
        
            
                
            
        

    
CULT OF THE BLACK WIDOW

Mistress Katja stalked the bar lined streets in the vicinity of the university one sultry evening in early June, making her way through the throngs of young revelers celebrating the end of the school year. Potential tender prey abounded among the young males staggering and jostling about in their carousals. But only just the right one would do and Katja was long on patience.

Her current slave had served her purposes well but his one year term of enslavement was three fourths expired. Acquisition of a replacement was an urgent priority but Katja was withal rigorously selective as well as not prone to procrastinate.

She cut a figure that made even the most inebriated clusters of celebrants part like the Red Sea as she approached. Tall, statuesque, regal of bearing, just a glare from her steel blue eyes sufficed to make even the most loutish drunken jock quail and step aside. Raven locks in a long ponytail hung down her back to the waist. Her calf length black dress, made of the finest soft and supple of leathers hugged her sumptuous curves, her broad shoulders exposed, neckline plunging deep between her firm, jutting breasts. Black stiletto heeled boots accentuated her height, making her tower above the crowd. Her face was a study in severe yet ethereal beauty, high forehead, wide set eyes, high cheekbones, aquiline nose, full sensuous lips, strong chin. Her age was indeterminate, exuding a mingling of mature self-possession, youthful vigor and dominant eroticism. Once those eyes fell upon those of her chosen one his soul would be pierced to the quick and his fate would be sealed.

She scanned the throng as if by way of radar until, at some distance, her eyes fell upon a fine, sandy haired, young specimen who sat alone at a picnic table beneath a big tree in a small park, seeming to hold himself apart from the rowdy goings on surrounding him. He seemed the most likely prospect she had encountered but a closer look was called for.

She made her way with force through a crush of staggering drunks, sometimes getting initial dirty looks from the ones she shouldered aside until they met her steely glare and stepped back, intimidated by her presence. And that closer look at her quarry hinted at promise of an early conclusion to her quest. She sensed the shy sensitivity and gentle nature that epitomized the innate submissive males who made the most pleasing slaves.

She made her approach a roundabout one. His eyes were averted from her, seeming to gaze into the middle distance as if lost in deep thought. She took a small opera glass from a pocket in her dress and used it to zero in closer yet. Those eyes were a deep green and soulful. He was fit and trim, quite a fetching young thing and the warming and wetting between her thighs confirmed that he was to be the one.

She determined that their first encounter would be all shock and awe, albeit brief. She sidled her way closer, getting the bole of the big tree between them, then slipping slowly into his field of vision. He sat with his back against the tabletop. His eyes turned to her and flew open wide as he gasped. She stepped to within arm’s length of him and hiked her skirt up to the waist with one hand. She wore nothing beneath her dress and his eyes riveted upon the dense raven triangle of her cunt. She dipped her fingers between her thighs and withdrew them gleaming and dripping with her secretions, which she smeared upon his mouth and nose before speaking.

“You have been chosen! Meet me here tomorrow at sunset!”

Virginal, lonely young Jared had been sitting amidst the revelries wondering if he would ever find true love. A starry eyed romantic and a bit religious, he could not even conceive of what his soul mate might be like, though he was sure she was out there somewhere. But as he gazed upon the drunken, sluttish young coeds he was sure he would not find her among them.

Suddenly he sensed a “presence” and then there was something like a shadow in the corner of his eye. He turned to be confronted by an apparition that that transfixed him, a towering, raven haired creature of ethereal beauty who exuded dominant eroticism, menace and irresistible allure. There was a strange glow, an aura about her that seemed to brighten the night.

Before he could speak she lifted the skirt of her black dress, slipped a hand into her dark pudenda and smeared its ooze upon his face. A feral scent flooded his senses, dizzying him, making the world fall from focus. But her words were embedded in his mind. By the time his vision cleared she had seemingly vanished in thin air, leaving him with just that animal perfume and the hardening in his pants.

His mind reeled as he made his way back home on foot, just a few blocks. Though he usually wore pajamas out of habitual modesty he flopped into bed naked, not able to bring himself to wash her scent from his face. Each breath seemed to make his organ harden more and soon an ache came to his balls. That ache was familiar in its way from the memory of the make out sessions that had made up his sex life so far. He had been the victim of some young high school vamps who called themselves the “Blueballers.” They made sport of their victims by teasing them and sending them home frustrated with aching testicles. But this ache was deeper, more severe and lingering. He had relieved his ache before by way of his hand, but despite the torment he refrained, sensing the goddess like creature he had encountered would disapprove and would somehow know he had transgressed and that there would be consequences. He lay awake for hours, eyes closed, envisioning her, the room seeming to spin until he somehow drifted off.

He awoke late in the morning, nearly noon. But the long June day preceding the sunset seemed like eternity as he looked forward to their assignation. He forced himself to shower, shave and wash away her scent in belief she would want him clean and well groomed. He couldn’t eat despite skipping breakfast and then lunch and all but ran to the park and arrived just on time to find she was not there. It made him wonder if it had all been just a wild dream. Minutes passed while he sat there wondering if he just leave rather than sit there making a fool of himself. The sun dipped below the horizon as the world darkened. Then there was the soft touch of a hand upon his shoulder from behind.

Katja was confident she had breached any mental or emotional armor he might have had but still chose a soft approach for their second encounter. She wore a floral print sundress and soft fawn colored leather sandals that matched her purse. Her locks hung free over her shoulders.

When she touched his shoulder and he turned at met her eyes she knew he was already hers but chose to take her sweet time about the seduction. So much exquisite pleasure would be hers through the meticulous process of inducing his ultimate surrender. She had long ago lost count of how many tender young males had succumbed to her dominant will and surrendered themselves to albeit short lives of erotic enslavement in the course of her own indefinite life span. And each and all had willingly offered themselves up as sacrifices, finding the year of profound intimacies with her goddess body to be well worth the ultimate price. And the one before her now showed great promise of being exceptional.

When Jared turned to look at her he found the look in her eyes warm and kind and her smile gentle. She held out her hand and he took it, feeling an electric rush and a heightening of the ache in his balls. She seemed to exude her own innate perfume. He sat open mouthed as she introduced herself.

“So sorry I didn’t catch your name last night but I was pressed for time and could not linger. I’m Katja and you are…?

“JJJ…ared!”

“May I sit down with you Jared?”

“Of course…please!”

She kept her hold on his hand across the table as she spoke.

“I took the liberty of watching you for a while last night. You seemed… pensive. Is something troubling you?”

Her tone was so warm and disarming he spoke his mind freely without hesitation or embarrassment.

“I was pondering the nature of true love, wondering if I would ever find it, find her, my soul mate.”

Katja’s grip tightened upon his hand as she replied.

“True love can appear suddenly, in unexpected ways and with one you might never imagine. I trust you will find it very soon in a form beyond your deepest dreams. Would you like to talk about it? I know a very quiet and intimate place where we can enjoy some wine and dinner. What say Jared?”

Jared could only nod and she led him away by the hand. Katja was a woman of wealth earned through multiple enterprises and her black, chauffer driven limo waited just up the street. The door slid open from the chauffer’s pressing of a button and they settled in comfortably, facing each other. Katja provided their destination to the driver.

“To Arachne’s Lena!”

As the limo pulled away Katja pressed a button on the door handle and the windows went opaque. In the dim light within the car he had eyes only for her as she regarded him with and expression somehow tender and warm yet with a gleam in her eyes that seemed…predatory?

The route to their destination seemed winding and circuitous. The car made one final turn and came to a stop. The door opened and they stepped out onto a gravel parking lot. Jared looked around, seeing dense old woods surrounding and turned to see a small stone, slate roofed building, obviously quite old. A stone stairway led up to the iron bound oak front door above which was a wooden sign lit from above, bearing the words engraved in it: Arachne’s. Finest meats, wine and spirits. And above that was engraved the menacing image of a spider. He turned to Katja with some trepidation in his eyes but she just mounted the steps and waved her hand in invitation. It seemed as if a disembodied will took hold of him and made his feet climb up to join her.

The interior was all rich dark wood, a heavy beamed ceiling, sturdy posts supporting it. There was a long bar of elegantly carved walnut to the right and to the left a door with the word “restroom” above it but just one, not one for each gender.

The bartender was a tall young blond woman with a short “butch” style hairdo. She greeted Katja like a long familiar customer and eyed Jared with a knowing look with a hint of lust. A sultry looking, dark haired, olive skinned hostess stood behind a lectern by a wide opening in the wall leading into the dining area. Katja requested a table for two. The hostess regarded Jared with that same unsettling expression. She led them to a table near a fireplace that burned bright despite the season. Its warmth made him glad he had just worn shorts and a light tropical shirt along with sandals.

He looked around the room. Business seemed light that evening but at several tables sat women of varying descriptions, races, ages, colors of skin and hair. Each was accompanied by a younger man and each had the same aura about her as Katja.

A tall and shapely red haired server soon came to the table and again he felt shivers from her subtle but unmistakable leer. Katja took charge, ordering two bottles of red wine right away and blood rare porterhouse steaks without bothering to consult him. Katja initiated the conversation while they waited, getting right to the heart of the matter.

“So Jared, you seek true love and a soul mate. What kind of woman might that be?”

He took a deep drink of the wine before answering and then another and then downed the whole glass, feeling somehow reckless, uninhibited. And the warm glow that suffused his body through his empty stomach only heightened  that effect. A dreamy look came to his eyes as he answered.

“Well Katja, I envision someone pure and virginal and naive…like me, I guess. I am a virgin in case you don’t know.”

“Oh I know sweetie! Trust me. I knew it the moment I saw you! It’s written all over you for one who knows how to read.”

“Well, she could never be a woman like you Katja with all due respect. You are much too worldly, too sophisticated, too perhaps…sinful? But I mean no offense. Far be it from me to judge. I’m just sure of what I long for.”

“Are you dear? I think you need more wine before we continue our conversation!”

She drained her own glass and filled both.

“Now Jared, just what makes you so sure of the kind of woman you want. So often the things we think we want prove to be otherwise. Don’t you find me the least bit attractive?”

“Oh yes Katja! You’re so beautiful you scare me! Maybe that’s the reason!”

“Why thank you Jared! You flatter me so! But why would you not want me and prefer some sanitized Susie cream cheese? With me you would know pleasures beyond your wildest dreams. I could make you my willing slave, captivate your very soul and you would never regret it for a moment!”

Jared swallowed hard and suddenly became aware of the stiffness in his pants and the worsening ache in his balls. He looked into her eyes, transfixed and felt growing panic.

“That’s just it Katja. You’re too much for me! Too strong! I feel myself falling! I think I have to leave!”

Her hand was upon his stiffened member in a firm, inextricable grip as she leaned close, their noses nearly touching.

“This betrays you Jared! Deep down you know what you want and it is me! Now just sit tight and have some more wine of that will help you relax to things!”

He sagged in his chair, resigned to the truth of her words. Their steaks arrived and he fell too with a hunger, being famished after a long day’s fast. He glanced up at her now and then as he ate and saw her devouring her meat with a pronounced predatory look, blood running down her chin. She smiled and winked.

She sighed in sated gluttony as she finished, pushed back her plate and guzzled another glass of wine. He finished soon after and guzzled his own glass to calm his ever more jangled nerves. Then:

“Time to go home Jared! She took out her phone and sent a quick text.”

He looked at her with disappointment in his eyes.

“So soon Katja?”

She nodded, clearly resolute.

“Okay, well. My address is…’

She cut him off.

“When I say home I mean to my house Jared! You are coming home with me and we will continue what we have started here!”

She stood and strode to the door. He followed her like a lost puppy. As they made their way to the door the women seated at the other tables met Katja’s eyes with looks mingled with leering approval and a bit of envy. Any male in her company was sure to be in her thrall, his destiny decided and their envy was born of the quality of slave she never failed to acquire. But Katja was faithful to the code and Jared would be shared with them for their pleasure by and by.

The limo was waiting, clearly in answer to her text. They entered and the car drove off, windows again opaque. After another circuitous drive the car came to a stop and he could hear a garage door rising. The car pulled forward again and stopped. The doors opened into an underground garage. Katja took his hand and led him to a gray steel door. She opened it and continued down a long hallway to a luxuriously appointed living room, rich in dark mahogany and fine black leather furniture. Two sofa’s sat across from each other on the long axis of an elegant Persian rug with a recliner at each end.

Katja led him there and motioned toward a recliner, inviting him to sit. He perched on the edge of the seat, head spinning, wondering what was to follow. He didn’t have to wait long. Katja stood before the other recliner, facing him, and with one smooth motion flung off her sundress to reveal the resplendent nudity beneath. Jared gasped and fell to his knees as he beheld the perfection of her womanliness. His eyes traced her exquisite curvatures until the fell upon what sent a chill up his spine. She had only hiked her skirt up so far when he got his glimpse of her pussy. Now he saw, on her firm belly, below her navel, the lurid tattoo of a black spider’s underside, its fangs dripping venom and on its abdomen the telltale red hourglass signifying the black widow. The tips of the legs ended somewhere in the top of her luxuriant bush.

His jaw dropped and his eyes glazed over in his entrancement. She snapped her fingers and barked his name to get his attention.

“Jared! Do you see a problem? Here I am with my flesh on parade for you while you keel there clothed! Not quite fair now is it?”

He felt as if her will took control of his hands. Fortunately he wore just his shirt and shorts and had neglected underpants in his haste to get to their tryst. Soon the meager garments lay on the floor and he knelt naked, feeling his organ jutting shamelessly. Her eyes went to it and she smiled.

“My oh my Jared! I’ll go out on a limb and say you like me! And your size exceeds what I expected, quite adequate to accord you special privileges down the road! But enough about that for now! Come here!”

He began to rise to his feet but she barked another command.

“Crawl Jared! When in my presence you are to grovel unless I tell you otherwise!”

She dropped into the chair and parted her legs wide, raising them high.

He obeyed her command, crawling across the rug with head bowed until he felt her grip on his hair when he came within her reach. She pulled him close, drawing his face up inches from her cunt.

The female parts were unknown to him save for fleeting, guilt ridden glances at some pictures hung on the walls of boy’s rooms in his dormitory. Now the pussy was presented to him in its every glory, its animal allure resistless. He leaned in, instinctually striving to taste her but she held him back for a moment to let him take in the unique beauty that lay between her thighs. Her dense raven thicket was riven by her ragged, dark, protuberant labia, these slightly parted, showing the warm pink within her. And at her apex was that pink pearl, the clit, that also known to him second hand by way of lewd talk among the boys. And the scent! That feral musk! He felt himself hardening beyond hard and a dizzy inebriation. He heard her voice, hissing, husky from her own mounting desire.

“Speak to me Jared? Do you like what you see?”

“It’s…it’s beautiful, like nothing I ever dreamed!”

“Thank you Jared! You may taste me now!”

She let go her grip in the midst of his straining forward and his face plunged deep into her oozing crevice, covering it with her aromatic secretions. A hunger, an addictive craving was born in him then and there and he knew he would be forever enslaved by it. He heard her breathy whisper.

“Lick me now Jared! Give me pleasure! Make me come!”

He raised his head to look at her and speak.

“I don’t know how! Please teach me!”

“Oh sweetie! Of course! I can tell already how much you care and want to please me! First you must be gentle! Just cup your tongue and softly scoop upward. Gather my juice and swallow! Continue until further instructions!”

He obeyed, tongue running up the slit, knowing the varied tastes, the salty depths of her vagina, the piquant piss salt that clung in her pubes, the richness of the amber poon that flowed so freely. With each swallow he felt an ever deeper suffusing as if into the marrow of his bones. He knew his life had taken a wild, entrancing turn, frightening in its way by his realization of his helplessness in her thrall.

Her breathing escalated and her hips rolled, rubbing her cunt over his face, smearing it everywhere with her richness. He felt at tug on his hair as she instructed again.

“Upward now Jared! Seek it! Find it! My sweet berry!”

He turned his attentions toward the apex, tongue flailing about at first, missing the mark. But then his tongue fell upon that turgid little orb and his heart leapt when she gave out a deep sigh of supernal pleasure and those silken, comely thighs clenched tight upon his head to hold him in their sweet captivity until the cataclysm struck.

A convulsive shudder ran through her and the thighs clenched tighter as his face was engulfed in her lush tissues, cutting off all hope of breath. But he made no effort to extricate, his surrender complete, even onto death if this was how he was fated to pass. How could any death be finer than in the service of his newfound goddess, bringing her to her ecstasy.

But just before final blackness fell her thighs parted and her feet dropped to the floor. A tender hand tousled his hair as she gave her appraisal.

“That was lovely for the first time sweetie. You still have many refinements to learn but your passion to please me made up amply for any lack of experience. We will be working on that as time goes by. But it’s getting late and past my bed time. The car is waiting in the garage.”

She opened a drawer in the end table next to her chair, took out a burner phone and handed it to him.

“We will be meeting here again from time to time when it suits me Jared. I will summon you by text and I will expect you to be at the place where we first met in a timely manner and without fail or we will never be together again.”

Her plan for the evening had been simple and well executed, give him his first taste of the luscious pussy that was to become the center of his universe and reign over his life, then send him home for a few days to ache and burn.

The process of enthralling and enamoring him beyond the point of no return could not be rushed and she had always found the slow progression to be quite pleasurable and relished it. Once, when young and vying to lure her first prospective slave into her web she had jumped the gun and made the terms of their relationship known far too soon. The young man had fled in abject terror. But Katja was a quick study who never made the same mistake twice.

She had one final admonition before dismissing him:

“And Jared, I am sure your case of blueballs must be severe by now. I must warn you against using your hand for relief. You must be in a state of desperate and passionate desire if you are to pleasure me in the way to which I am accustomed. And disabuse yourself of any thought you could hide your transgression from me. Your guilt and shame will show and you will be punished. I would prefer not to place a punitive preventive device upon your organs. And it will make me so happy if you show unselfish discipline and self-control. You do want me to be happy, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“And one last thing dear. From now on you will address me as ‘mistress! Now go!”

“Yes Mistress!”

She rose from her chair and left the room, walking down the hall. He heard a door closing with finality. There was nothing for him to do but make his way to the garage. The car was waiting as she had said. The ride home was torment and confusion, just the beginning of what was to follow in the coming days. She would “summon him” when it “suited her.”

Sleep eluded him and it took a supreme effort of will to keep his hands off his cock. Her scent clung to him, aggravating the torment but he could not bring himself to wash it off. Morning came but he found he could not eat and, though exhausted he could not escape into sleep.

He had enrolled in summer courses to help him graduate early and they were to begin that very day but he didn’t bother. Now nothing mattered in the world other than when she perhaps might “summon him.”

CHAPTER TWO

Katja turned her back on Jared and walked down the hall to her bedroom. She opened the door and there was her current slave Peter waiting patiently on hands and knees in his cage. She opened the door of it and he crawled forth to kneel up at attention. He wore toothy and painful metal clips on his nipples, and worse another on the tender tab of skin just below the tip of his cock that felt as if a wasp had stung him there and kept on stinging. He shuddered in his torment, but being a good and proper slave he endured without complaint. Katja preferred to have him in pain in her absence so he could never forget for a minute who he belonged to.

Her orgasm by way of Jared’s tongue had been quite satisfying for a time but her lust was already rekindling. It would be Peter’s duty to fully satisfy her so she could sleep. He would have to endure his pain until this was accomplished.

Peter’s cock stood utterly erect, nearly vertical. He was spared a punitive chastity device because of iron self-control, that which was to earn him release before bedtime. He was unaware of this, being accustomed to simply enduring the ache in his balls and hoping.

The first order of business was to be a prolonged oral pleasuring employing the refinements and enhancements he had learned so well by way of Katja’s rigorous training, the same that Jared would be learning by and by.

Katja laid herself out on her vast, custom bult bed and spread her legs wide, raising her knees to offer her pussy to Peter’s adoring tongue. He scrambled up to bury his face between her thighs, driven by far more than mere need to be released from the painful clamps. His adoration of his mistress was profound in its depths and her pleasure meant everything to him.

His well-honed skills provided her with the first orgasm promptly employing just the fundamental’s, a lapping up and down the crevice, then the tongue just so upon the clit.

She relaxed in afterglow and he hoisted her legs up toward her chest, exposing her crotch entirely to his tongue. Then he went down low to caress the anus, making tender obeisance there, letting his mistress know he knew his place, tenderly swabbing away any lingering flakes and granules of her waste, taking pride in making sure her orifice was spotless and lovingly cared for.

The probing and wriggling of his tongue down there also produced another vital outcome, the reinflaming of Katja’s lust. A rolling of her hips, a rubbing of her oozing cunt over his face gave him to know it was time. He made his way up to her apex while slipping a finger in gently where his tongue had been. Finger fucking her gently just so he enfolded her turgid pink pearl within his lips to lick and suck. The soul shattering, seismic climax followed as expected and was followed by several more as his tongue fluttered upon her pearl soft as a  butterfly’s wing.

Katja melted in the sweet stupor of afterglow but matters were to continue. He hoisted her legs again and went to work once more at the nether, slowly but inevitably bringing her back to the peak of arousal.

The final phase was enabled by the tongue that had been lengthened and strengthened through relentless exercise. When Katja rolled her hips again he slid that lengthened organ deep within her cavern, far enough to massage her G. The finger slipped into the anus again and his nose rubbed her clit. This triple stimulation set he off into a savage orgasmic sequence. She bucked and writhed until her bones seemed to turn to jelly and she lay limp and languid.

Peter showered tender kisses between her thighs and over her pudenda and nuzzled in her dense raven bush, drinking in the scent that had enslaved him as he awaited ner next command.

Katja basked in her contentment, feeling a deep and warm affection for him, her sweet slave so tender and adoring. She did not “love” him for women of her kind did not love. They just loved being loved and Peter had loved her to the depths of his being. In a way she was sad to part with him but rules were rules. And she had to admit to herself that in the midst of the pleasuring within her imagining it was Jared who was serving her with abject submission and boundless adoration. One always did need a new slave to add zest to life.

But Peter had long endured his blueballs without complaint or pleading for relief and she deemed him due his reward. She sat up in the bed and lifted his chin with her fingertip, smiling at him tenderly as she spoke.

“You have been such a good boy lately slave Peter. You have given me such sweet and passionate head for the past month! You know what good boys get now don’t you?”

Peter didn’t need another word. He hopped down from the bed and crawled to the dresser across the room, whimpering softly in anticipation of his coming reward. He opened a drawer and reached in to retrieve the instrument of that reward, a long, thick faux cock, her “femcock” as she called it. The device was L shaped, the big “male” end luridly realistic, the other end a vaginal insertion for the pleasure of his mistress. Big false balls containing powerful lithium batteries hung at the base of the cock. Minimal clear silicone straps depended from the device to hold it in place.

Katja had also slipped from the bed and stood with her legs parted, ready for the installation. Peter’s hands shook as he performed it but the installation was performed to perfection with those practiced hands. He backed away a but to kneel before his mistress, gazing at her in her dominant glory, the big dick jutting from her hairy loins, looking ever so natural. Then he all but lunged forward with mouth open wide to take it within his lips and then deep down his throat, performing the mock fellatio she demanded as the prelude to his reward.

Katja pressed and button at the base of the cock and the big organ vibrated, pulsed and hummed. She stood stock still for a while with hands on hips, looking down at her dear slave as he showered oral worship upon the big member, head going back and forth, forehead bumping her pubis before backing of so just the tip was between his lips, then driving forward again.

Soon his deep and adoring submission brought her arousal to its peak. Grasping his hair in a painful, two-handed grip she rammed her hips forward, matching his movements, grinding and gyrating. The insertion was specially formed the massage clit and G in the course of her rutting. The vibrations added a tingling to it all that propelled her in her pursuit of climax. She rammed the shaft down his throat one last time as orgasm rocked her with a knee-buckling force, nearly toppling her, saved only by the arms of her slave wrapped around her hips to keep her upright while she arched her back and savored. When her legs finally firmed she put a hand to his forehead and gently pushed him back, giggling at the pop the glans always made when it exited his throat.

Peter needed not another word to know what was next. He reached under the bed and pulled out the thick, sticky yoga mat that would give his mistress traction and leverage while she ravaged his much used hind hole. He was quick to assume the position on elbows and knees, forehead on forearms, ass raised in offering.

Katja went to the dresser drawer and took out a bottle of lube. She put just a touch on the shaft for just a bit of mercy but not to much. Her slave needed to feel the pain of her entry to be reminded who was boss but she didn’t want to split him open. He had only been upsized recently to this 2” X 12” cock.

She dropped to her knees behind him and aligned the big glans with his orifice. Her sharp red nails dug in deep for purchase, making blood trickle. The wounds would scar and join the many other such scars on his fetching buns.

Her entering thrust was without restraint and Peter cried out at the intrusion. But he had been stretched and loosened enough for the shaft to plunge to the hilt upon just this one thrust.

She took him hard as he whimpered in continuing pain at first. Her lovely ass rolled in graceful undulations. She added wild gyrations to rub the device hard upon his prostate and her own lady parts. His whimpers morphed to those of pleasure and he rocked back and forth in rhythm with her rutting, seeking his longed for relief. He felt a hot, sharp twinge and then the surges of supernal pleasure that had long ago addicted him to the femcock. As always, he gave out a deep and quavering moan of emasculated surrender, Katja’s ears peeled for this very vocalization, the one that would trigger her triumphant ecstasy. His long pent up cum splattered in copious spurts upon the mat as Katja gave out her primal shriek.

Katja kept him impaled on her cock as he remained on elbows and knees, sighing softly, babbling words of gratitude to his mistress for the deliverance from his ache. She pinched and poked his musculature. Such a fine meaty specimen he was! How she looked forward to the day soon to come when he would fulfill his ultimate destiny.

She pulled out of him and backed away, rising to stand over him. Unbidden he went to lap up his creamy leaving from the mat. She put a foot upon the back of his head to gloat over his submission. Then he rose to his knees with mouth open to accept the soiled organ and suck it clean.

Then it was bedtime. Peter pulled back the covers and Katja laid down on her back, yawning and stretching, drowsy in her satisfaction. Peter laid himself crosswise to her, head pillowed on her thighs, nose pressed into her bush to inhale its erotic fragrance through the night. He lay wakeful and anxious for a while, awaiting the sound of her soft rhythmic breathing as she drifted off in the sweet refreshing sleep of a sated mistress. Only then could he fall into his own slumber, reassured of duty done.

Katja was fond of sleeping late, especially following such an enjoyable evening. She stirred when bright morning sun shone through the window. Peter was quick to his matinal duty. She yawned and stretched and parted her thighs. He went down between them to enfold her apex within his lips, awaiting the pungent golden flow. She sighed in relief as she poured it forth into his thirsty mouth. Then it was the soft and sweet cunnilingus that would help her start her day out right. After a couple of deep and consuming orgasms, upon which he imbibed her ejaculatory gush with the same thirst as her piss, she rose and made her way to the bathroom. Peter was quick to follow on hands and knees.

He was prompt to lie on the floor with mouth open wide as she squatted over him to expel the rich brown product of the body her adored. A tender tongue served as her toilet paper. Then he joined in the shower where he bathed her shoulders to toes with a loofah and shampooed her long raven locks. She stepped from the stall and he used at big soft towel to pat her dry with reverent touch, this goddess who reigned over his life.

Peter followed her to the kitchen, again on hands and knees. Katja’s house eunuch Chad had just finished preparing the big omelet, toast and coffee. He was a chubby and docile creature now, though in his former life he had been “Chad the Cad” a user, seducer, abuser and sometimes outright raper of women. The price he paid for this was anal gang rape, his balls, and his eventually being put to slaughter and devoured. He was serving his time while becoming flabby and tender as did all males once their testicles were severed. No mercy was shown for his ilk by Katja and her fellow mistresses.

Katja’s wealth came from a hedge fund she managed. She worked mostly from home. The day was an ordinary one. Chad busied himself with household chores. Peter took his place under her desk to give tender attention to her pussy while she worked her financial magic. She liked to come in celebration of every killing she made in the market. Peter kept her on just the edge of orgasm until her pat on his head told him to get her off. That evening she would join her circle of her kindred mistresses for a dinner meeting.

Slave Peter accompanied her to the meeting, held in the sub-basement of a large building downtown within a circular chamber dedicated to its purpose, the conferences held by the eight members of the high council of the local chapter of the Cult of the Black Widow.

One by one the members made their entrance to take their seats at the round table, each with her current slave in tow by a leather thong leash wrapped tight in a figure eight around his balls, making them tight, shiny and purple as plums.

The mistresses were all in various stages of dress or undress at their option, the only thing identical being the black widow tattoos on their bellies above their hairy loins. A diversity of races ages and cultures was represented, all united in a common purpose, the subjugation and enslavement of the male.

The assemblage was just small segment of a vast, secretive, insidious and ever growing network simply called the “Web” by its members. Any male lured into its sticky, steely fibers thrashed and writhed in vain, his fate an inevitability. The cultists had adopted the deadly, male devouring she-spider as their emblem and symbolic deity. It’s image was emblazoned large upon the wall of the conference room. But in the creed of the cult each mistress was a goddess onto herself, her life span indefinite as long as her diet of man meat was maintained.

The unique properties of man meat if devoured by women of dominant orientation and will had been discovered by the ancient founders of the Cult and the Web had widened over the ages until the present day when it was infallibly secretive yet widely pervasive, deeply infiltrating government and business. The artful “disappearing” of males ensured the steady supply of the vital provender.

The slaves pulled out the chairs so the mistresses could take their seats, then crawled down under the table to take their positions on their knees with faces between the thighs of the women who ruled their lives. The dominant vibe in the room would have been palpable to any who might intrude unknowingly.

When all were seated the first order of business was the repast. A eunuch entered the room with a vast platter holding the roasted thighs of a recently butchered slave. The roasts were blood rare and sliced thick. He laid it on the table, bowed low to the mistresses and left.

A plate, knife and fork were set before each mistress. The eyes of each took on a gleam of predatory hunger as they speared slices from the platter and laid them on their plates, each in its pool of warm blood. The man meat was devoured with voracity and in silence, each mistress lost in the delectation only it could provide. And its singular nourishment would sate their addictive craving and imbue the zeal for conquest of the lower gender and the propagation of the Web.

When every morsel of man meat was consumed silver haired and regal mistress Enid, the senior member called the meeting to order. Katja looked around the table at her kindred souls, feeling the sense of bonding that only women who partook of man meat together could feel. Slave Peter’s subtle and sensitive attentions to her pussy added sweet enhancement.

Each mistress was responsible for the propagation of the Web within her own district. This was achieved both by recruitment and reproduction. Every mistress at the table had fulfilled a sacred duty by bearing a daughter. Once grown and properly inculcated those daughters had sallied forth on their own missions to spread the Cult.

Recruitment was achieved by introducing prospective adherents to the pleasures of slave ownership and to the supernally delicious, addictive and life prolonging qualities of man meat. None who sampled orgasmic ecstasies by way of the slaves and the succulent flesh ever failed to become true believers.

Each mistress in attendance was to give a report on her progress in furthering the cause. Enid was a demanding task mistress who would settle for nothing but supreme effort. Quotas had to be met for recruitment of mistresses and acquisition of slaves.

But the highest priority was the acquisition of “seeding males.” It had become known over the years that the mating of an innately submissive male with a female of strong dominant orientation never failed to produce a daughter of that same orientation by way of the dominant genes. Proper seeding males were somewhat rare and mistresses would travel distances to be inseminated.

Unbeknown to him, Katja’s soon to be next slave Jared was a likely prospect. Adequate penile endowment was crucial if the mistresses to be “seeded” were to achieve the critical level of orgasmic intensity required for starting of a dominant woman child. Jared’s thick ten incher would fill the bill. His would be a rare privilege as a slave, his cock to feel the heavenly delights of the vagina that were forbidden to slaves of more ordinary endowment . A specimen such as Jared could seed quite a number of women during his year-long term of enslavement. He would seed at least one woman per week, usually two and be given three days for his sperm count to recover. Once a month the slave would be subjected to the femcock for the special pleasure it gave his mistress and the slave as well. The valuable semen would be collected and used for insemination at remote locations.

Each slave under the table and each one enslaved by a mistress of the Cult was to serve a one year stint of enslavement for the pleasure of his mistress. At the end of this he would be offered up as a sacrifice to the arachnid goddess and become the entre in a ritual feast. He would suffer being skinned alive so his hide could be used for leather garments and accessories of finest quality. Then he would be impaled on the spit to roast alive.

It was imperative that every slave submit to this of his own free will. After seduction and enamoring through the dominant eroticism of the mistress an ultimatum would be given. Accept your fate, spend a year of sweet and heavenly intimacies with the body of your goddess with the price of that being consumed in the feast for the nourishment of the mistresses. Such was the power of the dominant will it was rare indeed for s slave to decline.

Each mistress had fulfilled her quotas but only Katja had found a rare and precious seeding male.

The meeting adjourned with a group hug. Slave swaps were arranged and invitations to parties given. Katja returned home, planning her second tryst with Jared three days hence. His ache and burn would be nearly unbearable by then. Perhaps she would grant him relief, perhaps not.

CHAPTER THREE

Jared languished in aching torment day after day, without the will to bathe or shave, barely bothering to eat. He scent still clung and he could not bring himself to wash it away. Nights were particular torment. Often he awoke with his hand on his cock, beginning to stroke it to release and had to hold himself in an iron grip, dreading the consequences.

Then he heard a buzz from the burner phone she had given him. He all but dived across the room to look. Sure enough! He was summoned! The car would arrive at the picnic table at sunset. She instructed him to arrive meticulously clean and well groomed, wearing the most minimal clothing.

Sunset was within the hour. He flew through his ablutions but still took care to be thorough, dressed in just athletic trunks, T shirt and flipflops and ran out the door, passing though the people on the streets at a dead sprint. The car was already there waiting, the orb of the sun still a sliver above the horizon.

The door slid open and he lunged inside. He heard a cold female voice, the chauffer’s.

“You are late! This will be reported and you will be punished!”

Dread filled him during the ride, though he had to admit to himself there was nowhere on earth he would rather be. Upon arrival in the garage he threw open the service door and ran to the living room. Her glare as he entered stopped him in his tracks.

She sat resplendent in her nudity save for thigh high black hose and tall black stiletto heeled pumps. Her greeting was cold.

“How dare you present yourself to me on your feet and clothed? You were and are to strip naked in the garage and grovel here! Granted I have not informed you specifically of this but punishment is due nevertheless because you should have known! And you have aggravated matters by being late! Fifty solid cane strokes should suffice as a corrective. But first you will return the garage, you strip and you will grovel!”

He fled the room back to the garage, ripped off his meager attire and crawled back. She sat with a thick cane across her lap, her expression both menacing and lustful. Her words had the ring of steel.

“Bend over the chair and offer me your ass!”

He crawled to the recliner and leaned over the seat, raising his ass high. He heard a whoosh and then yelped as searing, white hot line across his behind. He heard her barked command.

“Count the strokes you idiot! We will start over!”

Another stroke fell, harder than the first. He cried out: “One!”

Stroke by stroke she administered the punishment in silence with him keeping count, whimpering and yelping through it all. The skin of his ass split open toward the end, which would leave the scars that would be but one of her marks of ownership as time went by. He counted the fiftieth stroke, but then another fell, making him freeze in confusion. She spoke in a ominous tone.

“Count! Do you want me to start over?”

He whimpered “51!”

“Very well then Jared. That will do! Turn around now and come to me!”

He turned and saw her striding across the room to her chair. She tossed the bloodied cane aside on the end table next to the chair and took her seat, legs spread wide, ankles resting on the arms, offering herself lewd and bold as woman can. He hesitated and earned a stark warning.

“Do you need a written invitation Jared? Is your memory of the cane so short? I said come here!”

He groveled in frightened haste, bumbling onto his belly halfway there, rising, crawling faster. And as he drew near the sight of her pussy overcame him and he went to lunge between her legs. Her taste and scent were potent, the rank pussy of a woman after a long, hot summer day. The scent of her sweat hung heavy in her bush and the salty leavings of her piss clung there as well. Rather than repulsed he was dizzied, intoxicated and the ache in his balls worsened.

Katja did nothing to impede him, finding delight in his haste and desperation to please her. She moaned in growing enjoyment as his artless, yet passionate and adoring tongue roamed free upon her lady parts. It took some time, but when she reached her boiling point she grabbed his hair and pulled him to her apex. That much of the process he seemed to recall because she felt his lips enfold her pearl and his tongue upon it as he sucked.

This time her ecstasy reached its sought after pitch. Before being consumed by her climax she pinched his nose and held him tight by the hair with open mouth over her apex. Upon her first spasm she gushed her salty pleasure juice abundantly into his mouth, he grip on his nose leaving him no choice but to swallow.

When his mouth was flooded with that salty elixir Jared knew a moment’s hesitance before its flavor flooded his senses and the thirst was born. He gulped it down, spilling not a drop and felt a sense if suffusing to his marrow as the addictive craving took hold.

Katja was immersed in her afterglow and he could only plant adoring kisses upon her pudenda and soft silken thighs while he awaited her rousing.

Her plan for the evening was to introduce him to the refinements and enhancements of the oral arts. He would also get just a hint as to the degradations to which he would be expected to submit. They would spend much more time together that evening, but relief of his ache would not be granted.

As for the degradations, it was time for him to know that no part of her body was to be spared his tongue. This would mean proper attention to her anus, unwashed as well and she had passed her waste earlier, her wiping cursory and just once. Next on the agenda there would be that introduction.

When her sweet stupor passed she took hold of his hair, raised her knees to her breast and directed his eyes to where she wanted them.

“Look down Jared! To my bottom! It’s time for you to show me you love every part of me!”

His eyes went there and she saw him draw back a bit at the sight and seemingly at the implications of her words. She reached out to grab his hair and tug him closer.

“So, Jared, I sense you get the hint! Yes, you will lick me now. It’s imperative that I be spotless and lovingly cared for down there. As you can see, I am much in need of your attention. And my anus is quite sensitive. The touch of a loving tongue is quite pleasurable. Now begin!”

But still he hung back, reluctance obvious. She was torn as to whether she should use the hard or soft mode of persuasion, the threat of the cane or the appeal to his emotions. Having already employed the cane she chose the soft approach.

“Jared, do you love me?”

That word had yet to come up in the literal sense but after brief pondering he knew there was only one answer.

“Yes mistress! More than I can express with words!”

“Well said Jared, but yes, just words! Your reluctance to do this small and selfless thing for me has hurt my feelings. You say you love me but I need the reassurance of actions, not mere words. I need your love Jared! Desperately! If your love is real you must prove it by your deeds not your words!”

She was rewarded by his sweet submission. When she let go of her grip on his hair instead of drawing back he leaned forward with tongue extended to caress her orifice with tender adoration. She gave out a deep sigh of enjoyment and put a hand behind his head to press him tight against her.

“Oh yes Jared! So good! You are making me so happy tonight!”

Overcome by the worshipful joy of giving her pleasure he abandoned all and put tongue to her with passion, finding the smears, flakes and granules lodged in her orifice somehow sweet as he swabbed them away and sucked them in. Her sighs and moans of growing pleasure spurred him on, so heavenly to have his face buried in her beloved pussy, nose up her musky vagina as he poured out his adoration upon her most intimate and forbidden place. He ran his tongue in deep as he could, wriggling it in and out until all trace of the soiling was gone. Her orifice clenched and puckered under his tongue and he heard her murmur.

“Make me come now Jared! Make me come! Your finger Jared! Put it in me where your tongue was!”

He slipped his middle finger in deep, thrilled when she shuddered and gasped in heightening arousal. An upward tug on his hair guided him to her apex and her turgid pearl. Enfolding it within his lips he licked and sucked in the manner now familiar. Orgasm was seismic, a ferocious vocalization torn from her depths.

As she slumped in her afterglow Katja was well pleased with his progress, both his submission to the act of rimming and his learning one of the major orgasmic enhancers. Next would be his introduction to prolonged rimming.

When she roused from her afterglow she pushed him back and reversed herself in the chair, kneeling on the seat, leaning on the back, offering her shapely ass.

“Now Jared, I require further attention to my anus. You will lick and continue licking and with vigor. Inevitably your tongue will tire and your efforts might flag. This is unacceptable and my cane will motivate your efforts. Long and rigorous practice will be required if you are to overcome your tongue fatigue and acquire the ability to use your tongue as pleases me most indefinitely. Now begin!”

He beheld the beauty of her behind, the sumptuous curvatures, the puckering brown vortex at the center and wasted no time burying his face between the mounts, pressing tongue hard to the orifice, wriggling, slithering in a manner he hoped would please.

And please her it did at first as she pressed back against his face and moaned in her enjoyment. But the inevitable fatigue set in and his efforts waned. Then he felt a searing sting on his already sore and wounded behind from her roundhouse, backhand cane stroke. Motivation indeed! He strove to regain the proper movement and pitch and soon she did lapse in her enjoyment again, but only for the moment because again his tongue tired and the cruel cane bit.

Katja had decided on half an hour of this to start with. By then she was sure his tongue would hang limp and exhausted in his mouth. But she continued with the cane strokes up to the bitter end. When time was up she spun around to sit again. Before he bowed his head she saw his tongue hanging from between his lips, unable to move. She knew it would eventually revive enough to give her one final pleasuring before their tryst ended. In the meantime she lectured him on the nature of their relationship and what might be expected of him going forward. And she didn’t spare praise where it was due.

“Jared, you have pleased me in many ways in our brief time together so far. You have told me of your love, but more importantly you have proven it by way of your willing submission and sweet, adoring attentions. But you must understand that a deeper level of submission will be required of you upon our next assignation. I had considered granting you relief from your ache this evening but, unfortunately you are guilty of multiple transgressions, tardiness, presenting yourself to me clothed rather than naked, and showing reluctance to lick when and where you were told. You must endure your ache with fortitude and resolve to strive for perfection next time you are summoned. Now come here and serve me one last time before we part!”

She spread and raised her legs to offer her pussy and he leaned forward to press his face between them, first planting kisses over crevice and mount, babbling words of love and promises to redress her grievances. His tired tongue was capable of only the most gentle caresses but his passion was withal unmistakable and she found it sweet. Her orgasm was soft and warm, yet fully consuming and satisfying.

She had further words for him before their parting.

“Now Jared, one last thing. I cannot overemphasize the importance of your tongue as it pertains to my pleasure. You must surely have surmised this by now. Your tongue must become a tireless instrument of pleasure, properly lengthened and strengthened. To this end I will assign you an exercise regimen for you to perform when we are apart. These exercises must be performed in four hour sequences with an hour break between them from six o’clock AM until midnight.”

She went on to describe the varied techniques in detail. Then she dismissed him and left the room. He groveled back to the garage and the waiting car.

CHAPTER FOUR

The next day Katja received a text calling for an emergency meeting of the high council. Slaves were to be left at home due to its urgency. Katja hastened downtown, driven in her limo.

Mistress Enid’s face was grim as she informed the council of the meeting’s purpose.

“Good evening sisters, although in truth the evening is not so good. You must surely recall a loathsome crime committed some months back, the gang rape of a drugged young co-ed by ten frat boys at one of their despicable parties. The perpetrators were the pampered scions of wealthy families. They were duly arrested and charged. But the families, of course, have sharky lawyers who did all they could to get the charges dismissed. This included tampering with witnesses and intimidation of the victim who ultimately refused to testify. The charges were dropped. On the evening’s newscast you will see the perps leaving the courthouse exchanging high fives and lewdly taunting the unfortunate young woman. Needless to say, justice must be served. Assemble and deploy the abduction squads forthwith!”

Not only would justice be served in the style unique to the cult. It would also be an opportunity for recruitment because the victim, red haired, green eyed young Erin would have the chance to exact her vengeance upon her tormentors. This never failed to create fanatical adherents.

Council member Amanda Price, a stunning black mistress, muscular, cornrowed had managed to be appointed as a “counselor” for the victims. She met with Erin in her office and proceeded to inflame her vengeful rage. The coffee she served Erin was laced with a sedative that would gently ease her into unconsciousness.

When Erin slumped senseless in her chair Amanda pressed a button on her desk that made a bookcase swing open, revealing a hidden chamber. She picked Erin up with ease due to her animal strength and carried her through the secret doorway where the other members of the council waited. Kneeling with them in the chamber was mistress Enid’s slave James, known for his prowess in the oral arts.

Erin was gently undressed and laid naked on a gynecological examining table with her feet in the stirrups, legs spread wide. The mistresses waited patiently for the drug to begin slowly wearing off, the duration of its effect being well know.

At Enid’s signal slave James moved forward and pressed his face between Erin’s thighs, putting his practiced tongue to work ever so gently upon her lady parts.

Erin saw the light of wakefulness behind her closed eyas and felt a soft sweet pleasure between her legs, hinting at more to follow. She reached down and her hands closed upon slaves James’s head. His response was a quickened wriggling and slithering of his tongue in the manner he knew would arouse her further.

Erin gasped in growing pleasure, her eyes flying open wide. Slave James took his cue and made his way to her apex to clutch her pearl between his lips to lick and suck. Utterly new to the delights of the cunnilingus, Erin came hard before she even knew what had hit her. A primal wail was torn from her depths as she convulsed in newfound ecstasy. Her feet dropped from the stirrups and she lapsed into the daze of afterglow.

When her eyes cleared and her body firmed she propped herself up on her elbows to look around. Surrounding her sat the mistresses of the council, each smiling warmly and kindly. Nevertheless fear and confusion came to her eyes as she found herself naked on a table surrounded by strangers. Enid was quick to dispel that.

“Don’t be afraid Erin dear, we are not here to harm you! Quite the contrary, we are here to acquaint you with the pleasures that are your birthright as a woman. If you have any questions please wait until my slave James here has introduced you to the ‘enhancements.’

Before Erin could speak a word slave James hoisted her feet back into the stirrups and put his tongue to work again, this time upon her pinkish brown nether orifice. Erin was rendered speechless as his long and sinuous organ slithered in and out, going ever so deep. Her breath soon came in high-pitched pants as her arousal mounted.

Erotic instinct took over and when she could bear no more she rolled her hips, somehow knowing it was the signal for him to go back up to her clit. And as his lips closed upon it again she felt a gentle penetration down below as he slipped a finger in where his tongue had been to finger fuck her gently. If her first orgasm had been intense, the next was soul shattering, cataclysmic. She shuddered and writhed, clamping her strong silken thighs together on his head to hold him there as she passed through the throes.

Again she lapsed into the sweet stupor but James’s duty was not yet done. He lifted her again and returned to the bottom to rekindle her excitement. When the moment came again Erin was made to know the fullest effect a fully trained slave could attain. His finger slipped into the hind hole again, but this time the tongue made long, strong and supple through rigorous practice and exercise plunged deep into her cavern to massage her G while his nose was rubbed upon her clit. The “triple delight” that only a slave subjected to the demanding regimen of the Cult could induce set her off in a mad orgasmic sequence that left her slumped gelatinous upon the table. When she roused from her stupor she sat up and looked around, capable of only three words: “Who are you?”

Enid provided the answer.

“We are women who have taken control of our destiny and we invite you to join us. How would you like the chance to exact vengeance upon those who have abused and degraded you, but even more importantly to live life to the fullest?”

Erin had been a strong young woman before her spirit had been overwhelmed and crushed by the male dominated system. At Enid’s words the light returned to her eyes and a snarling rictus to her lips.

“Where are they? Let me at them!”

“Unfortunately Erin, they are still at large. We offer you the opportunity to take part in their apprehension and detainment. Then you may subject each and every one to the terror and degradation of rape! But first we would like to invite you to dinner”

Dinner, of course, was to be Erin’s first meal of man meat, which would spark the addictive craving and more importantly the predatory instinct.

Erin was guest of honor at the round table. An especially meaty eunuch was butchered for the occasion, his thigh steaks thick and juicy. The charcoal grilled sliced portions were laid on a platter before Erin and even just their fragrance made her mouth water in a way heretofore unknown. She speared a steak with her fork and laid it on her plate, then looked around the table, puzzled yet excited by the gleams in the eyes of her newfound friends and mentors. A tall glass of red wine sat beside her plate and first she gulped it down before cutting off a chunk of the tempting meat. It dripped warm blood as she raised it on her fork to her mouth.

Nothing could have prepared her for the rush of delectation that consumed her body at the first taste. For the next two minutes nothing mattered save the tender and succulent flesh upon the plate. And when it was consumed she speared another, eyes glazed over as she devoured. Finally, a third thick slab, the biggest one sated her gluttony. So focused was she upon her feast she had all but forgotten the presence of the mistresses. When she looked around the table she was greeted with warm smiles from every quarter. Suddenly embarrassed by her gluttonous exhibit she made to apologize but Enid held up her hand to gently cut her off.

“No need Erin. Each of us has been similarly ravenous upon our first taste of man meat. Indeed we continue to fall to with a certain voracity to this day. You will find yourself subject to an ongoing craving of addictive nature and being deprived of a steady diet will induce something resembling withdrawal from narcotics. But never fear. The supply is ample, but efforts to maintain it are constant. And rest assured. One day you will feast upon the flesh of each and every one of those who have so brutally wronged you. We are dedicated to the fitting punishment of the likes of them!”

Erin’s eyes again took on that light and predatory gleam.

“I’m ready! So ready! I’ll rip their balls off with my teeth and gobble them down before their eyes!”

The mistresses cackled approvingly. Enid extended an invitation.

“All in good time Erin. You have sampled the pleasures a well trained slave can provide but you have barely scratched the surface. You will first be mentored in certain arts, sciences and techniques. Let’s have more  wine and get to know each other better before bedtime. In the morning things will begin in earnest!”

CHAPTER FIVE

Katja let Jared languish in his torment for four days this time, wanting to put him to a more severe test of his will to obey her prohibition against self-release. By the fourth day his condition was dire indeed. He was barely able to walk, his testes feeling like cannonballs in his sack. Often he had to exert a supreme force of will to pull his hand away from his cock.

He spent his time naked in his apartment, unwashed and unshaven, food stuffs dwindling, but his appetite was scant and nothing was of any concern except the next time the phone would hum and vibrate. The only thing to occupy him was the tongue exercises she had assigned him, which he performed exactly as commanded. Then, after four agonizing days at last! He grabbed the phone. The message was terse.

“One hour to sunset! Don’t be late! There will be consequences!”

In mad haste he showered, shaved, dressed minimally and ran full spring to where the car would be. To his relief it had yet to arrive. Just a minute later it pulled up to the curb and the door opened. He dived inside. Though now familial the ride seemed eternal as his ache heightened. When the door slid open in the garage he left his two garments and flipflops in a trail towards the door, opened it and went to hands and knees to grovel to the feet of his mistress.

He kept his head bowed as he approached her, remaining thus until invited to look upon her. Was it possible she was even more beautiful, more resplendent as she postured animal naked in her chair or was it just an illusion born of the depth of his longing. Uon her command he knelt at attention, blushing when he saw her leering eyes fall upon his jutting, bobbing, dripping organ. She gave out a lewd chuckle.

“My oh my Jared! I’ll go out on a limb and say you have missed me! And you have shown me the courtesies of punctuality and presenting yourself to me in the appropriate manner. This will increase your chances of my granting you relief this evening, but that alone will not suffice. I must confess I have been looking forward fondly to this evening too and find myself randy as a she goat. I believe you know how to help me with that by now!”

Just her quick pointing to the luscious cunt she offered was invitation enough. He groveled across the rug in such haste he burned his knees. Her feral scent inebriated as he buried his face in her lush, oozing tissues, whimpering in his hunger to ingest her rich amber poon. Her own urgency was apparent from the way she tugged upward by the ears to her apex within the minute. Orgasm rocked her hard within a minute more and those silken comely thighs clamped together on his head as she shuddered and convulsed, then went limp, her tension eased for the moment.

She slipped her index finger under his chin and lifted his head, holding it up on the tip of her sharp scarlet nail. He quailed inwardly, fearing failure to satisfy but was relieved by her warm smile. She read his emotion and gave reassurance.

“Not to worry Jared! You really hit the spot for me! You are quite the apt pupil! But much more will yet be required of you before I can find you worthy of relief! I trust you have been diligent in your tongue exercises? Let me see you demonstrate them!”

He went through the routine as he knelt before her, first straining upward to try and touch the tip of his nose repeatedly, then downward in effort to curl his tongue’s tip below his chin, then curling his tongue backward in is mouth to reach his gullet. Finally, he formed a fist and held it sidewards to his lips, running his tongue between his curled thumb fingers, slithering and wriggling it in and out and about.

“Very well Jared. You have mastered the techniques. Now let’s see if your efforts have born any fruit!”

She turned in the chair to kneel on the seat and offer her ass for rimming. He took just a moment to gaze upon the sight of her exquisite posterior, brown vortex at its epicenter, ragged hairy cunt below. He felt a surge in his ache as he knee walked across the space separating them and put his tongue to its labor. And indeed his efforts had born fruit. It took minutes longer for the fatigue to set in and the cruel cane to fall upon the ass still sore and scabbed.

However, Katja was well pleased, persuaded of his diligence. His tongue was far more pleasing and recovered more quickly from fatigue. But it would still be some time before he achieved the end result of the regimen, a tongue that could probe deep into her rectum and slither in and out in the way that would make her shudder in delight as it stimulated her orifice. More important yet was the plunging into the vagina to massage the G as part of the triple delight.

His improved rimming caused her arousal to peak and she rolled her hips, rubbing her cunt over his face as she informed him of the meaning of that. He was quick to nuzzle deep in her pussy, his nose up her nookie adding enhancement to the stimulation of her clit. When she came his cupped tongue caught the abundant gush, sluicing it into his mouth and down his throat.

On the rimming went from there for another hour and more, his ass gaining welts, but fewer of those than the first time around. She made him continue until his tongue again hung limp over his chin. Then she resumed her seat in the recliner and extended the footrest, ordering him to kiss and massage her feet while she spoke to him.

“I am pleased with your progress Jared. Your diligence in performing your exercises is evident, though you have a long way to go before you achieve the standard I expect. You will, of course, continue and your progress will be evaluated upon each of our trysts. You have earned relief from your ache this evening by way of your punctuality and obedience, but with one stipulation. It is time for you to show a deeper level of submission. The time has come for you to drink from me. Rolled up under the sofa you will find a rubber yoga mat. Retrieve it and spread it out on the floor. Some spillage is to be expected at first and I don’t want my fine rug sullied.”

He obeyed, at first not quite sure what it might mean to “drink from her” but as he thought about it while fetching and rolling out the mat he had an inkling that was soon to be confirmed. When the mat was laid flat she gave her command in an iron voice.

“On your back on the mat now Jared and open your mouth!”

Instant obedience was well instilled in him and he laid himself down, throwing his mouth open as wide as it could go. She rose from the chair and squatted above his face, looking down at him with a stern and implacable expression.

“Prepare yourself Jared! Her it comes!”

A golden cascade poured from her ragged crevice, quickly flooding his mouth with its warm piquance, overflow running down his cheeks onto the mat. He knew he had to swallow and finally managed a deep gulp that emptied him for the moment but the outpouring continued. He mastered swallowing as it came until it ended in a trickle. His initial revulsion at the thought of it vanished. This pungent nectar came form the body he worshipped and he felt the birth of a thirst for it and a further deepening of her thrall. His next words brought her delight.

“More mistress! Please?”

“Sorry Jared! I’m empty! But lick me clean!”

Indeed there were ample dribbles clinging to her labia and pubes. She lowered herself to within reach of his lips and tongue. He slurped and sucked up the leavings, every drop.

She resumed her seat in the recliner and he rose to kneel before her again. She leaned forward and graced him with a tender kiss on the forehead before speaking.

“We have made wonderful progress toward the ultimate goal this evening Jared. Your submission to me is most sweet and pleasing and you have earned your promised relief without further reservations.”

She opened a drawer in the end table beside the chair and took out a small container of oily lubricant.

“Hold out your hand Jared!”

When he did she dribbled out a dollop.

“You now have my permission to use your and in the way every male does from time to time. But first come closer to me.”

He edged his way forward and she took hold of his stiff, jutting organ and pulled him until its tip was inches from her pussy.

“You will stroke yourself now and deposit the result down there, whereupon you will lick it up for me and then provide me with one more orgasm before we part this evening. Now don’t be bashful. There is no shame in it as long as you have my permission. Begin!”

Though he could not help but feel some embarrassment he took himself in his slippery  right hand and ran it along his length, at first feeling and escalation in his ache. But after a mere score of strokes he felt a welling up and a hot twinge. Suddenly he felt his balls contract in a heavenly spasm. But his aim was errant as he shot high. A thick white string was projected, spurting up and over her mount to lay a creamy trail across her belly and onto her right breast. A second testicular surge sent another straight up the middle, filling her navel cavity and splattering into he cleavage. One more shot of similar force and quantity glazed her left breast. Subsequent spurts were weaker, yet in quantity and soon her bush was inundated and her pudenda glazed like a pastry. He wilted in mingled sweetest relief and post-ejaculatory shame; fearful this sullying of her body would incur her wrath. But instead she clapped her hands and gave out a bawdy laugh.

“Good goddess Jared! You surely did store up a fine load for me! It’s nice to know I must turn you on even more than I thought. But you have made quite a mess sweetie! Now get busy with that tongue! Start at the bottom and work you way up! I feel a dribble over my asshole and I don’t want my fine leather chair to be stained!”

Indeed, when he looked down there was a thick slug of semen sliding over her orifice, threatening to defile the chair. He all but dived to intercept it, heedless of his degradation. Cupping his tongue he lapped upward gathering his cream and swallowing. Her labia were thickly gobbed and he slurped her clean and made his way upward to where his exudate clung thick in her bush. He closed his lips upon lock after curly lock, sucking as he went until cleansing was completed.

But long labor and mass quantity remained. He sucked and slurped laterally across her belly, lingering at her navel cavity where the cream pooled deep. From there it was onward and upward, ingesting as he went, finally finding himself upon her right breast, sucking and gulping it spotless before attending to her cleavage. When her left breast had been swabbed she held him tight and fed him its nipple, bidding him to lick and suck it while guiding his hand to her right one to tweak it between his fingers. He heard her breathing escalate as her nipples hardened and wrinkled in her growing arousal.

With a gasp she shoved him downward, continuing until he found his face pressed into her oozing crevice. Then her feet were on his head as she pressed him lower yet, down to the very bottom, leaving no doubt of her desire. His tongue had recovered from the earlier rimming, his diligence in exercises doing much to help with that and he put tongue to her vortex with growing passion despite his recent release. Indeed, he felt the ache in his balls resuming in this heavenly state, face buried deep in her poon flooded cunt as he probed deeper than ever into the orifice that clenched and relaxed rhythmically in her growing delight.

A roll of her hip and an upward tug on his hair served as her signal and he rose to her apex, knowing somehow to slip a finger in where has tongue had just been to fuck her tenderly while he worked lips and tongue upon her turgid pearl. When orgasm rocked her with seismic force those strong silken thighs clamped hard on his head and her salty gush flooded his mouth. He gulped it down as he felt his ache rising further.

Her thighs parted and her legs dropped limp as she slumped in afterglow for long moments, while he laid his head on her sated mount. Soon she rose in the chair and leaned forward to enfold him in her arms and press his head to her full and firm breasts.

Then she kissed him and dismissed him. He sat slumped in the car, the aching in his balls already rising, his member stiff as wood, wondering how long she would make him languish in torment until their next tryst. But her resolved to be more diligent yet in his exercising and to hold himself in an iron grip of restraint, fearing the consequences of his weakening.

For her part, Katja remained long in her chair, both elated and somehow troubled. Jared was but one of many she had enslaved over the course of a life much prolonged by her ingestion of man meat. His passionate worship and sweet submission far exceeded her lofty expectations and had provided her with mad delights that hinted at an untapped, limitless wellspring of the same.

And when she had lain beneath the warm and creamy flood of his ejaculate she had felt the crawly teeming of his abundant and highly motile sperm, a portent of his becoming a rare and highly prized seeding male.

Her troubling was on account of both. She was confident that by the working of her inexorable dominant will and her supernal eroticism upon him she would gain his ultimate surrender to the year of enslavement before he would be offered up as a sacrifice. She had parted with all the others she had enamored and enslaved, savored the ritual feast they provided and moved on to the next slave with never a qualm. But now she felt a nagging uncertainty. When the time came could she part with Jared? Could she deny herself the heights of ecstasy and depths of satisfaction she sensed he could provide her? The dogma of the Cult was ironclad. Slaves were for both pleasure and the ultimate nourishment of the sacrificial feast. Any exception would be unprecedented.

The only straw she could clutch was in the other cause of her elation. Could the Cult afford to lose a seeding male of such unparalleled breeding potential? She clung to that to ease her anxiety as she took to her bed with slave Peter in attendance to her. In her mind’s eye it was Jared, not he, who performed the tender cunnilingus that would ease her into sleep.

CHAPTER SIX

The mistresses of the Cult were nothing if not patient. The grooming of Erin into a strong and vengeful mistress would take a measure of time. She had to be fully indoctrinated in the tenets of the creed, the enslavement of the male and the periodic sacrificial feasts.

And that same length of time would serve to lull her rapists into a smug, yet false, sense of security, believing themselves to be off Scot free, all to their greater shock and terror when at last confronted with justice.

Mistress Ilse, a statuesque, blond and blue-eyed Nordic goddess was the member of the council responsible for the mentoring training of the likes of Erin in the arts of inflicting proper torment and degradation upon those who had so despicably wronged her.

There was a third category of slave apart from the personal slaves held by mistresses for daily pleasure and eventual sacrifice and the miscreants who had sullied and degraded Erin. These were males of suitable comeliness who were merely typical and not particularly vile. They were routinely hunted down and disappeared by abduction squads to be trained and kept in the dungeon to be rented out for the pleasure of mistresses. As was the fate of all males who fell into the clutches of the cult each would eventually be castrated and serve a term as a laboring eunuch, always well fed, while he fattened and grew tender for slaughter. These maintained the day to day supply of man meat.

Slaves were selected to be castrated and later devoured by way of “demerit marks” the letter X branded upon their behinds when their service to a mistress who rented them proved substandard. Ten such marks would condemn them to their dreadful fate.

Ilse and Erin first went to a dressing room to fit Erin out in appropriate attire. A fine black corset that exposed her full and firm breasts and a pair of thigh high stiletto heeled boots filled the bill. Ilse chose full nudity except for spike heeled black pumps. Erin commented on the supple softness of the leather. Ilse smiled.

“There’s nothing quite like man hide if you want the finest Erin! Now! To the chamber!”

Three of those rental slaves now knelt in the training and torture chamber for Erin to practice upon. Ilse made them turn their backs so she could see the several marks of demerit on the ass cheeks of each. She had chosen slaves with higher numbers of marks, these being the most desperately submissive as the day of their destinies drew near.

The wielding of the whip would be the first order of business. Ilse grabbed the first slave, Aaron by name, by the hair and dragged him under the mechanical hoist that hung in the center of the chamber. She dispatched Erin to fetch handcuffs and leg irons from where they hung arrayed on the wall.

When his hands were cuffed behind him and his ankles were in the irons she hooked the hoist to the chain on the leg irons and pressed the button on the remote she held that would raise the hoist so he was suspended upside down. There was slack enough in the chain to allow installation of a spreader bar between his ankles so his male organs would be exposed and vulnerable to the lash. The slave whimpered softly in his fear of what awaited, no stranger to the searing leather, his body crisscrossed with welts in various stages of healing.

Ilse went to where the selection of whips was hung and selected a six foot singletail for each of them. She stepped over to where Erin stood staring at the suspended slave, her fingers tweaking her pussy. Ilse nodded in approval.

“I sense you might be visualizing Erin. Excellent! Envision this slave as one of those who defiled and degraded you. It’s important that the whip be wielded not just with skill but with healthy rage. Now here we have a single tail. It’s best for beginners because it requires no finesse, just hard strokes from the shoulder and again, healthy rage. Just go ahead and lay some stripes on him!”

She handed the whip to Erin who wound up and took a swing. Slave Aaron yelped just a bit, the pain of the stroke clearly insufficient. Ilse saw the need to correct Erin’s stance and swing.

“If you want to inflict suitable pain Erin you must stand sideways with your feet wider apart, hold your arm back as far as it can go and lean into your stroke. Let me demonstrate!”

Ilse stood as she described, holding her arm back, letting the whip trail on the floor behind her. Her swing came from the shoulder, making a wide, whooshing arc as she leaned forward into it for maximal impact. The braided leather made a resounding crack and the slave howled from its agony. A lurid bleeding welt appeared across his back.

Erin proved a quick study. And she herself was a tall and muscular young thing, possibly a match for any man who might have attacked her alone. Only the drug and the gang had subdued her. She imitated Ilse’s posture and swing to perfection and again the slave gave voice to the result of a most satisfying lash as another welt striped his ass. Ilse clapped her hands.

“Excellent Erin! We’ll make a whip mistress of you yet. Now, just go to work on him. And I’ve spread his legs out for you to make his organs an easy target. Don’t spare them!”

Erin did go to work and hard, laying a dozen more stripes upon the slave who broke down into pleading for mercy, only to incite greater cruelty. Erin’s eyes took on a gleam as her eyes fell upon his dangling, vulnerable cock and balls. She laser focused upon them and swung with all her might. His scream of supernal agony inflamed her and half a dozen more lashes fell there, reducing the slave to a blubbering wreck. And the whip fell from Erin’s hand as she put fingers between her legs, nearly bringing herself to climax before Ilse grabbed her arm and pulled it away.

“Not yet Erin! Let’s both have at him! Then, when he’s truly broken you can enjoy the tongue of a properly chastised slave!”

Ilse stepped up to the slave and gave him a spin, then took her position opposite Erin, took her stance and swung. Erin joined in and soon the slave was worn down into pathetic sobbing and sniveling, utterly broken, zebra striped with vivid red welts. The mistresses dropped their whips and Ilse lowered him to the floor but left him hooked to the hoist, lying face down, whimpering.

She ordered the other two slaves to fetch a throne chair that sat along the wall and had them set it down close by the slave. She invited Erin to take a seat. Erin seemed to anticipate what was to follow and settled into the chair with her legs wide apart, ankles resting on the arms. 

Ilse gave slave Aaron a kick in the ribs to urge him to his knees. He rose and was propelled to by Ilse’s kick to his behind, knee walking to where Erin waited impatiently, the cable of the hoist trailing behind him. Ilse admonished him.

“Mistress Erin had better be well pleasured and satisfied slave Aaron, lest you be hauled aloft again for another round under the lash!”

The slave buried his face in Erin’s crotch and went to a duty much familiar to him. His well-honed skills were augmented by his terror of the lash. Erin gasped at the delight of it, her mind turning to the ring leader of the gang rape, one Brad Martin, president of the fraternity chapter. In her visualizing it was he who was serving her pleasure in abject submission in his dread of not just more flogging but also the loss of his precious balls and wretched life. She swore to herself she would one day have him in reality in such a state with the aid of her newfound sisters.

An orgasm of consuming power and deep satisfaction rocked her but she felt only a persisting lustful cruelty as her fantasy of Brad remained. She kicked slave Aaron back and away, calling out to Ilse.

“He needs another dose of the medicine! Haul him up!

Ilse pressed the lift button on the remote and poor slave Aaron was dragged across the floor, blabbering pleas for mercy until he again hung by his heels. Ilse chose the cat o’ nine tails for the next round and the wielded them until slave Aaron was “painted pink” from shoulders to ankles, his organs black and blue.

He then pleasured Erin in greater desperation and Ilse as well before respite was granted. Then attention was turned to the next slave, Charles, who had knelt beside the third slave Ethan, each dreading whatever cruelty the mistresses might have in store, both no strangers to the many torments of the chamber.

Slave Charles was to be subjected to the several devices contained in the genital torture kit. The mistresses of the Cult held that a higher power, female in its essence, had somehow designed the male with these sensitive dangling organs so precious to him. Unbearable agony could be inflicted with any one of the cruel devices by itself and slave Charles would be subjected to all at once.

Ilse and Erin lifted him by the arms and dragged him to a table fitted with restraints. They hoisted him onto it and bound him face up and spread eagled. The kit was contained in a finely crafted walnut box that sat on a shelf. Ilse fetched it and set it down on a small table beside the torture table. She opened the lid and Erin looked inside, intrigued and excited.

Ilse invited her to take a seat on the slaves face to watch while she applied each device upon his helpless organs and so she could be pleasured by slave Charles’s tongue in the midst of the torture. He was to endure the agony until Erin’s orgasmic satisfaction was complete.

First Ilse clamped his balls in the studded vise, turning the thumb screws until he writhed in torment. Next came a chain of six alligator clips to be clamped along the underside of his cock, starting at the base, each in imparting a burning sting that grew by the second, the worst of them being the one clipped in the most tender spot just below his tip, the sensation being like a wasp sting that kept on stinging.

Erin cried out in the ecstasy of her first orgasm as the slave’s tongue did its work, that organ, like the tongues of all slaves being at the height of its capabilities from the rigorous training regimen.

The next infliction was the gleaming metal sound rod dipped in spicy hot oil. Ilse ran it deep down the urethra, the slaves cry of agony muffled by Erin’s oozing cunt and eclipsed by Erin’s second made climactic cry.

Ilse finished up with the contents of a small golden pitcher containing a red candle she had lit minutes before. Hot melted wax had accumulated within and she poured it in abundance over the stave’s already tormented junk. The she just stood back as he writhed and screamed and then put forth supreme effort of the tongue to bring Erin to her satisfaction and be delivered of the ordeal. Erin bucked and writhed through a mad orgasmic sequence before drooping limp in afterglow. She remained seated as Ilse scraped away the wax with her fingers, withdrew the rod, removed the clips and loosened the vise, the slave sobbing in relief with each successive removal. Erin hopped of the table and they left him lying there as they turned their attention to slave Ethan.

There was a steel “milking stanchion” mounted in the floor nearby. They cuffed his hands behind him, dragged slave him to it and stood him up before it. Ilse clamped his balls tight into the vise and stood back to watch as they turned the shade of plum purple the mistresses found pleasing. Then she went to the wall where the canes were hung and selected a thick one, handed it to Erin and explained what was to be inflicted upon the slave.

“The male is inherently weak, stupid and driven by the mindless urge to come Erin. We will now subject him to orgasmic ruination. I will stroke his organ to induce ejaculation and upon my signal you will administer a sharp whack to his balls while he shoots his load. And yes, in case you were  wondering, even though he knows full well what will be done, he will inevitably succumb despite all efforts to resist. I will tease him, torture him with the prospect of pleasure, take him to the edge and deny him until he waxes oblivious to all but his urge for that pleasure. Then your stroke will fall upon him and ruin it all. It’s so much fun!”

Ilse lubed her hands with baby oil and went to work upon the slave, stroking his shaft, tickling his stretched out balls as he grimaced in initial and ultimately futile resistance to her practiced artistry. The slave squirmed in the stanchion and whimpered in his terror at first but Ilse’s ministration soon took effect. He gave out panting breaths and humped with his hips as she coaxed him along until she felt the slight extra stiffening of his organ that portended his eruption. Then she withdrew her hands and he sagged and sobbed in disappointment.

Erin chuckled wickedly and eyed his balls as she tapped the cane against her hands, anticipating the moment. Again there were visualizations of Brad.

Ilse resumed her cruel tease through cycle after cycle of edging and denial, her every sense attuned to capture just the right moment. When his head lolled back as he passed into the desired oblivious state a few final hard strokes and a squeeze on his balls set him off. Erin had sensed the impending moment ad held the cane high and at the ready. When Ilse withdrew her hands and the slave gave out a deep moan in anticipation of his sweet orgasmic relief she struck. A howl of torment and disappointment was torn from his depths as his cream flew far in spurts from his bobbing cock, each spurt accompanied by another surge of pain.

The spurting subsided and he slumped in the stanchion, sobbing softly. Ilse released his balls and shoved him forward onto his knees. No stranger to this ordeal, he bent over to lick up his slime without need of command. Erin was quick on the uptake. She put a foot behind the slave’s head to guide him to any spots he missed.

The lust of the mistresses was inflamed again from the cruel amusements and they took turns in the chair to enjoy a bit more tongue before a supper of man meat and then bedtime. Ilse offered Erin one of the slaves to share her bed.

Erin selected slave Ethan and, on a whim, put him on hands and knees and mounted his back for the ride to her bedroom suite within the Cult’s complex. She slumped with head lolling and feet dragging, orgasmically sated and gorged on the meat. Come the morn she would enjoy further and greater depths of slave submission.

She flopped into the oversized bed and slave Ethan joined her, slipping below the covers as she lay on her back. He lay with head between her legs, pillowed on her mount, ready to serve her should she awaken horny in the night.

She awoke bright and early. When she yawned and stretched she felt the slave’s tongue soft on her pussy in seeming offer of pleasure. She demurred, telling him she needed to pee. His response came as a shock at first but then a thrill.

“Mistress I will drink!”

She felt his soft lips close upon her apex and after a slight hesitation she released her warm pungent flow. Slave Ethan guzzled it down with apparent thirst and Erin was duly impressed with what was surely the result of the Cults regimen of training and inculcation. And as her flow continued in her imagining it was Brad who submitted willingly to this degradation after she had taken him in hand to break and train him.

Upon rising from the bed and proceeding to the bathroom she got another even more pleasant surprise. When she opened the lid of the commode to take a seat and defecate she heard slave Ethan’s even more shocking yet delightful words.

“Mistress I will eat!”

He laid on his back and opened his mouth wide. There was no mistaking him. Trembling with excitement Erin squatted over him. She passed her offering without inhibition, feeling a depth of satisfaction, visualizing Brad once more, amazed at his willing and hungry submission to this profound degradation. And while his soft tongue cleaned her she wondered if she could ever again bring herself to use a cold hard toilet and dry rough toilet paper again.

She stepped into the shower stall and he bathed her with loving care, then dried her off with a huge soft crimson towel.

Then it was off to the dining hall where breakfast was served. Slave Ethan groveled behind her. Numerous mistresses sat at tables with slaves on duty beneath. Mistresses visited the complex to avail themselves of the rental slaves and to conduct business or just enjoy the tourist attractions of the city. She was greeted by warm and welcoming smiles from all and felt an instant sense of belonging and sisterhood.

Erin’s eyes grew wide at her first sight of the naked eunuchs who served as cooks and waiters. Her eyes fell upon the limp dicks that dangled over the scars where their balls had been and she felt a cruel and lustful amusement. The eunuchs were in varying stages of fattening. Erin again vowed that Brad would someday be at her mercy and fall victim to the knife in her hand.

Ilse sat alone at a table and she went to join her. Slave Ethan pulled out the chair for her and dived under the table to serve her. Ilse had slave Aaron under the table as well. At first she could not take her eyes off the eunuchs. Ilse chuckled.

“They kind of make your mouth water don’t they Erin? Our man meat on the hoof! Something special is in store this evening. A mistress’s personal slave has completed his term and we will partake of he sacrificial feast. And after breakfast I will introduce you to something very special!”

After breakfast they retired again to the chamber, the slaves crawling behind. The two slaves would suffice today. Slave Charles had been rented out.

That morning Erin would come to know the pleasures of the femcock. Ilse had selected slaves Ethan and Erin because they were ripe for “upsizing” to a larger cock so Erin could have an experience similar to the deflowering of a virgin slave. Ilse held forth on the subject of the femcock and its roll in the subjugation of the male.

“The femcock is the instrument of a slave’s ultimate emasculation Erin. It purges him of any lingering traces of the ‘manhood delusion.’ A virgin slave must be taken hard, the entering thrust painful to let him know who is boss. But, as the mistress ruts upon him there is a morphing of that pain into pleasure and the slave comes with an intensity that will hopelessly addict him to the femcock. Now, let’s get one strapped on to you and get down to business.

Erin found wild and triumphant delight in ravaging the behind of both slaves, loving the way they screamed upon her ruthless entering thrust, the way the squealed like piggies as she rutted upon them, first in pain and then in pleasure. And the climactic moment was one of epiphany for her, the slave’s vocalizations of emasculated surrender as he came, triggering a consuming and exultant orgasm the like of which she would forever crave.

After the slaves had sucked the femcock clean and were busy lapping up their leavings Erin’s mind turned back to Brad. She told Ilse of her obsession with having him as her slave to degrade and humiliate day in and day out for the year before he was offered up as sacrifice.

“Of course you may have him to yourself Erin. It’s your prerogative. All of those who have violated you will be put to gang rape once apprehended. And you will be given first crack at them, needless to say. Afterward they will all suffer a rather unpleasant castration with you doing the honors with the knife. But if you want to preserve Brad’s balls for later you are most welcome.”

CHAPTER SEVEN

Katja subjected Jared to five days of aching and burning before their next tryst, feeling certain the inevitable would occur. He would give in to his males urges. The male could always be depended upon to weaken. He would report for their next tryst shamefaced and frightened of the consequences whatever those might be.

Inspired by their tryst and her affection and encouragements Jared put extra effort into his exercises, working his tongue until it hung limp from his mouth. His ache had returned with a vengeance and in the nights he lay awake for hours, immersed in longing. When he did drift off his dreams of her were lurid and often he would awake with hand on cock, stroking himself to the brink and have to tear his hand away and clench to avert disaster. How long would she keep him in this torment? He dared not even guess, jus kept to his regimen, exerting iron self-control until the fifth night.

He lay in a half-waking dream of her luscious pussy descending to cover his upturned face when suddenly a sharp pleasure blossomed down below and he felt his balls contract as his ache was relieved. Soon he lay there shamed, guilt ridden, his belly flooded with his abundant load. But he had to tell himself it wasn’t his fault. He had resisted his urges for days and then it just happened against his will. Surely she would understand.

That morning he received her texted summons and his heart filled his throat. She told him to cease his exercises for the day so his tongue would be ready for her and be waiting for the car at the appointed time. Terror still gripped his heart. He spent the day rehearsing the speech about the mitigating circumstances of his forbidden pleasure.

That evening he groveled into the living room with head hanging low, not daring to meet her eyes until she commanded him to look at her. He was greeted by an icy glare. She knew, just as she had told him she would.

“So you have weakened Jared and despite my explicit command you have given yourself forbidden relief. Explain yourself!”

“Mistress! I never even touched myself! I was dreaming of you and it just happened! Please forgive me!”

Katja shook her head, her contempt and fury obvious and he knew harsh punishment awaited.

“Let me be perfectly clear Jared. Coming without permission is absolutely forbidden under any circumstances, including spontaneous ejaculation. You must learn to master your urges even in your sleep. Now bend over the chair and prepare yourself for the cane. Fifty strokes. After that I will turn my attention to the offending organ and things will grow a bit more unpleasant!”

She had said just “organ” rather than “organs” for a reason. Usually in such cases both cock and balls were subjected to the retribution. But, due to his potential as a seeding male, his balls had to be spared lest they be damaged permanently. His cock would have to bear the brunt.

New scars were added to his ass to join those existing as he yelped with every stroke counted. Then it was time for things to get serious.

She made him kneel at attention. In spite of all he was fully erect just from being in her resplendent presence. He looked up at her timorously and saw her eyes seemingly laser focused on his organ. Her lips curled in righteous contempt as she spoke.

“Now the punishment will fit the crime Jared!”

She brought the cane down in a vicious stroke smack upon his tender tip. The stabbing agony made him double over and nearly collapse. She grabbed his hair and pulled him upright. His cock was limp and wilted. She  dropped into her chair and postured lewd and provocative as woman can.

“Stroke it Jared! Make it hard! Get it ready for the next one!”

He hesitated for a moment, reluctant, but the sight of her overcame all and soon his hand was clasped on his shaft and soon it stiffened like wood despite his knowing what was to follow. When he stood fully hardened the cruel cane came down again. This time he did collapse and curling up fetal, sobbing.

Through the ordeal of all ten cane strokes he managed to harden himself upon her command until his black and blue shaft could no longer rise. Then she commanded cunnilingus of him  to persuade her of his sincere contrition. And somehow, despite the seeming injustice of her punishment he did indeed focus on his own guilt and shame.

Jared plied his tongue upon her and she felt his deep remorse, not to mention the result of his obvious diligence in his exercises. After she came the first time she pushed his head downward to command the anilingus. She felt his deeper probing into her orifice, not there yet but well on the way. She kept him at it long, waiting for the onset of tongue fatigue, only to be delighted when he kept up the wriggling and slithering she found most pleasing without a hint of tiring until her body cried out for its release and she tugged him upward by the hair.

He probed briefly into her cavern on the way up and came ever so close to reaching the target. She felt his finger slip in where his tongue had been and lapsed into the throes of her ecstasy from his growing capabilities, climax following shattering climax as his supple and sensitive organ fluttered upon her pearl.

When she emerged from afterglow she held his head close to her breasts and reached down to take his bruised member in a tender grip as she spoke kind words.

“Sweetie, whether you believe it or not that hurt me almost as much as it hurt you! There are just some vital necessities and there can be no mercy or excuses if you are to achieve the required level of self-control. Bit I can also tell you have been a very good boy and practiced your exercises conscientiously. I could feel the lengthening and strengthening of your tongue and it never tired in the least. I can tell you will become a very special slave once the time comes for us to live together. But that won’t be for a while. Now let’s have a nice long round of rimming so I can give your progress a more rigorous test!”

She spun around in the chair and offered her ass. His head was spinning from her words. Someday, perhaps soon, they would begin a life together with she as mistress and he as her slave. Yes, there was no other word for it. He was already her slave. His eyes focused upon the exquisite and shapely behind that would be his place of worship day in and day out sometime in the future. Feeling determined to hasten that day he pressed his face deep between her silken mounts and put tongue to her orifice with a passion heretofore unknown.

Katja held her cane at the ready at first, prepared to administer motivating strokes as required but before long it fell from her grip, so pleasing and tireless were his attentions. Half an hour had passed before she had to fumble around and retrieve it to give him a stern whack. The result was more than rewarding. She could feel him fighting his fatigue, his efforts rising to new heights. He had yet to achieve full rectal penetration but she could feel her sphincter being spread and she clenched and released on his tongue in growing enjoyment. Before she even had to use the cane again her lust rose to crescendo and she rubbed her cunt across his face to let him know it was time. She felt the insertion of his thumb into her orifice to replace his tongue and the enfolding of his lips upon her turgid berry. Orgasm rocked her with shuddering force and then that tongue was back to duty in her behind, seemingly invigorated by a second wind.

Somehow he hung on for another half hour, needing only two more whacks widely spaced before her arousal peaked again, the second orgasm melting her over the chair. When afterglow passed she resumed her seat, extended the footrest and put him to work licking and massaging her feet. Even after the prolonged rimming his tongue had the stamina to wriggle between her toes, making her tingle in delight. At risk of instilling his complacency she showered him with praise.

“I am delighted  with your progress Jared! You are exceeding my highest expectations. None of my previous slaves has ever reached this point in so short a time. I’m so much looking forward to the time when we can be together day in and out. Unfortunately some time must pass before then. I would be inclined to let you come tonight but I think you are too sore and bruised for stroking. And you are still being punished for your ‘accident’ so you must be denied. Perhaps upon our next rendezvous I will relent. Now let’s give you a nice drink before we part!”

He flopped onto his back unbidden, thirsty mouth open wide. She squatted over him and let it pour, having no inkling of the moment of epiphany soon to follow.

When her flow ceased and he guzzled down the last of it she lowered herself to be licked and sucked clean. Then her heart thrilled and she gasped in near disbelief when she felt the caress of his tongue upon her anus and heard his words.

“Please mistress! From here too!”

Her previous slaves all had to be forced to accept the profound degradation of the coprophagia. And here was this newbie begging her for it. Could there be any doubt of the depth of his adoring submission? How could she ever part with such a gem? She bent down to look him in the eyes, seeing what appeared to be a hunger there. She gushed her praise before giving instructions.

“Jared, you are exceeding every expectation by the minute! Never would I have dreamed you would volunteer yourself like this! No slave of mine has ever before done so. Now, you must lick me for a while to get things…moving?”

Jared’s own head was spinning from the wild impulse that had taken him. He knew he was enthralled and enamored beyond all reason but didn’t care. His deepest longing was to know her, worship her in her totality without reservation and to the highest level. He put his tongue to her with passion, straining to wriggle deep and pleasingly to help nature take its course.

It took some minutes, but then he felt it on his tongue’s tip, what was soon to come from her. He laid his head back with mouth open wide, staring at her orifice, preparing himself. Suddenly, her anus bulged, distended and the brown mass began its emergence. He shifted to position himself directly below it, watching as it passed from her slowly and descended toward his waiting mouth.

When it entered he let it descend until it pressed to his gullet and then closed his lips upon it, finding his two cerebral hemispheres in conflict, the left and rational side finding it foul and bitter almost beyond enduring. But to the right, emotional side it was rich and delicious, the gift of the goddess body he worshipped. The right side proved far stronger and he went to gobbling it down by the inch as it continued to pass from her. Her anus closed as it passed from her entire, leaving inches project upward from his lips. Slowly, but with appetite he took it down. She lowered herself to within reach of his tongue and he set about to clean her spotless.

And in the midst of the tingling pleasure of his ablutions Katja was overcome with an erotic hubris at being a mistress of such dominant power, she who had inspired such profundity of adoration within a slave. Her fingers strayed to her clit and her final orgasm of the evening was of rarest depth and satisfaction.

She dismissed him for the evening, intending to subject him to a week of ache and longing this time in order to test his self-control. But her own self-control was a matter of greater concern and she wondered if even she would be able to endure that week without his attentions. A troubling sense of weakness took hold of her. She would seek the counsel of her friend and mentor Enid to fortify her resolve. Further, the thought of parting with him after one fleeting but blissful year before he would be offered up as sacrifice had come to be unbearable. The wild idea of breaking tradition of longest standing became an obsession.

As head of the high council and being among the most ancient of ancients Enid had the status of counselor and confessor to all. Any consultation with her was privileged and held in strictest confidence without judgement.

Enid listened with open mind to Katja about feelings of weakness and simply remined Katja of her superiority as Woman and divine right to reign over the male. She had to steel herself and carry on. But her eyes grew wide and she first lapsed into being judgmental when Katja confessed to her longing to keep Jared as her slave indefinitely. But Enid had to admit to herself, Katja was among her own closest friends and confidants among all her sisters in the Cult and she found herself unable to dismiss her. And there was a less self-centered concern, Jared’s potential as a seeding male of rare quality. Propagation of the Cult was a priority by any means necessary. Enid could not rule out making an exception but it would be a hard sell with the council. She proposed that  Katja proceed with her seduction of Jared and if he accepted the ultimatum she would spend some quality time with him herself to ascertain if he was a special as Katja claimed. If persuaded they could hit upon a plan to spare him the sacrifice.

CHAPTER EIGHT

One by one Erin’s rapists would be apprehended and brought to justice. Ilse was in charge of those matters and decided to save Brad for last so when the time came Erin would be a seasoned and ruthless mistress with multiple cruel unmannings to her credit.

The first of the perpetrators brought in was Rick, a smug misogynist and pampered scion. Initially there would be a mock trial, an amusing kangaroo court that would subject him to terror and humiliation.

Enid would serve as judge, Ilse as prosecutor and black mistress Amanda as “defense attorney” to give Rick glimmerings of false hope of being spared the dreadful sentence to be imposed upon him. The remaining members of the council and several mistresses of privilege made up the “jury.” All mistresses were decked out in the finest kinky man-hide attire in honor of the occasion, all pussies exposed, wet and tingling in anticipation of what was to follow.

Rick had been snatched off the street and thrown into a van by an abduction squad while he stumbled home drunk from a frat party in the wee hours. He was led into the courtroom by two naked, muscular, jackbooted  slave keepers by a leather thong leash strapped tight around his plum purple balls, hobbling in shackles. They forced him to his knees before Enid who sat high upon the judge’s bench. She glowered down upon him with righteous menace. He bore the welts of a pro forma whipping but still had some arrogant defiance left. This would make the proceedings all the more entertaining. Before Enid called the court to order he lashed out.

“Who do you cunts think you are? Do you know who I am? You won’t get away with this! My dad is good friends with the mayor and DA! Get ready to join each other in the slam! You bitches…!

This last of his tirade was cut short by the booted foot of one of the keepers coming up between his legs from behind to deliver a crushing blow to his balls. He moaned and hit the floor, moaning and sobbing, curled up fetal. They hoisted him back up to his knees, with most of the fight kicked out of him.

Ilse and Erin sat at one of the tables before the bench, Amanda alone at the other while Enid read the charges held against him. Then Ilse gave her opening arguments.

“The prosecution will easily prove beyond all shadow of a doubt that the prisoner participated in a loathsome and vile sexual assault upon the innocent victim Erin whose testimony will suffice to convict.”

She sat down and Enid called upon the “defense” to comment. Rick felt the first of those glimmers of hope, only to have it dashed when he looked to Amanda who sat filing her nails. She just shrugged and said nothing. He quailed and looked up timorously at the jury, met with twelve icy glares.

Erin was called to the witness stand. She pointed out Rick as one of those who had defiled her and gave a brief account of the rape. Enid called for cross examination. Amanda had no questions and said the defense would rest. Rick’s heart sunk even lower in growing despair. The prosecution rested as well and Enid called for closing arguments. Ilse delivered a speech dripping with scorn and loathing. When Enid called for the defense to proceed Amanda’s words were a knife to Rick’s heart.

“Why would I bother to defend this scumbag?”

Enid called for the jurors to begin their deliberations. They never left the room. All their eyes riveted upon Rick as they called out in unison: “Guilty!”

He cowered in fright but the worst was to come when Enid read the sentence.

“The prisoner has been found guilty beyond all doubt and fitting punishment will be administered. He will himself be subjected to anal gang rape with his victim Erin having first place in line. Then, preceding his castration by that selfsame victim, he will suffer testicular torture until he begs for the removal of the loathsome organs that motivated his offense. Following the procedure he will become a eunuch slave, doing hard labor while being fattened in preparation for his becoming man meat for our consumption and nourishment. He will be skinned alive so his man-hide can clothe his victim, then put to slaughter!”

The horror confronting him reduced Rick to abject blubbering for mercy. To make the proceedings even more pleasurable Enid gave him one last dose of false hope.

“This court is not without capacity for mercy if the prisoner shows true remorse. In keeping with that the prisoner shall be afforded the opportunity to show his contrition by way of performing the selfless act of cunnilingus upon judge, prosecutor, defender, jury and above all, his innocent victim.”

Long and loudly had Rick given voice to his repudiation of this very act as being beneath his dignity as a “ real man”. Now his only hope of deliverance from a dreadful fate was to taste the pussy he had so scorned.

The keepers first dragged him to the jury box where a dozen oozing aromatic cunts awaited his tongue. It was all a charade of course, the conclusion forgone, just an opportunity for the mistresses to have the special pleasure of having a despised male eat them in a futile effort to save his worthless balls.

His attentions were slobbering and artless, but it was his abject desperation that lent spice to them. Each juror enjoyed a deep and consuming orgasm and then the keepers dragged him from the jury box and threw him to his knees before Ilse, who sat with legs spread and pussy waiting. Amanda enjoyed him next and after that he was made to grovel and clamber up the three steps of the judicial bench where Enid had spun her chair sideways and offered her silvery snatch. She came with a ferocious relish, then dug her spike heels into his shoulders and gave him a shove backwards that sent him sprawling down the steps.

Only Erin remained to be serviced and Enid called for a preliminary vote. Every thumb pointed down. He sobbed in near despair and turned to Erin, who grabbed his hair and held his face close to her ginger cunt. She cackled wickedly.

“Looks like I have the deciding vote Ricky! Better make it good for me or you’ll  have to watch me roast your severed balls and eat them!”

He buried his face in her oozing crotch, blubbering and whimpering for mercy as he plied his tongue in a last ditch effort. There was fierce triumph in Erin’s orgasmic vocalization and then she shoved him away with her heels as well and put her down-turned thumb before his eyes. He fell to the floor sobbing. Enid banged her gavel.

“The sentence will be carried out immediately! We will escort the prisoner to the chamber!”

A procession was formed, Enid in the lead, Ilse and Amanda shoulder to shoulder behind her, then the jury in double file. Erin walked behind them, leading him by his soon to be severed balls as she shuffled in his shackles. The two slave keepers brought up the rear, propelling him forward with kicks to his behind and balls.

The seats in the chamber, actually a small amphitheater, were already filled to capacity with mistresses who had come from far and wide, eager to witness the spectacle and it was otherwise SRO, there being no doubt of the “verdict.” The feral scent of aroused pussy hung in the air. As Rick was led into the chamber lewd hoots and catcalls of derision echoed loud. He cowered in craven terror, hanging back in his shackles, Erin having to drag him by the balls up the three steps to the stage while the keepers rained kicks on his ass.

He was forced to his knees facing the audience. Enid raised her arms for silence, then pronounced the anathema upon him.

“Welcome ladies! It is at once a sad and joyous occasion this evening; sad because our new young sister Erin was subjected to the brutish lust of the loathsome specimen who kneels before; joyous because justice will now be served upon him. He will now be subjected to punishment fitting his crime and know the inevitability of his rape. I will now select the lucky ladies who will participate!”

Each mistress in attendance had been given a two part ticket with a number at the door. She kept one half while the other was put in a jar that stood on a stand close by Enid. Enid reached into the jar for a ticket and called out the number. A lucky mistress jumped for joy and mounted the stage. One by one she was joined by other winners until nine mistresses stood shoulder to shoulder, making ten including Erin who would put the femcock to Rick, the same number who had gang raped Erin.

The femcocks, hefty 2 X 10 shafts were handed out and the mistresses gleefully installed them upon themselves. Then they surrounded Rick, flaunting their big faux organs, mocking his own rather modest endowment. He cringed and whimpered for mercy, getting gales of cackling laughter in response.

Farther back on the stage was a wooden pillory with just a neck hole. Four mistresses seized Rick and hauled him there, clamping his head in so he was bent over at the waist with his ankles wide apart, giving all a good view of the tender virgin orifice soon to be ravaged by the femcock. Erin stepped up to him, holding her big dick close to his little hole to emphasize the disparity. Her eyes gleamed with lustful, vengeful anticipation. She pressed button at the base of the cock and it gave out its menacing hum.

The pillory was mounted on an oscillating platform that would slowly turn in the midst of things, giving all varying views, the cock being driven in and out, the rolling and gyrating of the shapely asses of the mistresses as they had their way with him.

Ilse handed Erin a pair of black manhide gloves with gleaming sharp claws in the fingertips. These would be sunk into his ass for leverage during the rutting. She stood with her back to the audience and aligned the big, flared glans with his hole, pressing against it. There would be no merciful lube. She raised her hands high and brought them down in a two-handed slap that sunk the claws deep, drawing the first of many screams from him. Then her curvaceous behind rammed forward in a brutal thrust, driving the glans past his sphincter, stretching him cruelly as he howled from the tearing intrusion. Whoops and applause rang out.

The platform began turning to give a good view of the cock plunging deeper and deeper as Erin rolled and ground with her strong hips, his high pitched, rhythmic screams in time with her thrusts. Blood trickled over his ass and thighs from the embedding of the claws.

Soon he was stretched sufficiently and the big femcock went in and out with ease, every thrust plunging to the hilt. And then, sobbing in his emasculation, he shot his load, one of the last of his life. The sweet sound of it triggered Erin’s fierce and triumphant climax.

She pulled out of him, the femcock bloodied and soiled. The first mistress who waited in line quickly mounted the stage and set her femcock to humming. Erin stepped in front of him, pressing her cock to his lips. The mistress behind him rammed her cock home, the pain of entry making him open his mouth to cry out. Erin seized the chance the ram her cock into his mouth and force it down his throat so she could gullet fuck him while the other mistress ravaged his hind hole.

It was to be a memorable spit roast gang bang.  His last two loads of cum were wrung from his balls in the midst of it, every mistress enjoying two orgasms with her cock up his ass and down his throat. There was raucous pandemonium in the chamber as the watching mistresses gave voice to their glee, many crying out from orgasms induced by their fingers.

They released Rick from the pillory and he fell to the floor, a sniveling heap of unmanned wreckage. Four mistresses grabbed him and carried him to and X shaped cross that was set up center stage. His shackles were removed and he was strapped to the cross, ready for the evening’s climactic moment, the severing of his balls.

The stretching leash was removed from his scrotum and replaced with a bar clamp that would cut off blood flow and allow him to be stapled up following the cut. But much suffering awaited him preceding what would in fact be that mercy. Erin was to do the honors.

A blowtorch sat on a stand next to the cross. Erin lit it and then heated up a skewer in the flame until red hot. She first held it before his face with a cruel, leering gleam in her eyes that left no doubt what was to follow. He blubbered pleas for mercy until she poked the skewer into his left nut, tearing a scream of supernal agony from him. She pulled the skewer out, heated it again and held it close to his face as she spoke.

“Let’s see how many you can take before you beg me to cut them off!”

She plunged the skewer into his right nut and the cruel ordeal began. She held the razor sharp knife in one hand as she pierced his balls over and over with the other. All were amazed and amused at how stubbornly he clung to his precious balls before finally crying out for the mercy of the cut. Erin ran the skewer sideways through both his balls and cleanly sliced them away. He sagged in relief. Held his severed gonads before his eyes and he sobbed in despair.

A small electric grill had been set up next to the cross and Erin laid the skewered balls upon it to roast. Ilse used a surgical stapler to close the wound without anesthetic, making him yelp with each click. Then Erin turned her attention to his cock while his balls were roasting. She caned his tip, making him howl with each stroke, then ran a sounding rod dipped in hot pepper laced oil down his urethra.

The aroma of roasting man meat filled the air. Ilse gave the balls a flip to roast the other side golden brown as well. When done to a turn Erin picked up the skewered testes and stood before Rick with eyes alight in hunger. She took hold of the crispy ball sack with her teeth and ripped it away, chewing slowly as he watched in horrified humiliation. She swallowed deeply and with relish, then plucked one of the roasted nuts from the skewer and popped it into her mouth. Again she took her time about it, slowly savoring. When the second one was consumed as well he was left on the cross during the “cocktail hour” that followed. Eunuchs brought out folding tables, cases of wine and trays of snacks. Slaves were led in to slake the pent up lust of the mistresses from watching the proceedings. Rick was taunted without mercy for being a “nutless wonder” and they flicked his sore, limp little dick repeatedly with their fingers, cackling and giggling when he yelped.

And that very evening Erin had the black widow tattoo emblazoned on her belly in honor of her having taken her first pair of balls.

CHAPTER NINE

Katja found it a challenge indeed to maintain her own self-control as the process of enamoring and enthralling her rare new prospective slave continued. She scheduled one tryst per week to put his self-control and diligence in his exercises to the test. The results were quite rewarding, the capabilities of his tongue progressing steadily, his mastery of the oral arts acquiring ever greater skill and finesse. But it was his worshipful passion and deep, willing submission that made every tryst a mad delight.

From time to time she granted him release by way of his hand, enjoying the heavy spurting of his pent up loads upon her body. Only once did he weaken and take forbidden pleasure. It was after an especially wild and hot encounter and his offense was willful and flagrant, jerking himself off in the midst of reminiscence. He came crawling to their next tryst, shamefaced and punishment was severe, his dick too sore to offend again for weeks.

Time was growing short, with slave Peter’s term of enslavement ending in just three weeks. His tongue was just shy of achieving standard and there was no doubt of his willingness to submit to her any perverse whim. She felt confident but could not be sure despite these encouraging signs that when confronted with the “proposal” that he would surrender himself to that severe fate of his own free will.

But the breakthrough came with only a week to spare. She felt his tongue slither deep past the inner rim of her sphincter, making her tingle as only such penetration could and when he later plunged into her cavern his caresses on the soft mound of her G induced shuddering delight.

After enjoying his newfound capabilities to her satisfaction she had him kneel before her so she could fondle him to ascertain the state of his longing and vulnerability. Due to his punishment orgasm had been denied for the last month. His big organ was as if made of stone and when she gave his swollen balls just a gentle squeeze his ache made him double over and weep. It was time. He knelt at attention, cock jutting and dripping as he took in the sight of her exquisite nudity, unable to look away as she spoke.  

“Jared, our relationship has now reached a milestone and must either be taken to the next level or it must end this very evening. You have never failed to give me deepest delight and it is my heart’s fondest desire for us to live together day to day as mistress and slave. But there are some very severe conditions and stipulations. You must entirely abandon the life you have had apart from me and any aspirations for your future you might have so you can devote yourself to serving me without limit or reservation. Now comes the most grave of the conditions, which will surely come as a shock to you. But you must accept it of your own free will or our time together will end immediately and we will never see each other again.”

She took a deep breath before continuing, fearing her own weakening. Many a slave had knelt before her as she issued the ultimatum, to the point where it was almost casual to her, acceptance taken for granted, such was the power of her eroticism and dominant will. Each slave had served his purpose, her year of pleasure with him and in the end nutritious provender. But kneeling before her was the rarest of gems, one she feared she could not part with even as she looked his body up and down, mouthwatering over how succulent and delectable his man-meat might be. One fleeting feast could never compensate for his loss. But the only way was forward. She swallowed hard and continued.

“Jared, you must understand that I represent just one part of a greater whole. I am one of many women like myself who live by a certain creed. We hold that the female is divine in her essence and the male is a lesser being whose sole purpose is to live in servitude to her. This state of servitude is absolute and profound and the dominance of mistress over slave must achieve the most supreme polarity. We call ourselves the Black Widow Cult and have adopted the female of that species as our emblem as you see tattooed upon me because the that female devours her mate upon mating. As my slave we will spend a year together and you will serve my pleasure in every way. But, upon the expiration of that year your will be offered up as a sacrifice to the universal Female Essence. You will suffer a terrible ordeal as atonement for the crimes of the male upon the female in this wretched world. You will be skinned alive, put on a spit and roasted alive and we will feast upon your man-meat. Man-meat provides us with sustenance and nourishment that produces indefinite longevity. Now the question Jared: Will you surrender yourself to be my slave with all that entails? If you agree my joy will know no bounds. Decline and you must leave now and we will never see each other again!”

She could see the sweat break out over him as he knelt trembling, mind surely reeling. She had wished she had told him of her intentions, to make him an exception to the ironclad rule but that might just be giving false hope that would compromise his commitment which had to be onto death without reservation.

Dual terror gripped Jared’s heart as he knelt there with head spinning. There was the terror of the dreadful fate he might commend himself to. And then there was the terror of being forever parted from the goddess-like being he had come to adore, seemingly without limit or concern for himself. Her happiness and pleasure were all to him. The dilemma was brief. There was no greater terror than of losing her. If it pleased her that he be a means to her pleasure and finally her nourishment so be it. He flung himself at her feet, kissing them and babbling his assent and surrender.

Jared lay prone before her and she pressed her foot gently to his head and told him to remain so. It was time for the moment of deep and sweet intimacy that would consummate their relationship and render him utterly without will of his own. While he lay there she went to a console table where a finely crafted wooden box sat. She opened it and took out her deflowering femcock. 2” diameter by 11” long it was, as necessary, just a bit larger than his own rather generous endowment. With it she would take one of his two virginities and purge him of any remaining vestiges of “manhood.”  She strapped it on, sighing softly in anticipation as the vaginal bulb slid into her, then stood before the full length mirror for a moment to admire herself. The straps holding it in place were minimal and of clear silicone, barely visible. Then she stood facing him close by and ordered him to kneel. When he rose and took in the sight of her she could only smile warmly and chuckle softly as his eyes grew wide.

Jared rose from the floor to kneel at her command, not knowing what to expect. Then the room seemed to spin and his vision blur at what was before his eyes. He shook his head to clear his vision and there she stood in her glory, animal naked with a dick bigger than his own jutting from her hairy loins, looking as if she had been born with it. Though a virgin and quite naïve of sexual matters he was still worldly enough to grasp the implications. He looked up at her timorously.

“It’s so big mistress! Will it hurt?”

With tenderness in her eyes she stepped over him and bent to give him a soft kiss on the forehead.

“Oh sweetie! I’m afraid it must hurt a bit. I’m sure you are tight and tender and I can’t be too gentle because we must establish once and for all who is in charge. But don’t worry, I will lube you. I can’t have my sweet new slave split like a piece of kindling. But then there will be a surprise for you. Guess what?”

He looked up at her, quizzical. “Okay darling I’ll give you a hint. Are your balls still aching?”

“Yes mistress! Worse than ever! It’s been so long since you last gave me permission to come…do you mean it will make me come?”

“Righto my love! You will come like you never have before and not just once! I’m going to fuck you dry! And then you will long for my cock every minute while awake or asleep. But I’m so sorry! You will only get it when I want to give it to you. Now be a good boy and roll out the sticky mat!”

He was quick to obey, his hands shaking as he laid it out, at once fearful and longing for relief from his ache and the promised pleasure. She described to position he was to take and he assumed it promptly, elbows and knees, forehead on forearms, ass raised in offering, trembling, sweating in fearful anticipation. He felt a warm trickle run down his crack and then a small insertion-her finger? It went in and out and he found it pleasurable, rocking back and forth as she fucked him.

“Oh sweetheart! I can tell you’re going to love it once we get past the hard part! And my oh my, how tight you are! Just the way I like it!”

Suddenly he felt a pressing at his orifice as if a log was trying to enter. Her nails were polished scarlet and filed to sharp points. He felt his sweat stinging as she dug them in for purchase, breaking the skin a bit, drawing small rivulets of his blood.

She entered him with firm yet gentle authority, stretching his tightness, making him gave out a small screaming yelp and a whimper. And it was clear to him at the moment that he was just one of many she had taken in this way, a casual and routine thing for her. Somehow it made it all so much more exciting, her imposition of her dominant will.

More thrusts followed, her shapely hips and powerful glutes driving the big faux cock in inch by inch while he sobbed and sniveled from the cruel impalement. At last he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind and then there was a pulsing hum when she pushed the button.

She drew back until the rim of the glans was just inside his sphincter and drove in hard again, the shaft sliding in halfway. He cried out again, fearing he would split. Another firm thrust drove to the hilt and again he felt the tickle. The humming and pulsing of the organ made his toes curl and his eyes water.

Having stretched him to her satisfaction she fell to rutting with abandon, shapely ass undulating with sensuous grace. She added gyrations to stretch him further and rub hard on his prostate to trigger him.

As the big dick went in and out he felt a strange morphing, pain receding, replaced by a hint of hot tingling pleasure. Soon he was rocking back and forth in time to her rhythm, immersed in a growing delight, feeling it build. Then there was a surge of supernal ecstasy and he felt himself erupting, balls contracting in blessed relief. He knew then the truth of her words. An addictive craving had been born within him.

He heard her give out a mad triumphant cry of her own ecstasy as she bent over him, lapsing into afterglow. But she kept him impaled and he knew matters were to continue. She resumed her fucking, slowly, gently at first, then gradually escalating until she rutted hard upon him again. It took longer for the second load to be wrung from him but the pleasure and quantity were no less. She came hard again, paused for afterglow, then finished him with a frenzy of pelvic thrusting, his final ejaculation tapering off into dry penile spasms as he was emptied entirely.

In the usual course of things Katja would expect a slave to lap up his leavings after she put the femcock to him. But she had other plans for his semen this first time. She scooped the big cum puddle up with a spoon into a small jar and put it in the refrigerator for the time being. In the morning she would send her chauffer to the medical lab to have it tested for sperm count and motility. She hoped the result would bolster her case for making Jared an exception.

But there was another required duty she made him perform. The big faux dick had to be sucked clean. Patiently but relentlessly she schooled him in the deepthroat. The skilled performance of the fellatio had to become a part of his sexual repertoire.

And then she took him to bed with her. His life as he had known it before their meeting was over and a new one had begun. The only question was its duration.

CHAPTER TEN

Over the course of several weeks Erin’s rapists were abducted, tried, convicted and subjected to their sentences of gang rape and castration. She had feasted upon the balls of each of them as they hung crucified, sobbing and sniveling in humiliated emasculation. Her quick transformation into a mistress imbued with an iron dominant will was much enhanced by her consumption of the ultimate man-meat.

Finally only Brad remained at large. She had requested that he be saved for last because she had a different plan for him. It was a radical departure from the mandatory treatment of the likes of him. When she divulged her intentions to Ilse her mentor had some doubts as to whether the high council would approve.

“Why not just put the femcock to him, cut his balls off and get it overwith just like the others Erin? That’s just the way it’s done.”

“But Ilse, I think that’s just too merciful in its way. I want to let him keep his balls so I can use them to torment and humiliate him day after day. I mean to break him, reduce him to a creature without will of his own who will eat my shit and thank me for it, make him adore me as a goddess. Then, after a year I’ll offer him up for the ritual feast.”

Ilse took on a pensive expression for a moment.

“Well Erin, I do see your point. It would be a more fitting vengeance in its way. And I must say, slaves with their balls still in their sacks are much more fun than eunuchs. A slave can be made to suffer so much more with his balls than without them. You could use the CBT kit on him daily, clamp him in the stanchion to tease and edge him, then ruin his every orgasm, make him so miserable he begs for the knife but deny him the mercy. Let’s put it before the council.”

Erin was met with some skepticism at first but with Ilse’s support the council was swayed.

Within a few days Brad found himself bound to the X shaped cross, ball gag in his mouth, confronted by his erstwhile victim in her dominant glory, clad in her finest man-hide ensemble of corset and thigh high stiletto boots. She still held the snake whip in her hand that she had used to administer a sound whipping. He was zebra striped with lurid welts. She paced back and forth before him, enlightening him as to his fate. They were in a small, circular arena with bleachers surrounding it. The floor was covered in thick rubber wrestling mat.

He had been “tried and convicted” like all the others and made to perform the cunnilingus he had scorned upon judge, jury, prosecutor, “defense attorney” and finally Erin, but unlike the others he had been granted a “reprieve.”

“At last here we are…Bradley! The tables have been turned have they not? You are mine now to do with what I will. I put the rape to your frat boy buddies, tortured their balls, cut them off and ate them. You deserve the same and more, but the judge has shown you mercy and spared your balls for the time being. Now we come to the ‘and more’ part. As the ring leader and instigator of the degradation inflicted on me you have incurred much more harsh and prolonged punishment. You are to be my slave for a year. I will break you through a quite sophisticated process including both pain and pleasure. In the nd you will be transformed into a creature with no will of your own who adores me as a goddess and will submit to anything in order to please me. And when our year together expires you will be offered up to be devoured in a ritual feast for me and some friends of mine who will be joining us shortly.”

Rick’s eyes bugged out in mingled terror and rage as he writhed in his bonds and shouted muffled obscenities and threats into the gag. Erin just stood by with a leering grin on her face until he exhausted himself. The genital torture kit sat on a small table nearby. She opened it and took out the spiked testicle vise, speaking with disdain as she opened the jaws.

“We’ll be spending some quality time here alone before my friends arrive. First the vile organs you used to violate and defile me need some attention.”

Slowly, methodically she applied each cruel device, the ball squeezer, the clips along the tender underside of his cock, the gleaming sounding rod dipped in hot pepper laced oil. He writhed again, this time in unspeakable torment. Erin removed the gag to enjoy his howls of agony unmuffled. The cross could be lowered flat to the floor by way of a remote. She pressed the button and soon he lay supine and at her mercy. She bent over him and stuffed the gag back in his mouth to shut him up.

“You have made much of your refusal to eat pussy because it would affront your ‘manhood.’ Perhaps your attitude has been adjusted by now! You will suffer until you satisfy me!”

She pulled out the gag and plopped herself down on his head facing his feet, pressing her oozing and smothering cunt down full weight. His attitude adjustment was apparent from the way his tongue went to work in abject desperation. He lacked the honed skills of the slaves whose tongues Erin had become accustomed to but her delight in his terror more than made up for it. The first orgasm rocked her within the minute. She savored for another minute or so, then pressed her anus to his lips, snarling her command to lick if he wanted any hope of release from his torment. He moaned in resignation as his tongue swirled in her orifice, making her shudder in her triumphant enjoyment. She made him switch back and forth from anus to clit through three more deep and consuming orgasms until she knew she could come no more. She kept her seat, pressing down hard as  he struggled to breathe, and slowly removed the instruments of agony. She dismounted and stood, looking down at him with a smug smile as he lay whimpering.

As if by a signal, mistresses started filing into the arena. Each wore her favorite manhide ensemble, every pussy exposed, giving off its feral scent in anticipation of the spectacle.  Four muscular young slave keepers came out onto the floor leading four eunuch slaves at leash by rings through the tips of their dangling limp dicks. The keepers released Rick from the cross and set him on his knees while the eunuchs hoisted the cross to carry it from the arena. Rick’s eyes riveted upon the scars where their balls had been and he quailed and cowered, further horrified by the manner of women who now held him captive and at their mercy.

The keepers herded the eunuchs out with sharp kicks to the ass to hurry them along. Then Ilse came in carrying a basket containing femcocks. She handed one to Erin and put the basket aside along the edge of the arena for later. Rick watched in frightened bewilderment as Erin donned her cock and turned to him with a wicked gleam in her eye. Ilse opened a door in the arena’s railing and took a front row seat beside the other members of the council. Silence fell as Erin spoke to Rick in a taunting tone as she flaunted her femcock before his face, mocking his “manhood.”

“We’re going to have a little wrestling match Ricky! Let’s see if you can fuck me before I fuck you!”

Something in her words and taunting seemed to rekindle his defiance and a he gave out a snarl as his erection rose. Without warning he threw himself at her with a roar or rage. But Erin, under Ilse’s tutelage had been well schooled in ways to woman-handle the male. She deftly sidestepped and tripped him up, sending hm sprawling. He was on his feet in a heartbeat and charging again, with the same result. It became a humiliating, infuriating game of cat and mouse as she skillfully eluded him time after time. Flecks of foamy spittle flew from his mouth as he panted in growing exhaustion.

At the time of her choosing Erin pounced. After yet another futile charge he fell to his belly and she threw herself on to of him, driving her femcock up between his legs and his cheeks, finding his orifice and ramming home. He screamed and squirmed but she was on him like a tigress, digging her sharp pointed nails into his arms, drawing blood and holding him flat while she rammed the femcock ever deeper, powerful glutes driving her shapely ass forward and back.

He belly crawled all over the mat, trying in vain to shake her as she rutted with abandon. Finally, inevitably his struggles eased and he lay flat and parted his legs wider as if to invite her cock deeper. Soon he was whimpering in growing pleasure as the big dick went in and out, at the last giving out a deep moan of purest emasculation and surrender as he came with abundance. Erin threw back her head and gave out her own shriek of triumphant ecstasy.

She pulled out and stood over him, then put a foot under him to flip him onto his back. His cum was smeared on his belly and puddled on the floor. She bent down and scooped up what was on his belly with her fingers and held it to his lips. All the fight had been fucked out of him and he meekly opened his mouth to accept it and swallow. Then she dug her heel into him to roll him over so he could lap up his leavings from the mat. She put a foot behind his head to guide him to missed spots. Then she grabbed his hair and pulled him to his knees, holding the bloodied and soiled femcock at his mouth. With a sigh of unmanned vanquishment he opened his mouth to suck. She soon made it clear that only a deepthroat would do. With hands behind his head she rolled her hips to force the shaft ever deeper until his nose was buried in her sweaty and fragrant bush. She held him there for a while, then shoved him back, the glans exiting with the pop that always drew mirth from the audience.

Erin beckoned at large toward the crowd and nine mistresses, those who had won the lottery, vaulted the rail and rushed to the basket containing the femcocks. They gleefully donned them, giggling and flaunting them, then turned toward Rick with lustful menace in their eyes. He quailed and cowered as they converged upon him, big dicks humming, bobbing and jiggling in mockery of his “manhood”.

He was forced to hands and knees and soon found himself impaled up the ass and down the throat. Each mistress had a cane or crop hung from her belt and several rained painful strokes upon him as he was ravaged fore and aft. The mistresses rutted to orgasm and pulled out to make way for the next ones. This tome he was bent over with his face in the nappy cunt of a muscular black mistress while a blond and blue eyed Amazon put the femcock to him hard.

On went the ordeal, mistress after mistress having her pleasure as he was forced into all manner of positions. One very hefty dark haired Russian mistress named Olga was pleased to plop her big, lush oozing pussy onto his upturned face while holding his feet up on her shoulders while and lithe Asian mistress with rippling musculature thrusted and gyrated deep within him. Deprived of air by Olga’s lush tissues he passed from consciousness and came just as what he thought was the final darkness fell. Smelling salts revived him and he awoke to cruel, cackling laughter from all and the rape went on. He was to come three more times, the final ejaculation being just a few clear dribbles, then dry spasms. He lay on his belly, wilted, emasculated, sobbing until sharp kicks to the ribs got his attention and he was made to rise to his knees and begin his next duty the sucking clean of each and every femcock. In the course of it his mastery of the deepthroat became complete, the big dicks sliding down his gullet to the hilt with ease. Then he groveled about, licking up his cum puddles while the mistresses performed a wild happy dance while cheers and applause were deafening.

As always and after party followed the occasion. Eunuchs brought out folding tables, trays of food and wine and a throne chair. Rick was placed on his knees before it, hands cuffed behind him, balls chained to a ring mounted in the floor. Any mistress pleased to do so availed herself of his tongue.

In the end he was turned over to Erin who mounted his back and rode him to the cell where he would be confined for the night during his training, urging him along with stern whacks of the crop and jabs from the sharp gleaming spurs she had donned. The process of his breaking and training would continue with Ilse’s assistance first thing in the morning.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Like all males who succumbed to the spell of a mistress of the Web, Katja’s slave Peter, when his year expired meekly offered himself up to be sacrificed, suffering the cruel ordeal for the entertainment of the mistresses, providing his man-hide for Katja’s raiment and his man-meat for the ritual feast. The freshly roasted meat of a sacrificed slave was far more succulent and delectable than the day to day diet of meat from the eunuchs that were fattened for slaughter. Katja devoured with ravenous appetite, relaxed in a lounge as she digested, loving the feeling of her body assimilating the nutrients. In the morning she would defecate what her body did not absorb into the mouth of her new slave Jared, completing the never ending cycle.

Then it was time for Katja and slave Jared to begin their life together, a life Katja fondly hoped but could not be sure would extend far beyond the customary year.

It was the morning after the ritual feast. Jared had shared her bed, imbibed her pungent golden nectar upon her waking and served her with his tongue to provide her with the orgasms she needed to start her day out right. Then, in the bathroom he had lain on the floor with mouth open to accept the feast of her feces after she gave him to know her body was to expel all that remained of her erstwhile slave Peter. Breakfast was served by her eunuch chef and they retired to the living room. Katja relaxed for a while in her chair, reading a book.

Jared’s mind still reeled as he pondered the fate he had commended himself to. He was the slave and sex plaything of a woman he worshipped beyond the bounds of sanity, evidenced by his willingness to offer himself up for the ritual feast. He knelt before Katja as she lolled resplendent in her nudity in her recliner unconsciously sultry and seductive, the very sight of her making the ache in his balls grow to near unbearable. Lost in his adoration, he resolved that if his tender flesh could satisfy her craving and give her life prolonging nourishment it was a sacrifice her felt duty bound to make. Despite a lingering terror he forced to the back of his mind he admitted there was no other place he would rather be.

Katja looked up from her book and saw him kneeling there gazing rapt, big erection bobbing and dripping. Her eyes fixated upon it and she was reminded that she had only taken one of his two virginities. The big throbbing dick jutting from him had yet to know the delight that the vagina could bestow upon the penis. There was no prohibition against a mistress enjoying any pleasure she fancied. A warm tingling blossomed in her pussy and she decided it was time.

She ordered him to fetch the mat and spread it out on the rug, then to lie on his back. Then she slipped from her chair and stood over him, waist between her feet. He stared up at her, eyes riveted upon the cunt that was the center of his universe. Slowly she lowered herself. When his shaft was within her reach she took hold of it and aligned it with her portal as she spoke.

“Your penile endowment is sufficient along with your ejaculatory quantity and sperm count and motility to afford you a  special privilege denied most slaves Jared. You will frequently enjoy the vagina and be allowed to ejaculate within it with fullness of pleasure in order to start strong and healthy girl children within the wombs of young mistresses. It is my duty to make you available as a “seeding male.” But I reserve my right to enjoy your virgin cock first. I will now envelop you!”

Jared gasped when she lowered further, impaling herself, his cock sliding into a silken heaven. His first feelings were of fear and helplessness, the pleasure so great he knew he would be a slave to it. And his ache reached heights unknown as he pleaded for release. But she held still with him enfolded and gave him a smile of mingled tenderness and cruelty.

“Not yet sweetie! I have my own needs. I promise you release, but not before I have driven you insane!”

Then she commenced a slow rising and falling along his length, edging him gradually toward the brink. He felt and she felt too the extra stiffening of him that portended his eruption and she rose to let his cock flop free. She let him lie gasping in frustration for a minute, then enveloped him again, clenching her internal musculature rhythmically, massaging him to the edge again until he started humping upward. His punishment was another flopping free and a hard slap to the balls. He sobbed and writhed and humped the air, earning another slap and a stern warning.

“You will hold still Jared until I am ready.

She resumed her cruel edging, torturing him with pleasure as he sniveled, mewled and pleaded. Her own lust was mounting steadily to crescendo but she refused to be rushed and settle for a climax of substandard intensity. And the torment she inflicted upon him did much to build her arousal.

After ten more minutes of heavenly hell for her slave she could bear no more. Putting fingers to her clit to help things along she finished him, feeling his extra stiffening transition to pulsing spasms as he pumped his load deep within her. He sobbed his gratitude, feeling his balls contracting with every spurt, each contraction purest bliss. She threw her head back and gave out her own wail of unalloyed ecstasy.

Dismounting him and shifting forward she pressed her cunt to his mouth, ordering him to open. He obeyed and with a squeeze she ejected his load for him to swallow. She was pleased to feel him licking to get every drop. When she tuned and looked at his half hard member it was glazed with his cum. She encircled the base with her fingers and drew upward to gather his cream, then fed it to him.

But things were just getting started. She knew he surely had two more loads to give and she meant to extract them. He was half limp so she bent down to sucking him, feeling no shame because any act was free of degradation as long as the mistress was in charge.

When she had him hardened the second edging was far more prolonged as she coaxed him along until his ache was as bad as before, her own enjoyment much prolonged as well. Again she reduced him to blubbering pleas for release and cruelly denied him time after time. Her own arousal took longer to peak and she did all she could to cultivate it, gritting her teeth to resist herself until orgasm rocked her unbidden just as he unloaded as well.

After feeding him his load she found him limp as a noodle. It took sucking like onto a practiced whore to stiffen him again and she knew if she meant to extract the last load from him her other orifice would have to come into play. She slobbered on his shaft to get it wet and mounted his face, commanding him to probe deep with wet tongue to lube her.

Then she shifted back over his groin and pressed his glans against her tightness. Settling her weight down she gritted her teeth and gave out a sigh of mingled pain and pleasure as her sphincter gave and she was impaled to the hilt.

Her rectal tissues were as soft as her vaginal upon his shaft and he felt her squeezing the base of his organ with her muscular ring. Then that tightness slid up along his length, making him tingle until it reached the rim of his glans and she slid back down giving equal delight. Up and down she went, slowly building his ache, then going back to the edging torture. He saw her put fingers to her clit as she rose and fell faster and as she wailed in her climax he gave up his last as deep within her as could go.

He felt himself limpen and slip from her tight passage. Then her anus was hovered above his lips and he didn’t need to be told to open wide. With her pressing down the brownish white slug poured forth and filled his mouth. Dutifully, he swallowed.

It was a Saturday night and his first seeding appointment was the Saturday next. He would need a week to recharge his balls in preparation. A steady diet of pussy would serve to have him aching and ready. And she would see to it that it was not just her pussy he would feast upon.

She wanted to waste no time preparing her case for preserving his life beyond the usual year and introducing him to the members of the council was an important first step. As a mistress who had enthralled and enslaved so many she knew a special one when she found one and felt confident her fellow council members would find Jared exceptional as well, they being also mistresses of long experience.

She meant to hold a get-together with them on Friday evening with Jared as slave on duty. By then he would be ready to serve them with his rare worshipful passion. But first she hoped to enlist Enid as an ally so she invited her over for dinner Wednesday evening. Man-meat tenderloin and “meatballs” would be served. Dining upon the latter would ensure that Enid would be randy as a she-goat when the time came to introduce her to Jared’s attentions.

When Enid rang the doorbell Jared answered, naked on his knees when he opened the door. He went down to kiss Enid’s booted feet and helped her from the long black man-hide coat she wore, revealing her exquisite, creamy-skinned nudity apart from her boots. He went to hands and knees as invitation to her to mount him for a ride to the dining room.

While they dined Katja had Jared kneeling off to the side so Enid could give him a good looking over and see what a fine figure of a slave he was, fit and trim, uncommonly handsome in a sensitive way and uncommonly well-endowed as well. As Enid feasted on the “meatballs” along with ample red wine her eyes took on a leering gleam as she perused him.

When the repast was finished the made their way to the living room, Jared groveling behind them. The naked mistresses each took a seat in recliners side by side, separated by an end table. Jared knelt at attention equidistant between them awaiting his mistress’s command. His eyes strayed furtively sideways and he blushed while taking in the sight of the silver-haired and regal mistress who had come to visit, his gaze going up and down, finally focusing upon her luxuriant salt and pepper bush and the arachnid tattoo above it. His erection was near vertical and precum dripped from it onto the rug.

The mistresses laughed at his discomfiture but kindly. Katja spoke reassuring words.

“Don’t be bashful sweetie and don’t worry. I’m not jealous. Mistress Enid is a rare beauty and I would expect you to be aroused at the sight of her. She is my dearest friend and I love her like a sister. Being like sisters we share everything and this evening I will share you with her. We both see you can’t take your eyes off her pussy and that is entirely appropriate. Would you like a taste of it?”

Jared looked at her in seeming disbelief and his eager nod appeared to come by reflex.

“Very well then Jared. I assure you mistress Enid is quite eager to feel that tongue of yours. Please don’t keep her waiting. And you will give her pleasure as you would me! Hold nothing back!”

Jared looked to Enid and found her to have assumed the familiar posture of offering, legs parted wide, ankles resting on the arms of the chair, exhibiting herself bold as woman can. She crooked a finger to beckon him, a lewd gleam in her eyes.

A sense of abandon overtook him and he all but dived face first into her lush hirsute crevice, finding her scent and taste so much like yet different that those of his mistress but withal intoxicating beyond resistance. Lost in her spell he felt a sense of falling, yes, falling in love with her; deep, passionate, all-consuming love. He poured out his passion thrilled by her gasps of growing delight. But then a bolt from the blue seemed to strike him, a pang of guilt and fear. How could his mistress not be jealous or angry? His ardor cooled and her felt Enid’s hand on his forehead as she pushed him away and spoke to Katja.

“He is holding back Katja! He doesn’t get it yet! I was just starting to relly enjoy it and now this! Please straighten him out!”

Jared heard Katja’s stern voice.

“Jared! What’s your problem? I think I know but I want you to say it!”

He looked to her timorously, unable to speak.

“Come on sweetie! Spit it out! The consequences will be worse if you don’t!”

He swallowed hard and gave voice to his misgivings.

“I have these…feelings!”

“What ‘feelings’ Jared?”

“Like I’m…!”

“Like you are what? Falling in love with mistress Enid?”

He nodded as fear gripped him, then was bewildered when the mistresses burst out laughing.

“Jared! When I share you with one of my sisters I expect you to fall in love with her! How else can you show her fitting passion? As I said, there is no jealousy between mistresses. Slaves are shared freely. In fact, you are common property. Now begin again and hold nothing back! Passion Jared! Passion!”

Enid reached out and grabbed him by the hair to pull his face back into her crotch. This time he allowed himself to succumb to the spell of her scent and taste, letting go of all inhibition. He put the tongue Katja had so meticulously trained to work, using his full repertoire of oral pleasuring as she writhed in the throes of ecstasy. At length she slumped gelatinous in the chair in fullest satiation, unable to move or speak for minutes on end.

When her sweet stupor passed Enid sat upright and looked to Katja with eyes wide as she groped for words.

“I must say he is a rare one Katja. It’s not just his tongue; it’s his sweet and passionate submission. I don’t recall better in all my time as a sister of the Web. I must say I’ve even become a bit jaded over the years. Slaves come and slaves go one after another and I just take it for granted. How did you find him?”

“My slave Peter’s term was closing in on its end so I just went on the prowl. You know we all have a kind of radar to detect likely prospects. One evening I just found him sitting at a picnic table in the park with a faraway look in his eyes. One thing led to another.”

Enid nodded knowingly.

“It’s easy to see why you want to keep him. I’ve been finding my slaves to be enjoyable but expendable for years now. But the rules are quite entrenched. It will take some persuading of the other members of the council. And I think the ‘persuading’ will be up to Jared. Now would you mind if I sample his rimming? That could be critical in the decision making.”

“Of course Enid. I’ll set my phone timer for half an hour.”

Enid reversed herself in the chair, kneeling on the seat, leaning on the back, offering her ass. She was pleasantly surprised when Jared pressed his face between her cheeks unbidden and with obvious eagerness to please. His tongue slithered in and out in a way that made her eyes water, seemingly seeking the movement she found most pleasing. And find it he did, a deep probing and wriggling requiring maximal effort . She called out for him to continue just so and not stop.

He rimmed to perfection until Katja called out ten minutes had passed with not the slightest fatigue evident. And when Katja called out fifteen minutes nature took its course from the exquisite stimulation. She passed what she had for him and he took it down by the inch until the last of it left her and continued, never missing one delightful wriggle. Enid passed into the and heavenly rapture unique to perfect rimming and felt her arousal approaching peak. Just as Katja’s timer sounded she rolled her hips to rub her cunt over his face, the well know signal to turn his attention to her clit. His tongue fluttered upon her turgid berry and she felt the insertion of his thumb where his tongue had been before, a fine enhancement that triggered a climax of brutish intensity. She found herself draped in the chair, limp and languid, again unable to move for minutes on end. When she firmed she spun back around in the chair and looked at Katja, clearly astonished.

“I’m a believer Katja!”

“But there’s more Enid. He has the makings of an exceptional seeding male. I’ve had his semen analyzed and his sperm count and motility are off the charts. Moreover, he obviously has the strongest manifestation of the submissive gene, not to mention the critical penile endowment. I’m convinced he will never fail to impregnate and the girl children he will start will grow to be the most powerful dominants. If our goal is maximal propagation of the Creed he is indispensable. I plan on weekly seeding appointment for him. It will be easy to track his rate of impregnation and the health and strength of the offspring will be apparent well before his time to be offered up.”

Enid nodded again.

“Sounds like a plan Katja. See you Friday night?”

It was to be a dinner party Friday as well as Jared’s “social debut.” Katja wanted to serve grilled “meatball” kabobs but found there was a shortage at the local man-meat market. She ordered the whole supply they had on hand but still found herself short and had to have the remainder shipped in overnight from other locations.

Katja took pains to prepare Jared, reminding him to perform the same greeting ritual as each mistress rang the doorbell. Then, during dinner he was to be under the table, going from mistress to mistress, using his tongue to get each of them warmed up for the long evening to follow with a tender cunnilingus to their first orgasms.

Each mistress arrived clad in her favorite man-hide ensemble and he bowed to kiss their feet in greeting, then bore each upon his back to the living room where wine and snacks were laid out on the coffee table set among the sofa’s and recliners.

Small talk transitioned to raunchy girl talk as Jared made his way from mistress to mistress, employing his full oral repertoire. He made the round three times, leaving each mistress in a sweet stupor. The Katja ordered rimming all around, fifteen minutes with his face between the cheeks of each mistress. When he had completed the round not one mistress reported even the slightest tongue fatigue, each finishing with a deep, consuming and satisfying orgasm, rimmed to perfection.

For Jared it had been nothing but heavenly to be between the thighs and cheeks of these goddess-like creatures, falling in love with each in her turn as expected by his beloved mistress, coming to realize the unique beauty to be found there, their scents and tastes dizzying him. When he would open his eyes in the midst of serving them he beheld the lurid tattoo of the predatory female and terror of the manner of women who enslaved him added ardor to that service. But again there was that self-affirmation. There was nowhere else on earth he would rather be and he was bound by something far stronger than any chain.

Finally, at the request of her guests, Katja stood him up on the coffee table for the inspection and appraisal of the council. Jared felt chills of terror up his spine as the mistresses pinched and poked him, commenting casually and callously on their perceived quality of his man-meat and hide. At length Ilse spoke for all.

“He looks quite delicious Katja! But I think he could stand to have a bit more meat on his bones to make sure there’s enough to go around when we feast. But you do have a year to feed him up and fatten him so I don’t see a problem.”

Before departing each mistress expressed her gratitude to Katja for a very special evening with her exceptional new slave. And each arranged a slave swap over the coming weeks so she could have him to herself for an evening. Katja saw it all as just the beginning of her campaign to break with tradition. She would be sure to share him generously.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Rick knelt in the training chamber the next morning, trembling as Erin and Ilse leered at him in anticipation of a long and enjoyable day, for them at least.

The first order of business was his introduction to the whip, cane and electric prod. They hung him up by the wrists with his ankles bound tight, toes just touching the floor. First it was the snake whips, each mistress with two in her hands, wielding them in whirling blurs, lashes striping his body shoulder to ankle as he hopped about in vain to evade them, only getting slight respite when his futile efforts became a comical dance that reduced the mistresses to helpless mirth that rendered them unable to wield the leather.

The canes got him hopping as well, splitting the cheeks of his ass wide open, scarring him forever.

When they took up the prods they blindfolded him so he could never know where or when the next zap would strike. They zinged him shoulder to toes as he hopped all around, always hopping into the very zaps he sought to avoid. They saved his organs for last, one zap to cock or balls making him spin around to evade, only to hop right into the next. The mistresses could barely contain their glee as they reduced him to a sobbing wreck.

They lowered him to the floor but left him bound. A throne chair stood nearby and each mistress took her turn enjoying the desperate attentions of his tongue under threat of another round of the cruel instruments. His attentions sufficed to satisfy and spare him that but there was really to be no mercy.

Next it was time for the contents of the CBT kit. He was bound to the table and the dreaded devices were applied one by one until he writhed in torment. Each mistress took her turn upon his face, enjoying until satisfied before mercy was earned and he was released from the torture.

Then they got an amusing surprise as he knelt there awaiting whatever ordeal was to follow. He looked up at Erin with longing in his eyes as he spoke.

“Mistress! Will you fuck me? Please? I want your cock so much!”

Erin and Ilse doubled over laughing. When they recovered Ilse explained.

“It’s well known that the femcock is a transformative experience for the male. Our personal and rental slaves are thoroughly addicted to it. But this is a bit of a new thing. When the likes of Rick are gang raped they lose their balls shortly thereafter and become sexless drones. Maybe we should call him ‘Ricki’ now with the effeminate ‘I’ at the end because the gang rape has made him such a little bitch!”

Erin leered down at Ricki, then looked to the wall where the femcocks were hung.

“I kind of would like to fuck him Ilse, make him my bitch again!”

Ilse stepped away toward the array of femcocks, beckoning for Erin to follow. She took down a big one, then whispered something in Erin’s ear. They went back to where Ricki knelt and he got his first lesson in the installation of the mock organ upon his mistress. He whimpered in anticipation and his hands trembled as he fastened the straps.

Then it was the usual preliminary, the deepthroat blowjob. He had learned to take the shaft down fell length with ease and Erin gullet fucked him to a deep and satisfying orgasm. The cock dripped with his slobber, the only lube he would get.

Ilse fetched a sticky mat and laid it on the floor and put a man-hide collar around his neck. Erin ordered him to assume the position and he was quick to go to elbows and knees and offer his ass. According to their secret plan Erin took him from the standing position, driving the cock down hard and deep. He was well stretched from the gang rape and the cock slid in to the hilt with ease. He whimpered softly in his anticipation of the femcock and his pleasure.

Erin leaned over and grabbed his collar for leverage and wasted no time being gentle. She rutted with abandon, bent on inducing his ejaculation without delay. His balls hung low between his legs. Ilse eyed them with lustful cruelty in her eyes, taking a position straight behind him. Her ears were well attuned to things and just as he gave out the first moan impending delight she delivered a crushing kick to his dangling balls, causing him to howl in agonized disappointment, each spurt of his load accompanied by stabbing pain. He collapsed belly down, sobbing. Erin followed him down, keeping him impaled, and rutted to her own mad climax.

She first made him lap up the big load that sullied the mat, then fed him the soiled femcock to suck clean. She looked to Ilse in amused satisfaction.

“I think this should be Ricki’s lot in life from now on Erin, every one of his orgasms ruined one way or another, never again to have his pleasure. He will surely try to resist but the male urge will always overcome that resistance. But I must correct myself. There will be one circumstance under which he will be permitted the full pleasure of coming. It’s time to make him a toilet slave. Let’s get right to it!”

They tied him back down to the table and Ilse installed a jaw spreader in his mouth to keep it wide open. Then she informed both Erin and Ricki of the process the slave was to undergo.

“Do you think you can summon up a good piss Erin?”

“Why yes Ilse. I had more than my share of coffee for breakfast. I was about to excuse myself for a trip to the restroom.”

“Well Ricki’s mouth will serve that purpose Erin! Just squat over him. I’ll suck his cock and when I holler now let it pour!”

“You’ll do what Ilse? Suck the cock of this pig? He’s so unworthy of that!”

“Not to worry Erin. One of our tenets is that any act, no matter how seemingly beneath the dignity of the mistress is permissible as long as the mistress is in charge and a higher purpose is served. The pleasure of coming will be paired with the taste of your ‘nectar’ and with repetition he will develop a thirst for it.”

Upon her words Ricki writhed in his bonds and shook his head in protest. Ilse ignored him and bent over to take his cock in her mouth. Her silken ministrations soon had him moaning and humping as she sucked. She coaxed him along to the brink and held him there to weaken any resistance he might have, then finished him with hard application of lips and tongue. Her sacrifice of pride did not extend to letting him come in her mouth. When she felt the extra stiffening portending inevitable ejaculation she let his cock flop free and called out “now!”

His load spurted up over his belly as Erin let go, the golden cascade filling his mouth. The spreader left him no choice but to swallow it down as he moaned in his pleasure. Then the mistresses switched roles. With Erin doing the sucking and Ilse poised to give him his drink.

Erin suppressed her revulsion at sucking his cock and soon found herself enjoying it due to taking control of him and torturing him with pleasure as he again awaited his degradation. It took longer to get the load out of him the second time but the inevitable finally happened and Ilse gave him a hearty draught as he spilled another load onto his belly.

Ilse dismounted and they scooped up his cum with their fingers and took turns feeding it to him until every drop was gone.

And Ilse was pretty sure he had another load left in him. Rather than waste an opportunity to torment him she suggested that she herself strap on the femcock while Erin would give him the kick. Ricki was such a bitch that he had forgotten all about his earlier ruination and all he could think of was having the femcock up huis ass again. He eagerly installed the mock organ upon Ilse and deep sucked to get it wet, slobbering abundantly so the shaft dripped as he bent over to assume the position.

Ilse rutted hard and deep, gyrating as she thrusted to massage his prostate. But it took some time to extract his last load. Ilse kept her ears peeled, ready to call out “now” to Erin in case her protégé had yet to learn the subtle signals portending the male orgasm. She would learn in time.

Ricki soon lapsed into the oblivious male state where only coming was on his mind. Erin stood behind him with her eyes riveted upon his hanging balls in their slack sack. She sensed the impending climax and drew her foot back. Ilse called out the signal and Erin delivered her brutal kick. Ricki was once again shocked by the ruination, as much so as the first time. He collapsed belly down sobbing and moaning in time with each of his spurts.

By then Ricki was to drained to rise to his feet and could barely crawl. Nevertheless, Erin mounted him for the ride back to his cell, urging him along with hard strokes from a cane.

The next day was devoted to refining Ricki’s oral pleasuring skills and rimming. He spent hours on end on his knees with his face between the thighs or cheeks of each mistress, learning the ways to enhance orgasms induced through cunnilingus and rimming with every ounce of strength his tongue could muster despite near paralysis from fatigue. Sharp whacks to the balls from a cane served as his motivation to overcome exhaustion.

The last hour of the day was spent introducing him to the tongue exercises he would be assigned to perform in his cell when not sleeping or being trained. His only way of verifying his diligence in performing these was to show improvement day to day under threat of severe punishment.

The training regimen went on day after day with Ricki proving himself to be an apt pupil, all male arrogance purged from him.

The reinforcement of coming while the golden torrent filled his mouth soon had him guzzling with thirst without the jaw spreader or need for that incentive. Then it was time for the next phase of toilet servitude.

Again the jaw spreader was employed and he lay beneath Erin as her anus hovered over his mouth. Ilse chose to use her vagina for the pairing of the pleasure with this ultimate degradation, impaling herself on his cock and riding him. She edged him to the point of near madness, holding him on the brink while Erin demanded rimming to stimulate the call of nature.

Erin raised her hand to signal her readiness and Ilse took him over the edge just as his mouth was filled by the warm brown mass. Erin intermittently pinched his nose, denying him breath until he gulped another inch down. Long minutes passed before the feces was consumed. Then Erin removed the spreader and Ilse gave his balls a cruel and painful twist and dug her sharp nails in, threatening to rip his sack open as Erin commanded that his tongue be her toilet paper. It took two weeks for him to be transformed into a hungry coprophage.

The daily routine actually became a bit boring and Ricki’s skills progressed and his submission to every degradation became almost automatic. Ilse asked Erin if she had any ideas to relieve the monotony. Erin thought for a while and then the light bulb went on.

“I think our bitch should suck some real cock Ilse!”

Ilse cackled wickedly and went to the intercom on the wall to order three of the better hung rental slaves to be brought to the chamber wearing headgear that blindfolded and deafened them. Within a few minutes a slave keeper arrived with them in tow by their leashed balls.

The slaves stood shoulder to shoulder with Ricki kneeling before them. Their endowments fell just short of the ten inches that would have accorded them the privilege of being seeders but their thick nine plus inch members would more than suffice for subjecting Ricki to a degradation he would find most emasculating. The slaves had been informed that a fine fellatio awaited them with no other details given. Their erections bobbed and precum dripped onto the floor in their anticipation. They had been long denied orgasm and their balls ached accordingly.

Erin put a hand behind Ricki’s head and pushed him toward the first slave in line as she informed him of his duty.

“You will suck now Ricki! You will take it down the throat and you will make him come, and of course you will swallow! Refusal will result in the forfeiture of your worthless balls and you will be fattened for slaughter as man meat and your hide will become my next outfit!”

Despite all he still hung back in refusal but a shove forward, a kick to the balls from behind and reiteration of the threat sufficed to secure his submission. He took the cock into his mouth to suck. Ilse gave him instructions.

“Run your lips and tongue along the shaft as you suck Ricki! Now take it down all the way, just like you do the femcock. You have already had much practice at being a cocksucking whore! And when you get him off you will hold still and let the load fill your mouth. Then you will show us your tongue bathing in the cream and you will swallow!”

His head went back and forth as he used lips and tongue as ordered. Soon he felt the organ stiffen and swell further and knew the moment of his degradation was at hand. The slave grunted in his pleasure as he erupted, spewing his long pent up load. Ricki held just his tip between his lips and let his mouth be flooded per Ilse’s command. When the pulsing of the organ ceased his mouth was filled to overflowing, cum dipping from the sides of his mouth. He turned to face Ilse and Erin who stood grinning gleefully. Ilse ordered him to hold the load and wiggle his tongue in the cum bath making the mistresses giggle. Then he was commanded to gulp it down. He retched but managed and licked up the dribbles that ran down his chin.

Ilse gave him a sideways kick in the ass toward the next slave in line and with a moan of resignation he began to suck. This time she commanded him to deepthroat the organ upon ejaculation and let the slave pump his load right down into his stomach. Once the load was expended he reeled back, retching again, but holding it down.

While Erin watched him in his revulsion an inspiration came to her. She pulled Ilse aside to whisper.

“Do you think we can teach him to like being a cum swallowing slut?”

Ilse looked at her, quizzical.

“And just what did you have in mind Erin?”

Erin just pointed to the femcocks hung on the wall and Ilse’s eyes lit up in understanding.

They seated the third slave in the throne chair and Erin strapped on the femcock. Then they dragged Ricki by the armpits to where the slave sat waiting. A kick to his balls made him open his mouth to yelp and Ilse shoved his head down to force the cock in. And Erin knelt behind him to slide the pulsing, humming femcock up his ass.

She fucked him slowly at first while Ilse grabbed his hair and forced his head up and down to give him the cadence. Soos he sucked like as fine slut, moaning as the pleasure from the femcock blossomed in his rectum. Erin knew how to keep him just on the edge while he the slave approached ejaculation. Ever attuned to such things, Ilse sensed the moment the slave went over the brink and gave the hand signal to Erin who added the hard gyrating thrusts that would set Ricki off just as the slave shot his load into his mouth. Ricki spurted his own load onto the floor under the chair as he gave out a quavering moan of unmanned pleasure. Erin came hard as well.

After Ricki had lapped up his load and sucked the femcock clean the mistresses stood aside to confer. Ilse nodded approvingly.

“I think you are on to something Erin, a new thing under the sun if I may make so bold. I think we can make an eager and willing suck slut out of him. Let’s make it part of the regimen!”

After a few more weeks Ricki became all he could be, an abject slave and sodomite eager for any degradation Erin’s whim might dictate. Every orgasm he was teased and coaxed into was cruelly ruined except for the rare occasions he was permitted to come with full pleasure in order to give him false hope that he just might be granted the same every other time. The council declared he had reached the totality of his emasculation and was ready to begin the year leading up to his sacrificial feast.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The day of Jared’s first seeding appointment arrived. All the week before Katja had taken every measure to ensure he was prepared. As he would every day he spent much time with his face in her pussy while beneath her desk as she worked, ingesting her poon and orgasmic gushes. The evenings were a continuation of the same except for him being on his knees before her recliner or lying supine while she rode his face.

She monitored progress by gentle squeezing of his balls to check their fullness and the state of his ache. His shuddering and moans as she did so reassured her he would be fully charged when the time came. It was vital to her plan that he never fail to impregnate and maximal quantity of semen loaded and teeming with highly motile sperm was essential.

She had him bound to the table in her small but well-appointed in house torture/pleasure chamber for the occasion, although his “torture” was to consist of pleasure. The aspiring mistress arrived, lithe, lissome and nubile Amaya, a golden skinned raven locked beauty of Japanese extraction. She shed her elegant floral kimono to reveal her exquisite nudity. Katja too chose animal nakedness for the occasion.

She hopped up onto the table with feline grace and stood with Jared’s head between her feet looking down at him with lewd anticipation. As his  gaze passed over her body his stone stiff member bobbed and precum flowed onto his belly and pooled in his navel.

Though young and no doubt randy herself Amaya was patient and chose to warm him up a bit by lowering herself onto his face. Her fragrance hung heavy in her dense fuzzy bush, inflaming him further as he licked. She was indeed randy and soon shuddered and gasped as orgasm took her, flooding his mouth with her gush. There was method in her madness, this first orgasm meant to cool her a bit so she could focus on edging him with skill.

She stood and stepped backward so his waist was between her feet. He saw he lowering herself and her pussy vanished from his view. Then he found himself engulfed in a tight silken heaven. She clenched and relaxed the internal musculature she had exercises rigorously in preparation for the seeding, taking him to the razor’s edge before letting him flop free lest he ejaculate prematurely and spoil everything.

Enveloping him again she commenced the prolonged torture through pleasure. Taking him to the brink repeatedly she soon had him sobbing pleas for release, all the while fingering her clit to enhance her own enjoyment, coming repeatedly.

She finally finished him with a mad rising and falling along his length, adding wild gyrations of her shapely ass and massaging with her musculature, coming hard one last time as she settled herself down taking deepest penetration and giving him his reward, letting him come with abandon as he pumped his copious ejaculation against her cervix, injecting his teeming sperm, sending them on to the race toward her waiting egg.

Dismounting as he drooped limp she shifter forward and held her cum infused cunt above his lips. Thick white creamy dribbles hung down from it and he knew his duty, rising to suck them in and then scoop deep with his tongue to gather and swallow.

Amaya stayed seated on his face for minutes on end, immersed in afterglow, a vapid grin of utter satisfaction on her face. When she recovered her senses Katja solicited her appraisal.

“Heavenly Katja! I never dreamed I could come like that, over and over. And I can feel it. I’m as good as impregnated, his wigglies are racing to the finish and just the right one will win and start the strong and beautiful daughter who I will inculcate in the creed!”

“So you think he has earned his reward for a job well done Amaya?”

“Yes indeed!”

“Then what say we put the femcock to him and fuck him dry!”

Amaya hopped off of Jared’s face. They released him from his bondage and he knelt with limp dick dangling at first. Then Katja brought out a pair of femcocks and at the sight of them his erection rose to nearly vertical, bringing glee to the mistresses. What a sweet little bitch was he! Katja held out a femcock to him and he hastened to install it upon her, then installed Amaya’s as well. Katja looked down at him with a leer as she spoke while flaunting her big mock organ in his face.

“What do you say Jared?”

“Please mistresses! Fuck me!”

“There’s a good boy. But what comes first sweetie?”

No further words were needed. He had her pulsing femcock down his throat in a heartbeat, sucking like a practiced whore, bringing promptly to a warm-up orgasm, then doing the same for Amaya.

But Amaya found herself in the mood for tongue. She unstrapped her cock and tossed it aside, then grabbed his hair and dragged him to the throne chair. She assumed her offering position and he found himself in heaven once again with his face buried in her fuzzy, fragrant snatch. Then he felt Katja’s humming shaft slide deep within him.

He treated Amaya to the gamut of his oral repertoire despite finding it hard to concentrate with Katja’s femcock going in and out of him. Amaya’s strong silken thighs clamped together on his head as she passed into her final throes of ecstasy just as he felt the hot twinges in his rectum that portended his coming. His quavering moan of emasculated surrender as he spurted his plenty onto the floor triggered Katja and the three of them came as one.

After lapping up his leavings and sucking Katja’s cock clean the mistresses switched places, Amaya having him install her cock again while Katja tossed hers aside and took her seat.

It was a slower build to climax this time all three in need of stimulation to rekindle desire. Jared put tender worship to the pussy he adored, coaxing his beloved mistress along on her journey to the next destination while his moans of growing delight from Amaya’s slow fucking were muffled by Katja’s lush tissues.

The cadence accelerated as Jared’s tongue found every sweet spot between Katja’s thighs and the humming femcock bulb within Amaya did its work. Half an hour passed as matters rose toward crescendo. Amaya passed into frenzied rutting just as Jared slipped a finger into Katja’s hind hole and enfolded her turgid berry between his lips. He strove to focus and flutter his tongue just so when she arched her back and felt the supernal surge, her strong satin thighs also clamping on his head. Amaya’s relentless grinding on his prostate set him off, his muffled vocalizations of helpless delight setting her off as well and again there was the triple climactic simultaneity.

Both mistresses were impressed by the quantity of the third load he spurted onto the floor and Katja felt sure he had more left in him. After he lapped up the leavings she had him install her cock and he was put to the labor of sucking the mock organs as the bulbs hummed within the mistresses, bring them back to a randy arousal.

They put him onto hands and knees so he could take the femcocks fore and aft. First Katja’s cock slid down his throat while Amaya’s plunged deep into his ass. Though is erection returned they could not wring the last from him as yet, both coming themselves before swapping ends.

Katja reached around to stroke his shaft while she ground her hips to rub his prostate while Amaya gullet fucked him hard. Katja felt him swell in the manner portending and then the pulsing as he gave up his last, just one creamy spurt, a dribble of clear fluid and then only dry spasms as he sobbed in his final pleasure, triggering the mistresses.

Amaya and Katja hugged goodbye and Katja mounted Jared’s back for a ride to the bedroom. Katja flopped into the bed on her back, pleasantly exhausted. Jared took his place under the covers, crosswise to her, head pillowed on her thighs, feeling the tickle of her bush on his nose, drinking in her feral fragrance with every breath. His ears were finely attuned to her and only when he heard her soft, rhythmic breathing was he assured that his beloved mistress had slipped into the sweet refreshing sleep of her utter satisfaction. Only then could he allow himself to drift off as well.

But still he lay awake for a while contemplating the bizarre course his life had taken, so beyond any wildest imagining. He pondered the future that lay before him, a year of ecstatic pleasure and profoundest intimacies with the goddess-like being who reigned over his life, but then that dreadful fate. But he found himself strangely at peace with it all because of his limitless love for her. One day his tender flesh would satisfy her deepest craving and provide her it’s special and indispensable nourishment. She would consume him and digest him, her body incorporating him with its tissues, making him one with her forever. With a sigh of sweet resignation he cuddled closer to her and drifted off.

Like all personal slaves Jared was to serve another purpose, that of recruitment of new mistresses into the Cult. Just as all mistresses of the Cult could sense innate submissive tendencies in males they could detect latent dominant tendencies in women they encountered in the day to day world. It was urgent, imperative that every such woman should come into the fold.

To this end the mistress would strike up a friendship and invite the prospect to her home for an evening to introduce her to the pleasures to be had with well trained slaves. Rare indeed was the prospect who didn’t eagerly come back for more of that and when served her first meal of man meat the deal would be sealed.

Jared was to excel at this as well, strengthening Katja’s case for him being spared the sacrifice. She would regularly go on the prowl in public places, attuned to every woman she came across and usually once a week she would detect dominant tendencies and invite the prospective mistress to her home for a session with Jared in her personal chamber. They never failed to emerge astride Jared’s back, limp and languid as he bore them, their heads, lolling, eyes glazed over, feet trailing on the floor. Man meat would be served and the Cult would acquire a welcome new adherent.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Ricki’s transformation from unregenerate pig-male to sweet submissive slave gave Erin a deep sense of accomplishment and elevated her status within the Web. More and more often immediate castration of the likes of him was forgone in favor of the pleasure/pain process Erin and Ilse had perfected. Erin took charge of these cases and her rate of success was high, though there were always those incorrigibles for whom there was no remedy except for the severing of the balls and the fattening for slaughter.

A year of what would prove to be unalloyed bliss with Ricki lay ahead. His eagerness to please her in any way and submit without hesitation to the most profound degradations made every day a delight.

Erin initiated the practice of cuckolding, using the better hung rental slaves for her pleasure three at a time, taking a cock in each of her orifices, mouth, vagina and anus with Ricki assisting. He would first suck the stud slaves to their first ejaculation to ensure they could last sufficiently to satisfy her once he had sucked them back to erection. Then, after they had filled her with their cum he would perform the needed cleanup, lapping up and swallowing the loads that filled her vagina and rectum. As for the slaves she sucked herself she acquired a taste for rich creamy cum and felt no shame, in keeping with the principle that any act was permissible if it gave the mistress pleasure and she was in charge.

Vengeful cruelty was a greater part of their relationship than was typical between mistress and slave. Daily she inflicted torment upon the organs he had used to violate her and she became adept at coaxing him along to the razor’s edge of orgasm before cruelly ruining it in novel ways. She would often falsely promise that this time she would let him come with pleasure and he proved lust addled fool enough to believe her only to suffer the ruination again.

She shared him freely with other mistresses from far and wide, encouraging them to subject him to every cruel degradation their whims might devise. He was gang banged and ball busted often to within an inch of his life and his mouth served as toilet for any and all.

And yet, through it all he served her with selfless and adoring passion, willing to make any sacrifice of his body and his dignity for the sake of her pleasure. In so many words he spoke of his penitence and contrition for his actions and accepted her cruelty as righteous and just. He became highly attentive and attuned to her every mood and if he sensed she was having an off day, perhaps from being “dissed” by some male when out in the world at large he would beg her to whip him so she could get it out of her system and then perform sweet cunnilingus for her to finally ease her stress.

The months of the year flew by. In the midst of it Erin was grooming his replacement, another of the despicable ilk that would serve as her slaves going forward year after year.

Day 365 came at last. Before the feast he was led among the mistresses in attendance to be poked and pinched as they selected the portions of him they would each devour.

Finally, he knelt at the foot of the stairway leading up to the scaffold where the preliminary torture and flaying would take place, the spit hung ready over the glowing firepit off to one side. He was offered the chance for last words and they were memorable, unprecedented, bespeaking his utter transformation and further enhancing Erin’s status.

“Mistress Erin, all mistresses here assembled and mistresses everywhere. I, slave Ricki, now offer myself up in sacrifice as atonement for the loathsome life I led before Mistress Erin showed me the error of my ways and gave me to know the higher purpose of my life. Show me no mercy but rather enhance my torment as may please you. May my man-hide bedeck my mistress with fitting elegance, may my agony give you pleasure and my man flesh give you nourishment and long life.”

With that he rose and climbed the steps of his own accord without slightest hesitation. Erin and Ilse administered the torture and their cruelty was legendary in its inventiveness and considered only appropriate considering the subject. His cock and balls were subjected to torment until he begged for the mercy of the knife, then severed and roasted first so he could watch while Erin devoured the vile, though delicious organs he had used to violate and degrade her.

Though he had shown seeming courage upon mounting the scaffold Ricki was craven and pathetic in his suffering, giving fullest voice to his agony as if determined to make the occasion especially pleasurable for the mistresses.

When done to a turn his man meat was declared unusually succulent and delectable by all. Perhaps it was just a matter of perception, but no one argued the point.

When the man meat was fully consumed the mistresses settled into lounges surrounding the fire pit, pleasantly gorged, lost in the euphoric stupor only the sacrificial feast could induce. They would remain as such for hours as their bodies assimilated the man meat, feeling its nourishment suffusing their bodies.

Of course, it was all especially sweet and satisfying for Erin, her vengeance upon her erstwhile rapist absolute in its profundity. As she felt his man meat passing though her and being absorbed she looked forward to the morning when she would defecate what of Ricki her body could not utilize into the mouth of her next slave, devoured, digested, defecated and then utterly forgotten, her dominance over him final and absolute.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Katja’s year with Jared as her slave passed nearly concurrent with Erin and Ricki’s. She felt growing anxiety as the weeks passed, the day of sacrifice growing closer. But the signs that she might break with tradition and keep Jared long term were encouraging. She took pains to make him available to the members of the council for their pleasure and their feedback was effusive in its praise. More importantly she kept close tabs on the outcomes of Jared’s seedings and found that his rate of impregnation was 100 percent, a rare achievement. His value as giver of pleasure alone might not carry the day but his value as a seeder very well could considering the urgency of propagating the Web to the fullest in hope of furthering the day when all males would end their lives as man meat after serving a term of enslavement.

For Jared’s part he was in a heaven he could never have imagined, willingly enslaved by a goddess-like being, immersed in the profoundest intimacies with her exquisite body. And every Wednesday night there was a slave swap. He would be taken home by any mistress who got in line to enjoy his attentions with her slave being provided to Katja for her pleasure.

His recruiting proved infallible. Mistress after new mistress joining the fold. The was an informal competition among mistresses to see whose slave could recruit the most prospects and Katja never failed to come out victorious. Katja took pains to make the members of the council aware of his talents and the fruits of his labor.

And then there were the seedings, once every week having his member enveloped in the silken heaven of the nubile vagina, being driven to the brink of aching madness as he was edged without mercy until finally being released, his balls contracting in heavenly relief with every copious spurt of his life-giving semen. Then, when the seeding was complete the femcock would drain him of every ounce of his remaining strength, leaving him babbling and whimpering gratitude to his mistresses.

The weeks of his term flew by as well, closely coinciding with Ricki’s. Once the nine month point had been reached Katja inquired as to the quality of the female offspring produced by Jared’s balls. After eleven births had resulted in girl-children of rare strength and beauty with just a week remaining before Jared being offered up she made her formal appeal to the council.

The members were taken aback by her unprecedented request but her case was strong and her status as a member in her own right compelled them to consider it. They deliberated for the entire week leading up to Jared’s sacrifice as Katja waited, torn by anxiety. On the very morn of the ritual feast they Katja got their answer.

Jared knelt in his place before Katja’s recliner awaiting her return from her final meeting with the council, dreading the agony he knew lay ahead but willing, even eager, to play his part for the pleasure and nourishment of not just his own mistress but for that of all who would partake of him.

Katja returned, shedding the long man-hide dress she wore and settled herself animal naked into the chair. She smiled at him in a strange way, then assumed the posture of offering, snapping her fingers and pointing to her waiting cunt. He buried his face between her comely thighs and served with ultimate passion, believing this might well be his last taste of her. He completed his full repertoire of oral arts until she lay limp and languid in utter satisfaction. He waited patiently for her to rouse from her sweet stupor before speaking.

“Mistress I am terrified of the agony that lies before me but I am firm in my resolve to suffer for your pleasure and that of the other mistresses. It gives me joy to know my man-meat will nourish and sustain you and it is my fond hope that I will be a delicious and satisfying feast.”

Katja was overcome by his expression of profound submission and rose to lean over and press his head to her breasts. She released him, pressing him back to kneel at her feet again as she gave him the news.

“Sweetie, your words filled my heart to near bursting but I have a surprise for you. There will be no sacrifice and no feast. Instead we will be together into the far future. I have appealed to the council for your reprieve and they have approved. Your rare depth of submission, the quality of your pleasuring and your recruiting capabilities were nearly enough but not sufficient by themselves. It was your exceptional qualities as a seeder that made the difference.”

She leaned closer and took his aching testes in a gentle grip.

“Your tongue got you close to my fondest wish being granted but in the end it was your fecund balls that saved you!”

THE END
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