
        
            
                
            
        

    
INTERVIEW WITH THE DOMINATRIX

CHAPTER ONE

Rod Stark, who dubbed himself “the Rod”, implying his exceptional male endowment, though in fact that endowment was well below average, had a video podcast that was waning in its popularity among his toxically masculine and “incel” (involuntary celibate) audience and he knew it, due to its becoming repetitious and boring. It consisted mostly of his solo rants about how strong and independent feminist women were unjustly rejecting his ilk. Sometimes he was joined by another of his type to whine like bitches about their sexual frustration and profess their “divinely ordained male supremacy” and entitlement to female submission. The lame and self-serving religious pretensions were meant to impart an aura of legitimacy to their odious ideology.

But sometimes he would regale his audience with tales of his sexual conquests, most of them complete fabrications. Blond haired and blue eyed, superficially handsome with a fixed smirk on his face he fancied himself to be irresistible to women despite being the consummate jerk every woman despised. He prowled the bars regularly but his sexual advances and pathetic pickup lines were so lame and vulgar he was rejected without exception. Often, out of spite, he would pinch a tit or grab a crotch before making his exit, red-faced in humiliation. He would then persuade himself they were unworthy of him. His only “successes” came by way of drugging his hapless victims if the rare opportunity presented for him to slip something into their drinks. He shamed himself frequently by his own “manly” standards by using his hand for release.

He cast about to find a way to spice up his podcast and reverse his dwindling number of followers. His attention turned to “femdom”, the sexual domination of men by women. He visited websites devoted to this with his loathing rising to the boiling point. How dare these depraved bitches reduce the male to such a state in defiance of what he believed to be all the laws of god and nature?

And he determined he had found the way to revive his faltering cast. He would invite one of these degenerate creatures to engage in an “interview” during which he would hold up her perverse lifestyle for ridicule and condemnation and humiliate her.

He searched the dark web for a likely prospect and settled upon one Mistress Minerva, possibly the worst of the lot. Tall, statuesque, raven hair in a long ponytail, steel blue eyes with a permanent gleam of lust set in a face with a set expression of regal arrogance, high forehead and cheekbones, aquiline nose, full sensuous lips, she embodied all he outwardly disdained, and subconsciously both feared and longed for.

She forced her “slaves” to submit to every conceivable humiliation and degradation, the cunnilingus he abhorred and scorned and worse, the anilingus. Then there was sodomy by way of the strapon dildo that reduced the slaves to sniveling bitches, cruel whippings and torments inflicted upon the male organs and most loathsome of all, toilet servitude. The slaves would be forced to drink her piss and even ingest her feces.

He paid to access her extreme femdom website and watch video after video online, grinding his teeth in detestation and repugnance. Worst of all the slaves submitted to her not with reluctance but with pathetic eagerness, usually begging for anything she might want to subject them to. They seemed to adore her like onto a goddess. Surely his audience would find renewed and invigorated righteous rage and titillation and his podcast would be revived.

She provided an email address primarily for those males who wanted to arrange private sessions of degradation with her for a high fee. He sent her an email inviting her to an “interview and debate” over the status of the genders in the “natural and divinely ordained” order of things.

CHAPTER TWO

Mistress Minerva checked her email daily. She winnowed the wheat from the chaff, scoffing at and deleting fawning emails from males who weren’t serious enough to pay the fee. She came upon Rod’s email and after reading it her finger hovered over the delete key for a moment as she felt skeptical and reluctant at first. But as she pondered she found her interest piqued. This could at least be great fun.

He had invited her to watch his podcast before responding. She cackled wickedly and smugly as she watched and found herself more eager than ever to participate, confidant the one she was soon to call “slave Rodney” would succumb to her. By the end she found she knew him better than he knew himself and where every chink in his tinfoil armor lay.

Minerva’s website barely scratched the surface of her true lifestyle. A member of a highly secretive cabal of female supremacists, she kept a personal harem of five slaves who served her pleasure, satisfying the boundless lust and capacity for orgasmic pleasure that she and her fellow mistresses took as self-evident proof of the superiority of their gender. They were zealous in their ideology, believing the deity to be female with woman created in her image and the male created as a lesser being and lower life form whose only purpose was to serve the superior sex.

She acquired her slaves not by way of the website but be going on the prowl for likely prospects and seducing them into her clutches. She actually sought out those of Rodney’s ilk, reveling in the challenge of reducing them to a state of emasculated submission. No male failed to succumb to her erotic allure and dominant will.

Slaves were rotated through her dungeon, serving terms of varying length before she publicly castrated them and sold them off at auction to be eunuch slaves to other mistresses who needed gardeners, or housemaids or slave labor in their highly profitable businesses. The balls of one of her slaves would be doomed when Minerva felt an itch for another conquest.

The days of the balls of slave James, her current slave of longest tenure, were numbered when Minerva set her sights on “the Rod”, who would be easy meat for this tigress. But she meant to toy with him first to prolong his chagrin and humiliation, induce him to struggle in vain against his slow but certain descent into abject submission, all the while knowing he was powerless to stop it.

CHAPTER THREE

They agreed to hold the interview one week hence. Minerva had only two conditions. She was to be seated comfortably in the black leather recliner of her choice. She would make the purchase and have it delivered. And they would be seated ten feet apart during the interview. Rod would settle for his usual faux leather executive desk chair.

The interview was to begin at eight o’clock PM sharp on the appointed date. Rod sat waiting in his chair, drumming his fingers, camera rolling. Minerva chose to be fashionably late just to annoy him and set the tone of things.

She arrived wearing a skin tight catsuit, black and made of the softest and most supple leather with knee high black stiletto boots for her footwear. The suit accentuated her sumptuous and curvaceous and muscular womanly physique. Rod wore khakis and a blue golf shirt. He rose and stood halfway between them facing the camera as he spoke.

“Guys! Good friends and holders of the line against the forces of pernicious feminism! Tonight I have invited one who represents the most extreme of that ilk, the dominatrix who calls herself “Mistress Minerva.” I can’t say I welcome her to our show this evening because she epitomizes the worst of the worst and I will not mince words. It is my intention to wither her with scorn and sarcasm, denounce her depravity and rejection of God’s natural order and send her away in tears!”

He took his seat and fixed her with what he thought of as his icy, condemning glare. But there eyes met and it was he who blinked when those steel blue eyes met his in a stare at once frigid and smoldering. He had written down questions to ask of her and stammered out the first.

“Let’s start at the beginning Minnie…’

“That’s Mistress Minerva to you Rodney! Trust me, your disrespect will have consequences!”

“Whatever. Just let me ask what led you into this depraved lifestyle of yours?”

“I’m quite sure I was born this way Rodney.”

“That’s Mr. Rod to you!’

She put him squarely in his place.

“Enough of your macho posturing Rodney. And Rodney it will be or I will walk and ruin your little dog and pony show!”

He nodded in acquiescence, not realizing it was his first step onto the downward spiraling staircase into his enslavement. She continued.

“I was a tomboy when young and very much enjoyed beating up on and humiliating little boys. Then, upon puberty, there was the awakening of my sexuality and certain lustful urges in keeping with my childhood. I began to see males as weak and stupid beings but felt an attraction nevertheless, a kind of burning itch that could only be soothed if I gained their submission. It took until my senior year in high school for it all to come to fullest fruition.”

A lustful gleam came to her eyes that made him fidget as she seemed to reminisce for a while before continuing.

“I think my demeanor scared the boys away so I had no dates until that last year when I made bold to ask a male classmate I found fetching to the fall Homecoming dance. He looked at me with such a mingling of terror and desire and accepted, seemingly afraid not to. He was a towheaded thing with the most soft and sensitive blue eyes and he sparked my predatory desire. I could barely endure the dance my pussy was so wet and tingling. I dragged him out early inviting him to find a secluded place to park and “neck.” But though his lips never touched my upper lips they gave sweet worship to my lower lips, as you might say.”

Rodney sat bolt upright in his chair, his face red with indignation.

“You forced that innocent to perform that unnatural act?”

“Well…I didn’t really have to force him. I had worn no panties. I dipped my fingers in my pussy and rubbed my ooze on his face. He went down for more like a starving dog. I don’t know how long he was down there under my skirt but it was heavenly, orgasm after orgasm until I was limp as a noodle. Of course, he got nothing but, I’m sure, a pair of aching balls.”

Rodney pounded the arms of his chair in righteous rage.

“You degenerate harlot!”

“Flattery will get you nowhere Rodney! Now let me continue. He was the first of my conquests and memorable on that account. I became an artful seductress with a keen sense of who might succumb to me. By third semester I had half a dozen dying for a ‘date’ with my pussy. I had my pick of the lickers!”

Rodney shook his head in disgust.

“What did your parents think of all this? Didn’t you get a reputation?”

“My lickers were sworn to secrecy under pain of not getting another taste. My parents would have been appalled of course, being strict Catholics. Funny, but I bore not the slightest resemblance to either of them. They never said so but I’m sure I was adopted. Through all this I had not neglected my studies during my dateless years and I continued to excel academically to the point where I graduated summa cum laude and valedictorian. I earned a full scholarship to a university far away and fled there at the first opportunity, never to return to my sad little home town.”

She paused again as if basking in fond memories.

“College was my liberation and the unleashing of my every longing and lust. Far from any constraints, I soon had  a virtual harem of lickers. And I began to explore the more extreme of femdom practices. One Saturday while taking a walk along some out of the way streets I stumbled upon and establishment called Mistress Olivia’s Erotic Boutique. I entered and made the acquaintance of the mistress who became my mentor. I told her of my collection of lickers, of which she strongly approved.”

“But then she introduced me to the many variations of female dominance, the most intriguing being the femcock, the faux male organ a mistress can install upon herself to sodomize and emasculate the male. Mistress Olivia encouraged me to make my favorite licker the first true virgin I would use my femcock to deflower. Thus did dark haired and green eyed young Peter become the first to succumb to my femcock and be irrevocably enslaved to it. The experience is mind altering and soul shattering for the male with severe pain first being inflicted as the mock organ is rammed home. But in the end there is the morphing of pain to pleasure and an orgasm for him of such intensity he will long for it every waking moment and in his dreams. And any vestige of delusional “manhood” is purged from him as well.”

Rodney held up his hand and surged to his feet.

“Stop! Enough of your godless depravity! I reserve the right to reject and rebuke this degeneracy! In the proper natural order of things no one who calls himself a man would  degrade himself by going to his knees to apply his tongue to your vile pudenda, let alone your filthy anus! Those are just places for me to stick my cock into! Rather, it is your natural duty as a woman to kneel and take my manhood into your mouth and make it the object of your worship! You must use your lips and tongue to induce my ejaculation and swallow! And this loathsome device you call the ‘femcock’ is an abomination! I refuse to believe any real man could succumb in the way you describe! You lie! Rather, it is your purpose as woman to accept the real man’s cock into any orifice in your body where it can go and make it a receptacle for my manly strength!”

She deflated him with a few well-chosen words.

“Well Rodney, it is clear you suffer from penile inadequacy syndrome. Your blustering and posturing must surely be compensation for a…shortcoming?”

Rodney turned nearly purple and balled his fists. Spittle flew from between gritted teeth as he tried to muster a rejoinder. But finally he flopped into his chair with head in his hands, vanquished.

Minerva stood and faced the camera.

“Well boys, I hope you found the podcast entertaining. It appears Rodney has had more than his fill of entertainment. Let’s call it a night and we’ll see you next week, same place same time?”

CHAPTER FOUR

It took Rodney the full week to gather himself and prepare for the next podcast. He rehearsed every line he could think of to counter Minerva’s taunts and put her in her place. She arrived even later than the first time just to aggravate him. This time the focus of the interview/debate would be a day in her life. Rodney put a thumbs up or thumbs down display on the screen, hoping to embarrass her with the overwhelming disapproval of those watching. He was soon to be disappointed. He addressed the audience.

“Guys! Holders of the line! We are back again with our ‘guest’ the loathsome and depraved ‘Mistress Minerva.’ She informed us of her descent into her repugnant ‘lifestyle’ in our first podcast. Tonight we will hear of the current state of this, her day to day life with the pathetic and unmanly specimens she enslaves. Videos of her treatment of these emasculates are readily available on her website. But are they merely playacting? Let’s find out!”

Rodney thought he was prepared to hear anything from Mistress Minerva. But he was mistaken. First he asked her to describe a day in her life.

“Well Rodney…

Mustering himself Rodney barked: “It’s Mr. Rod to you! Let’s reestablish who is in charge here you bitch!”

“I doubt a penile inadequate such as yourself could be ‘in charge’ of anything…Rodney! If I’m wrong about your ‘endowment’ please feel free to prove it! Whip it out Rodney, if you are man enough!”

Rodney blushed crimson and sank into his chair in humiliation. Mistress Minerva took charge. Standing to face the camera.

First let me introduce myself properly. I am Mistress Minerva, named after the  goddess of wisdom, justice and law. My wisdom is boundless, I am a keeper and enforcer of the true law of the universe and I exact justice where justice is due. I am age 50 though most guess I am 35. The complete sexual fulfillment I enjoy due to my lifestyle accounts for this.”

“Before I relate to you what a day in my life is like you must know that I keep a harem of five slaves locked up in cells in my basement. Currently three of them are the kind innately submissive males I find quite easy to seduce and enthrall. The other two are of Rodney’s type and that of those watching I presume, toxically ‘masculine’ fellows. They require a severe regimen of breaking and training to reduce them to the proper state. The whip, the cane and certain instruments designed to inflict torment upon the tender and precious organs that dangle so conveniently from the male’s body are employed in the endeavor. Through judicious course of pleasure/pain conditioning they find themselves both enamored and terrified of me. And, in the end, my femcock transforms them into abject sodomites.”

She paused for a moment to let that sink in, then continued. Her next words were to evoke gasps and snarls and the pounding of fists in shock and outrage.

“Of course, no slave is a permanent fixture in my dungeon. Every so often I get an itch for a new seduction and conquest. Once I have a new prospect in my thrall I castrate my slave of longest tenure, then sell him off at auction to a fellow mistress who wants to own a eunuch.”

Upon hearing this Rodney’s outrage overcame his humiliation and he jumped to his feet.

“Abomination! Anathema! You will burn in hell!”

Minerva’s belittling glance and words put him back in his chair again.

“Oh dear, poor Rodney! Does the thought of this make your little peepee pull in like a frightened turtle’s head? But I think I have set the tone as to what my life is like.”

Her face took on a smug rictus and a gleam came to her eyes as she spoke.

“I take two slaves to bed with me every night. I never know when I might wake up horny and I prefer to have two tongues to serve me. Then there is the morning routine. I wake up, grab the nearest slave by the hair and guide his face into my crotch. He encircles my pussy with his lips and I give him a good long drink of my piquant golden wine. My slaves have acquired a thirst for it and he guzzles it down. The he puts his tongue to my lady parts to induce my first orgasm of the day. When he finishes the other slave takes his turn. Sometimes that suffices for me, sometimes not. If not I assume certain positions in which I can enjoy both tongues at one, one on my clit and the other on my anus. The orgasms are exquisite.”

Rodney sat up straight, grimacing in disapproval as she went on.

“Then it’s off to the bathroom with the slaves groveling behind me. Another slave has already drawn my bath and is waiting on his knees. At my signal all three slaves flop onto their backs and open their mouths wide, whereupon I decide which one will have the honor of feasting on my feces.”

“This sparked Rodney’s outrage again and he surged to his feet, cursing and condemning her. She turned her glare upon him and pointed her finger.

“Sit Rodney!”

His knees seemed to go to rubber and he dropped back into the chair in his growing submission to her dominant will. Minerva continued.

“I bask in the bathtub while the slaves bathe me with gentle and adoring hands. I rise from the tub and stand as they dry my with the softest towels, then anoint me shoulders to ankles with fine lotions. Then it’s time for the breakfast prepared by my other two slaves. The fragrance of food and coffee fill the air as I mount the back of a slave for a ride to the kitchen. By the way, nakedness is my preferred state when home alone, except for stiletto boots with spurs when I’m in the mood. Nudity is optional for me but mandatory for my slaves.”

“The slaves always prepare outsized portions, of which I consume perhaps a third. I toss the rest on the floor to watch the slaves fight over the leavings like starving dogs. They survive off my leftovers catch as can. Then it’s time for the assignment of household chores. I line them up on their knees before me in my throne chair and affix their adornments upon them. I prefer that my slaves be in pain much of the time. I apply weighted nipple clamps to each and tighten them to my satisfaction. And, of course, each slave wears a chastity cage equipped with pointy threaded studs that can be tightened to suppress erection and prevent spontaneous ejaculation. You must understand my slaves endure their pain willingly because they adore me and the know their suffering gives me pleasure. The slaves are denied orgasm for five weeks at a time. But more on that later.”

“Four of the slaves are put to work vacuuming, dusting, scrubbing floors on hands and knees-those dangling nipple weights make that quite unpleasant-cleaning the bathrooms etc.”

“The fifth slave accompanies me to my office. I graduated college cum laude with a degree in finance and have a knack for playing the stock market. I have become independently wealthy that way and continue to work on it daily. My office slave serves under desk duty. I like to have a tender tongue on my pussy as I make my daily killing in the market. I enjoy and orgasm every time I make a big score.”

“Of course I have no need to be interrupted by trips to the bathroom. It’s quite rare that I must resort to use of a cold hard toilet and dry rough toilet paper. The warm receptive mouth of a slave and his tender, loving tongue are almost always available.”

“Lunch is served to me at my desk and dinner is always ready at five o’clock sharp. After a hard, sometimes stressful day of trading I’m ready for some evening relaxation. A few guzzled glasses of fine claret put me in the mood. Sometime I lie supine on my fine aubusson rug with a slave licking each foot, each nipple and one with face between my thighs and busy with his tongue. I keep five slaves for this very reason. I bask in the tactile stimulation of my erogenous parts, enjoying repeated orgasms until bedtime. Other times I am in the mood for a movie, sometimes pornographic but mostly just the best available currently. I have a custom made furnishing; a leather upholstered horse I can settle onto belly down and offer my ass to be rimmed. There is an opening below that exposes my breasts for the slaves to suck and lick and my feet get proper attention as well. The slaves rotate after each orgasm until each has served me on each foot, nipple and my hind hole. By then it might be midnight and bedtime. I mount the back of a slave for the ride to the bedroom and drift off into the sweet refreshing sleep only complete orgasmic satisfaction can induce. And it all starts over with the rising sun.”

Rodney had begun to fidget and grimace again, managing to muster his ire, muttering curses, but she turned and pierced him with her steely glare and he sagged in submission. Minerva went on.

“By Saturday night after a long work week I’m ready to let off steam and ease my pent up stress. I have a wide circle of friends, mistresses with the same lifestyle. You would be shocked to know who many of them are women in positions of power in business and politics. And all of us feel the same way by Saturday night. We get together in the home of one mistress or another by turn and enjoy taking out our frustration and stress upon our slaves. Each of us has a ‘playroom’ as we call it in her home, though anyone who would see it would just call it a torture chamber. The chambers are well equipped with the devices and furnishings necessary to subject the slaves to our casual and whimsical cruelty. “

“Did I forget to mention that the bodies of my slaves are crisscrossed with whip welts in various stages of healing and their asses with cane wounds similarly. The whips crack and the canes whoosh on Saturday nights until the slaves break down blubbering. Then it’s time for some fervent pussy and ass licking.”

“Each mistress contributes one of her slaves for the evening. Those slaves are the ones who have completed their terms of orgasm denial. Their ‘reward’ for enduring their longing and their dreadful blueballs without complaint will be release by way of the femcock. But, as a preliminary they are expected to suck the femcock, take it down the throat and bring their mistresses to orgasm. It takes considerable training for a slave to acquire the skills. After that you would be amazed at how eagerly they assume the position on the vast rubber sticky mat we use for purchase and traction, elbows and knees, asses raised high in offering.”

“Ah, but I am remiss! I have yet to describe the femcock in detail. Some of our mistresses are brilliant engineers who have pooled their talents to create a truly amazing instrument of pleasure. The shaft is an anatomically detailed rubberized replica of the cock and rare is the male with a bigger one. Below it hangs a pair of false balls containing powerful batteries. And fitted at the proper angle is an elongated bulb for insertion into the vagina. The best part is the advanced technology. The shaft is embedded with nano sensors that transmit the tactile sensation of the slaves clenching sphincter into receptors in the vaginal bulb that make it pulse and vibrate in waves of pleasure. Needless to say the orgasms produced are exceptional.”

“The advanced technology of the femcock also makes the preliminary blowjob realistic. The caresses of the slave’s tongue and lips upon the shaft and the clutch of his gullet as the cock goes in and out down his throat are also transmitted to the lady parts. Needless to say the orgasms turn our knees to rubber and only the slaves throwing their supporting arms around out hips keep us upright.”

“The slaves are quick to assume the position once the blowjobs are completed. We all drop to our knees and take our positions behind them. Just a meager dollop of lube is applied to each orifice. On the count of three we ram the femcocks home in unison. The slaves pant and moan and whimper in their pleasure as the big shafts go in and out of them with occasional exceptions. Often one or more of the slaves has been stretched by the femcock to the point he requires ‘upsizing’ to a larger mock member. A tight clench of the anus is necessary for the femcock to deliver its sensations. The upsizing is much like a second deflowering and the pain of the thrust and the initial rutting is considerable. But inevitably the pain morphs to pleasure.”

“We have all learned how to hold both our slaves and ourselves on the brink of orgasm until every mistress and slave is ready to climax. There is no sweeter sound than multiple slaves and mistresses coming as one. The slaves spew their copious pent up loads onto the mat, giving out sobbing vocalizations of heavenly release and emasculation. The orgasmic cries of the mistresses are fierce and triumphant. The harmony of it all is second to none.”

“The mistresses pull out and give their slaves a forward shove onto their bellies. They are withered by shamed humiliation at yet another unmanning. But this state soon passes and the rise to their knees to suck the soiled femcocks clean. Then each must grovel, licking up the load of another salve from the mat.”

“But all of this is just a preliminary. The slaves are to be fucked dry. We use the femcock to wring every drop of cum out of them in various positions. My personal favorite is having two slaves take the 69 position and sucking each other’s cocks. I fuck one slave and a friend fucks the other until the blow their loads into each other’s mouths and swallow. And each slave must take the top position upon his supine mistress, riding the femcock like a practiced courtesan until he spurts his load. By orgy’s end the mat is amply splattered with cum and the slaves set about lapping it all up. Thus ends another day and week of the life of a mistress and her slave.”

Rodney had sat through it all, wide eyed and seemingly repulsed and appalled. But the bulge in his pants and the wet spot there hinted at something quite different. Minerva took notice and gave him a smug grin. Then she brought things to a close for the evening in a way that would take everything to a new level.

Her catsuit had a Velcro flap at the crotch. She stood and ripped it open, exposing her dense raven bush. She stepped close to Rodney, dipped her fingers into her oozing cunt and smeared her aromatic exudate onto his mouth and nose. With a bow to the camera she exited.

A pop up appeared on the screens of those watching giving them a chance to vote thumbs up or down with a tally for each. Rodney’s eyes grew wide and he grimaced in frustration as the thumbs up votes far exceeded thumbs down. Of course, Mistress Minerva had sent out notice mistresses worldwide to watch and their approval was unanimous. But, unknown to Rodney, more than a few of his followers’ will were weakening and they voted thumbs up, eager for the next podcast.

Rodney’s mind reeled as every inhalation filled his nostrils with her feral perfume. He cursed himself as his erection stiffened further and fought to suppress it. On the way home he was barely able to drive in his distraction. And though he could easily have washed his face to dispel the scent he could not bring himself to do it. Rather, he caught himself breathing deeply to drink it in and as he lay in bed he felt a rising ache in his balls. A guzzled half pint of whisky finally induced sleep.

His shower the next morning was cold and he forced himself to wash away the fragrance of her though he found himself missing it during his workday and the blueballs persisted, along with a bulge in his pants from an erection he took pains to conceal. During the week preceding the next podcast and interview all showers were cold and he struggled to suppress a the very desire he condemned as perverse and depraved. Somehow he found the strength to resist the use of his hand.

CHAPTER FIVE

By the next podcast Rodney had hardened his resolve or at least thought he did. Unable to suppress his erection or ease his ache any other way he jerked off into the toilet just before leaving. He decided he would ask Minerva to expound upon her loathsome belief system, the better to outrage his audience. He sat waiting for her usual spitefully tardy arrival, gritting his teeth and grimacing.

She arrived, clad in a long black leather trenchcoat tied off at the waist. Taking her seat she looked him over and a smug and knowing grin came to her face. She turned to the camera and gave a sly wink before turning back to him and speaking.

“Well Rodney, if there is one thing I can detect with greatest ease it is a male who has just recently masturbated. I suspect the scent of me had its desired effect. How long did it take for the ache in your balls to get the better of you? Just until an hour or so ago I surmise. Bit I prefer you to be in that aching state. Perhaps this will serve to induce it again.”

She rose and swept off the coat in one motion, revealing herself to be adorned in her finest dominatrix regalia. A tight back corset enfolded her narrow waist, uplifting and flaunting her bare full and firm breasts. It ended at her waist, her comely thighs and shapely hips framing her dense raven triangle. She wore a wide belt from which hung a riding crop. Her footwear was knee high stiletto heeled boots that accentuated her already sis foot height. She did a full turn to give all a good look before settling back into the chair with one leg resting on the arm, giving Rodney a lurid view of her womanhood. He stared upon it transfixed as if confronted by a venomous serpent poised to strike. She chuckled lewdly before speaking.

“Ah Rodney! I daresay you favor the shaven ‘pussy’, being the squeamish weenie you are. Does the pussy of a real woman make your thing pull in like the head of a frightened turtle? And how can a hairless mount be called a ‘pussy’ to begin with?”

All he could do at first was sit there with face crimson, still grimacing, feeling his erection rising and ache returning to his balls. Finally he composed himself and sat up to begin the interview, ignoring her taunts.

“Mistress Minerva, I would like you to acquaint my audience with what you term your ‘belief system.” I have gotten hints of it from your website but please go into detail. No doubt my followers will find it disgusting and despicable and it will motivate them to stand strong against it.”

“Very well Rodney. Let’s begin with the most fundamental tenet: The deity is female and woman is created first in her image and likeness. The male was created later as a weak and inferior being meant to serve woman in a state of abject servitude.”

“The superiority of the female gender is obvious. Women have native intelligence and self-discipline, while the male is a mindless brute driven by free ranging lust. The lust of my gender even exceeds that of the male with the difference being we have ours under control and only unleash it when a male has fallen into out thrall. Further proof is the female’s capacity for near limitless orgasmic pleasure of highest intensity. Despite his unbridled lust the male’s orgasm pales by comparison. Even the intense and consuming orgasm induced upon deflowering by the femcock is tepid by comparison. Our lust and capacity for endless ecstasy are the Divine Mother’s gift to her daughters.”

“But our Divine Mother wanted her daughters to be strong and achieve the subjugation and enslavement of the male through determined struggle. So she instituted male rule of the world and charged us with transforming it one male at a time if necessary. The road to the apocalypse when all males kneel in submission is long but our progress is relentless.”

So outrageous were her words that Rodney felt his spine stiffen. He jumped to his feet in righteous indignation with fist raised.

“Blasphemy! Heresy! Sacrilege! How dare you elevate your idolatrous “Divine Mother” above the one true God?”

Minerva just cackled and shook her head, then barked out in an iron tone of command that put him back in his seat.  

“Sit Rodney!”

He collapsed back into his chair, head bowed, elbows resting on his knees as she held forth again.

“I think what we are seeing in you Rodney are examples of the classic psychosexual defense mechanisms known as denial, repression and reaction formation. It is clear to me and will soon be to you as well that you are denying your true nature and longings. You of course repress those longings and lapse into a state of reaction formation, the vehement rejection of those longings and adoption of an ideology diametrically opposed. It is time for you to be stripped of those defenses and give in to your longings. Once you have taken your place in the proper relationship between the female and male you will find the peace of mind that has eluded you.”

She stood and strode toward him, again dipping her fingers into the ooze between her thighs. She smeared it on his face and returned to her seat to watch its effect, posturing lewd and bold as woman can. It seemed a trance came over him as his eyes again riveted upon her flaunted cunt, the ragged gash cleaving her hairy mount, the cavern at its epicenter and below her puckering brown vortex. She spoke again in that iron tone.

“Stand and strip yourself naked Rodney!”

He rose; eyes still focused between her thighs and began to unbutton his shirt as if a will not his own had taken hold of his hands. He tossed off his undershirt, kicked off his shoes and dropped his pants, kicking them aside as well. Then he stood in his briefs as his member stiffened to the fullest and the tip poked through the fly. Minerva slapped the arm of her chair and howled in her mirth as he stood with face nearly purple. Then:

“When I say naked I mean naked Rodney!”

He slid his briefs down slowly and kicked the off, then stood with what he had that passed for an erection jutting. Minerva laughed derisively again.

“Short pecker syndrome confirmed! Is that what you call an erection-four inches if I am being generous in my estimate? Now kneel Rodney and crawl to me!”

His knees buckled upon her command and he groveled across the distance between them. When he came within her reach she grasped his hair and gave it a painful twist, holding his face a handsbreadth from her pussy. Her animal perfume filled the small space, dizzying him, making him press forward with tongue extended. But she held him back for the time being as she spoke.

“Have a good look at what is to be the center of your universe Rodney! Through rigorous training reinforced by whip and cane and certain other devices you will acquire a repertoire of oral pleasuring techniques that will ensure my orgasmic satisfaction without fail. But for now your surrender and submission will suffice for my satisfaction. Taste me now and be enslaved!”

Her tug forward was superfluous. Of his free will and with longing he buried his face between her thighs. Minerva shuddered in rarest enjoyment at the first touch of his tongue, feeling his abject surrender. He was just one of many who had knelt before her thus, getting their first taste, yielding to the craving that would be born within them for her amber ooze and the salty gush of her ecstasy. But this she had to admit was one of the sweetest such moments ever, the vanquishment of one such as Rodney, his renunciation of his cherished “ideals” and concession to their diametric opposite. She closed her eyes, anticipating the delights to be found in his breaking, training and ultimate transformation, basking in his fumbling but passionate attentions, that passion compensating amply for any lack of the refined skills he would soon acquire.

Inebriated by her scent and taste Rodney went low, cupped his tongue and scooped upward to gather a mouthful, swallowed and went down for more. Her quivering sighs of enjoyment at this compelled him to repeat again and again. Suddenly pleasing her was everything to him. He cast about with lips and tongue, wordlessly seeking her guidance but making discoveries of his own, how sucking her protuberant labia also made her shudder, how plunging his tongue as far as it could go into her salty cavern and swirling it made her ram her pubis against his lips while grabbing his hair to force his face deeper into her oozing crotch seeking deeper tongue penetration. At length she took an ear in each hand digging her nails in painfully as she tugged him upward to feed him her turgid berry. He felt it beneath his tongue and enfolded it within his lips to lick and suck, sensing it was the epicenter of her ecstasy. Half a minute later he was to receive his reward, an overflowing mouthful of her briny elixir as she passed into the convulsive throes of orgasm. He guzzled down all he could, regretting the spillage that escaped him, resolving to never again let a drop fall free.

Minerva had expected her first orgasm under his tongue to be special but he exceeded all expectation. An exquisite seismic surge erupted in her loins and coursed through her to the very extremities. She melted and molded to the chair, limbs flopping limp, her only awareness being of Rodney’s soft kisses falling on her mount and inner thighs. She basked in sweetest afterglow; certain he was to be a rare and special slave whose depth of worshipful submission would bring pleasures eclipsing those of her other four slaves combined. But she knew she had to keep him in his place so when she emerged from the sweet stupor she damned his efforts with faint praise.

“Not bad for your first attempt slave Rodney. But we will have ample time for you to practice and perfect. And we are just getting started. Now you must lick lower, down to the very bottom! It will help to re-arouse me so I can come again!”

His eyes fell upon her brownish vortex, seeing soiling embedded in its seams and creases as her tight hole puckered rhythmically in seeming anticipation of his tongue. In his former life he would have reeled in revulsion. But now he was imbued with a sense of duty not just to give her pleasure but to cleanse her spotless and make sure this now sacred orifice  remained so always. With will and passion he put his tongue to its selfless, loving task.

Minerva reveled in the sweet and fervent attentions his tongue bestowed upon her most intimate place. It was just the first of many tests of his willing submission and he was passing with flying colors. Nothing else so bespoke a male’s finding and accepting his proper place in the order of things. She lapsed into the special rapture induced by such passionate rimming, letting her arousal build slowly to crescendo.

She held herself on the brink until her clit all but screamed for his tongue. A sharp upward tug on his hair let him know her wish and she hissed a command as he made the transition.

“Your finger where your tongue was slave Rodney! Gently now!”

He slipped a finger into her tight clench and thrilled when she shuddered and sighed. He felt the pulsing of her pearl under his tongue and again enfolded her apex with loving lips, thirsty for her gush. The double stimulation brought a convulsive climax far eclipsing the previous, a high-pitched feral yowl coming from her depths. And though her gush was copious to match he sealed his lips around her and caught every drop, feeling it suffusing his very cells with her dominant essence and welcoming it.

Minerva savored afterglow for a while and decided it was time to bring the evening’s podcast to a close. She sat looking sideways at the camera, tenderly tousling slave Rodney’s hair as she addressed those watching.

“Time to call it a night mistresses and future slaves! The next podcast will be from a different venue.”

She gently pushed Rodney back and issued her commands, pointing to his discarded garments.

“Crawl over there to collect your phone, car keys and wallet and bring them to me slave Rodney. Leave your clothing where it lies. You will have no further need for it where we are going. Nakedness will be your lot.”

He groveled to where his clothes lay tossed and fetched the items she commanded, then crawled back to her and knelt. She stood and donned her coat, putting phone, wallet and keys in a pocket. From another pocket she took out a fine chain leash with a leather ball stretcher attached. She snugged the stretcher onto his balls so his sack was tight and shiny. She made him turn to the camera and he knelt while his balls turned plum purple. Then she gave the leash a hard yank to urge him to his feet and led him away.

The thumbs up vote dwarfed the thumbs down as more mistresses along with other women who were invited to witness slave Rodney’s transformation.

CHAPTER SIX

During the week before the next podcast Minerva wanted Rodney’s state of submission to be deepened and his “manhood” further suppressed. She had determined that his ultimate state of enslavement would be of the most humiliating nature. To that end she invited multiple mistresses to visit and enjoy his oral attentions all day long, day in day out, feeding him mass quantities of their hormone rich vaginal ooze. He would cup his tongue to scoop up and swallow it with ravenous hunger. And their orgasmic gushes he guzzled with thirst, both fluids serving to hasten his feminization. She hoped this would soon result in a certain effect that would make for an amusing and humiliating podcast later on.

The next podcast was from Mistress Minerva’s torture chamber/dungeon. First the camera panned the room, showing the chamber to be well equipped with every furnishing and device necessary for the torment and degradation of slaves and the pleasure of the mistress. The walls were festooned with arrays of whips, canes, femcocks and other paraphernalia. There were several styles of leather upholstered horses, pillories, an X shaped cross and a broad table with a leather upholstered top. All these furnishings had leather restraints meant to hold the slave helpless at the mistress’s mercy. Finally the camera swung toward the last wall of the room and there stood Mistress Minerva. She was clad in another exquisite dominatrix raiment, a black lace corset from below her jutting breasts to above her shapely hips, a black leather belt from which hung a riding crop and cane and other things, black fishnet stockings held up by garters and towering stiletto heeled pumps.

Slave Rodney knelt naked beside her, now wearing his chastity cage. Behind her in the wall were five small doors of a height and width suitable for a large dog. Minerva waved her hand in greeting and held forth.

“Good evening my fine incels, misogynists and, of course, fellow mistresses. Welcome to my parlor of pleasures. I have spared no expense to make it complete in every way. You will soon be privileged to witness slave Rodney being subjected to the use of every furnishing and device in the course of his breaking and training. But first introductions are called for!”

She stepped off to the left, exposing all five doors to view. Taking a remote from a pouch on her belt she pointed it toward the doors and pressed the button. The doors slid upward on roller tracks and she barked a command.

“Slaves! Come forth!”

A naked slave groveled out from each cell and knelt at attention. Each wore a cage to prevent self-release. Minerva introduced from left to right.

“Allow me to present slaves Eric, William, Roger, Paul and James. They kneel in order of tenure from left to right with slave James being of the longest. It is he who will be castrated once slave Rodney is broken, trained, deflowered by my femcock and ready to replace him. You will be pleased to witness everything over the course of numerous podcasts. The breaking and training of a new slave is something to be savored and ought not to be rushed. But, without further ado let us begin!”

A dismissive wave of her hand sufficed as her command for the slaves to re-enter their cells. They turned around and groveled in. The brands, mistress Minerva’s marks of ownership showing on each of their ass cheeks.

There was a throne chair on a three step dais set along one wall of the chamber. Minerva stepped over to it with slave Rodney groveling beside her. He took his place on his knees at the base of the steps and Minerva mounted them and took her seat. She described what was to transpire.

“ A necessary first step in every new slave’s breaking and training is the confessional. Every male has at least some history of abusive treatment of women and suitable punishment must be meted out. A typical male’s offenses were usually mild to moderate and just a sound whipping that makes him break down and bawl like a baby suffices, along with application of the devices of genital torture while he is strapped to the table as the mistress rides his face. But Rodney’s offenses must surely be far more grave and much more severe and prolonged punitive measures will be called for before his atonement is sufficient. Let’s find out! Slave Rodney! You will now disclose your every vile and despicable offense against Woman, holding nothing back! And if you withhold anything believe me I will know! Now take some time to examine your conscience, then bare your soul!”

Rodney closed his eyes and bowed his head, mind reeling in terror at the prospect of being subjected to the many instruments of torment surrounding him. He foolishly chose to confess only to his crude sexual advances, the tit pinching and crotch grabbing. He raised his head as he spoke but could not look her in the eye. When he finished he bowed his head again trembling, hoping his partial confession would result in minimal punishment. How mistaken he was! He heard Minerva’s iron voice and a chill of dread ran through him.

“Slave Rodney! It is pathetically obvious to me you are holding back! That alone will worsen any punishment you have already earned. I will extract a full confession from you one way or another. Perhaps I should commence the torture now and continue until you spill your guts! Or you may mitigate however slightly by telling all without reservation!”

Rodney swallowed hard, managed to look up into her eyes and quailed at her withering glare. Trembling, stammering he told all.

“I…I…sometimes…drugged women and raped them.”

Minerva’s glare flamed in condemnation and loathing.

“How many times?”

He bowed his head again, unable to face her but he told the truth.

“Ten times mistress!”

He heard her grimacing breath before she spoke.

“Ten full blown rapes? I almost pity you slave Rodney for what you are about to endure. Almost. But more than anything I look forward to crushing you beneath my heel like the cockroach you are!”

Minerva stood and strode down the steps. She grabbed Rodney’s hair and dragged him to where a block and tackle hung from an eight foot diameter circular track mounted in the ceiling. The device was hung with rollers that would allow it to travel around the track.

She placed him on his knees beneath the block and tackle and fetched some rope from hooks on the wall. He was meekly compliant as she bound his hands in front of him and tied his ankles tight together. Then she hooked his bound wrists to the block and tackle and hauled him up so he rested on the balls of his feet. She removed his chastity cage and tossed it aside.

An array of whips hung on the wall nearby and she selected a pair of six foot snake whips. She turned to face Rodney and approached him with cruel menace in her eyes. In his terror he instinctively hopped away from her around the circular track. She toyed with him at first, threatening him with the whips as he hopped around several turns, whimpering, sniveling.

Then the real fun began. Minerva whirled her whips in a blur above her head making them whir like a buzz saw and stepped forward until the twirling whips struck Rodney’s tender hide, sounding like a string of firecrackers being set off. He howled in torment as lurid welts painted him from shoulders to ankles and hopped away in a futile effort to evade the searing leather. Minerva’s precision was flawless, every lash landing where aimed, many on his dangling organs, evoking screams of supernal agony.

She pursued him around the circle as he hopped about, backing away at first, then turning around to protect his cock and balls, only to suffer her unerring wraparound lashes. He hopped and stumbled around the circle and dozen times or more giving craven voice to his suffering, any trace of his erstwhile “manliness” erased. He finally crumpled in exhaustion and hung by his wrists, whimpering.

Minerva gave him brief respite, then grabbed him by his tortured balls and hauled him to his feet. She hung the whips up and next selected a wooden cane, an electric prod and a black leather hood. She tied the hood over his head and a new round of the ordeal began with a zap from the prod on the tip of his cock. With a sniveling whine he hopped away and turned, only to have her step around him and zap him again on his tip and add a harsh whack of the cane to his ass. His futile efforts to evade began again but at every turn a zap to organs or nipples or a cane stroke to the ass greeted him. In vain he hopped around, back and forth, twisting, turning, met by nothing but further agony with every move. She continued, relentless, merciless until he collapsed amid despairing sobs. She gave him a few more zaps to the cock and balls for good measure as he hung there, his body lurching as he yelped with each touch of the prod.

She lowered him to the floor and unhooked him from the hoist, then dragged him to his feet by the hair. Grabbing and twisting his balls she tugged him hopping along to the broad table, bellied him over it, lifted his feet up onto it and rolled him onto his back. He was too beaten down to resist as she untied his ankles and fixed the corner manacles onto them and then did the same with his wrists. Lastly she strapped wide belts across his waist and thighs. He lay spread eagled and helpless. She hopped onto the table with muscular feline grace and sat on his chest wither her pussy inches form his face as she spoke.

“Now slave Rodney, it is time to focus attention on the offending organs, the balls that are the source of your lust and the cock you used to perpetrate the rapes. But one has to wonder how you could even manage an actual rape with that stubby nubbin of yours. Certain devices will now be applied to those organs, so sensitive and precious to you. We mistresses believe these organs that dangle from you body for our convenience in torture are evidence of the Divine Mother’s intelligent design. You are soon to know pain that will eclipse what you have already experienced!”

She hopped down from the table and went to the wall where an elegant mahogany box sat on a shelf. She took it laid it between Rodney’s spread out legs and opened it. One by one she showed him the devices she would apply to his organs and explained each.

“This testicle vise exacts exquisite torment slave Rodney. See the studs on the jaws? I could use it to squash your balls as flat as pancakes but, being merciful I have placed stops in the jaws that will spare you that. Now look at this chain of six alligator clips. These I will attach to the tender underside of your cock. Considering your size, or rather lack thereof, there is barely room for all six clips but I believe I can make do. Just wait until I clip the last one just under your tip! The searing sting will be worse than all the others combined. And here is another chain of a dozen smaller clips I will attach around the rim of your glans. By then you will be already writhing in agony. The final touch will be this long shiny rod I will run down your pee hole after dipping it in cooking oil laced with red pepper. The very fires of hell cannot compare. You will be sobbing, blubbering and begging for mercy. But I will shut you up by plopping my pussy down on your face so you can get busy with your tongue and satisfy me, thus earning your release from the agony.”

With practiced hands she set about installing the cruel devices, starting with the vise. She placed his balls between the jaws and slowly turned the thumb screws. The pointed stud bit into his orbs, each turn eliciting a scream. But that was just the beginning. Once the vise was fully tightened she picked up the first chain of clips and pinched one onto his cock just below the balls. He flinched and yelped as that pain was added to the torment of his balls. Each successive clip she applied up his length stung worse than the one before. But she paused for a moment before clipping the last one onto the most sensitive spot on his organ, just below the tip. Indeed that fiery sting exceeded that of the other five and the agony seemed to double by the second. The pain of it was already supernal in its intensity yet more awaited him. Each clip she pinched onto his glans made him writhe madly in his bonds and the shiny rod had him sobbing craven pleas for mercy.

But he was soon muzzled when she mounted his head, facing his feet and lowered her oozing cunt onto his face. His frantic tongue made her gasp and shudder as she basked in this special delight. Merely one orgasm would never suffice to satisfy her sadistic lust. There was no telling how many it would take.

Rodney’s frenzied and desperate licking began to trigger her. Orgasm after orgasm rocked her body, giving him a salty draught with each one. She rode the surging waves, primal shrieks echoing in the chamber. With one last tigress snarl she finished, propping herself up on her arms, savoring while Rodney suffered. Then, taking her time she began to remove the instruments of his torments in reverse order, first the rod, then the glans clips, the shaft clips the vise as he sighed and moaned in relief. With one hard slap to his tortured organs she dismounted his face and hopped off the table. Rodney lay sobbing softly, properly chastised. Minerva chose to end the podcast. She released his bonds and rolled him off the table. He lay in a whimpering heap on his back and she planted her booted foot on his organs as she spoke.

“Time to wrap things up for the evening. I hope my fellow mistresses found this amusing and pleasurable and I hope the pig-males who joined us found it suitably terrifying. Slave Rodney has yet to earn the privilege of sharing my bed. He will occupy one of the empty cells for the night.”

She kicked Rodney up to his knees and dragged him by the hair to slave Eric’s cell door. She pushed a button beside it and it rose. Slave Eric crawled out and she propelled Rodney into it with kicks to his dangling tortured balls and closed the door. Then she opened up slave Roger’s cell and made her exit from the chamber with the two slaves groveling behind. Bedtime for the mistress, time to contemplate and dream of what would be next for the podcast.

It was great majority thumbs up on the screen before fade out. Some of Rodney’s die hard followers continued watching to bask in their loathing of Mistress Minerva and all she stood for. But in fact, many of the thumbs up votes came from male viewers who were beginning to see the light. And there had been outreach to women at large to expand viewership. The creed and lifestyle were to acquire more than a few new converts. Comments from the latter encouraged Minerva to use the next week’s podcast to introduce the curious to the process of breaking and training a slave.

But slave Rodney was not to be idle during the intervening week. Mistresses among her wide circle of friends continued to keep him occupied when her presence was required for business matters or to go shopping. His tongue got ample exercise and he was schooled in the arts of oral pleasuring while imbibing heavily of the hormone rich vaginal ooze and orgasmic gushes, deepening his already hopeless addiction and further accelerating his feminization. But nothing prepared him for what he would be subjected to in the next podcast.

CHAPTER SEVEN

As the podcast opened Mistress Minerva stood naked save for thigh high black stiletto heeled boots held up by a garter belt from which hung a riding crop and cane among other items. Slave Rodney knelt beside her facing the camera with his head bowed in submission. His pale hide was well stiped with whip welts, his organs bruised and when he turned around all would see a well caned ass with skin split in many places. She put a hand to Rodney’s head as she spoke.

“Welcome back all! I hope you found our last podcast delightful or infuriating as the case might be. I welcome both the approbation of my fans old and new and the hatred of the pig-males who continue watching. May the latter grind their teeth, bang their fists and curse and swear as they witness the continuation of their erstwhile ‘influencer’s’ ordeal. Now, the breaking and training of a new slave is always a prolonged and rigorous process. I’ll begin with one of the most essential components, rimming, that is the application of the slave’s tongue to the anus of his mistress. This act provides the mistress with not just the exquisite tactile sensation upon her sensitive orifice. It is an act of worship that allows the mistress to bask in her sense of dominance over the slave, assuring her the slave has come to know his proper place in the relationship and in the proper order of things in general.”

She took hold of Rodney’s hair and tugged him over to one of the chamber’s furnishings, a uniquely designed black leather upholstered horse. She pointed out and explained its features. The horse stood sideways to the camera for the moment.

“Here we have a horse designed to maximize the mistresses enjoyment of rimming. Comfort is of the utmost importance. It is well cushioned with these knee rests on each side so the mistress can drape herself in complete relaxation while presenting her ass to the slave. Then there is this small table extending in front, suitable for holding perhaps a glass of wine and some snacks or maybe a laptop or tablet so the mistress can shop online or manage her stock portfolio.”

The horse was on casters and Minerva turned it so the audience could get a view of its rear as she continued.

“Down here there is a testicle vise into which the slave’s balls can be clamped during his term of training. It is operated by pressing a button on this remote. The slave’s tongue fatigue is the first thing to be dealt with. Proper rimming requires the maximally pleasurable movement of the tongue without letup for as long as the mistress wishes. A slave can only acquire this capability through long and rigorous practice. The testicle vise serves as the ‘motivator’ for him to maintain the proper tongue movement despite his fatigue. A new slave will begin the rimming with his best efforts and intentions, but inevitably his tongue will soon tire. A good squeeze of the vise and the pain thereof serves as motivation to overcome that fatigue. Proper rimming induces as state of rapturous relaxation for the mistress. If this is interrupted by tongue fatigue she can just press the button to get the slave back to the proper pitch. Once this is achieved her hand will naturally relax as she passes again into that rapture. It might take a couple of weeks to a month for the slave to acquire the necessary endurance. The vise becomes unnecessary once the slave is fully trained but I prefer to clamp him in any way to give him an occasional squeeze just for fun. Now let’s get slave Rodney clamped in and ready to go!.”

She cuffed his hands behind his back first, then positioned him so he knelt behind the horse. There were knee irons to prevent him backing away. Then she slipped his balls into the jaws of the vise and pressed the remote to snug it down tight enough to hold things in place but not enough for serious pain…yet. She mounted the horse with knees upon the side rests and settled in comfortably, her sumptuous ass before Rodney’s face, her cheeks spread wide, exhibiting her brown nether orifice. Then the barked command.

“Lick slave Rodney!”

He pressed his face deep between those shapely mounts and put tongue to her orifice with the mingling of adoring passion and terror that was to be his lot forever. Her sigh of enjoyment was audible to all and she wiggled her behind to press his face deeper. Rodney’s efforts were in earnest and he managed to give her five minutes of unalloyed bliss before fatigue took hold. All watching saw him flinch and redouble his efforts as the vise bore doen on his balls. Minerva kept the pressure on until his efforts achieved the proper pitch and her hand involuntarily relaxed, giving him brief respite. But he soon got another cruel squeeze when his efforts flagged again.

She kept him at it for half an hour, intermittently squeezing and relaxing, then brought things to a close when his tongue induced the arousal sufficient for her to come. With a rolling of her hips she rubbed her cunt over his face, the signal to turn his attention to her tingling clit. She shuddered and convulsed in a deep, consuming and satisfying orgasm and relaxed while Rodney, unbidden, planted tender kisses over her mount, her ass cheeks and anus. With a contented sigh she dismounted from the horse and addressed the viewers.

“Time does not permit a more prolonged rimming session. In the course of Rodney’s training I will keep him at it for two hours or more twice a day, once in the morning while I manage my stocks and once in the evening when it’s time to relax. I might watch a movie, read a book or perhaps chat on the phone while his tongue is busy back there. And I will come several times as well. His tongue will not only acquire the needed stamina but will also lengthen and strengthen, allowing deeper rectal and vaginal penetration. But now let’s move on.”

She released his balls from the vise but kept his hands cuffed behind him. An steel stanchion was mounted in the floor nearby and she led him over to his, pulling him by the balls. She clamped his balls tight in the stanchion and stood back to watch them turned that lovely plum purple. He was positioned sideways to the camera facing left, his four inch “erection” jutting. Minerva went to where the canes were hung and selected a short, thick one, actually a small billy club. She doused her left hand in some warm baby oil and took hold of Rodney’s member as she spoke.

“What all males have in common is the mindless urge to come. All else is subordinate in their minds. I will now give slave Rodney a very nice hand job and cause him to ejaculate. But unfortunately he will get no pleasure from his orgasm because I will ruin it for him with a cruel whack across his balls with my cane. No doubt as he hears me speak of this he is attempting to steel himself in resistance to my ministrations. He will try with might and main to suppress his urge to come and hence avoid the agony of the ruination. But his resistance will be futile and he will inevitably succumb to his urge.”

She took a grip on his cock and then chuckled derisively, shaking her head.

“My oh my! He is so short I’ll have to just wrap two fingers around it if I want to get good even strokes!”

Her fingers encircled his “length”, stroking with artful skill. She soon had him on the brink and she held him there while he grimaced, writhed and panted through gritted teeth, spittle flying. For ten minutes, fifteen it went on until she decided it was time and gave him the last few finishing strokes. He shuddered, his head lolled and he passed into a state oblivious to all except the prospect of heavenly relief. Minerva raised her club high, ears attuned for the perfect moment.

He felt his cock stiffen beyond its already rampant rigidity, portending the inevitability of his ejaculation, and gave out a deep, high-pitched sigh at the first twinge of his anticipated pleasure. It was then that Minerva struck, bringing her club down onto his balls with vicious force. An agonized howl of shock and disappointment was torn from his depths as his first creamy spurt was launched, followed by several others, his cock bobbing with each one as he knew not pleasure but dire and pulsating pain.

Minerva added a final touch of torment for him, stroking his hypersensitive post ejaculatory penis, making his body lurch and convulse. Then she stood by watching with smug amusement in her expression until his member drooped limp and pulled back into him with just the tip showing. He sobbed in his humiliation and his knees gave out, causing him to collapse and hang by his balls in the stanchion. Minerva addressed those watching.

“Hmmm! I never would have expected such a little thing to produce such heavy ejaculation. The beauty of it all this is that I can do this to him whenever I please with the same result. Perhaps on rarest occasions I will even let him come with full pleasure just to give him false hope that maybe, just maybe this time will be one of those exceptions. But now it’s time for slave Rodney to clean up the frightful mess he has made on my floor and then we will move on.”

She released him from the stanchion and forced his face down over the nearest gob of cum on the floor, barking a command.

“Lick slave! Clean up your filth!”

She stood over him as he went from one gob or splatter to the next, holding his head down with her bootheel, grinding it painfully and giving him whacks to his dangling balls when he missed a spot. Then it was time for Rodney’s third and final humiliation of the evening.

Minerva left Rodney kneeling center stage and went to the wall where the femcocks were hung by their straps. She selected a 1 ½” X 10” and stood behind him, holding it over his head as she held forth.

“Earlier I described the femcock and its qualities. Those who have been watching the podcast from the beginning please bear with me while I recap for those who have recently joined us. And, by the way, the segments have been recorded and can be found on my website so I encourage you all to bring yourselves up to date.”

“This finely engineered instrument of pleasure transmits tactile sensations from the shaft to the vaginal bulb, stimulating the clit and G, by way of embedded sensors. The waves of pleasure from the clench of a slave’s sphincter as he is sodomized are exquisite and induce orgasms of highest quality. But the male, of course, has another orifice that can receive the femcock. It is imperative that every slave acquire high skill in performing the fellatio, both for the direct pleasure of the mistress and to facilitate another pleasure indirectly. But we will get to that in a later segment.”

“Slave Rodney will now perform his first deepthroat blowjob. I hope you will find his introduction to the femcock entertaining. Of course you will also be privileged to witness his deflowering, the taking of his true virginity and the final purging of his ‘manhood’ in our final segment.”

“First slave Rodney must demonstrate his willingness to submit to the femcock by installing it upon me. As you can see, the straps are minimal and of clear plastic. The vaginal bulb embeds the cock quite firmly.”

She handed the femcock to Rodney and stood sideways to the camera with her legs parted. She gave him brief instructions, then stood still while he inserted the bulb and tightened the straps. When installation was complete she turned to face the audience and flaunted her jutting cock as she spoke.

“It’s so realistic you might even think I was born with this big cock and balls! Now it’s time for my blowjob bitch to suck me!”

The cock jutted toward his mouth and she barked an order.

“Open wide slave Rodney and take it!”

She grabbed his hair and pulled him toward her. Obediently he opened his mouth, enfolding the big dick within his lips. She pressed the button and the mock member pulsed and hummed.

“Now run your lips and tongue along it slave! Caress my cock! Worship it!”

And so he did but half the length remained exposed. That was soon to be remedied. She put a hand behind his head and forced the flared glans against his gullet. He gagged and drew back, the cock flopping from his mouth. After a hard bitch slap she forced it against his throat again, relentless. At last his gullet gave and the organ plunged in until just a fourth of it showed. With a ramming forward of her hips she drove it to the hilt, his nose buried in her bush. She commenced the gullet fucking, speaking as she did so, to him or the audience.

“That’s it slave! Run that tongue along the bottom and your lips all round it. Ah! Just like that! So good!”

To the audience: “He’s a quick learner! Great work with the lips and tongue and the clench of his gullet feels almost like the clench of his asshole will feel when I deflower him! Time for the best part now!”

She rutted on and soon her arousal deprived her of the ability to speak. Her hips rolled and gyrated and her breath came in high pitched pants as she approached her climax. With a final driving thrust down his throat she came, giving out a fierce and primal shriek. Her legs went wobbly but she held his head tight against her with the femcock rammed to the hilt to hold herself steady until she firmed. A two-handed shove to his forehead sent him reeling back and away, the femcock exiting his gullet with a pop. She turned to the audience and bowed as the podcast faded out.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Minerva wanted to add variety and spice to the upcoming podcasts and decided upon a session devoted to exhibiting the total dominance of mistress over slave in a most entertaining way. She set aside two one hour training periods each day for it. She extended his oral pleasuring sessions with the mistresses, starting one hour earlier in the morning and one later in the evening to make up for the lost time ingesting the female essence.

The podcast opened with the mistress again naked but for her thigh high riding boots and garter belt. But his time she wore gleaming spurs with big, sharp toothed rowels. And beside her on hands and knees was slave Rodney, waiting to be prepared for the evening’s entertainment.

The items that would adorn him lay on the padded table. Minerva first picked up the black leather saddle, complete with stirrups and strapped it below his belly. A long, thick black femcock projected upward from it. Next came the bit into his mouth and bridle strapped to his head. Then there was the heavy ball and chain she noosed around his balls for him to drag during the maneuvers. She clipped golf ball sized lead weights to his nipples which would dangle and bounce painfully as she rode him. Finally there was the horse tail, its end inserted in his anus and held upright by straps buckled to the saddle. She used the smallest anal insert, wanting to ensure he was not stretched in the least prior to his later deflowering. When her steed was properly bridled and saddled with tail flying high she addressed the audience.

“Welcome all! This evening I have prepared an entertainment to amaze and amuse. My trusty steed Rodney has been rigorously trained in the art of the slave dressage. You will see him perform intricate and precise movements under my total, almost telepathic command. Spur and crop will communicate my commands and neither will be spared as he is ridden long and hard. Through it all I will enjoy the pulsing vibrations of the femcock you see projecting from the saddle. That and the delight of having him so utterly under my dominance will result in multiple exquisite orgasms. Now slave Rodney! Let’s ride!”

She straddled him and impaled herself on the femcock, then pushed a button on the saddle horn that made it hum. With a hard double spur jab and a harsh whack of her crop she propelled him forward at maximal speed. As promised, she steered him through the maneuvers wordlessly, a spur jab to the right telling him to turn that way and the opposite to go left. Around the chamber she rode, slaloming around the furnishings.

All could see his balls being stretched tight and purple by the hefty weight when his ass was in view. She cropped his stretched balls to urge him on and the shanks of the spurs were long enough for her to jab between his legs and pierce his cock with the needle sharp points. His vigorous training during the week helped his endurance early on but her persistent and ever harder jabs spurred him to ever greater speed and soon he panted in impending exhaustion.

But here was to be no respite or mercy. Jabs to his junk commanded him to rise onto just his legs to bear her, the heavy ball lifted from the floor, hanging and swinging as she took him on another tour of the chamber in that position, nipple weights bouncing, spurs drawing blood, his sweat stinging the wounds.

A shove with her hand to the back of his head commanded him back to hands and knees and she made him buck like a bronco until her first orgasm rocked her and she slumped over his back, head across her forearms as she savored. Only then did he get a chance to catch his breath.

A few minutes passed thus and then she sat up, shook her head to clear it and drove her spurs in hard again. After another tour of the chamber at an even faster pace she set him to varied maneuvers, side to side, forward, backward, rearing up and extending his “forefeet”, spurs and crop guiding him. All were amazed at the intricacy and precision of the maneuvers and the mistress’s total command and dominance over her “steed.” Another orgasm consumed her and earned him brief respite as she basked in her afterglow.

Then jabs underneath that stung his cock urged him up onto all fours, both hands and feet on the floor for a prolonged flurry of bronco bucking, cruel weights on nipples and balls bouncing and swinging, spurs and crop applied without mercy until she bounced her way to her final orgasm as he collapsed beneath her utterly spent. Some minutes passed as she lapsed into sweet stupor, sighing softly in her satisfaction, the femcock still humming within her. At last she pressed the button to turn it of and rose to stand over him with her foot on his neck as she addressed the audience.

“Slave Rodney shows promise of becoming a steed of rare quality. His rigorous training will continue. We mistresses hold an outdoor equestrian Olympics every summer. In addition to the dressage you have just witnesses there are races and jumping events. Videos will be made available online. But now it’s time to put my steed in his stall for the night. Good evening all!”

CHAPTER NINE

By early morning the day before the next week’s podcast Minerva was much pleased by the progress of slave Rodney’s feminization. From his daily and copious hormonal ingestions he had developed small but obvious little tits. She found them just adorable. He was ready for a humiliating and painful performance for the entertainment of the watching mistresses. But much practice would be required for him to master the skills and techniques. And he would have to be properly dressed…or was that she?

A shoulder length blond wig was the first component of the outfit. Then there was a red lace bustier that scooped below his new little titties. Next came red lace stockings with garter belt and red stiletto pumps. Then there were the ornamentations that would complete the ensemble, two three ounce spherical lead weights concealed by golden tassels hung from four inch golden chains ending in nipple clamps that could be tightened to her satisfaction and another much heavier tassled weight to be hung from a split noose around his balls.

She proceeded to install the weights, tightening the nipple clamps until his tears flowed. She slipped the double noose over his balls, held the heavy weight high and let it drop, stretching his balls out and making his sack tight and shiny. His balls soon turned the lovely shade of purple she liked to see. He stood grimacing and sniveling, but his ordeal had yet to begin in earnest. She enlightened him as to the nature of the entertainment he was to provide.

“You will do a dance while twirling the weights on your titties and your balls. You must learn to twirl clockwise, counterclockwise and in opposite directions outward and inward upon my command. We have today and tomorrow to perfect the performance. It is now eight o’clock and rehearsal will continue until eight o’clock this evening or beyond if your progress is not satisfactory. The same will be the case tomorrow. Now bend over at the waist, let the weights hang and learn to twirl them as they dangle. As we progress you will learn to twirl standing upright. Begin!”

It took some time before he could master getting the weights twirling clockwise and she kept him at it for some minutes, cropping his ass hard when the pain got to him and he slowed. Then she barked a command.

“Reverse!”

Then it was counterclockwise rotation for several minutes more. The nipple pain was fierce but he got no mercy from her. She called out for the next movement.

“Outside twirl!”

By this she meant the weights must twirl from the inside outward in opposite directions. It took some odd movements to get it going, a twisting and rolling of the shoulders and the crop was not spared during his learning curve. Eventually the weights twirled wildly and wide as he kept up the rocking of his shoulders to keep them going. Then:

“Inside twirl!”

This required the opposite movement of his shoulders and somehow proved more difficult to master. She registered her impatience with stern whacks to the balls, up between his legs from behind. His nipples were searing agony and he sobbed as he twirled but he got no respite. One after the other she cried out her commands in an iron, pitiless voice.

“Clockwise! Counter! Inside! Outside!”

When he had mastered this to her satisfaction it was time to twirl the weight dangling from his balls as well. This could only be performed from an upright position. He had to hop up and down, gyrating until he found the rhythm and the weight whirled in clockwise circles, his balls being stretched cruelly and the nipple weights bouncing, tugging on tender tissues.

He was not the first slave Minerva had trained thus and she taught him to throw his shoulders back and extend his arms wide, working them in tight backward circles. This got the nipple weights twirling clockwise and she cheered him on in his mad dance, howling in her mirth and cropping his ass to keep him going until he collapsed in exhaustion onto his back.

She let him lie gasping until his breathing recovered and he lay whimpering for five minutes. Then she kicked him repeatedly, commanding him to rise and begin the routine from the top.

And then it was time for the music for him to dance to, loud, raunchy, up tempo “gentlemen’s club” style. She worked him relentlessly until he hopped and pumped his arms and gyrated his ass in perfect time to the music like the perfect strip club slut, the tassels whirling wildly but with precision. She choreographed it so that no commands were needed for him to switch the direction of the twirlings in response to the music.

She would settle for nothing less than perfection and put him through the routine repeatedly until at last it was achieved. Ending the session by removing the nipple weights with a cruel yank that made him yelp double over in pain she put him away for the night but woke him early the next morning for more rehearsal, now emphasizing endurance because she meant for his dance to be long and arduous in order to impress the watching mistresses with his absolute submission to her dominant will.

And indeed his submission was now all but limitless, the result of daily and heavy ingestions of the female fluids. And those same ingestions brought a hunger for more, a craving for the taste of pussy and asshole that made his balls ache from a mounting desire that added a passion to his oral attentions that much pleased the mistresses he served. He wore a cruel chastity cage to prevent the self-release that would dampen this desire. It was fitted with treaded studs with sharp points that could be tightened with a screwdriver into his tender organ to suppress erection and prevent spontaneous ejaculation during the night.

Word got around that mistress Minerva had a slave whose giving of head was exceptional and lines formed to enjoy his ever longer and stronger tongue. Minerva welcomed all in the spirit of sisterhood.

And the Rodney he had become had no memory of the “Rod” he had been before. Now no torment or degradation was too great for him to endure for the sake of pleasing the Goddess who had come to rule his life.

When the next day’s practice of the dance began Minerva cued the music and Rodney performed with a perfection and enthusiasm that excited her. When the music stopped she mounted the three steps up to the throne chair, assumed the position, offering her pussy and beckoned. He groveled across the floor in haste to reach her and clambered up the steps, weights bouncing painfully on tender nipples.

At the first touch of his tongue she knew he had crossed a threshold, She had yielded him to the other mistresses, only occasionally enjoying his oral attentions. It had been perhaps two weeks since the last pleasuring and his progress was evident. The worshipful passion of his attentions exceeded all before and, more importantly, she could feel his tongue probing far deeper, now able to find and caress her G and plunge deep into her rectum. It was time to take things to another level. 

After a multi-orgasmic sequence that found her well satisfied she resumed the rehearsal. After a double take on the performance his thirst was evident and she decided to it was time to give him a quenching drink.

She was naked except for her favorite stiletto knee boots. A sharp command from her had  Rodney on his back in a twinkling. She lowered her cunt over his mouth and ordered him to open it wide, informing him of his duty.

“Now you will drink from me slave! You must be thirsty after all that dancing and what I have for you will slake that thirst like nothing else. Here it comes!”

A golden cascade poured from her ragged crevice into his mouth, which was soon filled to the point of overflowing. Just in time she cut off the flow and barked another command.

“Swallow!”

He closed his mouth, swished the piss around and gulped it down, opening wide again as if thirsty for more. And more she had for him, another golden torrent that tapered off as she was emptied and his mouth near overflowing again. This time no command was needed and he swallowed deeply and opened wide again after much pleasing her with his words: “More mistress! Please!”

“That’s all I have for you now slave Rodney, but rest assured every drop will be yours to imbibe from now on! And now you should lick up the leavings for me.”

She pressed her cunt to his lips and he sucked and licked away what clung to her labia and soaked her bush. Dance rehearsal continued for the remainder of the day and Minerva was assured he would put on a memorable performance and then she would slake his thirst before the audience.

The podcast opened with Rodney clad in his red lingerie as he stood on a round platform. Minerva addressed the audience.

“This evening slave Rodney will entertain you with a dance routine we have rehearsed long and hard. Let me draw you attention to something he has acquired as the result of a steady diet of pussy juices. See those incipient little titties? The erstwhile “Mister Rod” is being slowly but surely feminized. I expect to see further growth to his titties but these will do for the purpose at hand. Let me get him properly adorned and then the show will begin.”

She clipped the tasseled weights to his nipples one by one. He flinched and whimpered at the cruel bite on his already sore and tender titties. Then she slipped the weighted noose onto his balls and gave it a hard yank to stretch them tight and shiny, standing back to watch as the balls turned the shade of plum purple she found so pleasing.

She held a remote in her hand and pressed the button. The wild music blared and Rodney’s mad danced commenced. First he bent over and got the tassels twirling, clockwise at first, then counter, then and inside twirl and finally an outside. While keeping up that twirl he stood upright pumping his arms in circles and adding the gyrations of his hips to get the ball weights whirling as well.

He executed the fifteen minute routine to perfection and thumbs up votes appeared on the screen running into thousands. Less than a hundred thumbs down votes came from the recalcitrant pig-males who continued to watch. The music stopped and he halted, the weights dangling from his tits and testicles.

But Minerva wanted him to further entertain the watching mistresses so she put him through another fifteen minutes without the music, barking out commands for him to twirl in multiple ways, enduring the torment, to demonstrate her dominance and his obedience and submission. He responded with a selfless devotion that brought warmth to the hearts and pussies of all mistresses. Slaves far and wide would be put to severe tests of their own devotion and willing self-sacrifice.

Minerva chose to end the podcast with Rodney’s public degradation, his willing imbibing of her pungent golden nectar. She addressed the audience.

“After such vigorous exercise slave Rodney has surely worked up quite a thirst, which I will now quench for him with the only liquid refreshment that will truly hit the spot!”

As rehearsed she merely pointed to the floor and Rodney lay supine in a heartbeat with mouth open wide. She squatted over him and released to golden torrent he guzzled down without the spillage of a single drop. Drips and dribbles remained on her bush and labia and she lowered herself close to his mouth so he could raise his head and slurp up the leavings. Then he amazed all, including his mistress. He lapped tenderly at her anus and then: “Please mistress! From here too!”

Mistress Minerva looked up at the camera with a smile of surprised delight.

“My oh my! What a pleasant surprise. I had not planned on taking slave Rodney to the next level of degradation this evening. I had presumed it would take some time to perfect the performance of the act and I expected resistance at first. It seems I have underestimated my own ability to reduce one such as the former male chauvinist “Mr. Rod” to such a profound state of submission. Kudos to me!”

She looked down at slave Rodney and continued.

“If you are to get the feast of feces you crave slave Rodney you must do what is necessary to stimulate me and induce Mother Nature to call. Proper application of your tongue will achieve that result but I might take some time. Please get busy in my hole. The ladies are surely impatient to bear witness!”

She pressed her anus to his lips and gasped in delighted surprise at how deep his tongue plunged into her rectum. In and out it went with a swirling motion, the tip caressing the inner rim of her sphincter with each pass, this making her shudder in purest enjoyment. It was her best rimming ever and though strenuous for his tongue it never tired for even a second, just kept wriggling and slithering on. Long before expected she felt the movement within her, the welling up into her rectum. She raised herself a bit in preparation for the expulsion and looked down at him, much pleased with the way he opened his mouth wide, clearly willing and hungry for her offering.

Slave Rodney had his tongue up her ass as far as it could go when he felt and tasted the tip of the turd that was emerging from her. When she rose he opened wide, looking up at her brown vortex. It puckered rhythmically as the stool descended toward the opening. He had passed into a state in which pleasing her was everything to him and he was sure his submission to this ultimate degradation would give her great satisfaction. He resolved to ingest what came from her beloved body with eager hunger however foul it might be.

Her anus bulged, distended and then widened dramatically as the brown mass began to emerge. A spasm ejected it partially, its tip halfway to his mouth. She pressed down to expel the remainder, the banana sized stool entering his mouth with half its length projecting upward. It was firm in its texture and he closed his lips upon it finding himself knowing two sensations at once as if his brain were split, one half finding it foul and repulsive, the other rich and delicious. In his mind her suppressed the former and embraced the latter, swallowing deeply as it vanished down his gullet inch by inch.

He finished the last of it with a great gulp and she lowered herself to within reach of his tongue so he could lick her clean. With tender and adoring tongue he swabbed away every trace. She stood and addressed the audience with one foot on his chest.

“Of course as a mistress of long standing I always have the warm receptive mouth of a slave available to me instead of a cold hard toilet and a tender loving tongue to clean me instead of dry rough toilet paper. But the first time a slave submits to this ultimate degradation as proof of his loving devotion is always a special delight. And slave Rodney has exceed every expectation by volunteering his mouth unbidden. That might have been my most satisfying slave’s coprophagia ever.”

She paused for a moment as if pondering what might be next for slave Rodney and did indeed come to a conclusion, then continued.

“The podcast will go to hiatus for a few weeks so slave Rodney can be prepared for one you will find to be a rare and special delight. Videos of the past podcasts are available on the website if you would like to watch your favorites over again or if you were late in joining us and want to get up to date. If the latter is the case you will surely be amazed at slave Rodney’s transformation from what he was in the beginning to what he has become. A date for the next podcast will be on the website in due time. All I can say about the upcoming ones is if you have been amazed so far you ain’t seen nothin’ yet as the saying goes!”

CHAPTER TEN

After pondering over what ought to be slave Rodney’s life of servitude Mistress Minerva determined that only the most extreme form would do considering his past offenses against the superior gender. Because he had so insulted, abused and degraded women it both fitting and just that he should for all intents and purposes become one.

Thus did slave Rodney find himself on his knees beside an operating table with Mistress Minerva, tall blond Dr. Cassandra and her nurse red haired nurse Brigid standing over him. Cassandra was a surgeon of rare skill who specialized in certain procedures. Slave Rodney had no idea what to expect but knew some fearful fate awaited him. Nevertheless his deeply ingrained habit of immediate and unquestioning obedience prevailed when Minerva ordered him to climb up onto the table and lie supine and spread eagled.

The mistresses were quick to bind his wrists and ankles and strap a wide belt across his waist to render him immobile. They put a penis gag in his mouth. Then he squirmed and sniveled in terror as Minerva informed him of what was to transpire.

“Slave Rodney, you history of rankest misogyny has earned you the most extreme form of servitude, total feminization. Your penis will be severed and the good doctor Cassandra will do her work down there to rearrange things to resemble a hot little pussy. Your balls will be tucked up into the body cavities from which they descended upon your puberty and your scrotum will be fashioned to resemble labia minora. Laser epilation will be performed over your entire body except for your head and pubic region so you will have that silken feminine softness. You already sport a fine pair of titties from your prolonged diet of pussy, which will continue to make them enlarge further. Because you will keep your balls you will be a horny little slut. They will ache within you from prolonged orgasm denial. Your only release will be by way of the femcock when I feel you have earned it.”

She held a large scalpel before his eyes and he whimpered at its implication. And his great fear was confirmed by her words as she took hold of his cock and gave it a twist.

“I have barely been able to stand the sight of this pathetic, worthless little thing and now it will be my privilege to cut it off! The severing will be performed without anesthetic so you will feel the pain of the cut and the moment will be stamped in your memory. Then you will be put under for the remaining procedures.”

The doctor held a loaded elastrator and she inserted his cock within the loop and pressed it tight against his pubis, then released the tight band, cutting off blood flow. Minerva grabbed his cock by the tip and stretched it out. With a slow sawing motion so he would feel it she sliced the organ away as he mewled and writhed in his bonds. She held the severed member before his eyes and he sobbed in his despair. Then she tossed it into a wastebasket beside the table. The doctor injected the anesthetic and he fell silent.

The recovery and healing period was indefinite. But his tongue was fully functional and his diet of pussy continued, though he wore a red silk nightgown to conceal his transformed body prior to the unveiling on the upcoming podcast. After a few weeks Dr. Cassandra declared him to be fully healed and ready.

The podcast opened with Rodney standing on the round platform he had danced on earlier with a black curtain studded with sequins hiding him from view. Minerva stood beside him, holding a string that would drop the curtain with her tug.

“Good evening all! As promised this evening’s podcast will be one that will astound and delight you! Behind the curtain is the fine handiwork of our good doctor Cassandra. Now behold the one who will henceforth be called slave Rhonda!”

She tugged the string and the curtain dropped. There stood erstwhile Rodney, now Rhonda, naked except for red high heeled pumps, the very image and ideal of feminine beauty. Skilled cosmeticians had made up her face to perfection, false eyelashes, mascara, eyebrows enhanced, rouged cheeks, full, collagen injected lips with scarlet lipstick. Her pert titties had grown over the intervening weeks, their nipples pierced with golden rings. Down below her thighs framed her dense golden triangle of pubes matching her golden, chin length hair. Upon Minerva’s command she turned about face. Silicone implants had given her ass and hips a lovely lyre shape. Minerva held for about it all.

“Isn’t she lovely? And the little slut is as randy as she is lovely because of the balls still tucked away inside her. I assure you they are aching severely from prolonged orgasmic denial. I have promised her release by way of my femcock on our next installment so long as she performs her duties this evening with proper enthusiasm.”

Minerva clapped her hands three times as a cue and three muscular naked males entered the chamber. Each had a cock of impressive size jutting and bobbing. Minerva introduced them.

“Here we have slaves Charles, William and Jason, three fine specimens from our community stud stable. Let me explain things to our newbies among the audience. Most males lack the penile endowment sufficient to satisfy a mistress. But here we have three exceptions to the rule whose endowment accords them the privilege of entering our bodies. Every now and then every mistress gets a hankering for some big warm throbbing cocks. We have three holes in our bodies where a cock can go. That hankering has taken hold of me and tonight I will enjoy these three cocks to my satisfaction. Slave Rhonda will assist in the proceedings. Slaves! To your positions!”

The three stud slaves turned sideways to the camera, one behind the other, showing of their erections. Slave Rhonda stepped off the platform and went to her knees before slave Jason. Minerva explained.

“Premature ejaculation is the enemy of a woman’s satisfaction. A typical male will come within the minute and think he is ‘finished’ and hastily take his leave. These three stud slaves are no exception to the rule. The delights of the vagina or other orifice will inevitably trigger their premature ejaculations. But there will be no hasty leave taking. As you know slave Rhonda has acquired expert fellatio skills as you have witnessed in an earlier podcast. She will now employ those skills to extract the premature ejaculations of the studs. This will include the swallowing of the semen, a new thing for her but I have no doubt she is enough of a slut to do it with suitable hunger. Once she has completed the fellatios she will suck again to harden the studs so they may service me properly. Slave Rhonda! To your duty!”

The three stud slaves had feasted their eyes on the hot harlot who was soon to suck them. Their cocks bobbed up and down in their anticipation and glistening precum dribbled from them, puddling on the floor. Ever eager to please her mistress, slave Rhonda took slave Jason’s long thick member down the throat to the hilt. Her lips and tongue caressed his length as her head went back and forth. As predicted, within the minute he grunted at the first twinge of orgasm. Slave Rhonda held just his tip within her lips as his pulsating cock flooded her mouth so that creamy dribbles ran down her chin. When he finished she turned to the audience with mouth open wide and filled to the brim. She threw back her head and swallowed deeply.

Slave William stepped forward for his turn. His cock was even bigger yet it slid down Rhonda’s throat with greatest ease. She held it in all the way while she licked his balls like the cheapest back alley tramp. He moaned in his pleasure and put a hand behind her head to hold her there while he enjoyed. But soon his lust overcame him and he took hold of her hair in both hands and gullet fucked her with abandon; hell bent on coming. With a deep sighing grunt of brute pleasure he ejaculated down her throat, pumping his big load straight into her hungry stomach.

Slave Charles, the biggest of all, soon found his thick member within her silken mouth and then felt the tight clutch of her gullet and esophagus on his shaft and tip. Randy beyond enduring from having watched the first two fellatios he was soon to erupt. Slave Rhonda felt the extra swelling of his organ portending ejaculation and she backed off, grasping him in one hand, holding his tip a handsbreadth from her wide open mouth. Spurt after creamy spurt could be seen ejected from him and into her. After half a dozen the spurting tailed off to a dribble onto the floor. Again slave Rhonda turned to face the camera and show off the big load that filled her mouth and ran down her chin. With a gulp she took it down and gathered what had spilled down her chin with her finger and licked it off. A gob still hung from his tip and she enfolded it in her lips and sucked it away. Then, ever conscientious she bowed to the floor to lap up the little puddle of overflow.

But now the three big cocks hung limp and useless to Minerva. Slave Rhonda wasted no time in remedying the situation. Her satiny sucking soon had all three erect and stiff as wood, ready to service the mistress to her satisfaction.

Minerva stood between slaves Charles and William holding an erect member in each hand as  she spoke.

“These are cocks that can get it done for me! They will properly fill and stretch each of my pleasure orifices and induce multi-orgasmic sequences of highest quality. You might question my taking a cock down the throat. It might seem to be a demeaning act for an otherwise dominant woman. But two things resolve this conundrum. First, it is well know among those privy to erotic secrets that a cock down the throat provides a special enhancement to what will be going on down below by way of a neural pathway from gullet to clitoris. Second and more important, any act that gives the mistress pleasure is still in keeping with the dominant ethos so long as the mistress is in charge of things. But enough talk! I’m as randy as a she-goat from watching slave Rhonda doing her thing and it’s time to be stuffed with these marvelous cocks!”

It was obvious the stud slaves knew the drill well because slave William hopped up on the padded table and lay supine, holding his organ vertical. Minerva hopped up right behind him and vaginally impaled herself, giving out a deep sigh of anticipatory pleasure as the big throbbing member filled her.

As rehearsed, slave Rhonda fetched a dispenser of lube from a shelf along the wall and abundantly anointed slave Charles’s member. He mounted the table behind Minerva, who raised her ass to offer it and he entered the rear portal with a vigorous thrust that drew and cry of mingled pain and pleasure from her as she was stretched.

Slave Jason stepped in front of Minerva, offering his long thick organ and it was down her throat in a twinkling. Then the mad writhing rutting commenced, Minerva giving out snarling moans of animal pleasure as the big dicks went in and out. Slave Rhoda’s blowjobs had prepared the studs to last long and rut with abandon. Minerva lapsed into a mad ecstatic sequence, spurring the studs to frenzied efforts as they approached their own climaxes. Just as Minerva passed into the throes of her final convulsive orgasm the three studs erupted in unison within her, pumping their big creamy loads into her depths. The threesome on the table collapsed in post-orgasmic stupor and slave Jason reeled backward, his cock exiting her throat and drooping.

Slowly they untangled themselves, slave Charles pulling out and stepping down from the table. Minerva rolled aside and lay sighing in her momentary satisfaction and slave William dismounted from the table and joined the other two studs standing shoulder to shoulder with limp dicks dangling.

But the first order of business was cum cleanup. Slave Rhonda was quick to lay herself face up on the table. Minerva knelt with Rhonda’s head between her knees, facing forward. Rhonda opened her mouth wide and Minerva squeezed the copious load from her vagina into it. Rhonda swallowed dutifully and opened wide again to receive the contents of Minerva’s rectum. Minerva pressed down and expelled the big, brownish white slug from deep with her. Rhonda accepted and swallowed deeply, then licked away any lingering traces of the cum. And she knew her next duty well. She was off the table and onto her knees before the studs, using her artful mouth to coax each back to thick and rampant erection.

Then the rutting resumed. The studs each entered a different orifice and drove Minerva mad with pleasure again. The studs pumped their loads into her and Rhonda cleaned up and sucked them hard again. It continued for a third round with each stud fucking mouth, vagina and anus. Minerva was satisfied but ready for even more if the studs could still perform. But even Rhonda’s most ardent and artful sucking could not raise the cocks again. Minerva dismissed them with a wave of her hand and they exited the chamber with limp dicks dangling. Minerva addressed the audience, first giving out a deep sigh of satisfaction.

“Wow! That hit the spot as always. Sometimes nothing else but some nice big dicks will do! Now next week’s podcast will be the final and climactic one. The transition of “the Rod” to Rhonda will be consummated. Slave Rhonda is still a virgin in the most important way. My femcock will purge even the tiniest vestige of “the Rod” from Rhonda should it somehow remain. She will get relief from her aching balls when I make her come with an intensity that will forever enslave her to my femcock. But prior to that room must be made in my dungeon for my new slave Rhonda. To this end my slave James, of longest tenure in the dungeon will surrender his balls. There will be an online auction so that a mistress may take ownership of the newly minted eunuch to perform household chores, yard work or possibly slave labor in a sweatshop she owns. I hope everyone feels I have saved the best for last!”

There were thumbs up votes by the thousands at the end from the audience made up of mistresses of long experience, aspiring new mistresses and more than a few males who were beginning to see the light. Thumbs down showed zero, the few recalcitrant pig males who had remained watching now tuning out, unable to abide the goings on.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

The final podcast opened with Minerva standing with slave James kneeling beside her to the left and slave Rhonda to the right. Both were naked except for slave Rhonda’s red high heeled pumps. Minerva wore her favorite leather corset and boots for the occasion.

DR. Cassandra and nurse Brigid were seated off to the side, ready to administer to slave James once Minerva had severed his balls. Minerva greeted the audience.

“Good evening all! I hope you will find this evening’s podcast both exciting and inspiring. Without further ado let us proceed. First slave James will bid fond farewell to his balls!”

She stepped over to the padded table and patted it three times. No words were needed for slave James. In meek submission he crawled to the table and clambered up, laying himself down spread eagled, offering his limbs to be bound. He sobbed softly but offered no resistance. Doctor and nurse assisted Minerva in binding him down by wrists and ankles and the wide belt across his waist. Minerva went to a shelf along the wall where hand held femcocks sat jutting upward on their wide bases. She selected one of the size she deemed appropriate along with a squeeze bottle of lube and went to stand at the head end of the table as she spoke.

“Slave James has been a sweet and adoring slave whose offenses against women were minor in his former life. Therefore his castration will be quick and merciful, though no anesthetic will be used. The pain of the cut will stamp the moment of his transition to eunuch in his memory. But then the good doctor and nurse will attend to him, dull the pain and stitch him up so he will heal and recover quickly.”

She held up the femcock and continued.

“For the castration to be most effective and also merciful the slave’s sexual desire must be at its lowest possible ebb. Otherwise there will be a period of continued intense desire that cannot be relieved through orgasm. It’s quite unpleasant for a time. Vigorous prostate massage using this vibrating femcock will serve to provide slave James with the pleasure of his last orgasms. This will be his final reward for long and devoted service. When every drop of ejaculate has been wrung from him he will be ready for the cut.”

She walked around the table to the other end and pressed a button on the base of the femcock, making it pulse and hum. After lubing the shaft well she slid the femcock up between slave James’s cheeks and gave it a firm push. He gave out a whimpering moan of anticipated pleasure as the long mock organ slid deep inside of him. He was long addicted to the delights of being sodomized and had also been long denied orgasm to make his farewell to his balls maximally pleasurable.

Minerva fucked him vigorously and within the minute he erupted with a groan, his copious load spurting up across his belly and even some onto his face. Minerva never ceased running the pulsing organ in and out of him and five minutes later more heavy and vigorous spurts were launched, again splattering belly and chest and face.

Minerva fucked him harder yet but it took ten minutes for his cock to gush out a weaker but still heavy load that filled his navel cavity. To ensure he was utterly emptied she continued until after another ten minutes his cock pulsated in just dry spasms. He was ready. But first he was to know one final degradation. Minerva scooped up his cum loads with her fingers as best she could and fed them to him.

The doctor presented Minerva with the oversized scalpel. Then she installed a bar clamp on him to prevent excessive bleeding and facilitate the suturing once the balls were severed. Minerva grabbed his balls tight and pulled, stretching the sack out to its limit. With a slow sawing motion the razor sharp instrument cleanly sliced through as he flinched and cried out from the pain of the cut.

Minerva held her bloody trophy before his eyes and he sobbed in despair. Doctor and nurse were quick to their work. A local was injected to cease his pain and skilled hands began to stitch him up. Minerva addressed the audience, holding up the balls still in their sack for all to see. There on the rear of the scrotum was her brand, the letters MM in an elegant flowing script. Minerva explained.

“I forgot to mention how I have my slaves bend over and I place my brand on the rear of the dangling scrotum to signify my ownership of their balls. Slave James may depart for his new life as eunuch but his balls will remain with me and join the balls of numerous other slaves in a fine cut glass jar filled with clear preservative on my mantelpiece. It’s getting rather full actually. His balls will occupy the last remaining inches. I will have to install a shelf up above for future trophies I suppose. A mistress of many years such as myself does acquire a lot of mementos. But I digress! Let us proceed with the online auction!”

The fine cut glass jar Minerva had mentioned sat on a nearby shelf and she dropped the balls into it and set the lid on.

They released slave James from his bonds and stood him up on the round platform Rhonda had danced on earlier. His forever to be limp cock dangled over the sutured wound. Minerva served as auctioneer, barking out the bids that also appeared on the screen. The bidding was intense but at last Minerva cried out: “Sold to mistress Eliza for $10,000!”

Mistress Eliza, a tall and full figured black woman, owned a dressmaking sweat shop and had a vindictive fondness for having white slaves put to hard labor in it.

Slave James knelt aside with head bowed. It was time for the climactic event of the evening, the deflowering of slave Rhonda.

Slave Rhonda had knelt off to the side, waiting patiently. During the week preceding the podcast Mistress Minerva had put her through prolonged rehearsals of the ceremony with attention to minute detail. The first order of business was the selection of the femcock with which she would be deflowered. Just a pointing to the table served as her command to slave Rhonda to climb up onto it and assume the position on elbows and knees, head across the forearms, ass raised high in offering.

The camera was on a tripod and Minerva drew it close to the edge of the table so all could get the best view of Rhonda’s tight pink virgin hole and below it the “pussy” Dr. Cassandra had so skillfully created, complete with a concavity to mimic the vagina. Rhonda’s orifice twitched and puckered in mingled trepidation and anticipation; her mistress having told her of both the pain and pleasure that awaited her.

Minerva applied a little bit of lube to her finger and gently inserted it, finger fucking softly, an appraising expression on her face as she spoke.

Hmmm…Clearly a virgin and quite a tight one at that. Finding the suitable size is of the essence, big enough to inflict suitable pain upon the deflowering thrust but not so big as to split the poor thing wide open. Just now I’m torn between the 1 ½” X 8” and the 2” X 10”. But really, when in doubt I upsize and it seems I am always in doubt. And it is fitting and just that the pain of entry should be severe as final atonement for her odious past. I will grant the mercy of abundant lubrication, however.”

Minerva clapped her hands twice, the signal for slave Rhonda to hop from the table and grovel to the wall where the femcocks hung. She selected the 2 X 10 and crawled back to Minerva who stood facing the audience with legs spread apart. Installation of the femcock had been well rehearsed and it showed though Rhonda’s hands trembled a bit now that the moment was at hand. Minerva patted the table twice and Rhonda hopped back up, resuming the position. Minerva doused the femcock liberally with lube and climbed aboard herself, kneeling sideways, holding the big glans close to Rhonda’s orifice to accentuate the disparity in size. She chuckled lewdly at the juxtaposition.

“My oh my! I am cutting it close to the edge but I think we will be fine, won’t we slave Rhonda? What do you say?”

Rhonda spoke the rehearsed words in tremulous tone.

“Take me mistress if it be your will! I fear not the righteous pain and long for the pleasure!”

Slave Rhonda raised her ass higher, offering herself like a bitch in heat. Minerva mounted from a standing position so all could get a good closeup view of the big dick as it entered the tight orifice. She pressed the big glans against the pink vortex. With her ruthless downward thrust three inches of the femcock disappeared into slave Rhonda who gave out a high-pitched bitch squeal torn from her depths. Only abundant lube saved her from being torn asunder. And she squealed again and again with every subsequent thrust as Minerva drove the cock in inch by inch and to the hilt.

She drew back until just the glans was within and plunged again, half the shaft vanishing this time. Another withdrawal and another hard thrust drove it to the hilt at a stroke and it was time for Minerva to rut with abandon upon her new bitch girl. That shapely ass undulated and gyrated, stretching the orifice to the limit as Rhonda sobbed and squealed and sniveled.

But then the squeals and snivels took on a different tone as the grinding of the shaft upon the prostate sparked the pleasure that soon far eclipsed the pain. The little bitch whimpered pleas to be fucked harder while rolling and gyrating her own ass in perfect time to Minerva’s rutting. Then came the sweetest of sounds so well know to mistresses of long experience, a prolonged, quavering, high pitched sigh of supernal pleasure and helpless surrender to the femcock. It mingled in perfect harmony with Minerva’s own wild and triumphant orgasmic shriek. A creamy cascade poured from slave Rhonda’s “pussy” and puddled thick upon the table.

Minerva’s knees gave out from the force of her climax and Rhonda wilted as well. Both fell to the table with Minerva on top and Rhonda still impaled. They remained there limp and languid until afterglow passed, mistress and slave now irrevocably bonded in a manner most profound.

Finally Minerva pulled out and rose to stand on the table, sideways to the camera, femcock jutting. Rhonda was quick to rise to her knees and take the big, soiled member into her mouth and down her throat to clean it. When finished she stooped over her cum puddle and slurped and licked it up.

Minerva stepped down from the table and stood facing the camera. She gestured for slaves Rhonda and James to come and kneel on each side of her. With an affectionate hand on each head she gave her final address.

“Mistresses of long tenure and those women who aspire, also any males out there who have begun to see the light and accept their proper place in the order of universe. This concludes our podcasts for the time being. I must admit it has been one of the finest experiences of my life. I actually feel grateful to the erstwhile ‘Mr. Rod’, now slave Rhonda for the invitation to be interviewed. I was skeptical and a bit reluctant at first but matters far exceeded my expectations. Without this opportunity I would never have known the unalloyed pleasure of reducing that miscreant to her present state.”

Next she addressed the prospective mistresses.

“As to those young women of aspiration. I am confidant that mistresses of long experience will be happy to mentor you, teach you how to employ your erotic allure and exert your dominant will to enthrall and enslave the male. I encourage mistresses both experienced and aspirational to post their contact information on my website so connections can be made.”

Finally she addressed the males in a compassionate tone.

“Now as for any males who have stuck with me and might be teetering. You had believed by following the misogynist that you would somehow assuage your sexual frustration and confusion. And yet I have no doubt that frustration only worsened when you sought to emulate him. I promise you there will be deliverance from your unpleasant condition if you give in and surrender yourselves to the proper order of things. All frustration and confusion will vanish and you will know the peace and serenity that comes with finding your proper place. I will arrange with my fellow mistresses to have intake portals set up so you may surrender yourselves. You will be accepted with open arms and be broken and trained for sale at auction. Yes, punishment will be meted out as is fitting in retribution for the offenses you have committed in your fruitless pursuit of ‘manhood.’ But never fear. That will pass when you have properly atoned. You will know the joy that comes with limitless adoration of the mistress who will purchase you. Your deflowering will bring matters to their fullest fruition. Perhaps the testimony of slave Rhonda will serve as the ultimate persuasion. What do you have to say slave Rhonda?”

Minerva and Rhonda turned to face each other. Rhonda gazed upward at Minerva with adoration in her eyes as she spoke.

“Thank you mistress Minerva for showing me the error of my ways and making me your slave. I love you more than my life itself!”

Mistress and slaves turned to face the camera and bowed low. The screen went dark.
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