
        
            
                
            
        

    
A CUCKOLD’S PATHETIC PARADISE

ONE

Ariana was a trophy wife indeed mused Frank Jenkins as he led her down the aisle after being bonded with her in matrimony. He had to admit to himself he was no prize physically at age 40, just average height, a little skinny, dark hair graying, plain of face.

But he had a keen mind for finance and when his hedge fund brought him wealth, a big house in a swank neighborhood, a yacht and a private jet he suddenly found himself to be strangely irresistible to women. So many came on to him that he was able to pick and choose. He would bed one of them for the night and the next day another one would be throwing herself at him.

But then Ariana had swept him off his feet one evening at a soiree he attended. Taller than he, even wearing flats, raven hair in a ponytail half way down her back, olive skinned, dark-eyed, supernally shapely and exotically sultry she had him at hello. He had to admit he was smitten beyond all hope. Their courtship was brief, just a week, a few dates. She would permit no real sex, just some very hot making out and she would let him run his hands over her curves and breasts. She said she wanted to save the rest for their wedding night and hinted at lascivious delights. He took that as a hint that he should propose and after buying her a ring with the biggest rock the jeweler had to offer he did and she accepted.

She told him her desire was urgent and another week later they were wed. He booked the bridal suite in the best hotel on town and they retired to it after just a perfunctory appearance at the reception. She had whispered in his ear that she couldn’t bear another minute without feeling him inside her.

Soon their clothes lay in a heap on the floor and she all but tackled him onto the bed. He climbed on top of her in haste to enter her and then the tone of their marriage was set. His endowment was well below average and when he was already inside her she spoke some of the most humiliating words a man can hear.

“Hurry up darling! I want to feel you inside me!”

He looked at her, puzzled, and then:

“Oh! You already are in? I couldn’t tell! Get on with it then!”

His desire had been mounting from the moment he met her and he came way too soon and rolled off of her. She let him lie there for a while but then reached down to fondle him. Though her touch was artful and she whispered lewdly in his ear he knew his age had caught up with him and he was done.

Ariana, age 35 and at the height of her sexuality wasn’t about to stand for it. She gave the tip of his cock a derisive flick of her finger that made him flinch.

“So that’s it for me Frank? Not even one orgasm for me on my wedding night? I don’t think so! If you can’t get it done with that little thing of yours you will have to do it with your tongue!”

He was shamed because he couldn’t satisfy the woman he adored and when she grabbed his hair to pull him down so his face was between her legs he offered no resistance. He had yet to lay eyes on her lady parts and found himself mesmerized by the animal eroticism, the dense raven thicket framing her protuberant labia, the maw of the heavenly place where his cock had just been, the puckering dark orifice at the very bottom. And her scent wafted over his nostrils, dizzying him. Then she must have squeezed herself because his creamy load poured out from her cavern. He drew back but she kept her grip on his hair.

“Get busy down there Frank! What are you waiting for?”

“But…my cum…”

“So what? Lick it up! It’s not poison! And you shot it into me with your little thing and made the mess in the first place! Now I feel it running down and I don’t want to sleep on soiled bedsheets!”

Indeed, the white slug had run down over her anus and threatened to sully the bed linens. And he felt how deeply he was in her thrall and knew he could not deny her. He cupped his tongue and scooped upward over her vortex, sucking in his sickly sweet ejaculate, mingled with her poon. He felt a thrill of encouragement when she sighed in pleasure and rolled her hips to urge him on. Abandoning all dignity, he lapped up every drop and dollop and he could tell his licking excited her. Pleasing her became everything to him and he poured out his passion with his slithering tongue.

Her breath came in pants and gasps at his attentions. He probed as deep into her salty cavern as far as he could go, swirling his tongue around, urged on by the undulation of her hips as she rubbed her oozing cunt over his face. At the last she took a two-handed grip on his hair and guided him up to her apex where his tongue found her turgid berry. He took it between his lips to suck while licking and he got his reward when she arched her back and those satin-skinned and comely thighs clenched on his head as she let out a primal wail and gushed his mouth full of the salty juice of her pleasure. He swallowed deeply and a thirst for it was born.

She melted in her satisfaction and he lay with his head pillowed on her mount, loving the tickle of her bush on his face, drinking in her feral perfume with every breath. Minute upon minute passed as she lay there sighing softly, contentedly and he knew joy at giving her such bliss. But she wasn’t finished by any stretch. She raised her knees and pushed his head down so his face was in her cunt again.

“More now Frank! Do it some more! Lick me down at the very bottom first if you really love me!”

He stuck out his tongue to lick her orifice, feeling a strange pleasure at this degradation as well. He knew his beautiful bride had him pussy whipped beyond redemption but he didn’t care. His face was buried in her luscious and irresistible cunt and he worshiped her bottom hole with passion, wriggling his tongue with all his might, thrilling at her moans of pleasure and wondering what she would expect next. Then his tongue tired and her pleasure waned, which annoyed and she pushed him away.

“Go get your belt Frank and give it to me! Now!”

Her tone of command got his instant obedience and he fetch his belt from among the pile of his clothes and handed it to her. She still lay with her legs parted and knees raised, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can. He just stared at her parts until she barked another order.

“Did I say stop Frank? Get down there and start over! I’ll give you motivation if your tongue tires again!”

He all but dived face first into her crotch. His tongue had gotten brief rest and he went back to his rimming, giving his all. But he tried again and then felt stinging lash across his back as she wielded the belt. He fought his fatigue but tired again and took three more lashes before he could master himself and keep up the wriggling motion that pleased her most.

On it went for so long. He would tire and she would lash him until he pleased her in a recurring cycle until she tossed the belt aside and grabbed his hair to pull him up to her clit. Her orgasm was fierce and he sensed triumph in her snarling cry of ecstasy.

One more round of rimming and cunnilingus sated her and she propped herself up on pillows and switched on the big screen TV to watch a movie while he licked her feet and sucked her toes.

Ariana was well pleased with herself. Frank was her third husband. The others hand been comfortably well off and she had stripped them of near every penny in the divorces by threatening to put videos online of the degradations to which they had eagerly submitted in order to please her.

But her lust and her greed knew no bounds. Their wealth was not sufficient to give her the life she wanted. Frank was the big fish she had always hoped to reel in and she would be kept in the manner to which she felt entitled. He would make the money but she would control it and spend it. Equally or even important, he would provide sexual gratification in keeping with peculiar inclinations. The poor fool had no clue what was in store for him.

TWO

The next morning, they boarded Frank’s private jet and were whisked off to a two week honeymoon in Tahiti. On the way frank spent a lot of time on his knees before her with his head up under her skirt getting further instruction in the cunnilingus.

They landed and were driven by limo to a luxuriously appointed grass hut. The resort had an open air bar and restaurant and when they went to dinner Ariana spent a goodly amount of time flirting with the hunky Polynesian bar tender.

Frank was half mad with desire. The scent of her pussy filled his nostrils with every breath because she had forbidden him to wash his face and told him why. They went back to the hut after dinner and she permitted him to enter her only to have the wedding night humiliation repeated. He came within the minute as she lay there unresponsive and then made him to go down to clean up and satisfy her with his tongue. And again, he had to rim her while she urged him on with lashes until he satisfied her twice more.

In the morning she made him go down on her before the got out of bed. She let him shave and shower but then made him suck her once more, telling him bluntly she wanted him to carry her scent. Then she showered and dressed in a black thong bikini and a floral print robe.

At breakfast in the restaurant, she flirted shamelessly with the bartender again. He wore just a short floral print sarong. After breakfast they went out to the beach to sit in a cabana. They ordered drinks from a touch screen and the bartender came out with them on a tray.

Ariana had shed her robe. Here bikini was brief to the point of near nudity and she postured lewdly for the bartender’s attention. His sarong bulged outward, hinting at his outsized organ.

Later they toured the island in a limo and everywhere they stopped there were either native or tourist hunks for her to flirt with.

At dinner there was more flirtation with the bartender. She spent more time with him than she did at their table.

And at bedtime it was humiliation again and she was blunt in expressing her dissatisfaction with his size and his inability to satisfy her with his cock. His tongue had to suffice again. He was shamed and disappointed in being unable to satisfy the woman he adored and he served her with every bit of ardor he could muster. Three orgasms later she pushed him away with disdain, rolled over and went to sleep.

The morning was another reprise, breakfast in the restaurant, in the cabana until lunch time. Then she told him she was going on a ladies only tour of the island and wouldn’t be back until that evening. He was left hanging around the resort alone with the scent of her with him. And that bartender was nowhere to be seen.

He hung around on the beach for a while, then ate dinner alone and went back to the hut to wait for her, annoyed, thinking himself ready to lay down the law. He was sitting in the great room when she arrived, wearing a breezy floral print dress that she swept off of her with one motion, revealing her splendid nudity. His spine buckled at the sight of her and when she settled into a chair, raised and parted her legs, resting her ankles on the arms in lewd and wordless invitation he hastened to go to his knees to serve her.

He paused for just a moment to gaze at the lush womanhood that held him utterly in its thrall. Then he saw her portal contract a bit and a creamy slug ran down from it over her anus. He drew back but she grabbed his hair and pulled him closer.

“What’s your problem Frank? I want you to suck me! Get busy!”

“B…but there’s cum running out of you!”

“So, what Frank? You know what I want! Get on with it!”

“But you were with another man!”

“What of it Frank? Your tongue work is fine. You’re getting better at it all time, but sometimes a woman needs a cock! And I mean a real cock Frank!. One that can fill me and satisfy. Now clean me up and get me off!”

He broke down, having to admit to himself he was in her thrall, under her thumb and addicted to the luscious cunt inches from his face whether it was sullied with another man’s cum or not. He fought his revulsion and lapped up the sickly sweet goo, then made her cum and swallowed deeply as she gushed into his mouth.

She shoved him back with her feet and went to the bedroom. He remained on his knees, bent over, wilted in shame and humiliation but still adoring her and wanting her, seemingly more than ever. He had been erect all day from dreaming of her and from her lingering scent, his baggy swimming trunks and small size rendering that inconspicuous. And his balls ached badly. He stripped naked and followed her to the bedroom. He tried to mount her but was rudely rebuffed.

After lying on his back for a few minutes he got up and went to the bathroom to ease himself with is hand. He stood in front of the toilet. A dozen or so strokes sufficed and just as he erupted the door opened and there she stood, glaring at him in the midst of his spurting all over the seat and tank. Her voice was cold and contemptuous.

“I might have known Frank! But I neglected to inform you of one simple rule. I decide when and if and how you come! Now lick that up and come to the living room when you are done! And you crawl to me Frank!”

Her iron will commanded him and he lapped up his goo, withered by the degradation but finding a strange pleasure in it. He groveled to the living room where she sat enthroned in a regal posture, back ramrod straight, her full and exquisite breasts jutting. He felt compelled to bow down and shower kisses on her feet, feeling contrite at having offended her.

She permitted it for a moment or two, then gave him a kick in the face and ordered him to stand. When he did he saw her holding a short wooden cane. She brought it down in a wicked stroke upon his glans that made him double over from the tearing pain of it. Upon her command he straightened up and she gave him a cruel whack to the balls that put him on his knees. When he was able to look up he gasped at what he saw in her hand. He was worldly enough to know a chastity cage when he saw one. He looked up at her and she smirked.

“It wasn’t easy to find one small enough Frank. I probably should have put this on you right away but I thought maybe you loved me enough to control yourself. Now come here and let me put this on you!”

She slipped the device onto his organs and the click of the lock came with a chilling finality. There was a key on a golden chain that she put around her neck. The key hung down between her breasts.

“If you behave yourself Frank I will grant you release from time to time. But you have earned at least a month of denial. And I will need an orgasm now to ease the stress your disgusting behavior has caused me. Perform cunnilingus for me please so I can sleep!”

She eased back, spread her legs wide and raised her knees, offering her pussy. The sight of it banished all thought of anything but his hunger to taste her. He served her with remorseful passion and felt worshipful joy when she passed into her ecstasy. Then she made him grovel behind her to the bedroom.

But instead of letting him share the bed she made him sleep on the floor at its foot with only a thin blanket.

Ariana lay awake for a while, gloating. Things were shaping up much better than she had dared hope in creating the life she had always wanted. She had a rich wimp of a husband who was utterly enthralled and enslaved. And he was giving her better head all the time. Next there would be well hung studs to service her properly. And soon dear hubby would be made to know depths of degradation beyond his worst imaginings. In fact, the coming evening would be his introduction to that. But first she had to soften him up and lull him with kindness and tenderness.

Frank lay on the floor, his mind in turmoil, trying to reconcile himself to what his life was becoming. A part of him still rebelled against it and he resolved to put a stop to things in the morning. That resolve helped him to sleep. In the morning he awoke to the sound of her commanding voice.

“Frank! Get up here!”

He got to his feet. Clenching his fists and then he saw her there in her naked splendor with legs wide apart. His eyes went to her sex and his spine melted into jelly. Without having to be told he went down onto his belly with his face between her legs and began to serve her. But she pushed his head back and held him away.

“Frank, I need to pee very badly but I’m so comfortable here I don’t want to get up. I need you to drink it for me Frank. Do you love me enough to do this for me? If you do I will let you share the bed with me every night instead of sleeping on the floor. And there’s no harm in it, just a little sterile salty water.”

As always, the sight of her luscious parts and the scent of her broke his will and filled him with adoration. He enfolded her with his lips where he knew the flow would come from and braced himself for revulsion. But when her warm pungent flow filled his mouth he almost choked, not from that revulsion but in surprise at the thirst he felt for it. His hands caressed her silken skin, following the lovely curvature of her hips and he pressed her silken thighs together on his head as he quaffed her golden wine. It came from Her, and even as he swallowed the last of he found himself craving more.

Then he served her with his tongue to three exquisite orgasms. She rose to sit on the edge of the bed, raised her arms and stretched while giving out a contented sigh. He stood up but she took his hands and pulled him to his knees in front of her. Then she held him against her lovely breasts.

“Frank! What a lovely way to wish me good morning! I love you! Now go take a shower and shave and then draw me a bath.”

He scurried to obey, elated by her words. Her bath was ready by the time he finished his own ablutions and he went back the bedroom to let her know. She made him serve her one more time, leaving her scent on him. The she eased into the big tub and he bathed her head to foot, the already bad ache in his balls worsening from her scent and from caressing the contours of her luscious body. And she had said she loved him!

They just hung around the resort that day, spending most of the day in the cabana. There were curtains that could be drawn around it for privacy and she made him do that several times so he could serve her. His amazement at his wife’s appetite for orgasmic pleasure grew, as did the ache in his balls. She was so tender and kind to him, telling again that she loved him, melting his heart.

But that big handsome bartender waited on them and Frank couldn’t help noticing the leers that passed between him and Ariana.

After dinner they retired to the hut and stripped naked. Ariana knelt on the seat of a chair, presenting her shapely behind and made him kneel behind her and rim her for a good hour, urging him on with lashes from the belt. He put forth his greatest efforts to please her though his head spun from her alternating kindness and cruelty.

Then there was a knock on the door. She told him to answer it. He hesitated because he was naked and wearing the cage but she insisted. And there stood that big bartender wearing just his sarong. He looked at frank with a grin. Ariana called out her welcome.

“Kono! Do come in!”

He entered the hut and frank followed him to where Ariana sat enthroned in a big bamboo chair. She pointed to the floor; a gesture Frank had come to know meant he should kneel where she pointed. Ariana made formal introductions.

“Frank, I’m sure you remember Kono who gave us such fine service today. And Kono, this is my husband Frank, but I think we should call him “Cocktail Frank” because his dick in so small. Can you see it there in the cage?”

Kono peered closely and chuckled. “Barely.”

Ariana added her own humiliating derision. “Let’s call him CF. For short!”

Kono gave out a lusty and contemptuous laugh. Frank noticed his sarong was pressed outward from his obvious rampant erection. Ariana invited him to drop it. When he did Frank gaped at the length and diameter of the big organ that jutted out. Then Ariana spoke in an almost schoolmarmish tone.

“Here CF is an example of a cock that can satisfy me. Note the length and diameter. This was the cock I enjoyed last night when I made you clean up. It’s unfortunate you don’t have a cock like this to make our marital relations more complete. You are giving me excellent head but I need more and I feel I am entitled to it. Now watch while I am serviced by the kind of cock I deserve!”

With that she went to her knees and began to suck the big organ with sluttish abandon. She took it full down her throat with ease as if she had done such many times before. Frank could see him getting even harder.

When she had him hardened to her satisfaction she mounted the chair on her knees, leaning on the back, offering herself like a bitch in heat. Kono moved toward her and took hold of her hips, drawing back with his hips for his entering thrust. The big member disappeared within her as she gave out a deep moan of pleasure. He went to rutting like a bull while Ariana gave out high pitched wails of animal pleasure. But he came within just a minute or so, grunting in pleasure with each spurt he shot into her.

When finished he backed away, the big organ going limp and dangling. Then Ariana barked a command.

“Clean up time CF! Snap to it!”

Humiliation burned in him as he looked at her cunt, the big slug of white goo running down over it. He hesitated and she was insistent.

“CF! It’s going to run down all over the chair. Now get busy!”

He steeled himself to lean in and begin licking, forcing himself to scoop up the cum with his tongue and swallow. But having his face between her sumptuous cheeks while lapping at her exquisite pussy made him feel surrender and the ache in his balls worsened. He found himself serving her with passion and the spasms of her climax ejected the last of the cum into his mouth.

He backed away and was then confronted with a degradation that eclipsed any he had known before. Her words sent a chill up his spine.

“Now CF! Kono is quite a fine stud be he does come too quickly the first time around. Obviously I’m not satisfied yet. Now you will suck his cock to get him hard again for me. The second and third times should be enough.”

He gaped at her in disbelief and made no move to obey. Instead, he just shook his head no. But instead of anger he saw hurt and disappointment in her eyes.

“CF! I do love you and you pleasure me delightfully with your tongue but I have greater needs that you just cannot satisfy. How can you deny me? Don’t you love me? It just hurts me so that you can’t understand and accept my need for the fulfillment you cannot provide for me. Now please darling! Don’t you want to make me happy?”

Her words weakened his will in a way words of anger might not have. Kono had moved so that his big organ hung before Frank’s face. It was coated with cum and poon. He looked again at the ethereal beauty with whose body he enjoyed such deep intimacies and his will broke entirely. He leaned forward with mouth open and took in just the tip. Though shuddering in revulsion he steeled himself to take it full in his mouth and begin o suck and lick. He lapped along the length to clean off the leavings of the fuck and felt the organ hardening.

When fully stiffened Kono forced the cock against his gullet relentlessly until something gave and it slid all the way down his throat. He grabbed frank’s hair and pulled him back and forth a few times, running the cock in and out until satisfied with his erection. Then he shoved Frank away and turned his attention to Ariana who was again presenting herself to be serviced.

This time the rutting went on and on as Ariana shrieked her way through orgasmic sequences over and over. But eventually Kono let out a deep pitched gasp as he began to expend deep within her, making throaty sound of animal enjoyment as he pumped his load. And again, when he pulled out, Frank had to clean up and then suck him hard for the final round.

But the third time was different. Ariana was still in her posture of offering. He dipped his cock into her vagina and withdrew it gleaming with her poon. Then he pressed it against her anus and thrust his hips forward. She gave out a soft yelp of pain as the glans entered her tight passage but she urged him on until he was in to her depths. Then he rutted with brute ardor while Ariana fingered her clit and wailed and howled in her ecstasy. The snug clutch of her orifice soon got Kono off. He drew back until just his tip was within her and Frank saw his organ pulsing as he emptied himself into her rectum. He shuddered at the thought of what he knew was to follow.

Ariana gave out a deep sigh of complete satisfaction. Then:

“Clean up time again CF! Start with Kono’ cock!”

He took a deep breath, took the limp and soiled cock in his mouth and sucked, gagging a bit but enduring, until Kono pushed him away. Then, without having to be told, he went to Ariana and encircled her orifice with his lips. She pressed down and expelled the contents of her rectum into his mouth. He retched, but then mastered himself and swallowed it down.

Then Ariana turned to him and again melted his heart with her words as she hugged him tenderly pressing his head against her lovely breasts.

“Oh darling! I have never felt so deeply loved before in my life! It means so much to me and you have made me so happy!”

Then she looked to Kono.

“Good job tonight Kono dear! Same time tomorrow?”

He said yes and left.

Then it was: “Bedtime CF! Follow me on your hands and knees. I like that!”

He groveled behind her, shriveled by the degradation of it all but having to admit to himself that all that mattered was he would in just moments be sharing a bed with a goddess whose body reduced him to abject submission ardent adoration. She lay on her back and had him lie crosswise to her with his head pillowed on her thighs. Her bush tickled his nose and her scent flooded his senses. Somehow, despite the dreadful ache in his balls he drifted off.

The honeymoon passed, day by day and night by night. Every morning Frank quaffed her golden vintage and gave her oral delight to start the day. They would lounge in the cabana, take tours of go shopping. Ariana’s tastes were for the most expensive and, rich though he was, Frank grimaced as he lugged her purchases along behind her as she wielded his credit card.

And she was brazen in her lust, making him serve her in the back corners of the stores when nobody was looking. Once she made him kneel within a circular rack of dresses up under her skirt, licking her while she talked to a sales clerk. He made he come in the midst of it and she had to explain her deep orgasmic sigh by saying the dresses were so divine she could not contain herself. To cover things up she bought ten of them.

They went to a restaurant where the tables had red tablecloths that hung down all the way to the floor. They ordered their meals and while they waited she made him slip under the table and serve her. Their meals were served and she told the server that Frank was outside taking an important business call. She ate her meal and she came while he licked her and had to cover herself by saying the lobster was so delectable. She had frank’s meal boxed up and when the coast was clear he emerged and they left.

And every night except for the last one Kono came to visit and Frank did cleanup and sucking duty while Ariana was serviced to her satisfaction. But on the night before they were to jet home she again surprised him with tenderness and pleasure.

After dinner the retired to the hut and got naked as usual. Ariana laid herself out on the bed, posturing in a manner most erotic while Frank feasted his eyes and felt the ache in his balls worsen. And then it worsened beyond the worst at her words.

“Frank darling. I want you to kiss me all over my body. I want to feel your loving lips on every square inch of me. Come here now! Start with my feet!”

She lay there on her back and he went to the foot of the bed and put his lips and tongue to her soloes first, then up oner her toes and insteps. Then it was up along each of her shins to her knees. He got to her comely thighs and was driven mad with desire by the feel of her silken skin. When he reached her pussy he nuzzled in her bush and then tried to lick it but she held him away and urged him upward to kiss her belly and then her sumptuous breasts.

Then she drew him up to face her, put her lips to his and ravished him with her tongue, exuding a fierce and passionate possessiveness. She broke it off and rolled over, telling him to continue by going down to her ankles and calves. Up he went over her splendid gams and when he came to her shapely behind he lingered long and finally pressed his face between her cheeks to put loving tongue to her anus. She sighed in her enjoyment and let him continue for a minute or two, then reached around to grab his hair and pull him up to caress her back.

When he had covered every inch she rolled over and had him kneel between her legs. He looked at her and found her smiling with warm love in her eyes. Then she sprung her sweet surprise.

“My sweet darling Frank! Your loving submission and obedience and your selfless giving of pleasure have earned you early release.”

As always the key to the cage hung around her neck and she slipped it off and handed it to him. His hands shook so that he could barely manage to fit it into the lock and remove the cage. Mistaking her meaning he tried to mount her but she fended him off firmly but gently.

“Not that way frank. I’m afraid I can’t be bothered to have that little thing in me. It’s just too frustrating. But you may masturbate. Go ahead! Spurt all over me!”

He drank in the sight of her as he stroked himself and perhaps a score of strokes sufficed. His dreadful ache was replaced by heavenly release and he erupted in long white spurts of thick semen that covered her breasts and belly like a glaze on pastry. She let out a lusty laugh and pulled him down so his head was between her tits. He didn’t have to be told to start licking.

Once her breasts were clean he made his way down over her belly to her navel where the cum had puddled deep. He sucked it up and went lower to find her bush well frosted, so he licked and sucked a long while there before it was cleansed. A creamy rivulet still ran down her crevice and over her orifice and he went low, cupping his tongue and scooping upward. She grabbed his hair in one hand and rubbed her cunt on his face, urging him to serve her. She came hard, filling his mouth with her salty gush, and then drew him up to hold him tight in the grip of her arms and legs while she spoke tenderly into his ear.

“We aren’t anywhere near finished sweetheart. I know you must still have a lot of cum pent up inside you and we are going to continue until you shoot out every drop. Every time you earn release it must be so for the sake of your health and wellbeing. I love you dearly and care so much about that. Now let me roll over and you can spurt on my back and behind.”

When she rolled and spread her legs wide apart he knelt between her knees and stroked again. It took longer, but not by much. The sight of her naked splendor from behind made his ache come back for a time but then he felt the welling up in his balls and again that ache vanished in waves of delight. His thick ejaculate gushed forth and frosted her heavily again over her back and buttocks with much landing at the top of her crack and running down over her twitching anus, threatening to sully the sheets.

He all but dived down to put his face between her curvaceous satin mounts to lap upward and collect it, running his tongue up her crack all the way. Then he lapped all from her back and she ordered him to rim her. He went down between her mounts again and put adoring tongue to her orifice, straining to get it inside her, feeling her relax her hole so he could plunge it in to feel her soft rectal tissue and taste her most intimate depths.

His tongue work aroused her and she rose to hands and knees so he could crane his neck backward and put tongue to her clit. She shuddered and convulsed, filled his mouth with her cum again and collapsed forward onto her belly. He planted adoring kisses all over her behind as she lay in afterglow.

When she roused from her pleasant stupor she rolled over and invited him to jack onto her cunt. It took greater effort this third and last time but finally there were three heavy spurts, then a trailing off into dry spasms. He was drained. The last of his strength frosted her bush and he went down to lick it up, then brought her to her final orgasm of the evening.

As he lay beneath the sheets at bedtime with head across her thighs, the hair of her beloved pussy tickling his nose, its scent intoxicating as always his mind was reeling. It was as if woman had his heart in one of her hands and his balls in the other. No degradation or humiliation seemed to great to bear as long as he could be with her, adore her body and sometimes feel her tender and passionate love for him. Any resistance to her commands, no matter what degradation they might entail brought only stress, confusion and pain. Only surrender brought relief from that. Firm in his resolve to submit and obey no matter what he drifted off.

Ariana lay awake too, gloating more than ever at how utterly Frank was in her thrall. She felt her life was soon to be complete, with a husband/slave who adored her beyond all reason or sanity and would seemingly submit to anything at her behest. He gave exceptional head that kept getting better, fulfilling one of her great needs. And then was sure to be an ample supply of well hung studs who would provide her with the cock she craved in equal measure. Topping it off was wealth in abundance to be spent at her whim.

THREE

After the now customary morning rituals they jetted back home. Frank left for Wall Street Monday morning where his office was located to attend to his neglected business with her parting words ringing in his ear.

“Make lots of money for me today Frank. This house needs a total makeover in keeping with my taste and style!”

She chuckled to herself as he closed the door behind him. Not only would there be a total makeover, but also a parade of studly tradesmen coming in the door. Cock would abound and Frank’s submission would be tested like never before.

But first she texted five friends of hers, women of like mind who believed the male was meant to be exploited for money and, above all, used for pleasure. She invited them over for a girl party Friday night.

They had just hired a maid named Sophie, a young, red-haired buxom Polish immigrant who cooked and cleaned. Ariana couldn’t be sure of where her head was about things so after dinner was prepared every day she dismissed her, planning on feeling her out later to see if she fitted in to her long term plans. She planned nothing less than a coups, the takeover of Frank’s business. She would make her way to Wall Street every day to play the market while he stayed home to attend to household chores under Sophie’s supervision. And Ariana was always looking to expand her circle of likeminded friends by recruiting younger women.

Ariana enjoyed her first few days of married life, taking delight in her husband’s subservient attentions. And each day when her came home she asked him how much money he had made for her. But however, much it was she said it wasn’t enough and he was to work harder.

Frank came home Friday and she was waiting for him naked, enthroned in a big leather recliner, sipping red wine. The sight of her left him no doubt what to do. He shed his own clothes and groveled across the floor to her as she raised and parted her legs. His sweet tongue went to its duty and three fine orgasms later she sighed contently and ordered him to fetch her dinner from the warming drawer in the kitchen. There was just a big plate for her, holding a big steak, a baked potato and salad.

She made him lick her feet while she ate in a leisurely fashion. About half of everything sated her appetite and, as was to be the case going forward, she let him have her leavings for his meal. Then she told him to hurry up and wash the dishes and clean up the kitchen because guests would be arriving soon. He hastened to obey, wondering who it might be.

The doorbell rang and she dispatched him to answer it. He hesitated because he was naked.

“Don’t worry about that Frank. They are friends of mine who know the way of things.”

Still doubtful, he went to the door and opened it. Five women waited on the doorstep. Ariana called out for them to come in and they barged through the doorway as he stood holding the door open. Each looked down at his caged organs, grinned and cackled.

He followed them back to the living room but slowly, wondering what to expect. When he got there most of them had already shed the minimal clothing they had worn and were seated on the big leather section sofa and leering at him. Ariana made introductions.

There was statuesque blond haired, blue eyed Erica, hefty, black, corn-rowed Emma, petite Japanese Kiku, lean and muscular dark-haired Rita and grey haired, matronly Bertha. Ariana ordered him to the kitchen where trays were laden with bottles of wine and snacks, among those being a big bowl of cocktail franks. He fetched them and laid them out on the big coffee table in the middle of the sectional. Ariana told him to pour wine for each woman and then kneel bedside her and keep his mouth shut.

Then the drinking and raunchy talk began, all of the talk being at the expense of the male of the species and all the humiliations and degradations to which they subjected the men in their lives for the sake of their pleasure. Hands went between legs to fondle pussies and leering looks were directed at Frank. Ariana slapped her forehead in mock embarrassment.

“Oh! How rude of me ladies! I forgot to properly introduce my husband Frank!”

She leaned over and picked up one of the tiny franks from the bowl.

“But I like to call him “Cocktail Frank” because his thing isn’t much bigger than one of these! Can you see it there in the cage?”

He blushed as the women gave out gales of derisive laughter and each peered at the steel prison of his organ with a mocking expression on her face. And Ariana got thigh slapping guffaws with her next demeaning remark.

“But we will call him CF tonight…for short!” She would humiliate him time and again with that quip whenever he was introduced and never tired of it. Then she looked to her friends and noticed their fondling and leering.

“Oh, dear CF! I think my friends have gotten horny from all this talk. As I’m sure you understand, friends share, and in keeping with that I will share your tongue with my friends here. Just start with Erica and go down the line at first. And your tongue will go everywhere it goes when you pleasure me!”

He looked up at her hesitantly and she pushed him toward Erica who had her legs spread and was waiting with impatience in her eyes. He groveled to her and when he came close he drew in breath at the sight of her golden-haired cunt in its glory. He leaned forward and caught her feral scent, so like Ariana’s yet different, her own unique and powerful woman-essence, irresistible, inebriating. And he had his wife’s full permission to surrender and give his passionate worship.

He face dived into her luscious golden and fragrant muff, putting his tongue to work using all he had learned under Ariana’s tutelage. Orgasm rocked her and he could sense her sweet release. She pushed him away, then took hold of his hair and pulled him up to give him a soft kiss to the forehead before passing him down the line to Emma.

Emma’s hefty thighs were parted and he leaned in close, taking a moment to gaze mesmerized at her dense nappy bush, framing the ragged gash of her black and protuberant labia, those slightly parted, revealing the hot pink erogenous tissues within. He was drawn in as if by a magnet or like a moth to a flame.

Her animal perfume was its own unique intoxicant and her cleft was long and deep, engulfing his face as he pressed in to seek the parts his tongue could please. When he plunged his wriggling organ deep into her salty cavern and swirled it about she clamped her great thighs together on his head to hold him tight while she enjoyed. He could only catch fleeting breaths within her fleshy clench and dizziness set in as air grew more scare. He was reprieved by a downward push of her hand in his head directing his attention to her anus.

He went low and found it, loose and receptive to his penetration. His slithering in and out brought deep moans of delight and a rolling of her hips that rubbed her poon soaked cunt over his face. At the last there was an upward tug on his hair and he rose to her apex to find the ripe olive of her clit. Taking it between his lips he licked and sucked until she shuddered and those great trunks clamped tighter than ever, this time cutting off any hope of breath.

He feared his neck might break as she writhed in the throes of her ecstasy, heedless of him and his predicament, fixated only on her orgasmic delight. The world spun around his head and he thrashed and kicked wildly before all went black. Harsh smelling salts woke him to the sound of their mirth. Emma too gave him a kiss and a hug, then passed him to Kiku.

Kiku offered her lush little pussy with its thick soft fuzzy raven hair. Her bouquet wafted over his nostrils as he leaned in with tongue extended, scooping upward to gather her poon, feeling delectation at her piquance. The power of her singular essence transported him to heights of passion as he caressed her satiny skin along the curvature of her small but shapely hips.

She guided him to everywhere his tongue could please, top to bottom and when he laid his caresses to her clit as her arousal rose to crescendo she clamped those soft thighs in a heavenly head scissors and poured out a gush of her elixir that belied her size. Then it was a tender kiss and a pinch of his cheek as she gave him over to Rita.

He finished Rita and then Bertha in short order and to their complete satisfaction, feasting with equal hunger on Rita’s raven haired snatch and Bertha’s salt and pepper one. Ariana solicited their evaluations and all agreed that Cf might make a decent husband someday if he worked at it. Ariana stroked his head gently as he knelt by her side.

“Well CF. I think you have come to realize that every woman has a unique and special beauty between her thighs and is entitled to be worshipped with equal passion. Now ladies! Let’s party on! Cf will be ready to serve you. Just snap your fingers!”

The revelry went on until after midnight, most derisive talk being of the shortcomings of the male, whether of the cock or of the brain. Frank was pouring wine and serving snacks when his face wasn’t buried between one pair of thighs or another and he also got numerous deep golden draughts as the wine had its effect.

Ariana was well pleased with is social debut. Her friends all had their own slave husbands so swaps were scheduled before everyone left for the evening. Soon enough there would be more orgiastic events on a grander scale.

They spent a quiet weekend at home, naked together. Frank’s orgasmic denial was making his attentions more passionate and delightful by the day.

FOUR

Monday morning Sophie reported for work after Frank had left. Ariana invited her to come sit in the living room to chat and have some tea. After a little small talk, she got to the point.

“What do you think of men Sophie?”

Sophie seemed taken aback by the blunt question at first but something about Ariana made her feel as if she was with a kindred soul so she spoke freely.

“Well, I think they are pigs for the most part. There are a few not so bad and some rare ones who are very sweet and sensitive. I had to leave one like that behind in Poland, my dear Jan. There was no macho posturing from him, just kindness and tenderness. And he was so unselfish in bed. He would lick me…down there… and make me come over and over and ask nothing in return if I wasn’t in the mood. I didn’t want to get pregnant but I did want him to have some release once in a while so I gave him my leave to stroke himself off while I watched. He would spurt onto my pussy, lick it up and satisfy me and then thank me and say how much he loved me.”

Then Sophie broke down in tears and told her story.

“The Russian mob wanted to make me a whore for them so I had to flee. That’s why I left dear Jan behind. Family members here helped me but still I am not “legal” and must live in hiding. The arms of the mob are long.

Ariana nodded in understanding.

“Your secret is safe with me Sophie. I will help hide and protect you in every way I can.”

Sophie suited her master plan and she was always on the hunt for like-minded women to bring into her circle. She asked Sophie to stay late for dinner.

Frank came home and was puzzled by her presence at dinner but accepted it, like everything, as Ariana’s will. Ariana plied Sophie with wine to loosen her up for what was to follow. After they finished Sophie began to clean things up but Ariana stopped her and told Frank to do it and then invited Sophie to go and make herself comfortable in the living room, handing her a bottle of red wine and a glass.

When Frank had everything cleaned up and put away Ariana took him to the bathroom just down the hall and told him to strip and grovel to the living room when he heard her call. Then she undressed herself and went to join Sophie in the living room.

Sophie’s eyes grew wide in surprise and curiosity when Ariana made her entrance naked. But the sexual tone of their earlier conversation had given her a hint that something erotic might be in store for the evening. So, when Ariana invited her to strip her maid’s uniform and underthings soon lay in a pile on the floor and she felt a warm wetness between the thighs in her anticipation.

Then Ariana called for Frank to join them and he came groveling out naked on hands and knees. As was customary he went to kneel beside Ariana, who sat enthroned in a recliner. Sophie was seated in the other. Ariana made the usual humiliating introduction, getting a lewd chuckle from Sophie. Then Ariana got things started.

“Sophie, how long has it been since you have enjoyed a tongue?”

“Too long Ariana. Months! Only my fingers have let me keep my sanity.”

“Would you like to enjoy CF’s tongue. I’ve trained him well and he is quite good at it!”

“Mr. Frank will eat my pussy?”

“Of course, dear. Just call him over to you, and with authority. He’s quite obedient And he is under a standing order to serve women I share him with as he would me!”

Sophie spread her legs and pointed to her cunt.

“Come here CF and suck me! Now!”

To her delight, Frank crawled to her and without the slightest hesitation put his face between her thighs. She gasped as his trained tongue went to its duty. She shifted her behind a bit and rested her ankles on the arms of the chair to give him better access to her parts. Just a minute of his swirling tongue in her vagina and another with his lips closed on her clit while he licked and sucked sufficed for her to be rocked by an orgasm like she had not known for so long. She writhed and bucked and cried out in the throes of it, then passed briefly from consciousness, only to be roused from that state by Frank’s tongue caressing her anus.

Her dear Jan had done this to show his total love so many times and how she had missed it! Now this man she had only known for a short time as her boss was showering adoring attentions upon her most intimate spot with a passion as if he had long been her lover. She closed her eyes and surrendered to the rapture of it, feeling her arousal mounting. But she held herself back, wanting her lust to rise to a rolling boil before she made him satisfy it.

She lost all track of time, her entire being focused on her tender orifice and the practiced organ that slithered in and out of it bringing maddening excitement. At last, she could bear no more and tugged his ear to urge him up to her apex where her pink pearl awaited.

Frank was rapt and enthralled by the scent and taste of her ginger-haired cunt and consumed by a passion to give her exceptional delight. He had been doing online research for ways to enhance Ariana’s orgasms and had found one that day he had meant to try. He made bold to use it on Sophie, hoping Ariana wouldn’t be angry and recalling her saying he should serve every woman as he served her.

When Sophie directed him to her clit he gently slipped a finger in where his tongue had been and began to fuck her softly with it while he sucked her pearl. A seismic, earth moving climax surged through her the like of which she had not imagined in her wildest fantasies. She convulsed and clamped her thighs on his head as primal shrieks were torn from her depths. Then there was a melting and a drifting in a pink haze all awareness of anything but sweetest contentment gone.

Sophie’s legs dropped limp to the floor and Frank turned to face Ariana. Her glare withered him at first and he feared some punishment but then her eyes softened and she crooked a finger to summon him while parting her legs in an obvious command that he service her. But when he crawled to within her reach she took hold of his hair and held him back.

“Where did you learn that trick CF?”

“I…I went on line, just today, looking for tips about how to pleasure you better.”

“But you used it on Sophie first? Why not me?”

“I…just did it on impulse. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to make it special for her. I’m so sorry if you’re angry with me. Please punish me if you see fit.”

“How can I be angry CF? I did tell you to serve her as you would me. I’m sure you would have done that for me if I Sophie had not been here this evening?”

“Yes! Of course, my love!”

“Well then, get busy and do it CF!”

Weak with relief at first Frank buried his face in the raven cunt he adored and knew so well. His tongue knew where to go and when without his having to think and her first orgasm hit quick and hard. Then it was down to the bottom to rim her until she was ready for her second. One thing he hadn’t told he about was another trick he had found online. But he was less sure if it would work. He still felt guilt about not using the finger for Ariana first so he made bold to try it, hoping to exceed expectations.

When his rimming had her horned up she rolled her hips to rub her pussy in his face, the well-known signal to satisfy her. He slipped his finger into her hind hole and went up to find her clit, finger fucking her gently as he had Sophie. Then, when she clamped her thighs on his head as she passed into her ecstasy he kept his tongue against her pearl ever so lightly and made it quiver ever so tenderly. To his joy she lapsed into a multi-orgasm, coming again and again as he held his tongue just so. With one last great shudder she passed from consciousness and lay limp for a good minute. Frank pillowed his head across her mount to await her awakening and her judgement.

She firmed and roused and gave out a deep sigh of satisfaction, then drew him up to hold him to her breast.

“That was lovely CF! We have really broken new ground this evening!”

And then to Sophie: “Did Cf do right by you Sophie. You seemed to enjoy his new trick.”

“Oh my, yes Ariana! It was as if he loved me with a passion!”

“That’s what I expect of him dear. Why don’t we have some more wine and chat for a while. I can only speak for myself but I could go for another round of CF’s new tricks. But that’s for later when we get horned up again. Tell me Sophie, did your Jan ever fuck you?”

“Yes, a few times early on. But, to tell the truth he is much like CF. His little thing couldn’t get it done for me. He accepted that he should not waste my time trying with it. But he was unusually well endowed with his tongue. So long! He could get it up into me far enough to touch that spot, the “G” spot I think they call it. And so far up my ass too! I miss him so!”

“Would you like to have him back Sophie? I have money to burn on bribes and know some people who could pull some strings. I’m sure I could arrange for a visa and once we had him here in the house he wouldn’t need to leave. And why don’t you just move in here? Why should you waste money on rent and what not? And I must admit to having a selfish motive apart from doing a favor for a new friend. I’m intrigued by what you tell me about that tongue!”

They passed the evening, intermittently enjoying CF’s new tricks and getting to know each other until they were orgasmically sated. They joined each other in bed with Frank in between them to serve them if they woke up horny again during the night. And Frank did his “good morning” duty for both of them upon rising.

Ariana had Frank call in to say he wouldn’t be at the office and she put him to work on household chores while she and Sophie lounged about. They enjoyed his tongue whenever the urge came to them.

And Ariana got to work right away on arranging for Jan’s immigration. A few well-placed bribes and some favors owed by friends sufficed and he was scheduled to come over within the month.

Ariana brought up another subject while Frank was cleaning the upstairs bathroom.

“Sophie, have you ever hand any other men, specifically any other cocks?”

“Oh no. Jan was my only lover.”

“Would you like to try out some other cocks, cocks that could get it done for you? I love the tongue too but I often have a hankering for a big stiff dick. And I like to get it everywhere in me that a dick can go. I can invite a couple of suitable dicks over this evening if you like. I just call them dicks or cocks. It’s nothing personal for me. I just want to be serviced. They get to enjoy some prime pussy in exchange. And I planned on having some more fun with CF. He is due for deeper degradation than he has experienced up to now.”

Sophie’s eyes lit up with lust and that was all the answer Ariana needed. She sent two quick text messages. Frank served them their dinner and cleaned up. Then the doorbell rang and Ariana sent him to answer it, again never mind that he was naked. Two men stood on the doorstep, both tall and muscular looking, one blond haired and blue eyed, the other African American. The grinned while looking down at Frank’s caged groin.

Ariana called out for them to please come in. They shouldered their way past Frank, nearly knocking him over. He shut the door and followed. By the time he got to the living room they were already undressing. Ariana pointed to the floor beside her chair, her signal that he should kneel beside her. The two men were naked by then and stood with their long thick organs jutting. Sophie’s eyes were alight and her fingers were between her thighs. Ariana introduced the white man as Peter and the black man as Johnson. Then she informed Frank of what his degrading duty was to be. And first she introduced him in the usual humiliating way, getting smirks and snickers from Peter and Johnson.

“Now CF, these actual men are here to service Sophie and I with those impressive members. But there is a problem. Both of them come way to soon the first time around. It’s pointless to have them stick those things in us prematurely. But they can last so very long after the come that first time. So, as a preliminary, you will suck Peter’s Peter and Johnson’s Johnson as you might say!”

Everyone but Frank broke out laughing. He just knelt red-faced. Ariana continued.

“You will deepthroat those big things CF. You will cause them to ejaculate into your mouth and you will swallow! I’ll have more detailed instructions as things progress.”

He looked up at her in shock and disbelief but her eyes were like stone and he knew refusal might bring consequences he dared not contemplate. He looked away with eyes downcast. Ariana sensed his fear and chose a softer approach. She leaned down and whispered in his ear.

“Frank sweetheart, do you mean it when you say you love me?”

“Yes!”

“Do you want me to be happy?”

“Yes!”

“Well, if you do this for me you will make me very happy and I will consider early release for you. Now please start sucking. You are holding things up!”

Resigned and even feeling guilt at his hesitation he knee walked over to Peter and knelt with the tip of the big organ inches from his face. His balls had been aching dreadfully as well and hope of release finally motivated him to open wide and take the cock into his mouth. He had sucked Kono at her behest and knew how to make it pleasing. The caresses of his lips and tongue soon had Peter moaning in growing pleasure and soon he was forcing his glans against Frank’s gullet insistently. He opened his throat and the shaft slid down. Peter grabbed his hair and worked his head back and forth, cock sliding in all the way and nearly out in a quickening rhythm. Frank felt the cock suddenly getting even harder and knew the cum would soon fill his mouth. Ariana called out her instructions.

“Just the tip in your mouth now CF! I want to see his cock pumping the cum into you! Then hold it in your mouth until I tell you to swallow!”

He obeyed and Sophie and Ariana watched with great amusement as the big organ throbbed and pulsed with each spurt that was ejected into his mouth. The abundant load filled his mouth to overflowing and dribbles ran down from the corners of his lips. Peter finished coming and pulled away. Frank knelt with his cheeks bulging. Ariana waited a couple of minutes before ordering him to swallow. Everyone laughed. Then it was on to Johnson. Frank hesitated until her heard Ariana’s commanding voice.

“What are you waiting for CF? Get that cock in your mouth! You should be getting good at this by now!”

Johnson’s “Johnson” was a good twelve incher with a bend to it. His mouth could only take a third of it before it pressed against his throat. Johnson took Frank’s head between his hands and thrust with his hips to ram it down Frank’s gullet. It seemed he could feel it going in half way to his stomach. And Johnson’s lust was at hair trigger. He gave out a grunt of pleasure that signaled his ejaculation and Ariana barked out her order.

“This time take it down the throat CF! Let him pump it right down into your stomach!”

Obediently, Frank pressed forward so the full length was down. He felt the pulsing and throbbing in his gullet as the big load was expended, He could feel his stomach filling from this load and the one before. Ariana slapped her thigh and laughed.

“I bet your belly is almost full CF! Peter and Johnson put out some impressive loads! Now be a good slut and get to work sucking both hard again! Sophie and I are itching for some cock! Then you can just kneel there and digest a while! Your belly will be full of cum again soon enough!”

He used his ever growing skills at cock sucking to harden both studs. Sophie had been eyeing Johnson’s member the whole time so Ariana invited her to indulge.

Sophie turned to kneel on her chair, presenting herself and Johnson wasted no time plunging into her depths. Ariana laid herself down on the big soft rug and spread her legs, inviting Peter to fuck her missionary style.

Wild animal cries of mad delight filled the room as the studs rutted with abandon. Ariana’s words rang true as the fucking went on and on, both women in the throes of multi-orgasmic sequences for minutes at a time. But eventually the vagina mastered the penis and near simultaneously the studs shot their loads and pulled out. They stood off to the side while Frank was put to cleanup duty.

Ariana made him lie supine with his mouth open so she could squat over him and squeeze the big load of goo from her cunt. It filled Frank’s mouth to the brim. She made him lie like that for a few minutes, then ordered him to gulp it down. The Sophie took her turn. Johnson’s load was even bigger and it spilled over and sullied the rug. Ariana was infuriated and after he had swallowed she made him suck the cum from the nap while she gave him kicks to the balls.

Then it was back to sucking to harden the studs again. Ariana invited Sophie to enjoy both cocks at once, one up the nookie and the other up the ass. Sophie was wild in her lust and eagerly accepted. Peter settled back into a chair and Sophie mounted him, using her hand to guide his cock into her. Johnson came up from behind her standing and pressed his glans against her tight pink orifice. Ariana called out a warning.

“Gently now Johnson! She’s a virgin there!”

Heeding her words, Johnson pressed gently at the orifice until it gave. Sophie flinched and gave out a little cry of pain but urged him on anyway. Ich by inch the big, long thing went deeper and deeper until it disappeared within her. The Johnson drew back until just the glans was inside her and pressed forward again. This time the full length slid in and Sophie cried out in her delight and began to gyrate her hips while the studs went to rutting hard.

Sophie passed through a climactic sequence that melted her before the studs came. They pulled out and Ariana ordered Frank to suck the cocks clean to prepare them for her. She was no stranger to the delight two cocks could bring and she reveled madly in the pleasure, rolling her hips and clenching her vagina and sphincter on the cocks to extract the last of the cum from the studs. She came herself to satisfaction just as they erupted within her.

Frank didn’t have to be told what to do. When the studs disengaged Ariana was presenting herself, cum pouring from her vagina. He hastened to cup his tongue to catch it and swallow it all, then encircled her anus with his lips so she could squeeze out the load that filled her rectum.

Ariana dismissed the studs and asked Sophie if she had enjoyed the evening.

“Oh yes! So that’s what real cocks feel like. When can we do it again Ariana?”

“Soon, Sophie, very soon! And next time it will be three cocks at once! You have no idea how it feels to have one down your throat while you have one each in your pussy and ass too!”

They went to bed then. Frank lay under the covers between them, withered by the evening’s degradations and, as always, wondering what next. But the scent of the two pussies filled the air under the covers making his balls ache even worse from desire and he had to admit to himself that he longed for the morning to come so he could taste them and would submit again to whatever his wife might demand of him.

A couple of weeks passed. At Ariana’s behest frank went to “working remotely” and no longer going to the office. That mostly meant doing household chores when he wasn’t performing cunnilingus or rimming his wife or Sophie. Ariana took to trading stock in his stead using his password and found she had a flare for it.

But after two weeks Frank’s tongue alone wasn’t enough to keep them satisfied so Ariana called in the stud’s again, this time three of them, Peter and Johnson and the third named Decker. Frank had to kneel in front of three big jutting dicks while Ariana humiliated him in the way that had become all too familiar.

“Now CF will get things started by sucking Peter’s peter, Johnson’s Johnson and Decker’s pecker!”

Everyone but Frank near expired with laughter while he knelt red-faced. He performed the fellatio for each in his turn. He found he was becoming quite skilled at it, able to cause the studs to ejaculate within two minutes or so and take their cum shots according to Ariana’s instructions, either holding just the tip in his mouth so she could watching the pulsing organs or taking it down the gullet and right into his stomach. The studs had high praise for the quality of the blowjobs and when he looked to Ariana she was beaming in her approval.

Sophie watched the preliminaries with her fingers busy in her pussy, eagerly awaiting the triple penetration. When Fran had sucked all three to full hardness she got up out her chair so Decker could take his place in it, slouching down so his cock jutted upward. She all but leapt onto him, paling herself with a deep sigh of enjoyment while offering her ass to Peter who came up behind her, took hold of her hips and drove his organ deep into her no longer virgin orifice. Johnson went behind the chair and offered his cock for her to suck while the other two went to rutting.

She took the long brown organ into her mouth and caressed it with lips and tongue until he started pressing his glans against her gullet. The fucking of her ass and pussy was driving her mad with delight, her cries of animal pleasure muzzled by the cock. And ass it pressed against her tight throat she felt waves of new pleasure that motivated her to take it down full length. She managed to open her throat and it slid in.

Then she knew the truth of Ariana’s words. It seemed there was a connection between her throat and her clit that enhanced the stimulation dramatically and hastened the string of mad orgasms that soon followed. All three cocks were ramming in and out of her with mad abandon as she let out muffled screams, waves of ecstasy surging through her. There was one final, near explosive climax just as all three studs came. She had Johnson all the way down her throat when he erupted and she reveled in the sensation of his pumping his cum, feeling the big dick pulse and throb as his massive load filled her belly.

All three cocks went limp as one. Peter stepped away and she heard Arian’s command to Frank that he go to his cleanup duties. She felt him lapping at her cunt to slurp up the creamy tide that ran down and then she felt his lips encircling her hind hole to accept what filled her rectum. She pressed down and expelled the contents into his mouth. Then she dismounted from Decker and watched in the midst of sweet afterglow while CF went to work, sucking each stud hard again so Ariana could take a turn.

Ariana stepped from her chair so Peter could take his position with his big organ poking upward. She mounted it and Johnson went behind her to take her up the ass. Decker had the honor of being sucked, soon to come in her mouth. She lost herself in the mad ecstasy and gave out soft moans of delectation as Decker expended his plenty into her eager mouth. She let it fill her until her cheeks bulged and creamy rivulets flowed from the corners of her lips. With one great gulp she took it down, then gathered the dribbles with her finger and licked it clean.

The studs disengaged and stood in a row before Frank. All three cocks hung limp. He thought the evening’s pleasures had ended until he heard Ariana’s commanding voice.

“CF! Get busy sucking! Do you think we are done? We are just getting started and we will not stop until all three of these studs are drained of every drop of cum!”

With a sigh of resignation Frank took Peter’s peter into his mouth and coaxed him hard. It took longer. It was the same with the other two, but finally all three stood erect. The triple penetrations continued until all three studs had enjoyed each of the women’s orifice and had come into them. Frank had to clean up after every round. At the last they stood side by side with dicks hanging limp. Ariana ordered frank to suck some more but even his best efforts failed to make them rise. Satisfied that they were used up, Ariana dismissed them.

Frank looked over to Ariana who slumped in the chair in a pleasant stupor. His eyes went right to the pussy he could not resist and all memory of the evening’s degradations seemed to vanish. His pent-up desire drove him to crawl over to her with tongue extended to lick. But when he came close, she fended him off gently.

“I don’t need to come any more CF. The cocks got it done for me tonight. I do have a drink for you though.”

If that was all she had to offer he was more than willing to oblige, so he encircled her with his lips where the flow would come out and guzzled down her golden vintage. When he had finished licking up the leavings from her pubes and labia, he heard a snap of fingers behind him and turned to see Sophie offering her ginger pussy as well. Ariana pushed him away.

“Well CF, it looks like Sophie has some for you too!”

He groveled across the room and quaffed what flowed from Sophie as well. Then it was bedtime and they had him crawl behind them to the bedroom. As he lay between them the scent that filled the air made the ache in his balls worsen as never before and he wondered when he might again be granted release and to what he might have to submit to earn it. But he had to admit he was pussy whipped beyond the point of no return and all that mattered was pleasing the goddess who lay beside him, snoring softly in the deep refreshing sleep of a fully satisfied woman. He wondered if he would ever be able to put her in that state by his own devices, lacking in the seemingly necessary anatomy as he was.

FIVE

Morning came and he welcomed the mistresses to the new day in the manner to which they had become accustomed. Ariana made a list of menial tasks for him to perform, mostly having to do with the cleaning of the numerous toilets. Several times he was summoned to the living room to provide cunnilingus and rimming.

For her part, Ariana was much anticipating Jan’s arrival. She dreamed of the long supple tongue Sophie had told her of while Frank was down on her doing his best with what he had. But it was clear there needed to be another tongue in the house if they were to be served to satisfaction without fail. And when they entertained she wanted to be sure no mistress went home without being sated. His tongue’s endurance was increasing at least and he could rim to satisfaction for extended periods. She wondered if there might be ways to lengthen his oral organ by way of exercise or surgery.

Some online searching revealed that both options were available. She first made an appointment with an oral surgeon she knew, a woman of like mind with her own slave husband. The doctor offered her the chance to sample the attentions of her husband, to whom she had subjected both exercise and surgery.

The appointment with him was a delight, the depth of his tongue’s penetration more than satisfactory. He could probe deep into her cavern to massage her G and plunge far into her rectum. She made immediate arrangements for Frank to undergo the regimen. But she scheduled things to begin after Jan’s arrival so they would not lack for a tongue to serve them while Frank healed from surgery.

Ariana was most pleased with herself and the life she was building. Frank’s wealth made money no object for any whim she might entertain. And Frank had endured far greater depths of degradation than her former husbands. And yet he seemed to love her more and more. The passion of his cunnilingus surprised even her at times.

It was still two weeks to Jan’s arrival, but her lust and Sophie’s just could not be satisfied by Frank’s tongue alone so she called for the three studs again on Saturday night. Frank’s performance was exemplary. He now sucked cock with passion and the skill of a practiced whore and it seemed he was beginning to like it. She decided to grant him release Sunday night.

Frank was so pent up that he produced four copious loads, shooting two each upon Ariana and Sophie’s cunts before lapping it up. It was all washed down with their piquant beverage. Ariana was beginning to feel at a loss for new ideas about how to degrade Frank. That would come later and in a way she had never dreamed possible.

Frank drove the limo when they went to pick Jan up from the airport. On the way home Ariana rode in front while Sophie and Jan had a reunion in the back seat. Even the “soundproof” partition could not fully muffle Sophie’s cries of ecstasy and Ariana grew moist and throbbing between the thighs in anticipation of the sharing Sophie had promised.

Jan was a slender, blond haired, blue eyed thing, docile and submissive as a lamb. It was clear Sophie had him under her thumb all along and now that she had embraced her dominant nature she was outright imperious with him. And he showed utter submission and obedience when ordered to serve Ariana when they got back home. What a tongue! It probed so deep into vagina and rectum. They taught him the use of the finger in the anus and the fluttering of the tongue on the clit. He was to be very busy keeping them satisfied while Frank was out of commission.

The tongue surgery consisted of cutting the little piece of skin beneath the tongue that held it back from fuller extension. Then a ring was pierced into the tip of the tongue so a weight could be attached to it. It took a week for his tongue to heal and then he could begin the exercise routine.

Frank would have to stick his tongue out and lift the weight up and down with it for extended periods and also extend his tongue and swirl it around, making the weight turn circles in the air. Then there were other exercises he could perform with the weight and ring removed while doing his chores, stretching his tongue out repeatedly as far as he could, reaching up with the tip toward his nose and also rolling it back into his mouth and down his throat.

And there were long rimming sessions to build his endurance. Ariana had two custom black leather upholstered horses made and delivered. The had knee rests along the side that allowed the mistresses to settle over them belly down in total comfort while offering their asses to the slaves. Each has a small table at the front to hold drinks or perhaps a book or tablet so they could read or shop online while enjoying the tongues of the slaves. She had them set up in the home theater so they could also watch movies.

Frank was diligent in doing his exercises and Ariana could feel his progress by way of the ever deepening rectal penetration of his tongue. It took nearly two months, but his length began to rival that of Jan’s and his tongue was utterly tireless. Jan had needed work of his own on endurance and in the end the mistresses had two accomplished rimmers who were the envy of their friends, who often dropped by unexpectedly to enjoy the special and expected hospitality.

One special added delight came from having two such long tongues in the house. Ariana and Sophie could take turns enjoying both of them at the same time, one deep in the cunt and the other up the ass. The orgasms turned them to jelly. There were frequent “girl parties” with the two long-tongued slaves on duty. No mistress went home unsatisfied. Ariana now had studs come over every Saturday night, now six at a time and Jan joined Frank in sucking the cocks while the two women reveled the in triple penetrations.

SIX

Life was good but the daily delights eventually became routine and taken for granted. Ariana and Sophie felt the need for new and exciting ways to have their pleasure and degrade their slaves.

It was during a long rimming session while Ariana and Sophie indulged in watching femdom porn videos on line that another dimension was added. Inevitably as they searched for new and more extreme videos they came across those in which mistresses strapped on big faux cocks and ravaged their slaves’ asses with them until they were reduced to sniveling emasculated wrecks. The slaves would come while being fucked and it was clear from the beginning of most of the videos that the slaves longed to take it up the ass.

The most enjoyable of the videos were those in which a virgin slave was deflowered by his mistress. There was the delight of seeing the slave’s fear and his pain from the hard deflowering thrust of the mistress. Then the pain would pass and the slave would start to like it and he would ejaculate with a pleasure that rocked his world and addicted him to the cock of his mistress forever.

Ariana considered just ordering a couple of cocks on line but wondered if there was a good place to make the purchase in person and get the benefit of the expertise of an experienced mistress. She tried a search under “sex toys near me” and discovered Madame Eva’s Femdom Emporium. There was a website that showed the emporium’s wares and also offered in person consultations. Ariana and Sophie looked at each other with eyes agleam with lust. Ariana jumped to her feet, pushing Frank backward roughly.

“Come on Sophie! Let’s take our boys cock shopping!”

At dusk they arrived at their destination. It was a warm and sultry summer evening and they wore only shorts, halter tops and sandals. The slaves were dressed minimally in t-shirts, shorts and sandals as well.

Madame Eva’s was on a street corner in an old, out of the way, stately but somewhat shabby neighborhood. Even the outside of the building hinted at the mysterious and erotic, gothic arch windows with bars, curtained in black leather.

The entry door was gothic arched as well, built of heavy oak and iron bound. It swung outward with the creak of ancient hinges and they entered, the slaves following. A scent filled the air that made the women’s pussies go wet and warm.

In the front of the store were displays and racks of black leather garments. Mannequins were dressed in leather corsets and bustiers, black lace lingerie and assorted boots and stiletto heels. Farther back was an impressive array of whips of every kind, bullwhips, singletails, snake whips, cats-o-nine tails. A mechanical hoist was mounted in the ceiling and from it a male mannequin was hung by the heels, his body striped with red welts. A few feet away stood a female mannequin in kinky attired and holding a whip and poised to deliver another searing lash.

Ariana and Sophie fondled the various whips and then made bold to each take a singletail and put a few lashes to the hanging mannequin just for fun. Then, from behind, they heard a woman’s voice, low pitched, with a sultry, imperious tone and a strong German accent.

“I could take down the mannequin and let you hang your slaves up for a few lashes if you wish. I like my customers to sample my wares before making purchases.”

They turned to look and there stood a woman who could only be Madame Eva. Tall and blond with steel blue eyes she was statuesque and regal of bearing, ageless in her beauty. She wore just a corset that left her big firm and jutting breasts and her loins exposed. Her black stiletto heeled boots came up to the comely thighs that framed her dense golden bush. He smile was warm and welcoming.

“I don’t usually appear before customers in my full regalia but when I saw you come in I knew you were of kindred spirit. How can I help you this evening?”

Ariana spoke for both of them.

“First we would like to take you up on your offer. Then we can move on to other things.”

She turned to Jan and Frank.

“Strip naked now slaves!”

Eying the whips and the mannequins fearfully the slaves nevertheless obeyed and soon stood naked except for their chastity devices. Madame Eva looked down approvingly at their caged organs. Then she lowered the mannequin and detached the spreader bar from which it hung, asking which slave should be put under the whip first. Ariana chose Frank. He hung back and Madame Eva spoke in an iron tone of command.

“Come here slave and get on your knees! Now! Your hesitation has surely earned you extra lashes!”

Ariana chuckled.

“Indeed, it has!”

Frank stepped forward, trembling visibly and knelt before Madame who cuffed his hands behind his back. She clamped his ankles into the irons on the ends of the spreader bar and went to the wall to press the button that would make the hoist raise him aloft. Ariana and Sophie stood hefting the whips, feeling a rising excitement as they saw Frank dangling upside down, helpless and at their mercy. Sophie exchanged her single tail for a long cat o’ nine. Then both mistresses shed their own clothing.

Ariana stepped up first and swung the whip hard, feeling a rush of pleasure between her thighs when he let out a cry of torment that tailed off into sniveling whimpers. She laid ten more hard lashes on him, making him break down into pathetic sobbing. Then she yielded to Sophie who swung her cat with strength, working her way around Frank, raining lashes on him until she had painted him pink and reduced him to sobbing again. They both stood back, fondling themselves between the thighs while Madame lowered Frank and released him. Then she ordered Jan to take his place. When she had him hanging she selected a pair of snake whips and made Ariana and Sophie aware of some finer points.

“The singletail and cat are fine for beginners. No finesse is required, just strength of arm and cruelty. But you will surely want to become proficient with the snake whips, though the use of them requires practice. I give lessons for a most reasonable fee. Just watch now!”

She held one of the six foot whips in each hand and whirled one of them so it was just a blur above her head and whistled through the air. Then she gave just a flick of her wrist and the whip cracked fiercely on the tender skin of Jan’s behind, making yelp and whimper. As the whip whirled she flicked her wrist a dozen times, striking unerringly, raising red welts over his back, buttocks, chest and thighs as he screamed and writhed.

Next she gave one end of the spreader a hard push, making him spin. Then she went to work with both whips, whirling them with astonishing skill, welts appearing all over his creamy hide. And with every turn she caught his balls with a lash. Her flogging of Jan made Frank’s look like tender caresses. She only ceased when he was a broken sobbing wreck. Ariana and Sophie both came from their fondling. Then she lowered and released him. He crawled to knee beside Frank. Ariana felt compelled to show her gratitude for being introduced to this new pleasure.

“Madame! Thank you so much! What do we owe you for this first lesson?”

“This one is on the house dear!”

But Madame, I insist upon some form of compensation! Frank! Jan! The two tongue treatment for Madame and make it special!”

Jan crawled before Madame and knelt, pressing his face into her bush, extending his long tongue to caress her parts while Frank crawled behind her and put his face between her cheeks, reaching out to put tongue to her anus. Madame set her feet wide apart, standing spread-legged to receive the tongues. Her eyes grew wide when both slid in to depths unexpected and she grabbed a slave’s hair in each hand and pulled them hard into crotch and crack, Frank’s tongue slithering and swirling while Jan rubbed his nose on her clit while massaging her G. The whipping had aroused her as always and climax struck soon and hard. She gave out a primal cry, as even she, one long accustomed to orgasmic ecstasy stood amazed as the waves coursed through her and her bones seemed to melt. Ariana and Sophie were quick to come to her aid, grabbing her shoulders to steady her lest she topple to the floor, holding her until afterglow passed. She shook her head to clear it.

“Amazing! It takes a lot to surprise a jaded old thing like me! Where did you find them?”

Ariana explained.

“Jan is naturally endowed but Frank was put through a rigorous regimen.”

“Well, the results speak for themselves! I hope we will become very good friends. But you mentioned ‘other things’ just before. What might that mean?”

“Well…we are in the market for some cocks to call our own. We have seen some videos of women who put the faux cock to their slaves and are quite intrigued by the possibilities. Do you have suitable merchandise?”

“Needless to say, you have come to the right place! Follow me!”

She turned to walk to the rear of the store and they followed. Farther back, along the left wall there was a display of various dildos. They stopped to peruse but Eva urged them to follow again.

“Those are just for the newbies and dabblers who wander in. I make good money off of them but you two are worthy to see the private stock I reserve for the higher class of mistresses.”

They came to a door at the rear with a sign saying, “employees only.” Eva opened it and they entered a room where an amazing array of instruments covered the walls. They were instruments of pleasure for woman, but instruments of torment and humiliation for the male. And straight ahead along the back wall was a linear display of faux cocks in graduated sizes starting with the smallest on the left. Each had a bulb for insertion into the vagina, a protuberance for stimulating the clit and a big pair of balls hanging below. The anatomical detail was stunning. Madame Eva waved her hand to invite them to peruse the merchandise. Frank and Jan were made to kneel. They gaped in trepidation at what the big mock organs implied.

“Are they both virgins Ariana?”

Ariana chuckled. “As pure as the driven snow Madame!”

“Would you mind if we uncage them ladies? The size ratios are an important factor in choosing the proper member.”

Ariana and Sophie each had the keys on chains around their necks as always. They removed the cages. Eva first looked down at Jan’s middling organ and then at Frank’s, whereupon she had to stifle her mirth. Ariana couldn’t contain herself either.

“Yes Eva. It’s pathetic is it not? We call him Cocktail Frank or CF…for short!”

Eva burst out in full-throated laughter as Frank turned crimson in humiliation for the umpteenth time.

“Well Ariana! We should have no trouble finding one bigger than his! Same with the other slave too. Not much to work with there. I’m not surprised you came looking for cocks of your own. Every marriage should have one cock worthy of the name. Now it’s customary to let the slave choose which cock will deflower him, subject to the veto of his mistress, of course!”

Ariana pointed to the wall.

“Pick one CF!”

He reached out with trembling hand, pointing to the smallest size. All three women nearly expired with glee as Ariana cried out: “Veto!”

Then Jan was told to choose and he pointed to the second smallest. Again, there were gales of laughter as Sophie called out her own veto. There was a medical examining table along the wall and Eva pointed to it.

“It’s a good idea to do an examination to determine what is truly the right size. There should be sufficient pain upon the deflowering thrust to let the slave know who is boss. But you don’t want to split them wide open either. Hop up here CF! Let’s have a look at you!”

Frank clambered up onto the table onto his hands and knees. Eva dipped her index finger in a small bowl of baby oil.

“I’ll just slip one finger in if you don’t mind Ariana. That should tell me what I need to know and I won’t stretch him.”

Ariana nodded her approval. Eva slipped her finger into Frank’s behind with an appraising look on her face. Then she finger fucked him gently with it. Frank moaned in pleasure and began to rock back and forth in rhythm with her fucking. She pulled her finger out and gave frank a slap across the ass, then told him to get down.

“Well Ariana, it seems he likes it up the ass. He should make quite a pleasing bitch boy once you get him stretched! Now Jan! Hop up here!”

Jan took the finger and seemed to like it as much as Frank. They went back to the array along the wall and made the slaves kneel while the mistresses made their selections. Eva made a suggestion, pointing to a cock of one and a half inch diameter and ten inch length.

“I think this one would be suitable for the deflowering ladies, big enough to hurt but not to split. Would you like to try one on?”

Ariana and Sophie’s replied by way of nods of the head and lustful leers. The devices fitted into clear silicone harnesses that ensured they would remain firmly seated when a mistress put her cock hard to the slave. There was a large mirror on the wall and once the cocks were installed they went to have a look at themselves. The big cocks jutted from their hairy loins looking as if they had been born with the. And they felt a dominant power suffusing them. And Madame had a surprise. She invited them to press a red jewel just above the base of the cock. A humming pulsing vibration commenced that sent thrills through their bodies. They looked to Eva in amazement.

“Yes ladies. These cocks represent the most advanced technology. And best of all, tiny sensors are imbedded in the shafts. They transmit tactile sensations to the erogenous lady parts, the clit and the G. The balls hold powerful batteries and the scrotal sacks are also sensorized. In earlier and more primitive times the woman-cock was a more inanimate thing. I lived through those times and found great delight in putting the cock to my slaves regardless. But thanks to the efforts of some brilliant women, we may now enjoy the fullness of sensations as we have our way with our slaves. Perhaps you would like to make the slaves suck your cocks? It’s a good way to get a feel for things.”

Sophie and Ariana turned from the mirror and stepped toward their kneeling slaves, eyes gleaming in anticipatory lust. The slaves had sucked the cocks of the studs so artfully and both wondered if they were to be the recipients of the same delight.

Ariana approached Frank and presented her cock to be sucked. He took it full and deep into his mouth and she was not disappointed. Every caress of his lips and tongue was transmitted to her pleasure parts as tingling waves that sent surges through her body. And then she put a hand behind his head to force the cock against his throat. Well-practiced in the art of the deepthroat he took the big thing down with ease and she felt the clutch of his gullet along her length as she worked the cock in and out. His throat was like a hot tight pussy and it dizzied her with delight. And best of all she could feel his adoration of her and sense his joy in giving her this newfound pleasure. What a dear sweet slave he was!

Her hips rolled faster and faster as she propelled herself toward orgasm. Right next to her she could hear Sophie’s high pitched panting as her pleasure escalated to crescendo. Orgasm rocked each of them near simultaneously and their knees buckled. Eva had to step between them and grab each by and arm to keep them from toppling. Both kept their cocks rammed full down the throats as they rode the waves of ecstasy that went on and on until there was full satiation, followed by a sweet stupor of afterglow.

They pulled the cocks back and out. Eva pressed the red buttons to cease the vibrations and helped them over to throne chairs that sat along the wall so they could recover. She had to express her surprise at the slaves’ skill at the fellatio.

“My ladies! You have some fine cocksuckers there. How did they come by such skills?”

Ariana told her of the studs they employed for their enjoyment and how Jan and Frank did their duty. Eva nodded approvingly.

“Well Ariana, I have not indulged in the male cock since I acquired a cock of my own, but I do recall the pleasure of it. Perhaps I should revisit that.”

“You are more than welcome any time Eva.”

“Don’t mind if I do take you up on that Ariana. But now we come to the matter of the deflowering. Some mistresses prefer that it be a private and intimate thing, just mistress and slave alone together to experience the epiphany. Others choose a public deflowering with numerous other mistresses assembled to observe the proceedings. There is always an after-party, or should I say orgy to celebrate the occasion.”

“Either way it will be a moment stamped forever in your memory. And the effect of the deflowering on the slave is also of great importance. He will come with an intensity that will utterly enslave him to the cock. And just as important, the experience for the slave is one of total emasculation along with humiliation and shame. He will know you have made him your bitch and he will have to live with it because the sight of you with your cock jutting will make him assume the position and beg for it. So which mode of deflowering will you choose?”

Sophie spoke first. She was of a more introverted nature than Ariana, though she had a powerful dominant will.

“I would like to keep it private and have a long and intimate evening of pleasure with my sweet Jan. At the very end I will take his virginity and manhood.”

Eva nodded approvingly but had a question.

“How long has it been since you granted him release?”

“Oh my! It’s been weeks! I get so wrapped up in my own pleasure I forget about that but he’s so unselfish and devoted he never complains although his balls must be aching dreadfully!”

“Well then he’s ripe to be deflowered any time you wish Sophie. The longer he has been denied release the more intense and transformative the experience will be for him. Let your cock be his means of release and reward. Now Ariana, which way would you like to go?”

Ariana was excited by the prospect of a public spectacle. She had always taken delight in Frank’s humiliation and the thought of emasculating him so totally before an audience of other women made the public deflowering impossible to pass up.

I’ll go public Eva. The only question is when.”

“Today is Tuesday. It’s kind of short notice but I think I could get a goodly number of mistresses together for Saturday night. Most mistresses will drop everything to witness a deflowering…or some other kinds of, shall we say, rituals that are held in my basement here. Speaking of that, why don’t we wrap your cocks up and go downstairs? You simply must see my chamber and meet some special people!”

The cocks came with lovely mahogany boxes. Eva packaged them up and put them aside.

Burning with curiosity and anticipation, Ariana and Sophie followed Eva down a long spiraling stairway that led deep underground. There was another heavy iron bound oak door at the bottom. Eva opened it and they entered what they could see was a large and exquisitely equipped torture chamber. The walls were festooned with an array of whips and other devices they could only guess at the use of. But it was clear that everything was meant for infliction of wanton cruelty upon the male, a delight to which they had just been introduced. And this made them lust for it all the more.

Eva gave them a brief but thorough tour. The hoist the hung from the ceiling in the center was self-explanatory. The other things were unfamiliar but intriguing. She first showed them a padded knee high bench with leather restraints attached and explained its use.

“This we call a queening bench. A naked slave is strapped down to it face up so a mistress my sit upon it and make him serve her pleasure. It is enjoyable for any mistress but most popular with mistresses of large proportion. It’s most amusing to watch one of our hefty naked sisters plop her big juicy pussy down on a slave’s face and smother him near to death with it. She could snuff the very life out of the slave and he knows his only hope is to satisfy her.”

“She straddles his head, facing his feet and presses down. The slave’s legs are left unbound. It’s so entertaining to watch how wildly he kicks and thrashes as his breath gives out. The mistress comes repeatedly as he uses his tongue in desperation to save his life. Toward the end the mistress strokes his cock as his struggles weaken and he goes limp. Just before he passes out she makes him come. Then she dismounts and lets him breathe. The look on the slave’s face when he realizes he is to live is just too precious. And the pleasure of coming under asphyxiation makes the slave eager to lay himself upon the bench the next time, even though he knows the big cunt coming down to engulf his face might be the last thing his living eyes will see. We have lost a few slaves over the years when mistresses came too hard and got lost in their afterglow.”

Ariana and Sophie stood wide-eyed and nodding, their eyes gleaming, their pussies warm and wet. Eva led them next to a waist high wooden table along the wall, also fitted with restraints.

“This ladies is the torture table. I’m sure its purpose is obvious. A slave can be strapped down to suffer cruelties, particularly to his male organs.”

There was a cabinet hanging on the wall. Eva opened it and took out an oblong wooden case about a foot square by two long. She opened it and laid out the contents upon the table piece by piece, explaining the use of each.

“Here we have a testicle vise equipped with thumb screws and spikes on the jaws. Needless to say, it is feared by all slaves and the torment it can inflict is most satisfying. This long slender stainless steel rod is for sounding, that is running it down the slave’s urethra. By itself it causes a near unbearable burning sting. When dipped in hot Chinese cooking oil… well need I go on?’

By then Ariana and Sophie stood mesmerized with eyes glazed over, fondling their cunts. Eva continued.

“This set of six alligator clips attached to this chain are primarily meant to be clamped along the tender underside of a slave’s penis. They also inflict a burning sting that doubles by the second. The most sensitive spot is right below the glans.”

“Then there is this brass pitcher which holds a red candle. There are several wicks and when they are lit a pool of very hot wax develops which can be poured onto the slave’s organs. It is most unpleasant, as you can imagine. Finally, there are these long needles for skewering of the organs. They produce the most extreme agony of all. These torture kits are available for sale, as are all the other devices and furnishings I will show you.”

Ariana’s face was a leering mask of limitless lust.

“Just one question Madame Eva. Do you deliver? Money is no object!”

“Of course, Ariana! We can create a sales order when we have finished the tour.”

She waved her hand toward a heavy wooden X shaped cross father down along the wall.

“This should be obvious ladies. A slave can be strapped to it for frontal whipping, particularly targeting the genitals. And this leather horse is for strapping a slave down to be ‘spit-roasted’, that is fucked in the ass and down the throat by two mistresses. And this wooden frame with the crossbar allows a slave to be hung in any number of cruel and vulnerable positions. It’s only limited by the imagination of the mistress. And, last but not least there is this pillory with height adjustments that allows the mistress to hold a slave helpless and at her mercy for whatever torments she might wish to mete out. But I have saved the best for last.”

Then Eva directed their attention to the rear wall of the chamber. It was covered by a floor to ceiling black leather curtain. She stepped over to the wall in the corner beside it. There was a row of eight red buttons there, two large and six smaller ones numbered one through six. Eva pushed one of the large buttons and the curtain parted in the center and was drawn back into the corners, revealing six low doors with small, barred windows and numbered one through six as well. She pressed the other large button and the doors rose to a height through which a large dog might walk. Then she barked an imperious command.

“Slaves! Come forth!”

Ariana and Sophie gaped in fascination as six naked men groveled out through the doors. Their heads were shaven except for locks at the top into which golden rings were braided. And each slave had a number tattooed on his pate corresponding to the number of the cell from which he crawled. Eva ordered them to kneel at attention and they saw that five of them had cages on their cocks but slave number 3 did not. 

“Ladies! Allow me to introduce the members of my harem! Just one slave is not sufficient for a woman of my nature. They are devoted to serving me and the adore and fear me in equal measure. I use them for my own pleasure and also rent them out to mistresses for sessions here in the chamber.”

Ariana and Sophie just stood speechless, captivated, as Eva continued.

“You will notice five of the slaves are caged but number 3 is not. That is because he is being subjected to a test of self-discipline. All of the slaves have been denied release for extended periods of time. Their balls are aching badly I assure you. But the caged ones are somewhat relieved to be so. It means they are safe from torture for the time being. Slave 3 was left uncaged with the promise of release by way of my cock if he can control himself and not masturbate for 24 hours. He first ate my pussy to put my scent in his nostrils and then was locked up. His reward for self-control is sharing my bed for a night and being fucked and made to come. Let’s see if he has thus far succeeded in containing his desire.”

Eva went behind the slave and peered into the cell. She stood back shaking her head.

“Oh my! He has sullied his bed! His longing for me got the best of him and he couldn’t keep his hand from his organ. Or perhaps he ejaculated spontaneously while dreaming of the night of ecstasy with me. That’s quite flattering but either way the consequences are the same!”

She slipped a finger into the ring braided into the slave’s hair and dragged him over to the X shaped cross.

“Ladies, would you be so kind as to help me strap him down.”

Ariana and Sophie hastened to assist her in hoisting the slave onto the backward leaning cross and strapping him firmly to it. Eva went to where the whips were hung and came back carrying a pair of snake whips and two large riding crops with triangular leather tips that held an ounce of lead shot sewn into them. She handed them each a crop.

“As you might expect ladies, the focus of punishment is on the offending organs.”

The torture kit still lay open on the table and she went to it and came back with the spiked ball vise. The slave was bug-eyed in terror as she opened the jaws and slipped his balls through them. Eva asked Ariana to pull the balls out through the jaws so they would be well exposed. Then she turned the thumb screws, clamping the balls tight as the slave writhed and sniveled. A thrill of lustful cruelty filled Ariana’s pussy as she looked at the clamped organs, so utterly vulnerable to any torture. Eva invited her and Sophie to begin.

“Go to work on him with the crops ladies. Enjoy!”

They raised their crops, Arian’s target being the slave’s balls and Sophie’s the tip of his cock. They brought the crops down hard in unison and the slave howled in abject torment. This spurred them to a flurry of a dozen whacks each that reduced the slave to a sobbing wreck. Then they both turned to look at Frank and Jan who had witnessed all. They cringed and quailed at the certainty that their mistresses were sure to subject them to everything.

They turned their attention back to the bound slave and gave him another dozen whacks each as he gave full voice to his agony. Then they looked with satisfaction at the black and blue organs. But this had been just a preliminary. Madame Eva now unlimbered her snake whips, whirling them above her head. Ariana and Sophie stood aside but close to the slave, watching gleefully as the rapid-fire lashes rained down upon the cock and balls. Eva continued long after the slave had been rendered a craven, pathetic blubbering wretch.

She ceased when satisfied he had suffered enough for the time being. His organs were all but a pulp. She gave his glans a flick with her finger, getting a yelp from him.

“Now ladies. We are not quite finished with him. Let’s make him eat pussy to try and persuade us he has learned his lesson. I invite one of you to mount the throne first.”

She pointed across the room to where a leather throne stood on a dais with three steps. Sophie and Ariana looked at each other and proposed “paper stone and scissors” to decide. Sophie won, stepped up onto the dais and took her seat in the chair with legs spread, ankles resting on the arms. Eva and Ariana unbound the slave and he slid to the floor. Eva gave him a harsh kick.

“Crawl to your mistress slave and serve her! Make her feel your penitence!”

The slave groveled in haste across the floor and up the stairs, banging knees and barking shins in his haste to bury his face in Sophie’s cunt.

Sophie felt a hot pulsing itch between her thighs as she watched him crawling and clambering. His tongue went to work on her parts with an abject desperation to please that gave her a newfound delight, a feeling of regal power as an arbiter of his fate. The first orgasm rocked her within the minute and without delay she felt the slave’s tongue in her anus, every slithering stroke a plea for mercy. She took time to savor the rimming until her clit all but screamed for attention, whereupon she tugged him up by the ring in his hair so he could turn his attentions there. The next orgasm turned her gelatinous and she slumped with her legs resting over his back until she firmed. Then she planted her feet on his shoulders and shoved him back so he tumbled down the steps and lay supine on the floor.

Sophie dismounted the chair and Ariana stepped up to take her place, stomping the unfortunate slave’s organs as she did so. When she took her seat, offering her lady parts lewd as could be she barked a command for him to serve her. He sniveled pleas for mercy as he crawled up the stairs and Ariana enjoyed delight and satisfaction on par with Sophie’s until she too kicked him back down the stairs.

The slave lay on his belly that time and she hooked her finger in his head ring and pulled him up to his knees and over to where Eva and Sophie stood waiting. Eva asked for their evaluation. They looked down at the slave who cowered with pleading in his eyes. Their expressions were stone cold and merciless and the slave wept in despair. But then the mistresses laughed and both said “mercy” in unison. He went down on his belly and showered kisses on their feet, babbling words of gratitude. Each gave him a kick in the face.

Their fires of their lust had been cooled but not extinguished and their eyes turned to Jan and Frank, who quailed and cringed, then to Eva. Ariana and Sophie each suggested their slaves could do with some time on the cross and Eva was happy to oblige. Point to the floor before them she commanded them to crawl to her and prepare to suffer.

Jan meekly submitted to being bound to the cross. A dozen strokes of the crops from Ariana and Sophie and just a minute under the snake whips made Sophie think he had suffered enough and she called a halt. Jan groveled beside her to the throne and when he went to serving her she was tender with him.

Frank was foolish enough to beg for mercy and worse, say he deserved no punishment because he had done nothing wrong, incurring Ariana’s wrath for his effrontery at questioning his mistress. While Sophie took Jan to the chair to enjoy his cunnilingus to earn her mercy Ariana and Eva strapped Frank to the cross and set upon his poor tender organs with crop and whip, his punishment being nearly as severe as Eva’s slave 3 had been.

The cruelties only ceased when Ariana became too aroused to bear it. They unbound Frank and he collapsed to the floor. Ariana grabbed his hair and pulled him up to hands and knees, then made him grovel to the throne, urged along by kicks to his balls. By then he was blubbering apologies and promises to never question her authority ever again.

His desperate oral attentions brought Ariana such wild delight that even after he had shown most abject and sincere submission and penitence she wanted more and he was strapped to the cross for another round of crop and whip. Then it was back to the throne and he finally brought her cruel heart to satisfaction.

Ariana had never dreamed she had such sadistic lust within her, but she gave in with whole heart to her enjoyment of it and could hardly wait for one of the spare rooms in her house to be converted to a torture chamber rivaling Eva’s. But Eva had one more invitation she and Sophie could not decline despite the multiple orgasms they had already enjoyed.

“Ladies, I think it’s important for a mistress to be experienced and confident when she first deflowers her slave. Slaves 1 and 4 have been used many times by myself and other mistresses. They are quite stretched and their holes take the cock a bit too loosely so the tactile stimulation the mistress should enjoy is reduced. They are ready to ‘graduate’ to a larger size cock. This is not unlike being deflowered all over again. Once more they will know the pain of the deflowering thrust. Would you like to do the honors? It will prepare you well for the moment you deflower your virgins.”

Both Ariana and Sophie had thought themselves to be sated for the day but this offer was one they could not refuse. And array of cocks hung on one of the walls and Eva went to and came back with a pair of cocks of two inch diameter and twelve inch length. She pointed to slaves 1 and 4, snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her. The slaves groveled to her feet in haste.

She handed a cock to each of them and with need for further instruction they installed them on Ariana and Sophie, who just had to stand with legs apart while they did so. Then they pressed the red buttons to make the vibrations commence. Eva chuckled wickedly.

“Now ladies, their first challenge will be to deepthroat the larger size. Enjoy!”

The slaves went immediately to oral worship of the mock organs, first licking the balls, then the cocks, the caresses of their tongues sending waves of pleasure through the lady parts. Sophie and Ariana exchanged a look of amazed delight at how submissive and obedient the slaves were and how eager and devoted to pleasing their mistresses.

The slaves took the cocks into their mouths to suck them, heads going back and forth with the glans bumping against the gullets. Their sucking made the knees of the mistresses go wobbly as their heads lolled drunkenly in the rapture. They each slipped a finger into the head rings and pulled, pressing the cock tips against their throats to command the deepthroat.

Each slave took hold of the hips of the mistresses and, with determined dedication, forced the glans against their gullets. Though they gagged and choked they persisted and suddenly the gullets gave and the big shafts slid in past them. Then they pressed forward until noses nuzzled in bushes.

The mistresses drew back so just each glans was enfolded by the lips of the slaves and then thrust forward, pulling hard on the head rings, driving the cocks in full depth again. Taking two handed grips on the rings they fucked the slaves down the craw, rolling and gyrating their hips to propel themselves to climax as the waves of delight were transmitted by the sensors. First Sophie, then Ariana rammed their cocks home one last time and came with ferocity, then went all to jelly and would have fallen to the floor if the devoted slaves had not put arms around their hips to hold them upright, cocks still driven in to the depths.

When their bodies firmed the ladies turned off the vibrators and pushed the slaves back and away, the cocks exiting the throats with loud pops that made them laugh with a wicked glee. They both expressed to Eva their amazement at how well trained and submissive the slaves were.

“Yes ladies, they are well trained indeed but it is a long and rigorous process. Every furnishing and device in the chamber is employed to put the proper fear in them but fear alone is not enough. My slaves adore me far more than they fear me and it was my cock that brought about their final surrender. Their pleasure from coming when fucked produces an addictive craving. But let’s carry on. Slaves! Assume the position!”

In a heartbeat the slaves bent over onto elbows and knees with asses raised in offering. Ariana went to her knees behind slave 1 and Sophie took 4.

Ariana took a moment to look at the orifice she was about to enter. It was slightly open from much use and it puckered rhythmically as the slave anticipated the pleasure he knew awaited him. But he trembled also in seeming fear of the pain that was to come first. She aligned the big, flared glans with his hole and could tell it was amply large to stretch him further and bring him hurt upon her entering thrust.

The cock still dripped with his slobber from the fellatio, all the lube he would get except for a dribble of spit that Eva bent down to deposit in his crack so it ran down over his orifice. Ariana added some of her own and pressed the glans against him, taking a firm grip on his hips and digging her nails in deep for purchase. Her heart hammered in anticipation as she pressed the button and the pulsing vibrations began again.

With a merciless drive of her hips, she rammed the cock home, feeling the waves of delight from the clutch of his sphincter as the cock slid in half way; but most of all from his mewling whimper as his hole was stretched so far beyond accustomed. He sniveled for mercy, only inciting her lustful cruelty and she drove hard again and again until her bush tickled his behind.

Her lust boiled over and she fucked him hard, pitiless in her pursuit of pleasure. Waves coursed through her as the sensors transmitted the clench of his orifice along the length as the cock went in and out. The slave sobbed under her ruthless rutting but soon his sobs took on a different tone, one of growing pleasure. Before long he was rocking back and forth in rhythm with her rutting and begging for it harder yet. She obliged and her thighs slapped against him fast and loud.

Next to her, she could hear the sounds of Sophie’s slave being likewise reduced to her bitch as Sophie gave out high pitched panting breaths as she neared orgasm. Almost in unison the slaves gave out quavering moans of helpless pleasure and emasculation, the sweetest sound ever to fall upon the ears of the mistresses. Orgasm struck each with seismic, bone melting force, evoking primal and triumphant shrieks as the slaves spurted their plenty onto the floor. All four bodies collapsed forward, the slaves onto their bellies, the mistresses on top of them, each giving her slave a few more hard pokes for good measure. They lay there sighing softly in afterglow.

Ariana felt it all as epiphany, the fullest blooming of her dominant nature. She stood with the big, soiled dick jutting and went to Frank who knelt nearby, pale and cowering, to flaunt it in his face.

“We have a date Saturday night CF! It will be one you will never forget! Maybe I should skip a size and take you with this one! I’ll have to consider that. But for now, you can suck it!”

She put the cock close before his face but he turned away, earning him a harsh slap across the face and a kick to his balls that made him open his mouth to yelp from the pain. She took that chance to shove the cock into his mouth. With a moan of resignation, he began to suck until the mock organ was cleansed. Then to add to his degradation he was ordered to lick the other slave’s cum from the floor.

Sophie followed suit and Ariana felt a twinge of envy at the way Jan opened wide to suck upon her command. She picked up a crop and gave Frank’s balls a few whacks as punishment for his hesitation.

Ariana and Sophie found themselves well satisfied and were ready to go home. But first Ariana placed a work order for the installation of the torture chamber and they left with Jan and Frank bearing armloads of whips and other devices of torment including two CBT kits. Eva offered an open invitation to enjoy the chamber and he slaves as thanks for Ariana’s generous purchase.

The following evening, they tied Jan down to the coffee table in the living room and Frank to the kitchen table so they could explore the use of the CBT kits. Each sat upon the face of her slave and employed the assorted devices achieving multiple orgasms as the slaves used their tongues in desperation for release from the torment.

SEVEN

Sophie chose Thursday evening for her private and intimate deflowering of Jan. To give them privacy Ariana took Eva up on her offer and went to join her in the chamber, taking Frank along.

After Jan had made her a dinner of traditional Polish dishes and cleaned up they retired to the living room which was lit only by the amber glow of the fireplace. Sophie enthroned herself nude in a recliner with Jan kneeling naked at her feet. Sophie’s cock lay upon the end table next to the chair, a portent of the evening’s climax. Jan glanced timorously at the instrument of his impending unmanning, which gave her pleasure. But she wanted to go slowly and build up to that moment. She spoke tender words to Jan, though she let there be no doubt of her firm and unquestionable dominance.

“My darling, life has been a whirlwind since you came over and I have longed for there to be a time for us to embrace and reaffirm our love. I will never forget the moment you first tasted me and how I felt your surrender and knew you were to be mine. I want to relive that moment now Jan, to begin our special evening. We will make love the way I like it, the way I know you like it too, right up until midnight when I will take your virginity and the manhood I know you are willing to surrender to me. When the clock strikes the hour I will enter you and our love will come to its fullest fruition. Now come to me sweet thing and taste me, serve me!”

She raised her knees and parted her legs wide, resting ankles on the arms of the chair. Jan first gazed rapt at the luscious ginger pussy that ruled his life. He closed his eyes and leaned forward, the first whiff of her erotic perfume taking him back to that moment that was forever stamped in his memory, when her taste and scent had first transported him. He felt her hand gentle behind his head as she pressed him forward and he extended his tongue and felt its tip enter her moist crevice. He cupped his long organ and scooped upward, gathering the rich ooze that flowed from her and swallowing. Higher up he found the piquant piss salt that clung in her pubes. Taste and scent overcame him and all awareness of anything but this holy place of worship vanished from his mind. Going lower again he probed deep within her salty cavern and found the soft mound at its roof that gave her such mad delight when he caressed it.

Sophie closed her own eyes to relive the sweet moment, that first tentative but loving caress of his tongue, his ever deepening surrender as he showered his passionate worship upon her tender parts. She recalled how she had longed for a sweet and sensitive one who would perform this selfless act after being subjected to the rude and selfish advances of typical males. She knew she had found her special one at first taste.

His tongue had been untutored then and a bit clumsy but his ardent adoration more than made up for it and she had yet to fully discover her own body and the delights it could bring her. But now his tongue was well trained and tireless and she knew herself as well so they could work together toward the goal of bringing her to ecstasy.

She had become accustomed to such ecstasy since coming to know Ariana and in her training of Jan since his arrival but this special moment felt as if it was their first time all over again. And he knew it pleased her if he went slowly, letting her arousal build, even teasing her, taking her to the edge, then backing her away, making it sweet torture through pleasure until she could bear no more and demanded satisfaction.

His tongue on her G and his nose rubbing her clit sufficed to bring the first soul shattering orgasm, sweetened by its simplicity and passion. Her mad cry echoed in the room and she melted into the chair with legs draped loosely around his neck. He knew to remain with his head pillowed on her mount awaiting her next wish.

A few minutes later she made her wish known with a gentle downward push on his head. He knew then to go down and offer obeisance and worship to her hind orifice and again both experienced it as if the first time he had abandoned all thought of self and put tongue to her most intimate and forbidden place. But now his organ was both skilled and knew no fatigue and he slithered it in deep and went to the movements he knew to please her most and which he could continue unstintingly until her body cried out again for release. And when she urged him upward again he did the triple trick with nose against clit, tongue massaging G and finger in anus bringing climax that rent the fabric of her universe.

Sated for the time being she extended the recliner’s footrest and put him to licking her feet as she basked in her enjoyment of his submission. When her desire rekindled she lowered the footrest and turned to kneel on the seat of the chair to offer herself for rimming.

Jan took just a moment to gaze upon her exquisite, flawless, shapely behind with her pinkish brown orifice at its epicenter. The ache in his balls was becoming unbearable and he knew it would only worsen when he pressed his face between those creamy, silken mounts. But his longing to feel there silken caress on his face as he pressed between them to go in deep and taste her depths overcame all.

Sophie could only close her eyes and immerse herself in the rapture he bestowed, letting time pass as it would. He found the wriggling, slithering swirling motion that pleased her most and continued tirelessly, not one movement of his tutored organ wasted. Urgency for release crept up on her with slow inevitability.

Jan was lost in his own sweet rapture, loving the profundity of this intimacy. He well knew his duty when she rolled her hips, rubbing her luscious cunt over his face to let him know she craved her climax. He had to crane his neck backward to reach for her pearl, loving how his nose was up her vagina and his face utterly engulfed in her lush wetness. He surprised her by reaching up to gently slip a thumb in where his tongue had been and rocked her world, reducing her to jelly.

She let herself topple into the chair, turning to hold him close against her firm and maple breasts until afterglow passed. She gently pushed him to his knees and reached down to knead and fondle his balls.

“Do they ache sweet slave?”

“Yes mistress! So much!”

Her voice took on a stern tone of warning: “Are you complaining slave?”

“Never mistress! I welcome my ache because I love you so much and I know my suffering gives you pleasure!”

“Well said slave. And now it’s time for you to suffer a bit more for me. Lie down on the coffee table!”

Without the slightest hesitation he laid himself supine on the table and spread out his limbs, offering them to be bound, though he trembled visibly, knowing the torment to come.

Though her tone was cold and strict within her heart was melting from his willingness to sacrifice himself for the sake of her pleasure. Feeling a merciful impulse, she offered him a safe word to use should the pain become too much to bear. And his words of decline made her struggle to hide her tears of love and joy.

“Thank you mistress but to accept that would be to put a limit on your pleasure. Please! I beg you! Follow your desire wherever it may lead and take no thought of anything but your enjoyment!”

The cruel spiked vise was first to come out of the kit. She put it on amply tight, turning the screws until he whimpered and writhed as the spikes sunk into his already aching balls. Then it was the biting clips, one after another along his tender underside starting at the base. He was as erect as his modest endowment would allow and the clips touched each other side by side as she made her way toward that most tender spot below his tip. She took her time about it, savoring his increasing torment from the biting sting of each clip, letting the torment of one rise to its peak before putting on the next.

She paused briefly before the last one, giving him slight respite before taking the tab of skin between her fingers and letting the jaws bite in, making him shuddered and squirm and cry out. Then it was the silvery sounding rod dipped into the hot oil, going in deep, putting him into a whole new realm of torment.

As she mounted his face to be pleasured she wondered if the cum that would spurt from him upon his deflowering would soothe that burn. His long loving tongue went to work with urgency to bring her to satisfaction. Such was her excitement she could have orgasmed within the minute but she chose to delay by rising from reach of his tongue every time she felt the welling up, then settling back down to continue her enjoyment of his desperate attentions. She pressed her anus over his mouth to let him know he should slide his slithering organ in deep. Never before had he rimmed her so delightfully and it sealed the deal, robbing her of any restraint and she shifted to offer him her pink pearl. The room seemed to spin and the earth rock from the ecstatic force that consumed her. She settled down over him gelatinous, her lush tissues cutting oof his breath but she was heedless until his struggles waxed frantic and she roused from her sweet stupor and rose to give him air.

Then she slowly removed the instruments, starting with the rod and then the clips. But when only the vise remained she left it in place and tightened the screw a bit, an inspiration coming to her. She would mingle his torment with delight and thus drive him mad. To achieve this, she deigned to take his cock in mouth, running lips and tongue along it, making him writhe and blubber in confusion.

She sucked him slowly, coaxing him along toward the brink, until she felt an extra hardening she knew to portend his coming and pulled away, leaving him gasping, pleasure gone, only pain remaining. She gave out a lascivious chuckle but touched his cheek tenderly.

“Jan dear, you know I can’t let you come yet. But that was fun! I think I’ll do it some more!”

Half a dozen more times she edged him until she knew his mind was gone. And she looked up at the clock to see it was just half an hour until midnight. It was time for her cock to rule. She considered leaving the vise on and taking him that way, making him shoot his load through his clamped and tortured balls but felt mercy. She wanted his deflowering to give him an unalloyed delight that would enslave him utterly to her cock. But she held that thought for later times when she might want to add some spice to things.

She removed the vise and unbound him, then stood upon the thick and luxuriant rug, ready to order him to install her cock. But then she remembered the rug and how angry Ariana might be if it were sullied with cum. Despite the many ejaculations that had occurred in the living room from the studs not one drop had ever fallen upon the rug thanks to the vigilance of the slaves. Then she remembered the yoga mat that was stored in a hallway closet and dispatched Jan to fetch it. The mat would protect the rug and give her leverage while she ravaged his virgin behind.

He returned with the mat and rolled it out on the rug. Then Sophie just pointed to where her cock lay on the end table. No words were needed. He fetched it and she stood with legs apart while he installed it’ his hands trembling a bit from his knowing what was soon to follow. He knelt before her with head bowed, awaiting her command. There was a humming sound. She had pressed the button.

That command came in the form of a snap of her fingers. He looked up and saw her pointing at the big mock organ that jutted from her, a mockery of his own modest manhood. He knew it was his duty to suck it and with mouth wide open he leaned toward her to take it in. His entire being was focused on pleasing her at this special time and he showered his oral worship upon it, licking and sucking cock and balls, feeling joy at her sighs of growing delight.

When she put a hand behind his head to press glans to gullet he knew ell how to open his throat and let the flared glans pass. She stood with hands on hips and the took hold of her swelling buttocks and pressed forward to make the cock slide home, burying his nose in her fragrant bush and lingering there for a time, dizzied by her animal scent.

Then he turned himself to performing the most ardent adoring fellatio he could devise for her, bent of bringing her to ecstasy by every art and skill he had mastered while she stood passively enjoying his devotions.

His loving mouth and the pulsing faux organ soon put her to the edge and over, a surge coursing through her that made her legs go to rubber. He threw his arms around her to hold her upright with the cock full in until she firmed and pushed him back and away.

He looked up at her and their eyes met, each knowing it was time. Her heart thrilled when he assumed the position of his own accord, going to elbows and knees on the mat, head resting on his forearms, offering himself and calling out to her.

“Take me mistress! Make me yours!”

“I will slave! And I will take you hard! No mercy until you surrender to the reign of my cock!”

She first went to the end table where the cock and its case had lain and picked up a small tube of KY to ease her entry. But she was sparing. Just a dab on his quivering orifice. She pressed the glans against there and gathered herself for the deflowering thrust, only to remember the time. She glanced at the big grandfather clock next to the fireplace and saw the second hand was just entering its final minute before the striking of midnight.

She held back, caressing his fetching buns, feeling his fear and submission by way of his trembles. As the seconds passed she gathered herself again with eyes on the clock and when the second hand hit midnight she threw her hips forward upon the first deep, clang of the chime.

It was a sharp, tearing and stretching pain Jan felt as the glans passed through his tight orifice. In his fear he had foolishly clenched. He cried out as it plunged in just past his sphincter. There was a pause and then a ruthless ramming deeper, bringing more torment. Moans and snivels and whimpers were torn from him as Sophie showed no mercy, just as she had promised.

Deeper went the cock with every driving thrust and then she began the rutting with utter abandon as he sobbed and blubbered, the pain of his aching balls eclipsed. Then it began, just the slightest twinge of pleasure as the cock went in and out of him. The pleasure grew, the pain subsided with the passing of the minutes and soon there was a hot itch he sought to scratch by rocking back and forth in rhythm with her thrusting. And the dreadful ache in his balls resumed and redoubled.

As much erect as his endowment would allow he still felt an extra hardening and knew the moment was at hand. The ache in his balls vanished, replaced by heavenly release as the contracted in surges of delight while he expended his creamy plenty onto the mat.

His shuddering moan of surrender and utter emasculation triggered in Sophie an orgasm that would set the standard for all the others to follow. There was triumphal ferocity in the otherworldly sound that was torn from her soul. The room spun and all went dark leaving only sensation of sweet fulfilment as she went limp and fell forward over Jan, who in his own wilting collapsed forward to lie prone beneath her.

Her eyes opened and with her waking she was filled with unutterable tenderness toward her adoring Jan. She rose to her feet and he to his knees. He looked down to the puddle of his ejaculate upon the mat and knew his duty to lap it up and then rise to suck the cock clean. Sophie pressed the button to cease the vibrations and he removed it from her and put it back in the case. She settled into the chair and beckoned for him to kneel and lay his head upon her hairy mount. She petted him tenderly.

“Do you feel it Jan?”

“Yes mistress!”

“And what do you feel?”

“I feel that I am yours now, more absolutely than I ever could have dreamed. There are no thoughts left in my mind other than how to be a better slave, how to better serve your pleasure and what might I do to prove how much I love you. And nothing has ever felt so good or made me so happy. I am complete now and in my proper place in the world.”

“And right now, slave Jan your proper place is on your back on the mat with your mouth open. I have to pee rather badly.”

She was ever so pleased at the immediacy of his obedience and submission. In a heartbeat he lay upon the mat with mouth open wide. She squatted with her cunt just above his maw and let go the golden cascade. The mat proved unnecessary because he took in all without spilling a drop. Then something happened that made the evening more complete than she could have dreamed. After he licked and sucked the leavings from her pussy he shifted slightly and she felt the adoring caresses of his tongue upon her anus. Then she heard the words that brought a surge of boundless joy.

“Please mistress! From here too!”

The thrill of the moment caused her to feel the movement within her. She looked down and saw him with mouth opened as wide as it could go with pleading in his eyes. This would be proof of limitless love indeed! She felt rare and unique pleasure as her offering left her body and she saw it enter Jan’s mouth. He closed his lips upon it and began to swallow inch by inch as it came from her. She could see the love and hunger in his eyes. The last of it passed his lips and he strained upward with tongue reaching to clean her. She lowered herself to get within his reach and tears came to her eyes as she felt the worshipful ministrations.

Sophie’s heart swelled and nearly burst at being loved so totally and deeply. The evening had exceeded her wildest dreams and she felt for the first time the ultimate power of her dominant will and her capacity to enthrall and enslave. Could Jan be just the beginning? Would she someday have a harem like Eva’s? She set her mind to see that the answer would be “yes.”

EIGHT

Friday morning Ariana invited Eva over for the evening to enjoy dinner and the cocks of the studs. She brought along slave number 5 to assist the other slaves in the fellatio and clean-up. After dinner they retired to the living room to chat for a while. The studs would not arrive for an hour or so.

Ariana had not noticed before that slave 5 had an X branded on each side of his head. Curious, she asked Eva the significance.

“Well Ariana, slave 5 has been a bit of a problem. He is a spontaneous ejaculator, a ‘wet dreamer’ as we call it, and has come twice though still caged. He is under final warning to control himself. He comes because he is thinking and dreaming of me. It seems to happened shortly after he does manage to contain himself for a time while uncaged and is privileged to share my bed and enjoy release by way of my cock. He has confessed that he dwells upon that heavenly night and just erupts.”

“Coming without permission is perhaps the worst offense a slave can commit. Most slaves are prevented from coming by their cages. Not so with a wet dreamer. I can’t really be angry because a slave so adores me that just thinking and dreaming of me makes him shoot off without even touching himself. Nevertheless, a third offense will be punished with severity. The slave is actually allowed to choose his punishment, either castration or sissification.”

Sophie and Arian’s eyes grew wide at this revelation and they stared at Eva, speechless, burning with curiosity. She nodded and went on.

“Castration, of course is self-explanatory and the resulting eunuch become a slave laborer in a factory or on a farm owned by a mistress. There is an auction following the procedure. The key element of sissification is severing of the penis. The slave keeps his balls but undergoes complex transformational surgical procedures. It’s hard to explain it all. You will have chance to meet sissified slaves tomorrow night when Ariana deflowers CF. Either way, slaves must be made to realize that having both a cock and balls is a privilege granted by their mistresses and not a right.”

“You have been welcomed into a world where the rule of Woman over man is absolute. I’m sure you can agree that the male is a lesser being, a creature put on earth to serve us under our divine right as ordained by the true deity, our Goddess?”

The power of the thought made their minds reel from its implications, but both Sophie and Ariana soon found themselves in full agreement and eager to pursue those implications to the fullest. A whole new world of empowerment and pleasure opened up for them from that moment on.

The doorbell rand and Jan was sent to answer. The six studs trooped into the room and shed their clothes. Eva was much entertained by how Jan and Frank sucked cock and ordered slave 5 to join in under pain of castration.

When the studs had been sucked off and re-hardened Eva was invited to be first to enjoy the triple penetration. Her mad cries of ecstasy were muffled by the big dick down her throat and the studs all came inside her at once. The cock orgy went on until the studs were used up and drained and left the house on wobbly legs. Eva was quite delighted.

“I have shunned the cock for most of my life, believing the male unworthy to enter my body. It implied submission on my part, which was intolerable. But this was a most enjoyable evening and one I would like to repeat from time to time when I get in the mood. It changes the whole picture when degradation of the male is a key component and I am the one being serviced and pleasured. Perhaps we should “disappear” those studs and keep them in cages for use when mistresses are in the mood for cock. We could put shockers on their balls to control them.”

Saturday morning found Ariana burning with lustful anticipation of Frank’s deflowering that evening. She managed to refrain from having Frank give her cunnilingus because she wanted her lust to be at its height for the occasion. And Frank had long been denied coming so she knew his ache had to be severe.

In the late afternoon Ariana, Frank, Sophie and Jan sat waiting for the limo to come and pick them up for the ride to Eva’s chamber where the deflowering would take place. Frank knelt before Ariana with head bowed, trembling.

“Are you scared CF?”

“Yes mistress!”

“Well, you should be dear. You know I have to make it hurt to show my new friends that I am the boss of you. But you know it will all end in release for you. Your balls must be aching dreadfully, are they not?”

“Yes mistress! Worse than ever!”

“Good! Then, in the end you will be grateful to me for your pleasure and relief. Oh! Here’s the car. It’s time to go!”

They were first to enter the chamber. All the furnishings had been moved aside or stored away elsewhere to make room for the proceedings. Three semicircular tiered platforms had been brought in. Thirty throne chairs were set upon them so the mistresses would have a good view and be comfortable. Ariana and Eva stood on a broad rubber mat laid out before the audience with Frank kneeling naked between them. Just behind them on a small round table was Ariana’s cock, displayed upon a small stand.

Ariana had chosen a most fetching outfit for the occasion, a leather corset that exposed her breasts and loins, black net stocking with garters and black stiletto pumps. Eva wore her own similar corset and thigh boots.

Singly or in pairs of groups the mistresses began to file in, each with a slave in tow. They were all dressed or undressed according to their whims, some animal naked, others in kinky attire of various kinds. They were a diverse lot, all ages, races shapes and sizes, some raving younger beauties, some hefty, mature, fuller figured, matronly, some plain of face. But all exuded an iron willed dominance over the slaves they brought with them.

Most led their slaves by leashes around the balls but a few of the slaves appeared for all the world to be women and their mistresses led them but clips attached to the nipples of their pert little breasts. Each had a hairy pussy. Ariana presumed some of her new sisters to be lesbians, which was fine with her. But she wondered which of the slaves might be the “sissified” ones Eva had spoken of. All the slaves except for the apparent women had cocks. Then it dawned on her what might be the case.

The mistresses filled the thrones, each with her slave kneeling before with face between her thighs and ready to serve. There was a buzz of excitement in the room. Eva clapped her hands loudly to get attention and invoke silence.

“Welcome sisters! For your entertainment this evening you will bear witness to our new friend and sister Ariana deflowering her slave. Ariana, please introduce him!”

Ariana could not resist another chance to make humiliating introduction. She pointed toward Frank’s groin to direct attention there.

“Mistresses! New friends and sisters! I would like to introduce my slave and husband Frank who I refer to as ‘Cocktail Frank’ for obvious reasons!”

The audience broke out in titters and giggles as Frank’s face turned crimson. But then:

“But most often I call him CF…for short!”

This brought howling gales of mirth and standing applause as Frank wilted in shame and humiliation. Then everyone sat and Ariana wasted no time getting down to business.

“And now, for your edification and delight I will take his virginity and his manhood…such as it is!”

She pointed to her cock and Frank hastened to grovel to the stand and fetch it, just as they had rehearsed. She had also made him practice installing it upon her so things would proceed smoothly. When she had the big dick jutting she stood sideways to the audience so they could see the cock going in and out while she throat fucked him. With a push of her finger on the red button the humming vibrations began.

Frank did her proud by taking the cock in his mouth with hunger, sucking slowly at first, making her knees weaken from his artful caresses of lip and tongue, impressing each and every watching mistress with his selfless devotion to her pleasure. Just a touch of her hand behind his head sufficed as her signal for him to take it down the throat.

Taking just the tip between his lips he leaned forward, the long shaft disappearing, his throat bulging as he pressed in to bury his face in her bush. Then she just stood with arms akimbo as he gripped her hips and began the fellatio in earnest, not just his head but his whole body going back and forth in faster cadence, cock sliding in and out, his gullet like onto a tight pussy, the embedded sensors sending waves of pleasure through clit and G.

Orgasm soon rocked her and her knees buckled. She took a fierce grip on his hair to hold herself and, ever dutiful, he wrapped his arms around her to keep her on her feet, the cock full down his throat. He worked his head in a circular motion to make her come over and over, then held her still as she slumped forward over him, limp in her afterglow. Cheers and applause filled the chamber.

It took minutes for Ariana to firm. She stood straight and drew back, the cock making a loud pop as it withdrew, bringing chuckles from the audience. The cock dripped with Frank’s slobber and she decided it was to be the only lube her would get. A snap of her fingers and a pointing to the floor sufficed as her command that he assume the position. He was on elbows and knees offering himself in a twinkling.

She went to her knees behind him and took a moment to look upon his pink virgin orifice quivering and puckering in mingled fear and longing to be taken by the mistress he so adored. She leaned over to whisper in his ear.

“Beg for it CF! Let my friends know how much you want to be my bitch!”

For what seemed like the thousandth time Frank marveled at the power of her dominance over him and how he adored her despite, or even because of her daily degradations. There was only one thing to say.

“Please mistress! Take me! Hurt me! Make me yours!”

After gathering a big wad of spit in her mouth and dribbling it down his crack until it covered his hole Ariana obliged with a ramming forward of her strong shapely hips that drove the cock deep. Frank’s scream trailed off into a sobbing whimper until he screamed again like the most pathetic bitch as she drove the cock deeper yet. Her derisive words burned in his ears.

“Squeal like a little piggy for me now CF!”

And squeal he did as she fell to fucking hard and then harder. But his squeals of pain soon morphed to squeals of growing pleasure, punctuated by whimper pleas to fucked even harder. Then he felt a pulsing and welling up in his aching tormented balls and they contracted in a rhythm, bringing blessed relief and heavenly delight as he spurted his plenty onto the mat, giving voice to his unmanning and surrender in a blubbering moan. Then there came a withering humiliation eclipsing any he had known before and he knew that any “manhood” that might have remained in him was now within the creamy puddle on the floor.

And Ariana then was triggered, her soul rending and triumphant climax tearing a ferocious snarl like that of a great predatory she-cat from her depths. Her maddest orgasms whether from cock or tongue seemed to pale by comparison and she knew the true epiphany of her dominance over Frank and all of his gender.

Her bones seemed to melt and only the cock still embedded deep in Frank held her upright. She drifted in a fog of sweet stupor but could hear the sounds of mistresses crying out in their own ecstasy under the tongues of their slaves, overcome by the excitement of another deflowering. Then, slowly firming, pulling back and withdrawing her organ she stood and put a foot on his back, pushing him down to lie on his belly while she raised her arms in triumph. Wild and whooping applause rang out.

Frank knew well enough what her next expectation would be and after she took her foot from his back he rose to hands and knees, found his mess on the floor and licked it up. Then he rose to take the soiled and bloodied cock in his mouth to clean it before removing it from her and going to put it back on its stand.

Then began the after party. Ariana watched, riveted, as naked males with limp cocks hanging over the nothingness where their balls had been entered the chamber carrying folding tables, then platters of food and bottles of wine. When all was set up the mistresses crowded up to the tables to partake. Eva led Ariana by the hand to a throne chair front and center and made Frank move another nearby to face it. Then he knelt by her side as mistresses came one by one to introduce themselves and make swap dates.

Ariana was sometimes a bit rude during the conversations because she often craned her neck to watch the “female” slaves performing cunnilingus, being led around by the tits or kneeling behind their mistresses planting adoring kisses on their behinds while the mistresses stood drinking snacking and chatting.

Eva noticed and went to speak briefly with a tall and slender dark haired mistress who owned such a slave and then brought her and her slave over to where Ariana sat.

“I see you are curious about these slaves Ariana. This slave and the others are the sissified slaves I told you about. And Dr. Helen here is the surgeon who performs the procedures. She perfected the procedure on her own slave and now provides the service. The sissification is not always a punitive measure. Sometimes a mistress just wants it to be performed on her slave.”

Ariana stared at the sissified slave, long blond hair on the head and matching pubes, with lovely full breasts and also shapely hips. She looked up at Helen.

“So, I can just have this done to Cf if I want to?”

Helen nodded.

“Of course, dear. Your slave is your property to do with as you please. Let’s go put my slave ‘Bobbi’, formally known as Robert, up on the table over there so you can examine him while I explain the procedure.”

She led Bobbi over to the table, Ariana following with Frank groveling behind her. Eva came along as well. Bobbi climbed up on the table and lay supine as Helen explained things.

“You see how closely the loins resemble the female genitalia. This transformation is done in several steps. First the penis is severed, leaving enough tissue for me to reconstruct into a suitable urine passage. Then I slit open each side of the scrotum and push the balls up into the body cavities they were in before they descended when the slave reached puberty. I sutured them in place and they remain there permanently. Finally, I modify the scrotal sack in to a close semblance of labia. As you can see the slave appears for all the world to have a pussy. Then it’s some silicone implants for breasts and I have added optional implants to form those shapely hips.”

“Best of all, because the testicles are still there the slave retains full capacity for sexual desire and, if denied orgasm the balls begin to ache. Of course, masturbation is impossible due to lack of a cock to stroke. The slave can only achieve release by way of his mistress’s cock. Bobbi here still shoots abundant loads when fucked.”

Ariana’s pulse had been escalating along with her breathing as Helen spoke. She looked back and forth from Bobbi to Frank and then at Helen.

“I want this Helen!”

Then she looked down at Frank, who was cowering, with a cruel light in her eyes..

“Do you accept this CF? It would mean so much to me! Give me your answer now, subject to my veto of course!”

All the women laughed. Frank sagged in resignation and nodded. Then Ariana had one more question for Helen.

“Doctor, when you do it may I be the one to cut his little thing off?”

“Of course, Ariana! That’s an integral part of the procedure. It’s done for the psychological impact of having the mistress sever the slave’s organ. There’s no anesthetic so the pain of the moment will be stamped in his memory. He will never forget the moment his mistress cut off his cock. Only then do we put him under for the surgery. I have Bobbi’s severed organ mounted on a little stand that sits on my mantlepiece. Maybe you should have Frank’s little thing freeze dried and wear it on a gold chain around your neck.”

NINE

Ariana could not wait. The procedure was scheduled for Monday, the best Dr. Helen could do. That left Sunday for Frank to contemplate his impending fate and for Ariana to enjoy the abject obeisances he offered as silent pleas to be spared. Her mind was made up and her heart a stone over that matter but she took special delight in his cunnilingus.

Then Sophie divulged the finale of her deflowering of Jan and suggested Ariana try it with Frank due to his highly motivated state. In his desperation he submitted to that profoundest of degradations and after his tongue had served as her toilet paper he lay looking up at her with hopeful pleading in his eyes. But she just scoffed and told him it would not suffice and he should resign himself.

On the ride to the surgery Monday morning Frank knelt at Ariana’s feet on the floor of the limo with his head bowed. Like so many times before he felt that inner turmoil and this time worst of all. Here he was on the way to having his wife cut off his cock and have him transformed into a faux female and he had to admit to himself he was too pussy whipped to do anything but submit to it. She hadn’t even threatened him with consequences of refusal. He was just too enamored to deny her anything. All he could think of was how much he yearned for the next time he could bury his face between her thighs and taste her. The opportunity was not long in coming.

Ariana taunted him mercilessly.

“Oh, just deal with it CF! What good is that little thing anyway? And look on the bright side! I won’t be able to introduce you as CF anymore because your little ‘frank’ will be gone. Remember, you will still have your balls and will be able to come when I decide to let you. You liked coming more than ever when I fucked you like a girl Saturday night, didn’t you? Now quit your pouting and come here. Eat my pussy and get me off! I’m way too excited about cutting off your cock and I need to relax. You don’t want me to have shaky hands when I make the cut do you? It has to be very precise!”

The surgery room was in circular with a gallery above so mistresses could observe the procedures Dr. Helen performed there. The gallery was full, slaves kneeling before their seated mistresses, looking down through the railing so they could witness one of the consequences that might befall them should they displease their owners.

Frank lay bound to the operating table with a ball gag in his mouth to keep him quiet and also for him to bite on when the cut was made. Dr. Helen used a Sharpie to make a mark around his little organ where the cut was to be made. She handed Ariana a scalpel.

“Make the cut right there Ariana. Pull outward on the penis. One quick stroke should be enough for such a small one. Then I’ll shoot him up with a local and put him under.”

Ariana looked down at Frank with a gleam of cruel excitement in her eyes as she took hold of his little thing and stretched it out, poising the scalpel at the mark. The orgasm she had enjoyed in the limo had done the trick. She was calm and relaxed, her hands steady.

“It’s time to say goodbye to little Frankie dear husband!”

With a quick stroke the razor sharp instrument severed the organ. Frank flinched and squirmed, his cry of pain muffled by the gag as he bit down. Dr. Helen was quick with the local and then injected the general anesthetic. The last thing Frank saw as he passed out was his mistress holding his severed “frank” between her fingers as she held it before his face. Then she watched mesmerized as Dr. Helen continued the procedure.

Ariana rented Eva’s slave 5, the wet dreamer, and took him home to serve her while Frank healed from the surgery. It would take about six weeks, perhaps more, for him to be ready.

Slave 5 served in frank’s stead in every way, cooking cleaning, giving pleasure at her command. She invited the studs over once a week and he sucked cock and did cleanup.

The slave served her with such passion she knew he found her uncommonly hot. She denied him orgasm for two weeks at a time, using her cock to give him release when it pleased her to do so. He shared her bed and would sleep every night lying crosswise to her with his head pillowed on her thighs, nose in her bush, his every indrawn breath heavy with her scent.

Then one night after the final two weeks of denial it happened. It had been a long and orgiastic evening and Ariana slept until noon. The slave was caged as always but, after he had served her orally, Ariana tossed aside the covers and found the bedsheets sullied with his cum. He had ejaculated spontaneously during the night. She grabbed him by the hair and held his face close to the incriminating stains.

“Who gave you permission to come slave?”

“It just happened mistress!”

“You know it’s forbidden! Perhaps you have some excuse?”

“You’re so beautiful mistress! And my balls were aching so! It happened in my sleep! I dreamed you were sitting on my face! Your pussy was just so…luscious!”

“That’s quite flattering slave. I can’t really be angry. But I must report this to Madame Eva and I doubt you will be spared the consequences. The rules are crystal clear.”

She called Eva to make her report and Eva immediately sent her limo to pick up Ariana and slave 5. Ariana took along the soiled bedsheet to serve as evidence. They went downstairs to the chamber. Ariana was more flattered than angry but Eva was furious. The slave cowered at her feet as she berated him.

“Men! So weak! Utterly lacking in any capacity for restraint! I am kind enough to put a cage on you to help you with your self-control and still you just shoot off and soil my friend’s bedsheets? I entrusted you with keeping my sister mistress satisfied while her own slave is out of commission and you have shamed yourself before Goddess and Woman! This is an aggravated, special circumstance offense that calls for enhanced punishment! The tribunal that will determine the fate of your organs will convene this evening. In the meantime, that punishment will be carried out beginning now! First it will be the whips while I contemplate what other torture is fitting and just!”

They removed his cage and hoisted him by the wrists with his ankles bound so just his tiptoes touched the ground and went to work on him, each with a pair of snake whips. Ariana had taken pains to practice on Frank and had developed her skills. They worked their way in a circle around him, the whips whirling and whooshing as he hopped up and down and all around in a futile effort to dodge the lashes, howling in torment.

Ariana took a frontal position and targeted his organs while Eva striped the rest of him. When he broke down into pathetic and hopeless blubbering they tossed the whips aside. It was time to mount the throne and be pleasured. Driven by terror of further whipping and false promises of mercy in exchange for exceptional orgasms the slave performed to perfection, giving each mistress complete satisfaction. But the promise of mercy only meant he would be spared further whipping and he soon found himself bound down to the torture table.

They took turns, one mistress sitting on his face and enjoying multiple orgasms while the other employed each of the instruments of torment upon his organs.

Eva deemed his offense grievous enough to warrant the use of six skewers. Ariana sat on his face, her pussy muffling his screams while Eva pierced his glans with two of the long needles, running one through sideways in each direction. Then she pinned his balls together, running a skewer sideways through both, one from each direction as well. The last two pierced through each ball from the bottom upward.

Ariana finished coming and dismounted from his face. Eva looked down at him with contempt and took hold of his cock, which, despite all was fully erect.

“Even now you have a hard-on. Well, if you like coming so much let’s see how you like coming with your balls skewered! Ariana, would you like to do the honors while I sit him? Maybe having my pussy on his face will help him get off. I’ve never tried this before and if it has a desirable effect it will become part of the punitive ordeal for any slave who earns it.”

She mounted the table and lowered her cunt onto his face while Ariana took his cock in hand and began to stroke it. His skewered balls bounced up and down, bringing agony and she wondered how he could possibly come. But, sure enough, after two minutes or so of hard jerking, she felt him stiffening more and he let out a moan of delight mingled with sobs of abject torment as creamy spurts shot up onto his belly. Eva came hard at the sound of it and pronounced the experiment a success.

They left the skewers in place, released his bonds and carried him bodily over to a padded horse on the other side of the chamber. They strapped him to it belly down, went to fetch cocks and strapped them on. Slave 5 was to be “graduated” to the next larger size before his time.

Ariana stood before his face and grabbed his hair to pull his head up, forcing the big mock organ against his lips. The foolish slave resisted and Eva gave his skewered balls a flick with her finger so he opened his mouth to cry out, giving Ariana chance to shove the cock into his mouth. Both mistresses pressed the red buttons and the humming commenced.

Ariana rammed her cock down his throat with force and Eva took him hard in the hind hole, her only mercy being a wad of her spit she let run down his crack and over his orifice to serve as a bit of lube.

They rutted until they came and switched places. The slave came again through his tortured balls during this second round. It was to be the final ejaculation of his worthless life. Two more rounds finally sated the mistresses. Eva chose to leave the skewers in place and the threw the slave into his cell to await his trial.

Eva had sent out a message to all mistresses immediately upon being informed of the slave’s infraction. They went upstairs to Eva’s living quarters to relax until it was time for the trial.

Two hours before the appointed time a crew of six eunuch slaves was brought in from the dungeon across town where they were held to set up the chamber for the proceedings. They were supervised by four strong young women who served as slave keepers. Five throne chairs were set side by side to seat the tribunal. The tiered bleachers were set up to seat the mistresses who came to witness the proceedings.

First to arrive were the three mistresses who would complete the tribunal, which included Eva as the slave’s owner and Ariana in whose presence the offense had taken place. There was Mistress Ludmilla of Russian extraction, tall and regal dark haired and imperious, black Mistress Toya, shapely, muscular with a shaven pate and a heart of stone toward any slave guilty of forbidden coming and finally Mistress Indira, a petite, brown skinned ethereal beauty from India. The three had been chosen for this privilege by a lottery.

The mistresses first stood in a huddle while Eva informed Ariana of what to expect during the proceedings, including some cruel sport that was to be made of the slave. Ariana’s eyes lit up with lewd and sadistic anticipation.

The soiled bedsheet was laid on the floor before the tribunal and slave 5 was made to kneel upon it with the incriminating stain just in front of him. His head was bowed and he moaned softly from the pain in his still skewered organs.

The mistresses began to arrive, each in some state of full or partial nudity, with a naked slave led by a leash on balls or tits. They took seats on the chairs with slaves kneeling at their feet with faces between their thighs ready to serve. Eva called the proceedings to order.

“Fellow judges, sister mistresses, we have convened to determine the fate of my slave 5 who is guilty of a third offense of ejaculating without permission. The incontrovertible evidence is on the sheet. He will be given the choice of either sissification or castration as his sentence. But this court is not without the capacity for mercy and the accused will be given one final chance to redeem himself by showing proper remorse. He will now serve the pleasure of the mistresses of the tribunal in hope of earning their mercy.”

Giving a slave whose organs were forfeit false hope of mercy was always a source of special and exquisite pleasure and this time was no exception. Each mistress received a cunnilingus from the abject and desperate slave, resulting in an orgasm second to none. Then the slave was made to kneel on the sheet again while the members of the tribunal voted. Ariana took sweet delight in the cruelty of it all, watching the slave sag in despair as one by one she and the other mistresses turned thumbs down. Then Eva stood to confront him with his choice.

“Slave! You have shown insufficient remorse and now must chose your punishment. Which will it be, sissification or castration?

The slave sobbed his answer: “Please! Cut off my balls! They hurt so much!”

The four young slave keepers had stood by in the chamber during the proceedings. The descended upon slave 5 and carried him to the table, then bound him down helpless. The table had wheels and they rolled it in front of the audience.  Ariana was thrilled when Eva told her she would be privileged to “do the honors.” She recalled the elation of severing Frank’s cock and could barely contain her excitement at the thought of severing a pair of balls. First she slowly removed the skewers. It was as painful as the insertion and the slave’s screams echoed in the chamber. Several mistresses in the audience came under the tongues of their slaves from the sweetness of the sound.

Eva prepared the slave using an elastrator. She applied two bands, leaving a wide space between them where the cut was to be made. Then she handed Ariana the curved razor sharp knife and gave her instructions.

“Make the cut close to the second band and leave some of the sack so Dr. Helen can suture him up properly. Grab the balls and pull, then cut slowly in a sawing motion so he can feel the pain of the severing and never forget the moment he became a eunuch.”

Ariana took hold of the slave’s balls and gave them a squeeze, just to hear him whimper from the pain. Then she pulled, stretching the sack well out before laying the knife close to the band and beginning the cut. Then knife went back and forth several times, the slave whimpering and blubbering, before the balls came free in her hand.

She came without touching herself from the exhilaration of it all and knew was determined that this would not be the last time she would enjoy holding a warm pair of severed balls in her hand. She held her bloody trophy before the slave’s eyes, taking delight in his sobs of despair. Dr. Helen then took charge and stitched him up.

The orgiastic after party was memorable, the mistresses being uncommonly randy from watching the proceedings and the slaves being terrorized and abject in their submission lest they be next to go under the knife.

TEN

A few days later Frank was brought home in Eva’s limo as a finished product to be presented to his mistress. Ariana enthroned herself in her favorite chair while Eva led “her” into the room by a Y shaped leash clipped to the nipples “her” fetching new tits. She made him stand before Ariana and turn around, showing off Dr. Helen’s handiwork. Sophie had put Jan away in a bedroom and sat watching.

Eva had dressed “her” up in a precious little French maid’s outfit, black stockings with garters, high heels, a brief little black dress with a skirt short enough to show “her” hairy little “pussy” and a scooped neckline that exposed the breasts. A cute little white hat completed the ensemble.

On “her” head was a short blond wig and the face was made up, red lipstick, eyeliner, false eyelashes.

Eva made Frank turn around to exhibit “herself”, tugging on the tit leash. She lifted up the back of the skirt to show the exquisite lyre shaped behind that Dr. Helen had so skillfully created. Ariana was beside herself with mirthful delight.

“My, my, my, what a sweet little slut of a maid will be doing the housework around here! And I have always worn the pants in this house so I might just as well wear the cock too. I think I’ll just call “her” Franki, ending in “I!”

Ariana had her cock lying on the end table beside her chair in anticipation of the moment. She stood and pointed to it and Franki knew well enough what to do. “She” picked it up, knelt and installed it upon “her” mistress. The Ariana ordered “her” to stand again and twirl around so she could take in the sight again. But Franki would soon serve the pleasure of “her” mistress. Ariana pointed to her big jutting cock.

“So, Franki, what does a little slut maid do when the mistress of the house is standing with her cock sticking out. Think really hard and I think the answer will come to you. When it does you will tell me!”

Franki stood with head bowed in humiliation for a minute or two. Not for the first time his mind reeled and what he had submitted to in order to please his mistress wife. But when he glanced up and beheld her beauty and felt the power of her will he knew the obvious answer:

“The maid gets down on her knees to suck the cock mistress.”

“Correct Franki! What are you waiting for?”

Franki went down and knee walked the few feet between them with mouth open wide. Ariana pressed the red button and thrilled as she felt the lips and tongue of her new suck slut caressing her organ. Franki was a well-trained suck slut to begin with but “her” transformed state made it all as exciting as the very first time. And Ariana felt smug satisfaction in how she was able to reduce her husband to this state of degradation. Never before had she felt the true heights of her dominant power and the depths of Franki’s submission.

Franki set about the duty of bringing her to orgasm with the passion to which Ariana was accustomed. It was clear “she” had wholeheartedly accepted the new lot in life. Soon the big dick slid down the gullet and the throat became a tight pussy. The blond head went back and forth as lips and tongue caressed the length of the shaft. It was the most exquisite blowjob Ariana had ever known and the orgasm that rocked her buckled her knees. The cock was rammed down Franki’s throat and “she” wrapped arms around mistress’s hips to hold her upright until afterglow passed.

The it was time for the ultimate consummation. Ariana pulled her cock out and Franki didn’t have to be told to fetch the yoga mat from where it was stashed under the couch and roll it out onto the rug. Then the slut went to elbows and knees upon it, head resting on forearms, shapely ass raised in offering.

Eva had sat watching with amusement, fondling herself, but suddenly she slapped her forehead and asked Ariana to wait.

“My Goddess Ariana I am such a scatterbrain! I brought along a present for you but I left it in the car. Just give me a minute!”

She returned with the gift, which was a cock of the next largest size.

“I knew the first thing you would want to do was put the cock to your new slut Ariana and I thought it should be like a whole new deflowering!”

“How thoughtful Eva! You are such a good friend! Now I can feel like I am taking Franki’s virginity all over. As for ‘her manhood’, that’s long gone!”

Both women laughed and Franki was made to change out the cocks.

Franki’s hidden balls were aching as never before because there had been no release during his time of healing. Dr. Helen and her nurse had Ariana’s permission to use the patient for their pleasure and both enjoyed Franki’s long and well-trained tongue regularly. Franki’s face was always smeared with their poon and their scent was strong in the nostrils. Thus, the state of aching balls that was considered proper for a slave to feel was maintained.

Now Franki knew release was soon to follow and, though the sight of Ariana’s big new cock brought fear of the pain it would inflict, as soon as the big organ was installed Franki was again on elbows and knees, offering with ass raised high and begging to be taken.

Ariana granted “her” the small mercy of a dollop of KY upon the big, flared glans and went to her knees, aligning the big dick with the puckering, trembling orifice and driving hard with her hips. The thrill of the re-deflowering thrust was even greater and the music of the “virgin” slut’s high-pitched scream at her entry even sweeter than it had been the first time.

She grabbed ahold of Franki’s shapely hips and dug her nails in deep for a good grip as she rammed her cock deeper and deeper until her bush tickled the fetching buns. Then she took Franki hard, urged on by “her” little piggy squeals that began as those of pain but soon transitioned to pleasure as “she” was stretched and became more receptive to the big dick.

Franki felt the welling up in “her” tucked away balls and knew blessed release was close at hand. The pleasure of it tore a mewling whimper of gratitude to the adored mistress. A creamy flood poured down onto the mat from the faux pussy as Ariana was triggered as well, giving out a deep chesty sigh of purest satisfaction.

Once the puddle of cum had been licked up from the mat and the cock sucked clean Franki knelt before Ariana and she had just one question for her bitch.

“What do you say Franki?”

“Thank you mistress! I love you!”

The profundity of the moment brought Ariana close to tears. The leash was still clipped to Franki’s tits and she led “her” away to wait in the master bedroom. Then she returned to the living room for a mistress to mistress conversation.

“Eva, I have never felt so fulfilled and empowered. I married Franki with every intention of total dominance but I never dreamed I could reduce a male to such a state of submission. But now that I have achieved it I am left wanting more. I will keep my Franki, of course, but I feel an overpowering urge to begin again with another. Indeed, I would love to have a harem of several sissified males.”

Sophie chimed in with her own aspirations.

“I love my Jan the way he is and would not change him physically. And his love and submission to me are without limit. But I too would love to have a harem. I feel a power like Ariana’s and long for the thrill of each stage of a slave’s descent into total submission, his first taste of my pussy and then my asshole, his learning to drink from me, suck the cocks of studs and do cleanup, then on to his deflowering and finally his showing hunger for the brown fruit of my body. I want to feel these things over and over.”

Eva nodded. “Both of you will surely know those delights over and over. The power is strong in you and any male you choose will inevitably surrender. And you have many strong sisters who will stand with you and spare no effort to assist. Our network of mistresses is powerful and pervasive and there are others like it far and wide around the planet. You have only just met a few. Our goal is the final and ultimate subjugation and enslavement of the male. We will not live to see that day but we all work toward it. Now it is time for you to think about things beyond yourselves, what you might do in furtherance of our cause.”

ELEVEN

Eva made her way home then, leaving Ariana and Sophie to ponder her words. Each felt a call to duty when thinking of the delights they had known since their cock shopping trip had led them to Eva’s emporium. What could they do to bring new mistresses into the fold and enslave more males? Then it came to Ariana. There would be outreach to find and recruit new mistress wives and, more importantly, a school for mistresses and slave husbands. Thus, the “Academy” was born.

But where to begin? How were prospective mistresses and slaves to be found and matches made? The web was the answer. Several mistresses of the network were skilled hackers. The put out feelers to find women and men of the desired inclinations. There were some women who visited femdom websites and they were hacked and received emails and texts inviting them to enjoy the pleasures that were their birthright through enslavement of the male.

And procurement of males was easy. There were so many who longed for a mistress. By hacking webcams, it was possible to find fetching you candidates who, when they opened femdom videos, got pop-ups that offered them chance to meet the mistresses of their dreams.

Thus, were they easily lured into the clutches of Ariana and Sophie. They would come to the front door of Ariana’s house and there to greet them would be either she or Sophie in exquisite femdom regalia that would bring them to their knees on the very doorstep. They submitted willingly to being confined in small cages in the multiple bedrooms of Ariana’s house. All wore chastity devices. Each bedroom had its own bathroom and the cages were backed up against the doorways with openings to allow the slaves to use the facilities to clean and groom themselves. They were inspected every morning for cleanliness.

Ariana and Sophie would parade their flesh shamelessly in regalia or stark naked to fuel their longings and make their balls ache. Their heads could fit between the bars of the cages and one or the other mistress would visit them periodically and sit on a chair with legs parted and feet resting on bars of the cage, pussies just out of the reach of their tongues, the feral perfume flooding their senses. For six weeks they were denied orgasm. Their new mistresses were to have the privilege and pleasure of first tasting. 

One such new mistress was Toya, age 20, a tall and shapely young black women with cornrowed hair. She was a law student. Ariana and Sophie invited her to the house for an evening that would change her life. When she rang the doorbell Jan was sent to answer, naked and with his cock caged. He knelt and bent low to kiss her feet, then invited her to follow as he groveled to the living room where Ariana and Sophie waited, enthroned and naked with Franki kneeling stark naked by Ariana’s side. Jan took his place kneeling next to Sophie’s chair. Sophie took her seat.

Toya was invited to undress and did so with eyes riveted upon the slaves, especially blond and blue eyed Jan, the living embodiment of her fantasies. She took a seat in a recliner. Sophie took note of her fixation on Jan.

“Toya, you seem quite taken with my Jan. Would you like him to give you pleasure? I have trained him well and his tongue is quite exceptional.”

Toya could only nod, speechless. Sophie gave Jan a gentle shove by way of command and he crawled across the floor to where Toya waited with legs parted and ankles resting on the arms of the chair. Her heart hammered in anticipation of receiving the cunnilingus, a pleasure she had longed for, dreamed of, but which had eluded her up until this moment. Her only sex partners had been selfish males who only wanted to come and run. She was left sullied and unsatisfied and had to resort to using her fingers.

The first touch of his tongue sent a thrill up her spine and she gasped in amazement at his skills. His long supple organ slithered everywhere upon her parts and not one slither failed to bring delight. She felt as if being worshipped as a goddess. His tongue went everywhere upon her parts, even fluttering briefly upon her anus. And once he had licked her everywhere she felt a plunging deep into her cavern and a caressing of her G that made her grab him by the hair and ram her clit against his nose in wordless demand for orgasm.

And her demand was met forthwith. A hard massaging of the G by the tip of the tongue and a grinding of nose on clit set her off with a consuming power she had never achieved through use of her fingers. She convulsed and quivered, letting out a primal wail before going limp in the chair.

In her haze of afterglow, she felt his lips tender upon the insides of her thighs and it served to arouse her slowly. Soon she raised her knees to offer herself better and again gasped in delighted surprise when she felt that long tongue wriggle deep in her lower orifice and up into her rectum. Amazed at this humble abasement performed fer her pleasure she grabbed his hair again and forced his face deep into her cunt, demanding he continue. And continue he did with a tirelessness that astonished her. When he found the pitch and motion that most pleased her it went on and on and all she could do was immerse herself in the rapture.

At length she heard the silent screaming for attention from her pink pearl and she tugged him upward to lick it. And as he did she felt him slip a finger in where his tongue had been and a soft finger fucking. Orgasm hit hard and sudden and she convulsed and cried out as before but then she felt a soft fluttering upon her pearl, setting off a sequence of climactic surges of which there was no counting until all went dark for a while and she lapsed into a sweet stupor.

When her eyes cleared she sat up in the chair and saw Ariana and Sophie smiling at her warmly and kindly. Jan remained on his knees before her with head bowed as if awaiting her next command. Her first reaction was a pleasant bafflement and a question directed to Ariana.

“Why are you doing this?”

“Because we are women who understand your needs and desires Toya. This is your invitation to join a network, a league if you will, of like-minded women who are devoted to the empowerment of our gender and the subjugation of the male. These are our slaves. I hope slave Jan’s attentions were satisfactory.”

Toya could only sit open-mouthed and nod. Then her eyes turned to Franki first, then back to Ariana, her expression quizzical. Ariana enlightened her.

“Ah yes Toya. This is my slave, once known as Frank but now called Franki, ending in ‘I’. Once he had a little ‘frank’ between his legs but I cut it off and then a highly skilled surgeon transformed him as you see. Isn’t ‘she’ pretty? This was done because I am his mistress and it was my will that it be done. And he submitted to it because he adores me beyond all reason. You too have the power deep within you to enslave a male to this extent and, if you wish, we will do all we can to help bring that power to the surface. But you have only scratched the surface of the pleasures that can be yours should you choose to become one of us. Do you have any questions dear?”

“Well…where will I find a slave and how will I find time to train him? I’m so busy with school and basketball.”

“We will help with all of that Toya. Please, tell us more about yourself.”

It was a long story of struggle and triumph over adversity. Toya was born into the depths of poverty but through her inborn bulldog determination she studied hard in school and played basketball, both of which were to earn her a scholarship at the best law school in the state. Her career goal was to be an advocate for women’s rights. Ariana nodded approvingly.

“Your legal acumen would be most helpful to our network Toya.”

They sat talking and drinking wine for a long time as Toya added details of her life story. But, as things progressed the talk got dirty and Toya found herself eying the slaves again. Ariana noticed.

“Toya dear, if you are feeling randy again there are two very skilled tongues here to serve you. Would you like to enjoy both of them at once? “

Toya could only nod as she fondled herself between the thighs. Ariana gave instruction.

“Just stand up with your legs apart a bit. Which tongue would you like where? They are both quite long and well trained.”

But Toya had a question first.

“How did their tongues get so long and strong?”

Ariana explained.

“Jan’s is a very fortunate genetic mutation. Franki’s is the result of a rigorous regimen of exercises.”

“Well, I would like Franki to eat my pussy. Jan can lick my hind hole!”

“Very well Toya! Slaves, to your duty!”

In a heartbeat they obeyed. Toya felt Franki’s tongue wriggling in her crevice while Jan’s gently caressed her orifice. She put a foot up on the seat of the chair to part her legs wider and provide better access for the tongues. If one tongue had been mad delight both at once surpassed all imagining. The simultaneous cunnilingus and rimming caused her knees to weaken and Sophie jumped from her chair to take hold of her shoulders and steady her as she lost herself in the enjoyment.

Multiple orgasm struck soon and hard, Franki’s tongue fluttering upon her pearl while Jan’s wriggled and slither deep in her behind. Sophie had to hold on tight as Toya wailed away in the throes of it. Then she melted and Sophie eased her down into the chair to savor her afterglow. She slumped there half-conscious for a few minutes.

Then she regained herself and sat up, looking at Sophie and Ariana with eyes filled with gratitude. But then she looked at the clock.

“Oh my! I have a big exam tomorrow afternoon and I have a lot of cramming to do. Thank you so much, but I have to go now!”

Ariana nodded.

“You are most welcome Toya. And you are more welcome to come back tomorrow night same time if you want to continue what we have begun here. There are slaves caged in the upstairs bedrooms and you may have your pick of them.”

Toya’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened.

“I’ll be back!”

The next evening Franki answered the door and ushered Toya to the living room where Ariana and Sophie waited naked. Toya undressed and first dinner was served. She fidgeted and had a hard time keeping her fingers from between her legs as she burned with curiosity and anticipation.

Then they went upstairs. There was a long hallway with three doors one each side.              

“Now Toya, each of the slaves has been denied orgasm for weeks and we have done everything we can to inflame their desire, short of having any physical contact. So, each is a ‘virgin’ so to speak. It will be your pussy they will taste first. That first taste will form and unbreakable bond, you as mistress, he as slave.”

Ariana opened the first door on the left and invited Toya to enter. Caged in the room was a dark-haired, olive skinned brown eyed young thing with the number 1 inked on his forehead.

“What do you think of this one Toya? He’s yours if you want him?”

“He’s very cute Ariana, but not what I had in mind. Wrong color.”

“Fine. Let’s have a look at number 2.”

In the next room was a young Asian male but Toya passed again, saying he too was the wrong color.

Ariana got her drift.

“I think I know which one you might like Toya. Let’s check out number 5.”

Slave number 5 was of alabaster complexion, tow headed and blue-eyed. Toya nodded.

“Just what I was looking for!”

“Excellent Toya! His name is Ben. Now we’ll go back downstairs and leave you two alone. Bring him downstairs when you are finished with him and let us know if you are satisfied with your choice.”

Ariana opened the cage door and she and Sophie left the room. Ben was on his knees, his eyes feasting on Toya’s nudity, finally focusing on the dense nappy triangle at her loins. Toya’s lust boiled over and she stepped forward into the cage, grabbed Ben by the hair and dragged him over to the bed. She sat on the edge and pulled his face close to her pussy. He strained forward with tongue extended, but she held him back for just a moment, wondering if this was all a dream. Then she released her grip and laid back onto the bed.

Never would she forget the moment of first tasting, his passionate surrender the moment his tongue slipped into her oozing crevice. The tasting was tentative at first and she could feel the trembling of his tongue as it ran upward in her slit. To her it brought shivering delight and in him it seemed to spark a ravenous hunger because when he again went low to taste again he ran his tongue deep and cupped it to gather her poon. She heard him gulp and swallow and then he was slobbering about in a clumsy was she found unpleasant.

Sitting up, she fended him off, holding him back while she gave instructions.

“Gently now slave! And more slowly! I will let you know when I want it harder. Be tender now! Let me feel your worship!”

She could tell her words were heeded as he now showered tenderness upon her parts, his tongue ever so soft upon them. Best of all was her sensing of his submission and longing to please her.

“That’s right slave! Just like that! It makes me feel so good! Don’t stop!”

She felt him probe into her cavern and felt slight disappointment at the shortness of his tongue and how it could not reach her G. But his passion and the thrill of the moment well made up for it and she immersed herself in the enjoyment of it. When he began to swirl his tongue about she gave encouragement by rolling and gyrating and as she rolled she guided him toward her apex and her waiting pearl. When his tongue touched it she grabbed his hair in a painful grip and rammed her pubis against his lips, demanding.

Long had Ben yearned for just such a goddess to reign over his life. Mesmerized at the first sight of her, the rich dark chocolate skin, the sumptuous curves of her muscular form, the full, firm jutting breasts, he had determined at that very moment to devote his entire being to serving her. When she laid back onto the bed to offer herself he felt her animal magnetism at the sight of her nappy raven mount, riven by the gash of her coal black labia, those parted slightly, revealing the hot pink within her. He was drawn forward inexorably and then her feral perfume reached his nostrils, dizzying and drunkening him. Tongue extended, he leaned in, first feeling the tickle of her bush on his cheeks, then getting that first tentative taste, the richness of her abundant poon as he scooped upward, the piquance of the piss salt that clung in her pubes and he reached the top. He felt a headlong tumbling into utterest surrender and submission.

He welcomed her instruction, now dedicated absolutely to pleasing her. He sensed she now wanted his tongue hard upon her and he ground its tip against her now receptive epicenter and enfolded the little orb between his lips to suck while he licked. Never would he forget the worshipful joy that suffused him when those lovely silken thighs clamped his head between them as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy.

Toya felt surging, supernal waves radiate outward from her tiny orb to her very extremities when Ben’s tongue found its mark. Consumed by their power her body convulsed and shuddered. Her primal shriek was heard by Ariana and Sophie downstairs and they could only smile and exchange a high five.

Then there was a feeling of melting and floating in a sweet stupor, her only awareness being of the tender and adoring kisses Ben was planting upon her mount and insides of her thighs. The epiphany of it all pervaded her and she looked forward to a future that would exceed her wildest dreams and fantasies.

When she firmed and sat up he knelt before her with head bowed and all she could see in him was a tender and adoring creature, bereft of any will of its own, a blank slate for her to write upon, soft warm clay to be molded to her liking. Reaching out toward him she put her index finger under his chin and raised his head so it was perched upon it. His blue eyes were wide and filled with adoration, seeming blind to anything but the sight of her. All she could do at first was wrap her arms around his head and draw him forward to cradle him against her lovely breasts. She felt him mold to her.

Euphoria filled her from her sense of her power and her only thought was “what next?” What new pleasure might she enjoy from him. She gently pushed him away and perched his chin on her finger again, looking deep into his eyes.

“That was lovely slave. But I will want you to do more for me!”

She reached down and took hold of his balls.

“Do they ache slave?”

“Yes mistress! So much!”

“Well slave, it may sound cruel but that makes me happy and I want your ache to continue. In my good time I promise to grant you release but that will not be soon. You must earn that release by doing things to give me pleasure like just before. What have you to say slave?”

Her heart nearly melted at his reply but she could not let on.

“I will suffer willingly for you mistress and spare no effort or sacrifice to earn that pleasure and release, though I feel undeserving of it. I feel so grateful that you honor me by making me your slave and for being the one to give you those pleasures.”

Toya had formed in her mind the next test of his love and submission and got right to the point. Taking a hold on his hair, she leaned back on the bed, parted her thighs and raised her knees to her breast.

“Look down to the very bottom slave! Do you love me enough to lick me there? It would please me and perhaps result in your release coming sooner. Most of all, it would be proof of your love and tell me that you know your place!”

He looked down at her coal black vortex as it puckered in anticipation of his tongue. With not the slightest reluctance he went down with tongue reaching out to caress it, burying his face deep in her nappy cunt. He found her in need of cleaning and went to it scrupulously, using his tongue’s tip to dislodge the flakes and granules from the seams and creases of her orifice, them probing inward to swab out what clung deeper.

When he had her spotless he turned to her pleasure, wriggling his tongue about, seeking the movement that pleased her most, loving how she rolled her hips and rubbed her heavenly cunt over his face in the midst of her enjoyment.

Toya found his tongue’s length lacking and its strength substandard, but for now his utter devotion to her pleasure would suffice. She recalled how Ariana had told her of Franki’s training regimen and was determined that Ben would be subjected to the same.

But his tongue as it was did finally bring her to the peak of arousal and she guided him upward to offer her clit. The climax was explosive, her body lurching and bucking as she gave out primal sounds. Then there was that melting again and the sweet haze of afterglow.

She lay in sweet contentment, finding herself pleasantly exhausted and ready to sleep. Standing up, she made ben pull the bedclothes back and she laid herself down and had him lie crosswise to her on the king-size bed with his head pillowed on her thighs. Sleep fell upon her soon, the most deep and refreshing sleep she had ever known, the sleep that only a well satisfied women could know.

Ben lay with her nappy bush tickling his nose and his every breathing bringing her scent. His balls ached worse than ever but the torment had a sweetness. All he could think of was morning and again serving the pleasure of this goddess to whom he had surrendered his soul. What new pleasure might she demand of him? Whatever it might be he would pour his passion into it. Sleep came in its time.

Morning came and he felt her stir and yawn and stretch. Then she took hold of his head and he let her guide him down so he lay under the covers with his face between her thighs.

Toya had two urgent needs just then, a need for cunnilingus and a need for a good piss. She knew the latter need had to be met before she could enjoy the former but was too comfy to want to get up and go to the bathroom. A solution came to her but she wondered if he loved her enough. But she had to ask and chose the soft approach.

“Ben, sweetie, I want you to lick my pussy and make me come but I have to piss too bad to enjoy it. Do you care enough to help me? I need you to drink from me so I don’t have to get out from under these nice warm covers. It would mean so much to me!”

He hesitated at first, taken somewhat aback. But, as it had all night, the scent of her now beloved pussy suffused his every breath and he had to admit to himself that nothing was too much for her to ask of him. He opened his mouth and enfolded her with his lips where he knew the flow would come from, preparing himself to endure the revulsion.

But then his mouth was filled with it, salty, sharp, pungent, but suffused with her powerful essence. He felt a craving thirst upon his first swallow and guzzled down the abundant golden vintage, never spilling a drop. Duty done, he turned to serving her pleasure, using last night’s learning to bring her promptly to climax, then going down low to lick her hind hole to ready her for another.

Toya’s heart nearly burst in her elation when she felt his loving mouth enfold her and knew he was to pass this next test of love. She let go and poured forth what had hoarded within her overnight. She could hear his eager gulping and knew he was drinking with thirst because it came from her.

Then his sweet tongue was upon her just so and orgasm struck soon and hard, bringing from her a deep and chesty sigh of sweet satisfaction. And, in the midst of afterglow she felt his adoring tongue down at her bottom, giving sweet obeisance. She emerged from her haze and relaxed to enjoy his tongue-loving, letting her arousal build as it would, certain of her impending pleasure. The second climax eclipsed the first and she lay for minutes on end, basking, tenderly tousling his hair.

When her heavenly daze passed she all but jumped from the bed, refreshed, confidant, ready for any challenge the day might bring. A chain leash with a clip on its end hung by the door and she clipped it to the cage that confined ben’s cock and led him downstairs. Sophie and Ariana were in the kitchen at breakfast, their slaves under the table kissing and licking their lady parts tenderly. They greeted Toya with warm smiles. Ariana chuckled knowingly.

“My oh my Toya! Aren’t we glowing this morning! It seems the night went well!”

“Like nothing I have ever dreamed of Ariana! He licked me everywhere and made me come like never before! And this morning he drank from me! I never imagined I could be loved so much! I’ll never forget his surrender at his first taste of me. I knew he was mine at the very moment!”

“Well, sit down and have some breakfast dear. Will you be spending the day here?”

“Oh no! I have classes all day and can’t miss a one. The courses are rigorous and if you fall behind there is no catching up!”

“Well, you go see to your education then and we will see to your slave Ben’s education. What can we do?”

“Can you get to work on his tongue? He was great with what he has because he came to adore me so but I will want more from him.”

“That will take some time Toya but we will get right to it today and work him hard. We’ll work on building his strength and endurance first. A slave’s tongue must be strong and never tire. We will also teach him the lengthening exercises.”

Toya looked down at Ben as he knelt before her.

“Slave! When I get home I expect to hear a glowing report on your progress. You will obey and spare no effort!”

Toya went upstairs to dress in the blouse and skirt she had worn. She said she would be back around 3:30. Then she left for school and Ben was led over to the rimming horses. Ariana strapped a shocker on his balls and handed Sophie the remote that would send jolts into his balls when his tongue tired. Sophie mounted up first and Ariana shoved Ben’s face between her shapely cheeks. Then she went to supervise Jan and Franki at their household chores.

Ben worked his tongue hard upon Sophie’s orifice and he could tell his efforts pleased her at first, but then he felt his tongue tiring and got his first jolt from the shocker. It was like a sharp kick to the balls and it spurred him to greater effort. He heard her sighs of enjoyment for a few minutes, but the fatigue set in again and he took another jolt.

That sufficed to motivate him for a few more minutes but the tiring returned and he could tell from the next jolt that she had turned up the power on the shocker. Summoning a supreme effort, he got her to the point of moaning in pleasure and then she rolled her hips and rubbed her cunt on his face. He sensed her meaning and craned his neck backward so he could lick her pussy and bring her to orgasm.

She came hard, with a gush of her juice that filled his mouth. He swallowed it down and then found her anus pressed against his lips again in silent command that the rimming begin again. Somehow he managed to continue pleasing her, getting just a couple more jolts before she made him bring her to orgasm again.

Ariana returned and mounted the other horse. Sophie dismounted and handed her the remote, then dragged Ben by the hair and pushed his face into Ariana’s crack. The loveliness of Ariana’s behind and her exotic scent inspired him to ever greater efforts. His tongue seemed to find a second wind and soon Ariana too was moaning in her delight and grinding her ass in his face as she lost herself in the enjoyment. But he did take another harsh jolt before she urged him to make her come.

Two hours passed as he struggled on, determined to please and accepting the punitive jolts as just punishment for his failings. He thought of Toya and how his whole being was devoted to her pleasure.

To give Ben a break they made him clean the downstairs bathroom, then it was back to the horses for another two hours. After that he vacuumed the entire first floor. Once finished with that Ariana decided he should learn some new tricks to add to Toya’s pleasure. She and Sophie each took a turn teaching him how to use his finger in the hind hole while fluttering his tongue on the clit.

Toya came back around 3:30 to find Ben on his knees in front of a recliner, holding a tall glass of red wine. She tossed the laptop she was carrying onto the couch and went to take the glass from him and gulp it down. Then she dropped into the chair, hiking up her skirt. She wore no panties. Reaching out, she grabbed Ben’s hair and pulled his face into her crotch.

Half a minute sufficed for the first orgasm to rock her. Then Ben went down to lick her bottom until her arousal peaked and she urged him upward to her clit. The tricks Ben had been taught soon had her wailing in ecstasy, orgasms coursing through her one after another, beyond counting. After one final spasm she slumped semi-conscious in the chair with ben’s head pillowed on her mount. When afterglow passed she sat up and looked to Ariana and Sophie with eyes wide and filled with surprise and gratitude. Ariana chuckled.

“We told you we would see to his education Toya! How did your education go today?”

“I had a great day! I had been struggling with my courses, distracted by my unmet…needs. I was afraid I would be even more distracted today, thinking of my sweet new slave. But instead, I was so focused and confident. I killed it in the moot court we held today. I think I know why. Knowing Ben was here waiting for me let me forget about my needs during the day because I knew when I got home I would be satisfied. I was as randy as a she-goat on the way home. I could barely drive. But all day I was cool and calm.”

Dinner was served and afterward Ariana decided to move things along more briskly. She asked Toya to sequester Ben in his cage, undress, and come back downstairs. When she did three woman-cocks were displayed on stands on the coffee table. One of them was matched to her skin tone and had a red bow wrapped around it.

Toya’s eyes widened. She was worldly enough to be aware of such mock male organs but had never dreamed she would use one. Jan and Franki knelt on the big soft rug with the yoga mat between them. She looked to Ariana who explained.

“Your enslavement of Ben will not be complete Toya until you have taken his true virginity and purged him of any vestiges of ‘manhood.’ This will be accomplished by way of your new cock. But you must be practiced and experienced in its use before you deflower Ben. To that end you will put the cock to both Jan and Franki this evening so when you deflower Ben you will be confident and ready to take him hard and without mercy. Which slave would you like to fuck first?”

Toya looked from slave to slave and her eyes focused on Franki.

“I want to fuck the sissy!”

Ariana barked a command.

“Franki! Install Mistress Toya’s new cock so she can fuck you with it!”

Toya could only stand amazed as Franki did his duty, sliding the bulb into her vagina as fastening the straps. Ariana invited her to where a full length mirror hung on the wall and she felt a surge of empowerment at the sight of herself with a big brown dick jutting from her nappy loins, looking as if she had been born with it. She undid the ribbon and they went back to where the slaves were kneeling. Ariana barked second a command.

“Be a good little bitch Franki and suck mistress Toya’s cock!”

Franki knee walked to her and reached out to press the red button. Toya gasped as the pulsing vibrations began. Then Franki opened wide and took the humming organ in mouth, licking and sucking. Toya gasped again and shuddered as she felt the waves of pleasure the caresses brought to her clit and G. Franki sucked with sluttish artistry and then took the big member full down the throat while taking her hips between “her” hands and working “her” head back and forth, making his gullet a tight little pussy. The mad excitement and surprise of it all soon made Toya feel the welling up of orgasm.

It struck with a force that buckled her knees. Ariana and Sophie took hold of her shoulders to steady her as the waves coursed through her body. When she recovered herself she looked down and saw Franki “assuming the position” on elbows and knees, ass raised high in offering. Toya looked to Ariana.

“Franki wants it bad Toya! It’s a chance to come. Franki has balls that are tucked away and they are surely aching badly. We have denied both slaves release for a good month in anticipation of an evening like this. You are the first to benefit. Look at slave Jan! You will fuck both slaves first and after you have finished Sophie and I will strap on too and we will fuck these bitches until we wring every drop of cum out of them!”

Toya looked and there was Jan with his eyes riveted upon her cock, those eyes filled with longing. Her lust boiled up and she went to her knees behind Franki, taking a moment to look at “her” hind orifice, quivering and puckering in anticipation of her cock. “She” whimpered a plea to be taken. Toya obliged, coming up behind “her” and pressing the glans against the orifice. Ariana contributed a wad of her spit down the crack and when it puddled in the orifice Toya rammed the cock in hard. In it went to nearly full depth from the thrust of her powerful glutes.

Being taken nearly dry was not unlike being deflowered all over again and Franki cried out at the pain of her intrusion. But within that cry there was also anticipation of the pleasure known to follow. The whimpers of pain soon morphed to those of pleasure and there was pleading for relief from the ache of the balls.

The pulsing vibrations had Toya in a rutting frenzy and Franki’s pleas were soon granted, cum splattering on the mat below, the quavering moan of emasculation setting Toya off in an orgasm of seismic force that tore a triumphant, predatory atavistic wail from her depths. When she finished she put a hand on Franki’s behind and gave him a shove that put “her” belly down on the mat, the cock sliding free. Toya stood, put a foot on Franki’s back and pumped her fist.

Franki knew to lick the cum from the mat and then took the soiled mock organ in his mouth to suck it clean. In the midst of the sucking Toya’s eyes fell on Jan who gazed at the cock with longing in his eyes. She felt her lust rising, amazed that it would rekindle so quickly.

She shoved Franki aside and pointed to the mat. Jan was upon it and assuming the position in a heartbeat. She ravaged and unmanned him as well. Then Ariana and Sophie joined in and hours later the slaves lay upon the mat in a heap, utterly drained and spent. And the mistresses were well relaxed and contented. Toya looked to Ariana, still in near disbelief that there could be such pleasure.

Ariana read her emotion.

“This was just a practice run Toya. Just wait until you deflower Ben. It’s an experience like no other that will consummate your enslavement of him. But you must decide if you would like a public or private deflowering. It’s all up to you.”

The next evening Toya was introduced to the pleasures of cuckolding. Eva had taken matters into her own hands regarding the studs. She had found it intolerable that such males should be running loose and free to use their cocks as they pleased. She had sent out abduction teams to bring them in and imprison them at the mistress network’s main slave dungeon in an “abandoned” warehouse down by the docks.

They were fitted with ball shockers to keep them in line and eventually resigned themselves to their cocks being used solely for the pleasure of the league of mistresses. Ariana called to order three studs for the evening and they were delivered in a van by the young slave keepers.

Toya sat and watched in lustful delight as Franki and Jan performed the preliminary fellatios. She slapped her thigh and howled in laughter as they swallowed down the big loads of cum. Ariana had dispelled her concerns about being penetrated by the cock, something Toya had vowed to herself would never happen to her again after being subjected to selfish and lustful males who satisfied themselves in a minute and left her sullied and frustrated.

“The cock brings quite exquisite delight Toya, so long as it is the mistress who is in charge and the fucking is being done her way and for her pleasure. The studs who will be arriving this evening were once free ranging males but we have since enslaved them for our exclusive use. They have been trained to use their cocks only for our pleasure. And you will find Franki and Jan’s cock sucking and cleaning up to be most amusing! Then you may enjoy three big dicks at once!”

The slaves sucked the studs back to full hardness and they turned and converged on Toya with their big organs jutting. She stood aside a one stud laid himself onto the seat of the chair with his member poking upward. She mounted him and used her hand to guide it within her, sighing in delight as her cavern was pleasingly filled. The second stud came up behind her and she felt him prodding at her orifice. Ariana slapped her forehead at her forgetfulness and quickly put a dollop of KY on the glans to ease its entry into Toya’s virgin hole. Then the stud thrusted with his hips and his glans disappeared within her as she gave out a little gasp of pain. But then she encouraged his deeper penetration by rocking backward, flinching a bit but urging him on.

The third stud went behind the chair and offered his big dick to be sucked. It was an act she had shunned but now the excitement of the moment took hold and she opened wide to accept it. She felt the rutting in her pussy and ass and it spurred her to sluttish abandon. The cock pressed against her gullet and she found a way to open her throat so it slid down deep.

She gave in to the wild delight, the cock down her throat enhancing the pleasure of the ones in her other holes. Her head went back and forth, her nose bumping the stud’s belly faster and faster and then the orgasms struck in seeming endless sequence. Her mad cries were muzzled by the big organ down her throat.

Then all three studs let out grunts of pleasure in near unison and she felt the pulsing of cocks in her holes. Just the stud’s glans was enfolded by her lips and she tasted the rich cream as it flooded her mouth. With one great gulp she took it down. The studs withdrew and helped Toya down to the floor to lie on the thick wool rug in the sweet stupor of afterglow.

Then Jan and Franki did their duty, sucking the studs back to hardness again so Ariana could have her go with the cocks. When she finished the studs were sucked hard again and Sophie took her turn. After that the studs were spent and drained. Ariana called for them to be picked up.

Toya chose a public deflowering for Ben and the mistresses assembled in Eva’s chamber. By then she was an experienced cock mistress and executed Ben’s deflowering and unmanning with cool confidence. But the taking of his virginity was the high point of her delights and was stamped in her memory forever.

Toya got her law degree and joined a firm headed by several strong mistresses. It specialized in lawsuits against abusive males, not a few of whom also found themselves in punitive enslavement as eunuch laborers once they were stripped of their wealth.

TWELVE

Ariana strode back and forth as she addressed the fifth class of six new mistresses who were matriculating to “The Academy.” They sat in throne chairs side by side in the living room, naked, eyes and ears riveted upon her.

“Ladies, welcome to The Academy. You have been selected for this privilege due to your known desire to enslave and subjugate a male. We of the league of mistresses have created this institution to assist you in your aspiration so you may come to know the pleasures and exaltation that are your birthright, but more importantly, so you may join us in the furtherance of our cause, the enslavement and subjugation of the male at large.”

“Each of you has been sent an email containing the online profiles of numerous males who we have found to be amenable to enslavement. You may peruse these and then let us know which you find most appealing. That male will be lured here so you may seduce him and put him in your thrall.”

“But in the meantime, you will be privileged to enjoy the attentions of well-trained slaves for two weeks to introduce you to your birthright pleasures and give you experience in working your will upon your chosen one. Let us now begin!”

She clapped her hands loudly three times and six naked slaves groveled into the room, including Franki, Jan, Ben and slaves 1, 4, and 6 from Eva’s harem. Each crawled to a mistress and knelt before her awaiting Ariana’s command. It was not long in coming.

“Slaves! To the cunnilingus!”

The slaves bent forward as one with tongues extended and six gasps of delight were heard as the practiced tongue went to their duties. One by one the new mistresses enjoy the first of the countless exquisite orgasms which they would become accustomed. There were to be two more each as all were treated to their first good rimming and then the finger and the flutter. If there had been any doubt in the minds of any new mistress if the Academy was to be worthwhile those doubts evaporated on the spot.

Next each mistress went to her phone to go online and choose a slave. Selections were made within half an hour. Eva was sent their profiles and they were targeted, messages sent to them promising the fulfillment of their every fantasy. Little did they know what awaited them.

Just like with Ben, the Academy’s first slave, the prospects were lured to Ariana’s doorstep to be greeted by her and Sophie in their dominatrix regalia. Without fail each surrendered and Sophie took on the duty of indoctrination.

Sophie stood before the line of six new slaves, each kneeling naked with cock caged, addressing them on the subject of their duties and expectations as slaves. Each of them had known the first tasting of his mistress.

They were in Madame Eva’s basement torture chamber. Eva stood by, dressed in black thigh high boots and a matching black leather corset that left breasts and loins exposed. And she wore a black leather mask such as a medieval torturer or executioner might have worn. She exuded cruelty and menace and the slaves cowered under the glare of her steel blue eyes. She held a pair of snake whips. Sophie was also corseted and booted but wore no mask.

“Slaves! Each of you has been chosen by a woman who is to be your mistress and you have tasted her and surrendered yourself. You will, of course, submit to her in every way and give unquestioning obedience.”

“But your duties as slaves go far beyond your mistress alone. You will be shared by her with other mistresses and expected to give pleasure to them without reservation. Every mistress has between her thighs a holy place of exquisite delight, each unique in its beauty. When a mistress presents herself to you for pleasuring you must come to appreciate that uniqueness and give oral worship with whole heart and devotion.”

“But the cunnilingus is only just the rudiments. Other acts of pleasuring will be expected of you and you will be expected to submit to degradations to please your mistress or any mistress who she might choose to share you with. Any refusal to perform these acts or submit to degradation, or even the showing of hesitation, will incur whatever punishment the mistress deems appropriate. We like to believe you will all pleasure your mistresses and submit to them out of love. But you must also fear your mistress, so you are here to witness the punishments that might be inflicted upon you should your submission prove substandard. Slave 1 will now suffer under the whips.

Eva went to door 1 and opened it. Slave 1 crawled out and meekly groveled behind her as she went to the hoist. She cuffed his hands behind him and put on the leg irons, then hooked the cable to them. Sophie pressed the button to haul him aloft. Eva stood towering over the line of slaves to address them as they quailed.

“Slave 1 has done nothing wrong recently, yet he is to be subjected to a stern whipping. You must all accept that you may yourselves be subjected to whipping and any of the other torments you are about to witness simply at the whim of your mistress if she is perhaps in a cruel mood or has had a bad day. A good sound flogging inflicted on a slave, followed by orgasms achieved through cunnilingus are well known to relieve a mistress’s stress or frustration. Now watch and be warned!”

Sophie took up her own pair of snake whips and the searing leather whirled through the air and began to fall upon unfortunate slave 1. When he was zebra-striped with welts and sobbing they lowered him and each mistress took oral pleasure while seated upon the chamber’s throne.

The demonstrations continued at the torture table. Slave 2 was bound to the torture table and suffered the clips and the sounding rod. He was replaced by slave 3 who endured the hot wax and the spiked ball vise. Poor slave 4 took four skewers, two to the cock and one to each ball. The mistresses took turns face sitting each slave while the other administered the tortures.

Slave 5 was tied to the X shaped cross and his organs were targeted by the whips. Slave 6 was bellied down over a horse and tormented with electric prods to his organs and up his ass. At the end Eva and Sophie turned to the slave with eyes alight in cruelty. The slaves bowed low, foreheads touching the floor in fearful submission and the mistresses were satisfied that they had been sufficiently terrorized. Then each of them took a turn upon the throne to receive oral pleasure from all six new slaves, whose desperation to be spared the tortures they had witnessed brought special delight.

EPILOGUE

The Academy thrived, turning out class after class of strong new mistresses who helped the network thrive as well.

Ariana and Sophie sat relaxing in their recliners with Jan and Franki licking their feet. The tenth class of new slaves had completed their training regimens and the tenth class of newly minted mistresses had been unleashed to wreak havoc upon the male world. They sat before the big screen in the home theater.

Needless to say, they felt a warm and smug pride as they clicked their way through the graduation photos of every Academy graduate, each with her slave in a posture of submission. Some just stood proud and tall with slaves kneeling at their feet. Others posed as if in the moment before the slave’s deflowering, cocks poised to ravage them into emasculated wreckage. Some slaves lay upon their bellies with their mistress’s spike heeled feet planted on their backs, the mistress’s arms raised in triumph. It went on and on.

Then they went to visiting the profiles of their graduates on the network’s dark website. Toya and the others of the first graduating class were well on their way to having harems of slaves. Some of them chose to sissify all of them.

After that they turned to watching videos of castrations and sissifications. They had personally attended each but never tired of watching the replays. Finally, they enjoyed the videos of the torture and castration of unregenerate abusive males and rapists. These had become more frequent as the power and reach of the network grew, thanks to the Academy.

It all horned them up to the point where they could bear no more. They parted their legs and snapped their fingers, then settled back with eyes closed as their dutiful slaves rose with tongues extended to begin a long evening of well-earned pleasures.
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