
        
            
                
            
        

    
A STAR IS BORN    

PART ONE   

It was a routine Tuesday evening after work at the bar and grill and Brian was there with his three male coworkers boozing it up and making raunchy guy talk. After a few stiff drinks, the burgers and fries were served and they all chowed down. It got to be seven o’clock and his pals, all married, reluctantly went home to the wives. Brian was single and would have left too but lingered when he saw three women enter the barroom, walk past him and sit down at a table in the restaurant area off to the side. He was sitting at a high small round table by the window near the door.

He lingered because he couldn’t believe his eyes. The three women were among his favorites who appeared in the femdom videos he watched obsessively when home alone. He pretended to share the male chauvinist attitudes of his pals but had a secret longing to be dominated, abused and degraded by strong and cruel women such as those who now sat just a few yards away.

There was Jane, tall, muscular, brown hair in a bun, with cold blue eyes and an arm of iron and heart of stone when wielding her dreaded single tail whip. She would start out fully clothed and commence the flogging of a “deserving” naked male who hung by the wrists or ankles, helpless and at her mercy. But gradually she would strip down to full nudity as her efforts made her break a sweat and her lust escalated. Once she had zebra striped her pathetic victim with bleeding welts and he was reduced to a sniveling wreck she would let him down, enthrone herself in a chair set off to the side and make him lick her hairy pussy until she came.

Then there was Mona, of medium height, shapely, muscular with long auburn locks and green eyes that sparkled with lustful cruelty. Brian would marvel at her strength in wielding one of her varied collections of whips and canes, her face contorted with every stroke in contempt and loathing of her hapless male victim. Often she would have a faux cock strapped on and it would bob and jiggle, a mockery of all manhood, as she applied the searing leather. When her victims were pink from shoulder to ankle she would bend them over a horse and ravage their virgin asses while they sobbed and moaned In their emasculation.

The third was Cheryl, a petite brunette with wide set dark eyes. Her artistry with the whip held Brian spellbound as he watched her in action. She could take snake whips in each hand and whirl them around, flicking each with only her wrist at just the right time to snap its tip with unerring precision, never failing to tear a scream from her slave. She had a special fondness for applying the whip to the male organs and never missed a stroke as her slave howled in abject torment.

Brian always found himself both terrified and aroused by their limitless and pitiless cruelty and their total dominance over their slaves. He fantasized about them all day long and masturbated while watching the videos of them in action. No amount of wanking was ever enough to quench the addictive longing. He wondered if he would feel such excitement and pleasure along with the pain if he was ever so lucky as to be one of their subjects or if it was all just fantasy.

He tried not to stare too obviously at them but often failed and found himself pierced by cold and menacing glares from one or the other. They had ordered bottles of wine before their meal was served and soon had need of the restroom. It was on the other side of the bar room and they had to walk by him to get there. All three wore tight black micro minis that accentuated their shapely behinds and their black stiletto knee boots made those behinds sway and wiggle as if taunting him. He stole glances as each walked by, envisioning how those lovely asses would thrust and gyrate as they were putting the strapon to their victims. Service was slow that evening and each had to make a couple of trips to the facility as they downed their wine.

It was an hour before their meals were served and they took their leisurely time eating while Brian kept ordering drinks and stealing glances, his erection bulging in his pants. He wore just thin khakis and no shorts. To his shame he felt his precum soaking through. And his balls began to ache as well from his desire. They continued to catch him glancing and their expressions showed increasing annoyance.

After another hour they paid the check and got up as if to leave. They headed toward the door, but when they came abreast of him they suddenly turned and encircled him at the table, blocking any attempt at an exit he might have tried.

Jane was directly in front of him, looming above him with cold anger in her eyes. Mona and Cheryl flanked him on each side. Jane’s lip curled in contempt as she spoke.

“So, buster, do you think we didn’t see you staring at us and ogling our asses? Do you think we would let you get away with that? We know how to deal with your kind.”

Brian cast his eyes about, looking for a way out but he was surrounded. He hoped an apology would be enough.

“I…I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean any harm or disrespect. I’ve seen all of you in online videos and I think you are all so hot. I couldn’t help myself! I’ll leave now and I promise I’ll never bother you again!”

Mona shook her head in disdain.

“You think a lame and insincere apology will spare you the punishment you have earned?”

Cheryl reached under the table and found his hard and oozing organ. She drew her hand back with a look of disgust on her face. Her fingers glistened with his precum.

“Eww! He has a hardon and he oozed right through his pants!”

She smeared her wet fingers on his face. Jane reached out and grabbed him by the front of his shirt.

“Well, that tears it! You’re coming with us! You had best go quietly if you know what’s good for you!”

Mona was closest to the door and she grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the table. Jane grabbed his other arm and turned him toward the door. People turned to look. Cheryl just told them Brian had drunk a few too many and needed a ride home.

They hustled him out the door to a big black Mercedes sedan in the parking lot. Cheryl opened the rear door and Jane and Mona shoved him roughly inside, banging his head. He laid face up on the seat. Jane went around to the other side of the car and opened the door. She hiked up her skirt and sat on his face. She wore no panties. He found himself with his nose wedged into her unwashed and smelly anus. Mona plopped herself down hard on his groin, getting a groan out of him as she ground her muscular ass on his aching balls.

Terror filled him because he knew what was coming but he also felt a mad excitement at the thought of his wildest fantasies being fulfilled. He felt the car moving and lay helpless beneath Jane’s ass. She shifted a bit so her anus was pressed to his lips and his only thought was to please her by licking it. He heard her derisive chuckle as she spoke to Mona.

“The boy’s licking my asshole. Maybe he thinks it will spare him a lash or two! Maybe it will if he gets his tongue in deep enough and licks me good and clean!”

Brian probed his tongue in as far as he could and found himself dislodging what the toilet paper hadn’t reached, feeling revulsion but also a further hardening of his erection and a growing ache in his balls from the thrill of the moment. Jane settled her weight down on his face and just sat there enjoying as he slithered his tongue in and out of her..

He couldn’t guess how long the ride was to wherever they were going, but finally he felt the car stop for a moment and he heard the sound of an overhead door opening. The car darted forward a few feet and then stopped and he heard the door closing. Jane got off his face and Cheryl helped her drag him from the car and throw him roughly onto the concrete floor. They ripped his clothes off, laid him on his belly, cuffed his hands behind him and put leg irons on him. Then Mona flipped him over with her foot and he felt a painful tightening on his ball sack as she installed a leather device that parted his balls wide and stretched his scrotum tight and shiny.

Mona clipped a chain leash to the ball stretcher and pulled hard on it while Jane and Cheryl hoisted him to his feet. He looked around to find himself in a building with walls of stark gray concrete and metal trusses overhead. There was a gray steel door in the wall nearby and Mona tugged him toward it while Jane and Cheryl urged him along with kicks and heel gouges. He shuffled along behind Mona, who yanked hard on his bulging balls to hurry him to the door.

She opened the door and several kicks from behind made him stumble and fall to the floor. He rose to his knees to find himself in what he could see was a torture chamber equipped with every manner of device and furnishing for the torment of the unfortunates who were dragged through the door by these cruel and lustful women.

Cold terror gripped his heart but there was also a mad thrill at being in the presence of three goddesses he had adored on line for years. As he knelt there the women shed their clothing except for their boots and the sight of their splendid nudity made him stiffen even harder while the ache in his balls worsened. Despite his abject terror he had to admit to himself there was no place on earth he would rather be. His fantasies were coming to fruition in a way he had never dreamed possible.

He saw Mona setting up a video camera along the wall. Above it on the wall was a wide TV screen that covered the wall from end to end. Mona clicked a remote and the screen lit up. It was divided into boxes, perhaps a hundred of them and in each was a mistress seated comfortably in a thronelike chair. Most of the mistresses were fondling themselves with leers of lustful anticipation of their faces, but a few had naked male slaves kneeling before them with their faces pressed into their cunts.

In the center of the chamber a steel hook with a clip hung from a cable attached to a mechanical hoist mounted to the ceiling. Jane and Cheryl dragged him over there and Cheryl attached the hook to his leg irons. There was a switch box on the wall that controlled the hoist. Mona stepped over to it and pressed a button. He found himself being hauled aloft by the ankles and soon he hung upside down and helpless. All three cackled cruelly and Jane informed him of the fate that lay in store for him.

“This dungeon is just one of many that are located around the world for the purposes of giving women of dominant orientation the pleasure to be had from properly trained male slaves. We three mistresses are in charge of this location and we make it our business to procure and train slaves. You will be rigorously trained to serve the pleasures of the mistresses of the local district and any who might be traveling in these parts.”

“You will be “disappeared” slave Brian, vanish from the face of the earth as if you never existed. The arms of our mistress network are long and business and government are heavily infiltrated by us. All record of you will be expunged and your financial assets will be appropriated, right down to the sale of your last stitches of clothing for nickels and dimes. You will become and perennially naked and penniless nonentity with no purpose on earth other than to serve our pleasure. I hope you enjoyed ogling our asses because this is the price you pay!”

“And you are going to become a movie star of sorts slave Brian. You will have a starring role in live podcasts that will be put out on our dark website. The videos will be exceptionally cruel and perverse and will be watched exclusively by mistresses who pay for the pleasure of watching. The mistresses you see on the screen have opted for an interactive experience and can make suggestions regarding what kind of cruelty and degradation to inflict upon you. And some mistresses will pay high fees for in person sessions with you that will also be live podcasts. Your debut will begin this very minute under our whips. This is the punishment you have earned for your rude and lustful behavior! But first we must make your introduction to our audience. Mistress Mona will do the honors.”

He heard Mona’s voice as she stood facing the camera while gripping and twisting his balls.

“Greeting sisters! Welcome to the debut of slave Brian! This worthless leching pig-male was ogling our asses in a bar this evening. We caught him at it and now he is to pay the price. This will be just the first of many videos in which he will costar with ourselves and other mistresses for your viewing pleasure. Without further ado let us begin!”

He hung trembling in terror and heard them walking over toward the wall where had seen an array of whips hung. He could only see their knees and feet when they came back and he saw whips trailing on the floor. He could tell Jane and Mona each held one but Cheryl held two.

Then the first lashes struck, searing white hot lines tracing over his chest and back. A scream was torn from him and more lashes struck seconds later and then began to fall upon him relentlessly as he howled in torment. Despite his agony he felt a longing to please these goddesses. He knew his suffering gave them pleasure and he made no effort to be brave under the whips, but rather was craven and pathetic, pleading for mercy all the while, the lashes striking harder than ever as his pleadings incited greater cruelty. The length of his body was covered from shoulders to ankles, lashes striking perilously close to his vulnerable organs but never striking them. The flogging went on until he broke down into blubbering and sobbing. The pain lessened as they ceased and he could hear the heavy breathing from their exertions. Then it was Cheryl’s turn and he came to know the true meaning of agony.

First she approached him and fondled his organs, roughly kneading his balls and pinching the sensitive tab of skin under his glans between her sharp fingernails. With a chuckle she let him know what awaited him.

“My friends spared these organs of yours during the preliminary whipping so I can subject them to my special attentions. Now you will experience the fruits of many years of rigorous practice!”

She stepped away and he heard a whooshing sound as she whirled the whips above her head. Then there was a snap and he felt blazing agony on the very tip of his cock. Mere seconds later her lashes flicked his balls with stunning accuracy and precise control, then not a second passed without the leather striking his tender parts until he was reduced to helpless blubbering. She ceased for a moment and came to inspect her handiwork, fondling and squeezing as he moaned.

“Ah! Bruised and purple already! I could splatter your organs like ripe fruit if I wanted to Brian. But then there wouldn’t be any cock and balls left for me to torture. It would be too merciful in a way. Let me finish you up and then we’ll move on to other things!”

She returned to her place and the whips whirled again. Again, she reduced him to a tormented wreck, then came back to inspect once more.

“Yes! I think that will do! Please lower him to the floor. I think it’s time to find out if his attitude has been properly adjusted!”

There was a thronelike chair along the wall set upon a platform with three steps leading up to it. Cheryl climbed the steps and settled into the chair, parting her legs and resting them on the arms. Mona lowered him to the floor but left the hook clipped on to his leg irons and kept his hands bound. She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him to his knees facing Cheryl, who was fondling her raven haired snatch and leering at him. She crooked a finger and Mona gave him a kick in the ass that made it clear what was expected.

His whole body burned from the flogging and his organs ached and throbbed, but the sight of Cheryl’s exquisite pussy and her obvious command to come to her and lick it drove all else from his mind. He had fantasized so often about just this scenario, getting a sound whipping from one of these cruel goddesses and then being made to satisfy their lust by way of the cunnilingus. It was implicit that he must serve and satisfy all three of them and hope his efforts would spare him more time under the whip.

He knee walked to the platform filled with mingled terror and longing, clambering up the steps awkwardly, barking shins and knees in his haste. When he reached the top, he stumbled forward and found himself with face buried in her luscious and fragrant cunt. His head spun as her animal perfume dizzied him and all thought vanished save for a passionate desire to please and satisfy her.

His experience in actually performing the act was scant but he lapped about in her crevice with adoring passion, wordlessly pleading for her guidance. She sensed that and took hold of his head between her hands, sighing in growing pleasure as she murmured instructions. She urged him to probe deep into her salty cavern and swirl his tongue and he was rewarded by a deepening of her sighs and a hastening of her breathing. Soon she was rolling her hips in her enjoyment, rubbing her oozing sex across his face. Then she guided him upward and he felt the turgid pea beneath his tongue. He at least knew it was time to lick it hard and bring her to orgasm so he wriggled his tongue upon it until she arched her back, shuddered, writhed and gave out an ecstatic shriek. His mouth was cupped over the spot and a salty sweet gush filled it. He swallowed with thirst as she went limp in her satisfaction, knees draped over his shoulders, savoring.

But she wasn’t finished with him and when her afterglow passed she rolled her hips again and he found his lips pressed against her nether orifice. He had so often longed to be subjected to this degrading obeisance and he put tongue to her with worshipful subservience. He could feel her delight in his attentions as she lapsed into her rapture, forcing her orifice against his tongue to urge him to probe it deeper. He wriggled it with all his might and she moaned in her enjoyment but his tongue soon tired and her pleasure waned.

He heard Cheryl hiss a command and felt two searing lashes across his back, one each from Jane and Mona, and he took it as fair warning, knowing more would follow if he could not fight the fatigue. He redoubled his efforts, failed again and took more lashes, steeled himself to go on and soon she rocked her hips to invite him up to her clit again. Half a minute under his tongue set her off and after a shattering climax she drooped in the chair, sighing softly and tousling his hair with something that felt like tenderness. He heard Mona’s voice.

“How did he do Cheryl?”

“Very nice for a beginner Mona. I think we might have judged him too harshly. His submission seemed very deep and sincere. But he does need much more training in the finer points and in the enhancements. Teach him how to use his finger when you take your turn with him.”

With that Cheryl dismounted from the chair and Mona slipped into her place, presenting Brian with her ginger haired pussy, redolent with her own unique perfume. Jane unbound his hands. Unbidden her fell to worshiping with tired but hungry tongue. His balls now ached, not from the whipping but from passionate desire. Though he feared these cruel goddesses and knew much pain, torment and degradation lay before him he resolved to be a pleasing slave and came to realize his longing for this was stamped in his genes and he had found his proper place in the world.

He used what he had learned from Cheryl’s tutelage to pleasure Mona and she added her own preferences, the licking and sucking of her protuberant labia and the scooping and swallowing of her abundant poon with his cupped tongue. Each swallow was filled with the powerful essence of woman and he felt its effect in an ever deepening desire to submit and serve.

Mona urged him to her clit and took her first orgasm with an earthy grunt of purest satisfaction, relaxed for just a moment and then offered her anus to his tongue. He took more lashes when fatigue set in but rallied and soon had her ready again. Through a grimace she ordered him to slip a finger into her hind hole while he sucked her orb. He finger fucked her gently with digit deep in her rectum and her orgasm was brutish as she gushed and gave out a feral sound like the snarl of a tigress enjoying the taste of tender prey. He swallowed down the elixir of her pleasure, feeling it suffuse him, further deepening his adoring submission.

Then it was Jane’s turn as Mona slid from the chair and she slipped into her place. Jan’s pussy had always held a special fascination for him, her bush so black and dense and luxuriant. He had often jerked himself off while lost in fantasies of nuzzling deep into it to find and lick her lady parts. Now it was pressed against his face, intoxicating, pungent with the scent of the dried sweat from her exertions during the flogging and piquant with the taste of the piss salt that clung there. It was more heavenly than his wildest imaginings to now nuzzle in for real, feeling the tickle of her bush on his cheeks as his head was buried to the ears in her cavernous cunt.

He was in heaven though the ache in his balls took a quantum jump and worshipful joy filled him as Jane’s body undulated and her breath came in gasps from the attentions of his lips and tongue. Her crevice was long and ragged from top to bottom and he pursed his lips upon her labia and sucked his way along them, thrilling as she gave out more sounds of her growing delight. He went down low and cupped his tongue, then scooped upward, gathering mouthfuls of her abundant amber poon, each mouthful heightening, not sating his hunger.

He would have continued long had Jane not pulled him to her clit with a fierce urgency, her breath coming is high pitched, tremulous pants born of deep need for release. His heart leapt when those powerful thigh muscles clenched hard upon his head as she bucked and convulsed in her throes, her mad animal cries muffled by the grip of her flesh upon his ears. He knew by then to make his mouth a receptacle for her gush and as he gulped it down he felt it deepen his surrender to willing enslavement.

By then he knew to let her savor afterglow, but when she stirred from her pleasant stupor he knew also to go down to caress her lower vortex and arouse her for her second orgasm. She raised her knees to her breast and he pressed deep between her cheeks, face buried in her moist canyon as he tongued her hole. Her soft moans, bespeaking deepest enjoyment, spurred him to resist the inevitable tiring of his tongue and no lashes were needed to push her arousal to crescendo.

She grabbed his hair to tug him upward and he reached out for her clit with eager tongue but she held him back to give some pointed instruction.

“Now slave Brian, I want your finger up my ass and after you make me come I want to feel your tongue trembling tenderly on my clit.”

She released her hold and he plunged in, finding her grape sized orb and taking it between his lips, sucking while he licked, finger nestled deep in her rectum. She was near the brink from the start and soon pitched over it, letting grow a primal wail and giving out a gush. Obedient to her instruction he kept his tongue against her grape and let it quiver ever so gently upon it, triggering a rolling sequence of orgasms as those muscular thighs held his head tight between them. One final surge of ecstasy filled his mouth again and made her go to jelly and she slumped limp in the chair as he planted adoring kisses everywhere between her thighs and over her mount.

Then, to his shock, she dug her spike heels into his shoulders and shoved him, sending him tumbling down the stairs. And, to his horror he felt himself being dragged across the floor and then upward to hang helpless again at the mercy of their whips. He heard Jane speak, not to him but to the camera by way of which the many mistresses were watching the proceedings on the dark web.

“Sisters, you have seen our new slave Brian’s performance and I’m sure you can agree he has the potential to become and exemplary slave and give years of enjoyment to all of us, either in person or on the web. But now, even though his pleasuring of all three of us was exquisite slave Brian must learn that even giving such delight does not exempt him from another whipping. We wield the whips solely for the pleasure it gives us. So please enjoy as we go to work on poor Brian once more. Do you have anything to say to us and our sister mistresses slave Brian before we begin?”

Though in terror of the pain he knew was coming Brian spoke the words that were to endear him to all mistresses even though those words would spare him no suffering and only incite their lust and cruelty.

“Mistresses I have adored you from afar and dreamed of this for years though I never dreamed it would come to pass. I had doubts of the sincerity of my longing to be a slave such as I am. But now I know the truth of it. I adore you as goddesses and if my suffering brings you pleasure I will sacrifice myself without limit.”

“Well said slave Brian! And I think I can speak for Mistresses Mona and Cheryl when I say your cunnilingus was most satisfying. Giving you another whipping will horn us up again. Then we will proceed with your deflowering!”

The whips were put to him harder if anything and when they thought he had suffered enough and each of their pussies was wet and warm and throbbing they lowered him to the floor and released him from his bonds. Jane pulled him up to his knees by the hair and Cheryl pointed to a black leather padded horse that stood along the wall Leather restraints were attached to it.

“Drag that horse over here in front of the camera slave Brian so we can strap you down to it!”

He tried to stand and walk to it but Jane shoved him back to the floor.

“Youi crawl when in the presence of your mistresses slave!”

He groveled over to the horse and managed to slide it across the floor to the spot where Cheryl pointed, positioning it perpendicular to the camera so the watching mistresses would have a side view. It had a platform for him to be laid upon belly down with knee rests on each side.

Mona barked a command while pointing to a shelf at another place along the wall. Several black leather sacks with drawstrings hung there.

“Fetch three of those bags slave and bring them here!”

He crawled over there and knee walked back carrying the bags, handing one to each mistress. His eyes widened and a chill ran up his spine when they each withdrew what the bags held. Of course, it was three of the big faux cocks he had seem them use on slaves in his favorite videos. Now it was he who was to be ravaged.

The fearsome instruments of pleasure were a foot long, thick in their diameter, with flared glans, and luridly realistic with big false balls hanging below and bulbs for insertion in the vagina at right angles to the shafts. Thin leather straps with small buckles were attached. Jane held hers before his eyes.

“Now slave! You will learn to install our cocks for us!”

All three stood with their legs slightly parted. He took Jane’s cock first and slid the bulb up into her vagina, then fumbled with the straps, hands trembling, until he had it properly installed. He went on to install the other two, heart hammering, sweating, then backed away a few feet to see the three of them standing there with the big members jutting from their hairy loins, looking as if they had been born with them, exuding their dominant power. He looked down to his own erect member, puny by comparison, and they all laughed derisively. Mona informed him of what was next.

“You must know where these cocks are going eventually slave, but first you will learn to suck them! Let’s have deepthroat blowjobs all around! Now come here!”

He knee walked to her, trembling, with eyes riveted upon the big dick. When he came within her reach she grabbed him by the hair and pulled him toward her, pressing the glans to his mouth. He noticed a black button at the base of the shaft. She pressed it and he heard a humming and felt a vibration on his lips. Then she gave him a sharp kick to the balls that made him open his mouth to yelp and she rammed the cock into his mouth.

First she made him suck it and lick it, her breathing elevating as the vibrations within her caused her lust to mount. It seemed she could feel his worshipful caresses of lips and tongue. Though frightened he felt a longing to please her and his biggest fear was of failing to satisfy. Then came what he knew was inevitable. She forced the big glans against his gullet insistently and relentlessly, thrusting with her hips. He gagged at first but somehow found a way to open his throat a bit and the big member slid in half way. Her breath was coming in high pitched pants as her lust rose and he looked up, catching her bright green eyes alight with a lecherous gleam.

She took his hair in a painful two-handed grip and drove forward with her hips. He felt the shaft slide home and found himself with his nose pressed into her tickling, fragrant bush. Then she pulled back so just the glans was between his lips and drove forward again as if testing his readiness for the throat fucking he knew was coming. The cock slid down with ease and she went to full bore rutting down his gullet, the pulsing vibrations spurring her on as she gyrated her hips, grinding her clit against the base of the shaft as she propelled herself toward climax.

Orgasm struck with violence and she rammed the cock in to its depths, giving out a ferocious and primal sound before her knees buckled from the force of it. She held his head against her to keep her feet as her gush spilled from her, trickling down her thighs and puddling on the floor between her boots.

She savored for a while and then withdrew the cock with a pop that brought wicked chuckles from all of them. Then she commanded him to lap the dribbles of her cum from between her legs and then go down to suck the puddle from the floor.

Then it was Cheryl’s turn and after that Jane’s. Each much enjoyed her fellatio and achieved orgasm in a manner like onto Mona’s. Then Mona pointed to the horse while barking a command.

“What are you waiting for slave? Climb up there onto your belly!”

He obeyed in haste and they buckled him down by wrists and ankles and across the waist so that his ass was sticking out in offering. They stood before him and played a game of paper rock and scissors to decide who would have the honor of the deflowering.

Jane won and she went behind him and out of his sight. Then he felt an appraising probing in his hole from her finger as she offered her evaluation.

“He’s a tight one. My cock is still wet with his slobber but I think I’ll give him the mercy of some lube. Otherwise, I might split him like a piece of kindling.”

Cheryl went to the shelf where the cocks were kept and picked up a squeeze bottle and tossed it to Jane. He felt a warm oily trickle down his crack and over his anus, then more finger probing.

Jane squeezed a bit of the lubing oil onto her cock and rubbed it along the length and tossed the bottle back to Cheryl. Then she pressed the big glans against his hole, dug her long sharp nails deep into his hips and poised herself for the thrust.

The mistresses who watched the proceedings on the web had a fine view of the long cock pressed against his tender portal as Jane gathered herself, knees and shoulders forward, hips drawn back, ready the thrust. Tight though he was, she planned no mercy for him other than the dollop of lube. Her powerful glutes contracted and she rammed the member home, the passage of the flared glans bringing a scream from him at the tearing agony of its entry. Half the shaft disappeared into him.

To Brian it was like being impaled by a log. And he knew deeper impalement was soon to follow. Another ramming thrust drove the log in further, and after another and another, each tearing a scream from him he felt Jane’s belly against his behind and the tickle of her bush. She leaned over him and spoke into his ear.

“I’m going to hurt you now bitch boy, to show you who is boss but then I’m going to make you like it! After we are done with you tonight you will long every minute of your life for the next time the big dick of a mistress will enter you!”

With that she drew back until just the tip was inside him, then drove it in again, this time plunging it in full length with one thrust as his hole was stretched. Then she gyrated to stretch him further and went to rutting, reducing him to whimpering and sobbing at the cruel intrusions of the big member. But then, as if satisfied with the suffering she had inflicted she went to fucking him slowly, almost tenderly and soon he felt itching, burning twinges of pleasure and found himself grinding his own hips and rocking back and forth in rhythm with her, the pleasure mounting by the moment. The ache of longing he had been feeling in his balls worsened unbearably, but soon he felt the welling up of his ejaculation. Heavenly release came with his first great spurt of cum and he let out a quavering moan of helpless surrender that seemed to trigger his mistress’s own orgasm as she gave out a ferocious and triumphant cry.

Spurt by spurt he expended himself, his balls seeming to deflate and then there was a withering shame and he came to know the depths of emasculation and the truth of Jane’s words. Indeed, he was now a bitch boy and already felt the yearning to be taken again.

And his yearning was soon satisfied. Mona and Cheryl had stood side by side in front of him, leering and fondling their big mock organs as they watched his deflowering. He felt Jane pull out of him and saw Mona walk behind him and felt her probing as she poised herself to enter him. And then Jane’s dick, bloodied and brown, was before his eyes as she grabbed his hair to pull his head up, presenting it for him to suck it clean. He tried to turn away but Mona’s hard entry into his sore behind made him open his mouth to cry out and Jane stuck her member into it and pressed the glans hard against his gullet. The deepthroat blowjobs had prepared him to accept the cock down his throat and a thrust of Jane’s strong hips drove the shaft in all the way.

Then Jane and Mona each let out a gleeful whoop and the watching mistresses were entertained by a delightful spit roast gang bang. Cheryl fetched a cat o’ nine tails and laid searing swaths over his back while he was ravaged fore and aft. Mona came hard and Cheryl handed her the cat and took her place. On it went in a round robin until all three mistresses came until they could come no more.

Slave Brian also came twice more and lay slumped over the horse. They unbound him and Cheryl gave him a sideways shove off the horse so he lay in the floor in a heap, sniveling and unmanned. Mona placed a foot on his back and dug her spiked heel in while she addressed the camera.

“Slave Brian is used up and spent for the time being ladies and his debut has come to an end. He will be made available for in person sessions only after his training is complete. As we have said, he is a promising slave but we can only guarantee your satisfaction in an in-person session if the slave is fully trained. But the training sessions will be on live podcast for everyone to enjoy.”

Jane switched off the camera. With sharp kicks and heel gouges they urged Brian onto his hands and knees and made him grovel across the chamber to a door in the wall. It led to a short corridor with five doors along each side. The doors were of steel with small, barred windows near the top and slots at the bottom to allow trays of food to be shoved under to the occupants of the cells.

More kicks propelled him to the last door on the right. Mona opened it and he looked inside. It was perhaps six feet by eight. There was a thin foam mattress on the floor with a meager blanket. In the opposite corner, set into the wall was a fiberglass module, a combined shower stall toilet and lavatory. There was a bar of soap, a plastic razor, a cordless trimmer, toothbrush and toothpaste on a shelf within. Jane gave instruction.

“Get some sleep slave Brian. You are going to need it. Bright and early tomorrow and alarm will sound and you will clean and groom yourself to prepare for your day of training. Breakfast will be slid in under the door. When you have eaten and groomed yourself you will kneel before the door and wait. As you can see you are but one of ten slaves who are held in this location for the pleasure of the mistresses. You have seen the main chamber of this facility but there are several other smaller pleasure chambers that mistresses rent for in person sessions. Thirty days of rigorous training lie ahead for you before you are made available for rent. Now good night. And take some time to contemplate whether or not the pleasure of ogling our asses was worth the consequences!”

She slammed the door and it clanged shut with a finality the sent a shiver up his spine. Stinging from shoulders to ankles from the cruel whips, asshole sore from the rape, balls bruised and aching he flung himself down on the mattress on his belly and lay sobbing in the dark. But his tears were only half from the pain. The remainder were tears of joy at longing fulfilled. Though he dreaded the morning and the pain and degradations he knew were to come he had to admit to himself there was nowhere he would rather be. Resolving to be the most pleasing slave his three mistresses had ever known he drifted off into exhausted sleep.

PART TWO

A harsh buzzer woke him from sleep filled with nightmares of their cruelty, but also heavenly fantasies of serving and worshipping their pussies. He heard a scraping sound and looked to the base of the door and saw a tray with two stainless steel bowls on it, one filled with water and the other with what looked like kibble, dry dog food. His breakfast was served.

Cotton-mouthed from thirst and famished he resigned himself to the humiliation of eating and drinking like a dog. Then he shoved the tray part way back under the door and went to clean and groom himself to prepare for the day. First he used the trimmer to take off most of his hair, leaving a lock at the top as instructed, wondering at its purpose. Then he showered and shaved his face and head smooth as a baby’s bottom. When finished he obediently went to kneel at the door of the cell.

Soon he heard the click of bootheels on the hard tiled floor and clanging of the cell doors as they were opened. Harsh, unfamiliar female voices barked out commands and he heard the sound of leather striking flesh and cries of pain as the other slaves were rousted from their cells. Then there was the soft thud of knees on the floor and more lashes and yelps of pain as the slaves groveled from the cell block.

There was silence for a while. Then the door opened and there stood his three mistresses, naked but for their boots and leering down at him with lustful anticipation, each holding a riding crop. To his shame his cock rose to full erection. The eyes of all three showed contempt and disgust and Mona gave him a sharp whack right on his tip, bringing a stabbing pain that made him bend over, whimpering, cradling his member in his hands. Jane sniffed in disdain.

“Not a good start to your day slave Brian! Erections require permission. Now let’s get your sorry ass to the chamber and get things started!”

Mona led the way and the other two followed him as he groveled behind her, giving him kicks and heel gouges, not a few of the kicks being to his dangling, sore and aching balls. They entered the chamber and a sight met his eyes that made his blood run cold. He saw a naked man standing by a mop and bucket, just finishing up his mopping of the floor. The man’s back was to him at first but then he turned and Brian gaped at his limp dick with a heavy ring pierced through its tip, dangling over the neat scar where his balls had been. All three mistresses laughed when they saw the terror in his eyes.

“Eunuch James was late in mopping up your mess from last night,” Cheryl said. “It’s just as well that you saw him. He served long and well in the chambers but, like all slaves he eventually outlived his usefulness and became a bore. He was replaced by younger and more tender meat and then was castrated and put to work keeping things clean and feeding the slaves in the cells. In him you see your eventual fate but don’t worry too much for now. If you take advantage of the training we provide your balls will most likely be safe in their sack for years.”

The sweat of darkest dread broke out over Brian at the realization of the manner of women who now held him captive. Little had he known the depths of their cruel depravity. What he had seen in the online videos had been just a scratching of the surface. But yet, as he cowered at their feet he glanced up timorously and took in the sight of them and his heart filled with longing and his cock rose again, only to be beaten down by a cruel stroke from Jane’s crop.

But his resignation to his fate and resolve to become a perfect slave only deepened. Eventually losing his balls seemed a small price to pay for knowing the deepest intimacies with the goddess bodies of these three mistresses and with the many others he would serve during his tenure in the chambers. He knelt up straight and made his vow.

“Mistresses! I beg you! Please teach me how to please you in every way! I will spare no effort or sacrifice to become the most perfect slave you have ever owned! And when the time comes I will surrender my balls without resistance or complaint!”

Jane sniffed dismissively but grudgingly expressed her approval.

“Well said slave Brian. But actions speak louder than words. Before your training begins it is time for your confession. Like all males you are most certainly guilty of multiple offenses against women. Now you will kneel before the camera and disclose these offenses. You will hold back nothing. If you do we will know and there will be consequences. First spend some time examining your conscience but don’t take too long. The mistresses are watching and waiting.”

At his age of 30 Brian’s submissive sexual orientation had taken hold. But back in college he had been a frat boy. His frat brothers were shallow male chauvinists who made the exploitation and humiliation of women a kind of sport. Though secretly repulsed by them, Brian had played along under peer pressure, though now he was ashamed of being so weak willed and in need of a sense of belonging. As part of his initiation as a pledge he was given three assignments and was expected to make videos to verify that he had fulfilled them.

The first was a straightforward date rape using a drug to render the poor young woman helpless and then fuck her. He was also expected to take nude photos of her so she could be shamed into silence by the threat of them being posted online.

The second was to seduce a young woman by way of wild blandishments and persuade her to suck his cock. His victim reluctantly agreed, but, like most of the victims of this ploy, she made him promise not to come in her mouth. He duly made that promise with every intention of breaking it. His frat brothers howled in their laughter at the video showing the poor girl’s gagging revulsion as he spurted his load into her mouth and at her tears from his betrayal. Again, the threat of putting the video online would shame her into silence.

But the third assignment was the most despicable. He was told he must go downtown to a bar and find an easy and needy overweight girl and pretend he had fallen in love with her at first sight. He would then invite her to a “party” at the frat house. The party would consist of her having her clothes ripped off and then being made to kneel naked in the middle of a circle jerk in which she was showered in cum. Then she would be gang-raped and sodomized. All the while the frat boys would be chanting “no fat chicks!”

Brian knelt there hanging his head in shame when he finished and the contempt and loathing of the three mistresses in the room and even of those watching online was palpable to him. Cheryl grabbed him by the hair, pulled his head up to face the camera and spoke in a voice oozing disdain.

“Well slave Brian, what do you have to say for yourself?”

“I’m so sorry! I really have changed! I would never do anything like that again!”

Mona chimed in: “But you have done those things slave Brian and those grave offenses have gone unpunished. Again, you seem to have this notion that a lame and insincere apology will suffice. If you think your punishment for merely ogling our asses was bad just wait! The focus of this punishment will be on those sensitive organs that dangle from your body. We believe our Goddess had put them there for our convenience so we can inflict torment upon males who use these organs in the abuse of women. Of this you are surely guilty slave Brian. Those balls of yours produce the lustful urges and you act upon those urges with that disgusting cock.”

Jane and Cheryl went to where a high table on casters stood along the wall and pushed it to the center of the chamber. There were leather restraints attached to the table and drawers hung underneath the top. Mona and Jane took hold of him and lifted him bodily onto the table, lying him on his back. They strapped him down by wrists and ankles with a wide belt across his waist the held him immobile and helpless. He looked up and saw a camera mounted to the ceiling above so the watching mistresses could have a clear view. It was in the center of a mirror hung from the ceiling and he saw himself lying there on the table. Despite his terror he saw that he was fully erect. Cheryl addressed the mistresses.

“Ladies! We welcome your suggestions for which tortures to inflict upon slave Brian’s organs!”

A woman’s voice from the screen called out: “Put the clips on him!”

Cheryl chuckled and he heard one of the drawers under the table slide open. She held a chain with six alligator clips attached before his eyes and he felt a sting as she ran the tip of her fingernail along the sensitive underside of his cock. Then that burning sting became near unbearable as she took the tab of skin just below his glans between the nails of her thumb and forefinger and addressed the mistresses again.

“A fine suggestions as a preliminary!”

She looked down at him with a leering grin and he felt a burning sting at the base of his cock that worsened by the second. In the mirror he could see that she had put the first clip on the chain there. Then she applied the second an inch further along and continued clipping them on one by one. The burning sting from each seemed to double by the second. He writhed in his bonds and sniveled pleas for mercy. She paused for a moment before attaching the last clip.

“If you beg for mercy already slave Brian just wait until I clip this last one on you. The clips will remain in place until you make all three of us come!”

With that she applied the clip to that same little tab of skin and the torment of it eclipsed that of all the others and, again, seemed to double by the second. She hopped up onto the table and he saw her raven haired cunt descending to cover his face. Even in his torment the adoring passion that came over him from the feral scent of her overcame his desperation to be delivered from that torment. Her poon flowed copiously in her lust and he gulped mouthfuls as she rubbed her oozing crevice over his face, then pressed her clit to his lips. Orgasm rocked her and her gush filled his mouth. He swallowed it down and she relaxed in her satisfaction for a moment.

Then she dismounted but seconds later Mona’s ginger-haired pussy was coming down on him. The sting had worsened apace and he squirmed and whimpered as she pressed her lady parts onto his face. The sheer lusciousness of her snatch distracted him from the torment a bit and he tongued her cunt and slurped her poon until she too offered her clit. A scant minute sufficed and she convulsed and shuddered, coming heavily into his mouth. Her weight pressed down on his face as her body slacked from her release.

Then she rose and stepped from the table and Jane’s big bristling snatch was coming down on him. She chose to prolong matters by first pressing her anus to his lips and he ran his tongue as deep inside her a he could, wriggling and slithering it in and out of her, now frantic in his desperation for the ordeal to end. His rimming served to arouse her and she used her fingers to get herself off as he rimmed her deep and hard.

She dismounted and they stood around the table looking down at him and cackling, leaving the cruel clips attached for a while longer. Then Cheryl removed them one by one, starting with the least painful. She waited for one extra minute to remove the one from below his tip and the removal was more painful than the clipping on. Then she turned to the screen and asks for more suggestions. He heard a mistress call out: “The cock shocker!”

Cheryl looked down at him and nodded her agreement.

“Excellent choice mistress! I’ll make him wish he never had a cock!”

In the mirror he saw Jane walked away for a moment and return pushing a small, wheeled stand. On it was something he recognized from summers he had spent on his uncle’s dairy farm when a boy. It was and electric fence energizer with its red light blinking. Each blink represented a surge of current. There was a red dial on the face of it and he saw Jane turn it all the way to the right to maximize the shock. Attached to the unit was a cord with a rubber cap at the end. Cheryl grabbed his cock and slipped the cap onto his cock, tightly enclosing his glans. Then she spoke to the watching mistresses but it was mostly for his benefit.

“As we mistresses are well aware, a male can never resist his urge to come regardless of the consequences. In this case the consequence for slave Brian will be powerful jolts of electric current into his cock. I will now give slave Brian a nice slow hand job and cause him to ejaculate. His cum will fill the cap and complete the circuit. Then we can all watch while he thrashes about in torment as jolt after jolt runs through his organ. He will resist at first and try to stop himself from coming but, as with all males, he will eventually give in to his urges and become oblivious to what awaits him. Let’s see how long he can last!”

She held out her hands and Mona poured some baby oil on them from a squeeze bottle that stood on the stand. He felt Cheryl’s warm oily grip on his cock and her kneading of his balls. Her stroking and kneading soon had him panting, half mad with arousal and his balls began to ache. He met her eyes, seeing the gleam in them as she took him with ease to the very brink of coming, then withdrew her hand, leaving him gasping in frustration. He knew then he was helpless at her mercy and she could make him come at will and stand back to watch in amusement as the cruel jolts racked his body. But he also knew she meant to tease and torture him with pleasure for who knew how long. It seemed like eternity as she teased him along but eventually her artful ministrations overcame his will. His entire being came to be focused on his cock and his longing for release. He lay upon the table thrusting with his hips and whimpering, the ache in his balls unbearable. He only half heard Cheryl’s words as she addressed the mistresses.

“I now have slave Brian in an addled state where everything has been driven from his mind by his longing to come. See how he thrusts with his hips like he’s fucking my hand? And I can assure you, his balls are aching terribly. I’ll keep him in this state for a little while longer. When I push him over the brink he will first let out that disgusting grunt of pleasure with which we are all too familiar. But just before he lets go with his first spurt of cum the realization will come crashing in and he will know terror and he will try in vain to staunch his ejaculation. Oh my, I think he’s ready now! One good squeeze on his balls should do the trick!”

She gave his balls a squeeze and stepped back from the table with a leer of amused anticipation on her face.

Brian felt a hard squeeze to his aching balls that made him flinch, but then he felt his cock stiffening even more and the welling up of ejaculation in his balls as he felt a surge of pleasure and release. But then, just before he erupted, it was as if cold water had been thrown in his face and he knew agony awaited him in seconds if his cum spurted out of him. But he had passed the point of no return and he felt the first shot of his load gush out. There was a brief delay and then a horrific shock ran through his member, followed seconds later by another and another and another. His body lurched with each jolt and he writhed helplessly in his bonds.

He glimpsed the three mistresses standing beside him with cruel grins of delight on their faces and knew they would keep him long in this torment because it gave them such pleasure. All three fondled themselves between the thighs as they watched. One by one they came and only then did Mona reach for the dial and turn off the agonizing surges. He heard cheers and catcalls and applause, not to mention some cries of orgasmic pleasure from the watching mistresses on the screen. He lay there wondering what other tortures might lie ahead and he was soon to find out.

A mistress called out from the screen: “Now give him the rod!” He heard a chorus of other mistresses call out in agreement.

Cheryl reached into the drawer under the table. She held a foot-long gleaming rod about a quarter inch in diameter before his eyes and chuckled in cruel anticipation.

“I’ll run this down you pee hole slave Brian! Just wait!”

He felt her grab his cock, which, in spite of himself remained stiff as a stick. He felt an unbearable itching burn running down the length of it as she slid it into him and writhed in his bonds, whimpering as she pulled it back and forth. He thought nothing could be worse until he heard another mistress call out: “Dip it in the oil!”

Cheryl withdrew the rod and he sighed in relief but wondered what new torment might lie in store. Then she held a small, elongated jar before his eyes. It was filled with a reddish clear liquid in which flakes of red pepper floated.

“I’ll bet slave Brian thinks he has had the worst of it,” Cheryl said. “But now I’ll dip the rod in this hot pepper oil and run it in again. Slave Brian, this is fitting punishment for the way you have used your organ to violate and degrade women and I hope you will ponder this as you suffer!”

Again, she grabbed his cock and he felt the rod enter. This time it was like raging fire along his length and he screamed in his torment while hearing cheers and applause from the screen. She ran it back and forth and in and out, pulling it out to dip it in the oil and sliding it in again, keeping it up until he broke down into pathetic blubbering sobs. Sounds of women crying out in orgasmic ecstasy came from the screen as the mistresses fondled themselves to orgasm or had their slaves satisfy them with their tongues. Even in his misery he could only wonder what might come next. Then a mistress called out for the most dreadful torment of his ordeal.

“Skewer him!”

He wasn’t even sure what that meant though it sounded ominous and terrifying and the enthusiastic cries of assent from seemingly every mistress watching suggested a torture they considered to be the ultimate torment.

He looked at Cheryl who now held four long thin needles in her hand, her eyes alight with a cruel anticipation that exceeded any he had seen before.

“Yes mistresses, I think skewering is only fitting for such a one as this. His ass ogling alone is reason enough, but after hearing his confessions there can be no mercy granted!”

He felt her grab him by the cock and then she held one of the needles before his eyes as she informed him of the torment that awaited him.

“Two of these will go through the tip of your cock and the other two will be run through your balls. If you thought you have known pain so far just wait!”

He saw her eyes focus downward on his cock with a ruthless yet studied gleam in them, a thin rictus on her lips. Then there was a stabbing torment in his glans that tore a scream from the depths of him as he felt the needle running though, slowly, deliberately, pitilessly. He heard cheers and whoops and applause from the watching mistresses. Then there was another piercing agony from the needle running through his tip from the other side. Cheryl’s expression was rapt and calm yet gleeful. She held the other two needles before his eyes as he lay whimpering.

“If you thought that was bad slave Brian, wait until I run these through your balls! Mistress Mona, please grab his balls and give them a squeeze and a twist to tighten up his sack!”

He felt Mona’s harsh grip and her twisting of his scrotum. Then there was a torment that eclipsed all before as Cheryl pierced his left nut and slowly ran the needle though crosswise into his right one. He screamed himself hoarse as he felt it run right through and out the other side. He heard more whoops and cheers from the screen and the sounds of women in the throes of orgasm. Then the agony was repeated from the other side as he was reduced to pathetic blubbering, no longer able to summon a scream.

And, to his terror he heard the watching mistresses call out almost as one: “More skewers! More skewers!”

But, to his relief and surprise, Cheryl declined, though not out of mercy. He lay there in his pain as she explained.

“Ladies! I would love to put a hundred skewers through slave Brian’s organs but then they would be destroyed and it would probably be best to just cut them off. And then he wouldn’t have any cock and balls to torture anymore and we have enough eunuchs as it is. Once trained he will be available for rental and for a small extra fee you may skewer him personally, though there would be a limit of six skewers. Slave Brian has a long “career” ahead of him as a “movie star” and will provide years of entertainment for numerous mistresses either online or in person.”

Cheryl continued as she shook his cock and tweaked his balls, making him writhe and snivel.

“Now ladies, I’m sure you will enjoy watching me make slave Brian ejaculate through his skewered cock balls. And this will be done in conjunction with a special punishment we reserve for those males who have degraded and humiliated our sisters who are of larger proportion.”

He heard the hinges of the chamber door squeaking and turned to look that way. Through the door walked a female colossus, naked except for thigh high, stiletto heeled black boots. Her dark hair brushed the head of the door jamb as she walked through and her hips were near as wide as the doorway. A dense black bush covered her belly nearly to her navel and her huge breasts jiggled as she walked. Cheryl made introduction.

“Ladies, I introduce to you Mistress Olga who comes to us from Russia. Many of you have seen her work her will upon the slaves. Those of you who have not are in for a special treat. Without further ado I invite Mistress Olga to mount the table! Slave Brian, if you want to breathe again I suggest you get busy with that tongue and satisfy Mistress Olga.”

The fleshy giant climbed onto the table with an ease and grace that hinted at powerful muscles beneath her adipose tissues. She stood with her feet each side of Brian’s chest and leered down at him in anticipation while fondling herself between the thighs. Then she began to lower herself over him and he looked up at the big cunt descending. As she came down she used her fingertips to part her labia and his face was engulfed in her cavernous, oozing snatch while her smothering mass settled down, bringing utter, airless blackness.

She was unwashed and redolent in her lust and it was clear his only hope of deliverance was to satisfy her. She first rolled her hips, passing her lush canyon over his face, giving him chances for fleeting breaths. Then she pressed her rather loose nether hole to his lips and he knew well enough by then to run his tongue in deep as it could go and wriggle it about. She moaned in her enjoyment and settled her bulk down, gyrating her ponderous behind so that he feared she might break his neck.

He had almost forgotten about his tormented organs but then he felt a hand, probably Cheryl’s, grasp his still erect member and begin to stroke it, jerking him hard, making his skewered balls bounce up and down bringing excruciation. His screams were muffled beneath the behemoth who pressed down on him, remorseless.

Somehow he managed to continue his rimming, catching breaths as chance allowed. She shifted position and he found his lips enfolding her turgid grape. He knew by then how to suck and lick at once. Cheryl’s cruel jerking continued. Just as Olga shuddered in her impending climax he felt the welling up of coming in his tortured plums. She convulsed, passing into her ecstatic throes, again nearly breaking his neck, and he almost drowned from the gush that filled his mouth. And in the midst of it he felt his balls contract and pulse as he shot his load, a mingling of sweet release and unspeakable hurt.

Olga’s suffocating mass pressed down as her big body relaxed in her satisfaction, heedless of his predicament. Now any hope of breathing vanished. He writhed and thrashed in his bonds as his breath gave out and then went limp as the inky black shroud of oblivion fell.

The harsh scent of smelling salts revived him and the first sounds to his ears were the wild whoops, cheers and catcalls from the mistresses on the screen. Then he felt Cheryl withdrawing the skewers from his organs slowly, one by one, the pain of exit as bad or worse than that of entry. Cheryl addressed the mistresses.

“Ladies, I hope you have enjoyed today’s entertainment. Slave Brian is pretty well used up for now. His training will continue in the morning. These sessions might be less interesting than the one today but still enjoyable. Slave Brian will begin working on his oral skills and the lengthening and strengthening of his tongue. He has thirty days to reach the point where his tongue can probe deep enough into the vagina to massage the G and slide well up into the rectum as well. If he does not achieve these goals by the end of his allotted train regimen, well, I think you know what happens then!”

She made a scissors-like motion with her fingers while looking down at him with a cruel gleam in her eyes. They released him from his bonds and rolled him from the table so he fell to the floor in a heap. Kicks and heel gouges encouraged him to grovel back the cell where he lay whimpering in the lingering pain in his organs, wondering what new degradations the morrow bring until exhausted sleep overcame him.

His thirty days of rigorous training passed with painful slowness. Every morning the buzzer woke him and he cleaned and shaved himself face and head but still leaving that growing lock on top. He kept mental count of the days, each one filled with pain and degradation but also the delight of serving the goddesses he adored.

There were prolonged rimming sessions perform for each of the three mistresses, making his tongue tireless. And he diligent in the tongue lengthening exercises he was assigned in time between sleep and training. And he achieved the goal, was able to probe his tongue deep into the vagina to massage the G or probe with it far up into the rectum.

And one day early in his training they made go to hands and knees and put a small saddle with stirrups on his back. Then Mona pulled his balls back between his legs and Jane clamped them into a wooden humbler vise across the back of his thighs so his balls were exposed from behind. Meanwhile, Cheryl put on spurs with large needle-pointed rowels. Lastly they put a bridle on his head and a bit in his mouth.

Cheryl mounted him, holding a riding crop, and gave him a jab with the spurs. The rowels had been dipped in something that made the jab sting like wasps. She added a sharp whack of the crop to his balls and pony training commenced. Around and around the chamber she rode him, making him stop and start and do tricks of different kinds, his knees growing sore from the hard tiles of the floor.

She rode him hard until he collapsed from exhaustion. For the next several days he was ridden by her that way and after a week Mona mounted him to ride. She was heavier and rode him even harder until he could bear her without tiring. Then it was Jane’s turn to use him as her steed and he had to bear her greater weight until conditioned.

He became a tireless mount and his knees became calloused and he was trained to perform intricate maneuvers all around the chamber. Crop and stinging spurs were never spared.

On what he knew to be the thirtieth day he awoke to the buzzer, cleaned and groomed himself and found that breakfast had been slid under the door while he showered. He fed himself and waited on his knees before the door. It opened and there stood his three cruel goddesses, resplendent in their nudity and looking down at him with leering gleams in their eyes. Each holding a riding crop. He fought again to suppress his erection but failed and took a wicked stroke across the glans from Mona. He doubled over in pain, then groveled to the chamber as they kicked him and stung him with lashes, his mind in turmoil, half terrified of the cruelties that awaited him, the other half thrilling with anticipation at the thought of another day of deep intimacies with the bodies of his goddesses. The intimacies would be deep indeed. And he felt a longing to serve and please them that overshadowed all else.

Cheryl held a golden ring two inches in diameter and he came to know the purpose of the lock left on his shaven head when she braided the ring into it, slipped a finger in and gave it a couple of tugs. Then she pulled hard on it and turned to walk toward the chamber using the ring as a convenient handle to pull him along as he groveled beside her.

They reached the chamber and he saw the screen was already filled with the images of leering mistresses. He was led to the base of the platform where the throne stood. Jane mounted the steps and settled into the chair with legs parted wide. A hard kick to his behind sufficed for him to know what was expected. He clambered up the steps in haste and buried his face in Jane’s cunt as he heard Cheryl’s voice.

“Ladies! Please bear with us while slave Brian says “good morning” to his mistresses by way of a proper cunnilingus. Once we are well satisfied and relaxed nature can takes its course!”

He served each mistress to her satisfaction, wondering all the while what was next. He served Mona last and she dug her heels into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him tumbling down the stairs. He lay face up and then looked up to see Jane’s cunt descending toward his face. She held it just above his lips and looked down at him with an evil grin.

“Open your mouth slave Brian! I have a drink for you!”

Her meaning was clear and his mind reeled. But he looked up at her snatch and obediently opened his mouth, feeling a strange eagerness to submit to this degradation. He saw the golden torrent pour from her ragged tissues and felt and tasted her nectar as it filled his mouth. Salty, piquant and bitter all at once, he was shocked at the thirst he felt for it and found himself gulping it down.

Then Jane shifted so her anus was above his mouth and he saw it bulge and distend as the brown thing began to emerge from her. Cheryl’s words came back to him in a flash. Nature was taking its course! He looked up into Jane’s leering eyes and felt sharp nails digging into his scrotum and a hard twisting as Cheryl grasped him and spoke.

“Yes slave Brian. As you heard me say, we are relaxed and satisfied and nature is taking its course! If you want to keep these balls in their sack I suggest you open wide and take what comes!”

Jane lowered herself to a hand’s width above his mouth as gave out a soft grunt of relief as she pressed down to expel the turd. The size of banana, it entered his mouth and pressed against his gullet. She rose slightly and he saw it as it exited her and her anus closed. She stood aside while Cheryl twisted his balls harder as a reminder and he began to swallow it inch by inch.

Though it was foul and bitter, making him gag at first, he looked up to see the three goddesses standing in their naked splendor above him, the living embodiments of his fondest fantasies and it came to him that his serving them in this way gave them special pleasure. He felt a totality of surrender to their dominant will that somehow sparked a hunger for the product of their bodies and he consumed Jane’s feeding with growing hunger, all revulsion forgotten.

Jane lowered herself again to offer her anus for cleaning and soon Mona’s lovely cunt and orifice hovered above him to be served. Her golden torrent washed down Jane’s feeding and then her rich offering filled his mouth. He took it down inch by inch without hesitation and cleaned her scrupulously. And so, it was again when Cheryl squatted over him and emptied herself one and two.

When service was complete they made him kneel to face the screen filled with watching mistresses. Mona put a gentle hand on his head as she addressed them.

“Ladies, you have witnessed the final rite of passage for slave Brian. He has shown us the depths of his submission and surrendered himself totally to our dominant will. He will now be available for rental. I’m sure those of you who rent him for an in person session will enjoy the same satisfaction you have witnessed in us. Now let’s proceed with the day’s entertainments. Do I hear any suggestions?”

PART THREE

Brian was rented to the first mistress the very next day. Cheryl made him grovel from his cell to the chamber and wait in the dark. He knelt there at attention stark naked except for his balls being in a stretcher that parted them, exposed them and turned them purple. He trembled in his fear of the consequence of failure to satisfy. There was the sound of a door opening somewhere and then the click of heels upon the floor, slow steps that gave a sense of approaching menace. The footsteps stopped about ten feet in front of him and then there was brief silence. Then light came into the chamber slowly and the mistress was revealed.

She stood resplendently naked but for black thigh high boots with stiletto heels. Her raven locks were piled in a bun atop her head, accentuating her already tall height. Broad shoulders narrowed to a slender waist but her hips were wide and of exquisite shape. Comely thighs framed the dense coal black thicket at her loins and tapered to muscular calves within her boots. Her face was a study in regal haughtiness and arrogance, high cheekbones, strong chin, wide sensuous mouth. Her steel blue eyes pierced him to the quick and she exuded dominant power. In one hand was a long coiled bullwhip.

And behind her the big screen was filled with the video images of mistresses, each leering in anticipation of the coming spectacle, many already with fingers between their thighs, tweaking their cunts.

He knew then and there he was in the presence of an elite mistress who had most likely paid handsomely to be the first to have pleasure with a newly minted slave. She seemed to read his mind as she spoke to him in a low pitched and sultry voice edged with iron.

“Greetings slave Brian! I am Mistress Tamara. You surmise correctly. I did pay a rather exorbitant fee to be the first with you and, needless to say, I expect my money’s worth. I am not one to waste time with idle talk so let us begin by playing a game I have invented. It’s based on a children’s playground game called dodgeball. But I call it dodge-whip!”

With that she uncoiled the whip and whirled it with strength and skill so that a stinging lash struck him across the thighs, just below his organs. He reeled backward and turned aside, hands on where the lash had fallen trying to soothe the sting. Another lash struck across his back and he heard her cruel laughter and taunting words.

“Come on slave Brian! Be a sport! Play the game! Dodge my whip!”

He got to his feet and ran to put distance between him and the cruel leather but the length of the whip was such that no part of the chamber gave refuge. Just a few of her long strides would put him within range of it. He scampered and zigzagged and dodged but all the while the whip whirled and whooshed and searing lashes fell seemingly at her will. Sometimes he just felt the breath of the lash on his skin and he couldn’t know if she had missed her mark or if it was just a tease. Each lash brought a yelp or a howl of pain from him and he heard cackling laughter from the mistresses on the screen.

It seemed she had spared him the worst to begin but then he got his first taste of it when a lash struck his glans in what he could tell was unerring accuracy and the stabbing agony put him on the floor, curled up and moaning. But half a dozen lashes struck within seconds, making him get back to his feet to try and dodge them again.

A lash to his left testicle put him on the floor again and again a rain of agony from her whip urged him to rise and attempt to evade the whip some more. She caught his right nut next and he screamed and staggered but kept his feet. He heard the sounds of orgasmic delight coming from the screen as mistresses achieved climax from their enjoyment of his plight.

Even keeping his back turned to her could not spare his organs. The whip would wrap around him and strike from any angle. At length exhaustion and the torment inflicted upon his organs caused his final collapse. He lay belly down to protect his junk and after a dozen more lashes she relented and chuckled.

“Looks like I win slave Brian! And a good game of dodge-whip tends to horn me up a bit and I really need to get off!”

She stepped over to him and stooped to slip her finger into the ring in his top knot and pull him to his knees. She tugged him along as he crawled beside her toward the throne chair on the platform. He sighed in relief from the ending of the pain of her whip and his heart hammered in eager anticipation of what he knew was to follow.

She mounted the three steps leading to the throne, dragging him along as he banged his knees and barked his shins on the stairs. She settled into the chair with legs wide apart and tugged his face close to her lewdly exhibited cunt. He gazed at it in its glory, drawn to it by its animal magnetism and feral scent of woman much aroused. He strained forward with tongue extending but she held him back for the moment.

“Well slave Brian. It appears your trainers have instilled a proper hunger for the pussy and I’ll bet you would do a fine job with your tongue even without me putting the fear of the whip in you. But a sound whipping is just a natural preliminary that gets me properly charged up. Now get to work and make me think you just might be worth the rental fee unless you would like to play dodge-whip some more!”

With that she released her hold and he fell face forward into her oozing snatch. How luscious was the pussy of this goddess! He knew he had the honor of serving a rare and exalted mistress who exceeded any of the fantasies that had filled his nights for as long as he could remember.

He focused hie entire being on making her feel his terror of her whip, but moreover, his utter adoration. He first cupped his tongue and went low to lap upward and gather her poon and swallow, then caressed about in exploration, running it upward to flutter tenderly at her chickpea, plunging deep in her cavern to offer pleasure to her G, then going to the bottom to lap at her anus in obeisance to let her know his willingness to taste her entirety.

All was meant to offer himself and to seek her guidance as to what would please her most. As it happened her enjoyment of the whipping game had her already at hair trigger so she hooked her finger in the head ring and pulled him upward to feed him her pea. She was ready for hard licking and within a scant minute those muscular but silken thighs clenched upon his head as she passed into orgasm. He knew to set his tongue against the tender little orb and make it tremble softly, bringing a wave of climaxes that surged through her one by one past counting as she wailed in her ecstasy and pulled at the ring to keep him close. Then, with a deep, sighing moan of utter satisfaction her limbs flopped loose and limp, only her thighs draped over his shoulders keeping her from sliding to the floor in the stupor of her savoring.

Soon she stirred and he looked up at her with hopeful, pleading eyes. But his heart sank when she damned his efforts with faint praise and threats.

“A reasonably good start slave Brian but not one that justifies the fee or necessarily spares you the whip! Now go down to the bottom and let’s feel that tongue up my ass. My pussy is a bit sensitive after orgasm but my hind hole is always receptive to rimming and that will arouse me again. Let’s see if you can prove yourself in the next round!”

He was down to her bottom in an instant and put his tongue to work in abject submission and with worshipful passion. He caressed her outer orifice until she began to moan and roll her hips in enjoyment, then slithered his long, strong tongue into the tight vortex and began to wriggle it in and out, striving for depth with every inward probing, feeling and loving the softness and taste of her rectum. Her breathing escalated with her growing pleasure and heightened more when he ran his tongue’s tip around the inner rim of her sphincter.

A minute or so of that served to make her pussy ready and she gave a tug on the ring to invite him upward. As he rose she pushed her hips forward to invite his tongue into her lush, salty cavern. He plunged deep and touched the mound of her G, then began to massage it with vigor. She gasped in delight and pulled painfully on the head ring to keep him in place.

This pressed his nose to her chick pea and he rubbed on it with the tip as he slipped a finger into her hind hole to finger fuck her gently. The triple stimulation soon had her giving out shuddering, panting breaths and writhing and she hissed for him to rub and lick and finger fuck harder. He doubled the cadences and moments later she lurched, convulsed, arched her back and passed into the throes of another climactic sequence.

Again, the depth and power of her orgasms made her go gelatinous and after she firmed she pronounced it barely satisfactory and said it was time to move on to other amusements.

“I have a reputation among us mistresses for inventive cruelty slave Brian. I have devised an ordeal for you that will bring me great pleasure and much entertainment to my audience. Now go lie on your back under the hoist!”

She put her spike heels against his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him tumbling down the three steps. He crawled over to where the hoist hung and laid himself down, sensing he should have his organs directly beneath the hoist.

She stepped down from the dais and stooped to remove the stretcher from his balls. She replaced it with a thin black rope that she looped in a slip knot around his scrotum and pulled it tight. Then she lowered the hook on the hoist to where she could tie the rope to it.

When she raised the hook his balls were stretched upward and in danger of being torn off. He had to hold himself up on arms and legs as the hook rose higher and higher and he found himself with arms fully extended under him and knees at right angles, on his tiptoes, with back arched, half his weight held up by the rope on his balls and half supported by his arms and legs. It was an excruciating position and he soon felt fatigue set in but knew if he gave in to it he would hang full weight by his balls and they would likely be popped from his sack and severed.

Mistress Tamara stood over him with gloating leer on her face, holding an electric prod in each hand. She reached out with one of them and he felt a zap to the tip of his cock that made him lurch up and down, his arms and legs nearly collapsing, the stretching of his balls pure torture. He cried out in pain and heard laughter and applause from the mistresses watching on the screen.

The next zaps were to his balls and again he bounced up and down howling in torment and fearing his testicles would be ripped loose. Then she turned her attention to his hands and feet, zapping his toes and fingers, making do a desperate horizontal dance, again bouncing up and down and feeling the ominous tightening of the rope.

There was a sort of stool with a curved seat standing by the wall and she went to fetch it. She placed it under his head and stepped over so his head was between her thighs and she faced his agonized organs.

“Now slave Brian, if you bring me to orgasms of satisfactory quality and in sufficient number I will release you from your predicament. Otherwise, I can just let you hang and we can all watch as you tire and you hang full weight until your balls are severed. I will have to pay an extra fee but the entertainment will be worth it!”

With that she settled her cunt over his face, pressing his head beneath her. Without delay she offered her pea, being nicely aroused by inflicting his suffering and half a minute sufficed for her to quiver and cry out in ecstasy as she gushed his mouth full. Her knees weakened and her full weight came down on his face.

When her legs firmed up she shifted to press her anus to his lips to be rimmed and aroused for her next climax. She gave him zaps to his organs as he licked her, only his head being pinned down to the stool preventing his collapse and emasculation.

It took two more violent orgasms for her to be satisfied. Then she dismounted the stool and stood aside, inviting the watching mistresses to let her know by voice vote if she should grant mercy or continue his suffering.

Dread filled his heart amid his agony when the cruel and lustful women called out for more zaps to his organs. In between his screams he heard many cries of orgasmic delight until there were only sighs of satisfaction to be heard as the mistresses were sated in their voyeuristic pleasure.

Then he was horrified at the sight of Mistress Tamara holding a large shears before his eyes, her own eyes alight with what he thought to be her lecherous anticipation of his castration. She moved the shears down toward his organs, beyond his line of sight and he knew stark terror and suspense. But instead of unmanning him she just snipped the rope and he collapsed to the floor, moaning in blessed relief.

He lay there on his back and, looking up he saw Mistress Tamara holding a saddle, spurs, bridle with bit and the humbler vise. She gave him kicks to make him rise and he knew well enough to go to hands and knees so he could be prepared as a steed.

When he was saddled, bridled and humbled she mounted him, wearing the sharp, stinging spurs. She was larger and heavier than Jane and rode him hard around the chamber while the watching mistresses cheered and taunted. She would make him rear up and buck like a bronco and then hoist her up to bear her with only his legs. The spurs and crop were applied whether needed or not and his thighs bled and stung and his balls were bruised. At the last she rode him full tilt around the chamber under spur and crop until he collapsed of exhaustion. Cheers and applause came from the screen.

She stripped him of the saddle and spurs but left the humbler on and ordered him to go hang the riding gear on the hooks along the wall where it was kept. When he turned to crawl back to her he gasped at the sight of her holding a faux phallus a good deal larger than the ones the three mistresses had used on him during his training. He hesitated a moment but she pointed to the floor at her feet and he knew well enough to grovel to her. His eyes were riveted upon the big mock organ she held, which much amused her.

“One of the perks of being first to enjoy you slave Brian is using a bigger cock to deflower you all over again. I’m sure you have not forgotten the pain of the first deflowering thrust and now you will feel that pain once more! Now strap it on me!”

He was well trained at installing the cock and soon she stood with the fearsome thing jutting from her hairy loins as if she had been born with it. He cowered at the sight of it and she just laughed and pointed to it, giving him to know his first duty was to suck it. He leaned forward with mouth wide to take it in and she hooked a finger into the head ring and pulled him forward so the flared glans pressed against his gullet.

“The deepthroat is de rigueur slave Brian! But just suck and lick for a while and I’ll let you know when I want you to take it down!”

Well-trained in how to worship the woman cock he went to his duty liked a practiced courtesan, wondering all the while if he could really take the big thing down his throat. She pressed the button to start the pulsing vibrations and gasped as they took effect. When he had worshipped and wetted the cock to her satisfaction she pulled on the head ring painfully and insistently, forcing the glans against his portal.

His training had taught him how to open his throat to receive the member but the size was daunting and he gagged as if it were his first time performing the deepthroat fellatio. But she was relentless in her silent demanding, pressing the cock harder and harder until, between that and his managing to relax his gullet the big glans passed in and down a third of the way.

She tugged hard on the ring and drove with her hips until his face was buried in her musky and sweat soaked bush. She paused and held him like that for a long time, but then drew back so just the glans was between his lips and thrusted forward again and repeated. It slid home with greater ease each time and soon her hips were rolling in a rhythm and the vibrations were impelling her toward orgasm. She taunted him in a hissing voice through gritted teeth, spittle flying.

“I see your trainers have made you a good little suck slut! Come on now! Let’s feel those lips and that tongue. Make your throat a tight little pussy for me!”

Soon she stiffened and shuddered as orgasm hit. She pulled the ring so his face was deep in her bush again and let out a breathy moan of consuming delight. Her body went slack and she put fingers of both hands through the ring and used them to steady herself as he felt the hair might be yanked from his scalp. With another deep sigh she firmed and pushed him away. The cock was dripping with his slobber.

There was a low, padded table along the wall and she pulled him over to it by the ring and ordered him to mount it on elbows and knees, assuming the position, offering his ass. His hole was at the right height for her to enter him while standing. She aligned the spit soaked member and drove forward with her powerful glutes.

A scream was torn from him not unlike the one from his first deflowering as the outsized member stretched him. The flare of the glans passed through his orifice and the shaft plunged half way in. A second thrust drove it home and she commenced to ravaging him, rolling and gyrating her sumptuous ass as he gave full voice to the pain of it.

But he knew he had only to wait until the pleasure blossomed, even though it seemed unlikely. Inevitably though, he felt those first hot, itching twinges beginning to overshadow the pain and soon he was lost in his delight, pleading to be fucked harder, babbling words of worship to the superb mistress as he rocked back and forth in rhythm with her rutting.

Then there was the sweet and emasculating delight of coming as he expended heavily on the table giving out the sound of male surrender that was the orgasmic trigger of every mistress who donned the cock. She plunged the member in to the hilt one last time and came with a tigress snarl through gritted teeth. He knees failed her and she let herself topple forward onto him so he lay on his belly as she gave him a few more stabbing thrusts to affirm her mastery of him.

He had made quite a mess on the table and was ordered to lap it up before going to his knees as she stood with hands on hips while he sucked to soiled member clean. She made him remove the mock organ and then culminated his degradation by having lie on his back with mouth open to receive the abundance of her bowels. After he licked he clean she turned to the screen put her foot across his throat and raised her arms in triumph while wild cheers and applause rang out. Then she gave him a casually cruel stomp to the balls and exited the chamber. The screen went dark.

Mona came into the chamber.

“Time to get you cleaned up and ready for your afternoon performance slave Brian. Come along now!”

He knew to grovel behind her to his cell where her showered and shaved again to ensure his face would be soft on the tender tissues of the next mistress. He was allowed to expel the contents of his stomach and brush his teeth.

Then it was back to the chamber to kneel naked in the dark again awaiting the next mistress. He heard the opening of the door but there was no sound of bootheels on the floor. As before, light came slowly into the chamber and he saw before him an ebony giantess, towering in height, hips as wide as the doorway, her breasts massive. A luxuriant Afro accentuated her size. She was animal naked, thus the silence of her entry. A dense and luxuriant nappy bush covered her belly to the navel. Her big dark eyes gleamed in anticipatory lust. The screen lit up again and he saw the many mistresses with eyes similarly agleam. She introduced herself.

“Hello slave Brian! I am mistress Nyah. Rumor has it you give good tongue! You’ll have a good chance to prove it soon but first I’ll want to do some things to get my pussy warmed up!”

She strode over to him and hooked a finger in the head ring to drag him under the hoist. Then she fetched a spreader bar from where it hung on the wall and clamped his ankles into the manacles on its ends so his legs were parted painfully wide. They was an eye in the center of the bar and she hooked the hoist to it and hauled him aloft upside down, then cuffed his hands behind him.

He hung there terrified, knowing only that some new form or torture awaited him. But, at first it was nothing new, just a sound whipping, she, like other mistresses being skilled in wielding the leather. The two snake whips striped him amply and his organs were not spared. She whipped him until he sobbed and blubbered.

Then came the new style of torment. She went to the wall where the electric prods hung and came back with three of them. One she inserted deep into his rectum and pressed a button on it that resulted in cruel jolts every couple of seconds. She stood back just watching at first as his body lurched and he yelped with each jolt. Then she went to work with the other two prods, zapping his organs and his nipples or anywhere at random as he hung there writhing and jerking, his pathetic pleas for mercy only inciting greater cruelty. The mistresses watching gave full voice to their amusement.

When she reduced him to a sniveling mewling wreck and was satisfied with his suffering she ceased, removed the prod from his ass, lowered him and released his bonds. Then she slipped a finger in the head ring and dragged him over to a padded bench that stood along the wall opposite the screen. She laid him face up upon it. There were leather restraints attached to the bench and she bound him by the wrists and around the waist but left his legs free.

Then she stepped over him so his head was between her knees, looked down on him with a leer and lowered herself, her big oozing cunt engulfing his face and her fleshy mass pressing down remorselessly. He was well enough trained to know he must serve her and he went to work with his tongue. It was clear the whipping and prod torture had aroused her and he knew the signs of a mistress at hair trigger. He worked his way around until he found her olive sized clit and took it between his lips to lick and suck.

Within a few long moments her big body convulsed and he heard her primal an ecstatic wail through the muffling of her flesh. A torrent of orgasmic gush filled his mouth. Her great bulk settled down even harder and all light and air were eclipsed. His breath soon gave out and he thrashed and writhed, even in the midst of it realizing why she had left his legs free. He kicked wildly and even through her stifling flesh could faintly hear the gales of mirth from the mistresses who watched. But then the blackness fell and he knew no more.

Smelling salts awakened him. His eyes opened to the sight of her leering grin and she terrorized him with her words.

“Almost lost you there boy! You wouldn’t be the first! After I come I like to relax and savor a bit and I don’t worry too much what happens to the slave I’m sitting on. If I would happen to snuff you with my big black pussy the mistresses watching would find it most amusing and they would be happy to chip in with me to pay the compensatory fee! Now here it comes again!”

Trepidation gripped him as he saw the big cunt descending again, it’s musky scent preceding. The lush, sucking wet of it settled upon him and her smothering bulk pressed down, making breathing a hopeless fancy. This time she planted her anus onto his lips and he ran his tongue into it deep as he could go, knowing his only hope of deliverance was to satisfy her. She rolled and gyrated her massive hips, giving him chance for fleeting breaths.

When her arousal mounted she shifted and he felt his tongue slide into her salty oozing cavern. He knew to probe deep to find and massage her G. As he ran his tongue over the soft mound he felt her knuckles wedged between his forehead and he pubis and it was clear she meant to finger herself to climax, aided by his tongue work. He tongued the G with all his might in desperation to make her come, all the while knowing her afterglow might bring his stifled demise.

Her bulk lurched as orgasm struck and he heard her breathy and earthy grunt of brute satisfaction as her mass came down to the fullest and another gush flooded him. Again, there was the airless black and his lungs burned as his legs flailed, the last sounds to his ears the hoots and catcalls of the cruel and lustful women who watched, perhaps hoping that the big cunt coming down on him would be the last sight of his living eyes.

But again, the harsh salts filled his nostrils and there she was leering down at him once more. She disappeared from his view for a moment, then returned holding a sizeable dildo with straps depending from it. It was made to be strapped to the chin and she installed it on him so it jutted upward. She spread some lube onto it and pressed a button somewhere upon it, starting a pulsing hum. Then she positioned herself so it aligned with her nether hole and impaled herself upon it, lowering her cunt over his face, pressing the maw of her cavern against his mouth.

It was clear she sought triple stimulation when he felt her knuckles on his forehead again so he reached for her G with his tongue while she worked he clit with her fingers and moaned in her enjoyment of the vibrations up her ass. It took long for her to come and he feared his neck might break amid her gyrating frenzy long before her suffocating flesh might put an end to him.

When orgasm finally rocker her it was violent, atavistic, savage in its intensity and it seemed her mass had doubled when she settled down onto him. Even as he kicked, writhed and thrashed in futility he resigned himself to this being his farewell to this world. The inky black oblivion seemed longer but then there was that acrid scent and air and light returned as the sound of cheers and applause came to his ears.

She took off the dildo and untied him. He rolled from the bench and lay face up on the floor exhausted. But he knew she was far from finished with him.

As he lay looking at the ceiling she came within his line of sight holding saddle, bridle, spurs and humbler vise. He quailed inwardly at the prospect of being used as her mount. She sat down on the bench and ordered him to kneel, then handed him the spurs. Her meaning was clear and he installed them onto her bare ankles. Then he went to hands and knees and allowed her to saddle him and put the bit in his mouth. Finally, she grabbed him by the balls and pulled them back between her legs and clamped them in the humbler which he felt across the back of his thighs, his balls stretched cruelly tight.

She stepped over him and sat on his back but with her feet still on the floor. Her mass was crushing at even less than full weight and then she raised her feet and put them in the stirrups. His knees and elbows nearly buckled, but somehow he managed to rise and bear her weight. He saw the tip of a riding crop, which she then withdrew from his sight and he felt three stern whacks to his balls and the sting of the spurs on his thighs.

He struggled around the chamber, nearly collapsing, urged along by more whacks to the balls and the bite of the spurs. The watching mistresses were beside themselves with mirth as he strained under his ponderous burden. After three turns around the chamber he finally succumbed and collapsed onto his belly, her crushing mass taking his breath away as it settled onto his back.

More whacks to the balls motivated him to lift her again and she rode him three more times around until he crumpled in a heap, nearly squashed like a bug beneath her. She stripped away the saddle and bridle but left the humbler on him. She also retained the spurs.

She took him by the head ring, pointed to the wall where and array of faux cocks were hung and instructed him.

“Now go fetch me a cock white bitch and I don’t have to tell you what color and what size!”

He groveled over there and could see that there were not only graduated sizes but also varying colors to match skin tones. He knew to fetch her a black one and as for size, the biggest. He brought it to her and she stood with legs parted and hands on hips, awaiting installation. He slid the vaginal bulb into her and fastened the thin clear plastic straps around waist and thighs to hold it in place. She took a few steps back to exhibit herself to him and the watching mistresses. The big black organ was perfectly matched to her color and jutted from with stunning realism. She flaunted it at him in seeming mockery of all maleness, then gave him an impatient glare and pointed to it.

That could mean only one thing and he promptly knee walked to her and opened his mouth to take it in and suck it. It was the same size mistress Tamara had taken him with and he knew the deepthroat would be this mistress’s expectation too. He felt the vibrations begin when she pressed the button. She urged him to lick and suck it all over, including the big false balls that hung below containing the powerful batteries.

He was caressing the flared glans with his tongue when she hooked a finger in his head ring and pulled him forward, forcing the glans against his gullet. He was ready and opened his throat, letting the big thing slide in and all the way down. Soft applause and other sounds of approval could be heard from the screen, the mistresses being appreciative of his submission and his growing skills at the deepthroat fellatio.

She went to rutting hard down his throat and the pulsing vibrations soon propelled her to a brutish orgasm, the cock down his throat all the way and his face buried in her dense nappy aromatic thicket. She leaned forward and pressed him backward, clamping her great fleshy thighs on his head to hold him like a pedestal to support her as she savored.

When afterglow passed she shoved him away and pointed to the padded platform. He was quick to grovel to it, climb on and assume the position of offering. He had barely extended his ass before he felt the member prodding at the portal and then plunging in deep. He was well stretched from mistress Tamara’s ravages and it slid home with ease.

The platform gave the watching mistresses a side view but mistress Nyah turned him, still impaled so his behind faced the audience. Then she withdrew the cock quickly and stood aside so all could see his gaping anus. Catcalls and laughter rang out and when his orifice closed she took him hard again.

The pleasure soon eclipsed the pain but it took a bit longer for him to expend his second load. Mistress Nyah much enjoyed the prolonged fucking, letting her lust build while waiting for that sweet sound of male surrender and emasculation that was sure to greet her ears and trigger her. It was delayed long enough to try her patience and her great hips rolled in a frenzied rhythm as she gripped the humbler for leverage to force it from him and soon succeeded.

He felt the hot itching delight blossoming in his ravaged rectum and felt his balls contracting as he gave forth each spurt. The pleasure passed and then it was that withering humiliation at what he knew he had become, an unmanned bitch who would soon after long for the woman cock again. He sobbed and collapsed onto his belly as he admitted it to himself yet again.

Mistress Nyah let out her own bestial and triumphant yowl and he heard other cries of ecstasy from the screen as mistresses took themselves over the brink in vicarious delight. Nyah went slack in her satisfaction and toppled over him, a fleshy mountain that pressed him hard onto the platform making breath scant. She lay long that way with him still impaled.

When she finally rose no words from her were needed. He lapped up his leavings from the platform and then knelt to suck the soiled member clean and went to hang it back on the wall.

There was a special piece of furniture set aside along the wall, a padded horse upon which a mistress could lay herself belly down in total comfort and offer her ass for rimming. Mistress Nyah just pointed to it and Brian knew well enough to go and drag it over in front of the screen. Nyah mounted it, giving the audience a fine view of her chocolate mounts, riven by the great cleft between them with her coal black vortex down below.

Sensing his duty Brain went behind her and spread the massive cheeks apart with his hands and pressed his face between them, plunging his tongue in deep. He felt he big glutes contract and loosed his hold. The great mounts closed together and he felt them enfold his head and close around the back of it. The watching mistresses got a fine view of Nyah’s cheeks pressed together with Brian’s head not to be seen and he heard applause muffled by her adipose grip.

Breathing was hard but not impossible so he set about pleasing her with his long and tireless oral organ. She moaned in her enjoyment and her orifice clenched and relaxed in rhythm upon his tongue. He strove to go deeper and then he felt and tasted it, the tip of the turd that was emerging from her depths. He faintly heard her speaking to the watchers.

“Oh my! Slave Brian is doing a fine rim job and has caused nature to take its course! Let’s see if he can handle what I have to feed him!”

As the stool descended her rectum he knew to encircle her orifice with his lips and prepare to receive it. He heard her soft and satisfied grunt as she pressed down and the mass entered his mouth and pressed against his gullet. His only choice was to swallow, being trapped between her ebony mounts. Inch by inch it came from her and inch by inch he swallowed it down. There seemed to be no end. He heard her call out to the mistresses.

“Amazing! I think it must be into his stomach by now and there’s still a lot inside of me! And he took it down without a hitch! We have one fine toilet slave here!”

The remainder passed his lips and he felt her orifice close. With one final gulp it went down and he knew his final duty was to clean her. He swabbed deep with his long tongue until no trace was left. He felt the clench of her cheeks loosen and he head came free.

She dismounted the horse and took him by the head ring to force him onto his back. Then she squatted over him with her big cunt hovering above his lips.

“Open wide slave! I have something for you to wash it all down with!”

He obeyed and a golden cascade poured from her. He dared not contemplate the consequences of spilling a drop and hiss rigorous training and desire to please the mistress served him well. He guzzled it down and then raised his head to suck and lick the leavings from her dense nappy pubes.

Then she was finished with him and planted her foot on his chest, raised her arms high and then bowed to the mistresses on the screen who responded with raucous cheers and applause as she exited the chamber.

Mistress Jane came to fetch him this time and informed him he was to have an evening performance as well. He crawled behind her back to his cell and went about showering shaving and preparing himself, then knelt at the cell door waiting. Mistress Cheryl arrived to lead him back to the chamber.

For the third time he knelt in the darkness awaiting the arrival of the mistress. Again, he heard the sound of the opening door and the click of heels on the floor. This time the sound was softer but still he felt a sense of menace in her approach. Silence fell and seconds of suspense passed before the light came and the mistress was revealed.

Before him stood a petite and ethereal Asian beauty, exquisite in her nudity save for wooden soled sandals. Her dark eyes regarded him as a cat’s might a helpless baby bird fallen from the nest, tender prey to be savored slowly. Small as she was she evoked a fear unmatched by the larger mistresses, but also desire for intimacies with her supernal body. She held an oblong box made of finest wood and he knew within it would be instruments of torment and he had no doubt of her high skills in their use and of her artful cruelty. She introduced herself as Mistress Mika.

He already knelt below the hoist. A wave of her hand sufficed as her command to lie on his back. Like Mistress Tamara she tied thin rope around his balls and to the hook and hoisted him up into that same cruel and excruciating position.

His balls were already stretched to near the limit, but then she mounted him at the waist and laid the box across his thighs. He strained upward to bear her weight. Though light it put his balls perilously close to being ripped from his sack. And he knew he was to endure her tortures to his organs while hanging that way.

He couldn’t see what devices she employed but could recognize them from past experience, the clips, the rod, the candle wax, the skewers. After using each to reduce him to a craven screaming sobbing wreck she would dismount and straddle his face with her luscious fuzzy fragrant cunt and enjoy his tongue to quivering, shuddering orgasms.

His every joint and muscle seemed on fire and his balls were purple, all but black before she showed him the shears with a gleam in her eye that hinted at the worst. But, like mistress Tamara, she just snipped the rope and let him collapse to the floor. Not one to waste an opportunity she sat down once more on his face and pressed her pert little anus onto his lips to let him know she wanted tongue there. He slithered it into her and she long enjoyed her heavenly impalement before shifting to offer her sweet little pea. In half a minute she quivered in orgasmic delight and he imbibed her gush.

But his respite was to be brief. She saddled him up, put his balls in the humbler and the bit in his mouth, then donned spurs and mounted him. Her weight was like a feather compared to the other mistresses but she rode him hard and taught him intricate maneuvers, applying the spurs and the crop to his balls to reinforce her instruction. In the end she spurred and cropped him to drive him to maximum speed around the chamber until he was spent utterly and collapsed.

She stripped him of saddle and bridle but left the humbler on him, then went to the wall where the cocks were hung and returned with another member of the largest size, matched to her skin tone. She stood with hands on hips as he installed it on her and then stepped back a bit so he could take in the sight of her. Despite her small size she exuded dominant power with the big member jutting from beneath her thick fuzzy bush. She pressed the button and he heard the humming.

She just pointed to the cock and he went to sucking it, first giving it tongue worship all over and then taking it in full length and performing the act like an artful courtesan until she grabbed him by the head ring to pull him close so she came with her bush tickling his cheeks. Then it was a hand to his forehead to push him away as she pointed to the platform.

He groveled to it and climbed aboard, wasting no time in assuming the position. Despite the torment she had inflicted the taste and scent of her exquisite pussy overwhelmed his senses and filled him with desire and he longed to feel the big member enter him.

She hopped up onto the platform behind him to take him standing. He felt a tugging on his balls as she gripped the humbler for leverage, aligned the glans with his orifice and drove it home with a thrust of her shapely hips. It took far longer to wring the day’s last load of cum out of him but that only seemed to increased her enjoyment as she rutted long and with utter abandon, tirelessly propelling both of them to the culmination. He urged her on with babbled words of adoration and pleas to be taken yet harder and she yanked cruelly on the humbler as she obliged him.

Finally, the hot itching delight that filled his rectum drove him over the brink and he gave out that sweet sound as the last cum he contained spurted forth, followed by dry but pleasurable spasms in his balls. Mistress Mika was triggered as well and her primal wail echoed from walls and ceiling. He collapsed and as he went down she mounted him and rode him to ground with the member still in deep, still pulsing and vibrating.

She lay forward on top of him and savored before rising and pulling the organ out and dismounting from the platform. He knew his duty and sucked the cock clean, removed it from her and hung it back on the wall.

She faced the screen with him kneeling beside her and bowed low while pushing his head down so he too could take a bow. Applause rang out and all the watching mistresses stood for the ovation.

Mistress Mika left the chamber and mistress Mona came to walk him back to the cell. He groveled into it and flung himself down on the mattress, wondering if every day of his future life was to be like this. The only thing greater than his fear of the torments wash his desire to serve and please the mistresses and his longing for the taste of their pussies and for the woman cock to penetrate him. His chance encounter in the bar had led him to the life he had fantasized about and the reality far exceeded the fantasies and he knew he had now found his proper place in the world. Exhausted but refreshing sleep fell over him.

The buzzer woke him and he prepared himself for the day, then knelt at the door to wait for his breakfast to be served. The door opened and all three mistresses stood before him. They looked down on him, seemingly beaming with pride.

Mistress Cheryl used her foot to shove the trays of food and water in front of him and he was permitted to eat as she spoke.

“Your performances yesterday got rave reviews slave Brian! Everyone was most pleased and impressed with your pathetic groveling and the depth of your submission. You are so delightfully craven when under the whip, your uninhibited screams, your sniveling and sobbing are sweet music to the ears of every mistress. You take so well to the bridle and saddle and respond the commands of the mistress who rides you with such instant obedience no matter how long and hard she rides you.”

“And all mistresses are able to ascertain the depth and intensity of the orgasms you induce, as mistresses Tamara, Nyah and Mika personally attest. You suck the cock with such adoring passion and take it up the ass so eagerly and willingly. And when you come as the mistress ravages your behind the depth and totality of you emasculation is evident to all.”

“Most importantly, it is clear you serve the mistresses out of a sincere desire to please and not merely from fear. We all can tell you have wholeheartedly embraced your status as an inferior being whose only purpose in life if to serve the superior gender.”

“Already there is a bidding war for sessions with you in the chamber and we hiked the prices of watching the podcasts of your sessions without a peep of complaint. We have already chosen you to represent this district in the upcoming slave Olympics three months from now. You will be entered as a contestant in the slave heptathlon, seven demanding events. One of your three daily sessions will now be devoted to hard training to prepare you. Your pleasuring skills will be honed and you endurance maximized. But now your first mistress of the day awaits. Let us proceed to the chamber!”

So, off he groveled to the chamber, there to suffer the cruelties and satisfy the lust of a blond-haired, blue-eyed amazon with whipping arms of iron, a heart of stone and a golden-haired pussy so luscious he was driven to new heights of passionate adoration. And then there was the next mistress, a chocolate brown goddess from India with a raven haired cunt that propelled him even higher.

His Olympic training sessions were in the evenings, four hours long with the mistresses watching on the screen. One session was devoted to the equestrian training. He was saddled and bridled and his balls put in a wooden humbler that held them back between his legs, painfully stretched. As a final touch he was given a “tail” consisting of a studded butt plug with a long shaft covered with horse hair sticking out and an upward angle. The studs seated it firmly in his ass making the tail project jauntily. The upward angle allowed his balls to be exposed to the crop.

Mistress Mona first rode him to train for the slave dressage, putting him through intricate maneuvers, teaching him to respond to crop and spur or mere pressure from her knees, rather than to voice commands.

Then Mistress Cheryl took over to train him on the jumping course. Hurdles were set up with cushioned mats in front of and behind them. She would spur him to his fastest crawl and then he would go to hands and feet upon the mat and drive with his legs to leap over the hurdle, landing on hands and knees and heading for the next one as she cropped his balls to urge him on. To increase his strength and endurance, Mona took over as things progressed, adding her somewhat greater weight until he could clear the hurdles easily bearing her as well. The Jane took her turn and before long he could even clear the hurdles easily, bearing her amazon physique.

Finally, Jane would mount him to ride for pure endurance, around and around the chamber on an oval rubber mat until he dropped. And as his endurance increased massive mistresses Olga and Nyah would ride him until he could bear even them tirelessly around and around the chamber. All of this was to prepare him for the derby, a race four times around a 100 meter track.

Another event was the top fucking competition. Brian was much accustomed to bending over to assume the position and offering his ass to the mistress. But now he had to learn a whole new skill. The mistress would lie upon her back with cock jutting upward. The slave would anally impale himself upon it and had to bring the mistress to orgasm by riding it with skill and endurance. The object of the competition was to bring three mistresses to orgasm in the shortest time, using the slave’s own coming and that sweet sound of male surrender as the orgasmic triggers. Style points were added as tie breakers, the quantity and distance of the slave’s ejaculation being a major factor.

It was physically demanding and long practice and conditioning were required to perfect his performance. For his first time Jane laid herself upon the fucking platform, holding the big humming cock straight up. He mounted the platform facing her feet, lowered himself until he felt the member against his orifice, then settled down on top of it. Mistress Jane called out instructions.

“Up and down slave Brian and grind your behind!”

He knew then he must not only rise and fall along the length of the shaft but add gyrations of his hips. With feet flat on the platform and hands on his knees to hold his balance he obeyed her command. Any pain from the entry of the woman cock was of the past and now he felt only pleasure from the pulsing and vibrating faux organ. But fatigue soon set in from the difficult and strenuous position. He slowed in his effort but Mona and Cheryl urged him on with hard strokes of the crop upon his ass. He soon felt the hot itching twinges that portended his coming and no further cropping was needed as he propelled himself toward his release. Jane’s own breath came in high pitched pants as efforts edged her toward the brink as well.

He felt the familiar but always longed for surge of delight in his rectum and balls and felt the extra stiffening of his member. He gave voice to his heavenly emasculation with a quavering moan that fell upon Jane’s ears and set her off, tearing a brutish, tigress snarl form her depths. He collapsed onto his knees, still impaled, as great creamy spurts of his semen arched through the air and landed some two meters away. He heard applause and words of pleasant surprise about his production and projection.

Mona and Cheryl took him under the armpits and hoisted him off of Jane, who savored for a while and then rose, only to be replaced by Cheryl, who had donned her own cock and now lay with it jutting upward. He noticed Mona had also strapped on while he had been occupied with Jane. Cheryl ordered him to mount her.

“You have a long way to go slave Brian! We will each take a turn and if that doesn’t drain the last cum out of you we will start all over until you shoot yourself dry!”

He impaled himself upon her cock and went to his duty, now more knowing about how to achieve the desired outcome. But this time it took longer and he made her come twice before he expended his load, again in long arching spurts that drew cheers and whoops from the screen. Cheryl came hard as well and then relinquished the platform to Mona.

He slid his hind hole down the pole again and it took longer yet for him to shoot, much to Mona’s delight. She came three times as shouts of encouragement were heard from the watchers, cheering him on to supreme efforts. Mona enjoyed her fourth climax, their vocalizations of ecstasy harmonizing as three more heavy spurts flew from him, but then there were just dry, though pleasurable spasm and it was clear he had expended himself utterly. His final performance brought the clapping of hands, the stomping of feet and sounds raucous approbation, the mistresses all rising for the ovation.

After they made him lick his cum from the floor there was training for the fellatio competition, quite a simple matter, a race to see how many mistresses a slave could suck to orgasm in an hour. But there was a twist to it. The mistress would wear a headband connected to an EEG monitor that would measure the intensity of her orgasm and give it a numerical value, this acting as a tie breaker and second factor in the scoring. He was well schooled in the deepthroat and brought all three to climaxes of atavistic intensity as measured by the EEG.

Dodgewhip was another event. The slave who could elude the whip and take the fewest lashes would be the winner. A single mistress would wield the long bullwhip, but for the sake of his training all three of his mistresses took up the whips at once and pursued him relentlessly to make it seem easy for him to dodge a single whip.

The seventh event was the free style oral pleasuring competition. Mistresses would line up to take a seat upon a throne chair and offer their lady parts to be served. The slave was allowed to use every art and skill he knew to bring as many mistresses to orgasm as he could also within an hour. Orgasmic intensity was also measured and the score would be a composite of the two.

His three mistresses engaged in a round robin over the course of an hour, mostly just for their own enjoyment because slave Brian’s oral pleasuring skills were already near legendary.

In the end he groveled back to his cell and collapsed in exhaustion. The buzzer woke him in the morning and he went about his ablutions, then knelt at the door as usual. The door opened and his mistresses stood in the doorway, again beaming, looking down on him fondly and kindly. Cheryl gave him the good news.

“Slave Brian your performance yesterday has caused quite a stir. Heavy wagers are being placed on you to win the gold medal. To motivate you further you must know that winning the gold earns you exemption from castration for five years. But I should make you aware that any transgressions or failures to please will be recorded cumulatively and it is possible the sentence will be carried out immediately after expiration of the five years.

PART FOUR

The three months of rigorous training seem to fly by. Each district was given time to train slaves in the actual Olympic venue, especially on the racetrack where the derby was to be run. It was a 100 meter oval of rubber padding that allowed for maximum traction and speed. Brian’s mistresses were merciless, making him crawl while bearing the weight of BBW mistresses Olga and Nyah. Mona informed him of the necessity.

“First place earns the medal slave Brian but there is another race within the race. Riders are assigned at random, including two BBW mistresses. The slaves who draw these riders have no chance of winning of course. But there is a special fate reserved for the slave who comes in dead last. And it will always be one who bears the weight of a BBW mistress. There will always be two such pairings. This race to the finish is most entertaining as the slave grovel with all their might in desperation. They are desperate because the stallion who loses the race will become a gelding, as you might say. Bigger bets are placed on this than on who might win and the entertainment value of seeing the slaves race to save their balls far exceeds all else.”

“That’s why we have made you carry the BBW mistresses so many times around the track. We want to give you every chance of preserving your balls if you happen to draw a BBW rider. You truly have become a star and the pride and joy of our district. We would hate to see you made a eunuch before your time.”

The slave Olympics were three day celebration of Woman’s dominant will to power. The venue was in a vast secret underground cavern that had been dug by largely by eunuch slaves under the whip. It was the epicenter of the mistress network and also contained the main slave dungeon and rooms filled with computers and servers for infiltrating and hacking. Many willing and submissive eunuch slaves manned the keyboards under the supervision of mistresses.

A thousand mistresses from all districts filled the seats encircling the track. Within the oval of the track were the sites where other events were held. Thousands more mistresses were watching via podcast. The scent of aroused pussy filled the warm, windless and humid air of the cavern. Every slave felt the power and quailed in submission.

There was an opening procession during which each district led its slave contestants around the track. Cheryl fitted Brian with saddle, bridle, humbler and, best of all, his tail. She led the way as their district marched around the circumference. Holding the district’s flag in one hand she had him zigzag and prance his way through the maneuvers of the dressage, firmly but gently cropping his balls. He flaunted his long tail, sashaying his behind. Other slaves from the district were entered in individual events and these were led along in double file by other mistresses of the district, leashes on their stretched out balls. Each ball sack was tight and shiny and each pair of testicles looked like a pair of ripe purple plums ready to be plucked, as indeed some would be.

The first event held was the freestyle cunnilingus. Brian’s well-honed skills, rigorous training and his sincere devotion to the pleasure of the mistresses carried through to win, satisfying fifteen mistresses within an hour, each of them dismounting the throne on wobbly legs from the intensity of their orgasms while the EEG confirmed all with a numerical score. His closest opponent only managed twelve with intensity much lower.

Matters proceeded to the fellatio competition and again Brian excelled, taking the cocks of each mistress down full length with the greatest ease and sucking each like unto the elite of courtesans, his total devotion to their pleasure again enhancing their exquisite climaxes. Twelve mistresses were reduced to jelly by the passion and skill of his attentions while his closest opponent only scored ten.

Dodge-whip came next. The whips were treated with a solution that would leave a bright orange stripe to distinguish a welt from the many the slaves already carried. Having to dodge the whips of all three of his mistresses during training proved to be the deciding factor and he only bore twenty stripes at the end of the ten minutes while the slave finishing second bore thirty.

Then it was time for the top fucking contest. Brian had been denied the woman cock and coming for the last month of his training to ensure he would store up a great quantity of semen. The first mistress laid herself down on the platform with four others on platforms of their own, ready to be fucked by other slaves.

Brian mounted the platform flat footed and impaled himself to the depths upon the pulsing humming shaft, facing the feet of the mistress. His wild and sinuous gyrations brought the mistress great delight and the sight of his fetching buns bumping and grinding added much to her arousal. Finely attuned to the state of the mistresses arousal thanks to his rigorous training he brought both of them to the brink.

He held at the edge for a long moment, then gave in to the itching urge, gave out a whimpering moan of surrender and unmanning sure to trigger the mistress and went to his knees, straddling her hips as his ejaculate was launched in half a dozen thick spurts that flew two meters and splattered on the floor. The mistress gave out her primal shriek of ecstasy.

He stood with legs apart as the first mistress slipped from the platform and the second slid beneath him holding her cock vertical so he could impale himself again. As always, it took longer for him to ejaculate but his competitors had yet to bring their first mistresses to orgasm. He fucked the second mistress like a skilled and lascivious whore as he heard the sound of the other slaves coming and the wild cries of the mistresses. But seconds later he gave voice to his emasculation and launched his second load as the mistress beneath him howled in her delight and release.

The competing slaves were only in the midst of pleasuring their second mistresses when he shot his final load, the spurts weaker and falling shorter and then there were just dry spasms. But He was declared winner because the remaining slaves had only just started on their third mistresses.

Competitions ended for the day on that note. The competing slaves were put away to rest for the night but then the main dungeon was emptied, two hundred slaves groveling forth to serve the mistresses during the celebratory after party and orgy. Food and drink were laid out in abundance and every mistress was served to satisfaction.

Day two was devoted to “field events”, several kinds of cruel sport inflicted upon the slaves.

First there was the ball busting competition, a simple and brutal affair. Slaves would stand with their hands on their heads and legs spread, balls hanging down. Mistresses would deliver vicious kicks to their balls. The slave who could take the most kicks before going to the floor groaning in agony would win the medal.

There was the individual dodge-whip competition, apart from the heptathlon. Slaves scampered about within a wide ring bounded by a high wall, in a futile effort to evade the searing lashes of the mistresses for fifteen minutes at a time. Mistresses seated in bleachers atop the wall looked down gleefully and made bets as slaves were zebra striped with purple welts.

Another cruel delight was the dart game. Slaves were bound upright onto X shaped crosses with their organs dangling through a wooden ring. Mistresses stood at a line twenty feet away and threw darts with needle points dipped in a stinging potion. They practiced diligently all year long for the event and their accuracy was unerring. Shots had to be called. Right nut left nut or tip had to be pierced accordingly in order to score. Few darts stuck in the wood and almost all found their marks. The slave who could suppress his scream of agony the longest would win the medal. The mistress with the highest score would have him for the night.

There were also the individual, cunnilingus, fellatio and top fucking competitions, always entertaining to all.

But the climactic event of the day was the most merciless and satisfying. A dozen slaves whose efforts in the pleasure chambers had been substandard and had been sentenced to castration were held aside to get their punishment during the Olympics.

It was a variation on the dunk tank. The slave would be bound hand and foot and sit on a seat eight feet from the ground that would drop from under him when a thrown ball struck a target that triggered the mechanism. An elastrator band would be put around his balls to cut off bleeding. Then a noose of thin wire attached to a beam up above would be tightened around his balls.

Mistresses would line up to throw from a distance of fifty feet. Most balls missed the mark as the slave sat trembling in terror, watching and waiting for the inevitable. Finally, a ball would hit and the seat would drop, the slave falling five feet before the wire tightened, severing his balls as he fell to the ground screaming. The mistress who hit the mark would be awarded the balls to be displayed in her trophy room and also the slave himself to do menial labor.

The orgy ended the day was always most intense, the mistresses being much aroused by the sight of the unmanning of the slaves. And the slaves, in their terror, served them with the depths of abject submission.

The last day was for the equestrian events, with the dressage being first. It was held in a broad open space within the ring of the track, the floor rubber padded for traction. Mona mounted him and he performed the intricate and demanding moves with ease and grace, around and around, back and forth and in figure eights, rearing and bucking in almost telepathic response to her will, flaunting his luxuriant tail all the while, to the amusement and delight of all mistresses, especially the judges. No competitor could match his obedience, willing submission to his mistress or his inimitable style. The sheer joy he felt in serving his mistress was palpable and he won hands down.

The jumping competition was held on the track, hurdles being set up at intervals long enough for the steeds to get up to speed to clear each one. Cheryl rode him, her lighter weight allowing him maximum speed and height in his jumps. As he cleared each hurdle with amazing height and grace his tail flew high and he wiggled his behind, gaining style points. Not one bar of the hurdles fell as he made his way around the track in record time. Again, his eager willingness to entertain the mistresses was noted.

The derby was the climactic event of the Olympics and the most anticipated. Fifteen slaves, saddled, bridled, humbled and tailed were on hands and knees at the starting line ready to be mounted by the mistresses to whom they were assigned at random.

Brian felt relief and confidence when a petite but plump dark haired mistress mounted him. But the unfortunate slave next to him groaned in despair as the fleshy mass of mistress Nyah settled down upon him. Another blond BBW mistress of equal size mounted a slave three spots to his left.

Silence fell as the mistress with the starting gun raised the pistol. The gun sounded and Brian felt a stern whack to his humbled balls and the sting of spurs to his thighs to urge him on. He set out at a fast pace, the mistress cropping him from time to time. But he could tell she was experienced in the equestrian arts and knew how to pace her steed.

The field completed the first lap nearly neck and neck except for the steeds who bore the BBWs, who fell far behind. Brian’s mistress kept him equal with the flank of the leading slave, cropping and spurring him as required to maintain the pace. It seemed she could sense that he was well trained with great endurance and would have a strong finishing spurt.

Excitement filled the air as the field entered the final lap. Most steeds had flagged, trailing out behind the leaders, leaving Brian still hugging the flank of the leader and two others within striking distance of winning. His mistress kept him in that position until the final curve, then laid crop on hard and spurred him cruelly over and over. He responded with a burst of speed that left the others in the dust as he crossed the finish line ten lengths ahead. The cheers and applause were deafening.

But soon silence fell as all eyes turned to the steed who struggled under the fleshy bulk of the BBWs. They had just completed their third lap and sagged under their burdens. Neck and neck they struggled on around the last lap under hard cropping and cruel spurring, one collapsing, then rising again, urged by the kicks of his mistress then the other doing the same.

After several more such collapses they reached the home stretch neck and neck, the crowd going wild, whoops and catcalls echoing in the cavern. Desperation to save his balls seemed to give each slave a final extra wind as they closed on the finish. But just before the line the slave ridden by the blond BBW collapsed once and for all, giving out a loud and breathy moan as the mass of his rider crushed him to the ground.

Nyah’s steed likewise collapsed, but after crossing the line. Thunderous sounds of womanly glee and exultation filled the air.

At the last all the riders removed the bits from the mouths of their steeds and laid upon the track with legs parted to receive the cunnilingus that would give them relief from the excitement of the race. Then the trembling, sniveling terrified slave who had buckled before the finish line was placed on the drop seat and balls were thrown until he fell emasculated to the ground.

At the day’s end Brian mounted the top of the podium to kneel at attention while seven gold medals were hung around his neck. Then it was back home to continue his lot as slave to the many mistresses.

The next morning, he knelt before mistresses Jane, Mona and Cheryl who sat enthroned and beaming at him with pride. Mistress Cheryl spoke for all.

“Slave Brian you have brought pride and prestige to our district and we are delighted with you. We trust that you will not rest on your laurels but will continue your exemplary service to the mistresses. And remember, you are now exempt from castration for five years! What do you have to say slave Brian?”

“My mistresses! I love you all so much words fail me! How lucky I was to be in that bar that very night when you came in. My life had been one of confusion and frustration and unsatisfied longings. You delivered me from that and helped me find my true purpose in life and my fulfillment. Thank you all from the depths of my soul!”

Mistress Mona could only smile as she spoke.

“Beautiful words slave Brian. But I think by now you must know a better way to use that tongue to express your gratitude!”

With that, all three mistresses at once parted their legs to offer their pussies. They sat with Jane on the left, Mona in the middle and Cheryl right. He groveled first to Jane, dizzied by her scent as always when he drew close, and nuzzled deep into her luxuriant raven bush to find her luscious lady parts, thrilling in his heart as she sighed in delight as he found the mark.

He served each beloved pussy with equal passion, feeling worshipful joy as their thighs clenched on his head as they passed into the throes of sweet orgasm.

THE END
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