
        
            
                
            
        

    
ENSLAVED BY THE WILD WOMEN

CHAPTER ONE

The jungle heat was stifling as Jared stumbled along the faint game trail that led through the dense undergrowth deep in the Amazon rain forest. He cursed himself for the foolish greed that had lured him to search for the legendary city of gold in this tropical hell hole far from civilization or any hope of help. His clothes were in tatters and his sweat stung the many deep scratches in his skin from the thorns in the bushes. He thought himself near death from thirst. Coming upon a big tree he knew he had seen before he realized he had been staggering in circles for the umpteenth time.

But it was more than mere greed that had brought him to this pass. The real root of it was a broken heart. Age 22 and just out of Harvard law school he had been courting Victoria, a blond and blue-eyed daughter of Boston aristocrats, through all four years of college. His attentions to her were fawning and he showered her with gifts that were putting him ever more in debt. His only reward was the occasional tepid kiss and hints at wild and passionate lovemaking on their possible wedding night.

Being a romantic idealist, he had kept himself a virgin, saving himself for their marriage. He eschewed the whores patronized by some of his friends. And being too ashamed to resort to his hand, his only release was from nocturnal emissions when his dreams of Victoria’s naked body overcame him in the night.

Driven by desire he bought a ring and resolved to propose marriage one day late in August. He arrived without notice at the big house where she lived with her parents. His knocks on the front door went unanswered. Frustrated, he made his way around the house to the garden in back where his heart leapt into his throat at the sight of what he found. There was the “prim and proper” object of his affections lying on the lawn, entwined in a naked embrace with Bradford Ames, a known rival for her affections.

He stood with mouth agape, speechless, for a while. Then Victoria rolled onto her hands and knees to offer herself like a bitch in heat and spoke the words that shattered his heart.

“Take me now Bradford! Make me forget that silly fool Jared!”

Jared could see Bradford’s big member jutting and soon it disappeared into her “virginal” body. She gave out a moan of sluttish delight and all but screamed for Bradford to rut upon her hard. 

And rut upon her he did, though it was brief. After but a score of thrusts he grunted in his pleasure and the pulsing of his organ within her triggered Victoria’s climax. Her whorish shriek of ecstasy assaulted his ears as he fled the scene of his humiliation.

Her betrayal sparked a reckless, near suicidal spirit of adventure in him and when he was drowning his sorrows in a bar and heard the rumors of the city of gold deep in the Amazon jungle, it’s streets paved with gems. He sold the ring and everything else he owned and booked passage on the first steamer to Rio that he could engage, leaving his creditors empty handed.

It took him a good two months to equip himself for the journey upriver. Various con men were selling treasure maps. But one night in a bar he met another adventurer who had made the trip deep into the interior and had barely escaped with his life. Jared pumped him for information. At first he declined to give any, warning Jared he should abandon his foolish quest. But after Jared bought him enough drinks he relented and took from his pocket a map and told a tale that had the ring of truth.

First it was a big steamboat with other adventurers aboard that took him to the confluence with the Rio Negro. Then he boarded another smaller steamer that carried him to an outpost far up river where another tributary joined the river. There he engaged native guides who would paddle him up that stream in a big dugout canoe.

His native guides had grown ever more reluctant to paddle the big dugout up yet another small and winding tributary to the great river where rumor had it the city might be found. They came to a point where two human skulls were set on stakes on each side of the stream and they refused to go on. Their English was very limited and he had to use sign language to offer them more money but they shook their heads and made fearful signs suggesting something to do with women.

A smaller dugout carrying extra supplies was towed behind the big one. Frustrated by their cowardice he signed for them to unload the small dugout except for some provisions. He kept his rifle and machete and, with a contemptuous wave of his hand he dismissed them. Relief showed on their faces as they turned the big canoe around and paddled away downstream.

He forged ahead on his own. The current was slow. Paddling upstream was strenuous but he made good progress at first. The rifle was laid too carelessly across the heap of supplies in front of him and he rounded a sharp bend to find a ten foot cayman lying on a log almost within arm’s length. The big reptile dived of the log into the river under the canoe, making it rock. The rifle slid off into the water. The stream was precipitously deep and he knew there was no hope of retrieving it.

But his greed made him undeterred and he paddled on. He came to a place along the bank where a well-trodden trail led into the jungle. He beached the canoe, took up backpack and machete and followed it for maybe a mile, finding nothing but otherwise trackless jungle.

He heard a snarl behind him and spun around to see a big jaguar standing in the trail. In panic he fled a ways down the trail and then turned aside to flee into the underbrush. Terror spurred him to run far before dropping from exhaustion. He had dropped his machete somewhere behind but didn’t dare go back to look for it. He had zigzagged in his flight and found himself turned around but, headed in what he thought was the direction of the trail.  He was wrong, and thus began three days and nights of floundering through the tracklessness.

He came across a large rock outcropping and from beneath it flowed a crystal clear spring. He flung himself onto his belly and drank in gulps. Then he heard a twig snap and looked up to see a brown pair of legs ending in bare feet, standing about five paces away. His eyes traced upward and found a dense black wedge of hair framed by comely thighs and shapely hips, then a firm belly, large jutting breasts and finally a face of wild, animalistic beauty and in it eyes filled with a predatory gleam. Her raven hair fell to her waist. Her rich brown skin was much tattooed.

She held a bow and arrow and behind her were several others of her kind, each a splendid, naked muscular specimen, taller than he and more than a match for him physically, especially in his weakened state. Each held either a bow or a long spear. He knew then and there he had found the legendary and thought to be mythical tribe of women who were the great river’s namesake: Amazons! But mythical they were not as evidenced by his own eyes and soon others of his senses as well.

His only thought was to run, and, just as he turned he saw her nocking an arrow. He had run perhaps fifty paces and thought he might have escaped, but suddenly there was a fierce burning sting in his left buttock that at first spurred him to run faster yet. He reached back and felt the shaft of the arrow. A few tugs told him it was lodged tight. Then his legs wobbled and the world spun as he crashed to the ground and blackness fell.

Light returned and he found himself naked and lying on his back with hands bound in front of him and ankles tied as well. And his head was between a long pair of legs that his eyes traced upward to where they joined at a raven haired pudenda. Looking up further, he saw that same face with eyes still gleaming. She squatted down so her cunt was near enough for him to inhale her feral musk.

She held a hunting knife in front of his face. He recognized it as one that had belonged to a rival treasure hunter he had met in a bar in Rio a couple of months ago. He had gone upriver and was not seen again. She handed the knife to one of her companions. Then she leered down at him and stuck out her tongue, swirling it around in a way that gave him to know she expected to be licked. He felt a hand take a menacing grip on his balls and then the cold steel of the knife against his scrotum. The message was clear. Serve her with his tongue or be castrated on the spot.

She took a two-handed grip on his hair and pulled his face up into her oozing crotch. Driven by terror he licked her everywhere and heard her sigh and moan in growing pleasure. Then she shifted and forced his lips against her anus, making the message clear that he must abase himself by licking her soiled orifice or lose his balls. And much in need of cleaning she was. Fear drove him to lick her long and with thoroughness.

After a few minutes she stopped him and looked into his eyes with a quizzical expression, obviously asking wordlessly if he had cleaned her properly. He nodded, but she verified by reaching between her legs with a finger and bringing it forth clean. She smiled approvingly and forced his face into her cunt again, ramming its apex against his lips. He reached out with his tongue and found her pearl, taking it between his lips to suck while licking. His reward was her animal cry of ecstasy and a salty gush that filled his mouth. Fearful of the knife he swallowed it down.

Then she stood and smiled down at him almost kindly before stepping aside so another could take her place. There were half a dozen more and he serviced each to her orgasmic satisfaction, feeling his belly awash with the juice of their pleasure and the abundant poon he gulped down. And he felt a strange sensation, an incipient desire to taste them again and give pleasure and satisfaction. Each of them was a wild and ethereal beauty and he soon came to realize he was rampantly erect and his balls were aching.

Once all were satisfied they ran a long wooden pole under his bound wrists and ankles and two of them hoisted him off the ground with ease and he was carried along on their broad shoulders like a game animal. It was a long and winding trail through the jungle but they set off at a trot on silent feet. One fleet-footed woman ran ahead full speed.

After a long walk they came to a broad circular clearing in the forest with grass huts of various sizes and shapes along the perimeter. He was carried to the center of the village and dumped unceremoniously on the ground. The pole was removed and a hand grabbed his hair and pulled him up to my knees. Before him on a platform of split logs was a throne made of bamboo and covered with jaguar hides.

Facing the throne, some twenty paces away, stood the image of a supernally shapely women, a good twenty feet tall, carved from the dark brown wood of a massive tree trunk in exquisite detail, clearly an idol before whom the women worshipped. Perhaps fifty of the tribeswomen gathered around the throne in a semicircle..

He heard a drumbeat coming from his right and turned to see a hut a good deal larger than all the others. From it emerged a naked giantess. A good head taller than the rest of the women she was a fleshy brown mountain, her behind a good yard across, thighs massive, her huge tits bobbed and jiggled as she walked. And her face was as beautiful as any of the others. A dense black thicket grew wild at her loins, covering her belly near to the navel. Behind her groveled four naked white men, two abreast.

The woman, clearly their queen, mounted the two steps that led up to the throne and the four men who were obviously her slaves crawled up behind her and knelt facing him, two on each side of the throne. The queen settled into the throne which strained audibly beneath her fleshy mass.

He knew more than a few men had vanished into the jungle on quests such as his and there was no doubt those who knelt flanking the throne were among them. He looked to the men on the right and saw their cocks were inserted through bamboo tubes a good seven inches long with just the glans protruding and purple. And they were rampantly erect, the cocks standing near vertical. Their balls were bound in a figure eight of leather thongs that stretched them wide and turned them lurid purple as well. But then cold terror gripped his heart when he saw that the two on the left had limp penises dangling over an emptiness where their balls had been.

His captor stepped forward and pointed to him, speaking to the queen in their guttural tongue. The queen’s eyes lit up with lust and she spread her legs, raised her knees and rested her ankles on the arms of the throne, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can.

Then his captor grabbed his hair, forced his head back and held her knife before his eyes. She pointed it to the two castratos and then to the queen and gave him a kick in the behind, the message clear again. Perform the cunnilingus for the queen to her satisfaction or end up like the two eunuchs who knelt by the throne.

He clambered up the platform with difficulty due to his bonds and approached the queen, eyes riveted upon her hirsute womanhood, the big mount riven by her ragged ebony labia, those parted, revealing hot pink lady parts, fully engorged in her lust. She grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her moist crotch as soon as he came within her reach. He was engulfed up to the ears by her lush tissues. She too demanded the obeisance of his licking her hind hole. He cleaned her with care, then licked her for her pleasure, having learned that lesson well while lying on his back beneath her sisters back in the jungle. He had a crash course in eating pussy back there as well and it helped him to bring her to her ecstasy when she guided him up to her apex to serve her big clit. Her big body lurched and writhed and the hefty thighs clamped together on his head as she let out a primal cry that echoed among the towering trees. But then she put her feet on his shoulders and shoved him away so that he tumbled from the platform onto the ground. He rose to his knees and saw her pointing to his left.

He looked that way and saw a fire pit. The crotched trunks of two small trees were driven into the ground each side of it and there was a sharpened wooden spit bridging between them. Starkest terror consumed him. He must have failed in his effort to fully satisfy the queen. Was he to become the entre of a cannibalistic feast, meat to nourish the muscular bodies of these wild women?

He groveled, begged and pleaded, looking up at the queen with beseeching in his eyes, only to find her eyes like stone as she kept pointing to the spit. But then she spread her legs again and pointed to her big cunt. He got a kick from behind and thought he was to be given one more chance to be spared from the spit. He clambered up the platform once more, barking shins and banging knees in his haste to bury his face in her pussy again.

Frantic in desperation, his tongue went everywhere, from top to bottom, every stroke of it a fearful plea for mercy. She pulled him up to her apex by the ears and he took her grape between his lips to suck while licking. She shuddered and convulsed, those mighty thighs closing on his head, her flesh cutting off all hope of breath. She locked her ankles and writhed. Her cry of ecstasy must have been loud indeed but it was muffled to his ears by her fleshy grip.

She relaxed in satisfaction but her clench didn’t loosen. Breathing was only a forlorn hope and then he thrashed about briefly before the blackness fell.

His nostrils were assaulted by some pungent herb being held beneath them and his eyes opened. He rose to his knees and looked about, bewildered. The women burst out in gales of mirth. Then the queen spoke, to his surprise, in English.

“Welcome white one! And a pretty one you are! I like your golden hair and green eyes! I am Zanda, queen of my sisters here. You give better pleasure when you think we will eat you. But we are not cannibals. We just want some fun with you by making you think we will eat you. Yes, we learn the tongues of the fools who invade our forest seeking yellow metal and shiny stones. There are none of those things here but the fools keep coming. They are most welcome, to become our slaves! And it is most fun breaking them and teaching them to give pleasure. You are all cowards when you come to know our power.”

She gestured toward the statue and went on.

“Our power comes from Woman Above who created Woman first and, only later, man to serve her. You were maybe a big man where you come from but now you are just a slave. Mara, who loosed the arrow that took you may become your owner. But first she must train you to please woman and then give you to me for a night to give me pleasure and be tested. Mara! Take him away to your hut now and teach him further to give pleasure. I will have him for a night when this moon passes! If he pleases me you may have him for your own. If not he will lose those balls and become one of those who serve in this way!”

She stepped down from the platform, pointed to one of the eunuchs and then to the ground in front of her. In a heartbeat the eunuch laid himself supine with mouth wide open. Zanda squatted over him and gave out a soft grunt as she dropped a turd the size of banana into his mouth. Slowly but surely the eunuch ingested it. Then the second eunuch was commanded to lie down while Zanda squatted over him to be cleaned by his tongue.

Jared looked on aghast, filled with horror and revulsion. Might it be his fate to become a castrated human chamber pot?

Mara took a thin rawhide rope and tied a figure eight slip noose around his balls. She gave it a yank that parted them and spread them wide. He managed to get to his feet and hop along behind her as she led him to a hut half way around the circle. They entered and she pushed him down so he lay upon my back. She held the knife in front of his eyes and smiled with lustful cruelty when she saw the fear in them.

“I cut your bonds off now white one, not your balls. But do not be a fool and try to run or fight. You lose the race or the fight. Remember those ones without their balls!” 

She cut his bonds but then re-tied his ankles so he would be able to walk with but hobbled steps. There was a low slung bamboo framed chair covered with furry animal hides in the rear of the hut. She went to it and took a position of offering, legs parted and ankles resting on the arms.

“Come white one. Teaching begins now. Much to learn before your night with our queen. And I am, how you say, horny? You will lick me long!”

He crawled to her, eyes focused upon her lewdly displayed womanhood, shamed by having to admit to himself that he craved the taste of it. When within her reach she put a hand behind his head and pressed my face into her hairy oozing slit. Her animal perfume seemed to cast a spell upon him.

And lick her long he did, switching back and forth between clit and anus, orgasms beyond my counting after three. And he served her with mounting worshipful passion as he ingested her powerful essence in the juices of her pleasure. His tongue would tire, but she urged him along with harsh strokes across the behind with a wooden switch that lay beside the chair.

“Keep licking white one! Make your tongue strong! Our queen does not like tongues that tire! I want to own you with your balls in their sack!”

At length she drooped languid in the chair unable to come any more. The sun had set and she rose and pulled him by the hair to where her bed of rushes covered by jaguar hides lay on the ground. The tropical night was still sultry and no covers were needed.

She lay upon her back with legs apart and one knee drawn up. He lay between her legs with head pillowed on the inside of that thigh, his nose feeling the tickle of her bush and her scent filling his nostrils with each indrawn breath. He felt the touch of her hand on his head, a petting, a tousling of his hair. Was there affection in her touch? He could sense her relaxed contentment after his adoring attentions. And his member was erect, throbbing to the point of pain and his balls ached. He found himself planting soft kisses upon her pudenda. Was he falling in love with this feral beauty, this wild child of nature? Was he already her willing slave and captive?

She fell asleep, her breathing deep and rhythmic, punctuated with soft sighs of satisfaction. He drifted into a sort of half sleep, still under the spell of her perfume and his hand drifted to his stiff organ, beginning to stroke it. The burning twinge that signaled ejaculation roused him and he pulled his hand away, but too late. He felt myself spurting onto the fur bedcover.

He sensed he had done the forbidden and hoped against hope she would fail to notice when morning came. But his release also eased the ache in his balls and the burn of desire and sleep fell.

CHAPTER TWO

Birds calling in the forest announced the dawn and she stirred and stretched. His face was still near her pussy and she tugged him by the hair in silent command that he serve her. First morning orgasm struck quickly as it would every morning of their life together thereafter.

Once satisfied she leashed his balls, tying the leather thong in the same figure eight around them he had seen on the queen’s slaves. She led him from the hut and down a trail into the misty morning jungle. He hobbled along behind her, fully erect now and balls beginning to ache again from the lingering taste of her and the sight of her sumptuous swaying behind as she made her way along. He looked down to his organs and saw his balls purple as plums and the tight binding worsened his ache.

They came to a place where bushes with leaves as wide as dinner plates grew. She dropped the leash, plucked several of the big leaves and handed them to him, then took more for herself, gesturing toward the bushes.

“Go do what you must.”

He grasped her meaning and stooped to get beneath the low hanging branches. For her own privacy she disappeared into the bushes on the other side of the trail. He relieved myself and used the leaves for the obvious purpose. They gave off a fragrance that masked the unpleasantness.

When finished he went back to the trail just as she emerged from the thicket. She pointed to the ground in a way he knew to mean he must lie supine. When he lay face up she lowered herself and he could see her nether orifice descending. Remnants of the leaves clung to it and when she pressed it to his lips he knew his duty and used his tongue to give her the totality of cleansing the leaves could not.

Then she stood and gave his leashed balls a yank to let him know he should rise and follow. After a good distance the trail ran along the banks of a clear running creek and soon they came to where it cascaded over the edge of an escarpment about thirty feet high and into a deep clear pool. There was a steep and rugged trail that led down to the bank of the pool and she led him down to it. There was a broad swath of lush, ground covering greenery with multi-colored and fragrant blooms.

She turned to him with a warm and playful smile on her face and stepped over the edge of the bank, pulling him along with her by the balls into the pool. The water was delightfully cool relief from the sultry heat. It was chest deep on him but her breasts jutted just clear of the surface.

She playfully splashed water in his face and then pounced on him in an invitation to wrestle. Being a muscular specimen, he held his own in the grappling for a while but her animal strength exceeded his by a good measure and soon she had him in an inextricable full nelson and hauled him up onto the bank.

She released her hold and crouched in invitation to continue the wrestling match on the grassy bank, a playfully lustful grin on her face. He closed with her again, but after a brief tussle he found himself lying on his side with head up between her comely thighs from behind, her powerful muscles holding him helpless.

His “punishment” for defeat was to have his face buried in the luscious cunt he was coming to adore with passion while giving her hind hole sweet and subservient rimming. She kept him at it long and he cared not how long because how can there be too long in heaven? Now there was nothing to do but admit it. He was helplessly deep in her thrall with not the least desire to escape it.

Her desire flared from his ardent attentions and she rolled her hips to urge him to seek her pearl. It was turgid and pulsing and ready for his tongue to be put to it hard. There was a shuddering and a tighter clenching of those silken and muscular thighs. Her cry of primal ecstasy must have echoed in the forest but it was muffled to his ears by the clutch of her exquisite flesh. And a warm salty-sweet gush filled his mouth.

He swallowed it down with a thirst and this time there could be no doubt. He could feel it suffusing him, deepening the worshipful love he could no longer deny. Her thighs parted and he heard her soft sigh of satisfaction and was filled with adoring joy from giving her that pleasure. He planted tender kisses upon her sated pudenda while she softly petted his head. It was a moment of sweet bonding and he wondered if some day she might love him in return. But for the time at hand being her slave and pet and plaything would more than suffice so long as he could be with her.

She bounded to her feet and pointed up to the top of the waterfall, telling him to watch. With lithe animal strength she scaled the steep rock wall that led up to the brink and then poised herself on the edge. She gave him a wave and a smile and launched herself in a perfect swan dive, spearing the water with barley a splash just at the base of the falls where the water was deepest. She swam to the bank and rose to her feet, dripping, resplendent in her animal nudity, smiling proudly at him.

He could only applaud, awestruck at the physical prowess that so far overmatched his own, knowing surrender to her was his only option. But his surrender would be willing and born of love.

The air dried them off as they headed back toward the hut. He was so lost in her thrall that he forgot about the sullied bed. But her eyes riveted upon it the moment we entered and she turned to him with eyes now hardened with rage.

“Get on your knees!”

His joints turned to rubber at her command.

“You get pleasure when I say not just when you want! Now lick it up!”

The creamy puddle was well soaked into the fur by then and much sucking was needed to cleanse the place of his shame. She put a foot behind his head to hold him down. When finished he groveled to her feet and kissed them while mumbling pathetic apologies.

“Sorry? Now you will learn what sorry means white one! Bend over my chair and show me that ass!”

He obeyed and saw her pick up the switch that lay beside the chair. He felt a searing line across his buttocks and cried out. After a brief pause there was a flurry that continued until he broke down into sobbing. Then she ordered him to stand and put his hands on his head.

Despite all he was as erect as ever and he saw her angry eyes fall upon his jutting organ, those eyes filled with righteous contempt. She raised the switch high and he could see traces of blood upon it from his ass. With a whooshing stroke she brought it down on his glans. The stabbing agony made him double over, but she grabbed his hair to pull him upright again.

His organ had wilted from the pain but she gave it half a dozen more strokes for good measure, then pushed him to the ground and turned her attention to his stretched and aching balls as he lay on his back with her foot across his throat. The torment was unspeakable and after a dozen strokes he lay curled up fetal, whimpering and blubbering.

He saw her holding a length of bamboo about two inches diameter and seven long just like the ones on the queen’s slaves. She also held a thin leather thong. His organ was wilted from her flogging. She tied the thong around it just below the glans and slipped the other end of it through the bamboo tube. Then she slid the tube down along the thong until it reached his glans. With a push on the tube and a pull on the string his cock slid through. Then she tied the end of the thong around his neck, pulling his organ upward so it stayed within the tube. She explained.

“Because you lack self-control you must wear this so you do not dirty my bed again or take pleasure without my leave. You will not have the pleasure again until I give you over to our queen to be tested a moon from now. If our queen grants you the pleasure you will know she has found you pleasing and your balls will be safe in their sack. Then you will be mine to keep as my slave. If our queen finds you wanting, well, I think you have witnessed what your fate will be.”

She went on with words that filled him with hope.

“I have enjoyed so much even our short time together white one. You are not like so many of the others who come here, filled with greed and pride and selfishness. I feel love in your pleasuring of me, not just selfish fear. And you seem to have a sweet and gentle nature. But a long hard moon of training lies ahead if you are to pass your trial with our queen. Then we can be together and I can enjoy your pleasuring to heart’s content.”

She went to the chair and seated herself in the posture to receive pleasure.

“Now come here white one and give me pleasure that proves you are truly sorry for soiling my bed. Just words are not enough!”

He all but lunged to bury his face in her cunt and pour out his penitence. Reaching deep within to summon all his adoring fervency he plied his tongue upon her parts, searching, seeking, wordlessly imploring her guidance in how best to please her. Homage to her anus was her first expectation so he could show her he knew his place. Three times it was back and forth between her nether hole and her pearl, three cataclysmic orgasms that left her drooping languid in the chair. His heart leapt in hopeful joy when he felt that tender petting of his head once again.

His balls had begun to ache from desire and he felt his erection swelling tight within the tube. She sat up and lifted him by the chin so he knelt upright before her. Picking up a knife from a small table beside the chair she slit the noose around his glans and then cut the thong from around his neck. His organ fitted tighter within the tube as his erection swelled, with just the glans protruding. It turned a deep shade of purple, matching the shade of his bound balls. It was his own longing that would keep the member imprisoned and sticking up near vertical for the whole moon of his training. She kissed him tenderly on the lips and his heart melted.

Then she took hold of the leash attached to his stretched and purple balls and led him out of the hut into the village. Everywhere there was the routine daily activity, other Amazon women supervising their slaves doing mundane chores. The women lifted not a finger.

And the eunuchs served not only as chamber pots but beasts of burden. They were harnessed to travois and pulled heavy loads of firewood, clay for the making of cooking pots and stacks of bamboo, grasses and big broad leaves for the building and maintaining of huts. And he saw some being subjected to the vile degradation that befitted their status as lowest of the low. He felt fear grip his heart at the sight and resolved himself to greater diligence in his training.

Most of the slaves were men with skin and hair color same as the Amazons, clearly native tribesmen they had captured and enslaved. Only a few were white slaves like himself.

He looked around and noticed that not all of the women were uniformly brown skinned, raven haired and brown-eyed. A scattered few were lighter of skin, some even with blond or red hair and blue or green eyes.

Mara waved to one of those exceptions, a tall, golden skinned, blond haired, brown-eyed beauty who stood over her slave as he was chopping firewood. She waved and smiled back and Mara went over to join her. Mara made Jared kneel behind her and plant tender kisses on her lovely behind while she chatted with her friend in the native tongue. The talk was interspersed with chuckles and giggles that had a lascivious tone and they gave him leering glances.

From time to time, he glimpsed Mara’s friend looking at him with a gleam in her eye. Then the women bumped their fists together as if a bargain had been struck. Mara handed the leash to her friend, turned to look down at him and explained.

“White one, I will often share you with my sisters. This is my best friend Kala, and you will go with her now to her hut and you will give her pleasure. I am satisfied for now and have other things to do today. Later I will take her slave to my hut and enjoy him for a while. And you will give to Kala every pleasure you give to me!”

Kala led him to a nearby hut, yanking on the leash impatiently. He sensed a curious excitement from her. They entered the hut and she first made him stand while she inspected him, nodding approvingly.

“You are a good looker white one. A very lucky catch for Mara. She may come to own you but we sisters of the forest share our slaves freely and without jealousy. Now come and give me pleasure. Mara has hinted you are special!”

The hut was furnished similarly to Mara’s and had the same kind of low, thronelike bamboo chair covered in animal skins. Kala sat and assumed the position of offering. Jared looked down at her and was smitten by her beauty as she reclined with legs parted wide, her golden pussy mesmerizing in its animal allure.

His knees seemed to buckle from the desire that welled up in him and he fell face first into that luscious cunt. Her taste and scent differed from Mara’s but were equally intoxicating. And she was clearly long accustomed to being pleasured by the tongue and forthright in giving instruction as to how to best please her.

She directed him up and down, top to bottom, as he wriggled his tongue upon her parts. With each movement downward she had him linger briefly at the bottom to caress her hind hole before guiding him up again. It was as if she was uncertain how she wanted her pleasuring to begin in earnest.

But, at length she chose to have him give his attentions to her nether orifice and lay back to enjoy the rapture of sweet rimming. The ache in his balls went to throbbing as he worshipped her, obedient to Mara in his efforts to please. Her breathing went to panting and she took his hair in a fierce grip, yanking him upward and guiding him to her berry. He enfolded it in his lips to lick and suck and those exquisite muscular thighs clenched tight on his head as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy and gave out a primal shriek.

When her legs dropped limp he heard approving laughter and catcalls from outside the hut as her wild sisters empathized.

After relaxing in afterglow for a while, she stood and seized him bodily with an animal strength that scared him and flung him down on the jaguar skin be face up. She mounted his head facing his feet and pressed her cunt onto his face. He lost track of all time as she rode him, every moment heavenly as he went wild with his tongue. His only recollection was of losing count of her orgasms after three. Finally, she seemed melt and rolled off of him to lie sated, sighing softly.

Then she cuddled up to him and held his head to her firm and ample breasts.

“Let’s nap for a bit now white one. You gave much pleasure and Mara will be proud.”

The ache in his balls had taken a leap that kept him awake, but he lay patiently until she woke and yawned and stretched. Then he heard a knock on the door and Kala called for the knocker to enter. It was Mara, who gave them an anxious look. Kala dispelled her doubts with high praise for Jared.

“He is a sweet one Mara. Everything you promised. He is so loving. He worships. He will make you very happy if he passes his test with our queen.”

Mara had finished enjoying Kala’s slave and she led Jared back to the hut. Jared burned with curiosity over Kala’s lighter skin and blond hair and dared to ask Mara about it.

“White one we sometimes mate with the treasure seekers who come up the river if they prove themselves worthy. Kala’s father was one of these. He was one much like you, sweet and loving and gentle, not arrogant, greedy and lustful like most others we enslave. Who knows why he came here, one so unlike most of the others. His wife Manga would have born more of his girl children if the poor man had not been taken by one of the big spotted cats when he was out gathering fruits and berries.”

“It could be like that for us white one. I sense you may be worthy but I cannot get my hopes too high. You must first be tested by our queen. I must be hard on you in your training to make sure you pass. If you do we may be married if I so choose. Then at some later time you may fill me with your seed and start a beautiful and strong girl-child inside of me. Our matings always result in girlchildren. It is a mystery.”

“And why did you come here white one; you who are so different?”

Then Jared told her of his broken heart. She nodded in understanding and gave him a tender kiss that melted his heart again.

“She was a slut unworthy of your love white one. Forget her. Give yourself to me with whole heart and I will do all I can to make sure we can be wed.”

CHAPTER THREE

That evening they made love long and with passion. Mara commanded he kiss every inch of her body, leaving no tiny spot untouched by his lips and it was heavenly, her skin silken beneath his lips, her lovely curves, feeling the rippling muscles beneath her feminine softness. He made her come with his tongue until she couldn’t anymore but she gave him no release. It seemed every time he served her his aching balls worsened but it only inflamed him to serve her again with ever greater passion.

They fell asleep with her lying supine with legs parted and he lying between them with head pillowed on her mount and taking in her wild erotic scent with every breath. His balls ached and throbbed and his cock pulsed within its tubular prison but had had become used to that and soon fell asleep.

In the morning she broke new ground in her dominance of him. She stirred and awoke, waking him as well. His desire made him begin to lick her but she stopped him.

“White one I need to let go my water first. And I want you to drink it from me. Don’t be afraid. All slaves do this for their owners with no harm.”

His mind reeled in revulsion at first but he knew refusal might well mean parting with his balls and obedience was his only course. He knew from where the flow would come and encircled it with his lips, mentally bracing himself. But when the flow came from her he almost choked in his delighted surprise. It was salty, pungent, bitter all at once but it sparked a thirst in him because it came from her, the object of his adoration. It was filled with the power of her essence like the salty juice she gushed on orgasm and the amber poon that he gulped by the mouthful when he lapped at her parts. He found himself guzzling it and craving more when the flow ceased.

Then they rose and breakfasted on some sweetened porridge made from some jungle tuber and laced with sweet berries. They went down the trail to the pond, stopping along the way to use the big leaves. They swam and played in the pool below the falls and he joyfully lost another wrestling match on the bank, finding himself in the heavenly headlock of her strong thighs, using his tongue with adoring subservience to bring her to her ecstasy.

Then it was back to the hut to begin his training in earnest. The focus was on the skills and endurance of his tongue. She made him rim her long and hard and did not spare the switch. When the rimming brought her desire to its peak he would suck her clit to make her come and then resume the rimming. Finally, she could come no more and told him so.

But then she called out Kala’s name and her friend entered the hut, followed by two brown-skinned raven-haired beauties, obviously twins, who Mara introduced as Mala and Bala.  

Kala knelt on the seat of the chair, leaning her elbows on the back and offering her ass for rimming. Mara shoved Jared’s face between those lovely cheeks and left the hut, leaving him alone with her wild and lovely sisters of the forest. He knew, for the sake of his training he had to satisfy them all. It occurred to him that the queen’s carnal appetite would likely be as prodigious as her body and only the most rigorous training could ensure that he keep his balls.

Mala and Bala stood by with canes in hand as he rimmed Kala. When his tongue tired and her pleasure waned, she would raise her hand and the canes would sear his ass until he summoned the effort to put Kala back into her rapture. And when his rimming brought her to full arousal she would roll her hips and rub her luscious golden cunt over his face to let him know he should suck and lick her berry and take her over the heavenly brink.

When Kala’s lust was expended she dismounted the chair and her place was taken by one of the twins, who he could not tell apart. He was exhausted and the ache in his balls torment, but the sight of the shapely brown behind, the dark vortex puckering in anticipation of his tongue and the animal magnetism of the hairy cunt below sparked a desire that made him press his face between those exquisite mounts and use his tongue with passion.

With resolve he soldiered on through the ordeal urged on less by the stinging canes than by the wild eroticism of his tormentresses. When all three had been rimmed and orgasmed to their satisfaction it was around noon and he was fed porridge and given water. The women partook of some smoked meat and jungle fruit.

Then they tossed him onto the bed and joined him there, huddling close to him draping legs and arms over him, Kala lying full onto top of him. All three drifted off in a catnap as he lay engulfed in their pulchritude wondering not for the first time if this was heaven or hell.

Perhaps an hour later they stirred and awoke. Kala rose to lean on her hands and look down on him with eyes alight in rekindled lust. She reached behind her and took hold of his aching balls, giving them a squeeze and twist that made him yelp and flinch and as she cackle wickedly. Then she shifted forward and plopped her crotch down onto his face.

She pressed her anus to his lips and he knew it was time for rimming again. This time it was sharp taps of the cane to his stretched and aching balls when his tongue tired. She would feed him her clit when he lust boiled over and enjoy orgasm, then press her hind hole onto his lips again.

All three rode his face to their satisfaction and then they lay sprawled over him in pleasant afterglow until the late afternoon when Mara returned, carrying a young capibara she had slain with an arrow. That was to be the evening meal. She asked for Kala’s appraisal of his efforts.

“I think he will pass the queen’s test Mara. He serves us not just from fear but with worship and passion. The queen will like that. Those who lose their balls show reluctance and just selfish fear. But it will take the full moon of training to be sure.”

The twins nodded in agreement with Kala’s assessment and they left the hut.

Mara took Jared out to the fire pit in front of the hut and taught him how to skin and gut the animal to prepare it for the spit. It was to be his duty to prepare the game she brought in from the forest.

The fire was always at a low burn but she made him add kindling and larger pieces of firewood to prepare for the roasting. Then she put him on his back and mounted his head facing forward so he could rim her softly while the fire burned down to a bed of coals suitable for cooking. Slowly she became aroused and was soon rolling her hips, rubbing her wet delicious cunt over his face, making his cock pulse within the tube and his balls ache worse than ever. He brought her to a sweet soft orgasm and imbibed her salty love juice.

She dismounted when a good bed of coals glowed in the pit and the meat was put on to roast. Mara sent him to the hut to fetch a jaguar hide and lay it on the ground by the fire. They cuddled there like spoons as the meat sizzled, Mara behind him, reaching around to tenderly caress and massage his aching balls and whisper in his ear.

“I want so much for you to be mine white one! Your tongue is so pleasing and I feel your love. And my sisters will much enjoy you too when I share you. Please train hard, not just to save your balls but for me, for us, so we may be together.”

They cuddled together all the tighter until the meat was done to a turn. She had him take it from the spit and lay it between them on a bed of wide fragrant jungle leaves. It was tender and succulent and she pulled pieces from it and ate with her fingers, also feeding him likewise as he lay beside her consumed by adoration.

The moon of training was rigorous and all of Mara’s forest sisters took part in it. First he would use his tongue to sate Mara, then other beauties would come to take her place, three, perhaps four every day. His tongue grew strong and he found that it seemed to be lengthening as well. He could probe deeper into their heavenly orifices every day.

Two weeks passed. One day after he had given Mara her morning pleasure she told him it was her turn to go out with a band of her sisters to patrol the jungle to seek out any possible threats to the village from other forest denizens either animal or human. It was on just such a patrol that he had been found and captured.

CHAPTER FOUR            

Jake Sloan stood in the bow of the big dugout canoe while his two lackeys Sam and Tom manned the paddles. Their native guides had refused to paddle past the two skulls set on stakes on each bank of the stream so he had dismissed them with scorn and put Sam and Tom to the paddles, even though they sniveled in their own fear.

Jake was a bull-necked brute with a shaven pate, the “alpha male” as he liked to call himself. Sam and Tom were his sycophant coat holders and go-fers. Jake was vociferous in his boasts of how he used and abused women with the big dick he claimed to own. His favorite brag was of how he made them suck it and refused to lower himself to taste them.

Jake had beaten the directions to this stream out of the same failed treasure hunter who had aided Jared’s quest.

Mara and her companions on the patrol crept through the forest along the stream bank, unseen by Jake and his pals. Their trap was laid farther upstream, the bait being Sala, one of their younger and most nubile sisters. They ran ahead of the slow-moving canoe to prepare for their ambush.

There was a wide and much traveled trail ahead on the left bank. It led to the village some two miles away. Mara and her patrol made their way back into the forest along it to lurk in the underbrush. The subterfuge was to be simple and as old as time. It would exploit the weaknesses common to all the white treasure seekers who came upriver: lust, greed and stupidity.

The canoe rounded a sharp bend and there before their eyes stood a naked, brown-skinned beauty with a come hither look in her eyes. She beckoned and called out before turning to run down the trail.

“Follow me to the city of gold!”

Jake was something less than a genius. He had bullied his way to any of his small achievements and rarely thought things through before acting. Sam and Tom were equally dim witted and driven by their base instincts. They paddled to the bank in haste and all three jumped from the canoe in pursuit.

Sala was fleet of foot and easily kept herself just beyond their reach. A hundred yards along the trail the trip ropes were tied to tree trunks and hidden under leaves. At Mara’s signal the ropes were pulled, sending all three sprawling and crashing face first onto the ground. Before they could even begin to rise they were pounced upon and bound hand and foot.

Then their clothes were ripped and cut away with their own belt knives. When they were rolled over onto their backs the women looked down on them and all agreed that louts such as these were unworthy to taste the pussy of any woman, let alone that of their exalted queen. That was truly the queen’s decision only. But most likely they would just be subjected to cruel sport before being castrated and beginning their lives of degradation.

Sam and Tom’s cocks pulled in like the heads of frightened turtles, much to the glee of the forest sisters. Jake snarled and cursed, but was fully erect, though his endowment was merely average despite his boasts. The women pointed to it and giggled in derision, making his face go purple as he cursed in frustrated rage. Mara gave him a good stomp to the balls to shut him up.

They tied thin a rope tight in figure eights around each pair of balls, passing the rope back between the legs of each. Then, with kicks, they were urged to their feet to stand in line and follow. The legs bonds had slack that allowed them to shuffle along. Mara took the lead rope and Sala the length of rope that trailed behind and they set off at a brisk pace toward the village, a couple of miles away.

The long legs and strides of the Amazons made it all but impossible for the three slaves to keep up and they were yanked along with impatience. Several times one or the other slave would stumble and collapse, taking the others with him as he fell. The women cut switches from bushes along the trail and stinging strokes we rained upon them until they rose again. And the switches were applied to tender asses or balls just for the fun of it as they hobbled along, the ball strokes bringing them down groaning as they were caned without mercy.

They reached the village and there was a hue and cry as they were led to the edge of the big circle. The Amazons gathered and formed a gauntlet. They were led and dragged along it while subjected to ball kicks and spear jabs and cane strokes to the behind and balls.

They reached the center where the throne stood and the queen soon emerged from her hut with her four slaves groveling behind. The new slaves were forced to their knees as she mounted the platform and when her four slaves turned to kneel facing the assemblage Jake, Sam and Tom quailed in terror when they saw the eunuchs and realized the true nature of the women who now held them captive and at their mercy. And their fates were sealed when the queen looked at them with contempt and spat on the ground.

“Three of them and not one worthy to taste me. But all is not lost. There is much fun to be had with them before they are put on the spit over the fire!”

She pointed toward the fire pit and the three men’s eyes followed. Horror showed in their eyes and Sam pissed on the ground in his dread, which earned him cruel stomps to the balls for so insulting the queen.

The cruel sport they were to suffer was to begin in a way they could not expect, false hope of escape. They were led over to the fire pit and made to kneel while the eunuch slaves were put to work piling up firewood in the pit as if in preparation for a cannibal feast. They were puzzled when their bonds were cut from them. Soon the women were going about their business, ignoring them, seeming to have forgotten about them. They looked at each other, nodded and fled into the forest.

The women gathered to watch as they disappeared among the trees. Now the man hunt would begin. But the six huntresses, including Mara, Kala, the twins and two others waited an hour before heading off in pursuit. They spent that time preparing their blowpipes and stocking their quivers with the various darts they would use to inflict pain and terror. The huntresses who brought in the game beasts would have the honor of performing the castrations.

The six women picked up the trails, fanning out when it became clear their quarries had split up in their flight. All were expert trackers who knew the forest like the backs of their hands. Their prey had fled into what was to them a trackless wilderness in which they would become hopelessly lost.

Mara was the most expert of all and set her mind to the capture of the big brute. His tracks were deeper than those of the others so she soon singled him out and followed the winding, wandering trail he left.

Jake’s flight through the forest had exhausted him and he stopped a small clearing at the base of a big tree to sit with his back to it and rest. His heart hammered, both from his exertions and from starkest terror. And he knew he was lost, having passed by this very tree once before, making it clear he was going in circles.

Mara had followed him, chuckling inwardly at the way the tracks made a circular trail, knowing her quarry was floundering helplessly in the jungle. He would suffer much at her hand before she dragged him in by the balls. Her quiver held different kinds of darts, all dipped in various potions extracted from jungle plants. Her blowpipe was loaded with her barbed marking dart. It bore bright blue feathers from a forest bird. Once she planted it in a quarry’s behind it was her claim on him and other huntresses had to defer and seek their game elsewhere. It was dipped in a potion that would cause a searing sting of long duration.

Most of the rest of her darts were not barbed but were dipped in that potion as well. They were meant to inflict pain on the game beast for the sake of cruelty alone. The hunt was a form of punishment for being the loathsome beasts they were and it was to be prolonged as much as possible. Then there were the few darts that was dipped in the poison of the frog and meant to kill.

Mara approached a small clearing and there he was, sitting at the base of a big tree. But his sitting position made it impossible for her to implant her marking dart where she wanted it, in his fat behind. So, she employed on of the many tricks all seasoned huntress knew. There was a fist size rock lying on the ground nearby. She picked it up and threw it far to the other side of the clearing where crashed among the brush and leaves.

Jake stood up and turned that way, presenting his back and behind. She put the blowpipe to her lips and blew. Her aim was unerring as always and the dart took Jake square in the left cheek. He howled in torment and jumped in the air, taking hold of the dart and trying to pull it free, but to no avail. Mara stepped forward into the clearing and as he cast his eyes about they fell upon her as she stood with an expression of contempt, loathing and cruel amusement.

He turned and fled headlong and she gave him twenty paces before putting another stinging dart in his other cheek, making him leap as if running on air before stumbling and falling. He picked himself up and ran on with Mara following at her leisure, following his tracks, sure she would find him again.

Jake found a low dense thicket and crawled into it for refuge. He tugged at the barbed dart again but that only brought more agony. The other dart pulled free but the searing pain remained.

Mara followed the tracks that obviously led to the thicket. She stopped at a good vantage point to wait, certain that soon he would pop up to look around. When he didn’t for some time she employed another skill. She knew the call of every bird in the forest and she could mimic them and also throw her voice. She gave the screeching call of the great harpy eagle and made it sound as if it came from the opposite side of the thicket. Sure enough, Jake’s head, then shoulders then ass came into view. Two darts were in the air in quick succession and he screamed, spinning around to find Mara again standing there 20 paces away aiming her pipe.

He crashed his way through the bushes in desperate flight but the brush entangled his legs and slowed him so that Mara could put darts in him at will. Half a dozen of them were in his back and behind before he broke free and ran off out of sight, howling in torment.

On and on went the relentless pursuit through the forest with Mara taking sweet delight in his pain and terror. She nearly lost him when he waded through a small mucky pond and narrowly escaped the death grip of a great anaconda that lurked beneath its surface. But that only added to her amusement and his suffering.

She had darted him from calves to shoulders with all but a few of the three dozen darts her quiver held. The time had come for the hunt’s finale. He had pulled most of the darts out but a few were out of his reach. A round red spot an inch across marked where each dart had been and the burning sting lingered unabated.

She let him run out of sight for what she meant to be the last time before she finished him in a manner most cruel. When she tracked down she came upon him with his back to a tree trunk and a look of purest terror in his eyes. Just ten paces from him a big jaguar was crouched and ready to pounce and make a meal of him. This would be far to merciful and end for him so Mara loaded her killing dart into the pipe and loosed it so it took the big cat in the throat. It let out a hissing snarl, writhed and lay still. Mara could come back later to skin the beast and retrieve the beautiful hide.

Jake remained where he was, paralyzed in fear and exhaustion. Mara had a rope with her, hanging from a belt she wore and she moved quickly, winding it around Jake and the tree trunk, binding him helpless.

Then she stepped over to where the big cat lay dead and turned to look at Jake, her eyes riveted upon his hopelessly vulnerable cock and balls. She loaded one of her last three darts into the pipe and took aim. Her intended target was obvious to Jake and he whimpered and sniveled for mercy, able to imagine the agony the darts would inflict upon his tender and precious organs. His eyes met hers and he saw them alight with cruel anticipation as she stood with the pipe between her lips.

The dart shot from the tube with unerring accuracy into Jake’s left nut. The pain of it eclipsed by far any of the other darts he had taken and his scream echoed among the tall jungle trees. Two more darts remained and there was no doubt of their targets. After a few moments pause Mara loosed the second dart into his right nut, bringing a scream that made the first one seem muted by comparison.

And he knew only his cock could be the final target. He could only watch, helpless and whimpering as she loaded the last dart into the pipe and took aim. It seemed to leave the pipe in slow motion and shoot across the small space between them, taking him dead center in the glans. Mara was a bit disappointed when, after a blood curdling scream he had the mercy of passing out cold from the pain.

But she took that opportunity to prepare him to be brought back to the village. She untied him from the tree trunk and he fell to the ground onto his belly. She tied his hands with the rope and then used her foot to flip him onto his back. She passed the rope between his legs and tied it tight around the base of his organs, and then cut off a length of the rope and used it to hobble his ankles.

She left the darts that had pierced his cock and balls in place as proof of her prowess with the blowpipe. The other huntresses would do likewise and the pierced organs would be presented to the queen, who would adjudicate the winner based on accuracy.

Jake came to and harsh tugs on the rope urged him to his feet. Mara set off at a slow trot and he hobbled along behind, whimpering and sniveling in the lingering pain from the darts. She yanked on the rope to compel him to keep up with her brisk pace.

Mara was first to arrive with her captured quarry and she led him before the queen, who sat enthroned, and forced him to his knees. The women were gathered in a semicircle to watch the proceedings. The queen looked approvingly at his pierced organs.

A short time later Mala arrived with Sam in tow, his organs also pierced by three darts. But the accuracy was inferior to Mara’s, the darts being a bit off center in the balls and the one to the cock embedded in the shaft, rather than the glans, which was the prime target.

The twin Bala brought in Tom soon after. Her accuracy was better than Mala’s, though the dart to the glans was a bit off center. Mara was declared the winning huntress and was awarded he honor of inflicting final humiliations and degradations upon Jake who was deemed to be especially loathsome and deserving of extraordinary measures. But first Sam and Tom were to suffer their fates.

Jared had been brought out to kneel among the other slaves to witness the consequences that were to befall three more greedy fools who had invaded the sacred forest of the Amazons. It was then that he came to know the true nature of the women who held him in hopeless captivity and the fear of them was embedded deep into the core of his being.

There was a huge log about ten feet long and three in diameter lying off to the side near the edge of the forest. Six eunuch slaves were made to roll it over in front of the queen’s throne. Sam and Tom were seized by several Amazons and bellied over the log. Stakes were driven deep into the ground near their wrists and ankles. Their bonds were cut away and the ropes used to tie their wrists and ankles to the stakes, leaving them bent helpless and at mercy over the log. The darts in their organs remained in place.

Jared looked on in horrified fascination. He saw Mala and Bala each holding an L shaped piece of some dark and smooth jungle wood with leather straps attached. The women stood with legs apart and handed the objects to eunuch slaves who slipped one end up between their legs, obviously inserting the wood into their vagina’s. The straps were fastened around waist and thigh and the women stood with gnarly, knobby, and quite large, mockeries of manhood jutting from their hairy loins. A slave held a large bowl before the cocks and each woman dipped her mock organ into it, bringing it out dripping with some greenish goo. The goo would ease the entry of the big cock a bit but would also fill the victim’s rectum with a fiery heat.

It took little imagination to know what was to follow. Each woman came up behind the one she had captured, pressed her mock cock between his cheeks and drove forward with her powerful glutes. Sam and Tom screamed in unison as they were cruelly deflowered. Shapely hips thrusted and gyrated as the shafts were driven in to their full depth as the no-longer-virgins howled in torment. Then the women rutted hard, their breath coming in high-pitched pants as they propelled themselves toward climax.

But orgasm was only to be achieved when Sam and Tom came, moaning and mewling in the mingling of delight and agony as the last cum of their lives was pumped through their tortured balls and splattered onto the ground. Mala and Bala each gave out savage and triumphant wails that faded into sighs of deepest satisfaction. It had been their first successful man hunt and they looked forward to the many more that lay ahead for them.

They each pulled their cocks out, went around the log and grabbed their victims by the hair and pulled their heads up to make them suck the soiled and bloodied cocks clean. Then it was time for Sam and Tom’s transition from man to eunuch.

Deep holes about six inches diameter had been dug into the ground long ago before the queen’s throne. Eunuch slaves fetched long poles that fitted tight into the holes and lowered them in. Each pole had another arm thick section of log projecting from it at right angles.

Sam and Tom were hoisted up so their crotches rested on those projections and bound to the poles, ropes tight around their ankles and waists, their hands tied high above their heads. Their balls were tied off tight with strips of wet rawhide that tightened further as they dried. Soon the balls were a lurid blackish purple and ready to be severed.

Mala and Bala approached them, Mala holding a machete. Bala grabbed Sam’s balls, pulling them well out and stretching the sack out over the wood. Mala raised the machete high. Wild cheering broke out as the gleaming blade fell, severing the sack and sinking deep into the wood. He screamed and then blubbered in despair when she held his severed orbs before his eyes. Mala handed Bala the machete and the performance was repeated upon unfortunate Tom.

Then the two new eunuchs had to watch in horrified humiliation when Mala and Bala tossed their balls into the grassy space between the assembly of women and the poles. A flock of scavenging jungle birds swooped from the treetops to squabble over them, the balls flying free of the sacks and all being scattered around until the lucky birds seized the meat in their beaks and flew back to the treetops to feast. The watching women gave out peals of laughter as Sam and Tom hung their heads and sobbed. Then they were freed from their bonds and taken to kneel among the other eunuchs.

Jake had watched it all, sweating and trembling in purest terror, wondering why he had been spared for the time being, and sensing it was not a good thing.

Mara had a special loathing for bullies such as Jake and, because she was the winner of the man hunt, had the privilege of giving him her special attention. She was sure he had forced himself upon many a woman and, at bottom, all women were her kindred and her sisters. She would subject him to the pain, the terror and the degradation of rape. But first he would be humiliated beyond enduring.

The women formed a wide circle on the grass with the queen enthroned on its circumference. Jake was dragged into the circle by four strong Amazons. A long necked gourd was produced that contained a special potion derived from another jungle herb, one that would make Jake’s organ maximally stiff. He was forced to swallow a good dose of it and then his bonds were cut and the darts pulled from his organs. The claiming dart remained embedded.

He got to his feet and looked down in bewilderment at his organ as it stiffened more than he had ever known, much to the glee of the women. Then Mara stepped from behind the queen’s throne into the circle. All eyes turned to her including Jake’s.

His jaw dropped at the sight of her and he backed away a few steps, his eyes riveted upon the big, bumpy wooden cock that jutted from her hairy loins, bigger than the ones that had put the rape to Sam and Tom and ever so much bigger than his was, even in its rampant state. Mara taunted him.

“You think you are a big, big man because you have forced that thing of yours into many women! Now let’s see if you can force your thing into me! Or will I force my big thing into you? What will it be big man? Would I even feel that little thing if by some chance you stick it in me? Come on little pecker! Fuck me if you can!”

Jake summoned up enough pride to feel rage boiling up at her words of contempt. He would show this savage bitch what a real man was! With a roar he charged, flecks of spittle flying, face purple. He lunged at Mara, who neatly dodged him with the quickness of the big spotted jungle cat. He went stumbling into the circle of watching women who picked him up bodily and tossed him back into the ring.

Mara had stepped to the other side of the circle and stood there rolling and gyrating her hips, flaunting her big wooden cock while crooking her finger at Jake with a mocking come hither look on her face. He roared and charged again with the same result.

Then it became a game of cat and mouse, Mara artfully dodging as he pursued her in vain around the ring as the watching women cheered. She taunted and toyed with him mercilessly, his rage unabated, until his wind gave out and he stood along on side of the ring, spent and near collapse, head hanging. Silence fell among the women as the sensed the moment of truth had come.

Mara let him catch his breath, waiting patiently in the center of the circle. When he caught his breath and raised his eyes to look at her she taunted and flaunted in a way that brought what rage he had left out of him for one more charge. This time when she dodged to the side she tripped him up so he sprawled onto his belly and she pounced onto his back like a big jungle cat leaping onto its prey.

She used her knees to force his apart, spreading his legs wide. Then she raised her hips and aligned the big cock with his tight virgin hole. All could see the length of the shaft showing between them. Then, with a merciless thrust of her muscular hips and buttocks she drove it home, half of its length disappearing into him. First there was a scream torn from his depths. It faded into sobs of defeat and humiliation.

Mara rocked and rolled her hips to drive her cock in to its full depth. Then, with animal strength, she hoisted him to his feet, keeping him impaled, and hustled him through the ring of women and over to the log. She bellied him over it and her sisters bound his wrists and ankles to the stakes so he would be held helpless while she completed his richly deserved rape.

Her exquisite ass worked in wild rhythm as she ravaged him, pulling the cock out so just the tip remained then plunging deep again as he sobbed and sniveled. And in the midst of this torment there was mingled a final befuddling pleasure as he moaned in emasculation, the last cum of his life spurting onto the ground. His moan triggered Mara, who gave out a snarl of savage triumph as she gushed in her ecstasy.

Then it was to the post to be bound for the final unmanning. His balls were bound tight with the rawhide. Her good friend Kala came forth to assist her, holding a machete that she handed to Mara. Mara looked into his eyes with sneering contempt as Kala pulled his balls out as far as they could stretch. She raised the machete, waited a few seconds to let him know the terror of the inevitable, then brought it down with a two handed stroke. The cheers drowned out his scream. Kala handed Mara the severed organs so she could show them to Jake. Blood dripped between her fingers. It was not the first time she had held warm severed balls in her hand but it was the most satisfying. After Jake hung his head in despair and vanquishment at the sight she tossed the meat to the jungle birds.

Jared looked on with eyes wide as the true nature of the woman who held both his body and his heart captive was revealed to him. He loved her no less but now feared her as never before.

Jake was untied and put with the eunuchs and a wild celebratory orgy broke out upon the grass. More long necked gourds were brought out, these filled with a fiery liquor distilled from jungle fruit. It caused intoxication and inflamed lust. The women imbibed heavily and became rampant and randy. The slaves were used in common; the eunuch slaves being used for their degrading purpose, Jake, Sam and Tom getting the first taste of their future.

In the end there was just a writhing entanglement of naked bodies on the grass. Jared found himself with his face between one pair of comely thighs after another as he was passed from crotch to crotch. And he served each to satisfaction with his ever more tireless tongue, thanks to his rigorous training.

At the last there was one deep collective sigh of sweet satisfaction, followed by silence. Then they disentangled and slaves were sorted out to be taken back to the huts with their owners. The eunuchs were put away in the row of bamboo cages in which they were kept for the night.

Mara grabbed Jared by his cock tube and led him back to her hut. Sated and exhausted she flung herself onto the bed and pulled him down with her so he lay with head between her thighs lying upon his side. He clung to one thigh, arms tight around it, and she felt him trembling, even as he planted tender kisses on her mount. She knew he feared her now as never before. Soon sleep fell over both.                                                                   

Mara woke first and roused him. Without having to be told he encircled his lips where the golden flow would come from and drank of her, then went to work with his tongue to give her the waking pleasure. She could feel his fear as he served her and it added much to her pleasure but she was conflicted. Deep within herself she longed to open her heart to him but could not until he had passed his test with the queen. And surely his fear of her and of all her sisters would make him more pleasing to the queen and add to his chance of success. So, she gave in to her enjoyment of it for the time being.

There was still a fortnight of training ahead for him before his assignation with the queen. Mara chose to drive him relentlessly. Every day he would first serve her with his tongue to orgasmic satiation and then the parade of her sisters would follow, each either enthroning herself in the chair or riding his face as he lay upon the bed. His tongue was in nearly constant motion from dawn until dusk, never tiring, and he could feel it growing.

After a week of this Mara knew she had done all she could for him one morning when he plunged his tongue into her cavern deep enough to find the soft mound that gave greatest delight when caressed. And later it went ever so deep into her nether hole and he wriggled and slithered it in and out so it made her eyes water and soon her pink pearl cry out for the attentions.

She taught him one last trick, gasping a command to stick his finger in her hind hole while he licked her. And he surprised her with an innovation of his own, shifting downward with his tongue to slip it into her cavern to caress the sweet spot while rubbing his nose on her pearl and finger fucking her asshole tenderly. Waves of ecstasy rocked her body, orgasms coming in surges until they blended into one. With one last consuming moan her bones seemed to melt and she passed from awareness into a sweet stupor.

Mara roused and made her way to the door of the hut to invite Bala in for her turn with him. She ordered him to repeat his performance. And when word got out of the triple delights to be had within Mara’s hut a line formed at the door and Jared was busy until midnight. Mara gave him no respite in the final days before his testing by the queen, wanting to be sure he would perform at the outer limit of his ability. She gave him to know what he might expect.

“Our queen is a demanding woman who will accept nothing less than perfection. Prepare to serve her from dusk until dawn. If she lets you squirt you will know you have passed her testing. And if you do, when you do, we can be married and you will be mine completely. But the law of Woman Above is strict. If you fail our queen I will take your balls even though it will break my heart!”

CHAPTER FIVE

The day of his trial by the queen came. His erect cock was still tight within the bamboo tube with his purpled glans protruding. There was just one way to free it. She made him stand up straight and took up the wooden switch that lay beside her chair. Raising the cane high, she brought it down in a sharp but measured stroke upon his tender tip that wilted his organ. One quick tug and his cock was freed. It hung limp for just a moment, then rose again to near vertical.

At sunset Mara led him to the queen’s hut by a leash around his stretched and purple balls. They both knelt before the queen, who sat enthroned, but Mara knelt straight up with shoulders back while Jared was first made to bow low with face on the grass mat that formed the floor. Then the queen ordered that he stand and turn around for her inspection. Her eyes gleamed as she perused him.

“Ah yes! It’s the pretty one! And you have trained him well to please me Mara?”

“Oh yes my queen! And I offer him to you now for your pleasure. I will accept your judgement and take his balls if he fails you!”

“Very well then Mara. Leave him to me now. The morning will tell the tale!”

Mara left and Jared knelt before the queen with head bowed, trembling. He heard her snap her fingers and saw her with ankles resting on the arms of the throne, presenting herself lewd as woman can. No words were needed. He groveled to her with tongue extended to its fullest length. When he came within reach she grabbed his hair to hold him back. He was able to look up into her eyes and saw mingled lust and approving surprise on her face.

“My, my pretty one! Mara has trained you hard indeed. I think that tongue might ‘do the trick’ as you white ones say. Now taste me!”

She let go her hold and he fell forward face first into her big oozing musky cunt. He lapped at it tenderly at first and her gasp of delighted surprise gave him hope of saving his balls. He went low and cupped his tongue, then scooped upward, gathering her poon and filling his mouth with it. Then he looked up at her with mouth open so she could see the amber goo upon his tongue. He swallowed it down and went back to his duty.

He slithered his tongue upon her parts for a while, then found his way to her cavern and plunged deep, straining for every fraction of penetration, hoping his tongue could reach her sweet spot. To his relief he felt the soft mound and caressed it, making her shudder and gasp again. Hope welled up in him further and it spurred him to serve her with passion, massaging her spot with tongue’s tip.

He felt her knuckles on his forehead as she went to fingering her pearl to enhance and bring her to her first climax. The great thighs clamped on his head as she quivered and writhed. A great gush of her pleasure juice poured forth and trickled down her slit. He opened his mouth to catch it as it ran down.

Her thighs flopped apart as she sighed in deep satisfaction and gave her assessment.

“A good start pretty one. But don’t become too sure of yourself. Now go down and let me feel that thing in my bottom hole!”

She resumed her position of offering and he went low as commanded, slipping his tongue into her large and rather loose orifice and plunging deep. He swirled his tongue and his heart leapt again in hope when she moaned in pleasure and her vortex clenched tight onto his tongue, then relaxed to receive him yet deeper. He stiffened and straightened his tongue and fucked her with it, head going back and forth like a woodpecker’s drawing whimpers of delight from her.

She put a hand behind his head to press him against her and he went back to the swirling as she made sundry sounds of purest enjoyment. At length she tugged him upward by the hair to give attention to her pearl and surprised her sweetly with the triple delight, slipping a finger into her hind hole, plunging his tongue into her salty cavern to find her sweet spot and rubbing his nose on her pearl.

Again, the great thighs clamped together and held him in an inextricable grip as he finger fucked her hole, massaged her spot and ground with his nose as wave after orgasmic wave coursed through her. He focused his entire being on finger tongue and nose as she writhed and buck in her ecstasies. He feared his neck might break amid her frenzy. But then she melted and seemed to pass from consciousness, her thighs parting.

When she roused from the sweet stupor of afterglow she sat up and pulled him close, burying his head between her massive breasts, then held him away and gave him a kiss on the forehead.

“Such a sweet surprise pretty one! You may yet keep your balls! But you have a long night ahead of you. I will want more of that; much more before the sun rises. But now you will lick my feet while I relax and get horny again.”

There was a jaguar skin covered bamboo stool off to the side and she made him set it before her so she could rest her feet while he licked them. He knew he had to show deepest submission and give special attention between her toes. She found his long supple tongue most pleasing as she continued speaking.

“Your Mara is a special one, a leader. Perhaps one day a queen. You will be a very lucky slave if you pass your testing tonight. You will marry and mate. I would love to see the beautiful girl-children that might come from your union. Now I want to feel your tongue and nose and finger again!”

She kicked the stool aside and spread her legs again, letting him know she was horny and ready to be served. On and on it went as he was astonished by her appetite for pleasure. But, thanks to the rigors of his training his tongue never tired in the least and not one wriggling stroke of it failed to bring her delight.

At the end he lay supine upon the jaguar skin bed with the queen astride his head facing his feet. She guided his attentions to clit and cavern and hind hole, taking repeated orgasms, her fleshy mass bearing down on him, sometimes to near the point of suffocation.

He lost track of the time he spent beneath her. It seemed eternity but if so it was heaven far more than hell to be trapped beneath such luscious lady parts. Suddenly she bore down harder than ever and her lush oozing tissues cut off any hope of breath. His arms were pinned beneath her but his legs were free and he began to kick wildly as his animal instinct to survive took over. His mind reeled in confusion. Had he so failed her that she meant to snuff the life from him then and there?

His kicking ceased as consciousness began to fade but he still knew surprise when he felt her hand upon his organ, stroking with knowing skill. Then he felt the welling up in his tight-stretched balls and ecstatic delight as his strength came surging through them and spurted out onto his belly just as the darkness fell.

He woke when he inhaled the pungent scent of an herb she held to his nostrils. He looked up to her smiling face.

“You have done it pretty one! Never have I so much enjoyed a night of testing! And your seed is so much and so rich and full of life! Open your mouth!”

He obeyed and felt her fingers upon his belly. Then she held them before his eyes, dripping with his creamy product. She put her fingers into his mouth and he sucked them clean. She scooped up more and fed him until it was gone, then bent down to kiss his forehead.

“Mara will be so proud and happy pretty one! You will be wed this very day! Mara will claim you and name you!”

She sat on her throne with him kneeling by her side, facing the doorway. There was a knock and the queen called for Mara to enter. When she saw the queen sitting smiling and gently petting his head she knew and nearly fainted in relief and joy. The queen gave her glowing appraisal.

“You have outdone yourself Mara! Never has such a well-trained and delightful slave been presented to me for my enjoyment! I am so proud of you. The two of you will be a lovely couple and your loins will bring forth beauty when the time comes! Now take him back to your hut to let him have the rest he has earned and prepare him for the wedding.”

Mara led him back to the hut by the leash on his balls and let him lie upon the bed on his side. She laid herself down beside him and cuddled close, whispering tender words in his ear.

“I am so happy sweet thing and was so afraid I would have to part with you. The law of Woman Above is strict. Our queen must grant the right for us to mate. And later today, before Woman Above we will take vows and become wife and slave-mate. My slave you will still be and under my command but I will be kind and trust me, you will be very happy. Now sleep dear one.”

Mara drifted off first, fatigued from being awake all night in her fear of his failure. Jared lay awake for a while, his head spinning, listening to Mara’s deep soft breathing and feeling her silken skin pressed close against his own. No life he had ever imagined for himself could have been like this. He knew life as a slave lay before him but looked ahead to it as a heaven on earth with this wild and ethereal goddess as his mistress. He pressed backward to cuddle closer and felt her press forward even in her sleep to reciprocate. Reign over his life though she might he knew it would be a reign of love and sweet delight. At peace, he drifted off as well.

They woke when the sun was low on the horizon, just two hours before the ceremony was to begin. Mara rolled him over to face her and pressed her lips to his, invading his mouth with her tongue in a kiss that spoke of her passionate possession of him. Then she stood and pulled him up to kneel on the floor.

“I have something I must show you sweet thing. There is something we must practice to get ready for the rite.”

There was a jaguar hide pouch hanging on the wall of the hut. She went to it and brought to where he knelt. From it she withdrew and object that made him quail as chills ran up his spine. It was a wooden mock cock but different from the ones used to put the rape to Jake and Sam And Tom. Those were rough and knobby and meant to give painful emasculation. This one was shiny, silken smooth, polished with a paste made of palm oil and pumice, carved in exquisite detail even to showing the protuberant veins of the aroused male organ. It much exceeded his own in its size and its glans was flared wide. He sensed it was an instrument of pleasure but was still aghast at its implications. He looked upward at her, eyes wide in shock, and gave voice to his misgivings.

“You mean to use that to make a sodomite of me?”

“I do not know of that word sweet thing. I will use this to make you mine entirely and forever. And I will use it to make you squirt so you know such pleasure that you will come to love my cock and long for it always. Trust me dear one. No harm will come to you!”

She put a hand softly on his head, bent to kiss him again and continued.

“I worked long and hard with my own hands to make this my sweet, all the while dreaming of using it upon my special one when, Woman Above willing, he might come to me. And now you are here.”

“But will it hurt?”

She laughed, but kindly, reached out and put a tender hand to his cheek.

“I must be truthful darling. At first there will and must be pain so you know who will be the ‘boss’ as you say in our hut. But then will come the pleasure. To show your acceptance of being my slave you must learn to prepare my cock so I may take you. This will be done after the taking of vows. We must practice now so the ceremony goes smoothly. And after I have taken your virginity I will give you your true name.”

She handed him the instrument and stood with legs slightly parted. Her end of the device was an elongated bulb that would be enfolded with her cavern. He placed it between her thighs and pressed it upward. She was already moist and it slipped in easily but also snug. She sighed in enjoyment at the penetration. Then she taught him how to fasten the straps that held it in place.

She stepped back a couple of paces and he gazed at her as she stood with the big false organ jutting from her raven bush, exuding dominant womanly power, mocking his own modest manhood. Somehow he came to know her expectation with her having to speak. He walked to her on his knees and when he came close he opened his mouth to take it in and suck it, giving it passionate worship with lips and tongue.

Mara’s heart thrilled with joy at his unbidden and adoring submission. She raised her eyes to the heavens in thanks to Woman Above for sending her such a rare and precious gift from afar. Rolling her hips in rhythm with his sucking her cock stopped at his gullet with only half its length in his mouth. She wanted more, wanted to see if his love of her was enough for him to take it all the way down.

Putting a hand behind his head she pressed the cock against his gullet. He drew back at first but she was insistent, though gentle. He sighed and seemed to steel himself, then pressed forward in answer to her own pressing. He gagged a bit but then there was a soft pop and the big glans slid past the clench and down into the depths. Again, Mara thrilled as he pressed forward of his own accord to take it full down until his nose was buried in her bush.

Then it was in and out and back and forth, her hips rolling and gyrating, but gently as she ground her pearl upon the small bump carved into the wood for just that purpose. She drew back until just the glans was enfolded by his lips and then she and he both pressed forward so it would slide in to the fullest. She felt the welling up of climax and quickened the cadence of her thrusting hips. He took it willingly, making circles with his mouth to hasten her over the brink. With one final ramming thrust she came, head thrown back, shrieking in gratitude again to Woman Above.

Her knees buckled and her loving and dutiful slave wrapped his arms around her hips with the cock full down to hold her upright while she savored afterglow. When she firmed she stepped back and the cock slipped out with a loud pop that made her giggle.

Then they practiced the moment leading up to his deflowering when she pointed to the ground as the sign that he should turn around and bend over onto elbows and knees with ass raised in offering.

After they had rehearsed the vows that Jared was to take it was time and she led him from the hut by the leash, his balls still wrapped tight, purple and aching, his cock jutting up, so erect it touched his belly. The pouch containing her cock was hung by its drawstring around his neck.

All sisters and all slaves were gathered at the feet of Woman Above in a semicircle, slaves kneeling before their owners, the pouches containing their owners’ cocks hanging likewise on their necks. The queen sat enthroned but rose and stepped down from the platform to preside over the ceremony when they arrived. Mara had long ago retrieved the hide of the big jaguar she had slain during her hunting of Jake. She had dried and tanned it and it was spread out on the ground before the idol. Upon it they would take their vows and there also Jared would be deflowered.

They took positions before the queen, Mara standing tall and proud, shoulders back, full and lovely breasts jutting, Jared on his knees, gazing up at her with adoration in his eyes. The queen spoke.

“Beloved sisters! We are gathered to witness the union of Mara, one of our finest, and Jared, who came to us from afar to willingly assume his proper place in the natural order as ordained by Woman Above. So much better a place this world would be if all males would so surrender themselves. May their hut be a place of joy and delight where Mara reigns as goddess! And when the time is ripe may the seed of Jared bring forth another beauty from the body of Mara to join the fold of Woman Above! Let the vows now be taken!”

Jared looked up at the goddess who was to reign over his life and spoke the sacred words.

“Before Woman Above I vow devotion to serving you, Mara, whom she has placed above me. Your pleasure and happiness will be the sole purpose of my life and I will spare no sacrifice to that end, giving all for you and asking nothing for myself.”

Mara took now vow but made a simple statement.

“Then I take you Jared to be my slave-mate to love and serve me forever!”

The queen spoke again: “Let the union be consummated!”

Jared’s hands trembled in mingled fear and excitement as he withdrew Mara’s cock from the pouch and installed it upon her as she stood with legs parted wide upon the jaguar skin. When it jutted forth from her hairy loins he showed no delay in taking in his mouth to suck it. There was not a dry eye among the sisters as they witnessed Jared’s adoring submission and surrender. Many fingers busied themselves in hairy pussies and soon all slaves turned to give loving tongue to them.

Jared drew back so just the big glans was between his lips and the full length of the shaft showed between him and Mara. He put his hands on her hips and pressed forward so the shaft slid in to its depth with ease. He kept his face buried in her bush while working his head around and around so that the pleasuring bump would grind on Mara’s pearl, making her shudder and moan in her delight.

Then she grabbed his hair in both hands and pushed and pulled him back and forth in quickening cadence, the cock going in and out full length. Though she had already orgasmed with mad intensity when the rehearsed in the hut the special excitement of the moment inflamed her lust for another consuming climax. She felt the welling up of it and it struck hard, tearing from her a primal shriek that echoed among the tall trees and frightened sleeping birds into panicked flight. Many orgasmic cries were heard from her sisters in answer as the tongues of their slaves had their effect.

As before her legs went all rubbery and he bones seemed to melt. But her loving slave held her close with her cock full down while she savored. Then she pushed him away and the glans withdrew with the pop that drew mirth from those watching.

Again, Jared knelt gazing up at her and their eyes met, both pairs filled with love. Mara gave the sign and Jared turned to assume the position, showing proper and immediate obedience and submission. Sighs of appreciation were heard from the watchers and eyes teared up.

Bala stepped forward holding a long-necked gourd filled with an oil extracted from the nuts of a jungle tree. She poured a bit of it onto her hand and spread it over Mara’s cock. She dribbled a bit more down Jared’s crack and withdrew.

Mara went to her knees behind him and took a moment to take in the sight of his fetching behind and his pink virgin orifice, puckering rhythmically in mingled fear of the pain and anticipation of the promised pleasure. Then she pressed the big glans against his virgin tightness, took a firm grip on his hips and threw her own forward in a ruthless thrust driven by her powerful glutes.

Jared screamed from the tearing agony of being stretched by the cock’s big tip as half of its length disappeared into him. He screamed again from her second thrust, then sobbed and sniveled as she rolled and gyrated her hips to stretch him more and work the cock in until he could feel the tickle of her bush on his behind.

Mara drew back so just the glans was within him and Bala came forth to pour more oil onto the shaft. Mara had mastered him through the pain and now it was time for the pleasure. She rolled her hips in a soft slow rhythm, fucking him gently until his whimpers of pain morphed to those of growing pleasure and he began to rock back and forth to match her rhythm, their movements now those of sweet lovemaking.

The pain had passed and was almost forgotten as Jared felt a hot itching delight blossoming within him as Mara’s cock went in and out. His bound balls seemed to swell and there was a deep aching before he felt the welling up in them and then the blessed and ecstatic release. The first surge of cum through his constricted ducts drew a moan of utter surrender and ultimate unmanning from him. It’s sweet sound triggered Mara, who gave voice to her own ecstasies with a sound like onto the snarl of a great spotted she-cat feasting on tender prey. May of her sisters answered her cry with their own as slave tongues did their duty.

Jared collapsed forward onto the jaguar skin, still spurting and whimpering in his helpless delight. Mara went all to jelly in her own satisfaction and fell on top of him, cock still in to its depths. Silence fell as all stood in awe of one of the most special deflowerings within memory.

Mara stood and made him rise to his knees to take the cock in mouth and suck it clean. His cum lay in a thick wad upon the jaguar skin and it was to be left there. The skin would be hung upon the wall of their hut in commemoration. The queen stepped up to them for the final stage of the ceremony, the giving of Jared’s true name.

“Now, before Woman Above, our sister Mara will give true name to her slave-mate!”

Mara looked down at him as he knelt at her feet with eyes gazing up at her in adoration now deeper than ever as she spoke the name he was to bear thereafter.

“I name thee Lingua!”

The queen nodded in approval. “A fine name for a slave-mate forever reminding him of who rules the hut. In your tongue Lingua it means ‘balls in danger’!

All the women burst out laughing.

There was one final part to the ritual, that being the branding. The blacksmith trade had been learned over the years from gold seekers who had been enslaved. Kala’s slave-mate served as the village smith who fashioned useful items as needed. Mara had drawn him a picture of the mark of ownership she wanted to place on Lingua and the iron was ready just before the wedding and had been heated red hot.

The location of the brand was at her discretion. She didn’t want to mar his pretty hide visibly so she chose a special and secretive place. She untied his balls and made him assume the position again with his ball sack hanging down low and slack between his legs. He flinched and yelped when she touched the iron there just long enough to mark him forever, signifying her ownership of his balls and the rest of him as well. A soothing balm made from a jungle plant was then applied to the burn.

Then it was time for the customary orgy. Cocks were taken from their pouches and installed. Soon there was a writhing pile of naked bodies on the ground. Cocks went up the asses or down the throats of slaves at random. Mara picked Jared up bodily and tossed him onto the squirming heap, watching as he was submerged into it before diving in herself. Cum was spurted in abundance, every slave fucked dry before all lay in a moaning heap. Slowly all sisters got to their feet and slaves rose to their knees to lick the splattered cum from their bodies.

Then slaves were sorted out and led back to the huts. Mara tugged Jared along, impatient to be alone with her new mate. They reached the hut and she pulled him down onto the bed beside her so he lay upon his back. She took a tender grip on his balls and spoke gentle words.

“My sweet Lingua I don’t want you to live in fear for your balls. Our queen will sometimes make a joke. This is one of her favorites she saves for weddings and namings. You name does not mean ‘balls in danger.’ It means ‘precious tongue’. Your balls are safe in their little sack forever my love. From your balls comes your passion when you serve me. And also, from them will come the seed that will start our child. I can’t wait to see the beauty that will come from my body after I have taken your seed. Will she have your pretty blond hair and my brown eyes and skin, your creamy skin, my black hair and your deep green eyes? No matter. Let it be a surprise.”

She rolled to her back and gently pushed him down to lie with head pillowed on her hairy mount and they both drifted off, emptied of all desire but filled with love most tender.

CHAPTER SIX

In the morning their life of marital bliss began. It was much like life before their wedding but now Lingua was freed from all fear and Mara could give her love holding nothing back. But still there was no doubt who was in charge. Lingua gladly accepted his subservience to her, having been purged through his deflowering of any “manliness” and accepting his station in life as ordained by Woman Above whom he had adopted as his deity. He compared the life of anxiety and frustration he had led back home to the life he led now, being in a tropical paradise and having deepest intimacies with a woman whose beauty and wild eroticism made his stilted and cold Victoria pale by comparison.

Mara lifted not a finger in their household. She took him for walks in the forest to show him where to find edible tubers, savory herbs and sweet jungle fruits and berries for them to eat along with the game she procured with her deadly bow so they could have meat. She taught him how to prepare their meals, but once he had learned it became his sole duty.

She put his cock in its tube and his balls remained bound because she said they had the rich purple color of her favorite fruit. For half of their first moon of marriage she denied him squirting but made him give her tongue pleasure several times a day. Hers was the right and privilege or orgasm at will as ordained by Woman Above.

Then one evening after their meal she took her cock pouch from its peg and gave it to him to install upon her. His hands trembled in his anticipation of the pleasure soon to follow. He sucked her to a quick orgasm first and then assumed the position on the bed. He heard her words before she took him.

“Lingua, I find it hard to decide how to enjoy you. The longer I make you go without squirting the better is the tongue pleasure you give me. And I also want so much to fuck you. But then you squirt and your tongue is less pleasing for a time. Tonight, I cannot help myself. I just want to fuck you. Enjoy your squirting because there will be no more for you for another half a moon. Then I will fuck you again.”

He felt her weight upon the bed as she knelt behind him and he whimpered in pleasure as he felt her enter, having been well stretched upon his deflowering and during the mad rutting in his hole during the after orgy. Her cock now went to its depth with ease, but the fit was still snug and the ridge of the glans rubbed on a certain spot that made his toes curl and cause a tingling deep within him as she rolled her hips, at first slowly, then faster as her desire heated up. Her rutting rose in cadence as she propelled herself toward climax, but she held herself in check, waiting to be triggered by the sweet sound of his ecstatic surrender.

Lingua felt the hot itch and a twinge in his rectum that signaled his spurting delight. He gave out a moan mingled with whimper as he felt his juice surging through his constricted ducts and his cock pulsing within the tightness of the tube. Mara answered with her own bestial cry and collapsed languid on top of him, bearing him belly down onto the bed, still deeply impaled. She whispered words of love in his ear.

But she was not close to finished with him. She poured each of them a half gourd filled with the fiery liquor that brought euphoria and inflamed desire. When its effects were felt by both she lay supine on the bed and held her cock upright so he could put his feet each side of her hips, facing her and lower himself to be impaled upon her cock. Like a practiced whore he rode it, sliding up and down it while gyrating, rubbing the pleasure bump on her pearl. He made himself cum and his cry of delight set her off as well.

And he spurted abundantly upon her belly, breasts and even much on her face, making him fear her anger, but she just gave out a lusty laugh, though she then ordered him to lick up his mess. When he got to her face and licked it clean she seized him tight with her arms and legs and took him with one of those kisses that expressed her love and her possession of him.

Twice more that night she fucked him, but in different positions, once with them lying on their sides with her behind him and the last with his feet on the ground, bent over with his hands on the bed so she could take him from behind in a standing position. He came for the last time with a few weak spurts of clear liquid and then just dry but pleasurable spasms. She had wrung him like a sponge and was well sated herself. There was nothing to do but collapse onto the bed in pleasant exhaustion and fall asleep nestled like spoons with her behind him.

For the next half moon, he was denied squirting again and had to endure the ache while giving Mara ever increasing delight with his tongue. At moon’s end she fucked him dry again. Then, as the lay cuddled before sleeping she made him a promise.

“Lingua, for the coming moon I will not let you squirt and will not fuck you either. But, if you suffer your ache without complaining or begging to squirt and give me special pleasure at moon’s end I will give you a very special gift. More I will not say. Now sleep!”

The moon that followed was and upward for each of them, his longing to lick her worsening his ache, his cock pulsing and straining painfully within its tube, and licking her fueling even greater ache, while for her it was ever mounting delight as the denial of release escalated the passion of his worship.

But he endured uncomplaining and the evening of the gift giving came, even though it seemed like eternity had passed. He burned with curiosity over what the gift might be. He prepared their evening meal with the usual loving hands, roast leg of peccary rubbed with savory herbs, tasty tubers roasted over the fire as well, they too well seasoned, and lastly a pie made from her favorite purple fruit.

They ate outdoors upon the jaguar hide, then retired to the hut for what he thought would be her usual after dinner pleasures from his tongue. She seated herself in her chair and he knelt at her feet. As usual he leaned forward with tongue extended, expecting her to part her legs to offer herself to be licked. But she put a hand to his forehead to hold him back.

“Lingua, you have been more sweet and adoring than ever over the past moon and you have earned your gift. Do you want to guess what your gift will be?”

He knelt in silence for a while racking his brain but could only think of the one thing that had been on his mind for the whole moon past.

“Will you let me squirt?”

She clapped her hands and laughed lustily but kindly.

“You are partly right Lingua my darling. You will squirt like never before. That is because my gift to you will be my body for you to enjoy in every way until you have squirted yourself dry. I will allow your thing to enter me in all three places where it can go and you may squirt into each of them. Now let’s get your tube off so we can begin!”

He knew the way of it and knelt at attention, closing his eyes and gritting his teeth as he awaited the sharp cane stroke to the tip that would wilt his organ. But he welcomed the sting because heaven lay before him. His cock drooped and she pulled the tube free. He rose to fullest erection seconds later. Then she offered him a small, long-necked gourd holding some potion and told him to drink, first explaining.

“This potion that we get from the nut of a tree will make you bigger and keep you stiff no matter how many times you squirt. And you will squirt tonight until your balls are dry sweet one!”

She stood up and urged him to his feet, pulling him up by the hair. Then, to his amazed delight, she went down to her knees and enfolded his organ in her silken mouth. His knees nearly failed him as she began to suck, running lips and tongue over his shaft with instinctive skill. He felt himself nearing the brink and so did she and she pulled away, rising and taking his hand, leading him to the bed. She laid him onto his back and looked down at him with hungry passion.

“Now my sweet Lingua. Let us give each other pleasure.”

She mounted his head, facing his feet, pressed her luscious womanhood onto his face and bent forward to lie atop him and take him in her mouth again.

Despite having taken pleasure in many ways with men Mara was truly a virgin. Her hymen had been ruptured the first time she strapped on the punishing cock to put rape to a richly deserving and swinish treasure seeker. She had known much oral pleasure but no male organ had yet entered her body and until now she had felt no desire for that. Only her precious and special Lingua had sparked that longing.

She sucked and licked and sensed him nearing the brink again so she let his cock flop free and waited a moment, enjoying the familiar attentions of his tongue. She took him in mouth again, pressing down until his glans pressed to her gullet. Three fingers width of him remained outside her lips. She resolved to take his whole length down.

It made her gag a bit but soon her throat gave and her lips were in his pubes. And to her sweet surprise she felt a tingling running through her body from throat to pearl. It sent shivers through her as she worked her head up and down, rising so just his tip was between her lips, then pressing down so it poked down her throat again. She hastened the cadence, sliding her lips along the shaft and her tongue’s tip along his tender underside.

He moaned in helpless delight and gave back to her as good as he got with his artful and adoring tongue. She felt him nearing the brink and slowed to hold him there until she felt the welling up of her own orgasm. When she sensed that inevitability she finished him, holding just his tip between her lips as his creamy spurts flooded her mouth, and she filled his with her own salty gush in the midst of her ecstasy. She held his creamy product in her mouth, feeling the teeming life force it held, then swallowed deeply and with relish.

They moaned in harmony and went limp and languid, barely conscious. His tender kisses between her thighs roused her from her sweet stupor and she reciprocated with her own tender kisses along his organ and soft sucking and licking on his still stretched balls. She shifted position to lie beside him and take his organ tenderly in hand as she poured out words of love.

“Lingua, my treasure, how rich and sweet was what came from you. I will hunger for it. Now it is time for you to enjoy another place in my body. You must know that no man before you has ever made me long to have him inside of me. I grant you my body now because you have earned this pleasure through your loving and sweet submission and obedience. Every two moons we will share these pleasures so long as there is no lapse to that.”

His reply to her was a similar revelation.

“One Above Me, I myself have never entered a woman. For years I saved myself for my perfidious Victoria and did not partake of ‘whores’ as we call them, women who offer their bodies in exchange for material reward. I sometimes thought myself a fool to resist the taking of pleasure with them but now I know it was the guiding hand of Woman Above. She was saving me for you.”

“Woman Above knows and sees all my dear Lingua. Even though great distance lay between us she saw we were meant for each other and she sent you to me. It is your destiny. Now our bodies will join in delight. But first something must be done because the time is not ripe for the making of a child.”

She went to fetch another small gourd that was split to form a covered cup containing a bright green paste. She scooped some it up with her fingers and coated his organ with it.

“Our forest yields so many thing to those who are knowing. This ointment we know to prevent the coming of babies. One night when the time is right it will not be used.”

Then she laid herself down beside him, took him in her strong arms, kissed him deep with her tongue and rolled onto her back so he lay on top of her between her parted and raised thighs. His cock seemed to find her cavern of its own will.

Lingua let out a deep sigh of sweet surprise as his organ slid into her silken heaven. And he did feel bigger, proving the truth of her words about the potion. It felt so good inside it frightened him, knowing it would add a new depth of helplessness to his enslavement. He went to a gentle rutting, but after just a score of thrusts he felt himself already nearing the brink despite having squirted just minutes earlier. He stopped in mid thrust. Mara had already lost herself in the delight of his penetration and was puzzled.

“What’s wrong Lingua dear? Do you not like it inside me?”

“One Above Me, it feels so good I fear I may squirt too soon and go limp and be no longer able to please you!”

“Oh, my sweet unselfish love! This night is for your pleasure. I long to feel you squirt inside me! Now just continue and let your pleasure come when it may. And remember the potion! You will not go limp and I know you will please me long and well!”

Her words reassured him and he rolled his hips, letting the delight bestowed upon his organ by her heavenly place transport him. Just a dozen more thrusts sufficed for him to erupt within her and the pulsing of his organ inside her and the crawly trickle of his abundant cream down her behind as it gushed out from the force of his ejaculation brought her to her own sweet climax.

They lay together coupled and entwined in the sweet haze of mutual afterglow; her legs wrapped around him. She held him tight and whispered more sweet passion into his ear.

“Darling you fill me just right! The potion does not fail. I was only told of it by my sisters who have known man. So happy am I to know the truth of it. Soon our desire will rise again and I know you will please me long and well!”

Lingua’s youth and vigor and the feel of her silken skin upon his and the clutch of her comely thighs soon made his passion rekindle. As if with a will of their own his hips began to roll again as Mara moaned in delight. He lay full on top of her at first but her pleasure seemed to plateau and he chose to experiment. He rose to his knees and lifted her legs so her ankles were on his shoulders. Then he rutted hard and was rewarded by her wails as he drove her mad with pleasure. The urge to come drove him but coming eluded him no matter how hard he rutted, much to Mara’s delight.

She lapsed into a long multi-orgasmic sequence. Her mad shrieks of ecstasy penetrated the walls of the hut and were heard throughout the village. Finally sated she went limp and her legs dropped to the bed, just as Lingua collapsed upon her from exhaustion without coming. He rolled aside and lay panting and gasping while she lay in a contented daze.

Slowly, his breath recovered and his desire was still strong, his organ yet stiff as wood. Mara’s lust boiled up again and she went to hands and knees, presenting like a bitch in heat. Lingua took her cue and mounted her from behind. She gave out a little chuckle of lewd anticipation as she felt him slip inside her. And she was not disappointed. Her virile young slave-mate exceeded all expectations, rutting in a frenzy, ignoring all fatigue, propelling her to another sequence exceeding the first, finally letting out a grunt of heavenly release as he fell forward upon her, utterly spent, just as she melted in her own fulfillment.

Even though the evening was devoted mostly to his pleasure she still felt the need to assert dominance over him. She slipped out from under him, rolled him onto his back and slid forward so her cunt was over his mouth. He obeyed her command to open wide then she squeezed out the creamy product he had filled her with into his mouth. She was pleased when he swallowed it without having to be told.

She laid down beside him, fondling tenderly upon his organs, letting him rest, pleased to find him still rigid. There was one last place for his cock to go and she was eager to grant him entry. But he seemed nearly spent so she used more words to inflame him as she stroked his shaft.

“Take some time to catch your breath my love, but there is one more place in me for this sweet thing to go into and I want it there so much. I can tell you have another squirt left in you before your balls are emptied!”

More of the same and her fondling soon had him ready and she again assumed the bitch in heat posture, reaching back with both hands to part her lovely cheeks, exhibiting her dark hind orifice. She told him to dip his organ in her vagina to wetten it and then enter the hole above.

She felt the prodding at her orifice as he took a grip on her hips and pressed forward against her tightness. The was pain as her sphincter gave and she flinched and cried out. Her sweet, caring mate hesitated but she urged him on.

Lingua shuddered in enjoyment as her tight clench ran along his organ as it plunged deep within her. That sparked his urge to rut and finish and soon, to her mad delight, was thrusting wildly as she fingered her pearl. The snug fit soon triggered him and she felt the pulsing as he pumped his last into her, setting off her own final climax. To let him know he was still her slave under her dominion and had to pay a small price for his pleasure she again made him lie supine while she held her hind hole above his gaping mouth and squeezed out his cream. Again, he swallowed in meek submission. Afterward they lay entwined, pleasantly spent and sleep overcame them.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Moons of marital bliss followed. The rainy season came and they spent much time in the hut immersed in connubial pleasures. She kept him to the schedule, half a moon of denial, then her cock would give him release, every two moons the gift of her body.

And they were joined by other of her sisters and their slave-mates for small and intimate orgies. The women had a fondness for enjoying the tongues of two slaves at once and Many times Lingua found himself with face either buried in a luscious cunt giving pleasure there or between a pair of sumptuous cheeks, giving sweet rimming while another slave did duty at the front or back as the case might be.

The dry season came and on morning there was hubbub in the village, all sisters and slaves turning out for some event that Lingua had yet to witness. Mara hastily explained as she led him by the balls to the gathering.

“Today there will be a changing of the guard Lingua. This village is for the service and protection of our queen. Another larger village lies deeper in the forest. That is where we will go when it is time for us to mate and become mother and father. This morning ten of my sisters will go there with their slave mates to breed and rear their daughters and ten young ones who have come of age will come to replace them and begin their time of service to the queen. My time of service is only half complete. Twenty moons more lie ahead.”

Everyone stood in a semicircle before the throne where the queen sat waiting to preside over the ceremony. Ten women stood breast to the queen’s right, their slave-mates on their knees before them. A large jaguar skin bag with shoulder straps lay on the ground before each slave. After a few minutes passed there was the sounding of a horn and a procession of ten strong you beauties entered the circle of huts. Each carried bow, quiver, spear and blowpipe. Most were brown skinned and raven haired but three bore the coloring that told of their mothers mating with white ones. They formed a line facing the other ten women and their slaves. The queen stood to address them.

“Welcome my strong young beauties! Today begins your service to me. You will protect and defend me against all enemies, but also use this time to claim and train your slave-mates so when your term is up you will go back down the path you have followed this day with slave mates following to bring forth more beauty such as yourselves. And today these who have fulfilled their service will follow that path to the happiness of family and children.”

All bowed low before the queen and the slave-mates picked up the heavy bags and strapped them to their shoulders. Their wives led them away by their leashed balls as they strained under the weight of the packs. Three eunuch slaves, harness to heavily loaded travois, followed the exiting procession.

As a senior member of the queen’s guard, it was Mara’s duty to take the young ones under her wing and train them in the lore of the jungle and the arts of combat and hunting. Each would have learned the rudiments of these under her mother’s tutelage but there was much left to be taught.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Captain Jorge Costa was an angry man. The governor had grown sick of the frequent disappearances of treasure seekers in the deep jungle far up river and he had dispatched Jorge and twelve soldiers to get to the bottom of things and eliminate the menace, whatever it might be. He was not pleased to be burdened by this assignment in the sweltering wilderness, preferring garrison duty with lazy days overseeing the labors of his underlings and nights filled with drinking bouts and whoring. Jorge took pride in the indignities and degradations to which he forced the whores, and sometimes even other innocent women, to submit and boasted loudly and often of how he had never tasted what lay between women’s’ thighs.

He was more than skeptical of the rumors spread by native guides who had paddled the missing adventurers upriver. A tribe of large and invincible naked women? Nonsense! Myth, superstition! The fools had just gotten lost and had become meat for the jaguars or anacondas. And if there happened to be such women he would show them who was invincible when he had them lined up at gunpoint, each one taking her turn to kneel and suck his cock. And if there was a ringleader among them it would be she who would be forced to swallow the cream of his pleasure under pain of death as the price of refusal.

Jorge stood in the bow of the boat as it was rowed up the narrow stream by six of his underlings, a second boat following, rowed by six more. They came to the place along the banks marked by the skulls and all the oars went dead still, the soldiers being well aware of the rumors.

Jorge turned upon them in a rage threatening court martial and firing squad if they did not row on. He was obeyed, but the oar strokes were hesitant and the boats made slow progress as the stream narrowed further.

Luis Ruiz was in the rear of the second boat. A fresh faced youth of 19 he was a reluctant soldier, forced into service by his domineering father to “make a man of him.” Sensitive and bookish, he preferred to spend his free time reading or playing his violin under a tree in the village courtyard while his cohorts went out to the bars and brothels.

He was olive skinned, with dark hair and eyes and a handsome face. Shy and virginal, he did not share his fellow soldiers’ lustful contempt for the opposite sex. Instead, he felt a sort of reverence for women which did not exclude a deep curiosity about the mysteries of their bodies, especially of what lay between their thighs.

Sultry young women would gather around to hear the sweet music he made in his impromptu concerts and he would furtively feast his eyes upon them as he played and would take pains to hide the bulge in his trousers. But he was too shy to make advances. But every night he would lie awake with aching balls, imagining what lay under their bright floral print dresses and would drift off into dreams of their naked bodies, often awaking to pleasurable sensations as his organ spurted spontaneously, giving him relief from his ache but sullying his bedsheets.

Mara was out on patrol with the cadre of young new warriors accompanied by Kala, Mala, and Bala. They had sighted the two boat convoy well downstream and had been creeping along in parallel in the cover of the forest. Soon the boats neared the well beaten trail that led to the village. The usual ambush was planned. A brown skinned, raven haired nubile named Cara volunteered to serve as bait.

The boats rounded the last hairpin bend in the stream and there before the eyes of all was a naked beauty beckoning and inviting them to riches and the delights of the flesh. Lust and greed banished all fear from the minds of the soldiers and they pulled hard on the oars to beach the boats and piled out to take off in pursuit.

All carried rifles, save for Jorge and his pistol, so Mara chose the blowpipes with darts dipped in a sleeping potion as the way to subdue them. Two hundred yards down the trail the soldiers cried out from stinging pain and their hands went to their necks to find the darts piercing them. But seconds later their legs wobbled and they fell to earth.

Luis had straggled behind, being last to disembark and less inclined to go rushing off in lustful pursuit. Thirty paces ahead he saw his comrades fall to the darts and he tuned to flee.

Tala, the golden skinned, red haired, green eyed offspring of her mother’s union with an Irish treasure hunter was first along the line of her sisters who lay in ambush. She spotted Luis and loosed her dart as he turned to run. She missed and saw nothing for it but to give chase. She was fleet of foot and caught up with him on the grassy bank of the stream, pouncing upon him like jungle cat upon its prey. They grappled, but her Amazon physique prevailed and soon she was sitting on his chest and leering down at him in triumph.

Luis lay pinned helpless beneath his naked captor, his face inches from her hairy mystery. Feral perfume flooded his nostrils and the animal magnetism and allure of what lay before his virgin eyes eclipsed his wildest imaginings. Some force seemed to compel him to strain upward with tongue extended to taste.

Tala was new to what passed between man and woman, yet to be tasted, and hesitant. She put a hand to his forehead to hold him back. Mara had seen her pursuit and capture and had followed to help if needed. Tala heard her voice and looked up a she spoke.

“Never pass up a willing, hungry tongue Tala! Enjoy yourself! We’ll wait for you!”

She let go her hold on Luis and he plunged tongue first into her moist ginger pudenda. The wriggling of his tongue on her tissues brought a thrill that made her shift forward to straddle his upturned face and ride it as he licked with a passion that dizzied her. Neither was well schooled in matters erotic but mutual passion made up for any lack and within just minutes a surge of ecstasy coursed through her and her cry echoed in the treetops.

Luis lay beneath her, the world seeming to spin from the power of her scent and taste and when she shuddered and cried out his mouth was flooded with a salty/sweet juice that he swallowed with a thirst. He felt it suffusing him and inducing helpless surrender and the reverence he had always felt toward Woman came to its full fruition. He wanted nothing more in the world than to be possessed by this ethereal being and devote his life to her worship and exaltation.

Tala’s weight settled down upon his face as her body slacked in its release and she lapsed into the trance of afterglow. But his hunger for the taste of her was unabated and he continued the lapping of his tongue. In his exploration he found his way to her nether hole and, though having been taught it was a place of filth and shame, he licked it tenderly to let her know of his selfless surrender. His tongue swabbed away what the fragrant leaves had left behind and his heart leapt when she sighed in growing pleasure at his caresses.

Tala was wakened from her sweet daze by the touch of his tongue to her most intimate place. Schooled by her mother and her elder sisters, she had been taught that most males were lustful and selfish brutes who had to be subdued and broken under whip and switch to mold them into suitable slave-mates. They had to be forced to lick the hind hole until broken.

But also, she had been told of the rare ones, not unlike her gentle father, who yielded willingly to her mother and would show the selfless obeisance of their own accord. Tala knew she had found such a one and pressed her orifice down upon his lips to immerse herself in the rapture.

Luis thrilled when he sensed the growing delight of the young goddess from his adoring attentions. His nose was plunged into her cavern, face buried in her oozing crevice. The familiar stiffness of his member and the ache in his balls were redoubled as he lay beneath her, pouring out his passionate devotion. She rolled her hips, rubbing her lusciousness over his face, finally pressing her pearl to his lips again. He clasped it between them to suck while licking and when she shuddered and gave out a deep low moan that rose in pitch to end in a primal shriek of ecstasy he was rewarded with another deep draught of the salty elixir to which he knew he was already addicted.

Tala’s eyed cleared from the fog of her finishing and saw Mara standing near with an approving smile on her face. Tala looked to her leader with pleading in her eyes.

“Mara! He’s so sweet and so cute! Can I keep him? Please?”

“The queen makes those decisions Tala. He will have to taste her first and I will bear witness for you. I think things will go in your favor! Now we have to bring in the rest of these pigs and present them to the queen for her judgement.”

They stripped Luis naked and Mara showed Tala how to bind up his balls and leash them. The other soldiers Had already been stripped and already bound in a string by the balls with hands and ankles tied, ready to go shuffling and hobbling in humiliation to the village.

The rifles were stripped of their bayonets and tossed into the stream, which was fabulously deep. They added height to the ancient pile of other treasure hunters guns, some of them the arquebuses of the very first treasure seekers who had come upriver centuries before. The Amazons scorned these cowardly weapons. 

Eunuch slaves would be sent later under supervision of some sisters to retrieve the clothing, knives shoes and belts and other things that were useful in themselves or could be made into useful items.

Mara let Tala lead Luis apart from the rest and bring up the rear. Jorge was last in the string by design. He had cursed and sworn and shown arrogance despite his hopeless predicament and was obviously the leader of this invasion of the Amazon domain. Mara followed the procession and took opportunity to give him sharp kicks to his stretched out balls, her foot going up between his legs with force and making him crumple to the ground and be dragged by the balls as his underlings were urged along at a hobbling trot.

A young runner had gone ahead to alert the village and a gauntlet had already formed as the string of slaves entered the compound. Cane strokes and lashes from short thick whips fell upon backs, behinds and stretched out balls as they made their way between the lines of women.

The queen already sat enthroned, her eyes gleaming in anticipatory delight. Her four slaves knelt beside her throne. The slaves were led before her and forced to their knees. The queen stood, exhibiting her massive physique, a leer of lustful cruelty on her face. They quailed and cowered in their terror, except for Jorge, who somehow maintained a defiant glare.

The queen’s eyes fell upon Tala and Luis and she looked to Mara for explanation.

“What of this one Mara? Why is he singled out? Is he especially vile?”

“Quite the contrary my queen. It seems he might be a natural. Young Tala here brought him down and his surrender was immediate and quite delightful. She humbly begs to take ownership of him.”

“Very well. I will see to him first. And my oh my, he is a pretty one.”

The queen enthroned herself in the position of presentation, ankles resting on the arms of the throne and beckoned to Luis who knelt in fearful bewilderment. Tala bent over him and whispered in his ear.

“I want so much to own you sweet thing. Would you like that?”

He looked up timorously and could only nod.

“Then you must give pleasure to our queen. You must do for her everything you did for me. If she finds you pleasing you will be awarded to me. Now go! Crawl to our queen and give worship!”

Luis groveled across the ground and up onto the platform, his eyes riveted on the queens big raven-haired pussy, its dark outer lips parted, showing the heated pink within her. As he drew near her animal perfume dizzied him and it seemed his tongue was pulled out from his mouth by a will other than his own. Her scent and taste were her own but withal as irresistible as those of the young wild woman who had captured his body and his heart and he put worship to the big pudenda with equal passion.

She guided his attentions knowingly, at the last directing him to her big clit so he could lick and suck it. Soon she was consumed by orgasm, her big thighs clamping his head in an inextricable and smothering grip, her bestial cry of delight muffled to him by her flesh. His breath nearly gave out before they parted as she went limp in satisfaction.

After a few deep sighs of gratification, he felt her grab his hair and pull his face back into her crotch while raising her knees higher and pushing his head downward so his lips touched her hind hole. He recalled the delight his tongue had given Tala down there and he knew the key to his belonging to her was to offer worship likewise to the queen’s big dark vortex. It was looser than Tala’s young tight one and he found he could run his tongue in deep. He swirled and slithered within, taking heart from the sounds of enjoyment his attentions evoked.

After long minutes his tongue brought her lust to its crescendo and she took hold of his ears and pulled him up to suck, lick and finish her. Again, there was the clenching of the great thighs and this time she held her grip until his breath failed and unknowing blackness overcame him. Tala watched anxiously, wondering if the queen might snuff the life out of her sweet young prize in the throes of her ecstasy.

The queen relaxed and her thighs spread apart. Luis collapsed senseless, but Mara had the pungent leaves at the ready and to Tala’s relief he was quickly revived when she held them to his nostrils.

The queen sat up straight and her pitiless glare fell upon the line of kneeling, cowering captives. Mara told her in the Amazon tongue that these spoke to “Tugese” language of the earliest gold seekers. The queen addressed them in that tongue, to their surprise.

“You have foolishly come to our lands to do us harm and now you will suffer what you deserve. First you will each give me pleasure in the manner you have just witnessed and I will pass judgement upon you. Some of you may keep your balls and might become suitable slave-mates to my young subjects. Others will surely become one of these.”

She pointed to the two eunuch slaves to her right. The captives quailed in terror as she went on, pointing to the spit.

“And two of you will likely be roasted alive to become this evening’s feast of man-meat if I find your tongues sufficiently wanting. Perhaps this prospect will add fervor to your attentions when you serve me!”

Several of the captives pissed themselves in terror at her words, much to the glee of all watching. That terror would add much zest to the queen’s pleasure.

The first captive was cut loose from the string and urged with kicks to his behind to clamber up onto the platform where the queen was presenting her big hairy cunt to be licked. He was still bound hand and foot and barked his shins and banged his knees in his haste to serve her majesty and perhaps save his balls.

He fell face forward into the big hairy snatch and put desperate tongue to it, abject in his dread. The queen came for the first time, savored for a moment or two, then pushed his head own to make it clear he should put his tongue to the bottom hole. He drew back in revulsion and Mara hopped onto the platform to push his face into the crotch while snarling a warning about losing his balls or being put on the fire to roast.

That terror sufficed to gain his submission and the queen got her second orgasm from him. But when finished she put her feet to his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him reeling and tumbling from the platform. Mara knew to drag him off to the right of the throne in the direction of the spit. He was to lose his balls and was made to feel the horrifying prospect of being roasted when the queen stood up to pass her judgement. She pointed to the cringeling while glaring down at the other captives.

“That one made me come but it was less than fully pleasing. He served me out of selfish fear to spare himself the cutting or the spit. If any of you are to truly please me and be spared I must feel sincere and selfless worship from you. And also, penitence for having come here to disturb our peace and tranquility!”

Then, to add to their terror and provide further motivation to those who remained, she ordered her eunuch slaves to lie supine and subjected them to the ultimate degradation that was the sorry lot of all eunuchs. They cowered at the sight and at her words.

“That is the duty of those who lose their balls. Let it spur you to greater effort to please me! Next!”

One by one the captives clambered up the platform to serve the queen and be subject to her judgement. When all but Jorge had been weighed in her balance four of the captives knelt to her left, being deemed worthy of possibly becoming slave mates, though their balls were yet in jeopardy. Seven knelt to her right, fated to be eunuchs and still sweating and trembling in their terror of the spit.

When it was Jorge’s turn he was resistant and had to be dragged up onto the platform by Mara and Bala. And, as they tried to force his face into the queen’s waiting cunt, he spat and cursed and spoke words of arrogant effrontery to the queen that drew a gasp of outrage from her loyal subjects:

“Jorge Costa will not taste this fat hell bitch! Or any of you!”

These words were to earn him suffering far beyond what the rest of his unworthy cohorts were to endure. And in the end he would be broken and would indeed taste woman in a desperate but futile effort to save his balls, giving special delight to the queen.

In her anger the queen chose to have all eight of the unworthy ones subjected to the cruel sport of a manhunt in the jungle. The sun was low in the sky by now and the queen pointed to the darkening forest as she spoke.

“Now you pigs! We will offer you a chance to escape. Run off into the forest if you like. Perhaps you will find your way home. Perhaps you will become food for the big cats and snakes. But our huntresses will set out after you at down and most likely you will be dragged back here to suffer your final punishment. The first two brought in will become our feast! Now run pigs! Run!”

Their bonds were cut and one by one they fled headlong in their terror into the trees. That left the four chosen captives who would be awarded to the four winners of an archery contest among the new young warriors. The winners led their prizes off to their huts to begin their training in hope of making them proper slave-mates.

Tala led Luis to her hut. Her lust was inflamed from watching the proceedings and Luis was in a state of fear that would add spice to his attentions. When first he served her that fear did lead to fierce and exquisite delight, but once satisfied pity came over her and she held him close to her breast and spoke words of kindness and blooming love.

“Sweet thing do not be afraid. All I want is for us to be together. I felt your true nature the first time you gave me pleasure and I know you came to love me then and there. We will work hard together to be sure to pass the queen’s testing a moon from now. Mara will help. I know her slave-mate Lingua to be one such as you, different from the others who come to disturb our lives here in the forest. Now let me feel that tongue again, this time with only love and no fear.”

And when he went down to worship she came to know that Woman Above had granted her earthly daughters two different birthrights of pleasure, one the delight of inflicting torment and humiliation upon the typical brutish male and the other of knowing the worship of a loving and selfless slave-mate. The former was one she would never deny herself but the latter was the one that would bring joy and fulfillment to her life. And she was determined it would be Luis.

CHAPTER NINE

The huntresses set out at the first blush of dawn, blowpipes in hand, quivers full. Mara was determined to set her claiming dart in Jorge’s behind, furious over his insult to the queen. She had noted which way he had fled into the forest and saw that he favored one leg, possibly from and injury incurred during his capture or later ordeal. That made it easy for her to pick up his trail. She had loaded her quiver with extra stinging darts and meant to expend them all into his hide before putting the final three into his cock and balls.

Jorge sat with his back to a tree, seething in mingled rage and fear as daylight came into the forest. In his panicked flight he had run until he dropped, stopped for breath and then trotted on, deeper and deeper and deeper into the tracklessness. Now he was lost beyond hope, the only good things being he still had his balls and a chance at freedom.

Mara had to track him long and came upon him unawares. She gritted her teeth in loathing at the sight of him. Never had she hunted a quarry so richly deserving of prolonged pain and humiliation. Using her voice throwing skill to make it sound like her words came from the direction opposite she called out to him in a mocking sing-song tone:

“Jorge! Come and lick my pussy!”

He jumped to his feet, facing away from her, making his ass a perfect target for her claiming dart. It took him square between the cheeks, half way up his crack, its long blue feathers looking like a comical bird’s tail.

He leapt high in the air, letting out a scream and when he landed he whirled around and saw her standing twenty paces away. Grimacing from the searing sting and cursing he tried to pull the dart out but soon realized it was in to stay. The sound of her taunting laughter as he fled headlong seemed to come from every direction.

Mara heard a familiar whistle off to her right and saw her friend Kala some distance away. Kala made a gesture of mock frustration at being denied her own chance to claim Jorge as her quarry. But then she smiled and waved and vanished into the forest in search of other prey.

Mara waited a few minutes before heading off in pursuit. Jorge would surely run until he collapsed in exhaustion and she knew she would find him bewildered and vulnerable again.

After tracking him far she stopped short when she saw his foot sticking out from behind another big tree. She threw her voice out again, her words dripping with ridicule:

“Jorge! My pussy is hot and wet and ready for your tongue! Come and taste me my sweet!”

He jumped up and made his way around the tree trunk, looking off again to where he thought her voice had come from. She launched her dart and he heard her jeering laugh just as it sunk into his right hindquarter. He turned and saw her leering at him, the took off running, pulling the dart as he fled. She took him with another in the left cheek before he disappeared again among the trees.

Jorge trotted on, whimpering from the fiery red round welts left by the darts after he had pulled them from his cheeks. The claiming dart remained unmovable. He cursed that stupid ass of a governor who had brought him to this pass and yearned to be back in a Rio tavern swilling wine and in a brothel where the women submitted to his perverted whims. Exhaustion brought him to earth in the middle of a small clearing where soft cool grass covered the ground. He lay there, fight back tears of pain and humiliation, wondering how this ordeal was to end.

Was he really to become and emasculate and human chamber pot? Or worse< the main course of a cannibalistic feast after being roasted alive? He shook his head, hoping to awake safe in his bed, this all being some strange and dreadful nightmare. But no, he really was lost deep in a trackless jungle. And then he saw the great anaconda slithering its stealthy way toward him and he fled again in abject panic.

Mara had been lurking nearby, trying to come up with another taunt, when she saw him flee the great snake and loosed two darts that found his back. She meant to have him spotted like a jaguar with round red welts before she was through with him.

On and on went the relentless pursuit. Many time she could have planted her darts into his organs but instead chose to further spot him with stinging welts. Only when she was down to her last three did she speak the words that would cause his last panic. She came upon a thicket where she knew he must have hid himself called out.

“Jorge! Your ass cheeks look so meaty and tasty! I think I will feast on one of them! And your cock and balls!”

Her words flushed him from the bushes like a panicked rabbit and he took two more darts amid his flight. His final and futile hiding place was with his back against the bole of a tree that failed to fully conceal him. Mara crept up silently and took the rope she carried on her belt. She pulled his hands behind him around the tree trunk and bound them tight, then used more of the rope to bind his feet down low.

She stepped around the tree and stood ten paces from him, her eyes alight in righteous cruelty, lips curled in contempt and loathing. He stood and caught her eyes, then bowed his head in resignation to whatever dreadful fate was to befall him.

Taking careful and leisurely aim she planted darts dead center in each of his balls and finally into the tip of his cock. He was too drained and exhausted even to scream, just giving out mewling whimpers each time his organs were pierced.

She unbound him from the tree and he dropped half senseless to the ground. He lay upon his belly and she tied his hands behind him, hobbled his ankles, then rolled him over and looped the rope around the base of his tortured organs so she could lead him in by them.

Grabbing his hair, she pulled him to his feet and set off at a brisk walk, tugging him along by his cock and balls, the darts still embedded in them. His flight had been long and the sun was at its zenith when Mara came to the wide trial that led from the stream to the village. She let out a high pitched whistle that signaled her sisters that she was bringing in her quarry and the gauntlet was waiting when she entered the ring of huts. He who had insulted the queen suffered rare cruelty passing through the gauntlet. Cane and whip strokes rained upon his stretched balls until they were black and blue.

Jorge was last to be brought in. His cohorts knelt awaiting their fate. He was dragged to the feet of the queen who looked down upon him as if he were some vile parasitic insect. She had decided to give him a choice, taste her or go on the spit to be roasted. She well knew what his choice would be when confronted with the dreadful alternative. There was no need for him to know the threat was an idle one.

Upon her command to climb up and taste her he hung his head in abject defeat and hastened to obey. His desperate attentions brought the queen two three deeply satisfying and triumphant orgasms before she kicked him from the platform and told him he would be spared from the spit but would still lose his balls.

Jorge watched in horror as, one by one, his underlings were bent over the log and put to rape by their captors with the big knobby cocks until the women came and their victims squirted the last cream of their lives. Then it was up onto the pole with their balls on the chopping block. Cheers and hooting laughter echoed in the forest with each fall of the machete. The severed parts were tossed into a basket.

Jorge’s turn came at last and he looked to see Mara standing with the big punitive mock organ jutting out from her bush, leering at him. Two Amazons seized him under the arms and he was bent over the log, his wrists and ankles tied to the stakes. Silence fell as Mara doused the cock with palm oil laced with the juice of a hot red pepper, poised herself with the cock pressed to his orifice and drove forward with her powerful glutes.

His scream was followed by wild cheering and cackling mirth. She ravaged him with gyrating thrusts as he whimpered and sniveled until he spent the last of his sperm upon the ground and she gave out a feral howl of triumphant ecstasy.

After he had sucked the instrument of his unmanning clean he was hoisted onto the pole with his balls on the block. To enhance his punishment a long steel skewer was run sideways through his balls. Kala gripped the skewer and pulled his balls out while Mara raised the blade. The severing when the blade came was felt by him as a mercy. His balls were added to the basket and then Mara picked it up, reached inside and took out handfuls of the severed parts and tossed them widely on the grass.

The feeding frenzy of the scavenging birds that swooped from the trees brought great entertainment to all. And the orgy celebrating the vanquishment of those who had come in their arrogance to challenge the reign of their queen and Woman Above was legendary.

CHAPTER TEN

Luis applied himself with total dedication to the training regimen Tala imposed upon him, at once delirious because such an earthly goddess had come to reign over his life yet terrified at the prospect of his castration. He had only a moon to transform himself into a perfect slave-mate. But he sensed the key to his salvation lay in abandoning all thought of self and devoting himself utterly to Tala’s pleasure and to those others whom Woman Above had exalted over him.

Mara served as Tala’s mentor, and as the first order of business showed her how to entube Luis’s cock and keep his balls tied properly. His balls had been aching since the very moment of his capture and the ache worsened every time he served Tala or another. 

Every morning he awoke to imbibe Tala’s golden vintage and the know the heaven of tasting her and bringing her to her matinal ecstasy. Tala had to devote much time to the fashioning of her marital cock so when Luis had used his tongue to bring her total satiation she devoted herself to that pursuit and had Mara and other sisters take over Luis’s rigor. His tongue was worked relentlessly day in and day out.

Tala also had to go forth into the jungle with bow and blowpipe, seeking a male jaguar to bring to earth so they could be upon it to take their vows, standing and kneeling on its tanned hide. The Luis would assume the position on it at the feet of Woman Above and be deflowered.

His only respite came in the mid-afternoon when the sun was hottest. Then Tala would lead him to the pool by the waterfall where others gathered with their slave-mates to frolic in the cool water. The Amazons would have their mates chin deep in the pool and mount their shoulders, engaging in grappling with each other to topple their opponents over into the water. Or they would have their mates stand neck deep and they would dive below the surface and attack them from any direction, gleefully wrestling with them until they had their mate’s head clamped between their thighs. Then they would haul them to the bank and release them, laughing as they gasped for breath.

There was a broad swath of open ground by the pool, covered with soft foliage and multicolored blooms that gave off sweet fragrance. There was much public lovemaking and sharing of mates. The women took turns enjoying the tongues of two slaves at once in various postures. All knew Luis was in training so he was put to rimming duty repeatedly in these dual pleasurings.

Tala took delight in the lengthening and strengthening of his tongue and by the midpoint of the moon it had become utterly tireless, giving ceaseless pleasure no matter how long he was put to service. But it took until three days before the end of the moon for her to feel it probe deep enough in her cavern to find her G. Relieved at his achieving the ultimate goal of his training she enjoyed it to heart’s content for the final days, feeling confident that he would be found pleasing by the queen and they would soon be wed.

Tala let Mara know of his success and Mara came that evening to instruct Luis in the giving of the triple pleasure, nose to clit, tongue to G and finger to hind hole. She told him the queen would be demanding of this pleasure and no slave who failed to give it had ever kept his balls. Tala found ecstasies that eclipsed all before and her hopes grew.

The day of his testing came all too soon and at sunset she led him to the queen’s hut to offer him for her pleasure. She left him to the queen’s mercy and went back to her hut to wait, hopeful, nearly certain, but still there was that nagging anxiety.

Luis knelt before the queen, firm in his resolve to serve her with a passionate worship that would ensure a life of marital bliss with his young goddess and save his balls. The queen wasted no time, just assumed her position of offering, snapped her fingers and pointed to her cunt.

She was seated so that the entirety of what lay beneath her thighs from top to bottom was accessible. He groveled to her and first tongued her parts everywhere, licking, sucking giving tender homage to her lower hole, wordlessly begging to know how first to please her best.

She put a hand behind his head and shifted so his tongue aligned with her cavern and he knew it was a moment of truth. Had his tongue lengthened so that it could probe in deeply and find the spot that pleased? He plunged in, straining for every fraction of depth and, to his joy and relief his tongue’s tip felt her soft mound beneath it.

He caressed and massage it, heartened when she gasped and then moaned in purest enjoyment. He sensed her arousal was nearing peak and a tug on his hair told him to go upward to take her big pearl between his lips to lick and suck her to her first throes of ecstasy. The great thighs clamped on his head in a grip that cut off all air or light and he knew it was futile to do anything but submit and hope they parted while he was still among the living.

And part they did, but just in time. A downward push of her hand told him all he needed to know. It was time to go to the bottom and make obeisance to her nether orifice. His searching tongue found its way there and he found the orifice loose and open so he could plunge in deep and swirl his tongue around. She gave out moans of deepest rapture and kept him at it long. Inwardly he gave thanks to Tala, Mara and all the others who had subjected him to the rigors of training that allowed him to keep the queen in her state of ongoing delight. He found new hope that his balls would be spared and her would be wed to his beloved.

At length the queen reached a pitch of arousal that made her big body all but scream for release from the heavenly tension. And only the triple pleasure would suffice. When she took hold of his hair and shifted so his lips were upon her portal Luis knew to plunge in to seek the G, press nose to her pearl and slip not one but three fingers into her nether hole.

Finger fucking softly, rubbing nose on her swollen pearl and straining deep to put his tongue’s tip to the mound he transported her, a chain of orgasms racking her body. She clamped her thighs in an iron grip and bucked and writhed so that he thought his neck might break but he soldiered on tireless with every art and skill he had learned. At last, the great gams parted as she went all to jelly in her satisfaction.

Then it was time for her to put her feet up on a stool so he could lick them while she relaxed in her contentment from his attentions. While he licked she spoke words of mingled threat and encouragement.

“Take heart and have hope pretty thing. Your balls are still in peril because our evening together is far from over. But so far my pleasure with you has been great and satisfying. You control your destiny. Continue as you have and you will be wed to your beloved and your balls will be safe in their little sack forever! Woman Above will bless the union of your spirits.”

As she spoke Luis showered passionate worship upon her soles and especially her toes, making sure his tongue went between them to caress and clean. He knew the key to the salvation of his balls lay in the abandonment of all dignity or thought of self.

His licking and his sweet submission whetted the queen’s appetite for more of his tongue between her thighs. But for this final round of pleasuring, he was to lie supine upon the bed while she lowered her fleshy mass onto him, at first facing forward, engulfing his face in her lush oozing crevice.

Attention to her hind hole was the first order of business and she commanded that he swirl his tongue in the way she had found so pleasing earlier. His nose was buried in her sucking moist cavern and only fleeting breaths were possible as she bore down remorseless with her smothering bulk. Long did he lick but his tongue never failed her, every swirl sending thrills of delight through her big body. She closed her eyes to immerse herself in the rapture until, inevitably, her arousal reach crescendo. With a backward shift she put pearl to his lips for him to lick and suck. His well-schooled mouth performed to perfection and his reward was a flooding of the salt/sweet elixir of her pleasure into it as she gave out a cry of bestial delight that was heard through the walls of the hut and throughout the village.

Tala was putting the final polishing to her cock and heard the queen’s cry. Hope filled her heart that she would soon use her instrument to lay claim to her sweet Luis and give him his true naming.

The queen shifted back to enjoy more of his attentions to her hind hole. She rode his face for he knew not how long, and though he yet felt fear for his balls it was heaven to have his face enveloped by her succulent womanhood and gulp down the juice of ecstasy that poured from her time after time.

She stood and turned about so she could mount his head facing his feet. He did not know, but it meant her affirmation, his deliverance, and his reward for the delight he had given her were soon to follow. His final attentions to her nether hole came first and when her arousal was piqued she shifted to offer her pearl for the last time.

Luis felt her body convulse as her last orgasm struck and heard the wild cry that told of her final and complete satisfaction. All tone seemed to leave her muscles and her great weight bore down, her tissues cutting off all light and air. His breath began to give out and his organism took over as he kicked wildly, wondering if her big cunt coming down to cover his face was to be the last sight to his living eyes. But then he felt her hand gripping his member and stroking it with knowing skill. The ache in his balls had been extreme throughout the evening, though he was so used to it he had barely noticed. Now it worsened so he could not ignore it, even as he felt the darkness of smothering oblivion start to overcome him.

But just before the black veil fell he felt the welling up in his balls, the hot itch in his shaft as it stiffened the more and then blessed and ecstatic release as he erupted with abundance onto his belly, his balls contracting with each spurt. The final darkness came over him and he knew no more.

Then a pungent scent filled his nostrils, snapping him to wakefulness and his eyes flew open to see the queen kneeling beside him with a kind smile on her face. She held a wooden spoon that she used to scoop and scrape up his product and feed it to him. Then she went to sit on her throne and invited him to come and kneel beside her while she waited for Tala to arrive and be informed of her judgement.

At the appointed time Tala entered the queen’s hut and nearly fainted in relief when she saw the queen enthroned with Luis kneeling beside her, the queen petting his head tenderly and smiling warmly. She gave her appraisal.

“Tala dear he is a special and rare one. I think he was born knowing that what is between the thighs of Woman is a holy place of worship. Woman Above has placed just a few like him among the rest of the lustful and selfish males. That you captured him and will now be wed to him is a sign of her special favor. You are meant for great things. Now take him home to prepare for your wedding.”

Tala leashed his balls and led him back to her hut. There she entubed his cock and showed him the big mock organ she was to employ to claim him as her own and erase any lingering trace of “manhood” that might remain within him. Like all grooms, he asked timorously if it would hurt and she had to be honest and say it would at first, but then there would be pleasure that would make him long for her cock always.

When ordered to take it in mouth she thrilled when he opened wide, enfolded it with his lips and began to suck with worshipful zeal, his tongue caressing it’s every inch. When the time came for him to take it full down he took hold of her hips and pressed forward of his own accord against his gullet until there was soft pop and it slid down his throat. She worked her hips to push it in all the way and soon she was rubbing his nose in her fragrant ginger bush. She heard the hissing of breath through his nose as he drank in her scent and she could feel it deepening his surrender.

They practiced long and hard to be sure the fellatio would be performed to perfection during the ceremony but she refrained from coming so that her orgasm then would be of highest intensity. Even the simple act of his assuming the position of offering was practiced many times. 

A booming drum sounded, summoning all to come and bear witness to their union. Tala led her young groom forth to kneel before the queen while she stood looking down with love upon her you and lovely groom. He spoke his vows with a voice filled with worship. Not an eye was dry when the queen pronounced them wife and slave-mate.

Then Luis performed the fellatio to memorable perfection, Tala’s pent-up desire bringing an orgasmic cry that echoed in the trees and frightened birds to flight as the gush of her pleasure trickled down her thighs and puddled on the spotted hide.

At her sign, Luis assumed the position and Mara stepped forward to pour some palm oil down his crack and onto Tala’s mock organ.

Tala knelt behind him and used two hands to spread his fetching buns and take in the sight of his tight brown virgin orifice. It puckered and trembled in his fear. She pressed her tip against it, let go of his cheeks so the closed together again, took hold of his hips and threw her own forward in a hard stabbing thrust. The flared glans plunged through just past his tightness and his orifice closed around it. He cried out at the stabbing, stretching pain.

No mercy was in Tala’s heart as she drew her hips back for another driving thrust. The time for mercy and pleasure would come later. Now it was ordained by Woman Above that there be pain to make him know his place. Her second thrust drove the shat in half way and the third seated it to its depth. She leaned over to whisper in his ear.

“Feel that my darling, my bush tickling your behind? You have all of my cock in you now and I’m going fuck you and make you love it!”

She rutted hard, hurting him more at first as he whimpered and sniveled. But the inevitable soon came to be and to her joy his whimpering spoke of growing pleasure and soon they moved together in the rhythm of passion. Suddenly he gasped and let out a deep moan of helpless surrender as his plenty spurted onto the jaguar hide. Tala had held herself at hair trigger awaiting his epiphany and let the trigger trip, throwing her head back to howl at the heavens above.

They collapsed sideways nestled like spoons. She gave him a few more pokes as if to affirm her dominance and ownership. Then, keeping him impaled, she whispered in his ear again.

“You are mine now darling, truly and forever! And I will name you Fanga!”

She pulled out and stood. He got to his knees and, as she had instructed during their rehearsals, he took her cock in mouth to suck it clean. Then it was time for the naming and branding.

Tala stood on the jaguar hide with him kneeling at her feet and gazing up into her eyes with more love than any words could express. She put a hand softly on his head and proclaimed him to be henceforth known as “Fanga.”

The queen could never resist make her joke about his name meaning “balls in danger” and the assemblage never tired of hearing it or failed to laugh. The look of fear on the new slave-mate’s face was just too precious.

Tala chose to brand his balls but on the front of the sack, a more forthright claim of ownership. Mara came to assist, giving his sack a tight squeeze to stretch it tight and shiny before Tala applied the iron. The effect was quite lovely. Tala tenderly soothed his sack with the balm and then tied his balls up and led him away to the hut. She entubed his cock and then guided him to the bed to cuddle like spoons. First she allayed his fear for his balls.

“Darling our queen makes jokes. You balls are mine and it is for me alone to decide where they are to be. And they will be in that little sack of yours forever because they contain the seed that will someday start our precious one within me. And in your tongue your new name means “Blessed Gift.”

And happiness and pleasure reigned within the hut as was always so when man surrendered to an earthly avatar of woman above.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

But things were less simple for Cama, a member of the new cadre of young Amazons who had come to begin their service to the queen. Brown skinned, raven locked, but blue-eyed from some ancestral union of Amazon with treasure hunter, the queen had awarded her Juan, one of Jorge’s underlings who the queen had deemed possibly capable of reform and redemption after he had served her upon his capture.

Juan was still young, but a year older than Luis and had been that much longer under the influence of Jorge and his loutish and lustful cohorts. It fell to Mara to assist Cama in her breaking and training of him.

Cama had never before known the pleasures of the tongue when she led Juan hobbling to her hut. She was in a heated state after witnessing the richly deserved fates of Jorge et. al. and when she enthroned herself and commanded him to lick her she came quickly and hard in her excitement from his fearful attentions. But she still found something lacking.

She kept him bound as a precaution, though she knew he was likely no match for her Amazon strength and she made him serve her several times more, the last time with him supine on the bed while she rode him facing his feet, making him rim her while flicking his stretched balls with her fingers when his tongue tired and her pleasure waned. Satisfied at last, she rolled him onto the floor and made him sleep there still bound. But even though her lust was eased so that she could sleep on a deeper level she remained unfulfilled.

Mara arrived in the morning with Lingua at leash to take stock of the situation. Mara cut Juan’s bonds away. After a light breakfast they all took a stroll down to the pool, stopping of to see to nature’s call on the way. After a quick dip to cool off and refresh Mara quizzed Cama about her first experience of pleasures the night before. They spoke in the Amazon tongue so Juan could not be aware of what might await him.

“I very much enjoyed myself Mara. Coming was much better from being licked than it ever was from using my fingers. But still it left me wanting something more.”

“That’s only natural Cama. I could try to explain, but sometimes words are not enough. I will now have my sweet Lingua serve you and Juan can serve me so I can get a feel for him. Then we can talk more.”

They each lay down on their backs, parting their legs. Lingua went willingly to put his face between Cama’s thighs but Mara had to grab Juan by the hair and pull his face into her cunt. Lingua soon had Cama in the throes of a multi-climax by way of the triple pleasure. Some minutes later Mara managed one less than satisfactory orgasm from Juan’s fearful but reluctant tongue. Mara asked Cama for her reaction.

“Mara! I never dreamed such delight! He gave me pleasure to bottom and made me come so I lost count!”

“Was there something else you noticed Cama?”

“Yes! I seemed he fell in love with me at first taste and it made everything perfect! How could he love me? He never met me!”

“He adores all women Cama. He has accepted that all women are created in the image of Woman Above and all are to be worshipped equally. His is mine, but yet he belongs to all of us. I am a lucky one to have found him. He is not my the first I have sought to make my slave-mate. I took the balls of two others when they failed to please the queen. They were much like Juan. But I have learned much about things during my time of service. Pain mingled with pleasure is the key to Juan’s redemption and reform. We must begin with pain to break his will and punish him for the wrong he has surely done to women. But first he must confess to those wrongs he has done. Let’s go back to the hut and give him the truth potion.”

They led the slave back to the village. Mara left Lingua at her hut and assigned him some household duties to occupy him while she and Cama extracted Juan’s confession.

The truth potion was given by way of a pecan sized; hard pellet made from the sap of a tree. They made Juan bend over in the position and Mara pressed the pellet into his hind hole. Then they sat enthroned and waited as the pellet dissolved and its ingredient was absorbed into his body. Juan felt it first as a warmth that spread out through his body that put him in a trance.

The interrogation began. They asked probing questions and demanded that he divulge any offenses he had committed against women. He resisted and denied at first, but all the while he felt a growing, itching heat inside his behind and a loosening of his lips. First there were grudging admissions, but soon he was babbling on, pouring out confessions of use and abuse of women. Several he had seduced with wild blandishments, used them for his pleasure and abandoned them, gloating over his conquests during drinking bouts with Jorge and the rest of them. Two he had impregnated but disavowed fatherhood. And two he had outright raped. And worse, following his idol Jorge’s example, he had scorned the tasting of Woman and had boasted of it to anyone who would listen.

The potion not only extracted the truth but brought out feelings of guilt and shame. He hung his head while Mara berated him.

“You have done much wrong to your betters Juan, thinking only of your selfish pleasure. What do you think must be done to set things right?”

“I must be punished! I must suffer!”

“Yes Juan. You will suffer now and badly! You will be broken and your soul will be purged. Let us go now to the whipping tree!”

With a meekness induced by the potion Juan allowed himself to be led by the balls to a place at the edge of the forest where a long stout limb projected from the trunk of a big tree three man heights above the ground. A rope was hung from the limb. A yard long, arm thick length of bamboo was tied to it. Mara sent Cama to call for the drum beat that would tell all to assemble at the whipping tree to witness his punishment.

Cama returned and they tied Juan’s hands behind him and bound his ankles to the bamboo so his legs were spread wide. They hauled him aloft so he hung helpless and at their mercy. They whips and other instruments of torment were stored in a small bamboo and grass structure close by. Mara went there and first selected four long and thin snake skin whips, their length matching her armspread and also a thin bamboo cane. She handed a pair of whips to Cama.

Mara was much skilled in the wielding of the leather but Cama was unschooled. She would get her first lesson in the inflicting of torment upon his tender hide. Juan’s punishment was to be quite prolonged. 

Juan’s cock was still entubed so Mara gave his glans a sharp whack of the cane. His cock wilted and she tossed the tube aside. His cock stiffened again despite his predicament. And it was now helplessly vulnerable to any torment they might wish to inflict upon it.

All had gathered by now, both Amazons and their slave-mates. Last to arrive was the queen, riding on a litter born by four eunuchs. Mara commanded Juan to repeat his confessions as he hung there awaiting justice. He poured it all out again as murmurs of growing outrage were heard from the assemblage. Soon there was an outcry, dripping with righteous fury.

“The whips! The whips!”

Mara could only oblige her enraged sisters. She held a whip in each hand and whirled them over her head in a whooshing blur. She took a step forward and the whirling, searing leather bit Juan’s flesh, starting just below his shoulders and working upward toward where his organs dangled. He gave full voice to his torment, craven, sniveling, finally just screaming when her lashes bit cock and balls. Cheers of approval were heard from the spectators.

When he broke down into abject sobbing Mara continued for a few more strokes, then ceased. Then she had Cama practice the whirling motion of the whips until they too were a blur. She stepped forward to put the pain to Juan and continued as her sisters whooped and jumped up and down in their glee at his richly deserved agony.

Mara stepped in to add her own whirling whips and the flogging went on until both were winded and Juan was red-striped from ankles to shoulder, his organs black and blue and bleeding in spots. He hung sobbing and whimpering, pleading for mercy. But the assembled sisters were unanimous that he had yet to suffer enough. More cries rang out.

“The burn sticks! The burn sticks!”

Mara went to the storage and brought out four arm’s length, thumb-thick sticks of wood with bark still on them. With a knife she whittled away the bark, leaving just enough for a hand hold on each stick. Red sap oozed out where she had removed the bark. The sap would cause a searing sensation even on unbroken, unwelted skin. And Juan’s skin was neither, being reddened and open all over from the lash. 

Mara handed two sticks to Cama and they ran the sticks all over his body, leaving not a square inch untouched, especially his organs as he howled in an agony that far eclipsed that of the whipping. Mara and Cama stood back to watch as he passed into a state where all he could do was babble and blubber softly and pathetically, his mind gone. The queen declared him broken and the spectators dispersed, muttering their approval of what they had witnessed.

Mara went to the storage and brought back a large earthenware pot. It held a soothing and healing balm. She invited Cama to scoop up a big handful of it and explained.

“He is broken now Cama. His mind is a void and he is like soft clay to be molded by you. Now is the time for healing and kindness. Let us begin by laying this balm all over him to soothe his torment and put him asleep. Then we’ll take him to your hut, put him to bed and let him pass the night. In the morning you will be tender and kind to him. I will return in the morning and we will begin his changing.”

They carried him back to the hut and laid him on the bed. Cama laid down beside him and gently petted his head until she too drifted off.

At dawn Mara entered the hut and gently woke both of them Juan was in a stupor and moaned softly in lingering pain. It was time for more of the balm that had yet another effect. Once the pain was gone it induced a state of euphoria. He lay upon his back and Mara told Cama to mount his head facing his feet and press her pudenda onto his face. She began to apply the balm and explained.

“Now the balm will take away all pain and begin to bring him pleasure. That pleasure and the taste and scent of you will become one in his mind.”

When the balm was spread all over his anterior except for his organs they rolled him over gently so he lay with is face between Cama’s thighs as Mara spread the balm over the rest of him. Cama gave out a sigh of her own pleasure.

“I feel his tongue! He’s tasting me like he is hungry!”

“It’s just the beginning Cama. Let’s roll him over. Then mount his face again.”

When Cama had her parts pressed to his face Mara continued her instructions.

“Now take the balm and put it to his things. I have left them untouched by it so he can feel your hands upon him. Caress him softy, rub it in well. It will be absorbed and bring great pleasure. Then begin to stroke him and when the time comes let him have his pleasure. The pleasure of squirting and the taste of you will likewise become one in his mind. As they days pass let him have this pleasure but slowly withdraw it, making him wait for it longer and longer. Soon we must take him before the queen to beg her indulgence for some extra time to train him. He is far behind the likes of my Lingua and Tala’s sweet Luis.”

After seven days they took Juan to the queen’s hut and made his assume the posture of submission, on his knees, bent forward at the waist, face to the ground, arms extended. Then Mara petitioned for an extra half a moon of time, citing his ever growing submission and selflessness. The queen listened patiently and gave her assent.

In the next seven days Juan was granted release only once and after those days they entubed his cock for the moon of training and he was denied throughout it. The queen was most pleased with him upon his testing and spoke eloquently at their wedding before pronouncing them mates.

“Woman above is a vengeful goddess but also a forgiving one. There is joy in her heavenly realm when a males forsakes his life of evil and surrenders himself, putting his feet upon the path to paradise as she ordains. Young Juan has so forsaken that wretched life and will now come within the circle of her love that we all share.”

Juan’s deflowering and surrender of any final vestiges of “manhood” were memorable and Cama chose to brand his ball sack from behind in emulation of her mentor Mara. She renamed him Boranga meaning “Redeemed One.”

Boranga was to become an exemplary slave-mate and a delight to all with whom Cama shared him.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Peace and harmony reigned in the village once the invasion of Jorge and his cohorts had been vanquished and proper justice had been dispensed.

One early morning Mara led Lingua out into the forest to a small clearing where sweet berries and fruits grew in abundance on the trees and bushes around the edge. He carried a large basket he had woven to fill it with the produce.

Mara carried her bow and stood by supervising and also keeping an eye out for game that would serve for meat at the evening meal. She made her way stealthily along the edge of the trees, peering into the forest and spied a small peccary within arrow range. The arrow took it through the heart and it first leaped into the air and then ran off headlong for a short distance before going down beyond her sight. She set off to retrieve it.

Lingua was busy gather fruit when he heard a rustling and turned to see a strange and menacing apparition, a woman of Amazon physique with dark brown skin standing in a crouch in the middle of the clearing. Her pate was shaven except for a long braid at its top that fell to the middle of her back. She was much tattooed and her ears and face were pierced with many silver ornaments. Her coal black eyes regarded him with a predatory gleam and on her lips was a leering grin that exposed fang-like eye teeth. She held a long spear.

Mara emerged from the forest behind Lingua with the peccary slung over her shoulder and saw the fierce creature eying her beloved Lingua, seeming ready to pounce. She dropped the pig, took up her bow and nocked an arrow, going to full draw and taking aim. The savage’s eyes turned to her with hate and fear in them and she hissed some curse and fled. Just before she disappeared into the trees Mara’s arrow, shot in haste, took her in the left cheek of her behind. She howled in pain and fury, jumping high in the air. Two others of her kind emerged from cover and fled along with her. Lingua looked up at Mara in bewilderment as she explained.

“You have seen some of our bad sisters Lingua. They dwell deep in the forest; we know not where at this time. They get their pleasure from each other’s bodies. That we do not hold against them. My sisters and I sometimes share friendly pleasure with each other. What makes them hateful and to be feared is their other ways.”

“They need males to seed them that they may breed more of their kind. They mostly prey upon native males, capturing them one by one for this use. One male can seed many women. But they especially covet our white slave-mates. We are stronger than they so they fear us. But still, they attack from time to time and sometimes succeed in snatching one of our mates.”

“In my first moon of duty here there was such an attack and one of us lost her mate to them. He was taken while out gathering food one morning like you just were and his disappearance went undiscovered until sunset because his mate was out on patrol. We gathered a war party and picked up their trail at first but lost it deep in the jungle and gave up the search.”

“Half a moon passed. Her mate was heartbroken and filled with rage. She convinced me and several other sisters to set off on a search again. We stumbled upon their village mostly by luck after two days. But we were too late. Now you must know of the worst of it. They are cannibals. After a male has serviced all of them who wish to be seeded he is put on the spit to become their feast of man meat. But first there is torture most horrible for their cruel amusement. There is the burning and cutting off of the man parts. Then there is the flaying and the rubbing on of spices to make their meat tasty and make their victim suffer most awfully. Finally, he is gutted alive and the head is severed. Then the meat goes on the spit.”

“We crept up to the village and slipped into the circle of huts and saw what we had dreaded. Only the bones of the captured mate remained and the bad sisters lay all over upon the ground entwined in their wild orgy of celebration. They were many and we were few, so we loosed arrows at them and fled. They were too lost in their pleasures to even notice the dead among them.”

“Later we returned in force and routed them from their village. We burned it to the ground. But they fled even deeper into the jungle and surely built anew. I think those we saw today were just scouts. We must alert the queen and all sisters and our guard must be up. I fear an attack is coming.”

The village went to high alert. No slave-mate was allowed to venture out into the forest unguarded. Patrols were doubled. But several moons past and there was no further sign of the bad sisters so slowly guard was let down and life went back to normal. Lingua and the other slave-mates went about their business gathering the fruits of the forest until the day it happened.

Mara was out on patrol and Lingua set out seeking succulent fruits and berries. He ventured deeper into the forest than usual, the nearby trees and bushes being already picked clean. Suddenly, a dozen of the bad sisters sprung from cover and surrounded him. They eyed him with lust and then he was seized, hung by wrists and ankles from a pole and carried off.

They traveled at a brisk and tireless trot, stopping once to rest and eat lightly when the sun was high. Then it was off again until sunset when they stopped and made camp. He was given a little food and water. Then they drove stakes into the ground and tied him to them by wrists and ankles so he was spread-eagled.

First they just gloated over him, speaking in their guttural tongue, grinning leering. His balls were stretched and aching and his cock was entubed as usual. They fondled and kneaded his balls, flicking them painfully with their fingers and nodded to each other in seeming approval of the length of his cock.

Then one of them mounted his head facing forward while another impaled herself upon his entubed organ and began to pleasure herself, rising and falling along his length. He used his tongue upon the other in fearful desperation until she cried out in savage ecstasy and another took her place. On it went until all were satisfied by way of tongue or cock and they left him lying there and curled up together in a heap to slumber until dawn.

There was another day of trotting through the forest, another night of pleasuring and sleeping and at sunset the next day they arrived at the secluded village. A big bonfire was already burning in the firepit and he saw the dreaded spit lying beside it. A log of mid-thigh diameter lay near by the firepit and they bound him down to it on his back. He was gleefully used for pleasure by all in the village while they guzzled great quantities of the fiery liquor. When all were drunk and sated they retried to huts to sleep, leaving him there for the night.

In the morning they unbound him and he was taken into the woods to do his morning business, then taken to a pond to be roughly bathed. Then it was back to the log. As he lay there bound helpless one of them approached him with gleam in her eyes. By her tattoos and piercings he recognized her as the first one of them he had seen in the forest moons ago.

She held a wooden cane and grabbed hold of his entubed cock, then gave his glans the sharp whack that would wilt his organ. When he wilted she slipped the tube off. He knew what was coming and strove to suppress erection but she just cackled and took his organ in her mouth to suck and harden him. She leered at him as he felt her fondling him appraisingly. Then she mounted him and he felt himself slide into her moist warm cavern.

He gritted his teeth and clenched his muscles to resist the seeding but the wicked delight her cavern bestowed upon his member prevailed. He had been denied squirting for half a moon and had been looking forward to Mara’s cock the evening of the very day of his capture, so just a few times of her rising and falling along his length caused him to erupt with abundance. She settled down upon him so he would pump his seed into her deepest depths and shrieked in her own triumphant climax.

She dismounted and they entubed his organ again. In spite of himself he hardened. Then he was used for pleasure for the remainder of the day and into the night, the bad sisters riding face and cock, while others whooped in their glee and drank themselves into stupor.

The next day he was taken out to relieve himself and be bathed, then tied to the log again. But that day he was just used for pleasure and there was no seeding. That happened the day after. He knew then that they knew to give him a day between seedings so he would regain full potency.

On it went for perhaps half a moon. He lost track of the days and of how many of the bad sisters he had seeded. Then one day a large fire was started in the pit in the early morning. Big logs were set to burning and the bad sisters looked at him and licked their lips. This could only mean that upon the coming of night he was to become their feast of man meat and terror gripped his heart.

They took their pleasure with him throughout the day and added some cruel attentions to his organs, painful whacks of the cane to his balls. When the sun was low he took a cane whack to the glans to wilt him and the tube was removed. He sensed that the tortures preceding the feast were about to begin. The one he had seeded first approached him, holding an iron rod that had been heated red hot in the fire. She extended it slowly toward his helpless and vulnerable parts.

But just before the searing touch an arrow seemed to just appear, piercing the hand that held the rod. She screamed and dropped the rod and he recognized Mara’s familiar fletching on the shaft. His would- be torturer fled, still screaming.

He looked around and saw Kala, Bala, Mala, Cama and many of their other sisters on the attack and putting the bad sisters to flight. Then Mara was there beside him. She cut away his bonds and held him close to her full breasts in the loving grip of her powerful arms as he wetted her breasts with his tears of relief.

The Amazons, some thirty of them gathered around. He fell to his knees and poured out words of gratitude. But Mara expected more than words.

“My sweet Lingua we searched the forest many days for you with little rest and were denied the attentions of our slave-mates. Would it not be fitting to show your gratitude with actions rather than words? Remember the meaning of your name in your language: “Precious Tongue!”

Eagerly and joyfully, he laid himself back upon the log. There was no need to bind him. Cama mounted his face first while Bala softly sucked his member. Each of them took her turn upon him while a second teased his organ with hands or lips, keeping him just on the edge of squirting. It was heavenly torture through pleasure and he gave his all to each, imbibing each gush of their pleasure juice until his belly was awash.

Mara enjoyed his tongue last and exercised the privilege of finishing him. She stood beside him and gave his organ the final strokes that would cause him to erupt. The sisters near expired in mirth and clapped their hands as his creamy spurts were launched high in the air.

They proceeded toward home at a leisurely pace, taking three days and nights. Each night he selflessly gave each the triple pleasure to ease them to their sleep. Never before had he felt so treasured and enfolded by love because these beauties he adored had risked their lives to save him. Not for a moment regret the foolish adventure that had lead to this life of heavenly captivity.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Village life returned to its happy normal, the bad sisters having been routed again and their intended victim back in the safety of the fold.

One morning after she had denied him release for half a moon and his balls were aching much, Mara took a day off from her duties to spend the day with him. She was unusually tender and passionate, kissing him deeply, holding him close to her, making him melt at the feel of her silken nudity, having him lick her softly but refraining from orgasm. He sensed there was something special but knew not what.

They feasted upon the leg of peccary for the evening meal and drank a bit of the fiery liquor. Then she took him by the hand and led him into the hut. She unbound his balls, letting them hang free, then took up the cane and gave his glans the wilting whack. He flinched and yelped as always and when his cock slipped from the tube she took it tenderly in her mouth to soothe and harden him. Then she laid down on the bed supine with legs parted in invitation with a special gleam in her eyes.

“The time has come Lingua my love! I feel the ripeness of my body to accept your seed and start our beautiful one within me! Come to me now!”

He stepped toward her, head spinning in a delirium and his knees failed him at the foot of the bed so he toppled over upon her. She just laughed tenderly and reached for his organ to guide it into her. He gasped in surprise as he slid into her heaven. It was known to him but never had it felt so good. He sensed that with even the slightest movement he would erupt and leave her unsatisfied so he held stock still wondering what to do. She, in her turn, sensed his dilemma, wrapped arms and legs tight around him and whispered in his ear.

“All I want my darling is to feel your seed filling me! Think of nothing else! Now give forth!”

Just a half dozen soft rollings of his hips sufficed. First there was the welling up in his aching balls, the heavenly and ecstatic release and the gushing of his life giving plenty. Mara’s high pitched sigh in the midst of a sweet soft orgasm harmonized with his deep moan of celestial bliss. She squeezed him tighter as joyful tears poured from her yes and whispered again in his ear.

“My darling, I feel her already! Oh, what a beauty she will be, formed from our love!”

The consuming moment left them pleasantly drained and spent and they drifted into sleep lying as they were.

Two moons passed. One day Mara took his hand and held it to her belly so he could feel the swelling there. That same day there was hubbub in the village as a cadre of ten new young Amazons arrived to begin their service to the queen.

Mara had Lingua pack her belongings into a big backpack and clean the hut to prepare for its new occupant. Then she led him by the hand as he bore the big pack. They stood in line with the other nine of her sisters and their slave-mates who were to begin their trek to the village deep in the forests where children were born and raised. All the departing sisters had slight bulges in their bellies as well, having taken the seed of their slave-mates two moons ago.

After the ritual changing of the guard, they set off along the well worn trail, slave-mates at leash by their stretched, purple balls. Eunuchs Jake and Jorge brought up the rear, pulling heavily laden travois, urged along by the whips of two young Amazons who followed to guard and assist.

EPILOGUE

The years seemed to fly by for Mara and her loving Lingua. But they were happy years as they watched Tama, the beauty born of their union grow. With her mother’s Amazon physique and raven locks, her golden brown skin and her father’s deep green eyes she was the joy of their lives.

At last, the day came when she was to join nine of her young sisters to go down the jungle trail to begin service to the queen. There were tears at the parting but also pride in the fine young one that had sprung from them.

The doting parents watched as the line of young warriors made their way down the trail and were lost among the greenery. Mara stood tall with Lingua kneeling by her side, her hand tenderly tousling his hair. Lingua looked up at her to speak.

“I will miss her so One Above Me! And we will have much more time on our hands now with the nest empty.”

“I will miss her as much Lingua darling. The hut will seem empty. And yes, we will have more time and also more privacy. All the better to enjoy your precious tongue!”
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