
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER ONE

Tara Jenkins stalked the city streets with eyes ever alert for male prey. Who would it be this evening? Perhaps something young, tender, virgin and submissive or maybe some big macho braggart who would sit surrounded by his sycophant friends as he regaled them with the details of his latest shameful conquest? Or anything in between. Tara was an opportunistic predator.

And her body was infallible bait for luring any male into the clutches of the League, tall and sinuous with skin the color of rich dark chocolate and cornrowed shoulder length hair. The rippling muscles of a predatory cat lay beneath that silken skin and the luscious nappy womanhood between her thighs could enthrall and enslave many a male at the first taste of her. 

Demand for slaves had grown apace as the League of the Dominant Will spread far and wide, its growth fueled by the well trained slaves Tara and her fellow mistresses put out for sale at auction or for rent from the ever growing pool of slaves kept in the dungeon cells. Government and business were now much infiltrated by these women of will-to-power and the goal of final male subjugation seemed ever more within reach.

She had prowled the sports bars and gentleman’s clubs that evening but found no ready opportunities. Not one to waste a hot and humid summer evening she got into her black 7 series BMW and cruised the streets. There at a bus stop she saw him, a sweet looking young tow headed thing with alabaster skin. She decided to settle for him rather than go home empty handed. And, needless to say, tender white meat gave her special satisfaction. She pulled up to the bus stop, lowered her passenger side window and in her low pitched sultry voice of command she addressed the soon to be young slave.

“Hi sweetie? Need a ride? It’s cool and comfy in here, much better than a hot crowded smelly bus. And it’s free!”

His soft blue eyes met her coal black ones and her animal magnetism took hold of him. Without a word he opened the car door and took a seat. She drove off in the direction of the League’s complex.

“What’s your name sweet thing?”

“Ryan.”

“Well Ryan, where would you like to go?”

“Home. To my dorm at the university.”

“Then ‘home’ it will be Ryan!” She neglected to mention that “home” for him would be a place far different. He soon noticed they were headed in the wrong direction.

“Where are we going? This isn’t the way!”

“When I said ‘home’ Ryan I meant home with me. Wouldn’t you like to spend some time together?”

He looked at her and their eyes met once more. Those ebony eyes again pierced his soul and he settled back into his seat, staring straight ahead with vacant eyes.

“Yes!”

She made bold to reach out and put a hand on his groin. The erection was there but the endowment was average at best. His organ was never to enter the body of a woman due to its lack of size. It would have to be his tongue and the tight orifice between his fetching buns that would provide the pleasure.

She noticed the top of his phone sticking out of the pocket of his shorts and when they crossed the long bridge over the river she quickly picked it from his pocket, rolled down her window and tossed the phone over the railing.

They reached the complex, a twenty story building downtown that was publicly known as the headquarters of LDW Enterprises. It’s offices grew the wealth of the League through varied business activities, everything from the online sale of high tech femdom sex toys to a very profitable hedge fund. All employees were female of course and well-motivated. But it was in the two stories below ground that the real work of the league was done.

Tara drove down the alley behind the building and opened the door to the underground garage and parking structure. She parked near an elevator and disembarked, then went around to open the passenger door and take Ryan by the hand. She led him and he followed with all the resistance of a toy balloon.

They entered the elevator and she pushed the button to take them down one level. The doors opened onto a long corridor lined with the doors to apartments. She led him five doors down to hers, opened the door and tugged him gently inside.

The living room was furnished in black leather, a broad sofa and two big recliners forming a U with a big coffee table in the space between. Across the room was a sideboard. There was a bottle of red wine upon it and two glasses. Tara pointed to it.

“Open the bottle and pour us some wine Ryan dear. Then we’ll talk a while and get to know each other better. After that…well, you’ll see!”

He went to the sideboard. His back was to her as he fumbled with the bottle and corkscrew. Tara wore just a floral print sundress, comfortable in the humid heat of the night. With one quick motion she shed it and stood resplendently nude, waiting for Ryan to finish pouring the wine and turn around.

He picked up the glasses and turned around. His eyes grew wide and wine sloshed onto the floor as he nearly dropped the glasses he had overfilled. His eyes traced her exquisite physique, the broad shoulders, large, firm jutting breasts, six pack abs, sumptuous curvature of her hips, the dense raven nappy triangle framed by those hips and her comely thighs. His gaze went lower over her finely tapered and muscular legs. Then his eyes snapped back to the hairy focal point of her body and remained riveted there. Tara pointed to the coffee table.

“Put the glasses down now Ryan.”

He obeyed, hands shaking, more wine spilling, again nearly dropping them. His eyes returned to her.

“Do you like what you see Ryan?”

“You are so beautiful!” This in a tremulous voice.

“Well Ryan, do you think it’s entirely fair for me to be standing here naked while you are not?”

Her tone turned to one of resistless command.

“I want you naked Ryan! Now!”

He felt as if a will not his own took hold of his hands as he shed his sandals, shorts and T shirt, then stood before her in just his briefs, blushing crimson. He withered under her impatient glare.

“I said naked Ryan!”

With a sigh of resignation, he dropped his drawers and kicked them aside, standing naked before her, his small penis in a state that for him passed for erection. He felt like a mouse seeing the predatory gleam in the eyes of the cat about to devour him.

“That’s better Ryan! You are beautiful too…in your way.”

She settled into the nearby recliner and postured herself lewd as woman can, legs parted, ankles resting on the arms of the chair.

“Now come here Ryan and get on your knees!”

He took a few steps forward and when he drew close his knees went all to rubber and he knelt at her feet, eyes fixed between her thighs, the animal allure of her womanhood mesmerizing.

“Are you a virgin Ryan?”

“Yes!”

“That’s wonderful Ryan! It will make our evening very special, introducing you to the body of womankind.”

His eyes remained fixated upon her pudenda, the dense raven haired mount riven by the ragged coal black labia, the lips parted slightly showing the hot pink within. Precum dripped from him onto the floor.

“Do you like what you see down there Ryan?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Would you like to taste me?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Come closer then!”

He leaned forward and when he came within her reach she grasped his hair and pulled him even closer, just a handsbreadth from her nappy cunt. She could tell he caught her scent when his eyes glazed over and he pressed forward with tongue extended. She held him back for a minute or two as he strained against her grip, tongue reaching out, enjoying his tantalization. And his tongue proved to be of a rare length. She yielded to her own mounting desire at the sight of it and let go her grip.

He toppled forward, burying his face in her oozing crotch. He kept his face planted there and she felt his tongue in its exploration. Many a man had succumbed and surrendered at the first taste of her. She had come to expect it and Ryan was no exception. She felt a seeking in his attentions, a pleading to be guided as to how best to please her. She chose to give instruction aloud.

“Run your tongue up and down Ryan! Cup your tongue and gather my juice and the swallow! Yes! Just like that! Don’t stop!”

For Ryan the world seemed to spin and his intoxication deepened with every mouthful he scooped and gulped down. It seemed to suffuse him and induce adoration for the goddess like creature who had come into his life from nowhere. Her instructions continued.

“Now I want your tongue inside me Ryan, as deep as it can go and swirl it around!”

He cast about at first but then found her cavern and plunged his tongue in, straining for very fraction. He swirled as she commanded and then felt a soft mound at the roof of the cave. He pressed his tongue’s tip to it and his heart thrilled at her gasp of surprised delight.

Tara felt his tongue go deep, surprisingly so, and when his tongue found her G she knew she had stumbled upon a rare treasure. It usually took weeks or months of the regimen of tongue lengthening and strengthening for a slave to achieve the depth of penetration needed to reach the spot. She grabbed his hair and rammed her pubis against him hissing commands to continue and lick harder. The slithering organ soon had her rolling her hips while fingering her clit as she propelled herself to climax.

Orgasm struck in a convulsive wave and she clamped her thighs hard on his head, locking her ankles as she writhed in the throes. A ferocious animal sound was torn from her depths and she shuddered one last time and went limp in purest satisfaction, feet dropping to the floor.

When those exquisite silken chocolate thighs clamped upon his head as she passed into her ecstasy Ryan felt a consuming and worshipful joy. He knew then and there he was already enthralled and enslaved beyond the point of no return and nothing else in the world mattered any more. And when her gush of orgasmic juice spurted upward into his mouth he felt it suffusing and transforming him. When her grip slacked and her legs dropped and parted her planted tender kisses and soft licking over her mount and insides of her thighs, longing for her next command.

It took minutes for her to emerge from the haze of sweet afterglow. He knelt at her feet with head bowed and she sensed he was now but a willing means to her pleasure. She resumed the spread-legged posture of offering.

“Look at me Ryan!”

He looked up into her eyes, his filled with adoration. She laughed, but kindly.

“Not up here Ryan, down there!” She pointed to her cunt.

She saw his gaze go down. It was time for the next test of his submission.

“Look lower Ryan! To my bottom!”

His eyes went lower and fell upon her coal black nether orifice. She puckered it rhythmically. He could see she was a bit soiled in its seams and creases.

“It would make me very happy if you would lick me there Ryan. A mistress needs proof positive that her slave is devoted without reservation to giving her pleasure. Do you want to make me happy Ryan?”

He looked up at her quizzically and he knew her words had carried impact.

“Yes Ryan, I am your mistress now and you are my slave. That is your destiny. Resistance is foolish and futile. Now, will you lick me there of your free will or must I force you?”

He gave her one more worshipful gaze and his answer was wordless. He buried his face into her oozing cunt and she felt that sweet tongue go to its duty upon her most intimate spot. She could tell by his first soft caresses that he was cleaning her, swabbing away what the toilet paper had left. She had been a bit itchy down there and his tongue was so soothing.

She sensed that she was scrupulously cleansed and ordered him to go in deep. She felt the long slithering organ probe far into her rectum. She let him slither it about inside her as she quivered in delight. With her arousal mounting she told him to stiffen his tongue and hold steady while she grabbed his hair and tugged him back and forth so he tongue-fucked her anus.

When she could bear no more she schooled him in the triple delight, pulling his head up so his tongue plunged into her cavern, commanding him to stick a finer in where his tongue had been and aligning his nose with her clit so it would rub upon it while she kept her grasp on his hair and shook his head about. Most slaves needed long training to master the act but Ryan proved precocious.

This trick never failed to produce soul shattering orgasmic sequences. Ryan finger fucked her hind hole while grinding his tongue tip on her G and nose on her pink pearl. She passed into the ecstasy giving out giddy vocalizations amidst the rapture and the salty juice of her pleasure ran down her crevice and into his mouth. With one final spasm and breathy grunt of purest satisfaction she melted into the chair.

The evening had far exceeded her modest expectations. She denied orgasm to nearly all of the slaves she brought in and used for her enjoyment before turning them over to the training team to be prepared for sale at the quarterly auctions. But Ryan’s attentions had been so special she chose to make an exception.

He had resumed his position on his knees with head bowed. She reached out and put her sharp-nailed index finger under his chin and lifted his head so he looked into her eyes.

“You have been special tonight Ryan, so much more than I ever dreamed could be when I saw you there at the bus stop. I don’t usually permit this but I have decided to let you come. Would you like that Ryan?”

“Oh yes!”

Mistaking her meaning, he rose up to try and mount her and enter her, pressing his groin between her legs. A harsh twist of his hair and a sharp slap across the face sent him reeling back, hand upon his stinging cheek.

“That is not what I meant Ryan! Your penis will most likely never enter a woman. It is much too small to get the job done! You have surely masturbated at times have you not?”

He blushed and nodded.

“Then you will stroke that organ and you will ejaculate onto my pussy. You will lick up your mess and make me come once more before bedtime! Get busy!”

She leaned back in the chair and spread her legs again. He took himself in hand and moved closer as he ran his hand along his length, lubricated by his precum. Just a score or so of strokes sufficed for him to fell the welling up in his balls and then the hot sharp pleasure as he erupted. And erupt he did most literally, thick rich spurts covering her pubes like a glaze on pastry. But so filled was he from the intimacies with her goddess body that more spurts were expelled, shooting across her belly, pooling in her navel and splattering onto her breasts. He feared her anger at being sullied by his come but instead she nearly expired in her bawdy mirth.

“My oh my Ryan! I knew you like me but I never dreamed how much! Don’t worry. Abundant ejaculation is considered and asset from a slave. But now you do have quite a mess to clean up! Get licking!”

Suppressing his revulsion he bent to his duty, having to go low first because the creamy trickle was already running down over her anus and threatening to stain the fine leather of her chair. He sensed some punishment might be incurred if he failed to catch it. He cupped his tongue and ran it up her crevice, scooping and swallowing, finding it much less repugnant than he feared. And he was pleasing Her and that was all that mattered.

Her pubed were much and deeply soaked and he had to suck and slobber to extract his product from them. Then there was a trail that led to her navel and the puddle within it. He licked his way up there and sucked at the small recess until emptied.

Then it was over her ribcage, lapping up the gobs until her reached her breasts. First he licked up what lay in the cleavage, then went to cleaning the right one making his way slowly around and upward until his tongue found her nipple. He lingered well after it was cleaned because she sighed in pleasure and it hardened and wrinkled beneath his tongue. When finished he made his way left and lingered there as well because she held him tight and he could hear her pulse quicken.

When her breathing became panting she took his head in both hands and shoved him down. He knew his duty called and when she put her feet on his head and shoved it down all the way so his tongue slid onto her anus he went to work unbidden, first caressing her vortex, then plunging in deep to wriggle and slither and give her enjoyment. Then it was the triple delight again, finger in the hind hole, tongue upon G and nose to clit.

In the end Tara lay limp and languid for a long time, unable to rise from her chair. She finally firmed but only partly and then made Ryan go to hands and knees so she could mount him and ride him to the bedroom, she being still to unsteady to walk.

Her feet trailed on the floor and her head lolled drunkenly as her sweet slave bore her along, straining beneath her muscular frame but determined to bear her to the destination. They reached the bedside and she dismounted, threw the covers open, and toppled into the oversized bed, grabbing his hair to pull him along with her. Lying diagonal on the mattress she pulled him so his head lay pillowed on her mount, pulled the covers over him and drifted off into the sweet refreshing sleep that only a satisfied mistress could know.

Ryan lay there with his mind reeling despite his own exhaustion. His life had taken a shocking and sudden turn. Nothing could have prepared him for the wild and enthralling eroticism of the chocolate brown beauty who lay snoring softly beneath his head. But her scent pervaded the space beneath the covers and he yielded to it and let it transport him. Surrender to his fate eased him into his slumber.

A tug on his hair awoke him as Tara threw back the covers. He was soon confronted with another test of his submission.

“Good morning Ryan sweetie. I always wake up horny and wanting to come but I also have to pee so badly and I just don’t want to get up and go the bathroom first. Will you help me? Just put your lips around my pussy up near the top and start drinking. Do you love me enough darling?”

He had to admit he loved her enough to do anything he could imagine to please her. His only fear was of failing her and spilling if repulsed by her excretion. He wrapped his lips around her apex and the golden flow poured forth. Sharply pungent and salty in its flavor he was surprised by the thirst the came to him as it filled his mouth. It could only be because it came from Her, the object of his worship. Soon he was guzzling it and he felt craving for even more when the flow ceased.

Then it was time to bring her to the orgasms that would start her day out right. He used the skills she had taught him the night before and three orgasms later she sigh in contentment and rose from the bed. It was already mid-morning.

She led him to the bathroom, used the commode and let his tongue be her toilet paper. Then it was to the luxurious shower stall where the warm water rained down and he bathed her adoringly with a loofa sponge.

After that it was breakfast that he prepared under her instructions, a big omelet, bacon, toast, coffee. She ate about half of everything and let him have the leavings from the plate set on the floor. She retired to the living room, leaving him to wash the dishes, ordering him to join her there when finished.

He found her seated in the recliner with the footrest extended and she told him to lick her feet. He went to his knees and began to worship sole and toes and instep. She picked up her phone and sent a quick text. A few minutes later there was a knock on the door and she called “come in.”

Ryan heard the door open and the sound of bootheels on the floor as more than one person entered. He heard a woman’s voice.

“What can we do for you Mistress Tara?”

Tara put a foot to Ryan’s forehead, pushing him away dismissively as she spoke.

“This one is ready to be turned over to the training team ladies. Take him away!”

Ryan looked up at her aghast and then turned to see the two strong young women who served as slave keepers. One was a blond, the other brunette. Both were naked save for black stiletto heeled boots and wide belts from which hung whips, handcuffs and leather leashes. The blond removed the leash from her belt and the brunette stooped to pull his arms behind him and cuff his hands. The leash was tied in a tight noose around his balls and the blonde gave it a hard yank while her partner hoisted him to his feet from behind. He turned to Tara with beseeching in his eyes.

“Tara! How can you do this to me? I love you!”

“That will be Mistress Tara to you now Ryan and you will address all other women similarly. I know you love me. How could you not? And I loved being loved by you. You did give me exquisite pleasure. But now I am done with you. Our training team will now take you in hand to hone and refine your pleasuring skills. I can tell you will be an exceptional slave and will fetch a high price at auction. Now off to the training chamber with him ladies!”

The blond gave him a hard yank on the leash while the brunette gave him a shove from behind with her booted foot. He planted his feet in resistance and turned to Tara with pleading in his eyes, only to find cold indifference in hers. Another cruel yank on the leash and shove from behind propelled him through the door and it slammed behind him. Tata texted ahead to the training team with her assessment of the new slave.

She sat for a while feeling smug contentment. Ryan had been easy meat, like a newborn fawn being taken by a tigress and devoured within the minute. Such were always pleasurable but it whetted her appetite for bigger and more challenging prey, metaphorically a big bull water buffalo who would struggle mightily but in vain before she brought him to earth. And she would be pleased to participate in his breaking and training.

It was already near noon and she was feeling hungry. She rose from her chair and walked down the hallway to a door at its end. She opened it and her personal slave Allen crawled out. He was naked, good looking brown haired, green-eyed, slender of build. His small penis was enclosed in a chastity cage. This lack of endowment relegated him to the status of an oral and cuck slave who infrequently got his release by way of Tara’s big strapon.

First she made him prepare her lunch and then relaxed in the recliner with the footrest out so he could lick her feet while she enjoyed the big sandwich and chips. His meal was her leavings laid upon the floor for him to stoop over and eat.

Across the room was a black leather upholstered horse set before a big screen TV mounted to the wall. She went to the horse and settled herself over it comfortably, her shapely ass presented. Allen knelt behind her and began the rimming she would enjoy while she watched a movie or two. His tongue was at maximal capability tireless, long and highly skilled from rigorous training.

First she watched a two hour action thriller with a female lead who woman-handled her every male adversary and attacker into submission. It aroused her and she next watched a prolonged femdom porn movie.

The movie aroused her lust and she chose to be satisfied in the ultimate manner. Her position as slave procurer gave her certain perks, one of which was free use of any slaves in the dungeon for any purpose. She took her phone and sent a quick text while slave Allen continued his rimming. Soon there was a knock on the door and she called out for the knocker to enter and went to sit down in the recliner.

Two slave keepers led three muscular and uncommonly well hung naked slaves into the room. They were stud slaves. Artful brain surgery performed by League surgeons had reduced them to a state in which they were capable of nothing but brutish rutting upon command. They were driven by mindless lust and would fuck with mad abandon, coming repeatedly until used up and spent. Tara was to enjoy them with the assistance of her slave Allen. They were nameless, only identified by the numbers tattooed on their shaven pates.

The studs stood shoulder to shoulder with their big dicks jutting full erect. All had dicks of the size that could satisfy but, like all males they were prone to premature ejaculation when allowed to enter the body of a mistress while in the randy state they were. Allen’s first duty was to perform a fellatio upon each of them to get their premature ejaculations out of the way. Then he was to suck them back to full erection so they could last long in servicing Tara.

Allen was well schooled in the art of the fellatio and Tara loved to watch as he deepthroated each to orgasm. The first stud gullet fucked him until he came and Allen took just the glans between his lips and let the stud pump his mouth full of cum. Then he turned to Tara with mouth open wide and overflowing, cum dribbling from the corners. She gave him a nod and he swallowed it down.

Moving on to the second stud he took the long and curving, foot-long organ down full length with practiced ease and when ejaculation impended he took the shaft in both hands, held the glans six inches from his wide open mouth and stroked the stud off. Tara watched with great amusement as spurt after creamy spurt shot out into Allen’s mouth until it was overflowing. Again, he turned to his mistress to show her the cum load and await her permission to swallow.

He gulped the load down and went on with his duty upon the third stud. His head went back and forth, the big thick shaft appearing and disappearing down his throat until the stud gave out a grunt that portended his coming. Allen took the organ down full length and let the load be pumped right down into his stomach while Tara clapped her hands and gave voice to her glee. Allen was such a sweet and submissive slave who would spare no sacrifice of his dignity to please her.

Allen’s next duty was to reharden the studs and he went to the first and began to suck again. The big organ soon stiffened and he went on to the next. Soon all three were randy and ready again.

Tara rose from the chair, grabbed the first stud by the wrist, pulled him over to the chair and shoved him down to sit in it with is big member jutting upward. She hopped on top of him and vaginally impaled herself. The recliner was of the electric kind and she pressed a button alongside to extend the footrest and lay the back down flat.

The second stud knew what to do next and climbed onto the chair to slide his cock into her ass. The third stud stepped around the chair and over the back of it so he stood with legs apart, offering his cock to Tara’s mouth. She took it in eagerly and pressed forward to slide it down her throat.

Nothing gave greater pleasure to a mistress of the League than having her every orifice filled with cocks that could get the job done for her. The two studs rutted hard down below and she rode the cock in her pussy up and down while gyrating in rhythm to the stud who rammed in and out of her ass. And the cock down her throat added that mysterious but very real enhancement, sending tingling waves through her body down to her lower holes so wonderfully filled. Her state of mad delight soon transitioned into the throes of a long orgasmic sequence. Pulsing surges of ecstasy coursed through her body beyond counting. On and on it went.

But inevitably the delights bestowed by her orifices upon the cocks of the slaves made them come. Each stud gave out animal grunts and she felt the pulsing of the big dicks within her as they pumped their loads. The cocks went limp and fell out of her, ending her pleasure, but only for the time being.

Then Allen was put to his next duty. She had swallowed down the cum load with relish but her vagina and rectum were filled with creamy ejaculate. She hopped out of the chair and pulled the stud who lay on his back up and out of it. Then she flopped down onto her back with legs spread. Allen was quick to go down and put his face between her thighs. She squeezed herself and the cum poured out from her, down her crevice. Allen waited until it ran down over her anus and then cupped his tongue and scooped upward to gather it in and swallow. He sucked and licked up the remainder and then rolled onto his back. Tara mounted his head, facing his feet and pressed her anus to his lips. He encircled her orifice and stuck his tongue into it to signal his readiness, then opened his mouth wide. She squeezed out the contents of her rectum and he swallowed it down.

The three studs stood in a line again and Allen didn’t need to be told what to do. He sucked each back to erection and the round robin continued, each stud entering a different hole. The second round of rutting lasted all the longer and the third longer still. In the end Tara lay sweetly sated, the studs used up, spent and lying in a heap. Tara texted the keepers to come and take them away and they were too spent to walk and had to crawl back to their cells.

Tara was pleasantly exhausted herself and unable to walk. But Allen was ever dutiful and went to his hands and knees so she could mount his back and ride him to the bedroom. She slumped over in her relaxation, taking hold of his head ring to steady herself. With her feet dragging the floor he bore her to the bedroom. She tossed aside the covers and flopped onto her back on one side of the broad mattress. Allen laid himself crosswise to her with his head pillowed on her thighs, his nose pressed into her nappy bush.

Allen lay drinking in her scent with every breath, the ache of denial in his balls worsening. But he had only one real concern. Soon her regular breathing and soft snoring told him she had passed into the sweet refreshing sleep of a satisfied mistress. Only then could he lapse into his own slumber despite balls still aching in his anticipation of his first taste of her beloved pussy in the morning.

CHAPTER TWO

Blond, blue eyed, studly Brock Larson was perched on a barstool at a high table in his favorite watering hole surrounded by the half dozen sycophants who lived vicariously by listening to his accounts of the conquest and degradation of the women who succumbed to his blandishments. He took out his phone and showed a picture of his latest.

“Her name is Anne with an “E”. She was feisty at first, tried to make me eat her pussy. But you know I never do that! So, I just had to put her in her place. By the time I was done she took my dick everywhere in her it could go and I came in all three holes. She gagged on the cum but I held her nose and mouth shut until she swallowed all of that big load. If you want seconds with her here’s her number.”

His leering mates took out their phones and entered the number as he spoke it out loud so the whole bar could hear as well.

Little did he know that Tara was sitting at a table in a far corner, back in the shadows and taking it all in. She’d had her eye on brock for some time as one long overdue for his just deserts but had never had a chance to catch him off guard. Tonight, would be the night.

She had dressed in her slutty best for the occasion in a little black dress that barely covered her naked cunt. The table was near the door to the restroom and inevitably Brock had need of the facility due to heavy indulgence. She hung back when he went by to enter the men’s room but when he emerged she crossed his path as if on the way to the lady’s room and bumped into him, feigning drunkenness, one shot of whisky fresh on her breath.

As if by accident her hand fell on his groin and lingered there. She gave his junk a squeeze and expressed her appreciation of his size, then invited him to join her for a drink or two. Sensing vulnerability, he agreed and went to the bar, returning with two double bourbons neat.

Tara draped herself drunkenly over her chair. She assumed he had slipped something into her drink. A baseball game was in progress on one of the big screen TV sets and when a home run distracted him she deftly switched the glasses. He took a deep drink and she pretended to do likewise. He looked her up and down and she leaned back in her chair and postured for him and letting her skirt ride up to show him what he wanted.

He leered at the sight of it and she put her hand between her thighs, brought her dripping fingers up and smeared them over his nose while reaching down to take his now erect organ in hand.

“I’ve been watching you my studly hunk and been hankering to have this big thing inside me everywhere it can go! Come along now and I’ll give you the sweetest brown sugar you ever had!”

His eyes were beginning to glaze over and she knew it was time to get him out of there before she had to carry him bodily. She took him by the hand and tugged him to his feet. His legs wobbled but she put his arm across her strong shoulders and guided him out the back door and into the far dark corner of the parking lot where a black windowless van driven by Lana, a red haired young slave keeper. The side door slid open and Tara tossed him inside. She relived him of his phone and removed the battery, then jumped into the passenger seat. The door slid shut. He was out cold for the ride to the complex.

The first order of business would be the humiliating anal rape he so richly deserved. And it would be a public humiliation taking place in s small arena in the sub-basement of the complex with all mistresses of the local chapter of the League in attendance.

Brock emerged slowly from the fog and found himself lying supine and naked. Bright lights above nearly blinded him. He found he was wearing some kind of harness made of black leather. It formed a collar around his neck, went under his arms across his chest and back and around his waist. There were black leather cuffs with clasps on his wrists and ankles. The floor beneath him was padded like a wrestling mat.

He heard multiple female voices and he rose to his knees to look around. There he was in the middle of a small arena. Women filled the bleachers surrounding it, all in various stages of nudity with most wearing kinky black leather attire and/or boots. All of them leered at him with lustful contempt in their eyes. And he felt something warm and squishy between his cheeks.

A gate in the shoulder high wall surrounding the floor of the arena opened and that woman from the bar the night before walked through. She was animal naked and muscles rippled beneath her chocolate skin as she stepped into the arena. His eyes went to her loins and he gasped in shock. From her thick nappy bush projected a cock perfectly matched to her skin tone looking as if she had been born with it and the big balls that hung below. He did make out clear silicone straps holding it in place and knew it was a false organ. And its 1 ½ X 10 size put to shame his own 9 inch “pride and joy.”

Her own lustful leer came to her face as she flaunted the organ, making it jiggle and bob in mockery of his and all “manhood.” Her words dripped contempt and loathing.

“Well big boy! Here we are! That little thing of yours is no match for mine! But let’s see if you can stick yours in me before I stick mine in you!”

She turned and bent over to show her ass and pussy.

“You have two holes as your targets but I have only one! And I’ll bet you mine hits the target first and then I’m going to hurt you! Maybe you should just bend over and take it and skip the preliminaries. But then after that I’m going to make you love it!”

Then he knew the reason for the squishy feel between his cheeks. But by then the drug had fully worn off and this challenge to his “manhood” filled him with rage. This bitch was going to take it in the ass! He charged with arms spread wide to seize her and wrestle her to the ground.

But he proved to be no match for Tara’s animal strength, lightning reflexes and mastery of martial arts. She took his charge head on and went he went to grapple with her he found himself flung head over heels and crashing to the floor.

He got up and spun around dizzy, looking for her so he could renew the attack, more enraged than before. There she was about five yards away, flaunting her cock again with a mocking grin on her face. With a roar he charged again with the same outcome as before. Cheers and catcalls echoed in the chamber and the scent of aroused cunt filled the air as the audience became excited by the spectacle.

Tara wanted to toy with him for a while for the entertainment of the mistresses. She deftly dodged his mindless charges and even sometimes let him wrestle her until she “pinned” him by sitting on his head facing his feet, rubbing her cunt in his face and giving his balls hard slaps that doubled him up and made him moan as she stood and stepped away, giving him chance to rise and make another futile attack.

Finally, he crouched in readiness to charge but his fatigue was evident and she decided to finish him. When he charged she tripped him up so he fell belly down and then she pounced like a panther, pinning him to the mat with her body, then sitting astride him, pulling his hands behind his back and clipping the cuffs together.

Brock could feel her cock between his cheeks along the crack of his ass as she sat across his thighs. She shifted a bit and he felt a pressure against his hole. She leaned over him and spoke taunting words into his ear.

“I told you what would happen big boy! Now you’re going to find out what it’s like to have someone stick it in you against your will!”

He heard a humming begin and felt a pulsing vibration against his hind hole.

Silence fell in the arena as Tara gathered herself for the deflowering thrust. She propped herself up on her hands and raised her pelvis, the length of the cock showing between her and his buttocks. Then her shapely ass drove forward, propelled by her powerful glutes and thighs and the thick shaft disappeared within him. The tearing stretching pain tore a scream from him that tailed off into a sniveling whimper and he heard the audience going wild, whoops, catcalls, hands clapping, booted feet stomping.

He felt her cock pulling out until it pressed against the portal again and then he was taken by another brutal thrust and the rutting began. He writhed and squirmed in a futile effort to crawl from under her but she took hold of the collar around his neck for leverage and ravaged him as he sobbed and whimpered like a bitch. He heard her words of scorn and contempt.

“Squeal like the piggy you are now! Squeal little piggy squeal!”

He heard the audience echoing her words amid more whoops and catcalls and suddenly, as if driven by a will not his own he began to make porcine sounds. Tara held her hand up to silence the audience so the mistresses could hear him squealing. But there was still muffled giggling and cackling to be heard as Tara’s ravaging went on.

As seasoned cocks-woman she knew well how to grind on the prostate to propel him to ejaculation and soon his squealing took on a tone of pleasure. She put a hand under his waist to hoist him up onto his knees with his face still on the floor while she rutted on with grinding, gyrating thrusts, gripping the harness for leverage. The pitch of his panting and squealing heightened and she knew the moment was near.

At his first moan of helpless surrender, she reached out under his chest and pulled him upright. His ejaculate spurted far, each spurt getting another whimpering squeal out of him until his organ wilted and hung limp. She pushed him away so he laid face down, moaning, mewling emasculated wreckage.

Brock lay there feeling a withering shame and humiliation, worsened by having to admit that even as he lay there unmanned he felt longing to be taken again. The woman had made him her bitch.

Tara took hold of the harness with both hands to pull him up to hands and knees, then made him crawl to the puddle of cum he had shot. It was silent in the arena save for a few whispers and soft giggles so all could hear her command him to lick it up. Docile as a lamb under her command he obeyed, though he retched and gagged, until the mat was clean.

Then Tara put her foot on his back and forced him down onto his belly again while raising her arms in triumph. The cheers and applause were deafening and punctuated by cries of orgasmic delight from mistresses who had fingered themselves to climax in their excitement at the spectacle.

Brock’s final humiliation was to kneel and take Tara’s cock from ass to mouth. It was smeared red and brown and she made him suck it spotless. When finished she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him away with contempt. Then she stood aside while two young slave keepers entered the arena, one dark haired the other redhead. The redhead pulled his hands behind his back and clipped the cuffs on his wrists together while the other clipped a short chain onto the cuffs on his ankles.

Then they slipped the loop of a leather leash around his balls and yanked it painfully tight, making his sack tight and shiny. Kicks from their sharp toed boots urged him to his feet and they set off at a brisk walk to exit the arena. He had to hobble and shuffle along behind them, getting hard yanks on the leash when he failed to keep up. Boos and hisses were mingled with the taunting from the audience. Tara made her way around the arena slapping high fives with any within her reach.

Brock shuffled and stumbled along behind the brunette keeper who held the leash. The redhead fell in behind as they led him through the corridors of the complex to where his cell awaited him. They picked up the pace and he stumbled and fell more than once. Kicks and lashes from the short thick whips the keepers had hung from their belts urged him to his feet. His balls ached from the cruel tugs and his ass was striped with lashes from the keeper who brought up the rear.

They came to a door that opened into a long corridor with cell doors along each side. He was led to an empty one and a keeper swung the door open. They made him stand with his back to the doorway and the leash was removed from his balls. It was replaced by a wide thick black leather strap that was pulled tight so his sack was again tight and shiny.

To his surprise they removed his restraints. But he was too cowed and confused to put up a fight. Then he saw the redhead holding what looked like a small TV remote. She pointed it at his groin and pushed a button. Something like a mule kick to his balls doubled him over and drove him backward into the cell so that he toppled onto the thin mattress that lay on the floor. The keepers laughed and the redhead enlightened him.

“That was half power slave! I hope it has taught you that any resistance is futile and foolish and will be punished by full power jolts. Now sleep tight and rest up. Your training begins in the morning and it will be rigorous!”

The cell door slammed with a metallic clang of finality and the bolt was thrown. All he could do was curl up and whimper himself to sleep.

CHAPTER THREE

Poor tender young Ryan was hustled along by the keepers though the maze of corridors within the complex. The crack of whips and cries of pain and also wails of orgasmic ecstasy could be heard through speakers along the way, the sounds piped in to amuse and arouse the mistresses and terrorize the slaves.

They descended one floor by way of an elevator and came to a steel door along a corridor deep withing the complex.  One keeper swung it open and the other put a foot to his behind and gave him a hard shove. He tumbled inside and the door slammed behind him. He found himself in pitch darkness, not the slightest hint of illumination.

He heard the creak of hinges as another door was opened somewhere and the click of bootheels on the stone floor. Silence fell in the chamber. Then light came ever so slowly and soon he saw human three forms standing side by side before him. As the light brightened he saw them to be three women.

On the left was a female colossus, naked but for thigh high black stiletto boots. Her skin was creamy white, her hair coal black, her eyes bright green and filled with a gleam of lust. Towering well over six feet tall, her body was a study in curvaceous voluptuosity, her hips near as wide as most doorways. Her fingers scratched at the dense black thicket between her thighs as she leered at him in seeming anticipation, fingers slipping into her crevice.

Standing next to her was her near polar opposite, a petite and ethereally beautiful woman of Asian extraction, animal naked with dark eyes also leering.

And then he turned to the last of them He gasped in fright and drew back at the apparition before him. Tall, lean, sinuously muscular, her pate was shaven except for a long blond braid at the top of her head that hung down to the middle of her back. The only other hair upon her was dense reddish-golden thicket at her loins. She wore knee high spike heeled black boots. And curling around her body was the tattoo of a venomous snake. It wound up around her left leg, at an angle across her six pack belly, between her heavy firm breasts, over her right shoulder, around her neck and down her left side, then crossed itself with the red-eyed head of the serpent just above her bush, it’s maw open showing dripping fangs. 

She stepped toward him, hinting she was in charge of whatever proceedings were to follow, her steel blue eyes transfixing him as he cowered before her, feeling like a mouse about to the pierced by those fangs and gulped down to be slowly digested. Her mouth turned up in a cruel and lustful rictus showing her fanglike eye teeth. Her voice had a tone of velvet covered steel as she spoke.

“What tender morsel has been brought before us today? Oh yes! It’s young slave Ryan! Your reputation precedes you by way of mistress Tara and it is a most favorable one. Though I do not doubt her I prefer to make my own assessments, as do my cohorts here.”

“But oh! How rude of me! I have failed to make introductions. The exquisite Japanese beauty here is mistress Mariko. She is highly skilled in all erotic arts and also shockingly cruel in the most subtle ways. And the large, lovely lady beside her is mistress Olga who comes to us from the mountains of Transylvania. She prefers to be to be ‘on top of things’ so to speak. The meaning of that will be made known to you soon enough! And I call myself mistress Viper as do all others.”

“Now for the first order of business. I see your milky hide is utterly unblemished. That must change forthwith! By mistress Tara’s account you are already pleasing sweet and submissive. Nevertheless, every slave must suffer under the whip from time to time regardless and always bear the marks of the lash. Our whips hunger to bite your flawless flesh and your suffering will incite our lust and add intensity to the pleasure you will give us once we think you have suffered enough! Ladies! Let’s get him strung up!”

The chamber was amply equipped with every device and furnishing for the infliction of torment. In its center hung a block and tackle with a hook on its end. Viper and Mariko dragged him over to lie beneath it. Mariko fetched a spreader bar with anklets at the ends and clamped his ankles into them. Viper pulled the hook down and attached it to the ring in the center of the bar and Olga hauled him aloft with her powerful arms as if he were a feather.

He hung with his head a yard from the floor and all he could see was their feet. They walked beyond his view for a moment and when they returned he saw the braided leather trailing on the floor. Then Viper gave the end of the bar a hard shove and he found himself spinning. He heard whooshing sounds and soon after the searing lashes began to strike his tender hide. He spun around helpless, disoriented, terrified, giving full voice to the torment that fell upon him from every direction. Some of the lashes flicked his organs, the pain eclipsing all the others.

His craven sobs and snivels and whimpers interspersed with screams made the pussies of the mistresses go warm wet and tingling as the wielded the whips. Soon all three felt urgent need of release. Ryan was well striped with welts, the scars of which would decorate him for life. More would be added as time went by.

When the mistresses could bear no more the whips fell from their hands and they lowered Ryan to the floor. Mariko unhooked him from the hoist and Viper and Olga carried him over to a wide padded table across the room. They laid him on it face up and Viper leapt up on the table to seat herself on his chest with her cunt inches from his face. She was pleased when, despite his pain and terror, his long tongue reached out to taste her.

Though his body burned from the flogging and terror of these harridans filled him when Viper’s golden cunt was presented to him and her scent filled his nostrils his only thought was to taste and please her. He strained upward to lick her but she held herself just out of reach. She leered down at him as she spoke.

“My oh my slave Ryan! It appears you are a rare one with such a fine long tongue and a hunger to please me. You seem to know one of the fundamental rules that will govern your life: When a mistress presents the beauty between her thigh to you nothing less than reverential worship will suffice. Now let me have that tongue!”

She shifted forward to plant her cunt over his face and shuddered when she felt his tongue go deep into her cavern and find her G. She could tell Tara had surely schooled him well when he began to massage the pulsing mound and dizzy her with delight. But she wanted further exploration so she shifted back a bit to introduce him to the pink pearl at her apex. His long supple organ caressed it with skill and worship, making her quiver and causing an urge to come that she resisted for the time being so she could turn his attention to her hind hole.

She found herself more than pleased by his response to her demand for that abasement. His caresses upon her vortex were fervent in their worship and then, unbidden, she felt him slither deep inside and wriggle and swirl about. She pressed herself down on him hard and lost herself in enjoyment. But then his tongue tired and her pleasure waned. This was not unexpected. All new slaves were subject to this failing and the matter would be resolved through rigorous practice at rimming and tongue exercises.

And she was now aroused beyond enduring and in need of release. She chose her clit to be the focus and shifted to offer it to him. The wriggling organ soon set her off and she gave out a primal shriek as she gushed his mouth full to overflowing. She was pleased to hear him gulp it down with seeming thirst as she went limp with head lolling in her afterglow. When she firmed she dismounted the table so Mariko could take her turn.

Ryan lay looking up as Viper’s cunt rose from upon him and she stepped aside. He found himself with head between Mariko’s feet as she gazed down at him with lust in her dark almond eyes, fondling her fuzzy cunt. Then she lowered herself, pussy descending inexorably to cover his face. Her descent was willfully slow and even when her parts were well out of reach he strained upward extending his tongue, rapt at the sight of her hovering beauty and hungering for the taste of her. A smug smile came to her face when she sensed his yearning and, like Viper, she first settled down to sit on his chest to tease and taunt him, her lusciousness inches from his face. Her exotic scent flooded his nostrils.

“So, you hunger to taste my little black pussycat do you slave? You will lick and drink my juices and they will cast their spell on you. Forget the life you have led up to now. What you see before you is now the center of your universe. You will live to serve Woman and your only thoughts will be of how to become a better slave and be more pleasing to the mistresses you will be serving. Now taste me and let me feel your worship!”

She shifted to press her exquisite pussy upon him and he held his tongue to let it nestle between the lips of her crevice. He cupped his tongue and let the flow of her amber poon fill the concavity, then drew his tongue in to swallow it down. Looking up into her eyes he saw she seemed pleased by his appetite because she gave him a warm smile before pressing forward to impale herself on his tongue while mounting his face.

He probed deep into her cavern to find the spot he knew to please and let her taste and scent and the tickle of her fuzzy pubes upon his cheeks captivate his soul. He heard soft words of command and encouragement.

“Lovely slave Ryan! But now make your tongue go everywhere for me!”

First he went up to the apex to caress the clit, feeling that joy at her gasp of delight. Then she moved so that she pressed her anal kiss to his lips and he returned it with tender kisses of his own before running his tongue in deep and slithering it in and out of her. With a sigh she settled down onto him, impaling herself, rolling and gyrating her hips in answer to his swirling caresses.

But his tongue did tire and, though disappointed for the moment she looked forward to the many hours and days she would enjoy his rimming until his tongue became a tireless instrument able to give rapture without pause and indefinitely. Then she glanced aside and saw Olga standing by, looking impatient and fondling herself, eyes glazed over in her lust. Courtesy demanded that she finish and let her friend and colleague have her pleasure.

She chose vaginal impalement upon his tongue with fingering of her clit to finish herself. He probed so deep and so delightfully and massaged her special spot with skill and passion that pleasantly surprised her for a newbie slave. Just before orgasm rocked her she shifted to put her apex in his mouth so he could imbibe the salty juice of her ecstasy as she cried out. She found his thirsty gulp most pleasing, knowing it would hasten his spiral downward into the utter thrall of Woman.

Mariko’s body slacked in her satisfaction and she settled down over his face to savor for a while before rising with a sigh to give way to Olga.

Ryan looked upward at the towering mountain of female flesh that loomed above him. She stood with legs parted, green eyes sparkling with lust. Her hairy snatched seemed of a size that might swallow him whole. She plopped herself down on his chest with a weight that forced the breath from his lungs and spoke lewd and menacing words.

“In your lot as a slave you will give pleasure to women of all colors, ages, shapes and sizes. I represent the ultimate of the latter category. When I bring myself down upon a slave to enjoy his tongue I do so with no thought other than my own pleasure. Air will be in rather short supply for you and only my satisfaction will earn you the privilege of breathing again. At times a slave or two has met his end beneath me so be aware that my pussy coming down on you might be the last thing your living eyes will see!”

With that she rose to her knees, poised herself for a moment and the brought her fleshy mass down. The big, oozing, sucking cleft engulfed his entire head. He cast about with his tongue to find her cavern and put tongue to her G in order to please her. Breath was already getting short when he stumbled upon it it and plunged in deep. He found the soft mound and put tongue to it in the way he knew to give enjoyment. He heard her moan and, mercifully, she began a rolling of her hips and a rising and falling that gave him chance for fleeting breaths. And she toyed with him a bit, several times rising to let him breathe before coming down on his again all the harder.

But then she settled her bulk down full weight and he felt her knuckles rubbing on his forehead as she fingered her clit. She bounced her body to let him know orgasm impended and he tongued her hard in desperation, his lungs burning from lack of air.

To his surprise and bewilderment, he felt a hand take hold of his organ and he realized he was rock hard and on the edge of ejaculation. The hand began to stroke him just as darkness began to fall. Olga lurched and gyrated as she passed into her orgasmic throes and he felt his neck might break. Then, just before the black veil fell he came with an intensity of pleasure he had never known and then he knew no more of anything.

A sharp and piercing scent fill his nostrils and he slapped back to consciousness, hearing the lewd, cackling laughter of his tormentors. Viper climb up onto the table to sit on his chest again and presented her hand to him, her fingers dripping with his cum.

“Lick it up sweet thing and be thankful you have survived the ordeal and given great satisfaction to Olga. Your oral endowment has given you deliverance but I fear you will find yourself beneath her often now, such was her enjoyment!”

He lapped up the goo between her fingers and on her palm. Then they released him and let him climb down from the table to kneel before them. Viper gave her appraisal.

“You have proven quite precocious slave Ryan, so much so that your term of training will be short, perhaps two weeks. Just some refinements of your technique and long daily rimming sessions to eliminate that annoying tongue fatigue and it will be time for you to be presented to the CEO for her appraisal.”

CHAPTER FOUR

A harsh buzzer awakened Brock in his cell the next morning. The door was flung open and the same two slave keepers stood in the corridor, the blond one with leash in hand the redhead holding the shocker remote. She pointed it and barked an order.

“Get your sorry ass out here and stand at attention, hands on your head!”

She pressed the button several times, giving him low power jolts that made him yelp and hasten to obey. When he stood as ordered the blond slipped the noose of the leash onto his ball sack and tugged it painfully tight. Then they led him along the maze of corridors until they came to a door that opened onto the grooming chamber.

He was rudely tugged inside and made to lie on his belly under a mechanical hoist and they cuffed his hands behind his back and clamped his ankles into a spreader bar. Then the redhead pressed a button on the wall and he was hauled aloft to hang upside down.

First he was bathed with soap and ice-cold water, scrubbed with rough sponges. They shaved him head to toe including his pubes, except for a patch at the top of his head. After rinsing and drying him off they used laser epilation devices over every inch of his body, rendering him permanently hairless, smooth as a baby’s bottom.

He had always worn his blond locks long and the hank of hair left on top of his head sufficed in length for them to braid a brass ring into it as a convenient handle for a mistress to control and guide him.

When finished they lowered him, released him and leashed his balls again, replacing the ball shocker as well. They put black leather cuffs on his wrists and ankles with clips on them so he could be restrained at will. Then he was led along to another door in yet another corridor. The redhead opened the door and the blond planted her spike heeled boot in the small of his back and gave him a hard shove so he tumbled inside. The door slammed and he found himself lying in pitch darkness. He rose to his knees.

Light came ever so slowly to the chamber and soon his eyes beheld four women seated upon thronelike chairs set upon a broad dais with three steps leading up. They were naked except for the black leather boots they preferred. Right away he recognized his chocolate skinned captor and cruel tormentress, seated on the left.

Next to her was a petite and ethereal beauty of Asian extraction. Next was a raven haired, ponderous mass of female flesh whose green eyes sparkled with lust as she regarded him. And lastly his eyes fell upon a much-tattooed woman who exuded such menace that he drew back and cowered before her baneful glare. She spoke in a tone of icy steel that matched her eyes.

“So here he is, Brock Larson, pig-male of the first order! Your richly deserved anal rape at the hands of our Mistress Tara was merely the initial phase of your punishment. The four of us now sit in judgement over you and we will determine when you have suffered enough to have respite and begin your training. What do you have to say for yourself pig-male, that might mitigate your all too well-known guilt?”

From somewhere Brock summoned up defiance.

“You dirty cunts can’t do this to me! This is kidnapping and I’ll…

He saw the remote in her hand as she pointed it and he felt a jolt to his balls of double the power of any before. It put him on the floor curled up and moaning, cradling his balls in his hands. She pressed the button again, over and over, making him flop like a caught fish on a riverbank.

“Silence from you pig-male unless it is to speak words of penitence and contrition! Now, you will get back up on your knees and confess to your every offense against women. No doubt your confession will be long but time is one thing we have in abundance! Would you like another jolt to encourage you?”

He rose to his knees with hands covering his organs as if they could fend off the cruel jolts.

“Please! No more! I’ll confess…to everything!”

The litany was indeed long, tales of habitual use of his male organ to degrade and abuse women for the sake of his selfish pleasure. If a woman fell for his blandishments and false promises she was used and discarded. If he cast his eye upon one made of stronger stuff who brushed him off it would be the date rape drug. He took delight in violating and defiling every orifice within them where his vile organ could go. Viper became so consumed with loathing she could not help giving him another full power jolt. Then a cruel thought crossed her mind and she looked to the other mistresses, giving each a sly wink to let them know they should play along.

She glared down at him with repugnance and detestation as she spoke.

These offenses warrant the death penalty! Don’t you agree mistresses?”

All nodded, eyes gleaming with implacable cruelty and spoke in unison: “Yes!”

Viper pushed a button on the arm of her chair and minutes later the keepers returned. She gave instruction in a voice with the ring of cold steel that Made brock cower in his terror.

“Take him to his cell and lock him up to await his execution! The sentence will be carried out this evening. I will put the word out for the mistresses to assemble in the arena to witness and be entertained by his fitting end!”

He pleaded pathetically for mercy and held back, writhing, as the keepers tried to drag him away by the balls. Viper gave him a couple of jolts to subdue him and at last he bowed his head in resignation and let them lead him away.

He lay for hours in his cell in stark terror, but all too soon the keepers returned to lead him on the long walk to the place of execution. He tried to resist but more jolts to the balls forced his submission and he rose to his feet and let them lead him along, hands cuffed behind him, whimpering in fear. He tried to hang back and slow their pace to give himself a few more precious seconds of lift but the set a fast pace and tugged him along to keep up.

They reached the arena and the door swung open wide. He hung back again, but hard yanks on the leash and kicks from behind propelled him through the doorway. The arena was filled SRO and as he looked around at the audience there was gleeful anticipation in every eye, not a hint of sympathy to be seen.

In the center of the arena was ponderous Olga, seated on a throne chair with Viper standing beside her with a big woman-cock jutting from her loins. His mind reeled, wondering what manner of death might be instore for him. The keepers led him before Olga and forced him to his knees. Viper addressed the assemblage.

“Welcome ladies! We have gathered here to witness justice being served upon the unregenerate pig-male Brock Larson. His misdeeds are of a number and degree that warrant his execution by asphyxiation!”

She stepped over to Brock and pressed his head closer to Olga, who parted her legs to expose her gaping, oozing crevice. Viper continued as she held his face inches from the cunt.

“Because he has so blatantly scorned what should for him have been a place of humble worship it is fitting that this should be the last thing his living eyes will see!”

With that she shoved his face into Olga’s crotch and the mighty thighs closed upon his head. Viper went behind him to kneel and press the tip of her cock to his orifice and rammed it home.

Brock’s face was buried to the ears in Olga’s great sucking pudenda and there was no hope of breath in the remorseless clench. He felt Viper’s humming cock invade him, his cry of pain muffled by Olga’s lush tissues. She began to fuck him hard and soon his lungs burned as his breath began to give out. Animal panic took hold and he bucked and thrashed but there was no escape from his impalement on Viper’s cock or from Olga’s death grip. A darkness began to descend upon him and then there was a sharp burning pleasure in his rectum as Viper rutted harder. He came with a mad ecstasy that eclipsed any he had known. Then the utter blackness and oblivion fell.

Light came back to his eyes when a piecing odor filled his nostrils. He lay on his back and looked up to see Viper holding the vial of smelling salts. Sitting up, befuddled, he looked around with eyes and mouth agape and heard gales of mirth from the assembled mistresses. It had all been a cruel charade. He looked back to Viper who regarded him with amused contempt as she spoke.

“It seems you have gotten a last second stay of execution! But be aware, we do hold the power of life and death over you. Now perhaps you should show your gratitude to mistress Olga for letting you live. She awaits the attentions of your tongue! Satisfy her or perhaps those thighs will close upon you again and there will be no return to the light of life!”

He went to his knees and turned to Olga who was in the posture of offering, big thighs parted, fingertips grasping hanks of her pubes to part the lips of her big cunt wide. In most abject submission he planted his face deep and felt those thighs close again upon him, albeit more loosely. He plied his tongue everywhere from top to bottom, wordlessly beseeching instruction in how best to please her, knowing her death grip might close upon him once more should he fail in satisfying her.

She guided him first to her grape-sized clit and he sucked and licked in desperation until her clench tightened menacingly as she passed into the throes of her first brutish orgasm. She held long enough that his lungs began to burn but then her thighs parted and he heard her sigh of satisfaction and she drifted in afterglow for a minute or two.

Then a downward push of her hand made her next wish known to him and he went down to the bottom to run his tongue deep into her nether orifice to wriggle it about in penitential submission. Her thighs clamped again and held him fast while he licked until his attentions aroused her and she tugged him up by the head ring to feed him her clit again. He felt Viper releasing his cuffed hands and knew to ensure Olga’s satisfaction by slipping a finger into her anus, hope filling him when he heard her moan of approval.

Orgasm rocked her again and again there was the death grip as she writhed and convulsed in her ecstasy. Mortal terror took hold of him again as his lungs burned and the darkness began to fall. But at the last second the great gams parted and he fell to the floor gasping. Cheers, applause, whoops and catcalls filled the arena.

The keepers led him from the arena, terrorized, humiliated and forced to make an admission to himself. If ever he knelt before that female colossus again he would bury his face in her big cunt of his own accord and feel her death grip, thinking of nothing but the pleasure, not caring if he would see the light of life again. They put him away in his cell and sleep overcame him as soon as he collapsed upon the thin mattress.

The next morning, he was led back to the chamber where the mistresses waited to begin the rigors of punishment and training. He knelt as Viper paced back and forth enlightening him as to what was to follow.

“You will first suffer under our whips as the initial phase of your punishment. Other torments await you later but we will let them be a surprise!”

They descended upon him from the dais and prepared him for the flogging. The hoist was above him and they clipped his wrists together and hooked them to it, then clipped his ankles together by the cuffs and raised him so he stood on just his tiptoes. Then they went to the array of whips, Viper and Mariko selecting snake whips, Olga and Tara long tailed cats o’ nine with knotted ends. Viper stepped up to him and grabbed the lock of hair that remained on his head, twisting it painfully. She got up close to his face.

“Now you will do a little dance for our amusement. Mistress Olga! Play some appropriate music!”

Olga pulled her phone from the top of her thigh boot and pressed on it. An old rock and roll song entitled “At the Hop” began to play.

And hop he did while Mariko artfully plied her whip to his toes, making him hop up and down and all about in a futile effort to dodge. And then the lashes from the other whips began to fall, Tara and Olga painting him pink and polka dotted with their cats while Viper zebra striped him with welts from her snake. He hopped and howled in his torment as the lashes struck his toes. Mariko and Viper switched up with Viper stinging his toes while Mariko striped him. And his tender precious organs were not spared. Swipes of the cat landed over them and the tips of the snakes struck with unerring precision. Relentless they continued as he howled and hopped on until exhaustion set in and he hung sobbing in despair of the torment ever ending. Satisfied with his suffering the mistresses let their whips fall.

Then they released him and carried him bodily to the wide leather upholstered table. They laid him face up and clipped his cuffs to the corners and strapped him down with wide belts across his belly and thighs. Viper removed the ball shocker and replaced it with a stretcher that made his ball sack tight and shiny. Mariko fetched a tray from a cabinet on the wall. It contained several instruments including a large scalpel. Viper picked it up and held it within his view. He gave forth a sniveling plea in his terror at the sight of it.

“No! Please! Not my balls! Please don’t cut them off!”

Viper rolled her eyes and shook her head, just saying: “Gag him!”

Tara picked up a penis gag from the tray. Viper gave his bruised balls a flick with her finger that made him open his mouth and yelp. Tara shoved the gag in and strapped it behind his head. Viper spoke with lips curled in disdain, her voice dripping vitriol.

“Oh, quit your sniveling! You are not going to be castrated…yet! It just happens your cock is of a size that can satisfy. So, it will be privileged to enter our bodies to give us pleasure and you will also ejaculate inside us. We of course prefer to not be impregnated. To this end I will perform a vasectomy.”

She made a quick cut along the underside of his balls that made him flinch and sob. With a large tweezers she reached into the cut, pulled out the sperm ducts, snipped them with a scissors and tucked the ends back inside. Then she closed the wound with surgical staples as he whimpered all the while. She gave his balls another flick with her finger and chuckled at his pain.

“You will be given a bit of time to heal before we begin to enjoy your cock. And though I have made the proper cut many of your vile little wigglies remain in your body. It will take multiple ejaculations over some weeks to purge them all from you. To this end you will be subjected to a “milking” every day at the end of your training session.

In the meantime, you will be schooled in the arts of oral pleasuring, the selfless acts you have so vociferously spurned and scorned!”

Viper put the ball shocker back on him. They released him from his bonds and Olga gave him a hard shove that rolled him from the table onto the floor. He landed with a thud. Then kicks and heel gouges from their boots urged him to hands and knees and he groveled behind them as they made their way back to the thrones set close side by side on the dais. They resumed their earlier places, each parting her legs and draping her calves over the arms of her chair, exhibiting themselves lewd as woman can.

He knelt looking up at them, eyes filled with fright. Tara crooked a finger and he knew well enough to clamber up the steps on hands and knees. She held the shocker remote in her other hand. When within her reach she hooked a finger into the ring braided atop his head and held him inches from her nappy cunt. He heard Viper’s iron voice.

“You will now abase yourself and perform the selfless act for us. You will be instructed in the finer points as we go along but to begin with it will be wise for you to make us feel your penitence and contrition for the life of depravity you have led. You have felt our whips and I can assure you that more of the same and worse awaits you if we feel a lack of sincerity in your attentions! Now lick!”

Tara released her hold and he toppled forward into her oozing crotch. Her animal perfume flooded his nostrils and he felt its effect, an intoxication that surprised one who had so long disdained this act. His first tastings were driven by more than his desperate terror.

The armor of his will had already been shattered by her cock and he knew he was helpless in the clutches of these cruel and lustful women. And now he felt the taste and scent of Woman breaking down any remaining walls of his resistance as he filled his mouth with her amber poon and swallowed with growing hunger. He came to know surrender was his only deliverance.

Tata felt that surrender was most pleased. She was no stranger to the delight of having a male lick her pussy in a state of abject and terrorized submission, but she never tired of it. And to feel the final breaking of the will of such a loathsome specimen as Brock as he succumbed to the Dominant Will added special zest to her pleasure.

His untutored but desperately worshipful attentions eventually did bring her to a deep and satisfying orgasm. But rather than let on that her pleasure had been satisfactory she dug her spike heels into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him tumbling down the steps. And in the midst of his tumble, she gave him a full power jolt to the balls. He lay doubled over and moaning for a while, then rose to his knees to see her looking down at him with scorn.

Tara handed the remote over to Mariko who already sat in the spread-legged posture of offering. She crooked a finger at him and pointed to her fuzzy snatch. Even more terrorized now he climbed the stairs in haste, barking shins and banging knees painfully. Mewling pleas for mercy he pressed his face between her thighs and began to lick.

One by one he served the mistresses with the same outcome, exquisite orgasms for each, followed by the cruel rejection of being tumbled down the stairs and getting a ball crushing jolt. When Viper had finished with him he knelt and looked from mistress to mistress wondering what else he might do to show his contrition. That was soon made known to him by Viper.

There was a black leather upholstered horse across the chamber, built so that a mistress could drape herself belly down upon it in total comfort while offer her ass to be rimmed. Viper dismounted the dais and walked over to it. He turned to look at her and she just pointed to the floor at the foot of the horse. He knew well enough to grovel there. The other three mistresses came down from the dais and gathered around while Viper enlightened him as to what was next.

“Now you will perform another act of obeisance. In doing so you must show us that you know your proper place in the order of things. Mistress Tara would you be pleased to mount the horse?”

“Don’t mind if I do Mistress Viper!”

Tara settled herself in comfortably on her belly, knees upon on the padded rests along the side of the horse. Her shapely ass was presented, her cheeks spread wide, exposing her coal black vortex. Viper continued.

“You will now learn the art or rimming, the use of the tongue to give pleasure on the nether orifice. First you will lick tenderly and be attentive to the cleanliness of the mistress. The anus of your mistress must be kept spotless and lovingly cared for. When Mistress Tara wiggles her behind from side to side you will know it is time to turn you efforts to rectal penetration. This is the most strenuous phase of the act. Because you are a new slave, your tongue will tire and interrupt the pleasure, whereupon you will be encouraged by jolts from the shocker. Your goal is to acquire a tireless tongue that can maintain the movement your mistress finds most pleasing indefinitely. To that end, in the days that lie ahead there will be long and rigorous rimming sessions performed upon each of us. You will also be assigned tongue lengthening exercises to be practiced within the confines of your cell in the oof hours.”

“Inevitably, in the course of this, your mistress will become aroused and ready for orgasm. When mistress Tara rolls her hips and rubs her cunt over your face it will be your signal to turn you attention to her clit and satisfy her. Now begin! And remember the whips!”

Brock’s mind reeled. He had merely scorned the licking of pussy, but the licking of a woman’s anus was degradation unthinkable. But what choice was there? He did indeed remember the whips and also some of Viper’s earlier words: “You will not be castrated…yet!” It seemed there was no limit to what these cruel harridans might do to him. With a sigh of resignation, he leaned forward to put his face between Tara’s lovely cheeks with tongue extended.

It was a grueling day of training and when he had rimmed all four mistresses to their satisfaction the ordeal was at an end except for the promised milking. He found himself looking forward to the release it would bring, being much horned up despite himself from the deep intimacies with the bodies of the mistresses. Nothing could have prepared him for what was to follow.

They led him to where an iron stanchion was mounted in the floor. At the top was a vise they used to clamp his balls in tight. At the bottom were iron anklets that would hold him immobile. They cuffed his hands behind his back and put a black leather hood over his head. Olga fetched a big stainless steel bowl in which to catch his ejaculation.

Then Viper dipped her hand in a pot of warm baby oil and began to stroke his shaft. He sighed in pleasurable anticipation of his orgasmic release. Little did he know that Tara stood by, holding a wooden cane at the ready. Viper’s ministrations soon had him at the brink. She artfully kept him on the verge for a minute or two, then took him over it. At the very second of his first grunt of pleasure Tara brought the cane down in a vicious stroke across his tight clamped balls, ruining his orgasm, taking him from the heights of delight to the depths of agony. Every spurt of his ejaculate into the bowl was accompanied by a pathetic sob of shock and torment. All the mistresses near expired with laughter.

When his spurting ceased they removed the hood and Olga shoved the cum filled bowl in his face and he was ordered to lick up his slime. Viper enlightened him as to what was to be at the end of every day’s training.

“Perhaps you were so foolish as to think we would allow you to get pleasure from the milking. Perhaps you will attempt to resist coming but I assure you that will be futile. My hand is long practiced at the skill and you will spurt and feel the pain of it!”

Then he was taken back to his cell and rudely tossed inside to spend the night.

CHAPTER FIVE

Karla Horn, CEO of LDW Enterprises stood looking from the window of her top floor office at the city below that was coming to be ever more under the reign of the League. She was puffed with pride at how deeply government and business were infiltrated. New slaves were being brought in with increasing frequency and new mistresses recruited in mounting numbers.

She was tall and full of figure in a shapely and muscular way, her cinnamon hair cut short, her eyes deepest green. She wore a tweed suit jacket that ended at her broad shapely hips but was naked below the waist save for black, spike heeled pumps.

Turning from the window she took a seat at her vast mahogany desk and took some time to peruse the company finances while waiting for the new slave who was to begin his term of under desk duty to be delivered to her.

There was a polite knock on the office door and Karla called out “come in.”

The door opened and two young slave keepers, red-haired Maeve and blond Erica entered. Following them with his balls at leash was perhaps the sweetest and most tender looking slave her eyes had beheld. He was as hairless as a newborn rabbit except for the lock of blond hair atop his head with the brass ring braided into it. He wore a chastity cage as well. Maeve pushed him forward to kneel before the desk. Erica made introduction.

“This one comes highly recommended by Mistress Viper boss. He is a two way virgin with a natural oral endowment that allowed him to complete his training in record time. Mistress Viper sends her compliments and invites you to enjoy!”

Slave Ryan looked up at Karla timorously and her green eyes, aglow with lustful anticipation, met his. Mistress Viper had made it well known to him how demanding the boss lady was and how harsh his punishment would be if he disappointed her. She also told him it was a rare privilege for a slave to be assigned to under desk duty with the boss lady and that he should spare no effort to please her.

Karla looked to the keepers.

“Thank you ladies! And you may rest assured I intend to enjoy very much!”

The keepers made their exit. Karla sat bolt upright at her desk but when the door closed she pushed her big black executive chair back and turned it slightly while inviting Ryan to crawl around the desk and come to her.

When he turned the corner he found her in the posture of offering, her big cinnamon haired pussy spread wide, showing her dark reddish labial gash, the maw of her cavern and the pinkish brown vortex at the very bottom.

She was quite pleased when Ryan did not quail or cower at the sight. Instead, a look of worshipful longing came to his eyes and he groveled toward her with those eyes fixated upon the object of his worship. Just before he buried his face between her creamy white comely thighs she hooked a finger in the ring and held him back. She could tell he had caught her scent by his dazed look and the way he strained forward with a tongue of impressive length extended.

“Hold on for just a minute sweet boy! You will taste me when I am ready! And my oh my, aren’t you just a living doll! And what a tongue!”

“Now, you must understand that my position here as CEO is very rewarding but also quite demanding and stressful. Heavy responsibilities lie upon my shoulders. It will be your duty to use that tongue to ease my stress and keep me relaxed through my long working day. Satisfying orgasms are the means to that end. And prospective clients and associates, women with whom I would like to do business and also have join or League will come to this office from time to time. Your further duty will be to use that tongue as an instrument of persuasion, to give them a sampling of the pleasures that can be theirs. Now you may taste me!”

She let go of the ring and he fell forward into the lush and fragrant wet. Karla drew in breath in her amazement at how that tongue went to its duty between her thighs. The skills alone were astonishing but it was the depth of his adoring submission that was icing on the cake. She felt the tongue probing her cavern and finding her G while his nose was rubbed on her clit. Her first orgasm struck by surprise, an ecstatic surge that rocked her body, tearing a cry from her as she convulsed, shuddered, gasped and went limp. And indeed, all stress left her and she lapsed into a sweet and contented relaxation. What a way to start her morning! But she didn’t want to let on about how delighted she was lest he become complacent so she damned his efforts with faint praise.

“A reasonably good effort for the first time slave Ryan but I will expect more as we go along! Now get under my desk. It will be like your new home. You may lick my feet while I make a few phone calls. Fetch the footstool from the corner.”

The cavity beneath the desk was spacious, with ample room for her to rest her feet upon the stool in comfort while he crouched between her and the modesty panel. He placed the stool and she rested her ankles on it and he pulled off her pumps.

Stung and frightened by her cool appraisal of his efforts he put his all into the licking, swabbing and massaging her soles, slithering his tongue between her toes, loving the sweat and leather taste, feeling gratitude to Mistress Viper for the rigorous training that allowed him to ply his tongue so tirelessly. He was heartened by her sighs of enjoyment, already hopelessly in love with his boss lady, hungering for his next taste of the lusciousness between her thighs. He closed his eyes and let the time pass as it would, his entire being focused on giving her this pleasure.

After he knew not how long she gave him a shove backward with her feet and then spread them wide apart, an obvious sign she wished to be served again. He put the stool aside and moved forward, up between her legs. He hadn’t noticed that the seat of her chair was U shaped with straps and buckles hanging from it.

He placed his neck in the U and pressed forward, burying his face deep. And then he felt a pressure behind his head and heard the clink of the buckles being locked and he found himself strapped inextricably between her thighs. But he cared not a fig because it was heaven to be so for him. He heard her give instruction.

“Slip your tongue deep into me now slave and just swirl it around softly. I will be conducting a job interview.”

He obeyed, sliding his tongue in, straining for depth, then beginning a clockwise movement, brushing her G but ever so softly on every turn. Happiness filled him at her words.

“Perfect slave Ryan! Just like that! Don’t stop!”

He heard a knock on the door and her call for the person to come in and take a seat.

“Welcome Inez! This will be your final interview and you may rest easy because the job is yours. I find you to be a strong and exceptional young woman and I am so happy to welcome you aboard!”

They engaged in a long and casual conversation, getting to know each other better. Then the subject turned to compensation and especially fringe benefits. Karla summed up the insurance and paid time off and then…

“There is one fringe benefit that I’m sure you will enjoy more than all the others Inez!”

With that she pushed the chair back from the desk, dragging Ryan with it. He heard a gasp of surprise from across the desk and Karla’s voice.

“Have you ever had your pussy eaten proper Inez?”

Inez stammered a reply.

M…Ms. Horn! I… never expected anything like…well…no I haven’t! Men of my ethnicity refuse to do that thinking it unmanly. But…well…I have longed for it so much!”

He felt Karla loosen the straps and his head came free. She pushed him back and took him by the shoulders and turned him around, giving a kick to his behind that he took to mean he should crawl around the desk to see the young woman who sat there. His eyes fell upon a sultry looking, olive skinned, dark eyed, raven haired goddess who stared at him with mingled confusion and excitement. He heard his boss lady’s voice again.

“Slave Ryan! Please introduce Mistress Inez to the ultimate fringe benefit!”

He crawled across the space between them as she sat frozen in place, eyes wide. When within reach of her he gently hiked up her skirt to find panty hose with black silk panties beneath. He reached up and took hold of the hose and pulled them down to her ankles, then remover her shoes. When he looked up she was already dropping her panties with trembling hands, breath coming in soft pants.

He pulled the panties down to her ankles and freed her feet from them. Then he pressed her knees apart and beheld her exquisite raven pubed snatch. Its scent and beauty pulled him in like a moth to a flame and soon his face was pressed in deep and his tongue was turned to its well-trained duty. Her shuddering sigh of utter delight spurred him to supreme effort and he heard the boss lady’s voice again.

“The full treatment slave Ryan! Spare nothing!”

She proved at hair trigger from a lifelong deprivation and when his tongue went to her apex and her pearl the lovely thighs clenched on his head as she arched her back and gave out a quavering wail before going limp and languid.

He put his shoulders under her thighs to lift her knees, even as she lay in her sweet stupor and then held her thus while he went down low to find her nether orifice with his tongue. A gasp of disbelieving delight came from her when she felt his caresses there. Never had she dreamed any man would put tongue to what her mother called the “place of shame” just to give her pleasure. It made her pussy begin to tingle and throb in a way that became head to bear. She found herself torn between wanting him shift his attentions to her apex to give her release or continue as he was.

Then she felt his tongue slide deep into the tight orifice and begin to wriggle about and the dilemma only grew. She put her hands on his head and pressed his face deeper into her oozing crevice as she ground and gyrated with her hips. At last, the call of her clit won out and she guided him there. Her second climax eclipsed the first and she felt herself gushing forth into hiss mouth, hearing him gulp and swallow.

She passed from consciousness briefly and was roused by more of his attentions to her anus. He brought her to the edge again and then it was the triple delight of finger in the hind hole, tongue deep in the cavern upon the G and nose grinding on the clit. Wave after orgasmic wave coursed through her beyond counting until with one final piercing wail she shoved him away and lapsed into a sweet stupor again, this one deeper and more prolonged.

Ryan turned to Karla, asking a question with his eyes: “Did I do well?”

She answered with a nod, a warm smile and a thumbs up.

Inez stirred and shook her head to clear it. At first she could only look back and forth to Karla and Ryan with mouth agape. Karla smiled kindly.

“That is how we incentivize productivity here at LDW Enterprises Inez dear. There are also optional monetary rewards but most employees choose to have a slave on under desk duty for a day or a week or more depending. Now please report for work a eight sharp tomorrow morning. I so look forward to having you join our team.”

Inez took her leave on unsteady legs but she was smiling. She passed by several of her new coworkers on the way out and they nodded knowingly at her and smiled back.

Karla beckoned for Ryan to come back around her desk and back his way under it. She looked down at him with eyes soft in their kindness.

“I won’t hold back anymore my sweet slave. I can already see you are a rare treasure and you will be under my desk every day now until the auction is held. Then I will outbid them all and you will be mine! What do you say sweet thing?”

“Thank you mistress…”

“I prefer boss or boss lady Ryan!”

“Thank you my boss lady for the honor of giving you pleasure. There is nowhere on earth I would rather be than under your desk!”

CHAPTER SIX

Toya Jackson’s first day on the missing person’s squad portended what her job would be like for the foreseeable future. She had worked her way up from traffic patrol to detective, only to find herself assigned to missing persons under the tutelage of Phil Crawford, a darkly handsome but rude and arrogant male chauvinist with one year of seniority over her. And Toya being black added an undertone of racism to his belittling of her. She was stoic in the face of it, not wanting to be branded as a whiner.

Phil was an ambitious climber, willing to go to any length to advance his image with the higher ups in the department. But he was not well liked upstairs and his efforts had been for naught so for and he took it out on Toya from day one. And Toya even found him attractive if she could just subtract his being such a sexist jerk.

Toya, age 25, was on the short side, shapely, muscular, hair in a short Afro. She worked out regularly and had mastered martial arts that would allow her to woman-handle perps much larger than she. Of a dominant nature she often fantasized of doing just that and making the men she mastered give her head. And as her resentment of Phil grew day by day it he who came to be the object of those fantasies.

She craved having the selfless act performed for her but had been deprived of it ever since a boyfriend, Neil, she had back in college had been forced by his racist parents to break up with her and transfer to another school. That was in character with his submissive and wimpy nature. But she had much enjoyed that nature for a whole school year, having him on his knees with his face between her muscular chocolate thighs, bringing her to quivering and exquisite orgasms. And she had to admit to herself his being a pale, towheaded, blue eyed white boy added a certain zest.

They were assigned to mostly the colder missing persons cases, notably multiple younger males who had vanished without a trace. Not only had they disappeared but it seemed as if all records of their existence had also vanished. Their birth certificates could not be found. Phones and records were not to be found. Their bank accounts had been emptied and then seemingly deleted. Their driver’s licenses and car registrations were no longer to be found as well as the cars themselves.

It seemed that rather than suffer the embarrassment of admitting the cases were unsolvable the higher ups dumped them on Phil and Toya. And their inability to crack them was a cause of endless frustration, especially for Phil. He made Toya his personal scapegoat.

But Toya was not one to sit and mope. She had fought her way into the position of detective, a lifelong dream and was determined to make the most of it. She set about trying to solve the cases methodically and with pit bull tenacity.

She focused on the phones because they revealed the victims’ last know whereabouts. A pattern began to emerge. Many of the last pins were on bridges over the river that wound through the city. Others were in alleys where there were multiple dumpsters. It appeared as if the phones had been willfully disposed of. And when she bought up a map of the city and dropped pins where the phones had vanished a circle was formed around a downtown area perhaps a mile in diameter. It wasn’t much to go on but it was a start.

She took to cruising the city streets in the area looking for anything that seemed amiss or out of line. One day just before 8 AM she found herself parked across the street from a twenty story building, the headquarters of LDW Enterprises.

There were numerous pedestrians on the sidewalk, men and women, most seemingly on their way to work. She saw women entering the LDW building. And she noticed all of them walked with backs straight, shoulders squared with brisk purposeful strides. Moreover, she observed that yielded to no man who came into their paths, always staying on course and forcing the male to yield to them and step aside. Those that didn’t were rudely shoved or shouldered out of the way. But every woman they confronted was met with a warm smile and courtesy.

She staked the place out again the next day and for several after that and it became clear that the women who worked there had a contempt and loathing for the male of the species.

Then she made her way behind the building to the alley into which the underground garage opened. She parked her small car between dumpsters in a spot that gave her a view of the door. BMWs, Mercedes, Porsches and even a Maserati and a Bentley entered and exited the building, all driven by women.

Curiosity piqued; she wondered about what was to be seen at night so she staked out there. It was a long and boring vigil and her mind turned to the fantasy of having a vanquished Phil on his knees before her, hands cuffed behind his back while she schooled him in the art of the cunnilingus. Her fingers strayed to her pussy and she eased her lust.

Then the overhead door opened and a black, windowless van drove out and away down the alley in the opposite direction. About an hour later it returned with a black 7 series BMW close behind. She sensed the errand was a sinister one, being carried out in the wee hours.

She staked out the next night but there was no activity. Then, the next night, a big black Mercedes entered the garage around 3:00 AM.

The next night, determined to get to the bottom of things, she hid herself behind a dumpster near the door and waited. The black van left the building around 2:00 AM and returned about an hour later. The door rose to let it in and after it did she made a quick dash to the doorway and peered inside as the door was descending. She just got one quick look before the door came down.

She saw two young women, naked except for boots and belts emerge from a door. The van door stood open and they dragged a naked man out. He was in shackles and she saw one of the women take hold of a leash attached to his balls and tug him to the doorway while the other kicked and shoved him from behind.

She cursed because she didn’t have time to get her phone out and shoot a video, but her every suspicion was confirmed. LDW Enterprises was involved in the abduction and sexual enslavement of males.

And she had to admit to herself the scene she had witnessed had made her warm, wet and tingling between the thighs. The feeling lingered when she went home and to bed. She tried to suppress it but it only grew until her fingers went down below and she used them to ease herself so she could sleep.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Tara had a dual role in her service to the League. She was a procurer of slaves and also a recruiter of new mistresses. The readiest source of recruits were the victims of the likes of Brock and she targeted his most recent victim, Anne “with an E” the woman he had boasted about degrading while Tara was listening in the bar.

She took his phone into room that was signal proof and looked up the number she had heard him give to his buddies. Then she went upstairs and sat on a balcony overlooking the city and dialed the number on her phone. She heard a woman’s voice answer.

“Hello. Who is this?”

“You don’t know me Anne but I am a friend, nevertheless.”

“What is this about?”

“This is about justice and vengeance Anne, some things you have been denied. I am here to see that you get them! Does the name Brock Larson ring a bell?”

“Yes! How do you know about him? Who are you?”

“My name is Tara. I repeat, I am your friend and I also right wrongs. If I told you that you can have a chance to turn the tables on Brock and have your revenge what would you say?”

“That bastard? That pig? Where is he? Let me at him!”

“Rest assured he is safely in the custody of my associates and will never again do any woman harm. He has been punished. In fact, his punishment is ongoing and I offer you the opportunity to add your own punitive measures to it. Let’s get together face to face where we can talk about it.”

Tara invited Anne to join her at a bar and restaurant called Lilith’s near LDW headquarters that catered to the mistresses. Anne looked around, seeing nothing but strong looking women. She felt a sudden sense of belonging.

Tara looked Anne up and down. She was of middle height, slight of build, dark haired, brown eyed. Tara could see right away she needed to add some muscle before her reunion with Brock. Her self-esteemed and self-confidence needed building up as well. That would take some time, but there was time in abundance.

“So, Anne, what do you do for a living?”

“I’m an accountant.”

“Excellent! I am an associate of a firm known as LDW enterprises. The company is experiencing rapid growth and we are always looking for people with skills and know how. I would so much like to introduce you to our CEO. I can’t promise anything, but I think she will make you a generous offer. The pay at LDW is second to none and there are some very special fringe benefits. But enough about that. Let’s just get to know each other better.”

They talked for a couple of hours. Tara was skilled at drawing people out and making them reveal their deepest longings. Anne was no exception. Tara asked one last question.

“Anne, how would you really, deep down, want a man to relate to you sexually?”

“I would want him to do everything I wanted him to do Tara, instead of me just catering to his lust. I would want my pleasure to be first and foremost instead of having him hop on top of me and last thirty seconds before hopping off and running. Too many times I have been left lying with cum dripping out of me, totally unsatisfied.”

“What would you want him to do specifically Anne?”

“I would want him to eat my pussy above all, at least bring me to orgasm first. I tried to make Brock do that. I was feeling assertive that night but instead he just overpowered me. I had no chance. He just stuck his filthy cock into me everywhere it could go. What could I do?”

“That’s in the past Anne. It’s time for you to learn what you can do! And I promise you will surprise yourself. You can grow strong and get in touch with your dominant will. Then not just Brock but any man will have no chance against you! Just say the word and we will get started!”

A fierce look came into Anne’s eyes, the look of the predator within her about to be unleashed.

“I’m in!”

CHAPTER EIGHT

Phil, in his frustration over their inability to crack the cases and the rebukes he got from higher up over his excuses about it, had gone to just moping around the precinct and going out to drink his lunch. But he perked up when Toya told him about what she had witnessed, eager to take the credit for himself. He insisted upon a confrontational approach despite Toya’s misgivings.

“Phil! There is just my word at this point. There’s no corroboration. And LDW Enterprises is well respected in the community. They give generously to local charities, especially to the battered women’s shelters and rape counseling centers. Their lawyers would eat us alive!”

But Phil was undeterred. He insisted that they go marching into LDW headquarters, take the elevator to the top floor and confront the CEO. Toya tagged along reluctantly, hoping she could be the diplomatic good cop and tone things down. Phil was nothing if not a bull in a China shop.

Karla sat bolt upright at her desk with Ryan’s face strapped in between her legs, enjoying his soft tongue work, when they were ushered into her office. Phil stepped right up to the desk and whipped out his badge, all but shoving it into Karla’s face.

“Detective Phil Crawford from the missing persons squad Ms. Horn! We have reason to believe your company is involved in the disappearances of multiple men hereabouts. What have you got to say about that?”

Toya stayed to the side and behind, unable to stop herself from rolling her eyes. Karla took quick note of that. She chose to try the soft approach.

“Why detective, I must say I am shocked by this allegation. I will launch my own internal investigation to see if there is any truth to this. If any of my staff proves to be involved they will be turned over immediately, though I am quite sure that will not be the case. But now, any further communication with the police will be through our legal department. Good day to you detective! And by the way, what evidence do you have?”

Phil turned to point at Toya.

“My partner here saw a male being abducted right here in this very building!”

“Is that so? Do you have anything to corroborate that? Pictures? Videos? Other witnesses?”

“No…But…”

“Then I repeat, Good day to you detectives!”

Phil muttered something in his frustration and turned on his heel to leave. Toya turned as well, but not before looking at Karla, meeting her big green eyes and feeling a sense of their probing her soul, seeming to say “I know you! Better than you know yourself!”. She felt a thrill run through her, as if being in touch with a kindred spirit. She left feeling shaky, scared and excited at once.

And Karla contacted her security office to make sure no prying eyes would be allowed to surveil LDW again.

Phil fumed all the way back to the precinct and when they got back it was lunch time and he went out to drink it. Toya sensed there would be no more opportunities to witness the goings on at LDW. But the next day she felt a compulsion to go back there.

Karla was sitting with her legs up on her desk with Ryan’s face between them as he rimmed her tenderly. The intercom phone rang to announce Toya’s arrival. She shoved Ryan back under the desk and quickly pulled her chair up close to hide her naked pussy. Toya was ushered in by the receptionist. She was apologetic.

“Ms. Horn I would like to apologize for my part…”

Karla cut her off.

“You saw didn’t you?”

“Yes!”

“What are you going to do about it?”

“Toya all but collapsed into a nearby chair with her head bowed, shaking it.

“I don’t know. I…”

She looked up at Karla as she spoke and found she was smiling at her with that same knowing, probing look.

“I think I know what you want to do Toya, but just to make sure there is someone I would like you to meet!”

She reached under the desk, pulled Ryan out by the head ring and dragged his face between her legs. She sighed deeply as the loving tongue went to work and she looked to Toya with a gleam in her eye.

“What about it Toya? Would you like some of this, some sweet white sugar on that hot chocolate pussy? I think you do! Just say the word!”

Toya could only gape at first, but then a wild impulse took hold of her. She wore a black pinstriped pants suit and black stiletto pumps, which she kicked off while pulling her pants down at the same time. Karla took that as a “yes” and shoved Ryan away. He knew his duty without having to be told and by the time he crawled around the desk Toya was naked below the waist and seated with her legs spread wide and resting on the arms of the chair, offering her nappy cunt.

Ryan’s tongue was soon upon it and he slithered it up and down her slit at first, offering to please her however she wished.

Toya gasped when she felt the wriggling organ go to work between her legs. It brought back memories of her college boyfriend Neil who had performed the cunnilingus for her with such adoring passion. And this slave (what else could he be?) clearly had finely honed skills at the art. She went near mad with delight when she felt the tongue slip deep into her hind hole and wriggle about in a way that made her eyes water and soon her entire body and being seemed to scream for release.

She heard Karla call out to the slave.

“The triple slave Ryan! Get it done!”

She gasped again, but far more deeply when she felt that tongue plunge to the depths of her cavern and find her G while it seemed a finger was slipped into her hind hole, beginning to finger fuck her gently while his nose rubbed her pearl.

Soon she found herself riding the orgasmic waves as they coursed through her countless. After one final surge of brute ecstasy, she shoved Ryan away and melted into the chair unconscious.

Karla waited patiently for the fog of afterglow to lift. Soon Toya’s eyes opened to see Karla beaming at her.

“So, Toya, I trust you enjoyed your sampling of what can be yours at will if you choose to enlist with us. We of LDW, the League of the Dominant Will, take our sexual pleasure very seriously. But we also have a higher purpose, the subjugation and enslavement of the male. We seek to put the world in its proper order with the male in his proper place in that order, a state of utter submission to the will of Woman and devotion to giving the pleasures that are Woman’s birthright. Here, within the confines of LDW Enterprises we have created a microcosm of that properly ordered world. What do you say?”

Still slumped in the chair and in a bit of a daze, Toya could only nod at first. Then she sat up straight and affirmed her answer.

“I am in and with prejudice! All my life I have had these feelings, this sense that women should be in charge.”

“In our world Toya, women are very much in charge and our world is growing. You should know that your captain, Maude Clark is one of us. The police department is infiltrated, but not as much as we would like it to be. Maude assigned you to cold missing persons cases to test your persistence and determination. She sensed something about you the day you joined the precinct. And her instincts were unerring. Our disappearances department has been infallible for years and you were the one to crack it.”

“Now Toya, you will have another more important assignment to the sexual victims and offenders squad. You will see to it that offenders get the justice coming to them, bypassing the system and routing them into our clutches. Offenders so often weasel their way out of accountability within the official system. And you will also rout the victims into our rape counseling services. Only when a victim can get in touch with the power of her womanhood can there be true healing. Now, can we do you any small favor as an enlistment bonus?”

One thing came right to Toya’s mind.

“My partner, Phil, I find him quite physically appealing but I am turned off by what a sexist jerk he is. I fantasize about having him on his knees and doing that, like slave Ryan just did. Can you help me out with that?”

“I presume he refuses to perform the selfless act?”

“Oh yes! He goes on and on about it and all I want to do is kick him in the balls and make him do it!”

“Of course, Toya. When that macho prick got in my face I fantasized about the same thing. You will find that our training staff excels at attitude adjustments. And you will be most welcome to participate in his breaking and training.”

A faraway look came to Toya’s eyes and her hand strayed to her pussy to fondle it.

“How soon can this be arranged Karla?”

“Very soon I’m sure Toya. No doubt you can easily find a way to set him up for abduction. As with most males his lust will be his undoing!”

CHAPTER NINE

Brock’s milkings continued day after day and each day his orgasm was ruined by the cruel stroke of the cane to his balls. On the fifth day, as he stood hooded and clamped in the stanchion, Viper chose to surprise him in a way that would add a subtle touch of cruelty to his daily ordeal.

He would always try to resist getting hard and to fight his urge to come when Viper’s ministrations brought him to the brink. On that fifth day he steeled himself, gritted his teeth and somehow managed to stay limp no matter how artfully Viper applied her skills.

He felt her let go and felt relief at that, thinking he could be spared. But then he felt his limp cock enfolded in a velvety heaven that he knew could only be a mouth. He knew the feeling, having forced his organ into more than a few women’s mouths to have his pleasure. But this mouth was different, utterly irresistible. He felt himself hardening and gritted his teeth even harder to fight it but to no avail. He heard Viper’s lewd chuckle and then her voice.

“We mistresses usually eschew and reject the sucking of the cock. But we are all willing from time to time to subject ourselves to the indignity if it furthers the larger cause. Mistress Mariko is especially skilled as you may have noticed by now!”

Indeed, he had noticed as his erection was now near vertical and his balls began to ache. He moaned in resignation, knowing what was sure to follow. He heard the mistresses cackling laughter and Viper’s voice again.

“Nice try slave! But this should prove to you that any resistance is futile and now you will be subjected to the richly deserved ruination of your orgasm!”

He felt her warm oily hand take hold of him as Mariko added her licking of his now throbbing, aching balls. Soon he felt the welling up of his ejaculation and spittle flew from between his gritted teeth as he tried to fight it down. Again, there were Viper’s taunting words.

“Fight it if you will slave! It only adds to our amusement. But being male, all thought of anything but coming will soon be driven from your mind and you will succumb!”

And succumb he did, giving out a sobbing moan in anticipation of the agony he expected. But then to his shock she let him come without inhibition and his moan became one of heavenly relief as he jacked into the bowl that Olga held. His organ wilted and he mewled and whimpered in confusion, hearing Viper again.

“Now you will never know what awaits you when I take you in hand slave! Will it be agony or ecstasy?”

It took well over thirty days for him to be purged of his sperm and every milking was especially cruel. Three more times he was granted his pleasurable release but at all others the cruel cane fell.

In the last few days, they put a gob of his cum under a microscope to check for any remaining little wigglies and at last he was found to be free of them. He wondered what could be next and what could be worse. He would find out in the worst way the following morning. They threw him back into his cell for the night.

The buzzer woke him rudely in the morning and the slave keepers came to fetch him. Breakfast was first, a bowl of tasteless mush and a bowl of water on the floor for him to eat and drink like a dog. Then it was to the cleaning chamber to be hosed down a roughly scrubbed. Then he was taken to the training chamber and turned over to the tender mercies of the mistresses.

Viper, Tara, Olga and Mariko each grabbed an arm or a leg and hoisted him onto the black leather upholstered torture table face up. They clipped the cuffs he wore to the corners and strapped a wide belt across his waist. Viper removed the ball shocker and enlightened him as to what was to follow.

“You are fortunate, or perhaps not, to have a cock of a size that can satisfy. Therefore, you will be privileged to have you cock enter our bodies. But that might prove to be less a privilege than you might think!”

He was limp in his fear of whatever ordeal was to follow but Viper showed no hesitation in taking his organ in her mouth to suck him hard. He whimpered through gritted teeth in resistance to her artful ministrations but there was no delaying the inevitable. When stiffened to her satisfaction she hopped onto the table with feline grace and poised herself with cunt just above his groin. Looking down into his eyes with a leer, she took him in hand and guided him to the portal, then settled down to envelop his member. He let out a gasp of surrender at the delight of the enfoldment.

She began a slow rising and falling, down so that he was in to the hilt and up so that just his glans remained within her. The shaft glistened with her secretions. Then began a merciless tease as she took him to the very edge of coming but then let his organ flop free of her, denying him his release. She cackled wickedly and taunted him.

“You like it in there don’t you? But this is for my pleasure not yours! I will enjoy your cock while I’m taking you to the brink and then denying you, over and over until you lose your mind. Olga! Hop up please!”

The fleshy mass of womanhood clambered up onto the table and seated herself on his face, engulfing it in her deep oozing crevice. She sat facing Viper and the exchanged looks of lewd amusement as the heavenly torment began in earnest.

Brock had entered more than his share of women but never had his organ been within a vagina that bestowed such celestial and irresistible delight. Viper had honed her skills for years. Up and down along his shaft she slid her silken walls, clenching upon him rhythmically, edging him mercilessly, making his balls throb and ache. He would feel the welling up that portended coming and would feel that first twinge and she would deny him at the very last second. His sobs and moans were muffled by Olga’s smothering cunt.

And Viper was attentive to her own pleasure as well, fingering herself to orgasm repeatedly in the midst of it all. Olga got her own share of orgasms too as he writhed beneath her, grinding his chin on her clit. And little did he know that Tara stood holding the cruel cane at the ready to ruin his orgasm once Viper chose to take him over the brink. His balls were a perfect target beneath Viper’s shapely ass.

Viper came until she couldn’t come any more and it was time for the climactic moment. She edged him ever closer and kept him there for a minute or two as he gave voice to muffled pleas for release. Then she gave it to him.

Brock gave out a deep, quavering sigh of delight in his anticipation but then came the cruel realization that he should have known better as Tara wielded the cane in a pitiless stroke of ruination across his balls. His scream was muffled by Olga’s lush tissues and she came one last time, triggered by the cruel delight of it.

Olga and Viper both dismounted as he lay sobbing and sniveling. Viper took Olga’s place upon him and Tara gave his balls a tap to make him open his mouth to yelp, whereupon Viper squeezed his cumload out into his open mouth, then held both mouth and nose shut until he had no choice but to swallow.

Then he felt Mariko’s velvet mouth on his limp organ and he sobbed a plea for mercy when he realized the ordeal was to be repeated. This time Tara mounted him and her pussy was no less maddening in the delight it gave. Soon she made him forget all about everything but her caresses along his length and the prospect of coming.

His fate was no different this time around and after she edged him to the brink of not just coming but insanity she took him over the edge again and again the cruel cane struck, this time wielded by Viper. Tara fed him his own cumload again and even before he swallowed he felt his organ enfolded by an artful mouth again. This time it was Tara who performed the hardening in preparation for Mariko to mount him.

This time he thought his guard was up and he could resist, but this only added to Mariko’s pleasure because he lasted long and she enjoyed multiple exquisite climaxes. But in the end his resistance proved futile under the caresses of her artful cavern and she wrung the last cum out of him as Tara struck.

After Mariko fed him his load they called for lunch to be served there in the chamber and left brock bound to the table as they made cruel and humiliating jokes at his expense. Then the afternoon was devoted to rimming practice. Each mistress mounted the horse to enjoy his tongue in her nether hole and all found that the rigorous training over the weeks had born fruit. His tongue had lengthened and strengthened to the point where their pleasure went on uninterrupted for as long as they pleased. He did get a few jolts from Olga on the last turn when his tongue finally did flag but overall, his performance was quite satisfactory.

He was taken back to his cell for the night and in the morning the edging torture was inflicted upon him again. But viper further addled his mind by letting him come freely within her in the second round. Mariko took the third turn but after that Tara was able to suck him hard so they knew he had another load left in him. Olga chose to mount him but his organ proved too small for her big cunt. Undeterred, she anally impaled herself and rode him. The tighter clutch of her hind orifice did the trick and he suffered the ruining cane for the third time as he filled her rectum with his cum.

As a final degradation Olga sat herself down with her anus pressed to his lips until he had to open his mouth to breath. She squeezed the sullied load out into his mouth and made him swallow and dismounted from the table..

Then Viper put the ball shocker back on him, climbed up on the table and stood looking down at him with his head between her feet. Her lips curled in disdain as she spoke.

“So, slave, perhaps you can now understand why you are not to be castrated yet although you so much deserve it. If we cut off your balls we would deprive ourselves of the great pleasure we have just enjoyed. And you can be made to suffer so much more with your balls than without them. All slaves are eventually castrated once their balls have been abused to the point they no longer function and they outlive their usefulness for pleasure. Then they are put to slave labor in our factories and farms. Slave labor does so much to boost profit margins. Now we will break for lunch and you will be introduced to another way of pleasuring.”

It had occurred to Viper that one phase of training had been neglected. Brock had yet to master the art of sucking the woman-cock. After lunch the four mistresses went to a door in the wall at the far end of the chamber that opened into a closet. They shut the door behind them and soon emerged, each with a faux cock strapped on that dwarfed Brock’s own organ. The cocks looked so real one would think they had been born with them. Big balls hung below. The big dicks bobbed and jiggled as they strode toward him shoulder to shoulder, eyes gleaming in lust, mocking his manhood. He quailed and cowered, remembering his anal rape by Tara’s cock. Viper stepped forward first, sticking he cock in his face.

“It won’t be your ass this time slave. Your ass is being saved for later use by someone. Instead, you are going to be instructed in the art of the deepthroat fellatio. These cocks of ours are of a highly advanced technology. The shafts are embedded with nano electrodes that transmit tactile sensations to our erogenous parts. The clutch of your gullet will trigger orgasms that are quite intense and satisfying. Now open your mouth!”

She held the shocker remote in her hand and when he drew back from her in refusal she pressed the button and gave him a full power jolt the put him on the floor, curled up and moaning.

“Will you never learn slave? Resistance is only foolish and futile. Now get up here and take it in the mouth!”

He rose to his knees with a sigh of resignation and opened his mouth wide. Viper slipped a finger in his head ring and pulled him toward her. He accepted the cock and began to lick and suck along the length. Viper pushed a button just above the shaft and a humming could be heard. Unseen was a vaginal insert that went deep within her. She gave out vocalizations of her delight as his caresses were transmitted to clit and G.

Spurred by her mounting lust she pulled him toward her by the head ring, forcing the flared glans of the mock organ against his throat. He resisted at first but she just held the shocker before his eyes and he yielded, opening his throat so the dick slid down deep, then deeper and then his nose was in her bush.

She drew back until just the glans was between his lips and then drove forward with her hips. The shaft disappeared down his gullet. Back and forth an in and out went the cock in a quickening cadence as her lust rose to a frenzy. Orgasm rocked her, buckling her knees and Tara and Olga stepped up to take hold of he lest she topple to the floor. They held her upright as she basked in afterglow and when she roused from the sweet stupor she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him away. The cock exited with a pop that made them all giggle.

The next three mistresses gave him further schooling and at days end he groveled back to his cell under their kicks and heel gouges, broken and wilted by another day of cruel degradation. Many more were to follow.

CHAPTER TEN

Tara was much pleased by Anne’s eagerness to enlist in the League. But she soon found Brock’s phone to be a goldmine as far as recruitment was concerned. Searching back, she found nine more of his victims and each proved eager to participate in his comeuppance. She could have found more but more than ten seemed unmanageable and it had taken weeks to find and recruit them. She would get to the others later.

The first order of business was to introduce them all to the pleasures of male subjugation and enslavement.

One morning all ten recruits stood in a circle in the arena. Each wore the kinky getup she had chosen from the extensive wardrobe in the closet. And beside each was a large black leather bag containing a cock, a ball shocker, assorted whips and a kit containing the instrument to inflict torment upon the male organs, a welcoming gift from the League. Each had also been awarded a well-paying position commensurate with her skill set.

Then the arena’s gate opened the eyes of the aspiring mistresses grew wide as eunuch slaves came through bearing the furnishings and devices to be used in the proceedings.

Tara stood within the circle looking around her, well pleased by the lustful gleams in every eye. The scent of aroused pussy hung on the air.

The door opened and slave keepers Maeve and Erica led a chain of ten slaves into the chamber. They were linked together by ball leashes passed back between their legs and bound to the balls of the slave behind. They were led into the circle and made to kneel, each slave facing one of the apprentice mistresses. Each slave had a sizeable cock that jutted at full erection.

The leashes were released and they were kicked forward close in front of the mistresses they were to serve. Tara addressed the group.

“Welcome ladies! I hope you are as excited as I am! Today you will be introduced to the pleasures that will be yours and also initiated into the arts and skills you must learn to reduce any male to a state of abject and groveling submission and emasculation. These slaves are from the rental pool. They are fully trained to submit, obey and give pleasure. Each has a cock of a size that can satisfy so you may experience the full gamut of enjoyment. We will meet here daily for the month it will require for you to become strong, confident and in touch with your dominant will to power. Then you will have the honor and delight of subjecting Brock Larson to a public gang rape!”

Tara paused as Brock’s erstwhile victims jumped up and down, fists raised, cheering. When things settled down she continued.

“Look around the chamber ladies. Everywhere you see furnishings and devices devised to inflict cruelties upon the male. We will now begin a rotation. As you go from station to station each of you will be introduced to the use of these items with your assigned slave serving as victim. Our training staff will now join us to advise and assist you.”

Viper, Olga and Mariko entered the chamber through a side door and made their way around the circle giving out hugs of introduction. Then matters proceeded apace.

Viper invited Anne to begin her rotation at the edging table. She was amazed at how the slave meekly climbed up onto the table upon Viper’s command and laid himself out supine to be bound down, helpless and at their mercy despite surely knowing torment awaited him. She looked to Viper, surprised. Viper explained.

“As mistress Tara has surely told you, this slave is fully broken and trained. He knows he will soon have his cock enfolded within the heaven of your vagina and he longs for it. He also knows that when he is taken over the brink and made to come his orgasm will almost surely be ruined. But we have seen to it that on rare occasions he is allowed to come and enjoy it fully. Being male, and therefore weak and stupid, that is all he can think of. Now hop up there and slip him inside of you. Close your eyes and pretend it is Brock who you and subjecting to this torment.”

Anne all but leapt up onto the table. She mounted the slave facing his feet and took hold of the already rampantly erect organ, aligned it with her portal and lowered herself, enveloping the member in her silken pocket. The slave moaned in his delight. Viper gave instructions.

“Up and down very slowly now Anne. And clench and relax your internal musculature to massage him toward the brink for the first time.”

Anne slid up and down the long pole. It glistened with her poon. Soon she had the slave panting and trying to thrust upward into her to make himself come. But the strap across his belly held him down tight and it was to no avail. Anne continued her rising and falling. But being new and inexperienced she lost control of the slave when he neared the brink and she let him go over it.

But Viper was alert with cane at the ready. When she knew the slave was over the edge by his moan of expected release, she brought the stick down hard across his balls. The slave let out a sobbing howl of agony and disappointment, his slim hopes of pleasure dashed.

Viper then told Anne to sit on the slave’s face with her cunt over his mouth so she could feed him his load. A tap to the balls made him open his mouth to yelp and she squeezed out the cream. The slave knew well enough to swallow. Viper encircled his limp organ with her fingers and ran them along his length, gathering the cum that coated it and making the slave lick her fingers clean. Then it was time for the second round. Anne hesitated when Viper told her what she had to do next.

“You’re saying I should suck his cock?”

“Yes Anne. It’s the quickest and surest way to bring him back to erection so you can ride him again. It’s not done for his pleasure but to serve the higher purpose.”

“Okay then. In that case I’ll do it.”

She bent down to take the organ in her mouth and used lips and tongue upon it, feeling excitement when the slave began to stiffen. Soon he was rigid and ready. Viper told her to mount up again.

“He will last longer this time Anne. You will be able to enjoy some orgasms while you ride him. But eventually he will approach the edge again. I’ll coach you as to how to draw things out and maximize his torment. You can tease him to the brink and then deny him over and over. Soon his balls will begin to ache and being male, every thought save of coming will be driven from his mind. He will forget that the cane stroke and the ruination await him.”

Anne climbed onto the table again and impaled herself upon the slave’s cock. She began to ride him hard and Viper encouraged her finger her clit as she rode. After several orgasms she heard the slave beginning to moan as his balls began to ache and his longing to come mounted. She got the hang of it and used her internal musculature to massage the organ as she rose and fell. Viper was vigilant and when the slave was a hairsbreadth from coming, she held up a hand as a signal for Anne to stop and deny him. He whimpered in frustration. She paused for a moment with just his tip within her, then slid herself down the pole again and resumed the edging torment. Her ears were now attuned to the slave and she came to know just when to stop and leave him gasping and pleading for release.

A feeling of cruel delight consumed her and she took him to the edge and held him there, her skill growing by the minute. When he sniveled and sobbed most pathetically, his entire being consumed by longing to come she took him over the brink. His moan of anticipated pleasure was cut short by Viper’s harsh cane stroke across his pulsing balls and it morphed into a moan of purest agony. His cock went limp and flopped free. Anne mounted his face to feed him his load. Viper expressed how pleased she was with Anne’s progress.

“My Anne! You are an apt pupil indeed! Now it’s time to put him through the third round and extract the last cum out of him. It will require a tighter orifice this time. You will find anal orgasms to be quite delightful. Let me harden him for you. It’s a little more difficult at this point. He will resist, but never fear, he will harden again despite himself.”

Viper went to work with her wicked and practiced mouth. The slave, after coming twice, was satisfied for the moment and his reason had come back to him and he knew only the cruel edging and the cane stroke awaited if he gave in. He gritted his teeth and held back but his will was no match for Viper’s arts and, ever so slowly, his member swelled and stiffened. Viper pulled away and invited Anne to mount up again, giving instructions.

“Dip his thing in your pussy to lube it. Then settle yourself down slowly. It will hurt a bit going in because you are a virgin in that way but you will soon learn to love it.”

Ann followed her mentor’s instructions, flinching a bit from the stretching, but soon the slave’s shaft was buried to the hilt in her tight orifice. Viper continued.

“Now up and down Anne. First open yourself when you descend and clench when you rise. Do that for a while and then reverse the order. Soon enough you will have him in that addled state again and the fun will begin all over!”

Again, Anne proved most apt. Viper stood hefting the cane in anticipation and nodding her approval of the way her protégé worked her will upon the slave with growing artistry. Soon she was edging the slave with consummate skill and fingering herself to her own orgasms along the way. Once sated, she turned her attention to the slave’s final torment and soon had him pleading again for relief. Viper raised the cane in readiness.

Anne clenched as she lowered herself one last time and as the slave gave out his first whimper of anticipated pleasure Viper struck. He let out a cry of torment that tailed off into snivels of despair. Anne knew what to do next. She squatted over his mouth and when Viper gave his sore balls a tap and he opened his mouth to yelp she emptied her cum filled rectum into it. The slave meekly accepted his final degradation and swallowed it down.

They released the slave from his restraints and he climbed down from the table to grovel behind Anne and Viper to the next station, the hoist where the salve was hung by the ankles by a spreader bar for . Anne learned the rudiments of wielding the lash with Viper pitching in her own highly skilled flogging and when the slave broke down sobbing the next station was the throne chairs in the dais.

Anne seated herself in the posture of offering and the slave groveled up the steps to serve her. At last, Anne enjoyed a proper cunnilingus under the tongue of a well-trained slave in a state of abject submission. Three orgasms later she looked to Viper with eyes wide and expressed her amazement that she could keep coming even after the prolonged riding of the slave’s cock. Viper explained.

“Your dominant will has been unleashed Anne. You will find your capacity for orgasmic pleasure to be limitless.”

Then it was on to the remaining stations, the CBT table where the slave was strapped down to have his organs tormented by the devices in the kit. These included the cruel alligator clips meant to be clasped along the sensitive underside of the slave’s cock, the last one near the tip being the most excruciating. There was also the testicle vise and the silvery sound rod that was dipped in red pepper laced oil and run down the urethra. Finally, there was the small golden pitcher that held a red candle to dribble hot wax upon the junk.

Next Anne settled herself over the rimming horse so the slave could put his face between her shapely cheeks and use his tongue upon her anus. The slave had been rigorously conditioned, his tongue lengthened and strengthened so it probed delightfully deep and wriggled about. Viper did stand by with the cane and give him sharp taps to the sore and aching balls to urge him on.

The equestrian station was a wild delight. Anne joined three other mistresses as their slaves were saddled and bridled. Each had a bit put in his mouth with reins attached and, for a touch of realism, a horse tail on a stick with a ball on its end inserted in his rectum. Crops and spurs were provided and the ladies mounted up for a race around the chamber, slaves on hands and knees being cropped and spurred without mercy.

The slaves were well conditioned, having been ridden long hard and often. Anna was surprised at how fast the slave could grovel across the padded floor. She found herself neck and neck with a young black mistress mounted on a rangy steed and the race was joined. Anne swung her crop hard and sunk her spurs deep and won by a nose at the finish.

The other two pony slaves fell well behind, especially the one who bore a hefty blond mistress who Brock had humiliated by letting his pals gang bang and ejaculate upon her at a “pig party” he had organized. Halfway around the track the slave collapsed under her fleshy bulk. But there was no allowance made for the size of his burden and she kicked him with her sharp toed boots until he rose again to hands and knees. Then she cropped and spurred him along the rest of the course as he strained beneath her mass until he collapsed just across the finish line.

By day’s end the rotation was complete and the slaves were used up and spent, barely able to crawl from the arena under the kicks and crop strokes of the slave keepers who came to herd them to their cells. The next day would be one of epiphany for the new mistresses.

They gathered in the arena early the next morning. A fresh set of ten slaves was brought in and made to kneel side by side. Viper drew the mistresses’ attention to a sliding door that she opened to expose a cavity in the wall. Within was an array of five woman cocks in graduated sizes with the smallest on the left. She enlightened them.

“Here we have the cocks employed by us to deflower and emasculate the male. Beginning on the left is the 1 X 8. This size is used infrequently, only upon the tightest little virgin slaves. It inflicts the proper pain upon entry without splitting the poor dear things.”

“Next we have the 1 ½ X10. It’s the standard size used most often to deflower the more average or typical new slave. The pain of entry is sufficient, again without splitting or tearing. Each cock is, of course, embedded with the nano-sensors that transmit tactile sensations to the lady parts. Over time, as the cock is used upon the slave, he will become stretched and the clench of his orifice loosens so that the sensations are no longer transmitted sufficiently to induce orgasm in the mistress. Then it is time for what we call a “graduation” to the next larger size.”

“That brings us to the 2 X 12. The slaves we have brought to the chamber today have been stretched sufficiently to graduate to that size. A graduation is very much similar to the initial deflowering, the larger diameter causing suitable pain upon entry. Today you will have the opportunity to experience something close to the deflowering of a new slave. Each of you will one day deflower your own new personal slave. It is best that you are confident and experienced in the application of the cock when you do so. Any questions?”

Anne raised her hand.

“Mistress Viper, what about the two remaining larger sizes? Can a slave really take them? They are huge!”

All the mistresses cackled wickedly. Viper continued.

“I was coming to that Anne. Yes indeed, the slaves do take them, every inch when the time comes. Inevitably the 2 X 12 will stretch the slave to the point of diminishing pleasure for the mistress and then it’s time for the 2 ½ X 18. That size will also stretch the slave and make him ready to take the optimal size, the 3 X 24. And I must say you haven’t really lived until you have seen that size disappear into the asshole of a slave when a mistress drives it home to the hilt!”

Everyone giggled and turned to look at the line of kneeling slaves who cowered under their lustful leers. Viper went on.

“Even the optimal size will stretch a slave to the point where he has outlived his usefulness. Then it is time for him to be castrated and put to work in one of our factories or on one of our farms. All our food at LDW is locally grown and goes from farm to table. Now let’s get this party started. We have ten slaves here ripe to be re-deflowered! Please open you kit bags and I will explain what you find within.”

Each mistress opened her bag. Within they found a vaginal insertion to which cocks in the graduated sizes could be attached as needed. Some thin clear silicone straps were attached to hold it in place and a big pair of faux testicles dangled below each. It had a threaded “female” socket into which the cock could be screwed. There was a 1 ½ X 10 and a 2 X 12 inside each bag. They had threaded “male” shanks that could be screwed into the socket.  Viper gave instructions.

“The balls contain powerful rechargeable batteries that produce vibration and energize the nano-sensors. Today you will use the 2 X 12 upon the slaves. The 1 ½ X 10 is for use when you deflower the male you have seduced and ensnared. The slaves have been trained to assist you in the installations of the cocks. Select a slave from the line and hand him the vaginal insert and the 2 X 12 shank.”

Each mistress selected a slave from the line and handed him the instruments of his emasculation. Without hesitation each slave screwed the big dick into the socket and then guided the insertion up between the legs of each mistress. The insertions slid in easily because each mistress had become wet in her anticipation. The hands of the slaves trembled as they tightened the straps and they whimpered in what seemed like their own anticipation of what would soon follow. Anne’s curiosity was piqued, and she raised her hand. Viper noticed.

“Yes Anne, what is it?”

“It seems like the slaves want this Mistress Viper. I can tell they are afraid but at the same time they seem to be looking forward to it.”

“Again, I was coming to that part Anne. Good that you should notice. The cock of the mistress has a certain effect upon the slave. There is much pain upon the entering thrust and that accounts for the fear they show. But in the end the slave gets pleasure, and he will come with an intensity that rocks him to his core. Every slave lives in a state of longing for the next time a mistress will put her cock to him. Now lets’ move on!”

All the mistresses now stood with big dicks jutting from their loins, looking as if they had been born with them. Viper continued.

“As a prelude to being fucked the slave must first perform a deepthroat fellatio upon the mistress. At the base of the shaft, you will find a red button. Please press it to energize your cocks!”

All the mistresses pressed, and a humming sound filled the room. Anne gasped as she felt the vibrations upon her erogenous parts. That would prove to be the least of it. Viper barked an order.

“Get sucking slaves!”

It appeared the slaves were accustomed to obeying such a command. Anne’s slave moved forward with mouth open and enfolded her cock within it. Then the true qualities of the cock became known to her. The slave ran his lips along the shaft and the tip of his tongue along the underside which was loaded with densely packed sensors. It sent waves of pleasure though her parts and she had to put her hands to the slave’s head to steady her when her knees weakened. She heard Viper’s voice again.

“This will be a new challenge for the slaves ladies! They must now deepthroat this larger size as well! Demand perfection! Settle for nothing less than their noses in the bush!”

Anne slipped two fingers through the slave’s head ring and pulled him toward her hard, forcing the glans against his gullet. And how pleased she was by his sincere efforts to take it down for her. He shook his head sideways and up and down to open his throat and suddenly the big organ slid past the clench of his throat and a third of the length went down. Anne drove it to its depth with a hard thrust of her hips.

The slave put his hands on her hips and drew back so the full length was again exposed, then pulled forward so it disappeared down his throat. Then it was back and forth and back and forth with his head. Anne thrusted with her hips to meet his movements, ramming the cock down when he pressed forward, drawing back when he did likewise. And he used his lips and tongue with skill throughout. The cadence quickened to a frenzied one, his forehead slapping against her belly as she ground and gyrated with her shapely behind.

She heard cries of orgasmic ecstasy from some other mistresses as they came. Then her own orgasm rocker her in a sudden surge that buckled her knees and tore a fierce and predatory snarl from her like that of a tigress being satisfied. The slave was dutiful in wrapping his arms around her to hold her upright as she arched her back and lapsed into the sweet stupor of her afterglow, her body gelatinous. The fog lifted slowly and when her legs firmed she put her hand to the slave’s forehead and shoved him away. The cock exited with a pop that got giggles from all.

Half the mistresses had yet to come so she watched with great amusement as every slave performed the fellatio to perfection and each cock also exited with that comical pop. Then Viper called out again.

“Slaves! Assume the position!”

The long ingrained habit of instant obedience was evident in the way each slave turned, bent over, put his head to the floor, raised his ass in offering and used his hands to spread his cheeks. Anne looked down at the offered orifice and went to her knees behind him. She could see the hole was slightly open from frequent use of the 1 ½ X 10 upon him. But when she held the glans of her bigger cock near that hole there was no doubt in her mind that there would be much pain upon her entry. A tube of KY was passed around the circle as Viper gave further instruction.

“Just a dollop on the tip now ladies. I suggest you employ some visualization. See it as Brock Larson’s ass that you are about to ravage. Now put your tips to the holes, get a good grip on the buns and ram home upon the count of three!”

And upon the count ten shapely asses drove forward, driving ten big cocks hard into ten slaves who gave out assorted sounds of pain and emasculation. Whimpers, snivels, moans and outright screams were heard as each slave felt the tearing stretching pain.

Anne’s cock drove into him to half depth as her slave howled in his torment. And in her mind it was indeed Brock that she ravaged. Two more driving thrusts and two screams later her bush tickled his behind. Then it was back and forth and in and out, slowly at first as the slave moaned and sobbed. The clutch of his orifice along the shaft transmitted the sensations upon clit and G. It incited her to cruelty and she rutted in rising rhythm, the big dick going in and out with growing ease, some blood showing along its length before it disappeared within him again.

Viper made her way around the circle, speaking words of encouragement and giving hints and instructions. Soon all slaves were being taken hard and then there came the transition. First one slave, then another and then all began to moan and snivel in pleasure not pain. The pace of the rutting quickened as the slaves rocked back and forth in the rhythm of lovemaking.

Then, from somewhere in the circle Anne heard a sound so sweet to her ears it would be stamped forever in her memory, the sound of a male passing into throes of helpless delight and emasculated surrender. It triggered the orgasm of the mistress who was taking him and their mingled vocalizations set off a chain reaction around the circle, a chorus of sweet harmony, fierce and triumphant orgasmic wails, quavering moans of humiliation.

Viper closed her eyes, stood with legs parted, threw her head back, raised her arms high and came where she stood from the sweet sound of womanly triumph over the male. She gushed a torrent of her cum upon the floor.

Now all of the slaves lay prostrate, whimpering, sniveling, wilted and withered. Viper made her way around the circle, looking down on them with smug satisfaction.

“Fine work ladies! You have unmanned them as surely as if you have cut off their balls! And we can do this to them over and over day after day. Now they are all feeling a deep post orgasmic shame, reminded once again that their so called ‘manhood’ was a mere delusion and they are now cock addicted bitches who will be longing to be taken again by morning. Now slaves, lick up your nasty little messes and then get your sorry asses up and suck those cocks clean!”

The slaves obeyed, bending down to lick up the cum puddles, then rising to their knees and turning to face the mistresses, who stepped forward with their jutting cocks of offer them for the cleaning. The slaves took the soiled and blooded organs into their mouths to lick and suck, taking the shafts down the throat again to clean every inch of the length. Then they were herded on hands and knees back to their cells under the kicks and whip lashes of the slave keepers. Viper addressed the ten new mistresses.

“For the next thirty days we will gather here for more and different pleasures and training. By then you will be strong, experienced and confident, ready for your ‘reunion’ with Brock Larson. Now let’s have some lunch and then it will be to the fitness chamber to put some muscle on those bones!”

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Toya was itching for the day she would finally have Phil on his knees in submission with his tongue busy between her thighs. The itch was aggravated when he took to boasting of how he scorned that selfless act that “no real man” would ever perform. But she knew she had to be patient in setting up the abduction and disappearance.

One late Friday afternoon she got a text from her captain, Maude, inviting Toya to join her for dinner after work at a place called Lilith’s. Toya had driven by the place a few times but had taken little note of it. But she did know the way there.

Maude was already seated at a table when she got there. She was tall and statuesque, raven hair in a large bun that accentuated that height. Her skin was milky white and her deep blue eyes were warm in greeting for Toya. Toya held out her hand but Maude stood and enfolded her in her arms instead.

The place was crowded, it being happy hour and Toya looked around, noticing all patrons were women. And she felt immersed in the presence of kindred souls. Maude read her emotion.

“Yes Toya, this is where you belong. You are to be one of us now and you will be most pleasantly surprised at the perks and privileges. For one thing, you will continue your career in law enforcement and the League will match your salary and offer better fringe benefits. Karla, our CEO has let me know you have already sampled one of those.”

A young redhaired server came to the table and Maude took charge, ordering martinis and big porterhouse steaks. The drinks were soon served, large and stiff with gin. Toya took a big gulp, then another and soon felt the alcohol kick in. She felt its warm euphoria and looked around the room filled with her new sisters again. There was warm greeting in every eye she met.

Then she saw the busboy. He was naked and held a tub half full of dirty dishes at the level of his groin. But when he set it on a nearby table to clear it her eyes widened. A limp and shriveled cock dangled over the scar where his balls had been. She turned to Maude with mouth agape. Maude slapped her thigh and gave out a lusty laugh. Others who had seen Toya’s reaction joined in. Maude composed herself and explained.

“When slaves outlive their usefulness for pleasure they are relegated to various labors. This is a lucky one. His offenses against women were minor so his castration was quick and merciful. And now he gets his pick of the table scraps!”

She laughed again along with the others who overheard.

“We only let those who are committed to joining us see the busboys Toya.”

Their steaks arrived along with a bottle of red wine and they ate and drank with appetite, making a little small talk. When they pushed their plates back there were two meaty bones left for the busboy.

When he came to clear the table and his dangling dick came within her reach Toya could not resist giving it a flick with her finger. She caught him square on the tender glans and the pain made him yelp and drop to his knees. More laughter rang out. But he just bowed low, stood and cleared the table and thanked them profusely for their generous leftovers. Maude nodded approvingly. Then she got down to business.

“I first assigned you to those “cold” missing persons cases to test your persistence and determination Toya. And you passed with flying colors. It was no mean feat to uncover our abductions. Now I will arrange a new assignment. There are women higher up in the department who are also of the League and they will see to it that you join the sex offenders squad. Your job will be to see to it that sex offenders of every kind and degree fall into the custody of the League. Only then will gropers, peeping Toms, date rapists and outright violent rapists get their just deserts. Most will be arraigned and let out on bail, upon which they will ‘inexplicably’ vanish.”

Toya could only sit there, nodding as she listened, her excitement growing by the minute. She reached out and took Maude by the hand.

“I swear I will not let you down captain Maude!”

Maude took Toya’s hand in both of hers in a warm firm grip.

“I know Toya dear! I know! Now it’s time for us to do some womanly bonding. For tomorrow morning I have rented a chamber and a slave for us and I will bring along my own slave James. We will have such fun! There are so many pleasures for you to enjoy at the expense of the male!”

They had more wine and chatted some more. Toya was borderline tipsy and her pussy was warm wet and tingling. She could barely drive home. And it was hard for her to sleep and she lay in bed, anticipating. It was all she could do to keep her fingers from her clit because she wanted to be randy as a stoat in the morning. But the wine took hold and she finally drifted off.

And she was glad Maude had rented the chamber starting at eight o’clock because she was half mad with lust in the morning. She knew where to go, to the alley where she had first witnessed the abduction of the slave. She stopped her car at the overhead door and spoke into the intercom there, stating her business. The door rolled up and she drove inside. Maude was there, leaning on her big black Mercedes. She parked next to it and followed Maude through the door that led into the bowels of the building.

They entered a room off a corridor that proved to be a dressing chamber. They stripped naked. Toya looked in admiration upon Maude’s resplendent nudity and voluptuosity. She was wide of shoulder, big of breast, broad of hip and hefty of thigh, woman enough to subdue any male. Maude returned the favor, looking Toya up and down, admiring her petite body with its rippling musculature beneath the softness of her curves.

“You’re a fine figure of womanhood Toya! Maybe one day I can watch as you put the rape to some macho bully you have apprehended.”

Maude selected a pair of black, thigh high stiletto heeled boots and added big, fierce looking spurs. Toya picked out knee high boots with sharp, steel pointed toes and also added spurs, excited by the implications.

They exited the dressing room and walked along the maze of corridors until they came to another door. It opened into a finely appointed and well-equipped torture chamber and there, on their knees were the two slaves who were to be the objects of their cruel attentions. They were naked except for leather cuffs on wrists and ankles with clips on them so they could be restrained at will.

Maude’s slave James was blue eyed and the topknot on his head where the ring was braided in was white, blond. The rental slave, Ian by name, was of darker complexion, hair and eyes. And she noticed each was quite well endowed. Maude noticed her eyes lingering upon the sizeable cocks.

“Yes Toya, they are adequately equipped. A slave must be both well trained and well hung to provide the full gamut of pleasures. When we are done with these boys they will be wrung out like sponges and barely able to crawl. Now let’s get warmed up by giving them each a sound whipping. Neither one has misbehaved but they must also be reminded that a mistress needs no reason to whip them other than it’s what she wants!”

There were two hoists hanging from the ceiling and soon slave James hung upside down with his ankles in a spreader bar and slave Ian was hung by the wrists with his ankles bound tight, toes just touching the floor. Maude explained.

“These are the two basic ways to hang a slave up for a whipping Toya, although there are others. You will enjoy other times in the chamber, and I encourage you to use your imagination. Now let’s go pick out some whips.”

One wall was festooned with assorted whips. Maude selected a pair of six foot snake whips for herself and handed Toya a wicked, thick braided single tail. She explained.

“This single tail is good for beginners Toya, because no skill is required, just a strong arm and the desire to inflict pain. Take your pick of the slaves and have at him. And don’t spare the organs!”

“May I whip your slave, James Maude?”

“Of course, dear. He is due for a sound flogging and could use some fresh welts!”

Toya wound up and swung hard, laying a stroke across the chest of poor James. His scream made her warm and wet between the thighs and she wound up for another. Maude gave his ankle a push. There was a ball bearing above the hook in the hoist and James spun wildly as Toya laid on lash after lash, her lust inflamed by his howls of torment. She remembered to target his organs and landed some solid strokes on him as he spun. These inflicted a special agony, to which he gave most pleasing voice, sobbing, sniveling pleas for mercy, craven in his suffering, this only inciting greater cruelty.

She flailed at him in a frenzy, breaking a sweat and finally getting out of breath. She paused and stood breathing deeply, but still looking at James as he hung whimpering, her eyes alight in lustful cruelty. Maude nodded approvingly as she inspected his now zebra striped hide.

“Lovely work Toya. I must say I have spared the whip too long. He looks so pretty when properly striped!”

Then Maude turned her attention to slave Ian, inviting Toya to watch and learn.

“The snake whips require more practice Toya, but I’m sure you will be a fast learner.”


She whirled the two whips over her head in opposite directions, faster and faster, letting slave Ian feel the menacing wind of them before they bit his flesh. Then the buzz saw lashes struck. Red bleeding welts blossomed on his body as if by magic. He hopped about howling as Maude made him dance by giving him lashes to the toes as she whirled the whips with astonishing proficiency. She worked her way around him in a circle and when she was behind him wraparound lashes struck his tender organs, making him scream and writhe in futile efforts to dodge the searing leather. Toya found herself near expiring with laughter until Maude ceased the flogging and gave Toya to know what was to be next.

“A good sound whipping should always be a prelude to a good sound pussy licking Toya. We have put the fear of the goddess in the slaves, and I don’t know about you, but my pussy is itching for some tongue.”

She pointed to where the throne chairs were set up on the three-step dais along the wall.

“Let’s release these two and go take a seat!”

They lowered the slaves to the floor where they first lay prostrate, whimpering from the burning stings of the lash. Then they mounted the dais and assumed the offering position, legs parted wide and resting on the chair arms. Maude called out to the slaves.

“Get up here and get licking! Let’s see if you are ready to serve us properly or if you each need a double dose!”

The sniveling slaves groveled across the floor to them and clambered up the hard, wooden steps, barking shins and banging knees in their haste to put tongue to the mistresses in hope their efforts would spare them more time under the whip.

It was slave Ian who served Toya and she gasped in delight as his well-trained oral organ went to its duty.  His tongue slithered everywhere from top to bottom in wordless pleading for guidance in pleasing her. Her lust was at a boil, and she found herself at the brink within the minute. Slipping a finger into his head ring she pulled him up to her apex to offer her clit. His tender lips closed upon it and his tongue’s tip massaged it with knowing skill until orgasm rocked her with violence making her shudder and convulse as sound of ferocious ecstasy were torn from her depths.

She went all limp and languid, drifting in afterglow, hearing Maude’s shriek of primal delight under the tongue of her loving slave James. Her legs were draped over slave Ian’s shoulders, and she soon felt the tender caresses of his tongue upon her hind hole. She sensed a remaining fear but overshadowing that was a sense of his deep and earnest longing to please her.

That and his anal attentions soon brought her back to high arousal. She rolled her hips and his response was a plunging of his tongue deep into her rectum and a wriggling in and out. She lay moaning in delighted confusion over whether to have that continue or take the orgasm for which her every cell seemed to cry out. In the end there was nothing to do but yield to the latter or go mad.

She rolled her hips again, rubbing her luscious nappy cunt over his face, inviting him upward. And up he went, this time plunging the tongue lengthened and strengthen by the rigors of his training deep into her cavern, finding her G and massaging it while his finger slipped into her lower orifice and his nose rubbed her pearl.

It was to be the “triple”, the same she had received under slave Ryan’s tongue in Karla’s office. There was nothing to do but yield to it and immerse herself as the orgasmic waves coursed through her. She gave wild voice to her delight, bucking and writhing until one last surge of brute satisfaction made her melt. She lay in a daze, savoring, feeling soft kissed being planted between her thighs and tender tongue caressing her bottom.

Maude’s piercing wail as she finished roused Toya from her stupor. She put a hand to slave Ian’s forehead and shoved him away, but gently. Then she pulled him back to her and let him pillow his head upon her mount. He clung to her hips as she petted his bald pate with a tenderness that puzzled her. And she sensed from him something like a worshipful joy. Confused but elated she looked wide eyed to Maude, who had roused from her own sweet stupor and looked back at her with a knowing smile.

“Maude! I don’t know what to say or think. When it started, I was so thrilled by his terror and submission, and I came so hard and fast. But then there was this subtle change. I felt him serving me with a passion that seemed to come from the depths of his soul. And when I came and was satisfied, I felt a joy from him and now it seems like there’s nowhere in the world he would rather be and he’s ready and willing to do anything for me.”

“Now you know the truth of it Toya. Our training regimen does so much more that induce fear of us and teach skills in pleasuring. It brings a total bending of the mind. Our slaves have accepted and embraced their status as lesser beings whose purpose on earth is to serve us. I truly believe we could unlock every cell door and leave it open wide and not one slave who is fully trained would take his chance to escape.”

“In my domestic life with my sweet James my home is a heaven where I reign as Goddess. Every morning I awake to his loving tongue and to the orgasms that help me start my day relaxed and confident. And after a long and stressful workday I come home to a spotless house and the fragrance of a dinner prepared by his loving hands. He is on his knees before my recliner holding a tall glass of red wine. I guzzle it down and he helps me undress. I settle into my chair and offer myself and let his tongue bring me to the orgasms I need to ease my stress and relax me. Then he serves me my dinner right in my chair and I kick out the footrest so he can lick my feet.”

“Sometimes I have a bad day, usually when some sexist jerk has disrespected me. He senses that when I walk in the door and goes to kneel under the hoist, he installed for me in the living room so I can hang him up for a whipping. I visualize him as that jerk and go to work on him with my snake whips until he cries. He is willing, even eager to be whipped because he knows his suffering will give me pleasure and he wants me to have that pleasure. Then it’s to the recliner to be de-stressed and relaxed.”

“The remainder of the evening is devoted to other varied pleasures, and he is so willing to spare no sacrifice of his body or dignity for me. This Toya is the ultimate manifestation of our dominant will, the reduction of the male to a state of willing servitude. Now let’s move on to the next pleasure to which I would like you to be introduced.”

She led Toya over to a low table, upholstered in black leather. The slaves groveled behind them. Maude turned to slave Ian and pointed to the table. He climbed up on it and laid himself face up, spreading his arms and legs toward the corners. Maude clipped his wrists and ankles to steel rings mounted there and fastened a wide belt across his waist. Toya just stood watching in fascination and anticipation, wondering what to expect. Maude explained.

“Most slaves are denied orgasm for extended periods Toya, by way of chastity cages. Both slaves have been denied for weeks and I can assure you their balls are aching severely. Now, if you please, hop up on the table and mount slave Ian. Slide that cock into your pussy and then I’ll tell you how it’s done.”

Toya climbed up and mounted Ian facing him, took hold of his organ, aligned it with her portal and enveloped him in her heavenly cavern. The slave gave out a moan of helpless delight. Maude clapped her hands.

“Just as I expected Toya! That hot pussy of yours could drive a slave insane! How is it for you? Do you find his cock pleasurable?”

“Very much so Maude! It’s true! Size does matter!”

“Yes, indeed Toya! Slaves with sufficient endowment are privileged to enter our bodies and feel the delight the vagina can bestow upon the penis. And the pleasure is mutual, but there is a difference. You may enjoy orgasms amid things, but not so much for the slave. Now it’s time for you to edge him, run that pussy along his cock, coax him along to the brink of coming and then deny him.”

Toya followed Maude’s instructions, getting her feet under her so she could rise and fall upon the stiff organ, feeling her own pleasure and making the slave writhe in his bonds and try to thrust upward to propel himself to ejaculation. Soon he was panting and moaning and then he gasped and she heard Maude call out for her to stop.

“That was close Toya! With practice you will become attuned to the slave and know just the right moment to stop and deny him. He was just feeling the first tingle that signals his coming. Now keep him nestled in your nookie for a while and then start over.”

Toya resumed the edging, closing her eyes and focusing on the cock enfolded within her, using her internal musculature to massage it as she rose and fell. The slave’s whimpers and moans took on a higher pitch and she felt a slight extra hardening of his shaft that could only mean one thing. Just in the nick of time she stopped with just his glans within her portal. He sobbed in his disappointment.

Then she enveloped him again and continued, starting to get the hang of it. She looked down and her eyes met the slave’s and she leered at him with lewd contempt, feeling delight in reducing him to such a pathetic state. He began to snivel annoying pleas for release and Maude hopped up on the table to sit on his head facing Toya to muzzle him with her big juicy cunt. She told Toya to turn around so she faced his feet and continue.

Toya’s lyre shaped behind rose and fell, her skill growing apace. Over and over, she took him to the razor’s edge while Maude sat at the ready, cane in hand. Toya had been so focused on perfecting her skills and tormenting the slave she failed at first to notice her own boiling arousal. But it came to be too much to bear and she put fingers to her clit to induce her climax, taking the slave over the brink along with her.

She toppled forward to lean on her hands as she came. Just the tip of the slave’s cock was inside her and his balls were a perfect target for Maude’s vicious backhand cane stroke. His scream of tormented frustration was barely audible as she pressed her lush tissues down on his face full weight. Then she rolled her hips to rub her cunt over his face and the dutiful slave helped her to orgasm with his tongue.

Maude dismounted from the slave’s face and Toya took her place upon it so she could feed him his load. She squeezed the big creamy wad out into his mouth and he swallowed it down. They released the slave and let him climb down and kneel aside. Then it was Maude’s turn with her slave James. She pointed to the table and he climbed up and submitted meekly to being bound, knowing full well what was to follow. Toya took note of his sizeable endowment.

“My Maude! He does have a nice one!”

“Indeed, he does Toya! It’s close to a 1 ½ X 10. And a slave must always be deflowered by a cock bigger than his so, I had to use a 2 X 12 on him. And the poor thing was as tight a virgin as could be. I’ll never forget his scream upon my entry despite giving him the mercy of extra lube! I had to make sure I found a prospective slave with adequate size because I am bigger “down there’ than you are. I need the size to fill me properly. Now stand by with the cane while I get this party started!”

She climbed up on the table and mounted his head, facing him and looking down at him with an expression of mingled cruelty and affection. Her loving slave’s cock never failed to give her exquisite pleasure and deepest satisfaction. She even indulged him and let him come with pleasure more often than most mistresses. But today there would be no such mercy.

She took hold of his organ and guided it into her. He gave out a moan of helpless pleasure as she enfolded him. Because she was a plus-size goddess, Maude’s technique was different than Toya’s. She settled herself down with the big organ in to the hilt and rode him, rolling, grinding and gyrating her shapely hips while using the musculature within her to massage him. She was expert in her ministrations and soon had slave James in an addled state. She coaxed him slowly toward the brink and as he drew near it he gave out high pitched panting breaths in a rising cadence. Maude matched that cadence with accelerated pelvic motions, attuned to him. At the very last second she leaned forward and stopped and denied him, leaving him gasping and sobbing.

A dozen times she edged him to the brink, reducing him to a sniveling state of aching need, oblivious to all but the hope of coming. And upon the baker’s dozen she took him over, leaning forward and rising a bit to make his swollen aching balls a fine target for the cane. Toya was standing with cane raised and ready, a fierce gleam of lustful anticipation in her eyes. When Maude called out “now!” she brought it down in a wicked stroke across his orbs, wreaking ruination on his longed-for blessed relief. He gave out a pathetic sobbing moan of denied delight.

Maude took her own orgasm, enhanced by the sounds of his frustration, then shifted forward to straddle his mouth and feed him his load. When cleaned to her satisfaction she hopped from the table and exchanged a high five with Toya. They unbound slave James and he climbed from the table to kneel and await his next degradation. Then it was time for the climactic act of the day.

Maude led Toya to the closet where the woman cocks were stored. Toya’s eyes widened and her pussy wettened at the sight of the big mock organs, their implications clear to her. Maude handed her a hefty 2 X 12 well matched to her skin tone and took another for herself. She helped Toya install the device, inserting the vaginal bulb and tightening the clear silicone straps.

There was a full length mirror at the end wall of the closet and Toya stood before it, taking in the sight of herself. The big dick jutted from beneath her thick nappy bush with the big false balls dangling below. It looked as if she had been born with the organs and she was filled with a sense of dominant power. And it only got better when Maude made her aware of the features.

There was a red button just above the base of the cock. Maude pushed it and Toya gasped and felt her knees weaken as the pulsing vibrations began within her. Then Maude made a ring of her fingers and ran them up and down the shaft. Toya gasped again in delighted surprise as she felt the sensations being transmitted to her erogenous parts.

“Many brilliant women have enlisted in the League Toya and this is some of their handiwork. Just wait until you have your way with the slaves. The pleasurable sensations transmitted by the nano sensors in the shaft are perhaps even better than those felt by the male cock. I have chosen slave Ian for us to enjoy today because he is stretched and ready to “graduate” to the 2 X 12 cock. It will be much like deflowering him all over. My James takes the same size as well. He has been long as my slave and I have stretched his hole from frequent hard use. Now let’s get out there and give those boys what for!”

They went back to where the slaves were kneeling with heads bowed. They looked up as the women strode toward them with the big dicks bobbing. Toya thrilled at the mingled fear and longing in their eyes. The cock still pulsed within her. Maude hooked a finger in slave James’s head ring and pulled him over to kneel before Toya as she spoke of what was to follow.

“The first order of business Toya is the fellatio. My James will suck and deepthroat your cock and bring you to orgasm He takes the 2 X 12 down quite well now but it was a challenge at first. I’ll introduce slave Ian to the size. No doubt he will gag and choke at first but down it will go! Now slaves! Get sucking!”

A wave of excitement ran up Toya’s spine as slave James opened his mouth wide and willingly to enfold her cock within it. His lips and tongue ran along the shaft, his tongue’s tip pointed as he went back and forth, the flared glans stopping at his gullet. Toya’s heart hammered as she felt his caresses. She hooked a finger in the head ring and worked him back and forth with increasing cadence, her breath coming in pants. But the best was yet to follow. She heard Maude bark a command.

“The deepthroat James! Take it down!”

James put his hands to her hips and pulled her to him, forcing the glans against his gullet. Toya gave him a hard and painful yank on the head ring to help matters along. His gullet gave suddenly and the glans popped just through. Toya drove it home with a hard thrust of her hips and soon his nose was buried in her bush. To her delight he reached out with his long tongue to lick her balls as she held him there. She could feel the tingling of it deep within upon her lady parts. She let him continue until her excitement rose to a fever pitch and her body cried out for orgasmic release.

To propel herself to that release she pushed his head back so just the tip was in his mouth, then rammed the cock home again and began to throat fuck him with abandon, finger hooked in the head ring as se tugged him back and forth.

Maude was busy with slave Ian, forcing the big glans against a gullet yet to be stretched to the size. Hs did gag and retch as she forced it on him without mercy, keeping up the pressure until there was a giving and a pop as the shaft slid deep. She pulled him forward until his face was pressed into her luxuriant raven thicket and she held him there, commanding that he lick her balls as well.

Soon the two mistresses were standing side by side, throat fucking the slaves in unison as they propelled themselves to their satisfaction. Maude came first, giving out a primal shriek as her knees buckled in her ecstasy. The sound of it triggered Toya, who gave out her own bestial wail and felt her knees go to jelly.

Both slaves knew their duty well. They wrapped their arms around the hips of the mistresses to hold them upright. Both women leaned over with backs arched and arms hanging as the savored, lost in the sweet stupor of afterglow.

By the time the mistresses had recovered and firmed Maude had contrived in her mind a novel way to enjoy the degrade the slaves. She barked a command.

“Slaves! To the 69 positions with cocks in each other’s mouths!”

Though it was new to them the slaves understood and obeyed instantly. Slave James lay upon his back with Slave Ian on top of him, each with cock in mouth. There was a tube of KY in a holster on the belt of Maude’s strapon and she lubed the tip of each woman-cock while giving Toya instructions.

“You take slave Ian’s ass Toya while I put mine cock to slave James. We are going to fuck these boys until they come in each other’s mouths!”

Toya needed no further instruction. Slave Ian was on the tall side and she was short so she mounted him standing, pressing the glans of the big dick against his orifice. Maude knelt opposite and hoisted slave James’s legs up to give her access to his ass. She called out to Toya.

“On the count of three Toya! Ram it into him!”

Maude counted down slowly and on three Toya drove down hard with her hip in a ruthless thrust, thrilled by the sound of the slave’s cock muffled scream as his hole was newly stretched by the organ so much bigger. And Maude drove her cock deep as well.

Only a third of Toya’s cock had gone in so she worked it in deeper and deeper, grinding and gyrating, as slave Ian mewled and whimper in his pain. Maude had James’s ankles up on her shoulders as she ravaged him while he sniveled and slobbered over the cock in his mouth.

And, as always, the slave’s sounds came to be those of growing pleasure as they sucked each other’s cocks and felt the hot tingling in their rectums as the big dicks massaged their prostates. The mistresses rutted with abandon, propelling themselves to their own orgasms.

Then there was sweet harmony, the slaves coming first and at once with deep, quavering moans of helpless delight that triggered the mistresses who added their triumphant climactic cries.

Maude and Toya pulled out and stood looking down at the emasculated slaves who remained with cocks in each other’s mouths, whimpering. Maude used her foot to flip slave Ian over onto the floor and was pleased to see the slaves had swallowed each other’s cumshots. Toya jumped up and down, clapping her hands, her big dick bobbing.

They urged the slaves up to their knees with kicks and made them suck the soiled cocks clean. James was made to suck the cock that had been up Ian’s ass and vice versa. Maude gave out a smug chuckle.

“Now that was fun! This was all recorded on video Toya and I’ll be sending it out to everyone. No doubt it will become the latest craze!”

Then they made the slaves pull two rimming horses facing each other with a high table between them. Maude commanded slave Ian to fetch a bottle of wine and two glasses from the chamber’s small wine cellar. Maude and Toya settled in comfortably to talk and enjoy well trained tongues upon their assholes.

Soon the conversation turned to the subject of Phil. Toya was wistful as she spoke of it.

“I find him wildly attractive physically Maude but he must change his mentality and attitude. I grind my teeth every time he brags about how he would never perform the selfless oral acts. And I get warm wet and tingly between the legs at the thought of having him on his knees performing those very acts.”

“Never fear Toya. Our trainers excel at attitude adjustments and you are most welcome to participate in the process. Now, I think a have a perfect pan for his abduction. And then I think we should fake his death.”

CHAPTER TWELVE

Slave Ryan awoke in the cell adjoining Karla’s office where she kept him overnight. The cell was equipped with facilities and he relieved himself and showered, then knelt before the door, eager for another day under the desk of his beloved boss lady. His hunger for the taste of her cinnamon pussy brought pangs of longing after a night without it. And he wore the cage of chastity and was long denied release.

The door slid open sideways and Karla stood outside looking down at him with a warm, yet lustful look in her eyes. On the floor at her feet were two white bowls, one containing water, the other a bland but nourishing mush. Ryan bent to eat his breakfast like a dog and then groveled behind Karla toward her desk. He backed underneath it as she settled into her chair and rested her calves upon the desktop, legs parted wide, giving out a sigh in anticipation of familiar pleasure.

Ryan went to his duty with passion pent up from the hours apart from her that always seemed eternal. His skilled and knowing tongue brought her soon to the first orgasm of the day and his heart nearly burst with worshipful joy when those strong, silken thighs closed upon his head as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy. He enfolded her apex with his lips to accept and imbibe the salt sweet juice of her pleasure, feeling her essence infusing him and easing his addictive craving.

Then, as always was part of this morning ritual he went low to caress her anus with loving tongue to slowly coax her to arousal. She sighed some more in growing pleasure but kept a hand against his head to hold him down there, purposely resisting her urge, wanting to aggravate her growing itch so the scratching of it would be even more pleasing.

When she could bear no more she let him come upward and he first cupped his tongue and ran it up her crevice to gather a big mouthful of her amber poon and swallow. Craving more he went down again and scooped some more. She let him continue, gratified by the hunger for her secretions she sensed from him.

The day was a special one because the auction was to be held that evening. She would take ownership of him, deflower him and take him home with her to begin their life together. She wondered how he might take it when the true nature of that life was revealed to him.

Then she closed her eyes to visual his deflowering, his assuming of the position as he offered his virginity to her, the sight of his tight pink hole twitching and puckering in mingled fear and longing to be taken by her. Then she would press her mock organ against his orifice and drive it home with her strong glutes and thighs and he would cry out from the pain of the stretching. Following would be the hard rutting that would morph that pain to pleasure as the climactic moment drew near.

Now aroused beyond enduring she rolled her hips in the manner signaling her desire for the triple and soon she felt his tongue plunge deep into her cavern to find the G while his finger slipped into her hind hole and his nose rubbed her clit. In her minds ear she heard his moan of helpless surrender as he came with an intensity that would cock-addict him forever. That triggered the multi-orgasmic wave that would start her day out right.

After that it was just a normal business day. He would serve her periodically and also spare her trips to the restroom by encircling her apex with his lips and guzzling her pungent golden beverage with a thirst. This too infused him with her powerful essence.

At end of day, she slipped a leash tight around his balls and led him down into the bowels of the building to a holding cell where he would wait until the auction began at 7:00. At the appointed time slave keepers arrived to fetch the slaves to the arena. There were six virgin slaves to be sold at auction that evening. The keepers lined them up in the corridor and linked them together by leashes passed between their legs and noosed around their balls. Ryan was last in line.

They were led into the arena. Every seat was filled by mistresses. Most were there just to watch the proceedings. But there was a special section on the arena floor close to the auction block, chairs set in a semi-circle, devoted to those who wished to bid. Karla was front row center there. Viper served as auctioneer.

The first slave stepped up onto the block and was turned around slowly for the inspection of the mistresses while Viper described his attributes and verified the measurements of his organ. He was also made to bend over and spread his cheeks so the mistresses could confirm his virginity. And each was made to extend his tongue and touch its tip to his nose to verify that he was fully trained and prepared for proper oral service.

The first slave was quite an attractive brown haired, blue eyed specimen though his endowment proved only modest when Viper stroked his organ to erection. He went fairly cheap to a younger mistress acquiring her first slave.

The auction block was six feet square and raised two feet with three steps leading up. Its surface was covered with sticky yoga mat so the purchaser could have leverage and traction when she deflowered her slave upon it.

The slaves were to be deflowered immediately upon purchase. The slave knelt waiting for his buyer to mount the block. She sported a 1 ½ X 10 that bobbed and jiggled as she climbed the steps and she flaunted it before the audience to lewd cackles and catcalls. The slave first performed the ritual deepthroat fellatio and then assumed the position on elbows and knees with ass raised in offering of his virginity.

His mistress, a short and curvy blond, dropped to her knees behind him. Viper put a dollop of KY on the cock’s tip. A hush fell so all could hear him vocalize his pain upon her deflowering thrust. She was muscular beneath her feminine curves and she took him hard, bringing a delightful howl from him as his tight orifice was stretched.

Then there was the hard and ruthless rutting as he sniveled and whimpered from her ravaging and the transition from pain to pleasure. The slave came with the deep moan of sweet surrender, in harmony with the high-pitched wail of his mistress. Wild applause filled the arena, a standing ovation as the slave licked up his cum puddle and suck the cock clean. He groveled down from the block behind his mistress and was set off to the side to kneel as the next slave was led up onto the block.

Two of the remaining slaves had organs of size and fetched higher prices from more well-heeled mistresses. The other two also went to younger mistresses of modest means. Then only Ryan remained. He looked to Karla with mingled fear and longing and she gave him a smile filled with kindness and lust at once. She had uncaged him and his male organ, such as it was, stood full erect.

When he stood upon the block the bidding ran high and Karla was relentless in raising the stakes. Her wealth exceeded most in attendance and in the end they yielded to her. She did not begrudge the high price she paid because the proceeds furthered the cause of the League.

She mounted the block with the 1 X 8 jutting and humming. She and Ryan had rehearsed the fellatio until he performed it to perfection and this was no exception. He took the cock in mouth and a thrust of her hips drove it past his gullet and down all the way. The clutch of his throat and his use of lips and tongue soon brought a lusty cry of ecstasy from her.

Then, upon her snapping of fingers and pointing to the floor before her he assumed the position, using his hands to spread his pretty cheeks in offering of his virginity.

She knelt behind him, looking appraisingly at his orifice, wondering if the 1 X 8 was really of sufficient size. Should she have gone bigger? His pink orifice puckered rhythmically as if he were undecided. Should he resist or open himself? She held the glans close to his orifice and found the juxtaposition reassuring as to her choice of size. So tight looking, so tender. And the glans was flared a bit beyond the one inch diameter of the shaft. She stuck a finger against the vortex and tried to insert it but the poor sweet little fool was clenched tight.

Viper leaned in to offer lube but Karla waved her away. The cock still dripped with his slobber and she decided to ensure proper pain of entry by letting that lubricant suffice. When she pressed the glans against him and thrust forward there was no entry, him being clenched tight. She dug her long sharp nails deep into his fetching buns for purchase. Blood trickled down them and he would bear those scars for life to commemorate the occasion.

The arena had fallen into utter silence as she gathered herself for the thrust, her whole body tensed. Then there was the ramming forward of her sumptuous behind. Ryan screamed as his clench was overcome and defeated, the shaft plunging in halfway. More ruthless thrusts seated it to its depth as he moaned and whimpered.

Then Karla signaled Viper to offer lube so the fucking would go smoothly. She pulled out all the way and Viper coated the glans with KY. Karla stuck her cock back in him and it slid home with ease. Her shapely behind now rolled and gyrated with sensuous grace. Ryan still whimpered in pain. Yet the transition was slow but inevitable.

Ryan was shocked at the pain of his dear boss lady’s entry. How could she who had been mostly so tender with him suddenly be so ruthless and cruel? The tearing stretching pain of her first entry went on until he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind. Then the cock was slid out of him and its re-entry was softer and smoother from the lube, though the pain continued for a while.

But soon the pulsing vibrations of the mock organ as it went in and out brought a blossoming of pleasure that slowly edged out the pain. He clenched himself tight on the shaft and heard a sigh of pleasure from his mistress as a result. The joy of giving her pleasure took hold of him and he kept his orifice tight as she rutted upon him with rising rhythm. And he added the rocking, rolling and gyrating of his ass to that of hers. There was not a dry eye or pussy in the arena as mistress and slave made sweet love to each other.

Then Ryan felt a hot itching pleasure filling his rectum and a welling up in his aching balls. With a high pitched, quavering sigh of utter delight and surrender he spurted forth the hoarded plenty of his balls onto the mat below, setting off Karla who threw back her head and made the arena echo with her wail of animal pleasure.

Her body seemed to melt and she collapsed over him, bearing him belly down onto the floor. She lay upon him for minutes, savoring, slowly rolling her hips with the cock still in him as if to affirm her possession and dominance. When able to rise she hooked a finger in his head ring to pull him up to his knees. He sucked the sullied cock clean and then stooped to lap up his leavings from the floor. The audience rose in a heartfelt standing ovation.

Ryan was placed on his knees beside the other purchased slaves. He was then to witness something that would make him serve his boss lady in fear as well as adoration. Three of the six slaves had been purchased by mistresses to replace slaves who had outlived their usefulness. Those useless three were now to be castrated and then put to labor for the profit of the League.

Four eunuch slaves entered the arena to carry away the auction block. Ryan quailed at the sight of them, at the nothingness where their balls had been. The full realization of the manner of women who held him in bondage came crashing in upon him.

The eunuchs returned, carrying a wooden table to which the testicle guillotine was mounted. They set it on the floor in the center of the arena. Then the three slaves whose balls were condemned were led into the arena by their mistresses, leashes upon their soon-to-be-severed balls. They were made to kneel side by side facing Karla and the bidding mistresses. Viper took over as Mistress of Ceremonies and addressed the assemblage.

“Ladies! These three slaves will now surrender their balls at the behest of their mistresses. They have served long and well but have been used up and must be replaced. The first to give up his gonads will be slave Mark. For him the severing will be quick and merciful as adjudicated by the tribunal.”

Every used up slave was brought before a tribunal of high ranking mistresses with Karla presiding for final disposition. The slave’s personal history was reviewed, focusing on his life before enslavement. Slave Mark had been a kind and gentle man with no history of offenses against women. Hence his unmanning would be quick, with only the cut being made without anesthetic so the pain of parting with his balls would be stamped in his memory.

The second slave, Paul, would not be so fortunate. He had been a serial philanderer before his wife divorced him and also was recruited by the league to become his mistress. Despite getting severe punishment for this upon his abduction it was determined that he still had some atonement due before parting with his balls, so there would be torture preceding the cut.

The third slave, Calvin by name but known as “Cal the Cad” in his former life matter altogether. His was a history of seduction, date rape and evading the consequences of impregnating his victims. His atonement was to be especially cruel.

Viper turned and pointed to slave Mark commanding him to mount the table. He did so with habit of meek submission long ingrained. He laid himself down on his back with the guillotine between his legs. Viper and his mistress bound his wrists and ankles to the corners of the table.

The unmanning device was equipped with a clamp before the blade that would cut off blood flow to the testicles and prevent the slave bleeding out. Viper pulled his balls through the jaws of the clamp but left them open. Then she slipped a leather thong with a noose around the balls and pulled them through beneath the blade, stretching the scrotum out far and tying the thong to a ring mounted on the table. The balls were ready to be sliced away by the spring loaded, angular, razor sharp blade when the lever was pulled.

Slave Mark’s mistress then gave him the kindness of one final orgasmic ejaculation. He was limp in his terror but she bent down to take him in her mouth to suck and entice him to erection. When hardened she began to stroke him with knowing skill coaxing him along as he tried in vain to resist her ministrations, know his coming would soon be followed by his castration. But, inevitably, her artful hand soon had him at the point where all but the prospect of coming was driven from his mind. He gave in to the pleasure, moaning and sobbing as he erupted all over his belly. He had long been denied orgasm and his ejaculation was impressive in its quantity. Then his mistress scooped his load up with her fingers and fed it to him.

Viper pulled the lever to clamp off his balls and his mistress took hold of the lever that would release the blade. She paused for a moment. Silence fell in the arena as the eyes of every mistress were riveted upon his stretched out balls. Then she pulled the lever and the blade shot down, swift and sure, slicing away the testicle. The slave screamed. His mistress picked up the warm severed balls and held them before his eyes. He sobbed in despair at the finality of it.

But then the blade was lifted. A mistress surgeon and a nurse stepped forward to attend to the wound. The nurse injected a local for the dulling of his pain and the surgeon stapled the wound shut. He was released from the table and made to kneel aside while the other two slaves were dealt with. The three new eunuchs would also be auctioned that evening.

The next slave Paul was then ordered to mount the table. He too meekly obeyed and was strapped down. His balls were pulled through the jaws of the clamp and stretched out so his scrotum was beneath the blade. Viper pronounced his sentence.

“Slave Paul here was repeatedly unfaithful to his long-suffering wife who is now his mistress. As his final atonement for this bad behavior, he will suffer two testicular skewerings prior to castration. They will be administered by his erstwhile wife, now mistress Leah, before she severs the balls. Please proceed Leah!”

The two skewers lay on a tray on the table. The balls were stretched tight, shiny and purple. Leah picked up the first skewer, picked her spot and ran it sideways through both testicles, bringing a howl of unspeakable agony from slave Paul. Approving cheers and applause filled the arena. Leah picked up the second skewer, a vindictive gleam in her eyes. She ran it through the balls in the opposite direction as he screamed all the louder. Then she looked to Viper, who tightened down the clamp. Again, there was the pause as silence fell in the arena. Leah pulled the lever and the blade came down, shearing off the still skewered balls. She picked them up by the skewer and showed them to slave Paul who likewise wept in his despair. His wound was stitched without the local and he was released to kneel next to slave Mark.

Then all eyes turned to Cal the Cad as he knelt trembling. He was ordered to mount the table but cowered away from it. Viper, his mistress Jane and two slave keepers seized him and hauled him to the table as he writhed and pleaded for mercy. They strapped him down and prepared him for the unmanning. Viper pronounced sentence again.

“This miscreant was a chronic and habitual date rapist and generalized abuser of women. He did become an acceptable slave but no punishment yet inflicted upon him for his misdeeds has been sufficient. To exact final justice his testicles will be pierced until he begs for the mercy of the blade! When he does his arm will be released so he can pull the lever himself!”

It was Jane who administered the torture. She ran four long skewers through first in a crisscross through each ball as he screamed and sobbed. Then it was small needles poked in at random. Still, he could not bring himself to part with his balls until they looked like pincushions. But, at last it was too much and he pleaded for the mercy. Viper released his right arm. The lever was within his reach. With one final moan he pulled it and gave out one last scream as the blade came down.

Then the three were auctioned off in the order of their castration. Slave Mark had been a talented chef so he was purchased by the owner of Lilith’s to serve in that capacity. Slave Paul had  skills as a carpenter that would be useful for the League’s constant building projects as it grew in cities far and wide. Slave Calvin was just a mindless but muscular brute. He would become a beast of burden, harnessed to a cart on a farm.

Karla took slave Ryan home with her in her limo. The garage door rolled up, the car drove in. She led him by his leashed balls into the house and to the living room. There was a big, black leather upholstered recliner there with a large, wine colored rug before it. On the rug were six circles in a golden color about two feet in diameter. They were numbered one through six from left to right. She put a chastity cage upon Ryan and had him kneel on circle six.

Then she seated herself and pressed a button on the end table beside her. There was a faint buzzing sound and then a low rumbling from somewhere in the house. Soon five naked slaves came groveling into the room. Each took his place, kneeling on one of the circles. All were utterly hairless except for the topknot with the ring braided in like all slaves. And each had a number inked on his pate matching the number of the circle on which he knelt.

Karla opened a drawer in the end table and took out an inked stamp pad and a rubber stamp. She inked the stamp on the pad and rose to step toward Ryan, reaching out to press the stamp to his head. Upon it he could see the numeral six. She pressed it to his pate and he felt a fierce burning sting as the indelible ink emblazoned his head, never to fade.

He had harbored illusions of being her one and only, but now the cruel truth was revealed. He was destined to be just one sixth of her harem.

CHAPTER 13

A simple plan is always best and Maude and Toya devised such a one for Phil’s capture, though it took some time to execute it.

Toya talked him into staking out the alley where she had witnessed the abduction. It was done after hours and off duty. They did it each night for a week without result. The League had arranged for abducted males to be brought in elsewhere for that week.

On the appointed night when they left the station Toya slipped Phil’s phone from his pocket and put it in his desk drawer so he could not be tracked. He never missed it. Phil’s frustration and boredom had grown and he brought along a pint of whiskey that last night. Toya let him down it and be drunkened without saying a word. His drunkenness would only help. He dozed off.

Then, in the wee hours, a windowless black van pulled into the alley and stopped before the overhead door. The door rose and the van drove in. Toya grabbed his shirt collar to shake him awake.

“This is it Phil! Come on! Move!”

The door had come down but had stopped about four feet from the ground. They crept over to it. Toya urged Phil to stoop down and look inside. When he did she put a foot to his behind and gave him a shove while the strong arms of Viper and Maude reached out to drag him inside. 

He was woman-handled into submission and his clothes were pulled and ripped from his body. When naked they put him in shackles, leashed his balls and put the ball shocker on them. Toya stripped as well, save for her black stiletto pumps. She took the leash and the lead, tugging him along by the balls as he hobbled behind her. Maude and Viper followed, Viper holding the shocker’s remote.

Phil cursed and swore, calling them bitches and cunts and other filthy names. Viper had enough of this and gave him a full power jolt that put him on the floor, doubled up and moaning. Harsh kicks from pointed toed boots and gouges from spike heels urged him to his feet. He had gotten the message and just hobbled along whimpering until they reached the door of the chamber and he was shoved inside and dragged beneath the whipping hoist.

Meanwhile, the car was driven to the high bridge that arched over the river and left there. The League had secretly gained control of all surveillance cameras and those trained on the bridge were conveniently shut down for a short time. Due to the hour, there was no traffic. Phil’s email was hacked and a suicide note was composed and sent to multiple persons. Toya would attest to Phil’s despondency and frustration during the investigation conducted by Maude and the IAB officers who also just happened to be of the League.

The mistresses took seats on the throne chairs set upon the dais as he knelt beneath the hoist. Then he was subjected to the confessional. He reluctantly divulged some fairly minor offenses against women like cheating on girlfriends. But Viper could tell he was holding back and gave him a few good jolts to the balls. After that he spilled his guts about his career of date and statutory rape. Then it was time for his punishment to commence.

As always, a sound whipping was to be the first order of business. Toya wanted him hung with his ankles bound and just his tiptoes on the floor so she could make him do the hop. But she had words to say to him first as she paced back and forth before him hefting the two snake whips whose use she had recently mastered.

“Phillip, or ‘slave Phillip’, as you are now to be known, I have always found you irresistibly attractive physically. But it is your personality and mentality that I find ugly and repugnant. We are about to begin the process of changing those. You are mine now and you will be broken and trained. You will soon have no mind or will of your own and will be a blank slate for me to write on and soft clay to be molded to my liking. Then I will be able to enjoy my handsome new slave in any way I please, day after day.”

She looked him up and down as he hung there, eyes finally focusing on his limp organ. She took it in her hand and stroked it, coaxing him to full erection before continuing.

“I see your boasts about your size were not far from the truth. Your length is not all that impressive, nine inches perhaps? But your diameter promises to be quite pleasing. It’s clear your size can satisfy me so your penis will be privileged to enter my body. I will get much pleasure from that but you, not so much as you might think.”

She went on with Maude and Viper standing behind her with their own whips in hand, fixing him with lustful and menacing glares.

“You have much to atone for slave Phillip and the whipping you are about to get will be the initial phase of your punishment. Other phases following will be perhaps more severe. You will now suffer under the whips until I feel you have suffered enough…for the time being. Then you will have the chance to show us that your attitude adjustment is progressing properly. If it proves otherwise it will be back under the whips for another round and so on until we are sure of your penitence and willingness to reform yourself. Now let’s begin!”

The three mistresses took positions equidistant around him. At first they whirled the whips overhead with a menacing sound, then stepped forward until the whirling leather bit his flesh. Lurid welts appeared across his body from neck to ankles. Toya began the toe whipping to make him hop up and down, screaming as the searing leather of the other two whips feasted on his flesh.

Maude took over the foot whipping while Toya turned her attention to the dangling organs that flopped as he hopped. He aim was unerring and he howled in torment as cock and ball were lashed without mercy. Viper just continued striping him all over as he blubbered pleas for mercy that just incited greater cruelty. When he was reduced to despairing sobs Toya called a halt. Her lust was at a boil and her pussy was wet and hot with an itch that only Phil’s tongue could scratch.

They lowered him to the floor and released his wrists but left his ankles bound. Then they stepped up onto the dais along the wall where the throne chairs stood. They each took a seat with Toya in the center. She raised and parted her legs, resting her ankles on the chair’s arms in the position of offering. Viper and Maude did likewise. Toya fixed her glare upon him and pointed to her cunt.

“Come here slave Phillip! You will now learn how to spare yourself further time under the whip. Get moving! I grow impatient!”

He made his way to her, dragging his bound ankles behind him, clambering up the steps with difficulty, barking shins and knees in his haste. When within her reach she grabbed the hair atop his head and held his face inches from her nappy cunt as she spoke.

“I would grind my teeth every time you bragged about how you scorned the selfless act of oral pleasuring. I swore one day I would have you on your knees in submission and ready to serve me that way. Now here you are! Get licking if you know what’s good for you! I’ll give you instructions as we go!”

He had groveled across the floor and climbed the steps with his hide seeming on fire, driven by terror of the whips. As one who had never deigned to go down the feral musk of woman aroused was a new thing and when he drew near and she grasped his hair to hold him close that animal perfume flooded his nostrils. He found himself straining forward against her grip from its animal magnetism.

Upon her command to lick she released her grip and his leaning caused him to press his face into her oozing pudenda. His head spun from her scent, though his first licks were grudging and reluctant. But those licks made her salty poon fill his mouth and he was befuddled by his sudden hunger for it. Despite himself, he was soon cupping his tongue, lapping up and down her crevice, craving more with each swallow. And he felt his sore, whipped cock stiffen like wood as desire overcame him.

Long indoctrination by his father and other males of influence in his life had led him to believe what lay between woman’s thighs was vile and repugnant and to abase oneself by tasting it was shameful and unworthy. Men known to have performed the act were scorned and spurned as “pussy whipped” degenerates. All that vanished as the scent and taste of her cast its spell. And as he plied his tongue upon her he sensed her growing pleasure and was overwhelmed by a longing to give her more.

Toya thrilled when she felt his surrender. She had anticipated a long struggle to achieve that, much underestimating the power of her womanhood. Then and there she knew he would soon become her willing and worshipful slave though much chastisement for his pig-male life lay ahead for him and so much rigorous training.

She felt him laying his tongue about, searching and seeking, wordlessly pleading for guidance as to how best to please her. Taking a grip on his ears she pressed the maw of her cavern to his lips to urge his tongue’s penetration there. She felt it slide into her and swirl around, sparking her pleasure but, though longer than typical his tongue could not reach her G. That would be remedied by long exercise and training. But his efforts aroused her sufficiently to put her at the brink. She tugged him up to her apex by the hair and fed him her clit.

He had knowledge of this lady part from raunchy talk among his pals but was vague as to its location. Now he felt the turgid orb beneath his tongue and heard her hissed commands.

“Suck! Lick!”

He enfolded her with his lips and drew the pink pearl into his mouth to put his tongue’s tip to it. Seconds sufficed for her to shudder and convulse as she clamped her thighs upon his head and passed into the throes, giving out a bestial snarl of brute satisfaction. Her salty gush filled his mouth and he swallowed, feeling a suffusing, a deepening of his surrender and the birth of a craving thirst.

She went limp and languid with her legs draped over his shoulders, savoring, lost in the sweet stupor of afterglow. When she roused from it she pushed his head down to press her anus to his lips. He recoiled at first, recalling the special disdain and loathing for this act expressed by his male role models. But she was insistent forcing her vortex against his lips and hissing reminders of the whip. He wasn’t sure which made him yield, terror of the whip or having his face pressed deep in the cunt he had come to adore. He gave in and extended his tongue to lick but drew back again when he found her to be unclean. She tugged hard on his hair, repeating her threats but he knew it was the scent and taste and imbibing of her essence that finally brought capitulation.

He set about first to clean her with tender, lapping strokes and felt a budding joy when she sighed in her enjoyment. She seemed to sense when he had her spotless because she pressed her orifice harder to his lips and commanded him to lick harder. Now he licked solely for the pleasure, seeking to probe deep with his tongue. He felt her loosen and his tongue slid in past the muscular ring. He ran its tip around the inner rim of it and heard her gasp in delight. His tongue began to tire but he fought the fatigue and continued, spurred by an ever deepening desire to please her.

When her lust rose to crescendo Toya tugged him upward by the hair to attend to her clit again. She snarled threats of more time under the whip and felt his desperate terror mingled with his budding worship. He again enfolded her pink pearl with his lips and put tongue to it. The orgasm that rocked her was deep, consuming and satisfying beyond any yet.

She melted in the chair, again with legs draped over his shoulders as he sniveled pleas for mercy. When she firmed she looked to Maude, who was seated close by to her left. She nodded in invitation and Maude leaned over to grab him by the hair and drag his face between her legs.

He knew his only deliverance was to perform the act with passionate submission and two orgasms later Maude slumped in the chair well satisfied. Then it was Viper’s turn and he groveled past Toya and buried his face in her golden snatch. When Viper was likewise satisfied she gave Toya and Maude a thumbs up to express that satisfaction, but also a sly wink to encourage them to play along with her.

Viper dug her sharp heels into his shoulders and gave him a shoved that sent him rolling down the steps in a heap. Her words struck terror.

“You call that cunnilingus you worthless pig? I don’t know about you ladies, but I think his lackluster service should cost him his balls!”

Toya and Maude managed to stifle their glee and concur with Viper. They stepped down from the dais, seized him bodily and carried him over to the torture table as he writhed in their grip and pleaded for another chance. But they bound him spread-eagled and Viper got out the instruments. When he saw the large scalpel in her hand he panicked.

“No! Please don’t cut my balls off! Please give me another chance! I’ll do anything! Anything!”

But Viper was pitiless.

“There is no mercy here and no second chances pig-male! You have proven incorrigible and your balls are forfeit!”

Little did he know he was only to be subjected to the vasectomy cut. Maude was experienced in the procedure and took hold of his balls, holding them up to expose the proper place for the incision to be made. Viper’s cut was sure handed and precise. He howled in despairing agony as he felt it.

Toya leaned over him with her face inches from his and chuckled wickedly.

“Quit being such a crybaby slave Phillip! It’s just a vasectomy to make sure you can’t impregnate us. You will have the privilege of entering our vaginas. We want you to keep your balls because we can have so much more fun with you if they are still in your sack. There will be times when you might wish we would cut them off!”

He settled down then, but still yelped and whimpered as Viper doused the incision with alcohol and stapled it shut. Then she informed him of what was to follow.

“You will have some time to heal and then you will be milked daily to purge you of any little wigglies that might remain in you. During that time, you will work on refining and maximizing your oral pleasuring skills. You must lengthen and strengthen your tongue and acquire endurance so your tongue becomes a tireless instrument of pleasure. Now let’s get started on that forthwith!”

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Brock Larson was rudely rousted from his cell by two slave keepers after a long confinement there during which he had lost all track of time. His cock was caged and he had been long denied release so his balls ached sorely. He still wore the leather cuffs on his wrists with the clips on them and they clasped his hands behind him. Then they removed the cock cage and leashed his balls extra tight in a figure eight that stretched and spread them wide making his sack shiny and his balls soon turn purple as plums. His ache worsened severely. Then the ball shocker was strapped on as a warning against foolish resistance.

He was tugged along by the balls through corridor after corridor until they came to the double doors of the arena, a place stamped in his memory from his anal rape by Tara.

The doors swung open and he saw the assemblage of mistresses filling the seats. There was a buzz of excitement in the air. And standing shoulder to shoulder in the center of the arena was a group of ten women.

In the arena’s center stood a black leather upholstered horse. Straps with buckles on them hung down to the floor.  He hung back in fear of what might be to come but the keepers dragged him by his aching stretched balls through the door and led him to where the women stood waiting.

He quailed when he saw that each woman had a 2 X 12 faux cock jutting from her loins. Then he looked at faces, first seeing Anne, and as he looked to the others he recognized them, the victims of his using and abusing. And the eyes of each were alight with lust and loathing. Mistress Viper had followed behind and now stepped forward between him and the line of women. He was forced to his knees by the keepers. Viper addressed the audience.

“Welcome ladies! I can promise you a most entertaining evening! This repugnant pig-male Brock Larson will now get his comeuppance by way of the cocks worn by his erstwhile victims. No need for any more talk! Let’s get this party started!”

She grabbed him by the head ring and dragged him over to kneel before the first in line that happened to be Anne, who leered down at him with anticipated vengeance in her eyes. Viper barked a command.

“Get sucking swine! A blowjob for each of those you have degraded!”

He hung back at first but Viper held the remote and gave him a full power jolt. He went down to the floor moaning for a moment or two, then rose in submission and knee walked to Anne, opening his mouth, resigned to the inevitability and also the justice of the gang rape that awaited him.

Anne hooked a finger in his head ring and pulled him in. He took the humming, pulsing mock organ into his mouth and went to his duty with skills acquired under the tutelage of Viper and the trainers. He was filled with fear but also a sense of acceptance of this punishment being well deserved. He resolved to redress the grievances of those he had so rudely used by giving sweet pleasure.

The big dick was a challenge, but when Anne forced it against his gullet he mastered his gag reflex, opened his throat and took it down until her bush tickled his nose, flooding hiss nostrils with the scent of her lust.

Back and forth went his head with her finger hooked in the ring, yanking his hair painfully. Her breath came in hissing snarls as she approached her climax. The tight clench of his gullet and the running of his lips and tongue along the shaft took her over the brink and she threw back her head, arched her spine and gave out a shriek of triumphant ecstasy as her knees buckled from the force of the orgasm. Viper put hands to her shoulders to hold her steady while she savored. With a breathy grunt of satisfaction, she shoved him back and away, the flared glans exiting with a well audible pop that drew gales of mirth from the audience.

But there was to be no respite for him. Soon he found himself with the cock of Joan, the next in line, down his throat to the hilt and he satisfied her likewise. Then it was on down the line until each woman had her way.

The blowjobs were just a warm-up for the main event. When the last mistress was satisfied he was seized arm and leg by any who could get a grip on him and carried to the horse. The strapped him belly down the his hands still behind him and his ankles strapped to the legs of the furnishing.

Anne was to have first go at him and she started by making him suck and slobber all over her organ, telling him he had better get it good and wet because that was all the lube he would be allowed. When her cock dripped with his saliva she went behind him and added a good wad of her own spit down his crack. She waited until it ran down over his puckering hole, pressed the glans to it and rammed home.

The cruel intrusion made him open his mouth to cry out and when he did Joan was waiting and ready. She stuck her cock into his opened mouth and rammed it down his throat.

Then commenced the spit roast gang bang. Each mistress took a turn ravaging him fore and aft. And despite the pain of that ravaging he came over and over until his balls were wrung dry, feeling a consuming pleasure that would make him the most abject, cock addicted bitch in the dungeon.

The last mistress satisfied herself and then it was time to lick up the creamy puddle of cum that lay on the floor beneath the hose and then suck the soiled and bloodied woman cocks clean. It was done in the midst of a standing ovation, all mistresses reveling in justice being served.

He was unable to stand so they unbound his wrists so he could crawl from the arena. His victims formed a gauntlet through which he had to grovel, joined by numerous other mistresses who climbed over the railing of the arena. Many held canes or crops. Harsh strokes from these were rained upon him along with kicks from sharp toed boots and gouges from stiletto heels. Some of the mistresses followed as he crawled along the corridors, giving him sharp kicks to his tortured aching balls.

He groveled into his cell and collapsed onto his belly, sobbing, withered and wilted in his emasculation. And as he lay there he was forced to face the truth of it all. If another such was to be his fate he would climb up onto the horse of his own accord and offer his ass.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Slave Ryan was soon introduced to life as lived by a slave in the harem of his boss lady. The next evening after his purchase he participated in a six way pleasuring of his mistress. She gathered her slaves in the living room and laid herself stark naked and supine on the thick aubusson rug. She positioned Ryan on his knees between her parted legs and he watched as the other slaves went to their varied duties. All the slaves wore cock cages except for the one who was generously endowed.

Two slaves set about licking and sucking each of her nipples, making her sigh in delight. Two others went down to her feet each taking a foot into his mouth to run his tongue between her toes.

Then, to Ryan’s surprise, the fifth slave, one who was generously endowed knelt with her head between his knees and offered her his cock to be sucked. He leaned forward onto his elbows and Ryan saw his big organ disappear down Karla’s throat. His own role was soon obvious. She crooked a finger and pointed to her cunt. He was to have the honor of serving her pussy.

Karla emersed herself in the flood of erotic sensations the six-way never failed to provide. Her nipples tingled and grew wrinkled and hard under the tongues. And the tongues between her toes made her quiver. And she was well acquainted with the enhancement the cock down her throat could give her when accompanied by fine tongue work between her thighs. Slave Ryan’s tongue was the finest she had ever know and tonight she would know the heights of ecstasy.

She felt Ryan’s tongue upon her, first scooping and swallowing mouthfuls of the abundant poon she secreted in the midst of her pleasure. She could sense his hunger and thrilled. It was not long before her clit all but screamed for his attentions and his many long days beneath her desk had attuned him to her needs and wishes. No words were needed. His tongue was upon her pearl as if commanded by telepathy and her first orgasm rocked her withing the minute.

The slaves who served her feet knew their next duty. They raised her legs high and spread them so Ryan could get full access to her hind hole to rim her and arouse her for the next mad climax. She felt his long, strong yet supple tongue slide into the depth no other slave could reach and she shuddered in the profundity of her enjoyment. As so often, she was torn between lingering in the rapture of the rimming and her urgent need for release.

Finally, her lust boiled over and only the triple would do to satisfy. Slave Ryan was long attuned to her subtle cues from many days under her desk and no words were needed. His finger slid into her ass, his tongue probed deep in her cavern to find her G and his nose rubbed her pearl. She urged the slave with his cock down her gullet to throat fuck her hard and felt secret the magical connection between throat and clit enhance the string of shattering orgasms that followed. She came over and over before her satisfaction made feel as if melting in a puddle. Her slaves drew away and went to kneel in line again while she savored, only Ryan remaining in his place to softy lick and kiss her mount and thighs.

Sated for the evening, she dismissed the slaves, who crawled back to their cells and slammed the doors shut. Upon hearing that Karla picked up a remote that lay upon the end table. She pressed a button and the sound of the doors locking could be heard. The slaves were tucked away except for Ryan, who had the honor of sharing her bed so she could enjoy his tongue upon waking. She lay supine with him lying crosswise to her with his head pillowed on her comely thighs, her bush tickling his nose.

Though still bemused by finding himself to be just a part of her harem he was in heaven as he lay there drinking in the scent of her beloved pussy with every breath. His balls ached in his longing to come after the deep intimacies with the one he adored. But he knew he had to endure uncomplaining until she chose to grant him relief.

Morning came and she stirred and woke him. She parted her legs wide and he knew her wish by that alone. Instantly he was with face between her thighs. He took her subtle cue and encircled her with his lips at her apex, ready to accept the warm pungent golden flow. His thirst for it was stronger than ever.

Again, no words were needed when she had emptied herself. He set about to perform the cunnilingus and anilingus that would bring her to the orgasms she needed to start her day right.

She dispatched him to the bathroom to fill her big whirlpool spa and kneel beside it while she lay for a time in afterglow. When the tub was filled and teeming she joined him, used the commode and let his tongue be her toilet paper. Then she settled into the swirling warm water and taught him to bath her in the way she liked. When bathed to her satisfaction she got up from the tub and stood with legs apart and arms raised to her shoulder while he dried her with a soft and luxuriant scarlet towel.

Breakfast had been prepared by the eunuch slave who served as her chef. The portions were large and she ate a little over half of the big omelet, laying the plate with that and half a piece of toast for Ryan to eat for his breakfast, stooped over like a dog.

It was a workday and he helped her dress. The she leashed his balls and led him to the garage where her limo waited, driven by Rita, a lovely, darkhaired young thing who was her slave keeper, protégé and personal assistant. They drove to the league headquarters and entered through the overhead door in the alley.

Karla led him through the building by his balls. Other women were arriving for the day’s work and Karla was greeted warmly, as was Ryan. Many of the women had enjoyed his tongue as a reward for exceptional job performance and he was held in high affection by all in the building.

Ryan’s adoration of his boss lady only deepened when he came to know he was to be honored and privileged to share her bed in addition to the long and heavenly days under her desk. During that day he served her with renewed passion.

At day’s end they were picked up by Rita and driven home. Dinner was ready and Ryan was treated to the remains of her stuffed pork chops and baked potato. Then it was time for another version of her evening pleasures.

She led Ryan to the living room and had him kneel in his place. She undressed. Beside her chair was the pair of thigh high black riding boots Rita had placed there at Karla’s behest. The boots had built in spurs with large, sharp rowels. Karla donned the boots and picked up the door remote pressing the button that would open the cell doors. The slaves groveled into the room and took their places. All now wore the cock cage and every ball was aching sorely.

Standing in a corner of the room was a curious furnishing, a black leather saddle mounted on a pole. Karla just pointed to it and slaves 1 and 2 went to fetch it and set it up in the center of the rug. The seat of the saddle had a large wide opening and the slaves who had fetched it knelt at each end, tilted their heads back and positioned themselves chin to chin in the opening with long tongues sticking out. There were stirrups hanging down from the saddle. Karla mounted up, put her feet in the stirrups and the two tongues went to duty, pleasuring cunt and asshole at once.

Karla’s shapely ass rolled and gyrated in the saddle as she enjoyed the two tongue upon her lady parts. And the spurs were not spared when the efforts of the slaves faltered. Both slaves were within reach of her spurs and she drove them in hard, blood trickling, as she urged the slaves to suitable effort. She passed into the throes of a multiple climax, shrieking in her ecstasy, then went limp would have fallen had not slaves 3 and 4 leapt to her aid to hold her upright.

When she firmed those two slaves replaced the others and set about coaxing her to arousal again with gentle lapping of their tongues. Her arousal mounted slow but steady and soon she was working her spurs again to make the slaves propel her to another round of orgasms. Ryan knelt the awestruck by the capacity and of his boss lady for orgasmic pleasure. And when it came his turn to take his place beneath the saddle to serve her pussy his only goal was to help her achieve greater heights of ecstasy.

And succeed he did, his long and practiced tongue driving her into a frenzy as he gulped down gush after gush of her orgasmic ejaculate. In the end she was slumped in the saddle, held upright by her dutiful slaves until she recovered herself. Then they helped her to take a seat in the recliner and they knelt in line again, heads bowed, awaiting her next command. She spoke to them kindly, telling them first to raise their heads and look at her, finding a kind smile on her face.

“Slaves, you have made this a special evening of pleasure for me, thanks mostly to the efforts of new slave Ryan. It is he who you have to thank for my declaring this a night of reward. Slave 1, fetch my cock! Slave 2, get out the mat! Slave 3, fetch the pan!”

All the slaves began to whimper softly in anticipation, knowing what was to follow. They were all to be granted relief of their aching balls by the cock of their mistress. Slave 1 brought her 1 ½ X 10 cock from the bedroom. He helped her install it and she pressed the button to start the humming vibrations.

Meanwhile, slave 2 pulled a sticky yoga mat from under the couch and laid it on the rug. It was to be for traction and leverage. Slave 3 went to the kitchen to get the biggest, widest baking pan. He laid it on the center of the mat. The slaves were to be taken in numerical order and slave 1 eagerly assumed the position on the mat on elbows and knees with ass raised in offering, the pan being beneath his cock to catch his ejaculate.

Karla mounted him from behind in the kneeling posture, dug her sharp nails into his already scarred buns, drawing blood trickles and rammed her cock into him dry. His hole was well stretched from much use and the cock slid in deep as he gave out a little yelp from her hard entry. But pleasure came to him soon as she began to rut hard upon him.

So pent up and aching was he from prolonged denial that perhaps a score of her driving thrusts served to set him off. With a deep, sniveling moan of heavenly relief he unloaded into the pan. Karla pulled out and he turned to suck the cock clean before slave 2 took his place. One by one the slaves were ravaged to emasculated relief by Karla’s driving thrusts. Large puddles of creamy cum filled the pan.

Ryan’s turn was last and Karla realized his only prior sodomizing had been the night of the auction with the smaller cock. But she just shrugged it off rather than switch to the smaller organ. She was randy from the rutting and wanted to come without delay. Poor Ryan would just have to be “graduated” then and there. And it was to be like deflowering the sweet thing all over so her excitement rose to greater heights.

She saw him look at the cock with trepidation, no doubt recalling the pain of her entry with the much smaller organ of the night of his purchase. He quailed and hesitated but she just pointed to the floor in front of her and gave him an impatient glare. With a tremulous sigh he assumed the position.

The tube of KY was not ready to hand and her lust was nearing peak so just a trickle of her spit into his crack would have to do. When it ran down over his orifice she pressed the glans there, dug her nails in deep and rammed home. His scream made her come as the shaft plunged in halfway. But that one orgasm was not to suffice.

Two more merciless thrusts drove the cock in until her bush tickled his behind, drawing two more screams. Then she drew back until just the glans was encircled by his orifice and drove forward again. The full length disappeared within him and he was ready for the rutting. Her broad and lovely hips rolled and gyrated to stretch him more as he gave out sniveling sobs. In and out went the big mock member. What a delight the clench of his near virgin orifice was along the length of her humming pulsing cock! Waves of delight consumed her as the sensations were transmitted to her lady parts by the techno-marvel she wore.

And it wasn’t long before he was rocking back and forth to the rhythm of her rutting, now sniveling and whimpering in growing pleasure. Soon there came his mewling moan of helpless consuming pleasure and it triggered the orgasm that would bring his mistress her release. A high-pitched snarling, predatory sound was torn from her depths and she bent over his back, quivering, panting softly.

When her body firmed she pulled out and Ryan did not need to be told to turn and rise to suck the cock clean. Then she pointed down to the cum filled pan and the slaves gather around it to lap up the ejaculate like so many piggies at the trough.

She dismissed the slaves for the evening, locking them away except for Ryan who would be sharing her bed nightly. The next evening when she took her pleasure by another means his resolve to do anything to please her was to be sorely tested.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Slave Phillip knelt behind the rimming horse with his face between Toya’s cheeks, tongue swirling in her anus. It had been ten days since his vasectomy and those days had been devoted to the rigorous training of his tongue. Each day began with prolonged and repeated cunnilingus performed upon Toya, Maude and Viper to perfect his skills at that essential act.

When the mistresses were sated by the multiple orgasms it was time for them to take turns on the rimming horse. After those ten days his tongue had developed great endurance. It took hours for fatigue to finally set in and require that he take pulsing jolts from the ball shocker to spur his efforts. The goal was for his tongue to be utterly tireless. And then there were the lengthening exercises he was required to perform when in his cell or any time his tongue was not otherwise occupied.

Viper had judged his vasectomy wound sufficiently healed for him to be subjected to the first of the milkings that would purge him of sperm cells. He had worn a cage ever since the procedure and his balls ached from the denial. He had acquired a hunger for the pussy that only worsened the ache and added passion to his attentions that his mistresses found most pleasing. Today he would get release but there would be no pleasure.

When satisfied with his rimming practice for the day he was led over to the milking stanchion and stood there as the ball shocker and cage were removed and his balls were clamped into it. He wore the leather cuffs with clips on his wrists and his hands were cuffed behind him. They put a hood over his head to blind him. He rose to full erection upon release from the cage.

Soon he felt a warm, oily hand stroking his shaft and Toya’s voice close to his ear as she whispered lewd and lurid words meant to hasten his coming. Little did he know that Viper stood with the cane raised and ready to wreak ruin upon his longed for orgasm.

He soon succumbed to Toya’s stroking and felt the welling up in his balls that promised relief of his ache. He felt the first twinge of orgasm and moaned in anticipation of his pleasure. Then Viper’s wicked cane stroke took him from the brink of ecstasy to the depths of agony in a split second. Each spurt of his cum load was torment rather than delight and he howled in pain and disillusionment. Then they released him from the stanchion and made him go down to lick up his mess from the floor.

This was to be the day’s end ritual from then until he was found to be free of little wigglies. For three days more he was stroked to orgasm only to have it ruined by the cane. Then, on that fourth day, when the stroking of his shaft began he gritted his teeth and tried to resist coming, knowing what was to happen. But his resistance was futile and when he felt himself go over the brink he sobbed as he awaited the cruel cane.

But today was to be different. He was allowed to come without inhibition and with full pleasure. Every day thereafter it was mostly the cane to the balls, except for those few times that gave him false hope every time the milking began, making milking time crueler than if he had just been caned every time. It provided great amusement to the mistresses.

Finally, the day came when no sperm appeared on the microscope slide when a sample of his ejaculate was viewed. They put him away for the night and the next morning was to begin torment even worse than from the milking. He was fetched from his cell and bound to the table by ankles, wrists and wide belts across his waist and thighs, utterly at their mercy.

He tried to suppress his erection, knowing some cruelty awaited that would surely involve the cane to his balls. But this proved futile when he found his organ engulfed in Toya’s velvet mouth. Within the minute he was full erect, moaning and straining upward, try to hump the air. Toya leaned over him with her face close to his, fondling him as she spoke.

“I would not stoop to sucking your cock if it didn’t serve a larger purpose. Your resistance was in vain, though amusing. You are a male and will always succumb to your lust so we can have our way with you, whatever way that may be. I’ll bet you have always wondered how it would feel to have this thing of yours inside of me. Now you are to find out and come to know how it feels to be tortured with pleasure. I will enjoy your cock to my heart’s content and drive you insane!”

With that she straddled his groin, looking down at him with a leer, and guided his cock to her portal. She lowered herself upon it, enveloping within her heavenly walls and he sighed in helpless delight. Her lithe, strong body rose and fell, his organ disappearing full length within her, then reappearing, glistening with her secretions. She added gyrations to her movement and soon had him out of his mind, so that everything but the hope of coming was driven from his mind.

He felt himself nearing the brink and then there was the first hot twinge signaling ejaculation. He moaned again, oblivious to all but the prospect of his pleasure. But she denied him, rising so his member flopped free of her, leaving him gasping in frustration. She gave him a few moments to settle down, then inserted him again and continued.

This time she teased him along while fingering her clit, soon bringing herself to an exquisite orgasm. She settled herself down upon him to savor, sighing in satisfaction, then taunting him.

“You see slave Phillip. I can come to my heart’s content during the process while you will be denied until I am ready to give you release. I trust you have a good case of blueballs already. I assure you it will become so much worse than you can imagine. So, let’s continue!”

Over and over, she edged him, taking him ever closer to the brink before denying him. And within every round of the edging, she saw to her own orgasmic pleasure, looking down at him with amused contempt and he sobbed and whimpered from her cruel, yet heavenly ministrations.

When she achieved her own orgasmic satiation it was time to make an end of things. Viper stood with the cane raised and ready, out of his view. Toya took him closer and closer to the edge, her internal musculature massaging his shaft until he passed into a state of insensibility, mind and body consumed by longing for the relief of his aching balls.

Toya took him over the brink and he gave out a quavering, sniveling sound of anticipated delight and Viper brought the cane down in a vicious stroke across his pulsing balls, dashing his hope and tearing a scream of supernal torment from him, which was repeated with every spurt he injected into Toya.

Soon he lay whimpering from the shock of it all. They let him lie there until he fell silent, his cock hanging limp. Then Maude wasted no time in taking her own turn. She leaned over him, leering, fondling his organ.

“Now slave Phillip, your captain commands that you give her pleasure! Ah! But you are like a wet noodle down there! I can see to that! I’ll have you big stiff thing inside me in no time! Then you know what’s going to happen and there is nothing you can do!”

She bent over to suck him with lascivious skills. He tried in vain to resist coming to erection but stood no chance against the artistry of this powerful and much experienced dom. Soon she had him randy and ready and she hopped up on the table, straddled his groin, looked down on him with eyes agleam with cruel lust and enveloped him in her satin cavern.

Maude had her way with him in her own artful fashion, using her lush vagina to drive him mad again, edging him until he begged for release though he could only know well the consequence of that. Viper stood with the cane at ready. Maude took him to where his mind was fixed on coming, all else driven from it. She took him over the edge and Viper allowed him just one pleasurable spurt before ruining his pleasure with a wicked stroke. He howled in his frustrated torment and lay sniveling as Maude sat down on his face to feed him his load.

Viper took the final turn with him and despite his already coming twice in close succession her mouth soon had him rock hard and ready. It took long for her to edge him to the brink the first time, but then she backed him away and began the heavenly torment, skillfully taking him to that oblivious state where the urge to come overshadowed all else. But when she took him over and he felt the first twinge of his pleasure he cried out in anticipation of the agony that was to follow.

But Viper had something else in mind. Toya stood with the cane raised but she waved it aside. Instead, she reached behind her and gave his sore balls a gentle squeeze and let him erupt inside her, giving him full pleasure and release. The effect of it was in its way as shocking and befuddling as the cane stroke. He gave out a deep moan of helpless delight and babbled words of gratitude.

Viper shifted forward to sit his face and be cleaned up. Then she sat on his chest looking down at him with a self-satisfied grin as she taunted him.

“Now you will never know what it will be when your cock slides into the pussy! It will almost always be the cane stroke. But maybe, just maybe, you will be granted the pleasure if your mistress wishes it so!”

By then he was wrung dry of come and unable to rise to erection so they put him away for the night. Then they retired to Viper’s living quarters to have some wine and relax in her big recliners. They had not neglected their own orgasms during Phillip’s edging torture so they were well contented. Viper declared him to be ripe for deflowering.

“Toya, he is ready for your cock. I have an idea about how to make the event a special one.”

Toya sat up straight and listened, eyes glowing in anticipation as Viper described the manner in which Phillip was finally to become her fully pussy whipped, emasculated, cock addicted bitch.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

On the third evening as a member of the boss lady’s harem slave Ryan came to know the depths of submission and degradation to which he had to submit for the sake of her pleasure.

Three of Karla’s slave had endowment sufficient to serve as stud slaves and that evening she chose to be serviced by them in the ultimate way. Ryan and the other two slaves were to serve as cucks. Karla lined up the three studs’ shoulder to shoulder and made the rest kneel before them with the big jutting dicks inches from their faces.

Without having to be told the two cuck slaves began to suck the cocks in front of them. Karla sat in her recliner to enjoy the spectacle. Ryan turned to her wide eyed, appalled at the implications. He got nothing but a stern and impatient glare.

“What are you waiting for slave Ryan? The other two are doing their duty!”

“Boss! Must I really suck another man’s cock?”

“How dare you question me slave Ryan? Do you want to continue sharing my bed and spending your days under my desk?”

“Yes boss!”

“Then I suggest you get sucking! Your first duty here is to get the premature ejaculation of this stud out of the way so he can last long enough to service me properly. Please take your lead from the other cuck slaves.”

She pointed to the others. Ryan looked at them and gasped in shock. The cuck slaves were deep throating the studs and, as he watched one of the studs came in the mouth of the cuck who sucked him and the cuck took the full load into his mouth and turned to Karla to show her the load that overflowed down his chin. Karla gave him a nod and he swallowed the creamy load down and then used his finger to clean his chin and licked the cum from it.

Meanwhile, the second cuck had caused the stud he sucked to ejaculate and he held the cock full down his gullet and let the stud pump the load right into his stomach. Karla’s glare at Ryan was even more furious in her impatience.

“Let’s get to it now slave Ryan! Watching my cucks doing their sucking gives me great pleasure and get me horned up to be serviced. Do you love me enough slave Ryan? If so, prove it!”

Her command that he prove his love was what made him finally give in. He took the cock in mouth and began to suck, tasting the salty precum, which at first made him retch. But he steeled himself and continued leaning forward so the glans pressed to his gullet. Karla helped by putting her hand behind his head and pushing. He gagged at first but then his gullet gave and the big glans popped through.

The stud began to fuck him down his throat and Karla eased back in her chair to watch with amusement, fingering her pussy. She knew well the signs of a stud on the brink of erupting and when this one gave out a lusty grunt she barked a command to Ryan.

“Hold your mouth open and stroke the shaft! Let me see the cum spurt into your mouth!”

Ryan obeyed, holding the tip a few inches from his gaping mouth while he stroked. The stud, like all of them, was a heavy ejaculator, and six thick spurts shot into Ryan’s mouth, flooding it to overflowing. The cum poured down over his chin and Karla ordered him to swallow. He gulped down what filled his mouth and, taking his cue from the other cuck, he gathered up the spillage onto his fingers and licked them clean. Karla gave further instructions.

“Keep sucking now slave Ryan! Get him hard for me! The other studs are waiting!”

Ryan sucked on and slowly the limp organ stiffened and was finally rock hard and ready for service. Karla pointed to the floor and one of the studs laid down on his back. She mounted his groin facing him and guided the organ into her cavern. The second stud mounted from behind as she bent over to offer her ass to be penetrated. He lined his tip up with her orifice and plunged into her. The third stud knelt in front of her presenting his cock and she opened her mouth and took it in, pressing forward until it slid down all the way.

Ryan watched wide-eyed as his boss lady went mad with pleasure as the big dicks went in and out of her orifices faster and faster. Her cries of wild delight were muffled by the big organ down her throat as she passed into a multi-orgasmic sequence. The studs had been well prepared to last long and Karla reveled.

The studs were trained to come in unison and soon all gave out lusty grunts as they jacked their loads into her. She held just the tip of the cock she sucked between her lips and made sounds of delectation as the big load filled her mouth. She swallowed with a deep “mmmmm.” The stud on top pulled his cock from her ass and she stood up and flopped into the recliner with legs spread wide, ankles resting on the arms.

The cum poured from her cavern and down her ragged hairy crevice, over her anus. She gave Ryan a stern look that served as her command. He all but dived face first into her crotch with cupped tongue extended. Just before the cum spilled down and sullied the fine leather of the chair he scooped upward to gather it in and gulp it down. She squeezed out even more for him and he cleaned up every drop. But one duty remained.

“Down to the bottom now slave Ryan! Suck my hole!”

His obedience was instant. He went down low and encircled her orifice with his lips. With a pressing down she ejected the big creamy/brownish load into his mouth and he swallowed, only retching slightly. But that earned him another lesson in submission. Karla ordered him to suck the cock of the stud who been up her ass to harden him for the next round. The other cuck slaves were busy sucking and soon all were randy and ready again.

This time when a stud lay on his back Karla went down on top backwards and anally impaled herself. The second stud mounted her and entered her vagina while the third stood over her with legs apart and shoved his cock down her throat from above. Again, the rutting was fast and furious, taking even longer for the studs to come. Ryan was charged with cleanup duty for that round and the final one to reinforce the lesson in submission.

After the studs expended their third loads into her after long and hard rutting they were spent and drained of every drop of cum, too exhausted to stand. She laid them in a heap before the recliner and used them as her footrest while two slaves licked her feet. Ryan had the honor of kneeling between her and the pile with his face in her cunt, licking her softly as she savored her pleasures.

Thus, life went on for slave Ryan, giving waking pleasures to his boss lady, going to work with her to serve under her desk and partaking in her evening pleasures with her harem. On weekends Karla held orgiastic parties with Viper, Tara, Maude and Toya among others in attendance. Each mistress contributed her slave and more were brought in from the common pool to ensure satisfaction.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The deflowering of a slave was always a public spectacle and slave Phillip’s was no exception. And his was to be an especially amusing one for all mistresses in attendance. Everyone but slave Phillip knew what was to happen.

But, slave Phillip had to first be introduced to the woman-cock. On the eve of his deflowering, he was taken to the chamber by the keepers for training as usual. But this day was to be different. Maude and Viper awaited him there but Toya was absent, at first.

They made him kneel in the center of the chamber and then retired to the throne chair to watch what was to follow. Then Toya made her entrance, sporting the 1 ½ x 10 cock that put Phillip’s smaller “pride and joy” to shame. The big balls that held the batteries hung below and all was perfectly matched to her skin tone. The clear silicone straps were barely noticeable and withal, she looked as if she had been born with the big organ that jutted from her nappy loins. Phillip gaped at the sight of her and quailed at the implications. Toya stepped up close to him and slipped a finger into his head ring, pulling close so that the glans nearly touched his lips. Her face took on a cruel and lustful rictus as she spoke.

“You probably think you are not a virgin slave Phillip, but you are one in the most important way!”

She cackled wickedly and continued, flaunting the cock in his face.

“So, I think you know where this is going!”

All three women hooted in their mirth when he turned pale and cringed. Toya went on.

“Tomorrow I will take your true virginity and also purge you of any pernicious delusions of ‘manhood’ that might remain in your mind. It will be a public event with the arena’s seats filled with mistresses. As a preliminary to your deflowering, you must entertain the mistresses by performing a fellatio upon me, bringing me to orgasm. You must deep throat my cock to make the act perfect and complete. Much practice will be needed to achieve that perfection and that will be our focus today. Now open your mouth, take my cock in and suck it!”

He was conditioned by then to obedience and he opened wide, took the tip in his mouth and began to lick and suck. Toya pressed the button and the organ pulsed and hummed.

Toya had been sucked by slaves before but there was a special thrill in being sucked by a new slave who was soon to be her very own. She gasped in her delight as the nano sensors in the shaft did their work and slave Phillip responded with ever more worshipful attentions, giving her to know he was dedicated to serving her pleasure.

The moment came when only the deepthroat would do and she pressed the glans to his gullet, insistent, brooking no hesitation or reluctance. She thrilled again when she felt him yield to her will and press forward. He gagged a bit but persisted until his gullet gave and the shaft went in halfway. She drove forward with her hips to urge him on and he took hold of her hip and drew her forward. Soon the organ was full down and his nose was in her nappy bush.

She hooked a finger in his head ring and soon his head was going back and forth in rising cadence, the long shaft disappearing and reappearing as it went in and out. The clutch of his gullet was transmitted to her lady parts, sending shudders through her body. She grabbed his ears and forced his head back and forth and was pleased to feel him running his lips along her length and the tip of his tongue along the underside.

The tactile sensations would have sufficed, but it was his total devotion to her pleasure that enhanced the knee buckling orgasm that rocked her. Her body seemed to go gelatinous and only his strong and loving arms wrapped around her hips prevented her collapse to the floor. Her back was arched and her arms hung down behind her as she drifted in afterglow. When she firmed and pushed him back the glans withdrew with a pop that got giggles from Maude and Viper. Then Toya’s heart melted as he looked up at her with adoration in his eyes and spoke.

“Was it good for you mistress? May I please do it again? I know I can do better! I love you!”

And do better he did the next time, and the next and the next until perfection was achieved and Toya couldn’t come any more. And she knew he would become a perfect slave after the very special deflowering that was in store for him.

Viper was in charge of scheduling events, deflowerings, castrations, gang rapes etc. She scheduled Phillip’s deflowering for a week later so he could be properly prepared. The preparation consisted of cruel teasing, sucking of his cock and riding it but always denying him orgasm so his balls would ache severely and he would be desperate to come. He wore the cage overnight in his cell.

Upon the special evening Toya came to fetch him from his cell. She removed the cage and put a leather stretcher on his balls that parted them wide and made his sack tight and shiny. His balls soon came to look like ripe purple plums. His cock stiffened to fullest erection. She noosed a leash around the balls and led him away to the arena. 

The doors of the arena swung open and they made their entrance. Mistresses filled the seats and it was SRO. And all in attendance except, of course, slave Phillip knew what was to happen and looked forward to it with gleeful anticipation. Toya tugged him along to the center of the arena where Viper stood waiting. Toya’s cock stood on a metal stand nearby. Viper served as Mistress of Ceremonies as always and addressed the assemblage.

“Welcome ladies to a joyous occasion. This evening slave Phillip will surrender his true virginity and his so-called ‘manhood’ to his mistress Toya to consummate their relationship as mistress and slave. Most of you have witnessed more than one of these proceedings so let it begin!”

As rehearsed repeatedly, Phillip installed Toya’s cock upon her. She stood for a moment as he knelt before her. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the cock. He opened his mouth wide and took the big organ in and down his throat with silken ease. Toya pressed the button and the cock pulsed and hummed.

The fellatio proceeded slowly at first, slave Phillip’s head going back and forth as he showered oral worship upon the cock of his mistress, running lips and tongue along the shaft, making her quiver in her growing pleasure until her body cried out for release. Then she hooked a finger in his head ring, grabbed him by one ear and began to rut down his throat with abandon. Orgasm rocked her with knee buckling intensity and Viper took her by the shoulders to keep her upright while she savored. Then began the cruel charade that would shatter poor Phillip’s mind and will and gave great amusement to all in attendance.

Toya puller her cock from his throat with the pop that always brought giggle from any who watched. Then Viper addressed the audience again.

“If anyone has a reason that this union should not be consummated speak now or forever hold your peace!”

There was a brief silence and then a young blond mistress in the front row named Joan stood up and called out.

“He raped me!”

Phillip gasped in shock and looked to Viper and Toya and around the arena, finding cold and bitter loathing in every eye. And it was all a lie, of course, just a part of the charade. Viper continued it asking Joan to elaborate.

“When was this Joan? And what details do you have?”

“About six months ago. We met in a bar and he put something in my drink. Later I woke up at home, naked in bed with his…filth inside of me!”

Viper turned her malevolent glare upon Phillip who just knelt there with mouth open, shaking his head.

“You failed to confess to this grievous offense slave Phillip?”

He stammered a reply.

“Bbbbutt it’s not true! I have never seen this woman before!”

Viper’s lip curled in contempt and loathing.

“You aggravate the offense with lies?”

He looked to Toya, beseeching, only to find her eyes like stone. Then Viper struck abject terror into his heart with her next words.

“This offense calls for summary execution!”

As if on cue, massive mistress Olga entered the arena followed by two eunuch slaves carrying a throne chair. They set the chair down close to where slave Phillip knelt. He had yet to see a eunuch slave and his eyes widened in even greater trepidation. The eunuchs left the arena and Olga took a seat in the chair, parting her legs wide, resting her ankles on the arms. She regarded Phillip with a lustful leer as she fondled her big sloppy cunt. Viper pronounced the sentence in detail.

“Slave Phillip will now be sodomized to his last orgasm then suffer death by asphyxiation!”

He still wore the leather cuffs with the clips on them and Viper bent him over while Toya cuffed his hands behind him. They dragged him over to where Olga waited. He struggled, but in vain. They shoved his face into Olga’s crotch and the massive thighs clamped down on his head, holding him helpless in their grip. Toya stood back, stroking her mock organ while he writhed in futile efforts to escape. This brought great mirth to the audience and she waited so all could enjoy.

Olga loosened her hold to allow a fleeting breath while Toya went to her knees behind him, spat down his crack and let the spittle run down over his virgin orifice. Then she pressed the glans against it. Dug her nails deep into his buns, drawing blood, and rammed the cock home with a merciless thrust. His scream was muffled by Olga’s oozing tissues. Toya fucked him hard without mercy and Olga tightened her grip, leaving him no hope of breath.

Phillip knew panicked desperation when the mighty thighs locked him tight in their death clench and then he felt the tearing, stretching agony of Toya’s entry. He bucked and squirmed, helpless and his futile efforts only expended the last of his breath. Then, just as the veil of blackness began its descent the pain of Toya’s ravaging morphed to a hot, sharp pleasure and he came with an intensity of pleasure beyond all imagining before the final darkness fell and he thought for sure death had taken him.

But he emerged from the depths of nothingness when a sharp scent assaulted his nostrils. His eyes flew open and there were Toya and Viper leaning over him, Viper holding a vial of smelling salts. Toya smiled down on him and spoke with warm and amused kindness.

“Gotcha!”

Then came the realization that it had all been a cruel joke. He looked around the arena and in every eye he found look of warm and welcoming affection. Baffled, he looked to Toya for explanation. She bent down and gave him a tender kiss on the forehead, then waved her hand around the arena.

“You are mine now slave Phillip. You have surrendered you virginity and the last traces of your ‘manhood’ and now I will take you home with me to begin our life together.”

Viper broke in, albeit politely.

“And you belong to all of us now slave Phillip. Because of your surrender you have your proper place in our world. You will give pleasure without limit but will also be granted pleasure from time to time and will be very happy.”

Toya then ordered him to lick up the mess he had made on the floor and suck her cock clean. His meek and immediate obedience let her know he had been transformed from a self-styled “macho man” into a creature with no will of its own, just as Viper had promised, pussy whipped, cock addicted, fully emasculated. She led him from the arena by the balls to a standing ovation from the gallery.

She took him home with her and she collapsed into the bed, pleasantly exhausted, her adoring slave beneath the covers with his head pillowed on her thighs, nuzzling into her nappy bush. In the morning he took his first drink from her, guzzling down the strong and pungent golden beverage with a thirst that would never leave him.

Her life came to be just as Maude had described her own. Her home was a heaven where she reigned as goddess. After every long and stressful workday, she came home to a spotless house with the fragrance of a dinner prepared by loving hands filling the air. He would be on his knees before her recliner, holding a tall glass of red wine. She would gulp it down and he would help her undress. Then she would settle into her chair and part her legs. His loving tongue would go to its duty and bring her to the orgasms that would ease her stress. He would serve her dinner in her chair and lick her feet as she savored it.

And there were those bad days when some male had dissed or frustrated her and she came home in a cruel and bitchy mood. Maude had made her the gift of eunuch workmen installing a whipping hoist in the ceiling of her living room in honor of ascension to full-fledged League mistress. When she came home after such a bad day her dear slave Phillip was willing to serve as her whipping boy. He would submit to being strung up by the wrists and ankles and suffer under the lash, acting the part of a craven, sniveling wimp, until her anger and frustration were eased. Then he would serve her pleasure with his adoring tongue to give her full relaxation.

Sometimes, after a particularly bad day, it would first be the whips and then she would lower him from the hoist and mount his back for him to bear her to the bedroom where he would lay himself on the bed supine of his own accord, knowing what was to happen and let her bind him hand and foot, helpless and at her mercy. Then she would get out the CBT kit, sit on his face and employ every cruel device on his tender organs while he used his tongue to please her. The torment would only cease upon her orgasmic satiation.

She would long deny him orgasm, keeping him caged and having to endure the ever-growing ache in his balls, much enjoying how his cunnilingus acquired greater passion the longer he was denied. When she sensed his ache was beyond enduring she would bind him to the bed, mount his cock and edge him to the point of madness. Most times she would take him over the brink and ruin his orgasm with a whack to the balls from a long handled wooden spoon. But sometimes she would let him come with full pleasure and would hear the words that were music to her ears.

“Thank you mistress! I love you!”

Once after he had been especially adoring and submissive for a month in chastity she told him she would grant him a wish. His request was for something that would be his reward every time she was inclined to give one.

“Mistress, please, will you ask mistress Olga to pay us a visit?”

The mad pleasure of the near death experience had ben stamped into his memory and he had longed for more of it. And his wish was granted the next evening. Olga settled herself in the recliner and spread her legs wide as he knelt before her. Of his own accord he buried his face in her lush sucking cunt and moaned in anticipation as the mighty thighs closed upon his head.

Toya knelt behind him with her big dick at the ready and humming. She plunged it into his depths and began to fuck him, hearing his muffled whimpers of pleasure. Olga gave him chance for a few fleeting breaths to prolong the heavenly ordeal while Toya rutted him to the brink of coming. Upon her signal Olga locked his head in the death clench while Toya’s rutting rose to a frenzy as she propelled herself to her own orgasm.

Animal panic took hold of him when his breath gave out but there was no escape from the clutch of the great gams. Then he felt the hot pleasure in his rectum as Toya’s rutting took him to the edge and again there was that ecstasy just as the blackness fell.

Olga released her grip and let him fall to the floor. Rather than revive him with salts they let him awaken naturally. His eyes opened to the sight of Toya’s warm smile. She petted his head tenderly as she spoke.

“If you are an especially good boy mistress Olga will come to visit from time to time. But you must now show her your gratitude by using your tongue to please her. Then you will lick up your mess and suck my cock clean for me.”

Phillip was indeed overcome with gratitude and rose to bury his face in Olga’s oozing, gaping cunt. His tongue went everywhere for her top to bottom. He lingered long down low with his tongue deep in her rectum as her arousal mount to a pitch unbearable. Being a fully trained slave, he was keenly attuned to the needs of a mistress he served and when he knew her need was at its urgency he gave her the triple, finger up her ass gently fucking, tongue deep in her cavern caressing her G while his nose rubbed her clit. As she passed into the throes of her ecstasy the mighty thighs closed upon him again in their death grip and there was no hope of him breathing. But he continued his service notwithstanding until his breath gave out and he felt the animal terror, thrashing and writhing in vain. Just as the dark fell upon him she achieved her satisfaction and the thighs parted as he fell to the floor insensate.

They let him revive and he rose to his knees before Olga and planted adoring kisses over her hairy mount, inner thighs and then on her sated cunt as he babbled words of gratitude. Then he stooped to lap up his cum puddle and rose again to find Toya waiting for him to clean her cock. When finished words came to him unbidden.

“Thank you mistresses! I love you! Both of you! All of you! Now I know how wrong I was in my former life! I devote my life now to serving you!”

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Captain Maude arranged to have Toya transferred to the sex offender’s squad soon after her enslavement of Phillip was complete. She was partnered with Detective Erica Hanson, another of the League mistresses who infiltrated the police department. Erica was a tall and statuesque Nordic blue-eyed blond, age 45 though looking more like 35 due to the complete sexual fulfillment she enjoyed and a mistress of the League. She was hardened and relentless in her pursuit of male offenders of all degrees and frustrated by how so many escaped justice under the male dominated system.

Their goal was to remedy this situation and see to it that as many offenders as possible would be delivered to the clutches of the League to get their just deserts. Those considered capable of reform and rehabilitation would be put through the training regimen and later sold at auction or join the rental slave pool. Those considered hardened and incorrigible would be subjected to assorted cruelties and then suffer punitive castration.

The first case Maude put on their desk was Roger Foster aka “Roger the Dodger”, spoiled scion of a wealthy family whose lawyers enabled his serial offending. The date rape drug was his MO and his victims would be bullied by the shysters when on the witness stand, making them look to the jury like sluts who had wanted it but then chose to sue Roger’s wealthy family.

First his abduction had to be arranged. Roger was handsome, brown haired, blue eyed and athletic. They shadowed him in his daily life and found that he liked to run along the wooded trails in the city’s parkways early in the morning. Like all of his ilk his lust would be his undoing.

Mistress Mariko was pleased to serve as bait. One fine June morning, just after sunrise, Roger set out for his run, leaving his Maserati in the parking lot. The trail was long through a dense woods. About a mile along he saw a naked, golden skinned raven-haired beauty step out from among the trees about a hundred yards ahead. She flaunted her nudity and twerked her hairy pussy at him as he approached.

When halfway to her she turned and stepped back into the woods. He sped up to a sprint and came to a side trail that led off among the trees. He peered into the woods and there she was about fifty yards in, flaunting herself again and beckoning with a gleam in her eyes. Then she turned and fled around a curve in the trail.

He sprinted after her, his erection already bulging in his trunks. She was a petite thing and he was sure he could easily overpower her and have his way. Then he came upon her as she stood with her back against the bole of a big tree. She crooked her finger in invitation with one hand while fondling between her legs with the other. He stopped and yanked his trunks down to his ankles and somehow kicked the off, then approached her randy and ready, big dick bobbing.

He pinned her against the tree and flexed his knees to ram his cock up into her. But Mariko was well schooled in every martial art and he soon found himself flipped over so he came crashing down onto his back with her legs clenching on his neck in a lotus chokehold, one calf across his throat, his face buried in her lush, exquisite, oozing pussy, her other calf bearing down hard, cutting off breath. He writhed and kicked but her hold only tightened and soon he lapsed into unconsciousness.

Toya, Viper and Erica sprang from the thicket where they hid. Mariko released her hold and Viper put a chloroform cloth to his face to keep him under. They each grabbed an arm or leg and carted him off down the trail, deeper into the woods to a rutted road where the black van was parked.

He awoke to find himself naked and strapped to an X shaped wooden cross, a ball gag in his mouth and his organs clamped in a wooden vise that stretched his balls tight, shiny and purple with the tip of his cock forced down between them. He saw four women standing side by side, naked except for each wearing black stiletto knee boots. And each held a snake whip in her hand.

On the left stood his captor, next to her was a tall blond, then another blond with a long braid on top of her head and a lurid, scary snake tattoo winding around her body. Last in line was a petite but muscular black woman. They began talking about him as if he were not there, the tattooed one first. Her words sent a chill of stark terror up his spine.

“He is a bad one. His history warrants summary castration with enhancements for the aggravated nature of his offenses.”

The black woman gave her input.

“Yes mistress Viper, but he is a pretty one and if properly broken and trained he would make a fine slave.”

The tall blond woman chimed in.

“We know him to be arrogant and unregenerate. But I’m sure he could be broken with enhanced and extreme techniques.”

His petite Asian captor had her own assessment.

“He’s not all that well hung. I don’t think I could be bothered to have that little thing stuck in me. He would have to serve as ass and pussy licker, and of course fuck and cuck slave. But enough about that later ladies? His organs are begging for the whip. How about a game of “Call Your Lashes”?

The others agreed with lewd and cruel anticipation and Mariko got things started, calling out her shot as she whirled her whip overhead.

“Left nut!”

Then she flicked her wrist and the whip’s tip struck with unerring precision. His scream was muffled by the gag. Viper stepped to him and removed it so the mistresses could be serenaded by the sweet music of his torment. Erica called out her shot.

“The tip!”

The lash struck with a stabbing agony that tore a howl from him. Viper called his right nut and Toya his left nipple. Then the lashes fell in quick succession, barely a second between them. And every lash was called and delivered with accuracy. He writhed and sobbed and sniveled, craven in his agony. They gave up the game and just wielded the whips at will, lashes falling everywhere, striping him with red and bleeding welts. When he broke down into helpless blubbering they tossed the whips aside. Viper and Toya released him from the restraints and he fell to the floor sniveling, broken.

There was a throne chair set up on the floor nearby and Erica was granted the privilege of taking a seat in it. Viper and Toya cuffed his hands behind him, dragged him over there and made him kneel with his face inches from her golden pussy. Viper leaned over him and hissed into his ear with menace.

“I have no doubt that, like all of your type, you have prided yourself in scorning the selfless act of oral pleasuring. Perhaps our whips have persuaded you of the wisdom of making a change. If not there is much of your body yet to be striped!”

She shoved his face into Erica’s cunt. To Erica he was just one of many pig-males who had knelt before her in abject submission to begin the process of reform and rehabilitation. But every time a tongue that had disdained the taste of pussy first lapped in her crevice the delight of it was fresh and thrilling. The meek surrender of this once arrogant rake had her on the brink within the minute. She guided him to her apex, fed him her clit, snarling a command that he lick and suck. Half a minute sufficed for her to be rocked by orgasm and she pressed his face down with her hands so he would take her orgasmic gush full in the mouth.

She convulsed and went limp, half conscious, savoring. But soon she roused from the sweet stupor and pushed his head downward, pressing her anus to his lips. He turned away in refusal and she raised her hand in a signal. Viper and Mariko stood with canes at the ready and cruel strokes fell upon his pampered and tender ass. The searing agony proved persuasive and he moaned in resignation, finding her vortex with his tongue and beginning to lick. He heard her grimaced command.

“Lick me clean!”

Indeed, she needed it, flakes and granules lodged in the seams and creases. He steeled himself and began to swab at them with wettened tongue until she was spotless. She seemed to sense that and gave another decree.

“Now get your tongue in there deep! I want to feel it inside of me!”

When he hesitated, she raised her hand again and the canes fell with a fury, only ceasing when he ran his tongue in as far as he could and began to wriggle it about, desperate to please her. And please her he did for a short time, Erica much enjoying his introduction to the degradation of the rimming, feeling that sense of triumph that always came with the reduction of a pig-male to this state of submission.

But, inevitably, his tongue tired and her pleasure waned. The canes fell again to serve as motivation. The pain sufficed for him to fight the fatigue and please her until she became aroused and in need of release once more. Grasping his hair, she pulled him up to lick and suck at her apex again and her second climax struck soon and hard.

On the passing of her afterglow, she kicked him aside and hopped from the chair. Mariko was in her place in a twinkling and she took her turn with him in similar fashion. Toya and Viper were soon to follow and his ass was torn and bleeding when they finished with him for the time being. Viper took out her phone and texted to summon the slave keepers who leashed him by the balls and led him to his cell. His training would begin in earnest in the morning.

And broken and trained he was without fail, learning to submit to the gamut of degradations for the pleasure of the mistresses of the League. After a ninety day rigorous regimen Toya and Erica were to enjoy his debut as a cuck slave with six studs provided gratis by the League. The erstwhile “Dodger” sucked and swallowed and cleaned up until his belly bulged from the cum he ingested. He was then put on the auction block and deflowered by his purchaser, becoming an exemplary slave, much in demand to be shared and swapped.

Thus began a most rewarding partnership for Toya and Erica. They routed many of the Dodger’s ilk into the hands of the League to be reformed, trained and enslaved.

And their efforts were much aided when the League ran a well-funded political campaign that got Emma Robinson, a stern and commanding full figured, corn rowed black woman elected to a judgeship. Strangely, her sentences were harsh for the pettier offenders but the worst of the lot, the outright home invading, lurk in the bushes rapists were inexplicably granted low bail or released on their own recognizance. They would subsequently and apparently jump bail and vanish.

Of course, it was Toya and Erica who saw to it that they “vanished” into the clutches of the League where suitable punishment would befall them. They were ugly brutes, lacking any redeeming qualities. There would be nothing but pain and cruel degradations for the culminating in their balls going beneath the guillotine.

CHAPTER TWENTY

Every year the League collected ten such reprobates for a sporting event intended to make them suffer appropriately. The annual Man Hunts were held in conjunction with a yearly gathering of the mistresses held on the week of the summer solstice at a luxury resort surrounded by a vast forest preserve, miles in circumference, that was surrounded by a high electrified fence. There was a maze of beaten paths through the forest with hundreds of trail cams set up so the mistresses who were spectators could watch the hunts in progress. The huntresses also wore body cams.

And the gathering was a celebration of womanly dominance in general. All mistresses brought their slaves along and the common dungeon was emptied so there would be no lack of any opportunity to enjoy the subjugation of the male.

There were equestrian events, slave polo and the slave derby, mistresses mounted on their saddled up slaves, crops and spurs not being spared. Also quite amusing was the pony boy race, slaves hitched by the balls to sulkies, mistresses wielding the horsewhip as the slaves rounded the track, ball sacks stretched to the limit.

Other sports included games of Call Your Lash. The heftier mistresses such as Olga engaged in smothering contests, pressing their big juicy pussies down on the faces of slaves to see who could be first to induce a spurting ejaculation just before the slave passed out from lack of air.

And there was another coming contest, slave kneeling upright while being sodomized to ejaculation by their mistresses to see which slave could shoot his load to the greatest distance. And every evening was taken up by an orgy, mistresses using the slaves in every way until they all lay in an exhausted heap, drained of every drop of cum.

Toya’s slave Phillip was a strong and rangy specimen with the potential to become a fine steed. All through the winter and spring preceding the gathering she saddled him up, put a bit in his mouth and inserted a butt plug in him attached to a long black horse tail. She donned her boots and big spurs and rode him hard in the arena, engaging in practice races for the derby with other mistresses and their steeds. There were also indoor polo matches in the arena.

She rode Phillip to exhaustion every time and his endurance grew by the day. Soon he could crawl with amazing speed and endurance under crop and spur, holding his own with any other steed. And Phillip proved to be a willing and eager mount, driving himself with a selfless devotion that made crop and spur superfluous, knowing how much it meant to his mistress to make a strong showing in the upcoming events.

The riding never failed to arouse the mistresses beyond enduring and after their slaves collapsed they would let them catch their breath for a while and then lie suping with legs apart so the slaves could give them release with sweet cunnilingus.

By summer Phillip was a match for any steed in the stable and Toya looked forward to the challenge of the derby and the polo matches.

Toya, Erica and Maude rode together on Saturday, arriving in the late afternoon. First there was a cocktail hour in the great hall, mistresses mixing and mingling with their slaves at leash. Dinner was served at six and then it was time for the random swap. Eunuchs cleared away the tables and chairs, leaving the hall wide open. The slaves were arranged on their knees in a wide circle, each with a numbered tag on a chain around his neck. There was a large brass bowl in the center of the hall containing small, numbered brass discs. The process was simple. One by one each mistresses took a disc from the bowl and went to find the slave with the matching number. Then she led him off to her room to enjoy him as she pleased. The ritual was meant to remind the slaves that in truth they were the common property of all mistresses and expected to serve any mistress who chose them with equal fervor.

Slave Ryan, a milky white and slender slip of a lad knelt in his place, wondering what manner of mistress might claim him for the night. His eyes riveted upon mistress Tessie, a stark naked, chocolate skinned, voluptuous female behemoth with a big Afro hairdo as she looked from the disc she held to the tag of each slave she passed until she came to Ryan and her eyes lit up with lust. She leered down at him as she fondled her big nappy cunt in anticipation.

“My oh my! What a pretty young white thing will be mine tonight! I hope you’re ready to give me sugar ‘til the sun comes up! Come along now!”

His balls were stretched, spread wide, purple and leashed. She stooped to pick up the end and gave the leash a yank to urge him to rise and follow her. She flaunted her massive brown behind before his eyes, making her big cheeks jiggle and he knew those big cheeks would soon clamp together on his little head so he could give tongue love to her coal black anus. He steeled himself for the ordeal that lay ahead but also, being a devoted slave, resolved to please this massive goddess in every way. And a report of his performance was sure to be made to his boss lady.

They reached the room and she led him inside and slammed the door. She was so randy all she could do was flop crosswise on the edge of the bed and part her big thighs. Ryan went to his knees and first gazed at her long crevice with its dangling coal black labia framed by her luxuriant nappy bush. The lips hung parted, showing her hot pink tissues.

Sensing the urgency of her need and longing with all his heart to serve her to satisfaction he pressed his face between her thighs, burying it to the ears in her deep oozing canyon, and went to work with adoring tongue, running it everywhere from top to bottom, taking her dangling labia between his lips to suck and lick them, heart thrilling to her moans of growing pleasure.

Then he nuzzled deeper, probing her cavern with his long and practiced tongue, finding the mound of her G and caressing it with knowing skill. Her great thighs clamped together, holding him helpless in their grip as a wordless command that he continue. But in the end it was her grape sized clit that cried out for his attentions and she parted her thighs, hooked a finger in his head ring and pulled him up to her apex. He found the orb and closed his lips upon it, licking while sucking and her great body lurched and convulsed as a brutish orgasm rocked her, her thighs clamping tight again,, cutting off light and air, her bestial cry of ecstasy muffled to his ears by her flesh.

Her thighs parted and he gasped in a breath, feeling worshipful joy at her deep sigh of satisfaction. But the evening was just getting started. She sat up, held his head between her hands and leaned over to give him a kiss on the forehead. The she held his face close to her pussy as she spoke.

“Good job sweetie! But we have a long way to go! Now hop up on the bed and lie on your back. This bis pussy is comin’ down on you and it ain’t coming up until I can’t come any more, for a while at least! And if you do me right I’ll have a reward for you!”

Obedient to command he laid himself face up in the middle of the mattress and she stood tall upon it, facing his feet, legs parted. Slowly she lowered herself, giving him a long look at her big snatch as it descended to engulf his face. Her fleshy mass settled down upon him, holding him helpless as his face was again engulfed in her oozing lady parts.

Trapped and breathless he knew the use of his tongue was his only hope and went to work with passion as she rolled her big hips, rubbing her copious amber poon over his face. She planted her apex on his lips so he could attend to her grape and she shuddered as she gushed a flood of her salty woman cum into his open mouth. He swallowed it down with thirst and lapsed into enjoying the heavenly indignity of it all, his balls beginning to ache.

She shifted forward to press her anus to his lips and settled down full weight again as he ran his tongue deep as it could go into her rectum. He wriggled, slithered and swirled it in and out and all about as she rocked herself, lost in the rapture, heedless that his neck might break in her abandon. She fingered herself to another climax as he rimmed her, breathless beneath her flesh.

After coming she raised herself to let him catch some breath before settling down again even harder. She placed her cavern over his mouth and he knew to plunge his tongue in to serve her G while she fingered herself again in pursuit of a final orgasm. It rocked her to the marrow and his thirsty mouth was filled again with her gush.

Then she melted in her afterglow, heedless of anything but her savoring and he lay in airless darkness beneath her, lungs burning. Animal panic took hold as all breath gave out and he writhed and kicked. And just before the black veil fell he felt the heavenly release of his aching balls as he spurted his load over his belly.

A soft pinching of his cheek helped his emergence from the dark and his first sight was Tessie’s smiling face. She leaned over to kiss his forehead again.

“I told you I would reward you if you did me right sweetie and by goddess you did me right and proper! Now let’s rest up a bit because we ain’t done by a long shot. Lick my feet for me sweet thing!”

She laid down on her back with her feet over the foot of the bed and he went to kneel there, licking her soles and between her toes while massaging with his hands as she sighed in contentment. He wondered what more his mountainous chocolate goddess might want of him and his only thought was to fulfill her every whim.

Soon there was a knock on the door and Tessie called out for the knocker to enter. The door opened and three stud slaves came into the room with big dicks full erect. Ryan knew then that he would have to assist in satisfying his mistress in every way.

The studs stood shoulder to shoulder and he went to his knees before the one on the left and took the big dick in his mouth without having to be told. He had become an artful deepthroat cocksucker as a slave in the boss lady’s harem and within the minute he got the stud’s premature ejaculation out of the way, holding just the tip of the cock between his lips as the thick and creamy ejaculate was spurted into his mouth. He turned to Tessie with mouth open wide to show her his flooded mouth and then gulped the big load down. Tessie laughed and clapped her hands in approval and he went on to the next stud.

Before five minutes had gone by each stud had unloaded into Ryan’s mouth and he went back to the first one to take the limp dick in his mouth to harden it in preparation for Tessie’s servicing.

When all three were randy and ready again one stud laid on his back on the bed and Tessie mounted him and guided his cock into her tingling vagina. She went to hands and knees and the second stud mounted her from behind and slipped his long curved cock up her ass as she moaned in her enjoyment. The third stud knelt in front of her and offered his cock fer her to suck.

Ryan knelt beside the bed as Tessie was driven mad with pleasure by the big dicks. She passed into the throes of a long multiple orgasm, he wild cries of delight muffled by the cock down her throat. The rutting was long and hard thanks to Ryan’s preparations and the studs finally came in unison, pumping their loads into all three of Tessie’s orifices. She took the load down her throat with relish, but then it was cleanup time for Ryan.

She turned sideways on the bed and raised and parted her legs. A creamy cascade poured from her cunt and ran down over her anus. Ryan was quick to put his face between her legs, cup his tongue and scoop upward, gathering the load and gulping it down. He knew the drill well and next encircled her anus with his lips so she could squeeze out the load into his mouth for him to swallow.

Then the studs stood side by side again, dicks limp and ready to be sucked back to erection. Ryan was on it in a heartbeat and soon they were ready for the next round. Tessie took the cocks in her every hole until the studs came themselves dry. Ryan cleaned up the last of their leavings and she sent them away.

Tessie lay basking in her satisfaction, legs parted while Ryan lay between them planting tender kisses on the insides of her thighs and over her mount and licking softly at her pudenda. After half an hour or so she sat up and took him into her arms to hold his head against her big breasts.

“Sweetie you were wonderful tonight and I can’t wait to tell your boss lady how much I enjoyed you. And now you will be rewarded. Pull the rubber mat out from under the bed and lay it down, then go fetch my cock from the dresser drawer. I am going to fuck you until you come your little balls dry!”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled the mat out, unrolled it and laid in on the mattress. Then Tessie stood while he installed the mock organ upon her. He knelt at her feet and he could see she wore a 2 X 12, a size larger than he had taken before. He looked up at her in apprehension and she understood.

“Oh my! You haven’t been graduated to this size have you? Oh well! It had to happen sooner or later so why not now? Suck it and get it good and wet. Then hop up on the bed and assume the position!”

He sucked and slobbered over the big organ, making it drip with his spit, knowing this would be the only lube he would get. Tessie pressed the button and the cock began to pulse and hum. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the bed and he climbed up on it crosswise, bending over, head on his forearms, ass raised in offering so she could take him standing.

Tessie wasted no time and gave no mercy. A graduation was supposed to hurt like a whole new deflowering. She pressed the big glans to his pink orifice, took hold of his fetching buns and drove the cock in halfway. He cried out for mercy from the tearing, stretching pain and her answer was another driving thrust that buried the shaft to the hilt. He cried out again and broke down, sobbing. She began to fuck him, slowly at first, but with a rising cadence. He sniveled and whimpered in his pain but she knew the inevitable would come to pass. His snivels and whimpers continued but before long they took a different tone, one of growing pleasure. Soon all she had to do was stand with hands on hips as he rocked back and forth of his own accord, moaning, leaning forward until the just the tip was within him then pressing backward until her bush tickled his behind and it slapped against her belly. His breath came in high-pitched pants and the tight clutch of his orifice gave Tessie ample pleasure through it all, her own lust rising to crescendo.

He made himself come that way, groaning in helpless delight as he spurted abundantly onto the mat. Tessie gave out her own deep breathy grunt of brute satisfaction. She pulled out of him and without need of command he lapped up the creamy puddle he had splattered on the mat.

But Tessie wasn’t done with him and she hoisted him back onto the bed and entered him again. She commenced a slow and steady fucking, her big hips undulating. Some minutes passed until he moaned and spewed on the mat again. But she continued, giving him a hard but affectionate slap on the ass and fucking just a little bit harder.

It took longer, but he came again with heavy spurts as she rutted on, now harder. After a few minutes more he gave out a panting snivel and just a few clear drops shot out of him followed by dry spasms. True to her words she had wrung the last cum out of him. He lapped up his leavings from the mat and it was bedtime. He rolled the mat back up and shoved it under the bed while Tessie laid down on her back in the center of the mattress.

She hooked a finger in his head ring and pulled him up so he lay between her thighs on his side. He wrapped his arms around one of her hefty thighs and pillowed his head on her pussy. Though exhausted he lay awake until Tessie’s soft and regular breathing told him she slept soundly and was satisfied. Only then could he fall asleep himself, duty done.

Sun shone in the window when they awoke and it was late morning. From many morning with his boss lady Ryan knew his waking duty. As she yawned and stretched he went to encircle her with his lips where the golden flow would come from she sighed in relief as he guzzled it down every drop. Then his tongue was busy on her lady parts, welcoming her to the new day with two deep and satisfying orgasms.

Then he went to fill the big whirlpool tub in the bathroom and saw to his own morning relief. He returned to the bedroom and knelt at the foot of the bed, licking her feet while the tub filled. She rose to go into the bathroom and he crawled behind her. She used the commode and then stood and turned to offer her ass. His tongue served as her toilet paper and she eased herself down into the warm swirling water so he could bathe her, every inch. She stood and he dried her with a big, soft wine-colored towel.

It was near noon by then and brunch was being served in the great hall. She leashed his balls and led him there, looking to find his boss lady and give her appraisal of his performance. Karla was just handing off the slave she had enjoyed overnight to his mistress.

Karla and Tessie took seats at a table. Ryan knelt waiting. Tessie sensed slight anxiety from her and was quick to allay any concerns.

“He is a gem Karla, so sweet, so adoring so submissive! He did everything for me par excellence and without even having to be told. He tongue’s work is exceptional. I called in some stud slaves and he did his cuck duty to perfection. I was so pleased that I rewarded him with my cock. I did use a 2 X 12 on him because that was all I had handy. I suppose he was prematurely “graduated”. I hope you can forgive me. I fucked every drop of cum out of him. I bet his little balls are shriveled up like raisins!”

Karla looked down at Ryan, beaming in her pride.

“I’m so glad you enjoyed him Tessie. It was his first random swap and I can tell he did me proud. He is my favorite among my harem of slaves. He gets to share my bend and spend every workday under my desk, easing my stress, keeping me relaxed.”

After brunch all retired to the vast lawn where a polo paddock had been laid out. Chairs were set up concentrically around the perimeter.

Toya’s team consisted of herself, mounted on Phillip, Mariko astride a rangy black steed, Mistress Inez riding a golden-haired blue-eyed mount with tail to match, and Viper upon a red-haired, powerful stallion, also with tail to match. They were matched against a team from another region of the League.

The teams lined up facing each other, awaiting the toss of the ball between them. The steeds were all hot for the game, wiggling their fannies, flaunting their tails, each resolved to bear his mistress to victory in the first chukker.

The ball was tossed and there was a wild melee, mallets clashing, steeds lunging and cutting, panting in their exertions. Toya found and opening and broke for the goal, putting spurs hard to Phillip who responded with a burst of speed that left the others in his dust. A solid whack of the mallet sent the balls between the goal posts and the game was on in earnest.

Toya’s heart swelled with pride as Phillip exceeded all expectations, driving himself harder than she drove him, playing tenacious defense and helping her steal the ball twice more for breakaway scores. She vowed to herself he would be well rewarded with her cock and her pussy and would be allowed to come himself dry with no ruinations when they got home from the gathering.

Toya’s team won the first chukker and four of the six of which the match consisted of. The losing slaves were strapped to X shaped crossed to be subjected to games of Call My Lash. The winners were lined up kneeling before throne chairs, anally impaled on cock-shaped stakes driven into the ground, hands cuffed behind them, to give oral pleasure to any mistress who chose to take a seat.

The sulky races were soon to follow. There were assigned weight classes, the more petite mistresses riding first. A track was laid out around the paddock. There we six mistresses per heat. To give extra motivation the slaves were told that coming in last was punishable by death. This would provide much hilarious entertainment when the mock “executions” were held that evening with the slaves being sodomized by their mistresses with their heads clamped in the “death grip” of the thighs of Olga, Tessie or some other large, lovely lady.

The first group lined up at the line and the gun sounded. The ball sacks of the slaves were stretched, the balls turning purple as they groveled at speed under the whip. Many a lash flicked those stretched out balls. As they rounded the final turn it was neck and neck between Beth, a slim blond blue-eyed mistress and Tasha, a coal black mistress with shaven pate and big gold hoop earrings. The whips were wielded without mercy as they approached the finish and the race ended with Tasha winning by a nose.

But most entertaining was the race for life between the last two slaves, each stretching his ball sack to near bursting to save himself from the dreadful fate. Viper pronounced the sentence of death upon the loser and he was taken away to languish in terror in a cell to await his execution.

Maude and Erica were in the middleweight heat. They had driven their slaves hard over the winter and the race came down to a contest between the two of them. Lashes licked balls to urge the slaves to supreme effort. The race ended in a dead heat, but again it was the race against death that brought whoops and howls of merriment from the crowd.

The heavyweight heat included Olga and Tessie and four other mistresses of similar bulk. The sulkies were equipped with wide rubber tires so the wheels would not sink into the ground under the mass of the mistresses. It was by far the most entertaining heat, the slaves struggling with might and main to haul the hefty mistresses around the course, their ball sacks stretched to amazing length, the whips flicking exclusively upon the plum-purple orbs.

Tessie’s pony hauled her to victory. Olga’s pony was small in stature and came in last. His death sentence was pronounced and he was taken away.

The last event was the derby, a grueling test for the slaves, three turns around the track under crop and spur. Toya, Mariko and four other petite jockeys lined up awaiting the gun. It sounded and spurs were driven hard into the flanks of the ponies. The crack of crops striking ass cheeks could be heard above the cheering of the crowd.

Slave Phillip did Toya proud as he rounded the track, staying in the middle of the pack, pacing himself for a final surge in the home stretch. Mariko’s steed shot out to first place and held for all three laps. But she had failed to pace her steed and Phillip blew by her in the final turn and won by two lengths. The two slaves engaged in the “race for their lives” were ten lengths behind and their panicked efforts were a delight for all to watch. After the last place pony was sentenced to death evening was nigh and dinner was served.

Dinner was a leisurely affair and it was dusk before the “executions” were to be carried out. The slaves were locked up in the hall except for those who were to be “executed”.

It was a moonless but clear night and a circle of torches was set up around the throne chair where the large mistresses would seat themselves to carry out the sentences. The mistresses gathered in a circle to watch. The four slaves who were to be executed were handcuffed, blindfolded and led out into the circle. Their balls were stretched tight, shiny and purple. Their respective mistresses stood by with oversized cocks strapped on. The slaves were to be “graduated” in the course of the ordeal.

They were made to kneel side by side a short distance from the throne chair. Tahani, a ponderous, brown skinned Polynesian goddess with long raven locks took the seat of honor, parting her hefty thighs to show her big snatch. Viper served as mistress of ceremonies.

The first slave was led forward, whimpering and sniveling pleas for mercy and “another chance.” He was forced to his knees before Tahani and Viper removed the blindfold, held his face inches from the big cunt and offered him that “chance.”

“Another chance you say slave. Very well! You will eat this big pussy and if you properly please the mistress you will be spared. Fail and her big thighs will close upon you and the pussy will be the last sight of your living eyes!”

She shoved his face into Tahani’s crotch and Tahani gave out a deep moan of pleasure as his desperate efforts to save himself had their effect. The slave was well trained and he used all he had been taught to please her. His tongue was long and he plunged dep in her cavern to massage her G while rubbing his nose on her clit. Orgasm rocked Tahani’s big body and her bestial cry of ecstasy echoed in the forest as she clamped her great thighs in the death grip just as the slave’s mistress rammed her cock into his hind hole and went to rutting hard.

The slave’s breath soon gave out and he knew his demise was imminent. Animal panic took hold and his mad thrashing brought gales of mirth from the audience. At the last he shuddered and gave out a muffled cry as he spurted his plenty onto the grass. Tahani released her hold and he flopped senseless to the ground. Silence fell and he was allowed to recover. He took in breath with a gasp and his eyes flew open. He sat up and looked around in bewilderment, then fainted in his relief. Viper revived him with smelling salts and he sat up again, his abject terror showing on his face. Cheers and hooting laughter filled the air. Viper shoved a ball gag into his mouth to keep him quiet and he was dragged away beyond the circle of mistresses and his balls were tied to a stake in the ground.

The cheers and applause upon the “execution” led the blindfolded slaves to believe the slave had met his dreadful end and they cowered and pissed themselves upon the grass. The next slave was led forward to his doom.

Hilda, a massive, blond haired Teutonic mistress took the seat of honor next and her massive gams soon clamped upon the slave’s head after his desperate ministrations brought her to brutish climax as his mistress ravaged him from behind. He too knew the terror and pleasure of the near death.

Olga and Tessie each took a turn with the remaining slaves and gales of mirth accompanied each “execution.”

The spectacle made the mistresses uncommonly randy and the slaves were brought forth from the hall so the torchlit orgy upon the grass could begin. The slaves were used long and hard in every way until nearly dawn, each and every one drained of all cum. The satisfied mistresses retired to their rooms, leaving the spent slaves to fall into exhausted sleep upon the cum soaked lawn.

The next day was one for casual relaxation and varied sport with the slaves. Slaves were chosen at random to be subjected to cruelties and degradations. Some were bound to X crosses for Call My Lash and also the dart game Call My Shot with fine pointed darts taking the place of the whips with the organs being the targets.

Other slaves were strapped down over horses to be fuck for and aft by any mistress who was in the mood. Still others were anally impaled before throne chairs to provide oral pleasures to any and all.

And there were smothering contests for the large ladies. Two queening benches were set up in the shade of a big tree. Two slaves were strapped down to them face up. Others stood in line, waiting their turn to have their faces engulfed by the big cunts of the hefty mistresses. The object of the game was to see how many slaves a mistress could smother to the point of near death and cause to ejaculate within an hour’s time. It was a lively and entertaining contest, much watched and bringing gales of laughter.

Olga and Tahani competed in the first round. They settled their fleshy bulk down upon the slaves, their big juicy cunts cutting off all hope of breath. The slaves were strapped down by the arms, shoulders and waist with the legs left free so all could be amused by their wild kicking as their breath gave out and the terror took hold of them.

The mistresses pressed down remorselessly upon the slaves and within a minute both were writhing and kicking. Whoops and catcalls filled the air as each slave spurted forth his load, shuddered and lay still. It was a near tie and the mistresses rose and stood by while two slaves were laid out and strapped down. The slaves had been told the smothering might well result in their death by suffocation, though this was very rare. But it added much to the entertainment value as the slaves begged and sniveled for mercy as the big cunts descended upon them.

At first Olga took the lead by two slaves but Tahani caught up by pressing down her fleshy mass all the harder to hasten the slave’s ejaculation and passing out. It became a neck and neck race, spent slaves being grabbed by the wrists and ankles and tossed onto piles beside each queening bench. Within the final five minutes of the hour Tahani smothered two slaves in record time to win the heat by taking down ten slaves.

Hilda and Tessie were next to take their turns and another exciting and hilarious match ensued with Tessie winning by one slave. Then Tessie and Tahani faced off to determine that year’s champion. Tahani won the day with a record fifteen slaves smothered within the hour.

Another entertainment was for slaves to show their sluttish subservience to their mistresses by “taking the top.” Mistresses would lie supine on rubber mats placed on the lawn with their cocks strapped on. Their slaves would anally impale themselves upon the humming shafts, facing the feet of their mistresses and run their tight holes along the length, going up and down with increasing speed until slave and mistress came in unison. It was a timed race to orgasm. Those who watched would near expire in their glee as the slaves spurted their loads onto the grass. And the slaves had all been denied orgasm for a month so the loads they shot were copious and spurted far. And it was also a “graduation.” The slaves willingly impaled themselves upon cocks a size larger than accustomed. They drove their asses down hard on the big dicks, grimacing through the pain of it until they stretched themselves and their ultimate pleasure set in.

The gathering was also at time for mistresses to deflower their newly acquired slaves and castrate the slaves who had outlived their usefulness. The ceremonies were held that evening on the great lawn by torchlight under a full moon. The deflowerings were held first.

A knee-high padded platform eight feet square was set up in the center of a circle of Adirondack chairs five rows deep where the mistresses would seat themselves to watch. Six slaves were to be deflowered that evening. Their nude mistresses led them single file, naked and at leash by their stretched and purple balls into the circle of watching mistresses.

Deflowerings were, above all, emotionally rewarding. When a male surrendered his virginity and manhood to his mistress and accepted his place in the proper order of things warm joy filled the heart of everyone who witnessed it. The slaves were made to crawl to their deflowering behind their mistresses. The mistresses had their cocks strapped on.

The first couple approached the platform. The mistress was Madge, regal, full figured, dark haired, 45 years of age, a mistress of long experience who had already used up half a dozen slaves. She was a lawyer who represented female plaintiffs in lawsuits over sexual abuse. Her new virgin was Theo, just 18, a mere slip of a lad, pale of skin, towheaded, blue eyed. A tender morsel indeed.

Madge stood by as Theo climbed up on the platform and knelt in the center. Madge stepped up onto the platform and offered her cock for him to suck. As always, the ritual fellatio was performed to perfection, having been well rehearsed in advance. Madge cried out in her ecstasy with her humming organ rammed down Theo’s throat.

Then, as also well-rehearsed, she put a hand to Theo’s forehead and shoved him back and away, the glans, as always, exiting with a pop that brought chuckles from the gallery. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. Theo instantly assumed the position, turning, bending over, head resting on forearms, virgin ass raised high in offering.

Madge dropped to her knees behind him. Her fingertips flashed in the torchlight, showing that she wore shiny steel caps on them with sharpened claws she could dig into Theo’s fetching buns for leverage and purchase. She took his buns in hand and gripped tight, sinking the claws in deep. Theo flinched and yelped as blood trickled down. He would bear his deflowering scars for life as marks of Madge’s ownership.

Madge spat down Theo’s crack and let it run down over his virgin orifice. That and the lingering slobber from the blowjob were all the lube that poor tight Theo would get. Madge was known for having a cruel streak. She wore the 1 ½ X 10 and Theo was to take it hard. Pressing the glans against his virginity she dug the claws deeper yet, making him whimper, and threw her broad hips forward in the deflowering thrust.

Theo’s scream from the tearing stretching pain echoed among the big trees as the shaft plunged in half length. Another merciless thrust drove it in full length as Theo screamed again. The Madge’s broad shapely behind rolled and gyrated with grace as she ravaged him while he sobbed and sniveled. But, as always, his vocalizations morphed in whimpers of pleasure and soon his breath came in high-pitched pants as he was propelled to the burst of ecstatic pleasure that would make him her cock addicted bitch. He soon gave out the sobbing moan that triggered Madge and they came as one in a moment of mutual bonding that would last until sometime years in the future when Madge had used him up and would take his balls.

Theo’s cum splattered onto the platform as Madge leaned over him, savoring the exquisite orgasm that always resulted from a deflowering. Then she pulled her cock out and stood by while Theo lapped up his creamy puddle and rose to hie knees to take the soiled mock organ into his mouth to suck it clean. Madge stepped down from the platform and Theo followed on hands and knees a applause rang out.

One by one the slaves were led to the platform to surrender virginity and manhood and each deflowering brought not only lustful amusement but also a sense of rightness in the world.

The final deflowering was the most satisfying and joyous of all. Dark haired and handsome Lance Richter, formerly an unregenerate pig-male of the same ilk as Brock Larson, groveled to the platform with his tall and muscular black mistress Maya. Most had thought him to be incorrigible with castration being the only way to put him in his place. But Maya had taken on the challenge of making him repent and reform and his impending deflowering was affirmation of the power of her dominant will, and by extension the power of the League.

The size of his organ was the cause of his arrogant pride and it necessitated the use of the 2 X 12 to deflower him. The cock was perfectly matched to her chocolate brown skin tone. In meek and humble submission, he clambered onto the platform with Maya stepping up onto it with the feline grace of a panther. She stood with hands on hips as he opened wide to take the big member into his mouth. All were amazed and impressed at the ease and willingness with which he took it full down this throat. It was a credit to Maya’s rigorous training.

Maya pressed the button to make her cock pulse and hum. Lance’s head went back and forth as the cock slid down to full depth and out again. Maya threw her head back to gaze into the star-studded welkin and shuddered as his lips and tongue and the clutch of his gullet sent waves of delight through her by way of the nano sensors. 

She remained in that posture for some minutes, sighing deeply. All could see that her adoring slave was sparing no effort to make the fellatio the best he had ever performed for her in honor of the joyous occasion. Maya’s arousal overcame her and she felt urgency for orgasm. Slipping a finger into his head ring she jerked him back and forth while driving with her hips. Orgasm rocked her and her primal wail echoed in the forest as her knees went all wobbly. Lance threw his arms around her hips to steady her, pressing forward so the cock was buried full depth and his nose was deep in her nappy thicket Her back was arched and her arms hung limp behind her as she drifted in sweet afterglow. He held her thus until her body firmed and her mind cleared.

Then it was time for the sweet moment of truth. Maya put a hand to his forehead to shove him back, the big dick exiting with that amusing pop that always brought mirth. She pointed down with her finger and he assumed the position in a twinkling, whimpering in mingled fear of the impending pain and also in anticipation of the pleasure his mistress had promised him.

Maya also wore the fingertip claws and she dropped to her knees behind him, took a firm grip on his buns and sunk the claws in deep. Blood trickled. She looked around at the audience with a leer of lust as she spoke.

“You wouldn’t believe how tight he is! But there will be no mercy! He is going to take my 2 X 12 hard and with just a little spit to lube him!”

She dribbled spit down his crack and let it trickle down over his hole. Then she pressed the big glans against his orifice, gathered herself and rammed forward with her powerful glutes and thighs. He screamed without inhibition at the tearing stretching intrusion. Just a third of the length plunged in. Then maya seated it to depth with a series of rolling thrusts, each one driving it an inch deeper as he screamed on until at last he could feel the tickle of her bush on his behind.

She drew back to expose the bloodied shaft. And his blood served to lube him as she went to rutting with graceful undulations of her exquisite ass, her claws sinking deeper. He whimpered and sniveled in his pain as her cadence rose. All held their breath awaiting the inevitable transition.

Lance sobbed and blubbered as the big dick went in and out of him, hurting and hurting until there was a subtle change, a hot itching pleasure blooming in his rectum. It grew and grew and slowly eclipsed the pain. He found himself rocking back and forth to answer her rhythm, welcoming each plunging thrust, lost in his growing delight. Then there was a heavenly surge of pleasure that made his toes curl and he gave out a quavering moan of surrendered manhood as he spurted onto the platform.

It triggered Maya as she rammed the cock to the hilt one last time, threw her head back and gave out a howling snarl of her own brute and triumphant ecstasy. She had deflowered her share of slaves but never had one been so consuming and satisfying.

And all the mistresses who beheld the moment felt the power and profundity of it. The emasculated surrender of the seemingly incorrigible Lance Richter was a moment of epiphany for the League. It seemed to portend the eventual but inevitable vanquishment and subjugation of the male at large.

Lance lapped up his cum puddle and deepthroat sucked the big, bloodied organ that had taken his manhood clean.

Then it was time for the castrations. The testicle guillotine was brought out and strapped down to the platform. The slaves had been sequestered in the great hall during the deflowerings but now they were brought out to kneel within the circle of watching mistresses so they could witness the consequences of failure to keep their mistresses properly satisfied. All knew this fate awaited them at some time but it was known that witnessing the unmanning of the failed slaves provided motivation for them to serve their mistresses with the added passion and subservience that would delay the inevitable for a few more months or years.

The six slaves whose balls were forfeit were led into the circle by their stretched and purple plums with hands cuffed behind them. Viper was there to assist in the proceedings.

Madge and her used up slave Sean were first in line. He was an innately sweet and submissive male who had done no harm to women ever in his life. Tara had enticed him into the clutches of the League and after his training was completed Madge had bought him at auction and deflowered him.

Sean knew well what awaited him, yet he crawled up on the platform of his own accord and laid himself down with the guillotine between his legs. All mistresses were impressed and much moved by his acceptance of his fate and his willingness to surrender his balls just because it was the will of his mistress.

And Sean was to be granted one last orgasm as a farewell to his balls. Viper held out a bowl of warm olive oil and Madge dipped her hand in it. She took hold of Sean’s cock, which was rock hard. She began to stroke him, slowly, teasing him along. He knew coming would mean his balls were to be severed forthwith so his fear made him resist her ministrations at first. But Madge was well schooled in the arts and provided entertainment by edging him several times, making him feel the first twinges of coming, then ceasing her stroking until he stopped squirming and settled down. But finally, the male urge to come overwhelmed him and he gave in to her offer of release and spurted a creamy load up over his chest and belly.

The leash was still wrapped around his ball sack and Madge fed it through under the blade and pulled his balls hard, stretching the sack out. Viper was there to assist and she first tightened the clamp that would cut off blood flow. Then she took hold of the leash and kept the sack stretched out while Madge took hold of the lever that would bring the blade down. She paused for a moment and looked into his tearful eyes. And the eyes of every mistress teared up at his final words.

“I love you Mistress! Thank you for making me your slave! Please take my balls now if it be your will!”

Madge herself was overcome and she leaned down to give him one last kiss before pulling the lever. The gleaming blade fell and the tension Viper had on the leash made his balls slide across the platform and fall to the ground as he gave out a cry at the moment of pain he would never forget.

Viper doused Sean’s wound with alcohol, making him cry out again. Then he whimpered as she used a surgical stapler to close the wound and stuck a large adhesive bandage over it. He climbed down from the platformed and knelt off to the side to make way for the next couple. But Viper had some words for the slaves who knelt watching first. She stepped over to Sean and put a gentle hand on his head as she spoke, circling around him to address the ring of slaves.

“Now slaves! You must take inspiration from what you have just witnessed and strive to be like slave Sean here. Serve your mistresses, sparing no sacrifice for the sake of their pleasure and when the time comes, as it will for each of you, thank your mistress for the honor and privilege of being her slave and surrender your balls willingly because it will please her. Slave Sean’s final words should be those you live by: “If it be your will Mistress!”

Next line to be unmanned was slave Steven. But unlike slave Sean, he hung back in fear and Viper and his mistress had to drag him over to the platform. And he hesitated before climbing up. Viper had to give him a harsh cane stroke across the ass to urge his compliance. Sniveling and whimpering, pleading for mercy, he was strapped down tight. And he would pay a price for his resistance. Viper tugged his balls under the blade, stretching the sack to near bursting. His mistress sat on his face and began the hand job that would culminate in his final ejaculation. But little did he know that Viper held the cane at ready.

Slave Steven soon lost himself in the rapture of the luscious pussy pressing down on his face and the artful stroking of his mistress. Being male, all but the chance to come was soon driven from his mind. He gave out a moan when he felt the welling up in his balls and the first hot twinge of pleasure. But Viper’s vicious backhanded cane stroke ruined all. And in the midst of his final spasms his mistress pulled the lever and his balls were sliced away as he howled in his disillusionment and torment. His balls fell to the ground beside slave Sean’s.

Viper stapled him up and bandaged him and he was taken down from the platform and made to kneel. Viper slipped a finger into his head ring and pulled him over to where the other slaves to be castrated knelt side by side. She held the cane in hand and stabbed and brandished it as she spoke.

“Take fair warning from what you have witnessed slaves! Surrender your balls without foolish resistance and you will be granted one last pleasure before they are taken from you! Mount the platform upon the command of your mistress with no sniveling, whimpering or begging. You will be allowed to come one last time and the cut will be quick and merciful! Resist and the cane will fall, or worse!”

Next in line was slave Alvin and he heeded Viper’s words, groveling to the platform without resistance, climbing up and offering his balls to the blade, suppressing his whimpers sufficiently to allowed to enjoy his final orgasm and be spared the cane. His balls soon lay upon the ground next to the others.

Not so with slave George who could not master his terror. Viper and his hefty blond mistress Martha had to carry him bodily to the platform while he writhed and kicked, sobbing hysterically. They strapped him down and stretched his balls under the blade for the cut.

Martha mounted the platform and straddled his head, facing the guillotine, used her fingers to part the lips of her big oozing cunt and settled down over his face, engulfing it to the ears in her lush smothering tissues. His pathetic vocalizations were muffled by her fleshy mass. She bore down with full weight, denying him any hope of breathing and just waited until his breath gave out.

Viper pulled hard on the leash, stretching his sack, watching closely until she saw the extra hardening of his cock and the first spasms that portended his ejaculation. Just before he knew the pleasure of the erotic asphyxiation she brought the cane down hard on his balls, depriving him of his final pleasures as Martha pulled the lever and his balls joined the growing pile on the grass.

Slave Edmund took heed of what he had witnessed and groveled to the platform beside his mistress Elmira, she another large and lovely coal black mistress. She too settled her big nappy cunt down on her slave’s face to give him his last pleasure by way of the asphyxia. His moan of purest delight before passing from consciousness was muzzled by her oozing lady parts and Elmira dismounted from his face to let him revive before the blade came down. The heart of every mistress was warmed by his words of gratitude to his mistress for the honor and privilege of being her slave and for the final pleasure she had granted him out of the goodness of her heart. Then he reached for the lever and pulled it himself, crying out as he parted with his balls.

Last in line was slave Kevin, who made a foolish and futile attempt to flee He turned and ran as if there were anywhere to go for him, yanking the ball leash from the hand of his mistress. Viper was quick to pursue. The leash trailed between his legs and she stepped on it, sinking her bootheel into the loop at the end and making him flop face down on the grass. So mad was he in his terror it took Viper, his mistress and two others who came from the crowd to carry him to the platform and strap him down. Viper gave forth a tirade at the kneeling slaves, walking around the platform as she spoke in an iron voice.

“Now we have seen the height of stupidity! Slave Kevin could have enjoyed his last orgasm and then had his balls severed quickly and mercifully. But now the parting with his balls will be especially unpleasant. Watch and take so that when your time comes you will have the wisdom to surrender your balls with grace!”

Kevin’s mistress, shapely red-haired Erin sat his face and lubed her hand for the stroking that would take him to his final ejaculation. Viper stood by holding two thin skewers a foot long each. Slave Kevin knew that coming would mean the end of his balls and he gritted his teeth to resist the irresistible hand of his mistress. And to add to the amusement of the audience she edged him several times. Finally, his male urge to come consumed him. Erin stroked him past the brink but his final orgasm was ruined when Viper ran the skewers sideways through his balls, one from the left, the other from the right as he spent his final load. Erin pulled the lever and the blade came down. Viper held the skewered testicles in hand. Erin dismounted from his face and Viper held his severed balls before his eyes. He sobbed and moaned in despair.

Then Viper made her way around the circle of kneeling slaves, holding the skewered balls before their eyes as she harangued them.

“You have seen again the consequences of foolish resistance! When the time comes resign yourselves to the inevitability of your castration and you will be granted one last pleasure before the quick and merciful cut! But always there will be unwise slaves who resist. This merely serves to make the castrations more entertaining for us!”

With that she pulled one of the skewers from the balls and raised her arm. Flicking her wrist, she flung them onto the pile of severed testicles by the platform.

Then it was time for one final amusement. All the torches were extinguished and only moon and star light illuminated the great lawn. The mistresses drew back from the pile of balls with the slaves being pulled back with them until they were at the edge of the trees, leaving a wide gap in the circle. Silence fell.

Soon two coyotes crept from the forest, noses to the ground. Hey slowly smelled their way to the pile of balls. Each took a pair into mouth and gulped them down. Then each grabbed another pair and fled back among the trees. Minutes later two raccoons came out. Each took one of the remaining pairs of balls in its mouth and scurried back into the woods. Then hooting, braying laughter rang out at the expense of the new eunuchs who had to watch their balls being eaten by scavengers.

The mistresses then retired to their rooms with their personal slaves. The proceeding had made them uncommonly randy. And their slaves were abject in their submission and passionate in their efforts to please.

The next morning it was time for the final events of the convocation. There was a breed of pig male devoid of the slightest redeeming qualities and beyond any hope of reform or rehabilitation. These were ugly brutes who raped with violence, invading the homes of women who lived alone or lurking in the bushes along hiking trails, ready to pounce on any lone women who happened by.

Toya and Erica had apprehended five of this ilk over the course of a year and saved them for the occasion. Each was to be subjected to a long ordeal of pain and terror before being raped and castrated with inventive cruelty as punishment for their loathsome lives.

All of this began with a man hunt in the forest. The brutes were locked up in a small cell block on the edge of the woods. The night before the hunt it seemed the jailers were neglectful after feeding them their evening meal of mush and left the cell doors unlocked. Soon all five of them fled naked into the forest, harboring delusions of escape. But the forest was well infested with abundant mosquitos and biting flies so freedom was somewhat less joyful than the expected. And little did they know that each of them had a tiny tracking device planted in his behind.

After breakfast the next morning a lottery was held to choose which mistresses would be the huntresses. Toya and Tara were among the lucky five. They were armed with air powered dart guns that would shoot barbed needles dipped in a fiery stinging potion. The darts had fletching of different bright colors. The first dart planted in the behind of one of the beasts claimed him as the quarry of the huntress who shot it. Toya’s darts were blaze orange. Tara’s were shocking blue. Other huntresses had bright red, purple and yellow.

Naked except for lug soled boots and belts from which hung the needed implements they were well doused with insect repellent before setting out after their quarries. Their phones showed maps of the forest and the beasts showed as red points of light. The huntresses also wore trackers on their belts that made them show as yellow points of light.

Each huntress set out down one of the numerous forest trails that radiated outward from the great lodge. Toya proceeded down the trail for perhaps half a mile before taking out her phone to look at the lay of the land. She could see all ten points of light. One huntress appeared to be already in hot pursuit of a beast, the points close together and moving in the same direction.

She focused on the red point nearest her, perhaps a quarter mile ahead. It was a forest of big pines with needles soft and silent underfoot. The beast seemed to be standing still or hiding somewhere so she picked up her pace in his direction, watching the gap between her yellow point and his red close.

Then she saw him, or at least part of him, just his arm and shoulder as he sat at the base of a big tree facing away from her, twenty yards or so distant. Tara was a veteran of many such hunts and had taught Toya a few tricks the night before the hunt.

There were some rocks scattered around the forest floor and Toya found one the size of a tennis ball. She picked it up and threw it as far as she could past the tree the beast was leaning on. It hit with a thud and crashed into some bushes. The beast jumped to his feet, facing in that direction, back to Toya, his ass an easy target. He was an ugly, brutish, skinhead, tattooed biker. She took aim and loosed the dart. It took him square, high up between the cheeks. He jumped high, howling in agony from the sting, reaching back to find the dart and trying to pull it out. But the barbs held fast and he gave up on it.

He whirled around and saw Toya standing there, loading another dart into the gun. His eyes grew wide in panic and he fled down the trail. Toya was an expert shot from many an hour at the shooting range and her dart caught him in the right cheek just before he dodged behind a big tree trunk. He howled and jumped again and she let him run for it until he disappeared from view. She could track him at will and she was thrilled by the chase and wanted to go slowly and savor the pain and terror she was inflicting upon the richly deserving scumbag.

As she stood waiting she saw another brute crossing from right to left before her in headlong flight, stumbling, falling, rising and sprinting on. He wore two of Tara’s blue darts in his ass and soon Tara followed. She caught sight of Toya. They exchanged smiles filled with cruel glee and waved. Tara went on in pursuit and Toya made her way along as well.

She came upon her quarry as he crept through a small clearing in the woods, head on a swivel. Still unseen by him, she hid behind a tree and leaned out to watch him. There was a stand of tall weeds on the edge of the woods and the brute dived into it to hide. But he leapt from it screaming when it proved to be stinging nettle. He went to ground, rolling in the pine needles and tearing at his burning, itching skin with his fingernails.

Toya stepped out from behind the tree to watch in amusement until the worst of the itch subsided and he lay there whimpering, his body speckled with red pimples. The Toya called out to him in a voice oozing cruel mockery.

“Hey big boy! Are you having as much fun as I am? How about another dart to liven up the chase?”

He sat up and saw her standing with the gun at ready just fifty feet away. Stark terror filled his eyes and he jumped to his feet and sprinted away. But her well-aimed dart was faster by far and it lodged in his left cheek, dead center, matching the one in his right.

She let him run for it again. There were plenty of darts left and she planned to use them all and spare him no agony. The object of the hunt was to subject each brute to maximum pain and terror with the final three stinging barbs to take him in his precious cock and each of his tender balls.

Toya pursued until she found him standing at the high electrified fence that surrounded the compound. She gave out a leering whistled and he spun around to see her taking aim again. Foolishly, he went to scale the fence and got a jolt of current that sent him reeling onto his back. He hopped up and fled to her left along the fence. She moved to get a clear straight away shot and the dart took him low between the cheeks, piercing his anus. His scream of torment eclipsed all the others.

Five more darts remained in the small quiver on her belt. She used two of them, creeping up on him unawares as he tried to hide, catching him in one shoulder and then his thigh. Then it was time for the most challenging phase of the hunt, the genital shots. They would require great stealth, cunning and shooting skill.

She tracked him until she located him about fifty yards ahead standing stooped over in exhaustion, hands on knees. She circled around, giving a wide berth until she was in front of him. He remained stooped over, not giving her a clear shot at his organs. But she crept ever closer, silent on the carpet of pine needles until just ten yards separated them. Taking aim, she called out words of mockery again.

“Hi sweetie! Enjoying your walk in the woods?”

He stood up straight, exposing his organs and before he could react the dart flew and pierced his right nut. He doubled over and went down, writhing and screaming. She stepped over to him and flipped him onto his back with her foot, then put her lug soled boot across his throat as she looked down at him with contempt and loathing.

“I’ve got two more darts big boy! One for your other nut and one for that filthy disgusting cock you have used to violate and defile women. Do you want me to use them here and now or do you want to make another run for it? There is a slight chance I might miss my last two shots!”

He rolled from under her foot and scrambled to his feet to run for it. But he ran doubled over, stumbling and hobbling, still in excruciating pain. She just stood watching as he staggered on, banging into tree trunks, stumbling over fallen logs until out of her sight. She waited a few minutes, then set out after him again. When she next came upon him he was lying on his belly moaning, with legs spread apart. His balls were exposed but his cock was hidden under him. She took the opportunity to pierce his left nut with her second to last dart.

With a piggish squeal of agony, he got to his feet gain and fled, still bent over and on wobbly legs. He tripped over a protruding rock and rolled unto his back about a hundred yards along the trail. Utterly spent and debilitated by the pain he lay at her mercy, his cock laid up across his belly, a perfect target for the most agonizing piercing yet. She walked up to withing ten feet and took aim and the ultra-sensitive spot on his cock, just below the tip.

She shot the dart and it took him right on the spot, the needle piercing clean through to protrude for the top of his glans. His scream was one of supernal torment and vanquishment. He lay there moaning and she took the leather leash that hung from her belt and noosed it extra tight around the base of his organs. Then she flipped him onto his belly with her foot and cuffed his hands behind him.

Rolling him back over, she yanked hard on the leash to urge him to his feet so she could lead him back to the lodge. She heard screams and howls of torment and also cruel cackling laughter from points in the woods as she led him along at a brisk pace, yanking hard on his pierced and stinging organs to make him keep up.

When she reached the lodge she saw that Tara had already brought in her brute. The three other mistresses were not far behind. The scumbags were soon to find out that the cruel hunt was only the beginning of their punitive ordeal.

A pillory was set up in the center of the lawn and the mistresses all formed a circle around it with the slaves again kneeling within the circle to witness the fate of those whose offenses had earned them special treatment.

Being first to bring in her quarry, Tara had the honor of being first to put him to rape. He was clamped into the pillory so he was bent over a hurdle in front of it and his ankles were chained so his legs were spread and his ass was presented for the cruel intrusion to follow.

Tara strapped on the studded 2 X 12 faux cock that was to be rammed up his ass. She wore the deflowering claws on her fingertips and sunk them deep into his hips as she aligned the cock with his hole and gathered herself for the thrust. Her shapely, muscular ass drove forward and the brute screamed as just the tip plunged into him. And he kept on screaming as her brutish thrusts drove it deeper and deeper.

There was to be no pleasure for him in this deflowering, only hurt and emasculation. Toya went to rutting hard. The bloodied member went in and out as she propelled herself to her own triumphant orgasmic satisfaction. She came with the snarl of a great predatory cat and pulled the cock out with blood dripping. Then she went around to the front of the pillory and pressed the cock to the brute’s lips for him to suck it clean. He clenched his jaw in resistance but Viper was standing by and knew what to do. The darts were still stuck in his organs and she twisted them, making him open his mouth to cry out and Tara shoved the cock in. The pain had persuaded him of the wisdom of submission and he sucked the cock spotless. He was released from the pillory and tossed aside to make way for Toya’s turn with the beast she had brought in.

Toya found it sweet indeed to ravage the ass of the reprobate, making him squeal like the pig he was. Her orgasm held a rare and righteous satisfaction. The scumbag was tossed aside with the other one and the three other mistresses took turns putting the cock to their own beasts. Then it was time for them all to be cruelly and creatively unmanned.

First the darts had to be removed from where they were lodged. The shanks were screw threaded and turning them slowly to the left would remove them, an agonizing process in itself.

Then the first pig-male was laid on the table with his balls beneath the blade of the guillotine. He was to suffer the “balls o’ fire.” Viper lit up a small butane torch and used it to sear his testicles. He was bound down except for one hand being free to pull the lever that would bring the blade down. All were amazed at how stubbornly he resisted severing his precious balls even though they were being roasted to a crisp. But at last the torment overcame him and he pulled the lever, his seared and blackened balls falling to the table, still smoking and giving off the fragrance of roasting man meat. Viper swiped her hand across the table and they fell to the grass.

The next swine was laid out on the table with balls stretched under the blade. A small, gas powered generator stood by and Viper connected a control box with dials to it. A pair of electrified probes was connected to the box and she stuck one of each into the pig-males balls. He howled in agony from the piercing but then matters grew far worse.

Viper turned a dial on the box, running current into the testicles as he writhed madly, screaming. Like the first victim his hand was free to pull the lever. And likewise, he clung tenaciously to the orbs he treasured as Viper turned the dial back and forth, running waves of torment through him. Then she pressed a button on the box that sent rhythmic pulses of current into his balls and stood back to see how long he would endure. The foolish pig suffered far long than need be, because he could not bring himself to part with his balls. After long minutes he broke and pulled the lever. Viper held the skewered balls before his eyes and he sobbed in despair.

The next scumbag was subjected to a different kind of ordeal, one of terrified suspense. It was a variation of the carnival dunk tank. He was bound hand and foot and seated on a shelf that would drop from under him when a ball hit a target a good distance away. A wire noosed was snugged around his balls and when the seat dropped he would fall and the wire would sever his balls.

Mistresses lined up to throw baseballs at the target sixty feet away. The target was small. That and the distance made a given throw unlikely to hit but by and by a hit was inevitable. And each time a mistress threw and the ball arched toward the target the swine sniveled and whimpered in stark terror that this would be the throw that dropped him.

I was a raucous affair, the pig being taunted with cruel, cackling laughter, whoops and catcalls at every throw. Some fifty mistresses missed the mark until Tara stood at the line with ball in hand. Her arm was strong and her aim was true. The ball hit, the seat dropped and the swine cried out in helpless panic as he fell. The wire tightened, the balls were cut free and they fell on top of his belly when he hit the ground. Gales of mirth, whoops and cheers echoed off the big trees surrounding the lawn.

The last two of the pig-males were the worst of the lot and they were subjected to the worst of the ordeals.

A wooden box with a hinged lid was staked into the ground near the bole of a big old tree. The wretch that Tara had hunted down was on hands and knees, his balls clamped into the box, the lid locked tight. Honey was poured over his balls through a hole in the top of the box. Then a stick was inserted into the other end of the box with its end lying on the ground.

It wasn’t long before the ants the that had a huge colony under the roots of the tree discovered his honey covered balls. Soon a line of big black ants with sharp jaws trooped along the stick into the box. The brute began to first whimper and then flat out scream as small chunks of his balls were ripped free and carried back down along the stick and under the tree to be fed to the queen ant of the colony. Lines of ants now went in both directions along the stick, some going into the box to take a bite, others exiting, carrying the man meat for the queen.

Viper held a long knife before his eyes and offered him the mercy of the cut whenever he wanted it. But, like all of his ilk, he clung stubbornly to his precious balls despite the unspeakable agony. For an hour he screamed on until he could bear no more and begged for the blade. Viper took her time, slowly sawing the gonads off. He fell forward onto his belly, whimpering and sniveling in relief. Then he yelped over and over as Viper stapled up the wound.

The last reprobate also had his balls clamped into the box and doused with honey. But this time the stakes were removed so the box could slide along the ground. Two big, starved rats were released into the box through the hole in the back of it and a piece of wood was nailed over the hole.

The rats found his balls in a heartbeat and went to feasting on them. He groveled around the lawn screaming with the box trailing behind him as he tried to shake himself free. He traced circles and zigzags all around, the box cartwhipping and fishtailing behind him. Mistresses whooped and howled in their glee.

One last fishtail of the box sent it rolling free once his balls had been consumed. Only the ragged remnants of his sack remained as he lay on his belly sobbing. Viper trimmed his sack neatly with a scissors and stapled him up.

Thus, was justice served and vengeance exacted upon males who inflicted vile atrocities upon Woman. The reprobates had steel rings pierced into the tips of their now limp and shriveled cocks so they could be led at leash or tethered. They were now as docile as oxen and would begin their lives as beasts of burden, harnessed to heavy carts on the farms owned by LDW Enterprises.

Then the mistresses retired for the evening, each with her personal slave. They were all randy as she goats from watching the proceedings and their slaves were uncommonly submissive after witnessing the cruel fate of males who failed in that submission.

The final morning and afternoon of the retreat were spent in spontaneous and random sport with the slaves upon the great lawn. After dinner was served there was one final grand orgy upon the grass that lasted into the wee hours. All slaves were used up and drained of cum. They were tossed in a pile on the lawn and left there until after breakfast the next morning. Then it was time for them to be sorted out and taken home. That year’s celebration of the dominant will was one of the most memorable of all.

EPILOGUE

The League and LDW Enterprises grew and prospered at a pace that pleased and amazed all members. New locations were opened in cities far and wide and the League soon infiltrated politics and business.

In the next election held for local offices the League fielded a slate of strong candidates who ran on a platform of advancing the interests of women. It resulted in a political coups, with Elmira Jones, a tall and voluptuous black woman, League member and longtime member of the city council as well being elected mayor.

Lawyer Mistress Madge was elected district attorney. Women of the League made up a 75 percent majority of the city council.

As a direct result of Elmira’s election captain Maude was promoted to police chief and Toya to captain. A reign of terror was launched against the pig-male. Loud mouthed machos were cowed into silence by the regular disappearance of their type. But their silence was no refuge because they were known and one by one they fell into the clutches of the League to get appropriate justice.

Viper retired to a life or leisure with a generous pension after long years of exemplary service to the League. She mostly whiled her time away enjoying the attentions of the slave harem she had acquired over the years. And it still pleased her to act in a consulting role when needed.

Tara assumed Viper’s role as mistress of discipline and training. Males were broken and trained with the same ruthless efficiency as under Viper’s reign.

Mistress Anne, the accountant, rose to CFO of LDW Enterprises. The wealth she acquired allowed her to purchase Brock Larson to be her personal slave. By then Brock was a creature with no will of his own, utterly cock addicted. Anne was pleased to have him under her desk every day. All the pig-male had long been purged from him and he was as sweet and submissive as the day was long. He even submitted to becoming her cuck slave and took the big dicks of the studs slaves down his throat, accepting and swallowing their big loads with no t hint of reluctance. And he performed cleanup duty to perfection as well.

She enjoyed his enslavement for years until she felt the time was right to exact her final vengeance. She sent out invitations to all League members to attend his castration. When the time came he climbed up onto the table in meek submission and let his balls be placed beneath the blade. He told Anne he loved her more than life itself and volunteered to pull the lever himself. Anne was so moved she chose to forgo the testicular torture she had planned. She stroked his organ to his final orgasm. She scooped up the cum from his belly with her fingers and fed it to him and then stood back as he took a deep breath and pulled the lever.

And it was much the same with Toya and her slave Phillip. Her reformed pig-male slave strove to reach new depths of submissive adoration every day. He would endure long stretches of orgasm denial with complaint, even though she edged him without mercy, using the heavenly clutch of her vagina to drive him to the brink of insanity. The ache in his balls would become such that he walked stooped over while doing his household chores. She liked to sit in her recliner and watch him as he went about dusting, vacuuming, scrubbing the kitchen floor on hands and knees. Periodically she would command him to kneel before her and perform the exquisite cunnilingus that resulted from his denial, his passionate adoration growing by the day. On her whim she would grant him release by way of her vagina or her cock, sometimes ruining his orgasm, sometimes not. And it was also her will that he be her cuck when she was in the mood to be serviced by the studs.

Long years later the inevitable day came. He mounted the table and offered his balls to the blade. She mounted him, facing him, looking down as she slipped his long organ into her. She edged him several times just for fun, then let him come with full pleasure as his reward for long and exemplary service. After he unloaded within her she shifted forward to plant her pussy over his mouth and squeezed the rich creamy load into it. When he swallowed it down she dismounted from the table, gave him a tender kiss on the lips and stood back. He told her he loved her and pulled the lever himself.

Slaves came and went from the harem of boss lady Karla. The only constant was her sweet favorite slave Ryan who still spent every workday under her desk. Every day he eased her stress with his rare oral endowment and skills finely honed over years of loving servitude. Every wriggle and slither of his tongue found its mark and transported her to height of ecstasy whenever the urge came upon her.

After a few years members of the League were installed top to bottom in the political and business realms of major cities, making them female centered and female led. More and more women took on the dominant role in their marriages and relationships, subjugating their husbands and boyfriends. Males were relegated to the lowest menial occupations. The dominant reign of the League was firm and uncompromising but also kind and gentle to a degree. Many males chose to surrender themselves to full blown enslavement when persuaded by the subtle arts of pleasure/pain at the hands of strong mistresses. The fate of those who resisted was less gentle but their capitulation was a foregone conclusion. The Dominant Will of Woman asserted itself in all facets of life and the day when every male would be enslaved and subjugated at birth seemed ever closer.

THE END
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