and suck it. He felt the turgid orb under his tongue and obeyed her commands.

“Take it between your lips Ethan! Lick! Suck! Make me come!”

Orgasm rocker her with shuddering force and she gave out a primal shriek as she gushed hard and abundantly into his mouth.

Ethan felt the salty-sweet juice of her pleasure flooding in and it seemed only swallowing it would keep him from drowning. And when he took it down he felt a strange sense suffusing into the depths of his being that filled him with an adoring submission and a craving for more.

Eva relaxed in her satisfaction and held him by the hair with his face in her cunt as she savored. Delighted by his sweet surrender and submission she determined to let him have his pleasure and release. She pushed him away, meaning to have him stroke himself to his release but was then shocked by what happened next.

He knelt upright with his member stiff as wood and jutting. Then it bobbed upward and a heavy spurt of his ejaculate was launched through the air. She watched wide-eyed as his cock bobbed up and down with each spurt as she was splattered from cunt to breasts. Then his organ drooped as he spent the last of it and he went down to hands and knees with head hanging low. She felt annoyance at his premature eruption and berated him.

“I wanted you to come Ethan but not before I gave you permission. You will have to work on your self-control in the future. But now you have made quite a mess all over me and you must clean it up. Use your tongue! Start at the bottom! Get busy!”

He obeyed, but with seeming reluctance, sucking up the goo that hung in her pubes, going upward to lap it from her navel where a big wad had landed and puddled, then up to her breasts where his first strong shots had been propelled. When he finished he backed away, shook his head as if to clear it and then made haste to pick up his clothes and start dressing himself.

“This was a sin Eva! A mortal sin!  I have to go! We must never see each other again!”

Eva replied to him with smug self confidence in her voice.

“Go if you must Ethan but we both know you will be back! I will be waiting for you under the tree tomorrow, the next day, the day after that, next week. No matter. One day you will come to me again and we will do more then. And in the end you will be mine! You will abandon your idolatry and worship at my feet!”

He fled, running all the way home. His face was caked with her amber poon and her scent clung to him. He felt his desire rekindling. He got home and went straight to the bathroom for a cold shower but somehow could not bring himself to wash her scent from his face. He lay in bed awake until dawn, drinking in her perfume with every breath and then there was the renewed hardening and the ache in his balls set in.

He passed a sleepless night, grinding his teeth to resist the urge to give himself release. In the morning he took another long cold shower and did wash his face. But the ache in his balls persisted and worsened as the day wore on. He went to the church to pray for strength. Confessions were being heard by the priest but could not bring himself to seek absolution out of mingled shame and nagging temptation.

He resisted through the day, resorting to a long walk to tire himself in hope of easing the ache. After dinner he attended an evening mass to fill himself with religious excitement in hope it would replace his sexual excitement.

He took to his bed early and lay awake and aching, his mind filled with memories of beholding her luscious womanhood and leaning in to have his first taste of her. He felt ejaculation welling up and, in desperation, went to the kitchen to get a long wooden spoon. He stood steeling himself with his erection jutting. Took a deep breath and then gave himself a hard whack on the tip of his penis. The stabbing pain doubled him over and brought him to his knees but his erection wilted for the time being.

The soreness of his cock persisted and suppressed his hardening and somehow he managed a night’s sleep. But morning found him erect again with the ache in his balls worse than ever. He took another cold shower and attended morning mass. Another long walk and prolonged calisthenics exhausted him and eased the burning desire a bit but the ache persisted.

That night he was tormented again and took up the wooden spoon in the wee hours. He stood with cock jutting almost straight upward, but this time he took aim at his aching balls. He raised the spoon high, took a deep breath and brought it down with all his might. The agony of it put him on the floor again, curled up fetal and moaning. But it suppressed his longing for the night.

In the morning he attended mass again, full erect throughout the service, the ache of desire in his balls replacing the ache from his self-inflicted blow. That afternoon he volunteered at a clothing drive to help the needy of the congregation. After dinner he resorted to a long evening walk under a false pretense because the route he took led him to the big tree on the campus and there she was waiting.

CHAPTER FIVE

Eva sought Emma’s counsel about her first tryst with Ethan. Emma sat nodding, taking it all in as Eva told her what had transpired.

“Eva, it’s not surprising that he was overcome with Catholic shame and guilt after he came. Most males are prone to something like that and with his religiosity it was entirely predictable. But never fear. The power of your dominant womanhood will prevail. And he is a spontaneous ejaculator?”

“Yes Emma! And a very heavy ejaculator at that. His quantity and projection were quite impressive. I was covered with his load from my cunt to my tits. It took him a long time to lick it all up.”

“Spontaneous ejaculation is a somewhat rare phenomenon Eva and is a bit of a problem. No slave should ever come without permission. You can’t have him shooting off just any old time. But we have developed means to cure him of that. Don’t worry about it for the time being. Once he has satisfied you go ahead and encourage him to come. He must get pleasure in the early going to put him deeper and deeper in your thrall. As things progress that pleasure must be gradually withdrawn and denied. I’m sure his balls have already begun to ache. Eventually he must be made to endure that ache for extended periods. But for the time being let him come himself dry during every tryst. Now what about his penis size?”

“It’s just so-so Emma. I will have to emphasize oral pleasuring with him and make him a cuck.”

Eva sat waiting patiently under the tree in the late afternoon that third day. The sun was sinking. Then she heard soft footsteps on the grass behind her and soon he came into her field of view and stood before her. She first noticed the tent pole in his shorts and then looked into his eyes to find beseeching and resignation there. She stood and took him by the hand to lead him to their trysting place.

She wore just a floral sundress with nothing underneath and she shed it with one motion and then watched him strip naked without having to be told. She settled herself into the leather recliner and assumed the position of offering, legs parted wide and rested on the arms of the chair.

He was on his knees before her in a twinkling, leaning close with tongue reaching out to taste her. But she took hold of his hair and held him at bay.

“You have come back to me Ethan, just as I knew you would. It is time for you to cease your foolish and futile resistance. You are mine now and you must come to accept that. And you must free yourself from the guilt and shame you feel about coming here to give me pleasure and having your own pleasure. The pleasures we are to share from now on are only natural and ordained by the true deity, the Goddess above. Tonight, we will do so much more. I will teach you new ways to give me pleasure and you will have more pleasure of your own. After this evening you are sure to be persuaded of the wisdom of surrender to my will. You may taste me now!”

She released her hold. He was leaning hard toward her and he pitched forward and buried his face deep in her oozing cunt. He heard her instructions.

“Let’s see if you recall your first lesson in pleasuring me Ethan! You know what to do! Make me come!”

She eased back with her hands behind her head to see how he would respond and it was clear his first lesson had taken. She was quite randy herself and at hair trigger. His tongue hit all the right spots, ultimately the turgid little orb at her apex and she shuddered and convulsed, crying out in her ecstasy once, twice, thrice, each wail of higher pitch. Then she went limp in the chair and lay languid with her legs draped over his shoulders. She could feel him licking and kissing with reverence.

When afterglow passed she sat up straight and pushed him back so he knelt upright with his stiff organ between her thighs. He was trembling, teeth gritted. She was overcome with affection and kissed him tenderly on the forehead, then granted him her permission.

“That was perfect Ethan! You may ejaculate now!”

The words were barely out of her mouth when he gave out a deep moan of relief and she felt the first spurt of his goo upon her pudenda. It was followed by half a dozen more, splattering all over her crotch. She felt it trickling down over her anus. It was time to take matters further with him.

When he had expended himself he fell forward onto hands and knees with his face inches from her cunt. He looked down and saw it covered as if by a baker’s glaze. He recoiled, shamed, repulsed, or tried to, but she took hold of his hair and held him close.

“Now you must overcome your guilt and shame Ethan! You have made your mess again and it must be cleaned up! Now lick and suck! And go down to the bottom! I feel it running down and I don’t want your cum to sully the chair!”

He knew the meaning of her words and had to steel himself to obey because it meant he would have to put his tongue to her anus, what his mother called the” place of filth and shame” that she said he had to wash diligently.

But then he saw he had to hurry because his load was hanging down and ready to drip onto the chair seat. He cupped his tongue and scooped upward, taking in a big gob and gulping it down. He looked down again and saw he had exposed her orifice. It puckered and twitched in a way that seemed to beckon him to worship. He pressed his tongue to it and began to lick, encouraged by her sigh of pleasure. His face was pressed into her cum soaked pussy but he ignored that and kept licking, urged on by her words, spoken amid gasps of delight.

“That’s it Ethan! Oh! It feels so good and now I know you are unselfish and really care!”

He licked harder yet and felt her orifice give a bit so his tongue could slip inside of her. She rolled her hips to press her hole to his lips and urge deeper penetration. He strained for every fraction, thrilled when he tasted her soft rectal lining.

His tongue began to tire and he feared her disappointment but by then he had aroused her to the brink and she reached down to take his hair and tug him upward. He took some time to lap up his leavings as she moaned softly in her enjoyment. When he finished sucking the cream from her bush he went to seek her pearl and held it between his lips while he licked and sucked. He heard her hiss a command through gritted teeth.

“Your finger Ethan! In my bottom!

He pressed his index finger against her orifice and slid it gently inside of her, all the way in.

“Now finger fuck me Ethan!”

He began moving his finger slowly in and out as he sucked her orb and she exploded. Her body was rocked by convulsive ecstasy as primal shrieks were torn from her depths. Some intuition came to him and he knew what to do next, holding his quivering tongue softly against the clit as she passed into a multi-orgasmic sequence, mad with pleasure until she achieved her satisfaction and passed into the sweet stupor of afterglow.

When she roused she sat up and reached down to find his organ full hard again. She leaned over him and spoke softly into his ear.

“That was exquisite Ethan and worthy of a reward. You may ejaculate again!”

She leaned back and looked at him as knelt with his organ jutting hard. It appeared he longed for release but his spontaneous spurting eluded him. After a minute she leaned forward and took him in her hand.

“No worries Ethan. I will help you!”

She stroked him slowly and softly, feeling him harden more. She pulled his face in between her ample breasts and spoke tender words.

“You have earned your ejaculation sweetie! When you have my permission you may ejaculate freely and enjoy it to the fullest!”

She felt him grow even harder and she knew the creamy gusher was soon to erupt. He moaned in helpless delight and she aimed his organ between her legs, soon feeling the warm and abundant spurts upon her spread open crotch as his member pulsed in her hand. He finished and was overcome by the force of his orgasm and fell to hands and knees with her cream-pied cunt inches from his face. She was well pleased when he showed he knew his duty by beginning to lick it up.

“My oh my Ethan! You are a fast learner. Yes, you must always clean up your ejaculate. It is the price of your pleasure!”

She felt his tongue going everywhere and was most gratified by his attention to her anus. He slurped and sucked up the last of his leavings and then went down to the bottom to caress her orifice with reverence. She just relaxed and enjoyed herself for a long time, letting the minutes pass as they would.

When her arousal rekindled she took him by the hand and led him over to the bed. She laid him on his back and mounted his head, facing his feet. He went right to his duty, continuing the anilingus with mounting passion. She let him continue until she could bear no more.

Ethan lay beneath her, lost in the rapture of his worship, giving passionate love to her nether part until she shifted to feed him her pink pearl. Enfolding it with his lips he licked and sucked in the way he knew would bring her to her ecstasy. He felt her take his organ in hand and begin to stroke it, heightening his passionate devotions. Her ministrations soon had him on the brink and just before he went over it she shuddered and gasped as orgasm rocked her.

He felt his own first heavenly spasm as she gushed his mouth full to near overflowing. He gulped down the juice of her pleasure, loath to spill a drop. She relaxed in her satisfaction, her wet cunt engulfing his face and he just lay there in paradise until she dismounted. His belly was covered by his load, the cavity of his navel overflowing. She scooped up the cum with her fingers and fed it to him until it was gone. Then she brought the evening to an abrupt end.

“You may go now Ethan. But every day you will come to the tree at our appointed time. I may or may not be there, but you must report there without fail. And while we are apart you must practice strict self-control. If you ejaculate in my absence I will know and there will be consequences. Now get dressed and please leave!”

His legs were wobbly on the walk home but the feeling of release after expending three loads of cum was welcome. He slept like a baby that night, but by morning his young body again knew waves of longing as he recalled the delights of the evening before. His balls felt the ache again as he anticipated meeting Eva under the tree that late afternoon. But when he arrived she wasn’t there and he made his way home with head hanging low.

That night he lay awake with the ache growing to near unbearable. He took a cold shower but still had to resort to the wooden spoon to quell his urge to ejaculate. She wasn’t at the tree that day either or the next. He moped around the house, hearing his mother wondering aloud about what had become of her favorite wooden spoon.

She wasn’t at the tree for the entire week and he wondered if he would ever see her again.

CHAPTER SIX

Emma had advised Eva to make Ethan wait long for their next tryst. And she said it was time for Eva to take a tour of the network’s inner sanctum, a secret complex in the sub-basement of an office building downtown where members had business and law offices as well as clinics where certain procedures were performed upon males.

Early in the morning they drove downtown in Emma’s Mercedes to one of the many alleys behind the tall buildings. There was an overhead door that Emma opened with the press of a button on her dashboard and the drove inside. They parked and Emma led her to a steel door in the wall. They entered a corridor and proceeded along it to another door that opened onto a small chamber with an opening that overlooked a larger circular chamber. Emma let Eva know what was to follow.

“First thing in the morning the rental slaves are brought here for morning inspection by mistress Maya in preparation for them to be taken to the pleasure chambers where the mistresses who have rented them will have their way.”

Eva just nodded and she felt a moist warmth between her thighs at the implications. There was a door in the wall and it opened. Mistress Maya entered the chamber leading a string of what proved to be twenty naked slaves with hands cuffed behind them, bound in line along a chain with leashes tight around their balls, turning them purple as plums. Their heads were shaven except for a lock of hair at the top into which a large brass ring was braided. And each had a numeral tattooed onto his forehead. They shuffled their way into a circle with Maya standing in the center.

Two strong looking young women, slave keepers, with shaven pates, naked but for knee boots and belts from which hung short whips and handcuffs and other object she could not identify entered the chamber and joined Maya within the circle. It was hard to tell them apart except that one had a ginger bush and the other coal black.

Eva noticed the slaves had marks on their behinds, the letter X, some with only one or two, others with many more. She pointed this out to Emma who explained.

“Those are marks of demerit Eva. If the service of a slave proves substandard to a mistress she brands the slave on the behind. Ten marks of demerit results in certain consequences.”

Eva noticed one slave who had five such brands on each of his cheeks. He was trembling in seeming terror. Maya ordered the slaves to about face. Most turned quickly but the one with ten brands hesitated until one of the young slave keepers took him by the shoulders and forced him to turn.

Maya made her way around the circle, checking out the asses of the slaves. It seemed she was saving the ten-marked slave for last. He was shaking and whimpering softly as he awaited the inevitable revelation. Maya looked down at his ass and gave out a cruel, cackling laugh.

“My oh my! Slave 9 has ten marks of demerit this morning! Ten times he has failed to satisfy a mistress who has paid good money for the use of him. Slave 9! Turn around to face me!”

Slave 9 obeyed with head bowed, trembling even more in his terror.

“Now tell me slave 9 what the consequences of your failures must be!”

He mumbled something inaudible in a sobbing voice. Maya barked at him.

“Speak up slave! What is the consequence?”

Slave 9 took a deep breath and managed a sniveling reply that could be heard by all.

“I must be castrated Mistress!”

“Yes indeed slave! You must part with your balls as punishment! The sentence will be carried out this evening in the presence of all mistresses who wish to attend the event! Keepers! Take him away to the training chamber! You and the rest of the girls can have some fun with him there while his balls await the knife!”

One of the keepers detached 9’s leash from the chain and gave his balls a hard yank while the other swung her whip, laying a stripe across his ass. He was dragged away, taking more lashes, whimpering pleas for mercy and “another chance” that fell upon Maya’s deaf ears.

Eva thrilled at it all and her fingers went to her pussy. Emma slapped her hand away gently.

“Contain yourself for the time being Eva! The day is young. You will get ample relief in good time, I assure you. Now let’s go see what the slave keepers are up to with slave 9!”

The remaining slaves were led away from the chamber to be enjoyed by the mistresses who had rented them. Eva followed Emma back out into the corridor and to another door that opened onto a balcony overlooking the training chamber. Slave 9’s screams and the crack of whips could be heard as soon as they opened the door.

He was hung up by the ankles from a block and tackle and the keepers were putting the lash to him, each wielding two snake whips with skill. He was zebra striped with welts and more than a few lashes struck his organs. As they watched slave he broke down into pathetic blubbering, broken under the whips. The keepers tossed the whips aside and lowered him to the floor, releasing his ankles.

The keeper with the ginger pussy stepped over to a nearby throne chair and settled into it with her legs spread wide and her ankles resting on the arms. The other slipped a finger into his head ring and dragged him to the chair. She shoved his face into the waiting cunt and stepped back to wait her turn. Emma chuckled in lewd amusement.

“The keepers are a cruel and randy lot Eva. They don’t get much head because they don’t own slaves and can’t afford to rent them. They are earning their way to the privileges of being mistresses by service to the network. This is their chance to get some release. Poor slave 9 will be used long and hard by these two and the rest of the keepers as well. He will eat pussy all day long and the woman cocks will come out too. He’ll be gang banged to within an inch of his pathetic life and drained of all cum. When he is strapped to the table to be unmanned there will be no more male lust within him. If a slave is not drained of cum there is lingering sexual desire even after the balls are severed. That is an annoyance. Now let’s move on. There is so much more for you to see!”

Eva went with her to another door that opened onto another chamber with an observation balcony. It was a smaller circular chamber, empty at the moment. There was a device mounted on a steel post in the center.

Soon mistress Maya entered, leading a naked slave by a leash on his balls. His hands were cuffed behind him and he wore a black blindfold. She was followed by another young slave keeper whose bush was golden blond. She carried a wooden cane and a glass bowl. The device at the top of the pole proved to be a vise with two thumb screws into which Maya clamped the slave’s balls. She tightened the screws until the slave moaned in pain. Eva noticed the slave was full erect and his cock was of a size like those of the stud slaves. Emma explained in a whisper.

“This is the milking chamber Eva. This is a new stud slave who has recently been subjected to the vasectomy. But he still holds active sperm within him and must be made to ejaculate them out. It may take some days or a week of daily milking to ensure he is free of the little wigglies that might impregnate a mistress. He is given release but will get no pleasure from it. Watch!”

Maya took a small squeeze bottle from a pouch on her belt and dribbled some clear lube oil onto the slave’s cock. She began to stroke it with one hand, slowly at first. The slave moaned and started humping. She stroked harder and faster until the slave seemed on the brink, then slowed down as he groaned in frustration at this denial.

Several times more maya coaxed him to the brink and then denied him. Finally, she stroked hard again and the keeper handed her the cane and held the glass bowl before the tip of the slave’s cock. Maya took him over the brink and he gave out a lusty grunt as he felt the first twinge of pleasure. But his orgasm was ruined when maya gave him a hard whack across the balls in the midst of it. His anticipated delight morphed into purest agony and he howled in disappointed torment as he ejaculated in abundance into the bowl. Emma cackled in glee at the sight of it and had to slap Eva’s hand away from her pussy again.

“Isn’t this an exquisite cruelty Eva? There are numerous milkings required to purge the slave of sperm. Most times his orgasm is ruined by the cane but sometimes he is allowed to come with full pleasure. He is blindfolded so he can never know which it will be. And when he nears the brink, being male, all he can think of is the false hope of pleasure. The cane stroke dashes that hope delightfully.”

Maya released the slave from the vise and took of his blindfold. The keeper put the bowl of cum on the floor and Maya forced the slave to his knees so he could bend over and lick it clean. Emma pulled Eva’s hand away from her pussy again and took her by the hand to lead her away.

“Just one more thing to see before we join mistress Maya for lunch Eva. I’m having a hard time keeping my own hands away from my cunt. But I’m sure mistress Maya will provide some slaves to give us head at lunch time.”

They proceeded to another circular chamber and looked down from the balcony to see a blindfolded slave strapped down face up on a low, padded table. Mistress Midori stood by the table along with a slave keeper who held a cane. The slave was hung sufficiently to serve as a stud. Emma informed Eva as to what was going on.

“This is a stud slave who failed to answer a summons. He gave some lame excuse about illness. The word ‘excuse’ does not apply to slaves. He will now undergo appropriate punishment for the following month.”

Midori hopped up on the table facing the slave and stood looking down at him with a leer. Then she lowered herself and took hold of his organ, slipping it inside of her. The slave moaned as he was enfolded within the paradise of her pussy. Midori rose and fell, sliding the walls of her vagina along his length. The shaft glistened with her poon. She had him on the brink of coming within the minute and took him to the razor’s edge before letting his cock fall free. It twitched and bobbed in his frustration. Emma explained again.

“All of us mistresses learn to use our vaginas to drive a slave to the brink of insanity, taking him to the edge over and over. But mistress Midori is in a class by herself. That is why it is she who administers this punishment. This slave will be reduced to babbling dementia by her arts. And, as you can see, the orgasm ruining cane stroke awaits him. This ordeal is much like the milking one. Once or twice this slave will be allowed to come without inhibition to give him that same false hope. That hope will eclipse all in his mind as the climactic moment approaches. The cane stroke will come as a cruel shock, even though one would think he would know better. But he is a male of course, and as such coming is uppermost in his mind at all times.”

They watched as minutes passed while Midori took the slave to very edge again and again as he moaned and whimpered and pleaded for release. The minutes became an hour of this torment. Then Midori decided the time was right and she raised her hand to signal the keeper to raise the cane for the orgasm ruining stroke. His balls were visibly vulnerable beneath her exquisite behind as it rose and fell in a quickening cadence. The slave gave out a high-pitched, quavering grunt in anticipation of his sweet release, only to feel the agony instead as the keeper brought the cane down hard on his swollen orbs. 

Midori rose to her feet and his cock flopped limp from inside her. She stepped forward and lowered herself so her cunt was inches above the slave’s mouth. The keeper gave him another sharp tap of the cane that made him open his mouth to yelp. Midori squeezed out his big load into it and then held his nose and mouth shut, forcing him to swallow.

Then, to Eva’s surprise Midori took the slave’s cock into her mouth and began to suck it. It wasn’t long before she had him fully erect and humping upward, begging for more of her pussy. Emma sensed her surprise.

“Midori will continue until the slave has expended every drop of cum for the day. He might get the ruining cane stroke every time or perhaps she will grant him release with full pleasure to keep him hoping. Let’s watch!”

Midori tortured the slave with pleasure just as before, using her exquisite vagina to drive him out of his mind. But this time, after she had reduced him to whimpering and pleading for release she took him over the brink and let him ejaculate within her. She rose so just his tip was in her. Eva could see his cock pulsing as he expended himself, sobbing in gratitude for his heavenly relief. Then she fed him his load as before and began to suck him hard again. Emma chuckled.

“He won’t get lucky twice today Eva! Watch how she finishes him!”

For the third round Midori straddled his groin facing his feet and then anally impaled herself on the big organ. Emma whispered to Eva: “It often takes the tight clench of the anus wo wring the last load out of a slave.”

Midori soon had the slave writhing and moaning as she massaged his shaft with her tight orifice. She edged him several times and then stood still with him inserted full length while she used her internal musculature to massage him over the brink. The slave began to hump upward as he approached his coming and she raised her fist high, awaiting the moment. His orgasm was ruined by a vicious punch to the balls. She let him moan his way through his ejaculation deep inside her. Then she dismounted, turned and held her anus above his mouth. The tap of the cane on his sore balls by the keeper made his mouth fly open and Midori squeezed out the big load into it.

It was lunchtime and they made their way to Maya’s living quarters, a well-appointed and spacious apartment. Food and wine were on the table and three slaves, numbers 2, 5 and 7 knelt off to the side. Maya greeted them warmly.

“I trust our new mistress Eva is enjoying her first visit to the inner sanctum? I have brought in these slaves to give us release. You both must be more than a bit randy after watching all the goings on here and I get quite horny myself from the daily routine and need some good head to ease me by midday. Why don’t we take care of that business first so we can relax during lunch?”

They each slipped a finger in a slave’s head ring and dragged them to where three comfortable throne chairs stood nearby. The settled in, offering their cunts and the slaves went to their duty.

Eva found herself at hair trigger and guided her slave right to the clip. He licked and sucked with well-honed skill and she came hard within the minute, lapsing into the haze of afterglow. Through that haze she heard Maya and Emma’s orgasmic wails as the found their own release.

Her slave went down low to give love to her anus while she drifted in her satisfaction. She let him continue when she emerged from the fog and lost herself in the enjoyment of the well-practiced tongue. And, to her delight she found that tongue could probe deep into her rectum and slither in and out, making her writhe in rapturous pleasure.

Here arousal built to the point she could bear no more and she hooked a finger in the head ring and pulled him up to her apex. Then she felt his finger slide in where his tongue had been and it went in and out with a gentle but maddeningly delightful rhythm. That and the licking and suck of her clit set her off and the tender trembling of the tongue on her pearl induced wave after wave of orgasm as she wailed and howled. She heard Maya and Emma’s wild vocalizations as they passed into their own orgasmic throes.

Satisfied, she pushed the slave away and melted into the chair. Amid the sweet stupor of her afterglow, she heard the satisfied sighs of her friends. It was welcome relief for all and they left the slaves kneeling where they were in case of further need and then lunch was served. It was leisurely and delicious. Maya had a suggestion for how to spend the afternoon and evening.

“I encourage you to observe while a mistress has her way with a rental slave in one of the pleasure chambers Eva. The mistresses don’t mind if others watch and some prefer it. Mistress Karla has rented chamber 7 for the afternoon. She is a mistress of long standing and renown who knows how to get the most out of a slave. Then this evening there is the castration of slave 9 to which you are cordially invited.”

Maya had a slave to train so they left her to it and made their way to chamber 7. It was empty when they arrived so they took seats on the overlooking balcony and waited. Soon the door opened and mistress Karla entered. She was tall and blond and shapely, clad in a black leather corset that uplifted her full breasts and ended below at the curve of her hips, leaving her golden haired pussy exposed. Black thigh high riding boots completed her ensemble.

She stood for a moment as if waiting. Eva noticed a small and low door on the opposite end of the chamber. The door slid up with a mechanical hum and a naked slave crawled through it. His head bore the number 3. It was clear the slave knew mistress Karla’s preferences because he groveled across the room to where the whipping hoist was hung and raised his hands overhead. Above hung an iron bar with a manacle on each end. Karla went to the switch on the wall that controlled the hoist and lowered the bar to the needed height. She clamped the slave’s wrists into the manacles and went back to the switch, pushing the button that hoisted him aloft. She raised him until he rested on the balls of his feet.

Then she went to where the array of whips hung from pegs and selected a pair of snake whips. She stepped over to stand in front of the slave and Eva could see the light of cruel lust in her eyes. The slave trembled and whimpered, seeming to know well the torment that was to befall him. Emma spoke in a whisper.

“Karla’s skill with the whip is second to none. She always starts with a sound whipping to get herself warmed up. You can see how the slave is terrified. She has surely rented him before. Watch now and enjoy!”

The whips whirled in a blur and red welts began to appear on the slave’s body as if from nowhere. She made her way in a circle around him, striping him from shoulders to calves as he howled in his torment. His dangling organs had yet to feel the lash but this was soon to change. Karla positioned herself in front of him and then began a stunning show of whipping prowess. She whirled one whip low, flicking it at his toes, making him hop and dance while she rained lashes upon his cock and balls with the other. Emma and Eva convulsed in their mirth at his screams as he danced about in futile efforts to evade the cruel, whirling leather. Karla continued until he broke down into hopeless sobbing.

Then she tossed her whips aside, lowered him to the floor and released his wrists. A throne chair sat on a two-step dais along one wall and she hooked a finger in his head ring and pulled him on hands and knees to it. She left him kneeling and the bottom while she mounted the steps and settled into the chair, legs parted, offering herself. She crooked a finger and pointed to her cunt, murmuring threats of further whipping should he fail to please her. In his terrified submission he clambered up the steps, barking shins and banging knees in his haste.

The chair was directly across from where they sat, giving full view of the slave’s behind. It bore 8 marks of demerit. Eva pointed this out to Emma who smiled knowingly and whispered.

“This should be a great session to watch. The slave is getting close to losing his balls and will be desperate to please her. And the more marks a slave has the higher the rental fee.”

When the slave came within her reach Karla hooked a finger in the ring again and pulled his face into her cunt. It was clear both that the slave was well trained and skilled and Karla was randy as a she-goat from the whipping because she convulsed and cried out within the minute of feeling his tongue. She was draped over the chair with legs resting on the arms and savoring while the slave went low to put tongue to her orifice.

Her arousal built and she took his hand and guided it to her anus while tugging him upward by the head ring. The slave clearly knew her expectation and slipped a finger into her hind hole while enfolding her pearl within his lips, licking and sucking. His rigorous training showed again as he soon had her in the throes of ecstasy, riding the waves of orgasm his tongue induced.

With one last primal shriek she lapsed into sweet stupor, sighing softly as he planted kisses everywhere, over her mount and thighs. She shook her head to clear it and dug her spike heels into his shoulders, giving him a shove that sent him reeling from the dais, tumbling to the floor. Fearing more of the whips because he had failed to satisfy the slave blubbered apologies and begged to be spared. But she just slapped his face and dragged him by the ring to a padded table across the room.

The slave seemed to know what was to follow would be worse than the whips, but when she slapped the top of the table as a wordless command to climb up on it he obeyed without hesitation, laid on his back and spread his arms and legs out to the corners so she could use the leather restraints there to bind him. Wide leather straps across his thighs and waist held him immobile. It was obvious his male organs were to be the focus of what was to follow.

There was a drawer under the table and Karla opened it and began to take out devices one by one. First there was a steel testicle vise with two heavy thumb screws. Eva could see there were spikes on the jaws. Karla pulled his balls between the jaws and began to tighten them, turning the screws slowly, but relentlessly. The slave writhed and whimpered when he felt the spikes begin to bite and Karla just kept turning until his balls were flattened and he was sobbing.

Then she took out six silvery alligator clips attached to a small chain. One by one she clamped them to the tender underside of the cock, starting at the base. The slave flinched and yelped when each clip bit him and each seemed more painful than the one before as she made her way along. The last she clipped to the most tender spot just under his tip. He sniveled and squirmed all the more from the burning sting and the torment of his balls.

The third object of torment was a silver rod that she dipped into a jar of reddish oil. She held it dripping before the slave’s eyes and his terror seemed to take a quantum leap. She took hold of his cock and slid the rod down his urethra, running it in and out while he squealed in torment. Then she slid it deep inside him and waited a moment to enjoy his agony before mounting his head, facing his feet. When she pressed her cunt down on his face the message seemed clear: only when he satisfied her would the torment end.

There was a knock on the door and Emma called out for the knocker to enter. It was one of the slave keepers leading two slaves leashed by the balls.

“Mistress Maya though you might like to enjoy some head while you watch so please accept these slaves with her compliments.”

The keeper left and the slaves were on their knees before Eva and Emma without having to be told. Both women were much in need of head and both came soon and hard under the practiced tongues. Then they pushed the slaves back and continued watching.

Mistress Karla rode the slave’s face through multiple orgasms. She would come and then press her anus to the slave’s mouth so he could run his tongue up her ass and rim her until she was aroused and ready to come again. Half an hour passed, mad delight for the mistress and agony for the slave. Finally, she gave out one great primal wail and relaxed upon the slave’s face for a while, letting his suffering continue for a minute or two before dismounting and beginning to remove the cruel devices. The removal seemed to hurt as much or more than the installation.

She let the slave lie there whimpering while she went to a place along the wall where a small saddle, some spurs, a bridle with a bit and a riding crop were hung. She brought the items over to the table, released the slave and made him go to hands and knees. She saddled and bridled him and attached the spurs to her boots. They were large spurs with wicked looking teeth.

Eva hadn’t noticed at first that the circular chamber had a yard wide ring of rubber matting around its circumference. Karla mounted the saddle, put her feet in the stirrups and gave the slave a jab with her spurs and a stroke of the crop across his ass. Obediently, the slave went to the edge of the chamber and got onto the rubber mat, going around clockwise at a brisk trot as she cropped and spurred him along.

After one lap at a trot, she cropped and spurred him harder to make him set a faster pace. Eva was amazed at the speed at which he could grovel and impressed by the total dominance the mistress exerted over her steed. His obedience to her every command was immediate but she seemed to crop and spur him just for the pleasure of it. He rounded the track over and over, then reversed himself upon her command for a few more laps the other way. She made him rear up on his legs and carry her that way around the chamber, weaving among the furnishings. Then it was more laps under a flurry of crop strokes and jabbing of the spurs until he collapsed belly down in exhaustion.

She removed the saddle and bridle while he lay gasping for breath and hung them back on the wall. His “rest” came when she draped herself comfortably over a leather horse that sat in front of a big screen TV, offering herself for rimming. He put his face between her shapely cheeks and went to work with his tongue while she watched an hour-long femdom video in which mistresses strapped on their cocks and had their way with slaves. It was a portent of how the afternoon session was to end.

Eva and Emma made the slaves turn the chairs around so they could kneel on the seats and offer their own asses to the slaves for rimming. They watched to video as well, at first finding the tongue work relaxing, but then getting more randy by the minute.

The video ended and Karla dismounted from the horse, then made her way to where an array of cocks hung on the wall. She chose a 2 X 12, either because the slave had already been “upsized” or because she mean to upsize him then and there. It proved to be the latter because the slave eyed the cock in trepidation as he installed it upon her with trembling hands. Karla pushed the button and the sound of the organ humming could be heard. Emma nudged Eva and whispered.

“There is an additional surcharge on the rental fee to upsize a slave who is eligible. Karla has obviously paid it!”


He began to suck the big dick, but it took some minutes of her pressing it against his gullet before it finally gave and she forced it inch by inch down his throat until his nose was in her thick bush. Then came the throat fucking, slow at first, her shapely behind rolling and gyrating as she stretched his gullet. The pulsing, humming device soon had its effect, inflaming her, and the cock went in and out ever faster. Orgasm struck with knee buckling force as she rammed the cock down his throat and gripped his head ring with both hands to hold herself upright. She finished and pushed him away, the glans exiting his throat with a loud pop that made Eva and Emma chuckle.

The slave knew his duty and climbed up onto the padded table to assume the position on elbows and knees, ass raised in offering to the mistress. He was shaking in his fear of the cruel penetration he knew awaited him, so much like a virgin.

Eva and Emma were still enjoying slave tongue in the ass, arms resting on the padded railing of the balcony. Karla climbed up onto the table behind the slave and knelt, pressing the flared glans against his near-virgin orifice. She looked up at them with a leering grin and gave them a wink. Then she gathered her strong thigh muscles and glutes for the thrust. The organ was wet with the slave’s slobber, the only lube he would get except for another dribble of her spit that she let run down over his hole.

Then she rammed forward in a merciless thrust that tore a scream from the slave as his ass was stretched well beyond what his hole was used to. The cock plunged in to a third of its length. More grinding, gyrating thrusts seated it to its depth as he sniveled and whimpered from her cruel intrusion.

Then Karla drew back until just the glans was within him and drove forward again, this time plunging the cock to the hilt with one brutal thrust, making him scream again. She gyrated her behind some more with the cock full in to stretch him in preparation for the hard and deep fucking. She drew back one more and then drove deep again and then it was in and out full length, faster and faster as the slave sobbed and sniveled, his breath coming in high pitched pants.

The padding on the table gave her traction and leverage and she dug her long and sharp nails into his buns for purchase. Blood trickled and there would be scars added to the ones already there from his long service in the chambers.

Then came the inevitable transformation as the slave’s pain morphed to pleasure. Soon he was moaning and mewling in growing delight as she rutted with quickening cadence. When she sensed his surrender to her cock was complete she held still for a while, letting rock back and forth of his own accord, moving forward so just the tip was in him then driving himself backward so the cock plunged to the hilt. His ass slapped loud against her thighs over and over as he propelled himself to his pleasure and release. Karla finished him with some extra hard thrusts of her own and he babbled words of gratitude to his mistress as he spent his big creamy load into a puddle beneath him. Karla came herself with a ferocious snarl of brute satisfaction.

But she was far from finished with him. After pulling out she made him lick up his mess, suck the cock clean and wet it with his slobber. Then she laid on her back and made him take the top. He impaled himself upon the big dick facing her feet. Up and down, he went, gyrating, with just the tip in him when he rose and the whole shaft in him at the bottom his behind slapping her belly.

Sooner than they expected he gave out a quavering moan and spurts of cum sailed through the air, some of the first clearing the edge of the table and splattering onto the floor. Much landed on the table as his spurting weakened. Karla came again in the midst of it.

After she put him to work licking it all up she made him lie on his back on the table. Then she deigned to lean over him and suck his cock. Sure enough, he hardened again and she made him assume the position for another round of rutting. It took long this time but she wrung another load out of him by way of frenzied rutting, coming hard twice in the process. After she made him lick up his leavings she sucked him again but he stayed limp as a noodle, proof positive she had drained him of every drop.

The afternoon had passed with little time left. Karla made the slave crawl to a small gas fireplace in the wall and bend over on elbows and knees. A branding iron rested in the flame, glowing red hot. Thinking he was to acquire his ninth mark of demerit and be on the brink of losing his balls the slave sobbed and sniveled for mercy. Karla first held the glowing iron before his eyes and then edged it closer and closer to his ass cheek so he could feel the heat just a fraction from his hide. He pleaded even more pathetically. The she withdrew the iron and put it back in the fireplace as she spoke to him.

“You did get it done for me today slave! It was well worth the price. I just thought you should have a reminder of how close your balls are to the knife. You had better keep up the good work! Now get your sorry ass out of here!”

The slave crawled to the low door, whimpering in relief. He pushed a button next to it and the door slid up. He crawled through and the door slid back down. The booted feet of a slave keeper who was waiting for him could be seen before it reached bottom.

Karla stepped over the where Eva and Emma were still enjoying their rim jobs. She smiled and it was clear that she and Emma were good friends.

“I hope you enjoyed watching today Emma. And who is this fine looking young thing you have with you?”

“This is Eva, my student and protégé Karla. She will be a most welcome addition to our network and is the process of seducing and enthralling her first slave.”

“Will you be attending the ‘entertainment’ this evening?”

“We’re there with bells on Karla! See you later!”

CHAPTER SEVEN

The complex contained a fine restaurant and they dined there rather than go home and come back later to witness the castration. It was full to capacity with mistresses and Eva had never had such a sense of belonging. Many of her new sisters came to introduce themselves. There was a buzz of excitement in the room as if all anticipated the coming entertainment.

Dinner was some fine, blood rare porterhouse steaks with all the trimmings and ample red wine. They took their leisurely time about it as did all the other diners. At seven o’clock mistresses began to exit one by one or in groups to proceed to the venue where the ceremony would be held. Emma and Eva finished up and made their way along with the others.

The walked along several corridors, going left and right until Eva lost track of where they were in the vast complex. At last, they came to a wide opening in the wall that led into a small amphitheater. A padded table with restraints attached similar to the one in the pleasure chamber stood center stage.

Mistress Regina was seated front row center with a seat open on each side of her. She beckoned them with a wave and invited them to sit beside her. She smiled warmly and greeted them.

“I wanted our new young sister to have the best possible view of the proceedings so I saved these seat for you. I hope you will find the ceremony enjoyable. I have witnessed many of these, as has Emma and most of those in attendance. The theater is always full and I swear we all enjoy every such event with as much excitement as our first.”

They conversed about this and that for a while as they waited. And during that time a line of slaves was led into the theater and made to kneel before the stage. Regina explained.

“It’s important that slaves witness the consequences of failure. Needless to say, it provides significant motivation to submit, obey and give maximal pleasure. Of course, it only delays the inevitable.”

The clock on the wall began to strike the hour. Regina alerted them.

“Heads up! It’s time!”

Maya entered from backstage, leading a small procession. Midori followed and behind her were two keepers leading slave 9 by his leashed balls. They rounded the table and made the slave kneel before the audience. Maya addressed the assemblage.

“Good evening ladies and welcome to this evening’s entertainment. Slave 9 here has come to meet his inevitable fate. Stand slave and turn around and bend over!”

The slave stood and did an about face bowing, so all could see the ten marks of demerit, five on each cheek in a symmetrical pattern. Maya continued.

“Ten marks, each representing a failure to satisfy! Slaves! Take heed and let what is to follow serve as a reminder of the consequences of substandard zeal in your service!”

Eva looked at the line of kneeling slaves, who all bore one or more marks. Those who bore eight or nine of them trembled and bowed their heads. She felt herself get warm and wet and matters proceeded. Maya gave another command.

“Now stand up and turn again slave!”

Slave 9 obeyed, turning to stand straight up before the audience. Then: “Why do you stand before us this evening slave?”

The slave spoke in a mewling and humble tone.

“Because ten times I have failed my mistress.”

“And what will be your punishment for your abject failure?”

“I must be castrated mistress!”

“Do you have any final words before we proceed?”

Tears ran down the slave’s cheeks as he spoke.

“Mistresses, my failures are unforgiveable and I accept my just punishment. And to my fellow slaves: spare no effort to please your mistresses lest you end up like me sooner rather than later!”

Then Maya just pointed to the table and with meek obedience the slave climbed up on it and laid upon his back, spreading arms and legs to the corners of the table so he could be bound. Wide straps were also tightened across his belly and thighs so he was utterly helpless and immobile.

Eva was puzzled as to what Midori’s role in the procedure was to be. But she soon found out. The slave’s cock hung limp, but she bent over him and took it in her mouth to suck. Eva knew he would have been used long and hard by the keepers and presumably drained of cum but after a minute or so with his cock in Midori’s silken and artful mouth he hardened. Midori looked to Maya.

“He still has a load left in him mistress Maya!”

“Very well Midori! Proceed. Slave 9! You are very lucky. You will now be granted one final orgasm before the severing. I suggest you enjoy it to the fullest as a fond farewell to your balls!”

Midori edged him with cruel artistry. Knowing that coming would mean his balls would be taken forthwith when he spent his load the slave put up a futile resistance, gritting his teeth, moaning, writhing, sobbing and Midori coaxed him along to the inevitable. Being male, his will finally broke and he gave in to the pleasure, oblivious to anything save the chance to come. Midori finished him and then held just his tip in her mouth so all could see his cock pulsing and throbbing as he ejected his last load.

Midori pulled away with her cheeks bulging and the cock drooped limp as it would remain for the rest of his life. She opened her mouth to show the audience the flood of his cream it contained and then swallowed with obvious relish. And there was no shame in it because the mistress had been in charge and the slave would pay the ultimate price for his final pleasure.

Then Dr. Helen stepped up onto the stage carrying a medical bag. She set the bag on the table and opened it, first taking out what proved to be a testicle clamp that would cut of blood flow. She opened the jaws and pull the balls through. Maya took hold of the balls and pulled hard to stretch out the scrotum. Dr. Helen tightened the thumb screws down hard. Then they stood back and everyone watched as the balls turned purple. Maya looped a thin leather rope around the balls and pulled them out, exposing the stretched scrotum to the knife Dr. Helen removed from the bag.

She held the knife against the skin and the slave flinched and whimpered when he felt the cold steel. Then, with a slow, sawing motion obviously intended to make the slave feel the pain of his unmanning and have the moment he became a eunuch stamped in his memory she sliced the balls away. Maya picked up the bloody sack and balls and held them before the slave’s eyes as he sobbed in despair.

A slave keeper approached holding a jar of preservative and Maya dropped the severed organs into it. The jar would be placed on a shelf in the trophy room along with the many others sets of severed balls already there.

Dr. Helen stapled up the slave’s wound. There was a large wooden stool off to one side on the stage. The slave was released from his bonds and led over there to stand upon it. Then, to Eva’s surprise and delight an auction began. Maya served as auctioneer as the mistresses called out their bids for the purchase of the eunuch. Emma whispered in her ear.

“Most slaves have some useable skills. And eunuchs are docile and obedient. They will work hard at whatever task they are put to. I think this slave is quite a knowledgeable gardener. Many wealthier mistresses have large homes with big yards that need constant maintenance.”

In the end Regina claimed ownership of the eunuch. But he was left standing on the auction block with his forever to be limp cock dangling over the nothingness where his balls had been.

Eva heard some commotion coming from the entrance and soon eunuch slaves came through carrying folding tables food and drink. Everything was laid out for the after party. Eva was introduced to every mistress in attendance and felt a deep sense of bonding. The tongues of the slaves were employed by all, everyone being randy as always after witnessing the unmanning of a slave. The party went on into the wee hours and all went home in a state of righteous satisfaction.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The week of Eva’s absence had been sheer torment for Ethan. The ache in his balls exceeded any before. But he remained obedient to her command and refrained from coming, even though it required many cold showers and self-inflicted whacks to the cock and balls, sometimes more than once every night. His organs became sore and bruised but he still steeled himself and struck hard.

He went to the tree one afternoon and there she was, leaning against the trunk, wearing that same floral sundress. He rounded the tree and fell to his knees bending to kiss her bare feet. She took his hand and led him away without a word.

When they reached the apartment he stripped naked while she shed her dress and enthroned herself in the recliner. He fell to his knees at attention and gazed upon her resplendent nudity as she postured lewd and provocative. His cock jutted nearly vertically. She looked down at his organs appraisingly and smiled.

“My Ethan! Are those bruises I see down there?”

He nodded and told her of the whacks he gave himself with the spoon to quell his longing to ejaculate.

“Ethan, your self-control makes me very happy and tonight you will be allowed to ejaculate more than once as you reward. But you must control yourself for a little longer while you see to my pleasure first. I have missed your sweet tongue. Now come here and serve me!”

He fell fac forward into her oozing crotch and was dizzied and inebriated by her scent and taste. She thrilled to his passionate adoration and surrender and at how he recalled every lesson she had taught him about how to please her to perfection. Three exquisite orgasms left her sweetly contented and she basked in haze of her satisfaction for a while, eyes closed. He knelt, waiting patiently for her to emerge from it. Then her eyes opened and she smiled at him with tender affection. There was beseeching in his eyes and she granted him merciful release.

“That was wonderful Ethan! And I am so pleased with the self-control you have shown. You may ejaculate now with my blessing!”

Her words seemed to trip a trigger. His eyes rolled backward and his cock bobbed as a great creamy spurt flew through the air and splattered over her breasts, making her clap her hands and giggle. It was followed by several more, the last few weakening, falling shorter until a creamy trail of cum was laid from her cunt to her tits, one flooding the concavity of her navel. He fell forward onto his hands from the force of his release.

“Ethan! I can’t express in words the joy it gives me that you can ejaculate like that from just looking at me! I have never felt so beautiful and so adored! Now come here and get me cleaned up! Then we will continue!”

His obedience was immediate again. He went low to cup his tongue and scoop up the semen that had trickled down over her anus, then sucked and licked up what covered her cunt and bush. He lapped his way upward, gathering in every drop until he got to her navel. He sucked in the puddle there and continued up toward her breasts. After he had cleaned up there she kept him still busy with lips and tongue upon her nipples. They hardened and wrinkled as her arousal mounted and soon she shoved him down to serve her between the thighs.

She was pleased at how he first went to the bottom, caressing her orifice with adoring subservience. She felt him straining to probe deep with his tongue but then it seemed to tire and her pleasure waned a bit. She made a mental note to work on that next. But by then her clit was tingling and ready for his attentions so she took him by the hair and pulled him up there. She felt his finger slip in where his tongue had been and soon the first wave of orgasm coursed through her, followed by half a dozen more.

“How well he has learned his lessons!” she thought as she rode those waves to the climax. She passed into the sweet stupor of afterglow, feeling the soft caresses of his lips and tongue. But the evening was yet young and it was time to break some new ground. When she roused she got up from her chair, leaving him kneeling and went to the sideboard to fetch some devices she had found while looking through the apartment to see what devices might be there. It was a ball shocker that could be wrapped around the testicles and a remote to control it. He was compliant and unquestioning as she strapped it tight around his balls. Then she sat back down and let him know what was to follow.

“Ethan, I am quite pleased at how you are so willing to lick my anus. It gives me great enjoyment but I noticed some tongue fatigue the last time you did so. That is unacceptable and only rigorous practice and training will enable you to have the tireless tongue necessary to please me properly. You will lick me now and continue for two hours. When your tongue tires and you cease to please me, well…I will let you know!”

She stood and turned, kneeling upon the seat of the chair and presenting her shapely behind to be served. Without having to be told he pressed his face between her cheeks and showered worship upon her orifice. But his tongue soon tired and he was given motivation by a sharp jolt to the balls. She called out to him:

“Fight the fatigue Ethan! No pain no gain!”

He redoubled his efforts but still took jolts from time to time to spur him along. And her arousal mounted periodically so she would roll her hips and rub her cunt over his face to let him know he should attend to her pearl and bring her to orgasm.

Thus began a series of daily trysts fill with rigorous training and refinement of his oral techniques. And she permitted him to ejaculate not just once each tryst but several times until he went home drained. Two weeks passed and Emma told Eva he was ripe for her to take possession of him and bring him home to stay. But all was interrupted by a shocking turn.

CHAPTER NINE

Father Liam Lynch, rector of Ethan’s seminary, liked to keep tabs on his charges when they were on their summer breaks. Lynch was young to be in his position, just 39, short, slender, brown haired, green-eyed. He was a rigid and self-righteous martinet.

He had sent his minions to spy on Ethan and their report was disturbing to him. He decided to go see for himself. For three days he lurked near the tree where Eva and Ethan met and watched as she led him away by the hand to do God knew what. Whatever it was he was sure it was mortally sinful. He had no choice but to act.

One evening as Ethan was walking home on legs unsteady a black, windowless van pulled up beside him along the sidewalk. Two of Father Lynch’s minions jumped out when the side door opened and they dragged Ethan inside and chloroformed him unconscious. They drove him to the seminary and when he came to he found himself wearing a black cassock with nothing on underneath. Father Lynch stood over him, glowering in self-righteous rage. Two of his minions stood by. Ethan rose to his knees upon the altar step.

The seminary was in a wooded area with a six foot stone wall surrounding the grounds. They were in a small chapel in a remote area of the grounds that was used for the doing of penance by wayward seminarians. There were no pews, just an altar elevated on one step above the floor. It was covered with a white cloth and a crucifix and candles stood upon it. Father Lynch unleashed a tirade.

“I have seen you meeting with the harlot Ethan and watched as she led you away to that place of iniquity. I can only imagine the sins committed there. You will now confess to those sins and begin a severe regimen of penitence during which you will remain here until you take your final vows, especially of chastity!”

Father Lynch’s rule with iron fist over the seminary kept all in a state of fear and Ethan was no exception. He confessed in lurid detail as Father Lynch’s face grew livid in righteous indignation. When he finished Father Lynch nodded to his minions and they fell upon Ethan, stripping off the cassock, leaving him kneeling naked before the altar. One of the minions fetched a knotted cat o’ nine tails and a foot-long stick and threw it on the floor in front of him. Father Lynch assigned him his penance.

“You will remain kneeling there for 16 hours each day starting at dawn. During this time, you will pray for forgiveness and flagellate yourself with the whip and apply the stick with force to the organs that have offended your God! You may retire to the cell over there to sleep and begin again each morning until I believe your repentance to be complete. You will begin now with twenty lashes across your back and ten strokes each upon you penis and testicles. First the whip!”

Ethan picked up the whip and laid a stroke across his back, leaving pink welts. Father Lynch barked:

“Harder!”

Ethan struck again with more force and the knots of the cat left red dots on his skin. But Father Lynch knew no mercy.

“Harder!”

Etan struck again, drawing blood trickles.

“Harder!”

Ethan’s back was bloodied when he hit with a force that satisfied Father. He completed his twenty lashes. Then he was ordered to pick up the stick and strike his organs ever harden, to Father Lynch’s satisfaction. By then it was ten o’clock and he was ordered to kneel and pray until midnight, then retire to the cell.

Ethan’s failure to show up at the tree the next day was alarming and confusing to Eva. She had been so sure she had him utterly in her thrall and unable to resist her. Day after day for a week she waited for him. She had to resort to the use of Emma’s slaves to ease her but no tongue compared to Ethan’s even though he was nowhere near fully trained because the first slave she could call her own.

Eva and Emma racked their brains, wondering where he could be and then one day it dawned upon them: the seminary! They drove there, going down a rutted road through the woods that led to the rear of the grounds. There was a big tree with low massive limbs spreading out that allowed them to climb up and look over the wall. They had a side view of the little chapel, just fifty feet or so from the wall.

It was about six o’clock PM and they saw one of Father Lynch’s acolytes carrying a tray holding a plate of food and a goblet unlock the door and enter the chapel. He emerged half an hour later, carrying the empty plate. He locked the door behind him. It was clear someone was inside and being kept in there against his will.

They continued their surveillance for a week and noticed a pattern. Father Lynch entered the chapel at about ten o’clock each evening for a few minutes, then locked the door and left.

There were small, gothic arched windows in the sidewalls of the chapel and one night Eva climbed over the wall with a boost from Emma and went to look inside. Rage filled her when she saw Ethan on hos knees before the altar putting the lash to his own back. She swore she would have him back and that Father Lynch would get his comeuppance.

A rescue party was formed the next evening consisting of Eva, Emma, Brigid and two of the strongest young slave keepers. Brigid carried a backpack containing things that might be necessary or desirable. All were naked except for boots.

They waited outside the wall, sitting on the spreading branches of the big tree until they saw Lynch enter the chapel. Then they helped each other over the wall and went to the back door. Brigid was adept at picking locks and they burst into the chapel, finding Ethan in the midst of self-flagellation with Lynch standing over him counting the strokes.

His eyes grew wide in fright as the two keepers fell upon him, ripped away his clothes and pinioned his arms behind his back while Brigid cuffed them.

Eva went straight to Ethan, took away the whip and tossed it aside. She held him close to her as she murmured comforting words, watching as Brigid and the keepers dealt with Lynch. They put irons on his ankles and forced him to hands and knees, then put a spreader bar between his legs just above the knees. Lastly, they strapped a ball gag into his mouth.

The keepers hoisted him bodily and carried him over to the altar while Brigid strapped on a 1 ½ X 10 cock. She went to the altar and swept aside the crucifix and candles with disdain. Lynch was placed upon the pure white altar cloth on elbows and knees with his face pressed down onto it and his ass raised and ready to take the cock.

Brigid climbed up and spat down his crack, letting it run down over his hole as the only lube he would get. She took him standing, driving down, ramming the cock in halfway with her first brutish thrust. His scream was muffled by the gag. Another plunging thrust drove the cock home and then she began to fuck him, slowly at first, her shapely behind rolling and gyrating as the cock went in and out, stretching him, hurting him as he whimpered and sniveled.

She rutted harder and faster, passing into frenzy, as he sobbed and moaned, the cock going in and out with increasing ease, lubed by the blood that showed along the shaft. Soon his breath came in high-pitched pants as the pleasure took hold and he gave out that sweet sound of helpless surrender as his load splattered onto the immaculate altar cloth. And Brigid came with a savage sound that made sweet harmony with Lynch’s vocalization. Her orgasmic gush poured down and sullied the cloth as well. She pulled out and hopped from the altar as he whimpered in emasculated humiliation.

Brigid used an indelible marked to scribble something on Lynch’s palm. She leaned over him and snarled into his ear.

“Come to this address when you finally come to terms with what you are!”

Then they made a hasty exit. Ethan reached for his cassock that lay upon the floor, but Eva kicked it away.

“Don’t bother with that Ethan! You are coming home with me now and you will no longer have any need for clothing!”

They helped each other over the wall, hoisting Ethan over bodily into Eva’s strong arms. Piling into the van they drove off into the night. In the morning Lynch would be found as he was left, his anus bloodied, cum soiling the altar cloth.

CHAPTER TEN

They drove to Emma’s house, laughing all the way, making dirty jokes at Lynch’s expense. When they arrived, Emma put her two slaves to work preparing a meal because they found themselves famished after all the excitement.

They took seats in the living room in the recliners and section sofa. Eva had Ethan on his knees before her while she rubbed a soothing balm on his back and his bruised organs. Then she decided it was time to introduce him to one of the most important aspects of his enslavement, his duty to serve all women.

“Ethan, you must now show your gratitude for your rescue by giving pleasure to all of my friends here. I love them all like sisters now and you will serve them in every way you do me and with that same passionate adoration. Please begin with my dear mentor Emma!”

Emma was seated in a recliner next to Eva and she took the position, spreading her legs wide and resting her ankles on the arms while Eva took Ethan by the shoulders and guided him over to kneel before her. She leaned him over close to Emma’s waiting pussy and spoke.

“Look at it Ethan and tell us what you feel!”

Ethan drank in the sight of her womanhood, the dense, nappy raven bush, riven by her ragged labia, those being slightly parted, showing the hot pink tissues in her depths. And the scent of her wafted over his nostrils, a scent much like Eva’s yet different and equally intoxicating. He gasped out the first words that came to mind.

“It’s so beautiful!”

“Yes Ethan! It is beautiful. Every woman has her own special beauty down there. Would you like to taste her?”

“Yes! Oh yes!”

“Then you may begin Ethan! And remember, you must serve her as you would me. There is no jealousy between mistresses, only sharing and sisterhood! The pleasure you will now provide is divinely ordained!”

He all but fell forward to bury his face, drawn in by the animal magnetism. First he scooped upward with his cupped tongue to gather her poon and swallow mouthfuls, finding it delectable as Eva’s but with its own special tang. He felt a suffusing, bringing forth an adoring passion. He cast about with his tongue, touching everywhere from top to bottom in wordless plea for guidance in how to please her best. And he found her to be at hair trigger when she guided him first to her apex to serve her pink pearl.

He knew form Eva’s tutelage how to lick and suck and felt a burst of worshipful joy when her strong brown thighs clamped on his head as she passed into her ecstasy. She shuddered, convulsed and he heard her primal shriek, muffled by the clutch of her flesh. Her gush erupted into his mouth and he gulped it down, feeling its effect, deepening his adoration.

Her thighs parted and she gave out a sigh of sweet release and went limp and languid. He knew well his next duty, go down to the bottom to make obeisance and abase himself by putting tongue to her lower orifice. First he caressed it softly as she drifted in her haze. But soon she roused and put a hand to his head to press his face deeper into her wet cunt, murmuring for him to lick harder.

He put tongue to her with fervor, probing to go inside, finding her hole to be loose and receptive as she relaxed herself to admit him. He wriggled and slithered in and out. His tongue began to tire, but just in time she took hold of his hair and pulled him up to her apex again. Eva’s training guided his actions and he slipped a finger in where his tongue had been and finger fucked her gently while licking and sucking. And when she lurched as orgasm took her he fluttered his tongue ever so softly on her turgid orb, inducing a multi-orgasmic sequence. She rode the waves of it one by one and then melted in her final satiation.

When she woke from her sweet stupor she smiled at Eva, who had stood watching and gave her appraisal.

“You are quite the instructress Eva!”

Eva just smiled back.

“I have an apt pupil Emma! Now Ethan! Mistress Brigid is waiting patiently. I suggest you do your duty promptly!”

Ethan hastened to obey with a hunger. His cock was stiff as wood and that ache was throbbing in his balls. He longed to ejaculate but knew that had to be unacceptable and forbidden so he fought his urge.

Brigid sat on the sofa with legs apart, heels resting on the cushion. He first took in the sight of her, the dense ginger bush with her large and protuberant labia projecting. Her scent drifted to him, dizzying, inebriating, a seeming hint of ginger. He first pressed his face into her, nuzzling to get in between the lips, scooping and swallowing as before.

He sensed it might please her if he licked and sucked her protuberances so he took one and then the other between his lips, going back and forth, gladdened and encouraged by her sighs of delight. She too was on the brink and soon she guided him to her berry to set her off. Then it was a reprise of his performance with Emma, tongue to anus until her arousal mounted to crescendo and her body was rocked. He planted adoring kisses over her mount and thighs as she drifted in her afterglow. He heard Eva’s voice.

“Two more to go Ethan! Our fine young slave keepers Anna and Maria await your attentions. Keepers don’t get head with regularity so I am sure they are hot to feel your tongue!”

Anna’s pate was shaven but at her loins was a luxuriant golden bush. Her sparkling blue eyes gleamed in her lust. She reveled in his attentions and in her orgasms, then passed him to olive-skinned Maria with her thick raven bush who achieved her own ecstasy under his tongue.

All mistresses slumped relaxed and well satisfied and he knew the truth of Eva’s words. Every woman did indeed hold a unique beauty between her thighs and each was worthy of worship as a goddess who reigned over him. The ache in his balls was now at critical stage and he had to clamp down to keep himself from spurting. Eva looked down at him as he knelt, gritting his teeth and sensed his predicament. She called for a vote.

“Ladies! My slave Ethan is in dire straits! I can see he is being a good boy and fighting his urge to ejaculate and I am sure the ache in his balls is quite severe. I am inclined to grant him mercy and let him have relief but I can’t do so in good conscience unless I know he has done his duty to perfection and left all of you satisfied. Let’s take a vote. All who are properly sated raise your hands!”

Ethan knelt watching with beseeching in his eyes as he looked from mistress to mistress. Emma’s hand went up, then Maria’s. Brigid and Anna sat with hands down until he sniveled and whimpered, desperately holding back. But they were just toying with him and soon their hands were raised. Eva took a seat in the recliner and beckoned to Ethan to come and knee before her, close between her parted legs. The mistresses gathered around close to watch. Eva made him wait longer while she addressed the mistresses.

“My slave Ethan is a spontaneous ejaculator. It’s really quite amusing how he will just go off without even having to touch himself. Ethan! You may have your release now with our blessing!”

Ethan’s cock bobbed up to near vertical as his ejaculation welled up. Then a long white string arched through the air and splattered all over Eva. His cock subsided, then bobbed up and spurted over and over as the mistresses nearly expired in their mirth. His face turned crimson in his humiliation but he moaned in his heavenly relief and fell forward onto hands and knees when he had expended all. Then Eva reminded him of his duty.

“Ethan! Be a good slave now and licked up the mess you have made!”

Eva resembled nothing so much as a piece of pastry covered with a rich creamy glaze. Cum clung in her pubes and ran down over her anus. He hastened to go down low and scoop it up with his tongue, then licked his leavings from her labia and sucked them from her bush.

Next it was up to the overflowing pond in her navel cavity. The mistresses cackled in glee as he scooped with his tongue and sucked until it was emptied. Then it was on to slurp his way up the trail of splatters that led to her breasts. Both those and her cleavage were heavily covered and it took some time for the cleanup. When finished he drew back and knelt while the mistresses applauded.

But the evening was yet young. They relaxed and drank wine while Ethan licked the feet of each mistress in her turn. Then Emma clapped her hands loudly. She had ordered her slaves to wait until she summoned them. That was her summons. Slaves Seth and Colin made their entrance on hands and knees, single file with the rolled up sticky mat on their backs and each with woman cocks dangling from straps around their necks, slave Seth with three, Colin with two. They hastened to move the coffee table and lay the mat out over the rug. Then they installed the cocks upon the mistresses, except for Eva, who stood with legs parted. Ethan knelt wide-eyed in bewilderment at the sight of it all.

The two slaves first sucked each mistresses cock, deep throating them to orgasm, then went to hands and knees and were promptly spit roasted by the mistresses. Eva made Ethan go to hands and knees as well. She sat astride him, reaching back to caress and gently probe his virgin orifice with her finger while she leaned over and spoke into his ear.

“One day soon Ethan I will take your virginity from you but the time is not yet ripe for that. It will be a very special ceremony with all my sister mistresses in attendance. Then I will use my cock to make you mine completely. Don’t be afraid! It will hurt and first but then there will be pleasure that will enslave and addict you to my cock. And we will be so happy together in our new life! But now there is one thing you can do. You may suck my cock and learn to give me pleasure that way!”

She stood up and pointed to the coffee table where her cock lay waiting. Eva was most please by the way he crawled over to fetch it without need for words of command. And she could tell he had paid attention while the slaves were installing the cocks on the other mistresses because when she stood with legs apart and hands on hips he slipped the vaginal bulb inside her and fastened the straps tight so she stood with her big member jutting.

And she thrilled in her joy when he took it in his mouth and began to suck with the same adoring subservience he always showed. She taught him how to run his lips over her length and his tongue’s tip along the underside, which was densely packed with the nano-sensors that transmitted the sensations to her lady parts. She stood still with hands again on hips and let him shower his oral worship upon her. Then it was time to carry the act to its completion. She pressed the glans to his gullet, making her wishes clear. He drew back a bit at first, gagging, but then mastered himself and pressed forward against the thrusting of her hips until his gullet gave and half the length plunged in. She stood still again and could barely contain herself when he showed his devotion and forced the cock in the rest of the way by taking hold of her hips for leverage and forced the shaft down all the way.

Then it was back and forth, slowly at first, his lips and tongue running along the full length, making her shudder. And when he had the cock full down he would reach with his tongue to lick the faux testicles, those also being embedded with sensors.

His precocious attentions and adoring submission soon brought her lust to a boil and she grabbed his hair in both hands as she rammed the cock hard down his throat and then began to rut with abandon, forcing his head back and forth so his forehead slapped against her belly. He made his mouth and gullet a tight and pleasing pussy for her to fuck and it soon pushed her over the brink. With one last brutish thrust she rammed the cock down all the way and arched her back as orgasm rocked her. A primal shriek was torn from her depths as her knees buckled and her body melted. Her recliner was right behind her and he eased her down into it so she could relax and savor while he held the pulsing organ down all the way.

Raucous cheers and applause from the mistresses filled the air. They had watched every minute of Ethan’s introduction to the deepthroat fellatio. Eva almost burst with pride at his selfless devotion to her pleasure and offered to share him with the others. The mistresses stood shoulder to shoulder and each in her turn enjoyed his attentions. In the end all slumped in chairs or on the sofa, pleasantly sated.

Brigid, Anna and Maria took their leave and Emma dismissed her slaves for the evening. They went to her bedroom to wait for her. Eva and Emma stayed up for a while with Ethan kneeling before them. Emma had much to say.

“Eva, he is surely ripe for his deflowering but there is a process. He must be denied orgasm for a full month before the event. A standard chastity cage will suffice to prevent masturbation for a typical slave. But Ethan’s spontaneous ejaculation presents a bit of a problem. Not to worry! We have dealt with this rare phenomenon before and have created a device to deal with it.”

There were three drawers in the end table between the recliners in which they sat. Emma opened the bottom drawer and took out a bright brass cage that Eva could see was modified in a special way. It was short, about half the length of Ethan’s erection. There was housing to enclose the tip of the penis and there were four threaded shanks with Phillips head sockets in the ends, one for the top of the glans, one for the tender spot under the tip and one for each side. And the cage had similar shanks fitted into rings at the very base of the cock. Emma explained.

“This device will serve to suppress his erections and ejaculatory tendencies. The erect penis is inserted and the shanks are tightened, first upon the tip. The erection subsides from the pain and then the shanks are tightened at the base of the penis. The shanks are pointed and inflict pain upon the organ. And the short length of the cage prevents full erection. There are also sharp points within the housing at the tip that help to suppress a rising erection. They make the penis contract. Poor Ethan will have to suffer the testicular ache that always results from orgasm denial and also the sting of the barbs on his member. It is imperative that he not ejaculate until you deflower him. He must be in a state of tormented longing to come when you take him. Then he will experience an orgasm of such consuming intensity that he will be hopelessly enslaved and addicted to your cock. And his state of denial must be aggravated by a steady diet of pussy, ingesting poon and female ejaculate day after day and in quantity. We will invite other mistresses to come and enjoy his ever more passionate attentions. It becomes an upward spiral. Performing the cunnilingus and ingesting our juices arouses him and worsens the ache while also causing a craving for more. It is a cruel ordeal but necessary.”

Etan had knelt with his eyes wide in trepidation, fixed upon the cruel device that was to imprison his member. But when Eva pointed to the floor just in front of Emma, who sat holding the device at the ready he knee walked to her and offered himself. In spite of all his cock was full erect and Emma slipped the cage over it. His tip entered the housing and she took a screwdriver and began to tighten the pointed studs. As they bit in his erection subsided and she tightened the studs at the base. He grimaced from the piercing, stinging pain but made no complaint. Eva was overcome by his submission and took him in her arms, pressing him to her breasts while she spoke tender words into his ear.

“I know it hurts sweetie but it’s necessary. Do you love me enough to endure?”

“Yes mistress! If my suffering pleases you I will suffer gladly!”

Her heart nearly melted at his words but she couldn’t let on lest her dominance over him should weaken. Instead, she asserted it, his words rekindling her lust despite the orgasms she had already enjoyed.

“Then serve me now Ethan! Give me pleasure!”

Thus began the month-long ordeal he was to endure. He performed the cunnilingus with perfect technique and adoring subservience. The Eva passed him to Emma for her turn. The deep and satisfying climaxes made them finally ready for bed and Ethan was to share Eva’s bed for the first time. He lay crosswise to her under the covers with head pillowed on her thighs, her bush tickling his nose as every indrawn breath carried her perfume. His ache escalated but he found himself grateful for the device that suppressed his urge to ejaculate, knowing it was his duty to endure for the sake of the one he adored with a fervor formerly reserved for his erstwhile lord.

Moring came and she stirred. Then he was introduced to another act of deepest submission as she gave him to drink form her before he performed her waking pleasures, providing the orgasms that would make her rise from the bed relaxed and confident to start her new day right. He crawled behind her to the bathroom to assist in her ablutions. Then they made their way to the kitchen for breakfast. Emma was waiting, seated at the table and he crawled beneath it without having to be told and served her pleasure.

Soon after breakfast the doorbell rang and he groveled to answer it. When he opened the door mistress Regina stepped in, followed by Maya, Brigid, Midori and hefty Ida. He led them on hands and knees as they walked to the living room where Emma and Eva waited. He saw leather manacles attached to the six foot long coffee table. Eva just pointed to the table and he knew to lay himself face up upon it and offer his limbs to be bound. He lay helpless at their mercy, wondering what was to befall him.

He soon found out. Regina took the first turn queening him, pressing her silver cunt onto his face. His tongue went everywhere for her as she rode him two three orgasms and he ingested an abundance of her poon and gushes of her ejaculate.

One by one they took their turns, ponderous Ida being the last and when sated her fleshy mass settled over him and nearly snuffed out his life before the other mistresses intervened.

His ache grew to the point of torment and his erection rose, only to be stung by the two points at the tip that made it draw back. His stomach was awash with poon and woman cum and he could feel it suffusing him, deepening his submission and evoking a longing to please the goddesses whose oozing cunts descended upon his face. And the ritual was also meant to help his tongue achieve its optimal capabilities. When it tired he took taps of a cane upon his balls to spurs his efforts.

When the satisfied mistresses took their leave after lunch Emma instructed him in the performance of tongue exercises that would lengthen his pleasuring organ so it could probe deep into the vagina to massage the G or into the rectum to slither about and arouse. She kept him at it until his tongue hung limp from his mouth in utter fatigue.

The next morning several other mistresses arrived to enjoy his tongue and advance his training. They were of varied races, ages and sizes. It was an ordeal of heavenly torment, the scent and taste of pussy arousing him, worsening the ache to new heights. And he could feel his erection growing, only to have his tip make contact with the sharp spikes, making his organ contract again.

Again, a large mistress took the last turn with him and his face was engulfed in her lush smothering tissues as her fleshy mass bore down remorseless upon him. He writhed in a death panic beneath her, able to here the gleeful cackling of the watching mistresses through the muffling of her flesh until all went dark. Then the harsh scent of smelling salts woke him as they all continued in their mirth. As before the afternoon was taken up by rigorous tongue exercise.

Day after day, seven days a week this continued but, despite the dreadful ache in his balls and the stinging pain of the cage that imprisoned his cock he looked forward with longing to each morning when the first of the mistresses would plop her pussy down on his face. His skills were honed, his tongue waxed tireless and, to his surprise, its length began to grow. After two weeks he could touch the tip of his nose with it. He would strain for maximal rectal and vaginal penetration while the mistresses rode him.

Three weeks along he could extend his tongue so that its tip touched between his eyebrows and then came the day when mistress Regina rode him and he probed deep in her cavern and felt the soft mound of her G under his tongue’s tip. Worshipful joy filled him when he heard her moan of pure delight and massaged with his tongue while she ground her clit upon his nose until she shuddered and filled his mouth with her abundant gush as orgasm rocked her.

She had taken first turn with him that morning and was pleased to inform the waiting mistresses of the milestone he had achieved. All mistresses partook with delight as his tongue went deep into the rectum and vagina of each mistress who rode him. Needless to say, Eva was puffed with pride at his accomplishment.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

The day of his deflowering was drawing near. Two days before then Emma informed Eva of a necessary stage in the process.

“We must take slave Ethan to Madame Magda’s Emporium to have him examined by her to ascertain the proper size cock for you to use in his deflowering. Magda is a purveyor of cocks as well as all manner of paraphernalia and accoutrements the heart might desire to have one’s way with a slave. I have called to make an appointment.”

They drove to the emporium and into the alley out back where there was an overhead door. The window of the car were heavily tinted, which concealed their nudity, though they still wore knee boots. Ethan was stark naked with his balls bound in a tight figure 8 by leather thongs attached to a leash. His balls had turned a lovely shade of purple.

Madame Magda greeted them at the door. She was a short and shapely, olive skinned, her short dark hair had steaks of gray. Her piercing coal black eyes sparkled with ambient lust. She was nude except for thigh high black stiletto boots, her dense bush was likewise salt and pepper.

“Greetings Emma! I presume this is our new mistress Eva and her slave Ethan. Before we get started let’s take a tour of my emporium so you may peruse my wares.”

First they looked over the clothing, shoes and boots, corsets, bustiers, all finely crafted to set off a mistress in grand style and reduce a slave to helpless and adoring submission and longing. Then it was on to her array of whips and canes. Toward the rear there were mannequins arranged in poses. One was a mistress holding a brace of snake whips in hand before a male mannequin hung by the heels, the body well striped with welts painted on. And another male model was strapped to a table with a mistress mannequin standing over him. Laid out on the table were the instruments of genital torture, the testicle vise, the cruel alligator clips, the sounding rod.

And along the back wall hung the array of cocks in graduated sizes smallest on the left. They made Ethan kneel before it while Magda spoke.

“Slave Ethan, soon your mistress will take your virginity with one of the cocks you see before you. I am sure your virgin hole is tight and unaccustomed to penetration. Hence there will be pain upon her entering thrust. You may now choose the cock size you wish your mistress to use.”

With a trembling hands Ethan pointed to the smallest cock. Magda chuckled.

“That’s the one all slaves choose slave Ethan. But you must understand that every slave’s choice is subject to the veto of his mistress! Eva! Is slave Ethan’s cock choice acceptable to you or do you veto?”

Eva replied in predictable fashion, with a leering grin.

“Veto!”

Magda chuckled again.

“Very well! Let’s proceed to the examining room to select a more appropriate size!”

There was a door beside the array and they went through into a room where a medical examining table stood along one wall. Magda barked a command.

“Hop up slave Ethan! Elbows and knees! Forehead on the table!”

Her tone was filled with a certainty of command and it compelled his immediate obedience. He clambered up and assumed the position. Magda put a latex glove on her right hand and lubed her index finger with some KY jelly. She slipped the finger gently into his orifice and held it still. Her face took on an appraising expression as she spoke.

“Proper size is so important. There is a fine line between too big and too small. If too small the proper pain is not inflicted upon entry and if too big the slave might be torn. Let me continue the exam and I will give you my analysis.”

She began to finger fuck him slowly and he gave out soft moans of growing pleasure and began to rock back and forth. Then she held still and he continued rocking, his moans growing deeper as his rhythm escalated. Magda nodded in approval.

“Yes indeed! As you can see he likes It! He will be very receptive of the cock once the pain of entry has passed. And he is among the tightest young virgins I have examined in a long time. My finger tells me the 1 ½ X 10 will be the right size. It might be just a bit too large, but when in doubt I always opt larger. I doubt it will tear him and the more pain the better at first, within reason.”

Emma chimed in.

“Madame Magda, please have a 1 ½ X 10 gift wrapped and brought out for Eva. On me!”

Eva looked to her in surprise.

“Emma! You already gave me a cock!”

“Well Eva, just as Ethan is a virgin the cock you deflower him with should also be virgin. Your unwrapping of you brand new cock is part of the ceremony!”

Eva gave her a grateful hug, then looked to Magda who stood smiling with her finger still up Ethan’s ass as he continued rocking back and forth, sighing in pleasure. Eva expressed the sense of obligation she felt.

“Magda, I believe my slave Ethan should show you his gratitude for ensuring his deflowering will be perfect! His tongue has achieved the standard for length and endurance and I invite you to enjoy it!”

“Don’t mind if I do Eva!”

There was a chair along the wall perfectly design for comfort while receiving the cunnilingus and Magda took a seat with legs spread and ankles on the arms. Eva just snapped her fingers to get Ethan’s attention and pointed to Magda’s waiting cunt. He was down from the table in a twinkling and crawled over to Magda. She reached out to grab his hair and pull his face between her legs. Eva and Emma settled into two similar chairs to watch. Eva was pleased and proud of the passionate adoration with which her slave did his duty and three orgasms later Magda slumped in the chair, limp and languid with a vapid smile on her face.

The watching had aroused the other two mistresses and Eva ordered him to first serve Emma and then herself. It took some time for them to recover from the attentions of his tongue. Then Magda extended an invitation.

“You absolutely must visit my dungeon chamber! It’s down in the sub-basement. Let’s take the elevator.”

The elevator door was in the room. Magda pushed the button to open it and they stepped inside.

“The first basement level is where I store my overstock. The chamber is below that, deep underground.”

They rode past the basement to the level below and the door opened. It was pitch dark at first, but Magda threw a switch and the chamber was filled with a sensuous amber glow. They looked upon the finely equipped torture chamber, everything a mistress’s heart might desire for having her way with a slave.

There were six waist high doors along one wall. Magda pressed a button next to the light switch and the doors slid up. Magda called out: “Slaves! Emerge!”

Six naked males groveled out and knelt at attention. Just like the slaves in the network dungeon their heads were shaven except for top knots into which brass rings were braided. And each bore a numeral on his pate, numbers 1-6 from left to right.

“Please be introduced to my rental slaves ladies! We have two tongues apiece to serve us and every whip, device and furnishing to be employed upon them. Slave Ethan may watch as we have our way so he can get a glimpse of what his future holds!”

So, the orgiastic proceedings commenced. The mistresses warmed up by first propping a foot up on one thing or another, parting their legs to enjoy two tongues at once. The slaves buried their faces in pussies and between shapely cheeks, employing their well trained and tireless tongues.

Then slave 1 was hung up by the heels on a hoist for whipping. Slave 2 was also hung up for whipping but by the wrists with his ankles bound just his toes touching the ground. The cable from which he hung was attached to the end a bar above with a a ball bearing at the other end that would allow him to hop around and back and forth in his futile efforts to dodge the lashes to be rained upon him.

Slave 3 was strapped to the torture table so his male organs could be subjected to cruel attentions. Slave 4 was strapped upright to an X shaped cross. A board with a hole in it was strapped across him so his organs protruded through. They would be the targets of darts with fine needles dipped in a stinging potion.

Slave 5 was strapped belly down on a horse so he could be sodomized and spit roasted at will. And slave 6 was saddled up with a bridle and a bit in his mouth. A butt plug with a horse tail on it was shoved into his asshole. He would be ridden hard under crop and spur.

Slave 1 was first to know the cruel intentions of the mistresses. They took two snake whips each in hand and put the searing leather to him as he hung helpless, screaming and howling in his torment. Lashes striped him from ankles to shoulders with his organs not being spared. When he broke down into hopeless blubbering sobs the left him hanging there and moved on to slave 2.

The whips whirled as he hopped about this way and that. Magda targeted his toes to keep him dancing and the mistresses could barely wield the whips in the midst of their cruel mirth. His organs flopped up and down, making appealing targets and when he doubled over to protect them stinging lashes fell upon his ass to make him throw his hips forward, exposing cock and balls again. When he too was reduced to a sniveling bawling wreck the left him hanging also and turned their intentions to the other slaves.

Eva hopped onto slave 3’s face to enjoy his desperate attentions while Magda show her refined skills with the instruments of genital torture. Eva came herself to satisfaction and Emma climbed aboard to enjoy herself. Magda took a turn when Emma finished and Emma took over the role of torturer. A small golden pitcher containing a red candle stood on the table beside the slave and at the last Emma poured the melted wax over the slave’s tormented organs as he screamed. They left him lying there in his agony and moved on to slave four, whose organs awaited the darts.

They stood ten feet away from the slave who had clearly been a target before because he writhed in terror, his organs were hopelessly vulnerable. It was a gleefully cruel game. Magda was well practiced and her aim was unerring. She called her three shot, tip, right nut, left nut and each of her darts sunk home, making the slave howl and squirm.

It took Eva and Emma several tires to find the range and windage, but finally nine darts pierced the tender male parts. He was also left to suffer as they donned cocks and turned to slave 5 whose ass and throat were to be ravaged. They took turns ramming their cocks into each hole. The mistress who was unoccupied put on spurs and mounted slave 6 to ride him around the chamber, putting him through his paces, spurs jabbing, crop cracking on his ass.

Slave 5 was fucked dry of cum and the mistresses came themselves to satisfaction. Only then were the slaves released from their torment and put back in their cells.

Ethan had knelt looking on in wide eyed terror. Magda walked up to him, grabbed him by the hair and tilted his head back as she spoke to him face close to face.

“Slave Ethan, you have witnessed the torments your mistress will inflict upon you from time to time, either as punishment for substandard service or simply because she is in the mood. You must not only adore your mistress, but you must also fear her and accept these tortures as her divinely ordained right and privilege! Do you understand?”

“Yes mistress!”

Then it was time to go home and rehearse slave Ethan’s deflowering. He groveled along behind Eva, wondering when he might somehow fail in his service, incur her wrath and be subjected to the torments of the chamber.

CHAPTER TWELVE

The day before the evening of Ethan’s deflowering they rehearsed every ritual stage over and over. They practiced the ritual fellatio, focusing on his taking the cock full length down the throat with ease and willingness. Eva refrained from coming, saving that for the event.

They removed the cruel cage from his cock and his boner sprung up to near vertical. Eva leaned over him and spoke in a tone of mingled threat and pleading.

“Please suppress your urge to ejaculate! If you do it will ruin everything and it will be back in the cage for you for another month! And there will be a visit to Madame Magda’s chamber!”

Then Eva stretched Ethan’s balls extra tight with a leather band attached to a leash. His balls turned a pleasing shade of purple, his sack stretched tight and shiny.

As the appointed time drew near they were picked up by a limo, Eva and Emma taking seats facing each other while Ethan knelt on the floor between them. They reached the complex, entered the garage and disembarked from the car. Ethan followed the mistresses, tugged along by the balls as he carried the gift wrapped case that held Eva’s brand new cock.

Before they began the long walk through the corridors to the amphitheater Emma made him bend over so she could put a dollop of KY between his cheeks and slip a finger into his orifice to ease Eva’s entry. Then they set out. The warm squishy feeling between Ethan’s cheeks as he was led along filled him with a mingling of fear and humiliation and, above all, resolve to make his mistress’s special evening perfect. He clamped down hard to suppress his ejaculation, making his gait a waddle as they entered the amphitheater.

The seats were filled with mistresses in various states of nudity. There was a buzz of excitement in the chamber and the scent of aroused pussy hung in the air. It filled his nostrils and it became even harder for him to control ejaculatory urge. Mistress Regina stood center stage, finely decked out in a black leather corset that lifted but exposed her fine big breasts and silvery bush. Black fishnet stockings, garters and black stiletto pumps completed her outfit.

As rehearsed, Eva mounted the stage and made Ethan kneel facing the audience with the wrapped box laid in front of him. Regina raised her arms to call the mistresses to attention. She stepped forward and put a hand gentle on Ethan’s head as she spoke.

“Welcome ladies! A joyous occasion lies ahead! Slave Ethan has accepted his place in the world as a lesser being whose purpose on earth is to serve his mistress Eva and, by extension, Womanhood at large. This occasion is especially joyous because Ethan was soon to become a priest in service to a vile heresy. But, employing her feminine wiles and dominant will, mistress Eva has turned him from that heresy. There can be no greater joy in heaven! Without further ado let us proceed with the consummation of this blessed union! Slave Ethan will surrender his true virginity and be purged of any remaining vestiges of the delusion of ‘manhood’ that infects most of his gender.”

Regina stepped down from the stage and took her seat front row center. Ethan bent over to unwrap the box. He tossed aside the golden paper and crimson bow and opened it. He took out the instrument of his deflowering. Eva stood with her legs parted and he installed it upon her with trembling yet practiced hands.

Eva looked down into the box and saw something else inside. She looked to Emma, who sat in the front row next to Regina, with a grateful smile. She signed to Ethan to hand her what was within. It was a pair of fine black leather gloves with sharp golden claws at the fingertips that would give her purchase and leverage for her entering thrust. They would pierce his skin, draw blood and leave the scars that would serve forever as her marks of ownership. She slipped them on and then pointed to her jutting cock.

All in attendance gasped in delighted amazement at how Ethan took the big cock down his throat full length. It slid in until his nose was pressed into her golden bush. With that Eva pressed the button to start the pulsing vibrations. Ethan began to suck with the skill of a practiced whore and the passion of a worshipper. The running of his lips and tongue along the shaft and the clutch of his gullet transmitted the sensations to Eva’s lady parts, making her give out deep sighs of unbridled delight. As her lust boiled up she grabbed the hair atop his head with one hand and yanked his head back and forth faster and faster. He took it well, never ceasing his caresses with lips and tongue. Orgasm struck with knee buckling force and she gave out a primal shriek and rammed the cock down deep and held it as the ecstatic waves coursed through her.

Her back arched as he body melted and she would have fallen had he not wrapped his arms around her hips while she savored on unsteady legs. The humming cock remained full down. Slowly she firmed and soon put a hand to his forehead to push him back and way. The cock pulled free with a pop that drew cackles from the audience.

There was a sticky mat lying on the floor farther back on the stage upon which the deflowering was to be done. Ethan crawled to it and assumed the position, elbows and knees, forehead on forearms, ass raised and cheeks spread in offering. He fought hard against his ejaculating, clenching his hole tight lest he ruin his mistress’s special moment.

Eva knelt behind him, looking down at his tender pink virgin orifice. She could see he was clenched and knew this would make the pain of her entry all the more severe. Her heart melted a bit from knowing he was fighting his urge for her sake, but there would and could be no mercy. The sight of his trembling body and tight virginity inflamed her. She felt a surge of lustful cruelty.

Turning to look at the audience she held up her gloved hands and wiggled her fingers, the claws gleaming in the light. Then, with a hard two-handed slap she sunk the claws into his fetching buns. He flinched and whimpered, then flinched again when she sunk the thumb claws in deep for a good grip. Blood trickled over his ass and thighs. She dug the claws in deeper yet, pressed the flared glans against his clenched hole, gathered herself and rammed her shapely hips forward. Propelled by her powerful glutes and thighs the cock overcame his clench and plunged in halfway.

Ethan screamed from the tearing, stretching pain of her ruthless entry. He felt the cock go deep inside him and could not help relaxing his orifice before she rammed it deeper. A few more rolling thrusts later he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind.

Then she drew back and plunged deep again, beginning a slow steady fucking as he whimpered and sniveled from the pain. But it wasn’t long before he felt twinges of hot pleasure and soon he was rocking back and forth in answer to her thrusting, whimpering now in growing delight.

Eva knew he couldn’t last long and chose to give the mistresses something to remember. She knelt stock still and he began to rock back and forth of his own accord, fucking himself faster and faster. Eva’s ears were attuned to him and she knew when the moment came.

Reaching forward, she grabbed his hair in one hand to jerk him upright against her breast, then took hold of his shoulders to hold him there. His erection was near vertical. As he gave out a deep, quavering moan of helpless, ecstatic surrender a white string of his semen arched high over their heads and splattered onto the floor of the stage past the edge of the mat. It was followed by three more of similar projection and then by several others of weakening propulsion until his cock drooped limp. In the midst of it Eva came with ecstatic ferocity.

Eva pushed him back to elbows and knees as she pulled out and stood. Without having to be told he rose and turned on his knees to deepthroat the cock clean and then groveled to lap up his ejaculate. When he finished Eva put her foot on his back to force him to his belly and raised her arms in triumph while the audience rose in standing ovation.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

They went home to Emma’s house, Ethan on his knees in the limo, resting his head on Eva’s pussy. She sensed a profound deepening in his submission and mentioned it to Emma.

“The deflowering is an epiphany for both mistress and slave Eva. Any vestige of self-will and ‘masculinity’ has now been purged from him. And I would think you feel a greater sense of empowerment after taking him.”

Eva had to acknowledge the truth of this and petted his head with a tender possessiveness. Her sleep was especially deep and refreshing that night and Ethan’s morning attentions had a depth of submissive adoration she had yet to feel from him. Emma had a fine surprise for her when she joined her for breakfast. But first she told Eva to take Ethan back to the bedroom to sequester him out of earshot.

“The network provides a sort of honeymoon for mistresses who deflower their first slaves Eva. It’s two weeks on a Caribbean island, all expenses paid. A reservation has been made for you at the resort after you complete your semester here at the university. In the meantime, you should focus on two things with slave Ethan. First, elaborate and refine the use of your cock upon him. Teach him new positions and make him “take the top” and impale himself upon it. Make him fuck you like a skillful whore. Second, you must work on his ejaculatory control. It has been amusing to watch him spurt without even touching himself, but it is imperative that a slave practice self-control without having to resort to the cage. We call it the ‘honor system’. A rigorous regimen of Kegel exercises will help him to suppress his ejaculations. Several hours a day will be necessary. Make him do them any time he is not otherwise occupied.”

Emma continued.

“When you get to the island it will be time to introduce to him to duty as your cuckold. There are many well hung, brown skinned, dreadlocked studs there who serve as bartenders, waiters and groundskeepers. Of course, they also provide other ‘services’ so to speak. All are lavishly endowed and able to last long, provided they are properly prepared by your cuck slave.”

Eva made her expectations crystal clear to Ethan as he knelt at her feet uncaged with his organ fully erect.

“Ethan, if you don’t want to wear that painful cage you must master yourself and suppress your ejaculations. There are exercises you must perform diligently. They are called Kegel exercises. You must clench the muscles between your legs over and over. Do it now!”

He obeyed, clenching tight again and again, his cock bobbing with each clench. Eva nodded in approval.

“Excellent Ethan! When I see you bobbing like that I will know you are being diligent. And I expect to see you bobbing at any time you are not busy with something else.”

It was six weeks to the end of the semester and Eva had taken a heavy course load, wanting to graduate early. She spent long hours at home studying with Ethan kneeling nearby doing his exercises. His cock would bob when he clenched, so she always knew when he was performing them properly. And any other time when the situation allowed she made sure he was bobbing as well.

And she had to subject him to orgasm denial as part of the process. For this she had to rely on the self-control born of his loving submission. She enjoyed his tongue regularly and knew the ache in his balls had to be growing. After a week she had him kneel before her, bobbing all the while as she questioned him.

“Ethan, how badly do your balls ache?”

“Very badly mistress!”

“Are you close to ejaculating?”

“Yes mistress! All the time!”

“But you control yourself?”

“Yes mistress!”

“Why Ethan? Don’t you want to just let go? Of course, if you do you will be punished. You understand that don’t you?”

“Yes mistress. I fear you punishment but I really hold back because I love you and because it is your will that I control myself.”

Her heart nearly melted but she couldn’t let on.

“That makes me very happy Ethan but you must continue to endure for a while longer. You will be granted release by and by when I see fit.”

Her goal was to have him ejaculate upon her command any time anywhere. So, he had to be kept on the edge. She made him endure for a week more. Then, at one random time, she sat in a recliner and parted her legs, inviting him to come and kneel close between them. His cock bobbed as he continued his exercises. The she gave him her permission.

“Ethan! You may ejaculate!”

He gave out a sobbing sigh of heavenly relief and his cock bobbed up one last time as he spurted out a creamy string of semen that splattered all over her. Far from being offended she giggled in glee as he spurted over and over. She made him lap it all up and then serve her with his tongue. It became a game she liked to play with him, two weeks or more of denial as he clenched himself tight to hold back, then an unexpected command to ejaculate and time anywhere. Other mistresses found it quite entertaining to see him spurt with just two snaps of her fingers serving as the command.

But more time yet had to be devoted to further enslaving him to her cock. This was much the opposite of the orgasm denial and discipline. Day after day she would fuck him until she wrung every drop of cum out of him.

First he would assume the classic elbows and knees position with just a snap of her fingers as a command. He already had an addictive craving for her cock and she would make him wait until he begged to be fucked. Then she would take him hard and deep but order him to clench because his tighter hole made it so much more pleasurable for her. She would command him to resist coming until she came twice. Then she would give permission and he would let go and splatter his plenty onto the mat while she enjoyed a third orgasm.

But that was just the beginning of the daily routine. Next she would lie on her back upon the mat, holding her cock up straight. Like a perfect bitch he would anally impale himself upon it, facing her. He would lower himself to take it full length. Then it was up and down and up and down, gyrating, while he clenched his hole tight for her enjoyment of the humming pulsing mock organ. Again, she would enjoy two orgasms before giving him leave to let go. He take hold of himself and aim his ejaculation to spurt all over her breasts and belly. While still impaled he would lean over and lick it up.

Then there was the most degrading and humiliating of the positions with him resting his shoulders on the floor with his ass propped up on the seat of the recliner, his legs bent way over and his feet on the floor. She would seat herself on the recliner and drive her cock down into him hard while stroking his member, aiming it at his wide open mouth. His last load of the day would be shot into it and he would swallow.

And he became her cock addicted bitch, eager to take it any way she wanted, any time. There would be long periods of orgasm denial with her cock being the reward for his self-control.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The semester ended with Eva acing every course. Then it was off to the island on a private jet. They settled into a luxuriously appointed replica of a grass hut.

It was noontime and lunch was served at the restaurant in the resort lodge. Then it was to the beach to a cabana. There were other mistresses there with their slaves in attendance. All were nude and there was no shame in enjoying cunnilingus in public. Eva made use of Ethan’s tongue to relax her after the flight.

He was down between her legs when a tall and muscular, brown-skinned hunk wearing only a pair of baggy floral print trunks came up to them. The tent pole the trunks could not conceal told Eva everything she needed to know. He held a tray on which was a super-sized pina colada. And he gave her a leering smile and introduced himself.

“Hello mistress Eva. My name is Mongo. I am here to bring you food and drink and satisfy your every need. Just push the button on the arm of the chair and I will hasten to serve you!”

He left and Eva watched him as he walked away, her pussy getting warm and wet in her anticipation of having it filled with his big organ later in the day. She knew Ethan had to be prepared in some way for what was to happen. But she didn’t want to tell him outright. She just settled for a hint.

“Ethan, do you love me?”

“Oh yes mistress! More than my very life!”

“Well Ethan, you might believe that to be true, but while we are here your love and submission will be put to the test.”

“I will not fail you mistress! I will do anything to prove my love!”

“Very well Ethan. We will soon see about that!”

They whiled away the afternoon and dinner was served in the lodge later. Mongo was their server and the bulge in his trunks was greater if anything. More than one mistress had her slave under the table enhancing the enjoyment of her meal. Eva sent Ethan down too and enjoyed the soft lapping of his tongue on her lady parts. She clamped her thighs together on his ears as she conversed with Mongo. The conversation ended with an invitation. She looked to his bulge with her own leer.

“I’m in hut six Mongo. Shall we say seven o’clock?”

“I will be there on time and without fail mistress. And I assure you again your every need will be met!”

Eva and Ethan returned to the hut after dinner. Eva’s excitement was growing unbearable and she was tempted to have him use his tongue to give her release but she forced herself to refrain, wanting to be as randy as she could be when she felt Mongo’s big member slide into her.

Instead, she just took him to the bedroom, laid down on the bed on her back and had him kneel at the foot while he licked her feet. While he licked she gave further hint of what was soon to follow.

“Ethan, you give me wonderful pleasure in so many ways. I’m so proud of the way you worked so hard to make your tongue so long and strong and pleasing. And you accept and worship my cock so delightfully. You are a sweet and wonderful slave but there is one pleasure you cannot provide for me. Your penis is of insufficient size to service me properly. It is only average in length and diameter and I need a cock that can fill me.”

There was a knocking at the door at seven sharp. She sent Ethan to answer and bring Mongo to the bedroom. Ethan was puzzled but knew better than to question his mistress. He just knelt at the foot of the bed wondering what to expect. He soon found out when Eva spoke.

“Mongo! Let me see it!”

Without a word Mongo dropped his trunks and his boner jutted, a 1 ½ X 12. Precum began to glisten at its tip. Eva’s eyes grew wide at the sight of it. Then Ethan’s love and submission were to be put to their sternest test when she told him of the duty he was to perform.

“Ethan, you can easily see how Mongo’s length and diameter far exceed your own. This is a cock that can fill and satisfy me. Mongo is here to service me this evening but you must help in the process. All men tend to ejaculate prematurely upon entering the vagina when they are as randy as Mongo is now. This is quite frustrating to a mistress.”

Ethan looked at her, puzzled and with growing trepidation as she continued.

“You do a wonderful job deepthroating my cock Ethan and you perform the fellatio to perfection. Now it will be your duty to perform the fellatio upon Mongo so he can get his premature ejaculation out of the way. Then he will be able to last long and service me properly. You must also accept and swallow his ejaculate because that will please me and give me the proof of your love. You said you would do anything and now you will come to know the full meaning of that word. Now Ethan! Do your duty!”

He looked to her, shocked and speechless. But she just riveted him with an impatient glare and pointed to Mongo’s cock. He took a deep breath and knee walked toward Mongo until the tip of his organ was inches from his face. Precum was dripping from it onto the floor. But he held back at first in revulsion until he heard his mistress’s voice again.

“Ethan! Must I remind you again? You said you would do anything! If you really love me you will take that big thing down your throat!”

His love for her and the power of her will finally compelled him to his duty. He took another deep breath, opened his mouth wide and took in the big member, letting it slide down his throat all the way, just like he did with the cock of his mistress. Mongo moaned in pleasure. He heard his mistress’s command.

“Suck it now Ethan! Make him come! You know how to do it! And be quick about it! I want that big thing inside of me so bad!”

He used every fellatio skill she had taught him, running lips and tongue along the length, making sure his tongue’s tip slid along the sensitive underside. And he clenched his gullet to help things along. He felt the organ harden even more as Mongo let out a lusty grunt of pleasure and release. A third of the shaft was in his mouth and he felt the pulsing of the big dick as creamy spurts filled his mouth, Mongo giving out brutish grunts with each spurt. Ejaculate flooded his mouth and ran down from the corners of it.

When ejaculation ceased he pulled back with his cheeks bugling from the quantity of the load. At first he could not bring himself to swallow, but then he looked to Eva who again riveted him with her impatient glare. But then a sadness came to her face and tears filler her eyes as she spoke in a tone of hurt and disappointment.

“Ethan! You said you love me! Why can’t you do this for me? Was that a lie you told me?”

Overcome with guilt, he steeled himself and gulped the big load down. The big organ went limp, dangling over Mongo’s big balls. She was quick to bark her next command.

“Suck it some more Ethan. He can’t service me when he is limp like that. Make it hard for me!”

His submission to her will was now without limit and he took the tip in his mouth and licked it, then opened wide to engulf the dangling organ and use lips and tongue again. Soon he felt it rising and when it hardened enough he took it down the gullet again to ensure it would be stiff and Mongo would be randy for the servicing of his mistress. Mongo pulled out and turned his attention to Eva, who lay back on the bed with her long legs wide apart in offering.

Mongo climbed onto the bed, lifted Eva’s legs high and propped her ankles on his broad shoulders. Ethan heard Eva’s gasp of purest pleasure as the big organ plunged deep inside of her. Mongo rutted with abandon, reducing her to a state of gibbering, babbling delight. Ethan looked to alarm clock on the nightstand. On the rutting went for five minutes, then ten, fifteen and twenty as she lapsed into the throes of a multi-orgasmic sequence. Her mad, ecstatic cries triggered Mongo, and again he grunted in his brute pleasure while pumping his cream into her depths.

He pulled out and Eva’s feet dropped to the mattress, her legs still spread, her knees raised. Cum cascaded from her portal and down over he anus. She called a command to Ethan.

“Do your duty now slave! Lick me clean!”

He was beyond any thought of hesitation and he all but dived into her cunt and cupped his tongue to scoop up, gather and swallow. She squeezed out the rest of the load and he sucked it up and gulped it down. Then he drew back and knelt at the foot of the bed. But she was relentless.

“Ethan! We are just getting started! Suck him hard again for me! I need this, Ethan! Prove your love again!”

He gave himself over to willing submission to this degradation, now wanting nothing more in the world than to ensure his mistress would be pleasured and satisfied in a way he could not provide.

When Mongo was hard again Eva assumed the position of a bitch in heat, on all fours, presenting her pussy. Mongo mounted her and rutted like a randy bull.. On it went, ten minutes, twenty, half an hour while Eva wailed in her animal pleasure. Ethan heard Mongo’s bestial grunt as he ejaculated and saw his balls pulsing as he filled her with his cream. When he pulled out the load remained within her. She called to Ethan to mount the bed behind her and he knew to put his tongue to her service. He ran it up her crevice, cupped and ready to gather the cum. She squeezed and it poured out into his mouth. He slurped and swallowed and she squeezed out more as he scooped it up and gulped it down again.

Mongo stood, hanging limp again and Ethan had come to know the expectation. He took the dangling dick in his mouth and coaxed it back to erection. He heard encouraging words from his mistress.

“Fine work slave! You have hardened Mongo again so he must have one last load of cum in him. There is one more place in me where his cock can go. It is tight and very pleasing to the male organ and I think it will be necessary for it to go there if I am to extract his final load of the evening!”

She assumed the bitch position again and Ethan noticed the way her anus puckered and relaxed in invitation to Mongo to stick his dick there. He spat down her crack and let it run down over her orifice, then aligned his glans with it and plunged home. Eva let out a gasp of mingled pain and pleasure at his penetration and urged him to drive deeper. Soon his cock was buried to the hilt and he began rutting again, cock withdrawing so just his tip was in her, then plunging in full length in quickening cadence. It drove Eva mad with delight as she fingered her clit to propel herself to climax. But it took another fifteen minutes for Mongo to let out his most brutish grunt yet and the tight clench of her hole overcame him. Ethan could see his balls pulsing again as he expended and then his limp dick flopped free. He heard Eva’s command.

“On your back Ethan! Under me with your mouth open!”

Mongo stood aside to watch as he laid himself down with mouth open as wide as it could go. She squatted over him wit her anus inches about his gaping maw and squeezed out the big brownish load. He gagged and retched at first but the remembered his love his duty and he need and steeled himself to swallow. Then she commanded him to suck Mongo’s cock again to clean it. Mongo remined limp despite his artful sucking and Eva clapped her hands and gave out a bawdy laugh.

“Fine work slave! We make a good team! You suck them and I fuck them until we wring every drop out of them. This was just a warm-up sweet thing! Mongo, do you have any friends? Any friends who are similarly gifted? I will need two more.”

“Of course, Ma’am! Jojo, Bungo and myself will be at your service any time you please!”

“Excellent Mongo! Same time tomorrow then?”

“Yes Ma’am!”

Ethan was kneeling there taking it all in. And, to his surprise and shame he found himself to be rock hard with balls aching badly. He turned to Eva with pleading in his eyes. She read him and turned to Mongo.

“Just one more thing Mongo! Watch this! Ethan! Ejaculate!”

Mongo guffawed as Ethan spurted his plenty upon her command without touching himself and then bent to lick it from the floor without having to be told.

“You have a fine cuck there mistress Eva!

On the remaining evenings of the honeymoon Ethan facilitated the servicing of his mistress, sucking the cocks of three studs, watching as his mistress took cocks everywhere in her body where a cock could go as she went mad with pleasure all the while. She swallowed down the loads of the stud who fucked her mouth and Ethan cleaned up the rest from her cunt and anus.

When the time came to leave the island, Eva was most pleased with herself for having reduced her slave to such depths of submissive degradation and delighted with the way he participated her servicing with growing eagerness. He sucked cock with sluttish skill and swallowed cum with seeming hunger. She knew it was done out his devotion to pleasing her in every way and she looked forward to a long and satisfying relationship.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Life was hell for Father Lynch after being sodomized like a bitch by mistress Brigid. The memory of her cock so deep inside him and the mad pleasure of his ejaculation filled his nights and days. His dream were filled with fantasies of again bending over to take her cock deep within him and he would awake during the night with his hand wrapped around his stiff organ and would be unable to resist making the few strokes that would result in his eruption.

He took frequent cold showers to quell his longing and resorted to long sessions of self-flagellation upon his back and cock and balls, but he refrained from confessing his sinful lust out of shame.

The address Brigid had scrawled on his palm remained as a constant reminder of her words. Inevitably, one day his will broke and he made the excuse of going for a walk so he could summon a ride share to take him to the address. It proved to be in a bleak alley between two buildings downtown. Above a door was the number 6669, the number on his palm. The door opened easily and he found himself in a stark, brick lined vestibule. On the wall to his left was a small steel door at waist level with a sign above it: incinerator. Before him was another door about three feet high and two wide. He heard a female voice speak in an iron tone of command from a speaker overhead.

“Strip yourself naked and throw your clothes down the incinerator chute! You will have no further need for clothing where you are going!”

He hesitated, shocked and frightened, but also feeling a strange excitement and he felt himself stiffen. That voice rang out again.

“Now!”

With fumbling, trembling hands he obeyed, his clothes piling up on the floor. He gathered them up and took them to the chute, opening the door and feeling the heat as if from hell. He tossed the garments down and the door clanged shut with a finality. Then there was another command.

“On your knees!”

His knees seemed to turn to rubber and they hit the floor. Then the door before him slid upward and another command was barked through the speaker: “Crawl through the door!”

He groveled through the low opening and found himself in a dimly lit room. At a table straight ahead sat a young woman with head shaven, nude except for black spike heeled thigh boots. Beneath the table he could see her legs were parted, showing a raven pussy with protuberant labia. She picked up a phone that sat on the desk and spoke into it.

“We have a self-surrender waiting. Come and take him away!”

Then she looked down at him with a leering and knowing grin.

“Welcome to the network self-surrender portal! You will now be turned over to the Mistress of Discipline for the punishment of which you are surely deserving and for training in the service of Woman.”

He knelt for a few minutes, waiting, frightened but also feeling shamed by the stiffness of his organ and the precum that dripped from it onto the floor. And his balls ached, adding to his shame but to his longing as well. Soon two tall and muscular young women entered through a door behind the table. Their heads were shaven as well and they were nude except for those same kind of boots. One had ginger hair at her loins, the other blond.

The blond keeper held a leather leash/ball stretcher and she stooped to put it on him, drawing it extra tight, making him gasp. His sack was shiny and his balls soon turned purple as plums. The ginger keeper cuffed his hands behind his back. The blond gave a hard yank on the leash to urge him to his feet and he was led away through the door. It slammed behind him with a finality that both chilled and excited him.

The self-surrender portal was made known to submissive males by way of pop ups when they surfed the web for porn. It gave open invitation to them to have their every kinky fantasy fulfilled. Just as had Father Lynch, they would enter the vestibule and be ordered to strip and grovel through the door.

Keepers would arrive to leash him and cuff him and take them into the bowels of the building where they would be made to kneel in a circle painted in red on the floor. Four throne chairs were set in line before the circle. Then the lights would be turned off. In the darkness the prospective slave would hear the click of bootheels on the floor and then the light would return and there before him would be Regina, Maya, Brigid and Midori. Each would be resplendent in some stage of nudity, perhaps a kinky get-up or animal naked, always with the pussy on display. Regina would speak.

“You have chosen to surrender yourself for enslavement but before your surrender is final you must be made aware of the depth of submission and degradation that will be expected of you. Then you may decide of you are willing to submit and accept. You will have five minutes to decide. If you decline you may leave the circle and a garment will be provided for you so you may make you way home. If you remain in the circle when five minutes passes you will be taken into out custody and be ours irrevocably”

Then Regina would go on in great detail about what the slave would be subjected to, the whippings the tortures, the cunnilingus, anilingus, the strapon and, worst of all the cuckold duties. At least one aspiring slave entered the portal each day, but rare indeed was the one who would decline and leave the circle. When the allotted time passed Maya, Brigid and Midori would leash his balls tight and lead him away to the chamber to begin his training forthwith. An occasional slave would belatedly change his mind but despite his pleadings he would be dragged away, willy-nilly by the balls to a life of degrading enslavement.

Father Lynch was a special case and he was not given a choice. The keepers led him right to the training chamber where Maya, Brigid and Midori waited, enthroned. He was placed on his knees before them and he quailed, then looked around the chamber at the instruments of torment and pleasure arrayed there. His eyes fell upon the cocks that hung on pegs and he felt his orifice pucker from the memory of his transforming pleasure. He looked to the mistresses with hopeful pleading in his eyes but they only laughed and Brigid enlightened him.

“Yes dear father! You were driven to come here by your longing to once again feel my cock! That will happen in good time but you must earn it! Your purpose in life is to give pleasure, not receive it. And you have much to atone for after doing harm to the property of another mistress who will arrive shortly to participate in the punishment you have earned.

Eva had received a text from Maya, informing her of Lynch’s self-surrender and inviting her to come and take part in what was to be inflicted upon him. She dropped everything and borrowed Emma’s car. When she arrived in the chamber and was delighted to see Lynch naked on his knees and trembling in his terror. Despite this, his penis was fully erect, all four inches of it. They heaped ridicule upon his utter penile inadequacy as they prepared him for his much deserved whipping.

They strung him up by the wrists in the hopping mode with ankles bound and then stood in a circle around him, each wielding two snake whips that feasted on his pampered hide. He hopped about to try and dodge the searing lashes with a desperate futility that drew cackling laughter from the mistresses as they flailed at him. Once he broke down utterly into pathetic sobs it was time to introduce him to the cunnilingus and the abject submission required to spare himself more time under the lash.

They dropped their whips and lowered him but left the bonds on him so he could be hauled up again for substandard service. They enthroned themselves lined up left to right, Eva, Brigid, Maya, Midori. Eva took first turn, she being the aggrieved mistress. Eva came well from his desperate and terrorized attentions as did the others in their turns but all agreed he needed to be hung up for another round. He pleaded pathetically as he was hauled aloft again but there would be no mercy and it only incited greater cruelty. His organs became the targets of all four whips and he hopped and spun while howling in torment. But every turn only served to expose his organs to another whip. He finally just hung with head bowed in resignation and after a few more lashes the whips were dropped again and the mistresses mounted their thrones with legs wide apart and ankles resting on the arms.

He groveled to Eva, whimpering and sniveling. This time as he was passed from mistress to mistress he achieved the standard of submissive penitence that satisfied and was spared further time under the searing leather.

Lynch’s mind reeled while they let him lie on the floor for a while. All his life he had shunned any knowledge of what lay between the thighs of woman because he had been taught by strict religious parents it was the seat of all evil, lust and sin. He was destined for the priesthood as the youngest son of four based on family tradition.

Eva’s cunt had been his first sight, scent and taste of the pudenda. When she grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face into her oozing crotch he was shocked by the wild allure and animal magnetism. He first licked her out of sheer terror but soon the ingestion of her poon took hold and he felt a deep hunger and sense of surrender. When orgasm struck she held him with mouth open upon her apex so her gush flooded his mouth and he could only swallow. He felt a strange suffusing as if of his every cell and a shocking thirst for more.

When Eva had passed him to Maya he buried huis face in her cunt of his own accord and ingested her juices with thirst and hunger. By the time he had satisfied all mistresses he found himself with aching balls and a shameful longing to ejaculate. But they strapped him down to the table and inflicted torment upon his organs by way of cruel devices, then put his organ in a cage that would prevent any foolishness.

A month-long ordeal of training lay before him and it was decided that he should be subjected to a public upsizing to the 2 X 12 for the entertainment of the network mistresses. Eva was granted the privilege of doing the honors as the aggrieved mistress.

His training regimen included the tongue exercises and long rimming sessions. His oral skills were refined and he learned to deepthroat the big mock organ that was to stretch him and bring him to the shameful, humiliating and ecstatic ejaculation that would addict him once and for to the cock of Woman.

Eva was an enthusiastic participant in his breaking and training, taking cruel delight in every phase.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The day of Lynch’s date with destiny dawned. In the morning there was a final rehearsal of the ritual event. By the Lynch had been broken, bereft of any will of his own and consigned to being Eva’s second slave going forward.

Lynch had his anus lubed before being led along the corridors to the amphitheater. Like all slaves who were to be deflowered or upsized in public he felt the squishy warmth between the cheeks that portended his sodomization and the fear, humiliation and anticipation it brought.

He was led onto the stage by Eva. Her big dick stood displayed upon a stand and a sticky mat lay upon the floor for her leverage. She wore the clawed gloves that would give her purchase for her entering thrust and scar Lynch as her property.

Regina stood on the stage in her perennial role as Mistress Of Ceremonies. All mistresses had gathered for the event that evening and each brought along a slave. The seats were filled. Lynch was made to kneel naked with head bowed before the audience. His balls were stretched tight and purple and whip welts crisscrossed his body. Regina addressed the assemblage.

“Mistresses! We are gathered this evening to witness the comeuppance of a vile minion of a false god who had the effrontery to tamper with the property of mistress Eva. Though mistress Brigid has already taken his virginity we find it appropriate that mistress Eva take him up a size to consummate the mistress-slave relationship. Because he has only felt the cock of Woman once before it should be just as entertaining as a deflowering. Let matters proceed forthwith!”

Eva’s deflowering of Ethan had an undertone of loving affection for her dear sweet slave. Her sodomizing of Lynch was to be a whole other matter, born of contempt and loathing of the one who had harmed one dear to her, and who was her property. She felt lustful cruelty boiling up within her.

As rehearsed, Lynch knee walked to the stand that held the cock. He took it in hand and installed it upon Eva. She flaunted it in his face, to the amused delight of the audience. Then he took it in his mouth and there were murmurs and of approval as it slid down his throat with practiced ease. Eva was impatient to move things along, looking forward to the sine qua non so she gullet fucked him to a brutish orgasm. Regina had to step up to take hold of her shoulders as she melted into her afterglow.

Eva shoved him away and the cock exited his throat with the pop that always drew cackles from any who watched. She pointed to the mat and he groveled there to assume the position. Eva dropped to her knees behind him and flaunted her gleaming claws to the audience with a leering grin. Then she embedded them in his cheeks with a hard double hand slap. Blood trickled.

She aligned the big, flared glans with his near virgin orifice, dug her claws in deeper for leverage and rammed home with a drive of her shapely and muscular ass. Lynch screamed at her cruel and stretching intrusion, just as painful as his deflowering by Brigid.

Half the cock had plunged into him and Eva worked it deeper with gyrating thrusts. Inch by inch it went in until he felt the tickle of her bush. She drew back so just the glans was within him, waited a moment so the audience could see the length of the bloodied shaft, then drove in with every ounce of strength so that the shaft disappeared into him all the way, bringing another agonized scream.

Then it was time for the inevitable transition from pain to the pleasure that would emasculate him utterly and deepen his addiction to the Woman cock. In and out went the organ, slowly as her hips rolled and gyrated, grinding against his prostate. At first her writhed in futile efforts to pull away, but ever so slowly his moans and whimpers changed in tone. Soon he was rocking back and forth to Eva’s rhythm and then she just stood still and let him rock and roll of his own accord as his breath came in panting that grew higher and higher in pitch as he propelled himself toward ejaculation.

Eva finished him with a few more hard thrusts and pulled him upright with an arm across his chest so all could be entertained as he spurted high and far through sperm ducts constricted by the tight stretch on his balls. He gave out mewling sounds of consuming pleasure and Eva’s own orgasm was triggered by this sweet music to her ears.

She kept him impaled, still holding him upright during her afterglow, then shoved him forward onto his belly with contempt. The bloodied cock pulled out and bobbed up and down, drawing cackles from the audience. She stood and put a foot on his back, raising her arms in triumph as the audience stood in a resounding ovation.

Lynch laid there feeling the withering shame and humiliation that always followed the sodomy. It was born of his knowing he would soon long to be taken again and would assume the position at a snap of a mistress’s fingers.

Eva gave him a kick in the ribs to get his attention and pointed to the soiled cock. He had been well informed of this duty and rose to his knees to suck and lick it clean. When he finished she pointed to where the splatters of his cum lay upon the floor and he knew to lap them up as well. Then she made him assume the position again and took off the dick, shoved it up his ass all the way and ordered him to remain there during the after party.

Eunuch slaves soon entered the amphitheater carrying fold tables and food and drink as the mistresses began to mix and mingle. Lynch glanced up and saw the limp dicks of the eunuchs and the neat scars where there balls had been. Terror gripped his heart at the realization of the manner of women who held him hopelessly captive.

Slaves had come along with their mistresses to the event. All were at leash by the balls except for some seemingly female slaves who were led by Y shaped chain leashes attached to their nipples by alligator clips. It had never occurred that some mistresses might be lesbians but it made perfect sense. A mistress was surely allowed to enslave whoever she pleased for the sake of her pleasure. But then there came a stunning revelation.

As she made her way among the throng of mistresses introducing herself she happened upon one of the presumed lesbian mistresses, a dark haired, olive skin beauty named Alicia. Her slave with long blond hair and blue eyes knelt by her side. As Eva looked down at the slave there seemed something odd and off, though in a pleasing sort of way. She looked to Alicia with curiosity in her eyes and was soon enlightened as Alicia explained.

“This was once my slave named Thomas Eva, though the name is now Tommi. I enjoyed him in his natural state for quite some time. But then I felt the urge for something more exciting for me and more degrading and humiliating for him. His penis was pathetically small, just a three inch erection, if you can believe that. I found it so contemptible I just wanted to cut it off. But I knew some medical attention would be needed so I consulted with our renowned Doctor Helen. She introduced me to her ultimate procedure, the total feminization. Stand up Tommi so mistress Eva can inspect you!”

Tommi stood and Alicia continued.

“The first phase of the procedure is the severing of the penis and the good doctor always allows the mistress to do the honors. There was no anesthetic so Tommi would feel the pain of parting with his little thing and always remember.  It was one of the high points of my life when I sliced through that little nubbin and held it warm in my hands with dripping blood. The doctor had tied it off to keep Tommi from bleeding out. She put it in a stylish glass jar full of preservative for me to keep as a trophy. Now let’s have a closer look at Tommi.”

She first pointed to what looked for all the world like a hairy pussy as she went on.

“After the severing the doctor injected a local into Tommi’s crotch and went to work. She fashioned the stub of the penis into a duct for Tommi to pee and come through. Then she slit the sack open and pushed the balls up inside the cavity from which they had descended at puberty. She stitched them in place. After that she fashioned the scrotum in such a way as to resemble labia. You can see how closely it resembles a pussy.”

Eva noticed Tommi had a pair of pert little tits and a shapely behind. Alicia explained further.

“Tommi was put in hospital for a while to heal. Then there were the final phases. Silicone implants gave Tommi fetching tits and shapely hips. Then there was laser epilation to render Tommi forever hairless except for head and pussy. Now Tommi is nothing so much as a horny little slut. The balls remain and so does the sexual desire they create. I deny Tommi orgasm for weeks at a time and I get better and better head the longer the denial. Tommi’s poor balls are aching severely through it all. When I relent and use my cock to give release it takes three or four ejaculations to wring all the cum out of that pussy!”

Eva looked over at Lynch who remained in position with the cock up his ass. Mistresses gave him kicks to the balls and taunted him without mercy. All through his punishment and training she had felt a vague dissatisfaction with the severity of his punishment. He was deserving of so much more. Alicia continued.

“And when I summon studs to service me Tommi is the finest cuck ever! The studs become more aroused from being sucked off by a pretty little slut bitch. Tommi gets there first load of cum out of them so fast! And they harden so much faster between servicings! It was a decision I will never regret!”

Eva gave Alicia a warm hug and moved on to mingle more and have some wine and snacks. But her mind was turning as she looked again at Lynch. Her mind was made up as to what would be his ultimate fate. She would get in touch with Doctor Helen the very next day.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Doctor Helen’s schedule was crowded and she had also deflowered a new slave and had planned two weeks on the island so it would be a month before Lynch’s transformative procedure could be performed.

Though impatient, Eva chose to make the best of it. She would subject him to a month of orgasm denial and refine his oral pleasuring skills. A chastity cage would be needed but none on hand at Emma’s house was small enough for Lynch’s puny organ. She took him to Magda’s Emporium and only the smallest model that was also fitted with internal spikes would work. It would have to do for the time being and Eva was looking forward all the more to cutting the worthless little thing off once and for all.

Lynch slept on the floor at the foot of her bed on the hardwood floor without a blanket while Ethan was snuggled warm under the covers with her. It was Lynch’s lot to see to the cleanliness and pampering of her anus. Despite this punitive degradation she found him to be adoring in performance of these duties and was pleased with the totality of his broken will. She wondered how he would take it when his duty as cuckold was imposed upon him. That would be after he had been transformed into a slut bitch.

The day of the appointment with Doctor Helen dawned and a limo came to pick up Eva and Lynch. Emma came along to watch. Lynch had no inkling of what was to transpire. Only when he was strapped down to the surgical table did Eva enlighten him. She told him first of what was to be the end result and then informed him of the first step of the process in a voice dripping with contempt, loathing and lustful anticipation. She held the knife before his eyes as she spoke.

“First, dear Father, it is my privilege to cut off your worthless little excuse for a penis so my eyes will never have to be offended by the sight of it again! Then Doctor Helen will go to work on you and in the end you will be transformed into this!”

She held a picture of an example of the doctor’s handiwork before his eyes, the mostly lovely slut bitch the heart of any mistress could desire. This reduced him to sniveling whimpers to be spared but Eva’s heart was a stone. The doctor tied off the organ and Eva brandished the knife before his eyes again before taking hold of the tip and stretching the organ out as far as it would go. She severed it with a slow, sawing motion to prolong the pain as he gave out a cry of despairing agony. She held the severed part before his eyes and came softly from the sensation of holding the warm dripping thing between her fingers. The doctor held out a jar full of clear preservative so he could see it and Eva dropped it in.

Doctor Helen’s hand were swift and sure as she transformed him before Eva’s gleaming eyes. Then he was wheeled away to a room to recover and heal before the final stages were completed. It took a couple of weeks for the healing. Eva patiently awaited the unveiling while enjoying Ethan to heart’s content.

The unveiling of a newly minted slut bitch was another public humiliation. This one would be special because it was the ultimate comeuppance of one who had stood against the network and had been reduced to the most abject servitude. Lynch was to be introduced to his duties as a cuck then and there.

The mistresses gathered in the amphitheater. Lynch stood behind a curtain on the stage, naked but for kinky pink lingerie and spike heeled pumps, a perfect little slut who might make the studs go full erect at the sight. A mattress covered by a scarlet sheet lay upon the floor in front of the curtain. It was there that Eva would be serviced by the three big dicks with Lynch performing the necessary facilitations.

Eva had racked her brain for a fitting new name for the slut and had finally settled upon Lulu, using the alliteration of his initials. Regina served as Mistress of Ceremonies and first address the assembled mistresses.

“Ladies! This evening you will enjoy the spectacle of the ultimate degradation a most loathsome idolator. You have witnessed one other fitting humiliation by the cock of Mistress Eva who was awarded the subject as her slave. But the mistress has deemed that humiliation to be insufficient, so the subject was placed in the good hands of Doctor Helen. You will soon see the result of her handiwork. Let the unveiling proceed! Behold Lulu!”

Eva stood by the curtain holding a gold rope that would part the curtains with a tug. At Regina’s words she pulled and the curtain parted. There stood Lulu, an exquisitely curvy thing with firm and pert tits and a hot, hairy little “pussy.” Lulu’s face turned crimson in the humiliation but had no inkling yet of what was to follow.

Eva ordered Lulu to step forward and turned to display the totality of the transformation to the audience and then was ordered to kneel before the mattress.

A keeper came in down the central aisle of the amphitheater with the three muscular and well hung naked studs following her. Their big dicks hung limp at first until they caught sight of Lulu kneeling there and they knew they were soon to be sucked off by the fetching little slut. All three organs rose to full erection as the audience gave out lascivious cackles.

The studs stood in line sidewards to the audience so all would have a good view of the fellatios to follow. It was then that Lulu was informed by Eva of what would be expected.

“Now Lulu! I will enjoy the cocks you see before you to the fullest, taking a cock within my body everywhere a cock can go! You will assist in my pleasuring. To begin, you will perform the fellatio upon these studs. You will cause them to ejaculate and you will swallow it. Then you will suck each stud back to erection so they can service me properly. They will, of course ejaculate within me, whereupon it will be your duty to use your tongue and mouth to clean me. Then you will suck the cocks back to erection to prepare them for the next round of the servicing. This will continue until the studs have emptied themselves of cum! Now begin!”

“Eva wondered how Lulu would take all of this but any doubts were dispelled when Lulu took the first cock down full length in fine style. The deflowering, the upsizing and the ingestions of poon and female ejaculate had purged Lulu of all self will and instilled purest devotion to the mistress. She brought the first stud to ejaculation within the minute and held the glans between her lips. All could see the pulsing of the big organ as the load was pumped into Lulu’s mouth.

Then Eva ordered Lulu to take the second stud’s ejaculation with the cock full down the throat so the load was pumped right into the stomach. And the third ejaculation was accepted as Lulu knelt with mouth open wide a foot away from the stud, who took hold of his throbbing organ and aimed it at the maw. All could see the creamy spurts crossing the gap and flying into the mouth. Lulu turned to the audience to exhibit her overflowing mouth and then swallowed deeply as applause rang out.

Then there was the sucking to re-harden. When all three cocks were stiff and ready one stud laid supine upon the mattress so Eva could mount him and impale herself vaginally. The second stud mounted her from behind and Eva moaned in delight as the big member slid into her hind hole. The third stud stood before her with his cock presented to her lips and she took it down full length.

Eva writhed and gyrated through the first servicing, he mad cries of animal pleasure muffled by the big dick down her throat. The studs came in near unison, all three grunting in brute pleasure as the expended into her. She took the load down her throat with relish, but it was Lulu’s duty to see to the rest.

The studs disengaged, leaving Eva on hands and knees upon the mattress. A creamy gob dangled from her cunt, threatening to fall from it and sully the mattress. But Lulu performed to perfection without need of command, lying beneath Eva with mouth open wide to accept the creampie, then keeping mouth open as Eva squeezed out the remainder. Then Eva went to a squat with her anus above Lulu’s mouth and pressed down to eject the cum that filled her rectum. Lulu accepted the big brownish slug without hesitation and swallowed it down.

It was to be among the most memorable of performances by a new cuck slut and a five minute standing ovation followed when Lulu took the last load from Eva’s anus into the mouth.

EPILOGUE

Eva’s stature within the network grew apace as an iron-willed, infallibly seductive dominant. Her reduction of Lynch to his pathetic status as a cuck bitch did much to enhance her reputation.  No male who caught her eye ever escaped his inevitable fate of enslavement.

Her sweet slave Ethan remained with her for many years as loving companion, pet and sex plaything. She made Lulu freely available as a cuck and slut bitch for the sake of the erstwhile persona’s ongoing degradation. Lulu was subjected to frequent spit roast gang bangs in addition to serving as the sole cuck in orgies with as many as a dozen studs and multiple mistresses.

Eva also graduated with highest honors from university, acquiring great financial acumen. She might have gone to Wall street but when Madame Magda retired as proprietress of her emporium Eva felt a calling to serve the network and her fellow mistresses on a personal level. The network provided financing on generous terms. Magda had grown wealthy from her sales of paraphernalia and the rental of her dungeon slaves. The selling price of the emporium was more than fair, Magda being most concerned that the mistresses of the network would have ready access to vital goods and services.

One by one the dungeon slaves in the emporium transitioned through as the acquired their tenth marks of demerit and their balls went under the knife. Eva personally seduced, broke and trained their replacements and her slave were known far and wide for the quality of their services. Mistresses came from all over the world to avail themselves of her wares.

One day while Eva was checking her stock of whips she heard the door open and women’s voices gushing over the fine kinky get-ups on display. She made her way to that part of the store and found a tall, raven-haired, olive skinned mistress and another blond-haired one perusing the lingerie. On his knees with his balls stretched and leashed was a small wimpy male with a diminutive cock. She greeted them while looking down on his pathetic lack of endowment with a contemptuous grin.

“Good afternoon ladies! How May I help you. I have not seen you here before. I am Madame Eva at your service.”

The dark haired mistress made introduction fer herself and the others.

“Pleased to meet you madame Eva. My name is Arianna, this is mistress Sophie. Down there on his knee is my slave Frank. You have obviously noticed the tiny organ that has earned him the nickname ‘Cocktail Frank.’ But I prefer to call him ‘CF’ for short!”

All three women burst out laughing while CF’s face turned red in humiliation, obviously for the umpteenth time. A fine and productive friendship was born among the three mistresses.

THE END
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