
        
            
                
            
        

    
PROPERTY OF MISTRESS TAYLOR

PROLOGUE

Naked under the July sun I pruned and trimmed Mistress Margo’s shrubs and hedges. Mistress lounged in the cool of the shade with a pitcher of margaritas on the low table beside her, barking out commands for me to work faster and pointing out spots I had missed while she sipped her drink. Several times during my long day of toil she would beckon and I would drop my tools and go to my knees to give her head.

When hidden partly from her view among the shrubbery my fingers strayed to the rough patch of skin where Mistress Taylor had seared her mark of ownership forever upon me. And I would look down to where my limp cock, weighted and stretched by a heavy golden weight clipped to a prince Albert ring in its tip, hung down over the neat scar where my balls had once been.

Often did I ponder how I had come to this pass, a docile and dutiful eunuch slave, purchased at auction by regal, voluptuous, dark haired Mistress Margo from Mistress Taylor some years ago. It had been a long and strange journey through four years of submission and degradation under the domination of Mistress Taylor who I had adored beyond all reason or limitation. I had to admit that I regretted not one second of it. And it had all begun with Mistress Taylors first words to me, words that had me smitten and in her thrall within the instant: “You are commanded to surrender yourself to me!”

Although it really all began with one Mistress Susan, a female supremacist wife who had a slave husband she just called pig. But that is a long story I will get to later.

CHAPTER ONE

At my age of 45 I was 15 years divorced. My wife of seven years, Janet, proved to be borderline frigid. Sex was perhaps a once a month affair and tepid at best. And more and more I was plagued by a deep seated longing I believe was congenital with me, the longing to be enslaved by a lustful and cruel dominant woman.

My sexual deprivation during my marriage and that yearning led me to perverse auto-eroticism, masturbation enhanced by acting out my fantasies alone and in secret. I improvised kinky sex toys from things on hand. I cut off one of my wide black leather belts short to serve as a slave collar. I would bind up my balls in a figure eight with a black elastic bands, turning them tight, shiny and purple as plums. I had some four ounce lead “pyramid” fishing sinkers I had used down in Florida. These I attached by fine-linked eight chains to some toothy battery charging clips. I would attach them to my nipples, coming to love the stinging erotic bite as the weights tugged on my tender protuberances.

While my wife was away I would fantasize being the live in slave of a cruel mistress and bind up my balls, put on my collar, clip the weights onto my nipples and do household chores as if they were daily duties demanded by my mistress. I would scrub the kitchen and bathroom floors on hands and knees with the cruel weights dangling and swinging painfully. I would do laundry, picking up clothes from the floor to put in the washer, the nipple clips biting as I bent and stretched and turned and the weights bobbed and bounced. I would become aroused after an hour or two of this and would get on my knees to wank, spurting my cum on the kitchen or bathroom floor. The stretching of my balls constricted my ducts, making the cum spurt far and adding enhancement to the intensity of the orgasm.

I dreamed up fantasy mistresses and different ways of pleasing them by degrading and humiliating myself. One of these ways was based on a memory of a topless dancer in a gentleman’s club I had once visited who put tassels on her nipples and twirled them around. My version of this was bending over at the waist, hands behind my back, with my weighted nipple clips hanging and learning to twirl them in circles, left and right and eventually in opposite directions, left nipple going counterclockwise and right one going clockwise and then in reverse. Lame and pathetic? Indeed.

My marriage came to a sudden end when my wife went on what I thought would be a long shopping trip. I adorned myself in my kinky gear and scrubbed the kitchen floor until I got horny from my fantasy. I knelt in the middle of the kitchen wanking and my wife came home unexpectedly and caught me in my shameful state and in mid ejaculation. The look on her face as she backed away and went to pack a suitcase told me my marriage was over. The divorce papers served the next day merely confirmed it.

In a way it was a relief. I was now free to indulge my fantasies at will. And the internet was a boon with its cornucopia of lurid and varied porn. I took to finding femdom dating websites hoping for a relationship with a mistress. I posted my profile on several of these but was frustrated with the lack of results. It seemed there were about a hundred aspiring slaves for each mistress who posted her profile and being the epitome of the average Joe, not all that handsome and of modest means I got no takers.

I even began to wonder if there were really women “like that”, lustful dominant women who sought to enslave men for their pleasure. So many of the “mistresses” would charge for “sessions”. Could it be that it was all just playacting for profit, catering to a fantasy peculiar to the male but not shared by the female? I was soon to find out in the best and worst way.

I led a solitary life, making my living as a freelance writer of dry technical manuals and such. For my own amusement and as another kind of sexual outlet I took to writing femdom stories and posting them on websites that accepted such ‘literature” for people to read for free. I made the stories lurid and perverse but also filled with the passionate adoration of mistress by slave, a passion I felt deeply in my fantasies. Reviews of my stories by readers were often raves, encouraging me to persist.

CHAPTER TWO

Then, out of the blue, Mistress Susan came into my life. But first it was he husband “pig” who emailed me to let me know he had found one of my stories on a website and he knew Mistress Susan would find it pleasing. He had shown it to her and told me Mistress Susan loved it and would like to make my acquaintance. She would be sending me an email shortly.

Thus began an enthralling, somewhat frightening conversation by email that lasted several weeks. Mistress Susan probed my very soul to ascertain if I was likely slave material. And she also divulged lurid details of her lifestyle. Her husband pig was under her total domination and would submit to any degradation or humiliation to please her. There was, of course, cunnilingus to orgasm several times each day. There were long rimming sessions with pig giving tongue worship to her anus while she watched a movie or read a book. Pig wore a chastity cage and she denied him release for weeks or even a month at a time. If he was a “good boy “, gave good head and didn’t complain she would give him relief by strapping on her big vibrating cock and sodomizing him until he came not just once but until she had wrung every drop out of him.

Most shocking, and wildly exciting, was the way she used his mouth as her toilet. Pig would lie on his back and open his mouth with just a hand sign from her and imbibe her urine or feast on her feces, letting his tongue be her toilet paper. She confessed to getting great satisfaction from these acts. My stories contained such content and she told me she found that most pleasing of all. She asked me, or rather commanded me, to write her a short story for her private and personal entertainment in which toilet servitude was the entire focus and to make it as lurid as possible. I did so promptly and she found it delightful and confessed to masturbating while she read it.

I was beside myself, so much so that I began to practice serving as her toilet by using bananas to simulate her stools. I would lie on my back and put a banana in my mouth, then see if I could eat it down hands free without it breaking off and falling to the floor. It took several bunches but I finally mastered that skill and could quickly gulp down “her turds.”

She also had a circle of friends, some dozen or so fellow mistresses who would share their slaves among them. They would gather regularly for orgiastic parties during which the slaves were used in common for their pleasure and made to serve as toilets at need. The slaves were also made to perform fellatio upon each other and swallow the cum. The orgies would continue until all mistresses were orgasmically sated and all slaves were wrung dry of cum, either from sucking each other off or by taking the strapon up the ass.

She would email and I would answer every few days. I pretty much lived for the next message from her and in between times I would jerk off to fantasies of being her slave. I told her of my kinky auto-erotic practices, expecting her to shame me over them but she did not judge me. She did ask if I licked up my “pig slime” after I wanked. In fact, when I began my wanking I was excited by the prospect of lapping up my cum as if at the behest of my fantasy mistress. But once I came that excitement vanished and I would just swab the cum up with a wet rag.

I told her of this but did not tell her of my wanking fantasies about her because she had forbidden me to wank while fantasizing of her and told me I would be severely punished for it. I wondered how that might happen because neither of us knew where the other lived but I did make sure to drop a hint about the locale I inhabited.

She said my loss of interest in licking up my slime after coming was typical of male selfishness after coming and was just further evidence to her that I might not be true slave material. I suggested that she command me to lick up my slime after ejaculating, thinking the command of a strong dominant woman might motivate me. But she declined.

I had told her of my excitement over her disclosures of her lifestyle and how I would love to submit to the acts she demanded of her husband. But she said this was a sign of selfishness on my part, seeking my pleasure from the mistress/slave relationship when it was really only the pleasure of the mistress that mattered and it was the duty of the slave to simply submit in the spirit of self-sacrifice. This added to her doubts of my suitability as a slave.

When it came to my “literary career” she forbade me to use her as a character in any way shape or form in my stories or to think of her as my “muse.” This would also result in “severe punishment.”

I became more obsessed and enamored by the day and in the end I could not control myself. I confessed to my wanking over my fantasies of her and, like a fool, had deluded myself into thinking there might somehow come to be some kind of actual, physical relationship between us. When I proposed a tryst it angered her. She told me she was content with her slave husband and lifestyle and had no need to fool around with an aspiring slave of dubious merit. She said our conversation was over and that I should not trouble her with any more communications. Heartbroken, I apologized and said goodbye.

CHAPTER THREE

I continued with my lonely life, missing her painfully but resigned to her rejection. I continued my writing, but day by day a nagging, possibly spiteful, temptation to disobey her came over me. Finally, I yielded to that temptation and wrote a story in which she was a character, though a peripheral one, and not personally involved in any of the lurid sex contained in the story. She just acted as a matchmaker, using another mistress as her proxy, introducing that mistress to an aspiring slave, that in my mind being me. I posted the story on the website where pig had found the story that started our communication.

I thought perhaps making her just the matchmaker in the story might spare me some of her wrath at my disobedience. I wondered if she would ever find the story on line. Months passed. Finally, I couldn’t contain myself and, in a fit of recklessness I sent her a PDF of the story, telling her I just could not help myself and hoped she could forgive me.

Nothing happened. Then, after a couple of weeks, seemingly by coincidence my dream came true. I got an email notification from a femdom dating site where I had posted my profile. I went to the site and opened the message. There was the image of a voluptuous blond mistress in exquisitely kinky attire. Her name was Mistress Taylor, age 30, and my heart was made captive and my life changed forever by the first words of her message: “You are commanded to surrender yourself to me!”

At first my heart raced, I sweated and had goosebumps covering my body. After a few deep breaths I calmed down a bit, looked at her in her resplendence and visualized myself in comparison. I had not posted a photo on the site, fearing it might hurt more than help and had lied about my age, claiming to be 30 instead of 45. I felt compelled to fess up, thinking she would only be disappointed when we arranged a tryst and the truth came out.

I confessed to lying about my age and told her I was just a somewhat paunchy and unprepossessing nobody and didn’t have much money. I told her of my doubt that a beauty like her would find the unworthy and lying likes of me acceptable as a slave. But I gave her my email address, saying please contact me in the unlikely event she might still be interested.

Her reply had my heart racing again and my breath grew short. She told me I was perfectly acceptable, though lying about my age had earned me a whipping sometime in the future. She said my age was not a problem. She enjoyed dominating older men because it made her feel like a queen.

By way of further introduction she told me she was from Belfast in Northern Ireland and was on a four year contract with a clothing retail chain to serve as a buyer. She would return to Belfast upon completion of the contract. In the meantime she was looking for a slave to keep her company and serve her pleasures.

I was enthralled past the point of no return and told her I would do anything to please and satisfy her no matter how degrading or perverse. I sent her a PDF of my highest rated femdom story. The next day she emailed back, saying she had loved the story and was very much starting to like me. I asked what collusion of circumstances might have brought us together and she just said it was fate. I was eager to believe any word she said.

To get things started she gave me her phone number and told me she wanted to see some sexting, any kind of lurid, slutty photo I could think of. The next morning I donned my improvised kinky gear and took a picture of myself kneeling on the bathroom floor with collar on, weights hanging from my nipples, my balls stretched tighter, shinier and more purple than ever. I captioned it “your naked slave reporting for morning inspection.”

She loved it and said we were off to a wonderful start. But she wanted more photos. I could not curb my urge to degrade and humiliate myself for her in any way I could think of. I sent closeups of my bound organs and clamped nipples. I bent over onto elbows and knees and took a shot of my asshole and my dangling balls. She said she could not wait to slip her big strapon into my virgin hole and make me her bitch. My hole puckered and twitched in longing for it. She dubbed me “slut.”

After that we moved on to video conferencing. She said she wanted to interview me in great detail to make sure I understood and accepted the terms of my enslavement and what she expected of me. I knelt on the hard, tiled bathroom floor wearing my adornments. She sat on a throne chair in her “playroom” wearing just a black leather corset that left her breast and loins exposed and stiletto heeled black knee boots. Her exquisite golden pussy was on full display before my eyes. My eyes were riveted upon it and my stretched balls began to ache.

She hammered my with questions one after another.

“Slut, will you perform cunnilingus for me?’

“Oh yes mistress! To your heart’s content. It would be heaven for me!”

“Will you lick my asshole for me, any time anywhere, no matter its condition?”

“Yes mistress! May I see it please?”

She obliged me by turning in the chair and kneeling on the seat’ her lovely cheeks spread wide, exposing her perfect, pinkish brown orifice. My tongue stuck out of my mouth involuntarily. She resumed her seat with legs spread wider.

“Okay slut. I like to face sit and I like to keep sitting for as long as I like. Can you handle that?”

“It would be paradise beneath you mistress, for as long as you please!”

“I make use of the whip and the cane and devices to inflict torment upon the male organs, either as punishment for transgressions or simple because I am in the mood. Can you accept that slut?”

“Yes mistress!”

“I must warn you slut, I prefer to inflict pain and never stop until I am satisfied. What do you think of safewords?”

“Safewords would only limit your pleasure mistress and how could I be a proper slave if I sought to limit your pleasure. Limitless self-sacrifice will be my joyful duty.”

“Excellent answer slut. Now, in passing I have mentioned my strapon cock. You must understand that it is quite large in its diameter and length and it will hurt more than a bit when I take you with it. Will you still surrender your virgin ass to me?”

“Yes mistress! Please tell me when! I pray it will be soon!”

“Patience slut. We will get to that in good time. Now slut, I intend to burn my brand on your behind when I take formal possession of you. Can you accept that?”

“Mistress, it will be the joy of my life to bear your mark of ownership forever.”

“The next thing may come as a bit of a shock to you slut. You must be well aware that your…size…is quite inadequate and utterly useless to me. From time to time, like every mistress, I get a hankering to be serviced by cocks of a size that can satisfy. It will be your duty to assist in these pleasurings. The studly males I invite to service me, like all males, will come way to soon if I just let them enter this hot pussy without proper preparation. One of your duties will be to suck them off for me. You will let them come in your mouth and you will swallow. Then you will keep sucking until they are erect again so they can last a long time. Of course eventually they will come inside of me and make a terrible mess. You will lick up their slime and suck them hard again for another go. This will continue until they are drained of cum and limp as wet noodles. Will you do this for me slut?”

I swallowed hard, taken aback by the proposition. I had to admit to myself my penile inadequacy. When I held my “erection” in my hand to wank my tip was just flush with the edge of my hand. How could such a stub ever satisfy my mistress? My eyes found their way to her pussy and she noticed and spread her legs wider to give me a better view. I envisioned gobs of creamy cum filling her cavern and pouring out, running down over her anus. There could be only one answer.

“Yes mistress! If it pleases you it will be my honor to do this duty. If my own cock is just a useless stubby nubbin it’s your right and privilege as my mistress to seek out cocks of proper size.”

“Lastly slut, the most extreme of my expectations. Will you allow me to use your mouth as my toilet?”

I bowed my head, mind reeling. Did I have it within me? After a minute or so I heard her speak.

“Slut, do you want to be my slave or not? Every answer up until now has been perfect but now you hesitate. What will it be?”

I looked back up at her, drinking in her ethereal beauty and erotic allure. Could I make this supreme sacrifice in order to have the deepest of intimacies with her goddess body. In the end there could be only one answer.

“Mistress my spirit is willing. My only fear is that I might fail this ultimate test. But I make my vow. Only these words will I live by: Mistress, if it be your will!”

“Excellent slut! I feel we have a bright future ahead of us. Rest assured you will be tested to verify your every word. Now, if I know males as well as I think I do, I would wager that your balls are aching. You would probably like release and I believe you have earned it. You have my permission to wank if you are so inclined!”

She didn’t need to offer twice. My balls were throbbing and it had taken a supreme effort of will not to double over moaning from the sight of her and our erotic exchange.

I took my modest sized member in hand and stroked. Maybe twenty strokes sufficed for me to spurt heavily and far across the bathroom floor. I fell forward onto my hands feeling wilted and humiliated, but withal joyful beyond words. Then I heard her speak.

“What are you waiting for slut? Lick up that pig slime!”

To my surprise I found that I had been right. The command of a powerful dominant woman I had come to adore overcame my post orgasmic distaste for licking up my cum. It was splattered far and wide over the floor and I was conscientious in finding and lapping up every speck.

Mistress Taylor dismissed me for the day but told me we would have another get to know you session tomorrow at eight o’clock sharp. I was desperate to think of a way to show how much I adored her and my willingness to humiliate myself for the sake of her pleasure. Then I remembered my twirling of the nipple weights. I planned a performance that would give her entertainment and delight.

CHAPTER FOUR

I was kneeling before the screen at the appointed time ready for inspection. There was a little raunchy small talk at first. Then I begged her for the chance to entertain her. She agreed. My laptop lay on the floor with the screen set at an upright angle so she could view me. I stood up and pushed the screen back so it lay flat on the floor. There was curiosity in her eyes as I leaned over the screen with my nipple weights dangling.

And when I began to twirl them clockwise she burst out laughing and clapped her hands. She giggled like a naughty little girl when I swung them the other way and hooted and guffawed when swung them in opposite directions. Pleasing her so was such a joy to me and I called out: “Command me mistress!”

She took charge of it, calling out the ways she wanted me to twirl. On it went for I knew not how long. My nipples tore and bled from the grip of the cruel teeth and she noticed but gave me no respite. It hurt like never before. When alone I could stop when the pain exceeded my enduring, but under the command of my mistress I was compelled to suffer on until allowed to stop. She saw the pain in my expression and finally granted me mercy and allowed me to stop.

I pulled the screen up to its original angle and knelt with my nipple weights hanging and a little blood trickling. Sympathy showed in her eyes and she gave me permission to remove the clips. The pain of removing them eclipsed the pain of wearing them and I grimaced and moaned, falling forward onto my hands. But her next words made it all worth it.

“Slut you are a gem! I am going to make you my best slave ever! We are going to be so happy you and I!”

The conference continued for a few hours more, mostly consisting of her giving me more details of her likes and expectations. At the end she gave me permission to jerk off again. After I licked up my slime she told me it was time for me to order some items online, a studded black collar, a chastity cage, a proper ball stretcher, a pair of nipple clamps with round lead weights on chains and a set of butt plugs. I was to order by overnight shipping.

She told me I would not be allowed to wank any more. The chastity cage would prevent it anyway once received. When I installed and locked the cage I was to mail the key to a post office box in a city hundreds of miles away. And mistress friend of hers who live there would mail it in turn to mistress Taylor so her address would not be disclosed. I would be locked up tight and not to be released until mistress Taylor saw fit.

The items arrived early the next morning and I set them in front of me on the bathroom floor awaiting the start of the video conference. Mistress Taylor appeared on the screen. She could see the items on the floor in front of me and nodded her approval. She ordered me to start at the top, putting on the collar first. That was easy.

Then it was time for the nipple clamps. They were of the kind that could be tightened by turning a screw. The chains were about a foot long with golf ball sized lead weights at the ends. I clamped one onto my left nipple and shuddered at its painful bite, my nipples still sore from my earlier performance. I took a deep breath and clamped on the second one, flinching and grimacing. Then I knelt at attention. Not satisfied despite my obvious pain she ordered me to tighten the clamps with three turns of the screws. I obeyed, the pain of it bringing me near tears.

Then it was time for the chastity cage. I slipped my balls through the retaining ring and my cock into the cage. The lock was integral and it clicked shut, imprisoning my organ.

Next was the ball stretcher. It was made of supple black leather with laces for tightening. I slipped each of my balls through the openings in the stretcher and tugged the laces tight. My balls were spread wide apart, the sack tight and shiny and they soon took on a deep shade of purple. I knelt at attention again. She looked at my balls appraisingly and ordered my to tug the laces tighter yet.

Finally came the butt plugs. The were hot pink in color, as she preferred, saying she found it feminizing and humiliating for me. It was a set of three in graduated diameters, the smallest an inch, the medium size an inch and a half and the biggest a good two inches. And each was ten inches long because mistress had insisted on deep penetration. Each plug narrowed sharply for about two inches before the flared base. She gave me instructions.

“You will insert the smallest one today slut. I want you to remain at least close to an anal virgin and not significantly stretched so it hurts sufficiently when I deflower you with my cock. That cock is just about the same diameter as the large plug and that plug is the one you will keep inserted day to day after you are deflowered. The middle sized one had no particular use to me. Now, I want to see you insert the plug. Turn around on hands and knees and show me your ass. Then stick the plug into yourself all the way. You will be allowed no lubricant because the plug really isn’t all that big now is it?”

I turned and took the position as commanded, plug in hand. I reached around and tried to shove it up my ass but it just wouldn’t go. It seemed my hole was very tight. I heard the frustration in her tone as she spoke.

“Slut, this will not do. You must find a way to get that thing up your ass. I leave it to you to find a way!”

I racked my brain for a couple of minutes and then the idea came to me. I asked her to be excused for a moment to fetch something I needed from my garage. I returned with a roll of blue painter’s tape. I took the small bathroom wastebasket and turned it upside down before the screen. I taped the base of the plug down onto the upturned container. Then I squatted over the tip of the plug, facing away from her so she could get a good view of it entering me.

I pressed my hole against the tip of the plug and pressed my ass down. Pain shot from my orifice and I flinched and rose. Her tone was impatient and menacing as she spoke.

“Slut! I think you have the right idea. Now get it done! I want that thing up your ass all the way and pronto or there will be severe consequences later on!”

I steeled myself for the pain and pressed down hard again, gritting my teeth. Suddenly my sphincter gave and the plug slid in two inches or so. Bone dry, the pain of it made me whimper and grimace. I froze for a moment but her barked command and threat urged me on. Inch by inch I worked it into me, trying not to bawl like a baby. Finally it reached the narrowing point and my sphincter closed, pulling the flared base tight against my hole.

To my relief, I heard her laugh and clap her hands.

“Now let me see your plugged asshole slut!”

I reached down and peeled away the tape, moved the wastebasket aside and went down to elbows knees, exhibiting my plugged hole for her. She clapped her hands again and gave her approval, saying she loved the color because it was so feminine.

Then she made me turn and kneel at attention for final inspection.

“Slut, you are just a thing of beauty. Now let’s have a performance with your new nipple clips and weights!”

I positioned the laptop to give her a good view and gave the weights a twirl clockwise. The clamps were excruciating as the weights pulled and tugged while they twirled. She called out for a change of direction and I reversed the twirl. On it went as I obeyed her every command, grinding my teeth from the pain. I was proud to continue uncomplaining for as long as she wished me to continue, enduring the torment and responding to every command with immediacy. After what seemed eternity she called a merciful halt.

I sagged to my knees, tipped the screen up, and knelt at attention. Words welled up from me unbidden.

“Thank you mistress for letting me entertain you! I love you!”

“I know you love me slut and well you should! Do I not embody all of your wildest fantasies?”

“Yes mistress, you do!”

She broke off the session early that day, saying work was very busy for her but we would meet again the next day. I was to continue wearing all of my adornments, though she granted me the mercy of loosening the nipple clamps a bit. And I was allowed to unclamp at night to sleep but had to put them back on for morning inspection each day.                                                  

CHAPTER FIVE

I knelt before the screen the next morning, waiting for her image to appear. When she did she ordered me to tighten the clamps again and she put me through a fifteen minute performance.

Then I knelt at attention while she informed me of what the coming days would bring.

She told me of a sex dungeon/torture chamber that could be rented for $500 for 24 hours. She said that was the proper place for us to finally meet in person because it had all the accoutrements necessary for me to be broken and trained.

Unfortunately, the dungeon was booked solid for another month. She said it needed to be booked forthwith and, to show good faith, I would have to pay the fee with my credit card. I was to send her a copy of the receipt to verify my obedience. I did so promptly.

In the meantime we would continue to meet first thing in the morning for a couple of hours before she had to go to work. She introduced me to three submissive positions she wanted me to assume over the course of the day for specified periods of time. These were to test my obedience and submission.

Without telling me why she commanded me to order a softball sized lead weight with a slip noose attached and also a special and mysterious kind of stool with suction cups at the ends of its three legs.

The first position she described was the “slave position”, on my knees, bending forward with my arms fully extended in front of me, hands on the floor. I was expected to maintain that position for two hours each day on a hard surface such as the tiled bathroom floor. She said it would become painful rather quickly but I must endure and practice diligently.

When the weight and the stool arrived she explained the other two positions.

I was to hang the heavy weight from my balls and bend over until I was on hands and feet. Then, again for two hours, I was to swing the weight back and forth, stretching my already aching balls cruelly with my nipple clamps tightened to the maximum.

Then the purpose of the stool was revealed. The suction cups held it tight to the smooth tile floor. There was a socket in the top of it that would receive and hold the flared base of my butt plug. I was then to raise and lower my ass, fucking myself on the plug for two hours.

She would record everything to verify my obedience and woe to me if I did not follow instructions to the letter. It was daunting but my love for my mistress motivated me to exceed her expectations.

It was the dead of winter at the time and my unheated garage was icy cold. I decided to practice my slave position on the freezing floor in the artic chill. I set up the laptop so there was a good view of me and assumed the slave position, setting the timer on my phone for two hours.

After what seemed ten minutes or so my knees and elbows ached from being pressed to the hard, cold concrete. Goosebumps covered my shivering body and my fingers and toes ached at first and then went numb. Only my envisionings of my mistress in her glory gave me strength to go on until the timer beeped.

I took the laptop back to the bathroom and set it up so she would get a good view of the bent over position. I bent over double and slipped the noose on the heavy weight around my ball sack. The leather thong that held the weight was about 18 inches long. To impress my mistress with my devotion I held the weight up against my balls with both hands and just let it drop. When it hit bottom I feared my sack would split open and my balls would pop out. But the sack held so I continued as commanded. I swung the weight in wide arcs and circles, back and forth to show my mistress my willingness to suffer for her pleasure. The nipple weights also twirled and bounced. I did wonder if the tight noose would sever my sack and render me a eunuch. But at last the timer beeped and I sagged to my knees. My erection strained within the contents of the cage so I knew my sexuality remained intact.

The last position was purest humiliation. I stuck the stool tight to the floor with the suction cups and bent down over it to insert the base of my butt plug into the socket and clamp it in. Then I rose so the plug was barely inside of me and dropped back down, beginning a rising and falling as I fucked myself upon the plug. I added gyrations to my motions to show my mistress my longing and eagerness to be her bitch. I started facing away from the screen to give her a good look at the plug going in and out. After an hour I turned to face the scree and gave her a twirling performance while I continued fucking myself.

This was to be my daily routine during the month before our meeting in the chamber. I was, of course denied orgasm for that whole time and the ache in my balls from that denial grew by the day. And she did all she could to aggravate it, always striking lewd poses. Sometimes she would appear in kinky getups, other times animal naked. The sight of her exquisite and resplendent nudity drove me to the brink of madness in my longing. And once every week she would masturbate while I watched, bringing herself to orgasm, exciting me even more.

She said she refrained as best she could because she did want to be horned up for when we met in the dungeon. And I was overjoyed when she told me how looking forward to our tryst would make her so horny she just had to use her fingers for relief sometimes, and how she was sure my tongue upon her lady parts would feel so much better and make her orgasms so much more satisfying. She was the mistress so she had the right to come if she pleased. I was the slave and had to await her permission.

CHAPTER SIX

The long awaited day came. I drove to the dungeon wearing just my winter jacket, a pair of jeans, no underwear and a pair of loafers. Underneath I wore my adornments.

The dungeon was in a wooded area on the edge of town. There was a winding asphalt road through the woods and a discreet sign pointed down another one lane road. It was about half a mile under big and ominous pine trees that overhung the road. At the end was a very old, round stone structure about 50 feet in diameter. There was a stone stairway leading up to the door. I entered and walked down a corridor to the center of the building where there was a reception counter. A young woman stood behind the counter. She had a Goth look about her, short jet black hair covering half her head, the rest shaven and tattooed. Other tattoos and piercings adorned her. She looked me over with a knowing gleam in her eyes and told me to state my business.

I told her of my assignation with mistress Taylor and showed her a copy of the rental receipt. She said I was expected. She directed me to a locker room down a branching corridor and told me I was to strip naked there and enter the chamber through a door in the end wall. I was to assume the slave position on the pebbled floor before a three step dais upon which two throne chairs stood. Mistress Taylor would arrive in her sweet time.

I hesitated for a moment and her face grew stern and she barked a command in a steely voice while pointed toward the locker room.

“What are you waiting for slut? Get your sorry ass in there and strip! I don’t want to have tell mistress Taylor you dawdled!”

I scurried to the locker room, stripped, put my clothes in a locker and opened the door. It opened onto a stairway going down. The chamber was in the basement. I reached the bottom of the stairs and stepped into the chamber. It was dark except for a light shining dimly down at the center, illuminating the dais and the thrones. I made my way there and found the “pebbled floor”, a six foot square area with rounded stones projecting above the concrete surface.

Even my rigorous practice of the position didn’t prepare me to kneel on such a floor. I went to my knees on it facing the throne and bowed forward into the position, the stones digging painfully into my knees, elbows and toes. There was dead silence. I remained in position for I knew not how long, the pain worsening by the minute. After seeming forever I heard footsteps on the stairway, the clicking sounds of booted feet.

I heard the footsteps approach and was surprised to hear those of more than one mistress. Then there was the thudding on the wooden steps of the dais and a shuffling and creaking as the mistresses settled onto the thrones. I dared not look up until I heard mistress Taylor’s voice.

“Kneel at attention slut!”

When I rose to obey the stones in the floor dug into my knees, excruciating. And there, enthroned, was my goddess, Mistress Taylor in the flesh and in her glory, wearing her corset and boots. Beside her sat another mistress, tall, lean and muscular with short dark hair and deep green eyes that pierced my soul to the quick. She wore a tight fitting black leather cat suit that left her large firm breasts and her pudenda exposed, with stiletto heeled knee boots. Mistress Taylor made the introduction.

“Slut, meet mistress Susan!”

A cold thrill of fear ran up my spine. Mistress Susan! The mistress I had flagrantly defied and disobeyed and who had promised me severe punishment if I did so. I looked again into her eyes, seeing the gleam of implacable fury and vengeful lust. I knelt there trembling in terror and torment as mistress Susan addressed me.

“Well slut, did you delude yourself into thinking I would let your effrontery pass? Do you think I make idle threats? We mistresses have a wide network of mutual assistance and we have ways of finding things out, such as who you are, where you live and the websites where you have posted your profile. Once I had you tracked down I sent out a request for assistance to mistresses in your locale. Mistress Taylor did me the courtesy of seducing you and luring you here to the dungeon. Now the reckoning is at hand!”

Mistress Taylor chimed in.

“We have unfinished business as well slut. There is still the matter of your lying about your age. This is a minor transgression compared to your temerity toward mistress Susan. It’s axiomatic that your relatively small offense to me must still be punished with severity. I almost pity you when I think of the chastisement mistress Susan will inflict! Before we begin do you have anything to say for yourself slut?”

I bowed my head and spoke from the heart. I felt in the presence of two celestial beings who were righteous in their wrath, with me being and unworthy lower life form who had egregiously offended them.

“Mistress Taylor, I have come to worship you as my goddess and I accept your dominion over me and your right to determine my fate, whatever it may be. Mistress Susan, I have willfully wronged you and I am richly deserving of any punishment you see fit. I am terrified of what lies ahead for me but please mistresses, do what you will with me and only cease when you think I have suffered enough!”

Mistress Taylor pointed to her right as she replied.

“Well said slut. But do not delude yourself into thinking mere words will earn you mercy. Now you will crawl to the whipping station where your punishment will begin, but by no means end!”

I turned in that direction and saw the array of whips hanging on the wall and the mechanical hoist I knew would soon carry me aloft to hang utterly vulnerable. I groveled as she commanded, finding heavenly relief from the smooth black granite floor on my knees after the cruel embedded pebbles. My mind reeled at being naked, helpless and at the mercy of two powerful and enraged dominant women. And yet, as I searched my soul, I had to admit there was nowhere else I would rather be. I knew my wildest fantasies had come to reality and I was to fulfill my destiny.

The mistresses followed me as I groveled, urging me along with kicks and gouges from their bootheels, more than a few falling upon my stretched and aching balls, making me go belly down from the pain. More kicks compelled me to rise and grovel on to my punishment.

When I knelt beneath the hoist mistress Taylor held out her hand to me. In it were three capsules, one black and two white. She explained.

“We have 24 hours ahead of us here in the chamber, but why waste any of that time sleeping? These will ensure we all stay awake until your breaking and training is complete. The two white ones will also make mistress Susan and I randy as she stoats, as if we need any help with that after waiting so long to get at you! The black one will just keep you awake so you don’t miss a minute of our attentions. Swallow it slut!”

She picked it up between her fingers and pressed it to my lips. I stuck out my tongue, gather it in and gulped it down. The two mistresses swallowed there white capsules and turned their attention to me.

The mistresses debated whether to hang me up by heels or the wrists first. The hoist had a spreader bar with manacles at its ends and soon my ankles were clamped in and I heard the hoist humming as mistress Taylor held the button down. I was raised until my head was at waist height. Mistress Taylor removed my nipple clamps with a hard yank, the pain of it making me shudder and moan.

I heard them striding to the wall where the whips hung and soon mistress Taylor stepped into my view from her waist down, her shapely hips framing her golden bush, a snake whip trailing from each hand. She turned me half a rotation and I saw a similar view of mistress Susan, her muscular thighs and thick, dark triangular thicket. She too held snakes whips.

There was a ball bearing attached to the spreader bar and mistress Taylor gave me a spin. The first searing lashes struck in a flurry, making me howl from the burning torment and knew the mistresses would be wielding the leather with rare skill and the utmost cruelty.

My entire body was exposed and vulnerable to the lash and no part was left untouched. I felt as if clothed in fire. I gave in to the agony of it all, wanting my vocalizations of torment to be sweet music to the ears of my mistresses, that my suffering would give them pleasure. After seeming eternity I broke down into pathetic blubbering sobs, utterly broken and soon the flogging ceased.

I was lowered to the ground as I whimpered and sniveled. I heard mistress Taylor.

“That was for lying about your age slut. Next comes retribution for your impudence toward mistress Susan. Prepare yourself!”

They removed the bar from the end of the cable and replaced it with a pair of manacles. They released my ankles from the leg irons and hoisted me up onto just my tiptoes. Then they went to hang the whips back up and each took a pair of electric prods instead. Mistress Susan slipped a black leather hood over my head to blind me. I felt the cage being removed from my cock. In spite of all I rose to full erection, but now my organ was vulnerable to any torment they wished to inflict.

Then I felt a sharp, stinging zap to my left ass cheek that made me hop away from the pain, only to hop into another cruel zap to my balls. I reeled away in a random direction right into a zap to my sore right nipple. Frantic, I hopped every which way and they went to double zapping me, then quadruple with special attention to my organs as I sniveled and mewled pleas for mercy in my torment, only inciting greater cruelty. At the last I collapsed in exhaustion from all the exertion of it and hung by my wrists as they applied the prods over and over, my body lurching and jerking. My only refuge was unconsciousness.

I awoke to the piercing scent of smelling salts held under my nose. The hood had been removed and mistress Taylor held a large hook with a ball on its end before my eyes, a cruel and leering grin on her face. There was a cable attached to the hook. She went around behind me and I felt her slide the ball of the hook up my ass. She attached the cable to the hoist and mistress Susan pressed the button. I found myself being raised so I was suspended from my wrists and the hook up my ass.

Then the mistresses hung up the prods and each selected a cane from a tall basket of such along the wall. They swung them in the air as they leered at me, the canes making menacing whooshes. Then they went behind me and the cruel, searing strokes began to fall on my ass, one after another, relentlessly. They poured on the pain without mercy as I screamed and finally broke into despairing, sniveling sobs. I felt a hard slap to my ass and mistress Taylor came around to show me her blood covered hand. My skin had been split in several places and I would bear the scars forever, reminders of the righteous wrath of the mistresses. Mistress Taylor addressed mistress Susan.

“Are you satisfied with his punishment mistress Susan?”

“Perhaps mistress Taylor. I believe it is time to judge the depth of his contrition and penitence. I think he should use that tongue of his to prove it!”

“My thoughts exactly mistress Susan! I’ve been dying to have him give me head for a month! I think we have him on the proper mood!”

I was lowered to the floor and released. Kicks propelled me as I groveled toward the throne chairs on the dais. The made me kneel at the foot of the steps and climbed them to mount the thrones. Each mistress took a seat, spread her legs wide and rested her ankles on the arms, lady parts exhibited lewd as could be. Mistress Taylor crooked a finger at me.

“Crawl up here slut! It is time for you to prove you are properly contrite for your transgressions and have learned your lesson and are worthy to be spared further punishment!”

I clambered up the steps in abject desperation to show the depth of my penitence and submission, terrified at the prospect of being subjected again to whip, cane and prod. But stronger still was my longing to taste the exquisite and irresistible pussy that had tantalized me for an entire month and shower my adoration upon it.

I barked shins and knees on the steps as I climbed them and when I reached the top I all but lunged forward to bury my face in her cunt. But she grabbed my hair just in time to hold me back just inches away. Her pussy exuded her feral perfume, maddening and intoxicating me and I strained forward against her grip.

“Take it easy slut! I like it soft and slow to start! Don’t go diving in there and start slobbering around without knowing what you’re doing! Now get a good long slow taste of me first, cup your tongue, scoop from bottom to top and gather that poon and swallow. Repeat until told otherwise!”

She let go and I pressed forward more gingerly, obeying, cupping my tongue and running it upward, finding lusciousness filling the concavity. I reached the top and her piquant piss salt seasoned my first taste. I went down to repeat, heartened by her sighs of growing pleasure. And each scoop and swallow added to a growing craving for the next.

I had one somewhat special “endowment” that I had always taken for granted, a tongue long enough to reach up and touch the tip of my nose. Now that genetic anomaly served me well, allowing me to slide it deep into her canyon and make her shudder in enjoyment. I heard her give her next instruction.

“Get that tongue up my nookie now slut and swirl!”

When I obeyed, probing as far as I could reach and swirling she gasped in surprised delight and cried out words that spurred me to highest fervor.

“Slut! What a tongue you have! No slave has ever gone so deep for me! Don’t stop!”

As I swirled my tongue’s tip passed over a small soft mound at the roof of her cavern. Curious, I made bold to let my tongue linger there and massage it softly. Her words inflamed more the more.

“Slut! You can reach my G! Oh goddess don’t stop!”

She clamped her comely silken thighs together on my head lest I escape and shifted so that I felt a tiny orb beneath the tip of my nose and then she rolled her hips, grinding my nose against what I realized was her clit as I put my tongue harder to her G. The supernal and consuming orgasm that rocked her made my heart nearly burst with worshipful joy. A salty gush flooded my mouth and I swallowed every drop I could catch, feeling a suffusing as if into my very cells that seemed to deepen my submissive worship. And it sparked a craving thirst that would never leave me. She gave out a deep and breathy sigh of utter satisfaction and went to jelly in the chair, feet flopping to the floor as she melted.

All I could do was shower some tender kisses between her thighs and then pillow my head on her golden mount until she stirred from the sweet stupor of her afterglow. When she roused from it she pulled my head up against her full and lovely breasts in a hard hug, gave me a tender kiss on the forehead and gave her appraisal.

“Slut, you have proven it all to me, you penitence and limitless submission and worship! But now mistress Susan will have her turn and you still have much to prove to her. She will be the judge and I will defer to that judgement and join her in meting out further punishment if she sees fit. And slut, you will be well advised to serve her as you did me, with that same passion and that marvelous tongue!”

Mistress Taylor shoved me aside toward mistress Susan who grabbed my hair and dragged me to her with w rough and painful jerk. I found myself with face held just inches from her dark haired pussy as well. Her scent was her own, a dizzying atavistic musk that flooded my senses. And when she released her grip to let me in and I scooped upward I found her taste to have its own special nuance, differing from mistress Taylor’s but sparking no less hunger within me.

The time came to plunge into her cavern and swirl and again there was that gasp at the depth of my penetration. I continued my swirling until she grabbed my hair to hold me still and bumped forward with her hips while urging my to turn attention to her G. She moaned and quivered as my tongue went to work upon it, also clasping my head between her muscular thighs to hold me captive to her pleasure. I heard mistress Taylor tell her of the double stimulation to be achieved if she employed the tip of my nose upon her clit while I stroked her G. Soon my nose was pressed against her grape sized orb and I worked my head from side to side to give it stimulation and wriggled my tongue hard deep within her, massaging the special spot.

Her orgasm was brutish, savage in its intensity. I imbibed her salty gush as well, feeling its effect. She too went all to jelly when she finished and slumped limp and languid for some minutes while I lapped tenderly upon her parts and planted soft kissed there, again consumed by feeling of joyous adoration at giving her such delight. But fear gripped my heart when she still expressed her doubts of my sincere penitence to mistress Taylor.

“I’m just not convinced mistress Taylor, close but not quite. I must admit that was some exceptional head. And that tongue! What a revelation! Maybe I feel it’s just not enough because I want to feel that tongue up my ass before I can make up my mind. He must be capable of rectal penetration like neither of us has ever experienced. Let’s take him over to the rimming horse and put him to work. I think that will settle the issue.”

She gave me a shove with her foot that sent me rolling down the three steps. Then I was made to grovel to the “rimming horse” a black leather upholstered furnishing with knee rests along its sides that allowed the mistress to drape herself over it in complete comfort while offering her ass to be licked and worshipped. And beneath the horse was an iron rod with a T handle within the reach of the mistress. The base of the rod was connected to a testicle vise with sharp studs in its jaws. One look at the cruel device made me shudder, knowing my balls were soon to be clamped into it.

Mistress Susan mounted the horse as I knelt behind her, gazing at her presented shapely ass with the brown vortex between the cheeks and the dark tuft of her cunt below. She told mistress Taylor to clamp my balls into what she called the “motivator.” I would soon find out how I was to be “motivated.”

Mistress Taylor slipped my junk through a ring behind the vise and then pulled my balls between the cruel jaws. She tightened the thumb screws and I flinched at the bite of the sharp studs. Then she shoved my face between mistress Susan’s cheeks. I didn’t need to be told what to do with my tongue.

First I licked her orifice softly, finding it to be a bit soiled. I heard her command barked out.

“Lick it clean first slut! Then I want in there deep as it will go!”

I obeyed without hesitation, finding strange delight in the degradation of swabbing the flakes and granules of her waste from the seams and crevices of her orifice. I was conscientious in my duty and continued until she was spotless.

When sure not a speck remained I pressed my tongue’s tip to her epicenter and ran it into her, straining for every millimeter of penetration. I felt the lush softness of her rectal tissue beneath my tongue and its rich funky taste. My heart thrilled when she moaned in purest delight, pressing backward against my lips. She grimaced her next command.

“In and out slut! And wriggle it about!”

I tongue fucked her, adding a swirling as my long oral organ ran in and out. She sighed and shuddered as she rolled and gyrated in small circles in answer to my caresses. Only when my tongue tired did I come to know the meaning of the motivator. Fatigue set in, my efforts flagged and her pleasure waned. Then came the aching torment as she turned the handle and squeezed my balls in the jaws of the vise.

I knew in an instant only one thing could deliver me, getting her back to where she had been in the throes of her delight. With mighty effort I overcame the weariness, finding the pitch that pleased. The vise was spring loaded so that when I had her where she wanted to be, rapt in her delight her hand would go limp as she lost herself in her enjoyment.

But fatigue soon set in again and I was brutally squeezed once more. With desperate exertion I found the sweet spot for her again and knew blessed deliverance. Once more I was squeezed and once more took her to her rapture.

Then, with a rolling of her hips that rubbed her cunt across my face and a pressing of her berry to my lips she gave me to know she was ready for her orgasm. I took her orb between my lips to lick and suck until she spasmed and quivered, giving out a primal shriek as the salty juice of her ecstasy flooded my mouth. I swallowed every drop I could catch, though some ran down my chin and onto the floor.

She lay gelatinous over the horse in sweet afterglow as minutes passed. Then she dismounted, inviting mistress Taylor to take her turn. She mounted up and there before me was the ethereally gorgeous and flawless ass I had gazed upon every day in rapt longing on the computer screen for the last month. Such beauty to behold, the perfection of those sumptuous creamy mounts, the lovely pinkish brown blossom between them. I saw that her blossom was soiled as well, by design I surmised. My only thought was to cleanse her with loving and scrupulous care. When it was unsullied utterly I planted tender kisses upon it before plunging my tongue in, all fatigue forgotten despite the rigors of the earlier rimming.

My only goal was to put her in that place of rapturous delight as I worked my tongue to new depths, slithering, swirling as I ran my hands over her exquisite curvatures. Elation filled me when I heard her gasp out in a husky voice.

“Perfect slut! So good! So deep! Don’t stop!”

Her vocalization and movement of those curvaceous hips gave me to know the goal was attained… at least for the time being. Despite my surge of selfless devotion my tongue inevitably tired and she was quick to squeeze me, showing no mercy. I rallied, redoubling my efforts, fighting the fatigue that threatened to make my tongue go limp in exhaustion.

Twice more I had her calling out to me in her delight but twice more I was cruelly squashed when I flagged. I was near despair when at last she rubbed that luscious golden cunt over my face, the signal for me to satisfy her. I found her pink pearl with lips and tongue and closed upon it, working my lips laterally with it between them while plying my tongue’s tip hard. With a convulsive shudder and a ferocious snarl of animal satisfaction she too gushed her salty elixir. This time prepared I spilled not a drop and when I imbibed it I felt an addictive craving for it take its grip upon me.

Mistress Taylor dismounted while mistress Susan released my balls from the motivator. I back away and looked up at them timorously, still fearful that further punishment awaited me. I nearly fainted in my relief at mistress Susan’s words.

“Slut, I hate being wrong and I rarely am. But his time I am more than happy to be wrong. You do after all have the makings of an exemplary slave. Your physical attributes alone are might be sufficient, but the selfless devotion I felt from you seals the deal. What say Mistress Taylor?”

“Slut, my first intention was to do mistress Susan a favor so we could lure you here to take your punishment and let it go at that, perhaps even castrate you as you actually deserved. But you have won my heart with the sweet and sincere submission you showed from the outset, sparing no effort, going the extra mile just to please me before we even met in person. When we finish here I will take you home with me and we will begin our life together as mistress and slave. How I look forward to enjoying you to heart’s content every day!”

Tears welled up in my eyes as I flung myself onto my belly and showered kisses on their booted feet, each in her turn.

As I lay there I watched the mistresses walk away. I rose to my knees and saw them approaching a place along the wall where big strapon cocks hung. They each took one and returned to where I knelt waiting. I quailed at the size. The shafts were twelve inches long and two inches in diameter but the glans were flared to half an inch more. Big false balls hung below the cocks and at an angle to the shaft was an oval bulb for vaginal insertion. My virgin hole puckered involuntarily. Mistress Taylor held her cock before my eyes as she spoke, describing the features of the device in detail and as to what was to happen.

“This is what I will take you virginity with slut, and even more importantly any vestige of “manhood” you might have remaining. The size I’m afraid is necessary for the desired result. Don’t be…too afraid. I will grant you adequate lube because I don’t want to split my sweet slut wide open. My entry will be firm but gentle. Significant pain cannot be avoided but you will suffer no permanent harm. And you will take it until you feel the tickle of my golden pubes on your pert little butt. And I promise you slut, the pain will pass and turn to pleasure. I will make you cum with a delight beyond your imagining and afterward you will long every minute to feel my cock inside you again and have that pleasure. That pleasure, however, will be strictly rationed. I find a slave give the best head if he is denied coming for extended periods of time.”

She then turned her attention to the other features of the device.

“These balls contain powerful batteries slut. When I press this button at the base of the shaft the cock begins to wriggle and vibrate.”

She pressed the button and my jaw dropped. Not only did the cock hum but it slithered like a snake. Then she explained the vaginal bulb.

“This bulb is for my pleasure slut. It hums and pulses on my lady parts just so as I fuck you. My own orgasm is as important as the epiphany you will experience at your climax. Now you will install these cocks upon me and mistress Susan as well because we will both be having our way with you!”

She handed me the device and, under her instruction, I slid the bulb into the vagina and fastened the straps. I knelt with the big, flared tip just inches from my mouth as she gave me her next command.

“Now slut, before you take it up your ass you must take it down your throat! Open up!”

I obeyed and she grabbed my hair and pulled me to her, pressing the cock into my mouth and back against my gullet. The size was daunting to say the least and I wondered how I could possibly deepthroat it. She kept up the pressure against my gullet, gentle, yet relentless.

“Relax that throat slut! Let me in! You will have your nose in my bush and no two ways about it. Cup your tongue! It will help you open it up for me!”

I obeyed and felt my gullet starting to give, Suddenly it did, the flare of the glans sliding past the clench. A thrust of her hips drove it deeper and then, inch by inch her firm but gentle thrusting drove it deeper and deeper. When two inches remained between my nose and her pubis one last harder thrust buried it to the hilt and my nostrils were filled with her fragrance as my nose was buried in the golden thicket.

She put a hand to my forehead to push me back until the glans was just inside my lips. Then she pressed forward again with that same gentle but relentless pressure against my gullet. Having learned my lesson I cupped my tongue to open myself and the glans slipped past the clutch of my throat with greater ease. She pulled back full length again and thrust forward once more, the glans plunging through with greater ease. She repeated over and over, patiently teaching me to accept her and finally one thrust of her hips could slide the shaft to the hilt with ease. She held me close against her, petting my head tenderly as she spoke.

“Now for a blowjob slut! Suck me off!”

She pressed the button to make the cock hum and wriggle and drew back and drove forward again, now gullet fucking me with abandon. I worked my head back and forth in answer to the driving of her hips, now determined to bring her to her orgasm like a good, practiced whore. She rammed the cock home one last time, holding me by the ears, shuddering, wailing as he knees buckled from the seismic force of her climax. Mistress Susan was quick to take hold of her shoulders to steady her and I wrapped my arms around her hips to hold her upright.

When her legs firmed she pushed my away, the glans exiting my gullet with a pop that made the mistresses giggle. Then my deflowering was at hand. There was a low table with its top upholstered in black leather a few feet away by the wall. She commanded me to crawl to it and climb onto it. Then she ordered me to assume the slave position, bent over on my knees with arms outstretched, my ass raised high to offer her my virginity.

She climbed up to knee behind me and a felt a warn trickling down the cleft between my cheeks as she dribbled lube down over my asshole. Then there was a poking as she stuck a finger in to lube my orifice in preparation for her entry.

Her nails were long and red polished, filed to sharp points. I felt them digging into my buns and there was a stinging as my skin broke. Then I felt as if a log was pressed against my hole hard, making it hurt. By reflex I tried to pull forward but the grip of her nails held me back. The cock was shoved hard against my hole and, foolishly, I clenched tight in resistance, only worsening the pain of her next thrust that drove the glans past my sphincter. I gave out a sniveling, mewling yelp from the tearing and stretching agony.

Another thrust drove the humming mock organ deeper, the pain no less. Then she went to a slow but steady thrusting as the cock went deeper inch by inch.

“Relax and take it slut! You were stupid to resist. My bad perhaps. I should have warned you.”

Relentlessly she plunged it toward its destination deep within me while I whimpered. At last, as she promised, I did feel that tickle on my tender behind. She reached out to grab my hair and pull me upright and hold me close. Despite all, I loved the feel of her firm breasts against my back as she spoke into my ear.

“There slut! You have it all! Now I’m going to fuck you! Just relax and open yourself to me. There will be pain but it will pass. I promise! Soon there will be pleasure that will bend your mind and you will come in a way you will never forget. And then you will be mine, possessed and enslaved by me, always and forever!”

I sobbed in the midst of my response.

“Please mistress! My goddess! Fuck me! Take me! Make me yours!”

She pushed me back down into the position and pulled the member back. When it neared my sphincter I clenched to hold it inside of me, fearful of the pain I knew was to begin but trusting her promise of pleasure in the end.

Her next thrust drove it in have way and the one after seated it to the hilt. Another withdrawal and driving forward made the length slide into me with greater ease. The cock pulsed and hummed inside of me. She began to fuck me then, a slow rhythm, the shaft plunging full depth with each thrust. There was stretching pain that made me sob and snivel and wonder when it might at last cease and morph to promised pleasure.

I all but gave up hope, but then I felt a hot tingling that made my toes curl. It transitioned to a sharp itching that erased the pain and replaced it with delight. My vocalizations now bespoke my growing pleasure and she rutted harder, faster, propelling me forward to the brink. Then there was a soul searing surge of mad delight beyond my wildest fantasy. I gave out a deep, quavering moan of utter surrender, my poor aching balls knowing heavenly relief as I spurted my hoarded creamy plenty onto the leather below me.

The sound of my surrender seemed to trigger mistress Taylor whose fierce animalistic wail of ecstasy echoed in the chamber. She collapsed over me, pressing me belly down onto the table top as she basked in her afterglow, still fucking me softy in the fog of it as if to affirm her possession of me.

I was wilted, limp and languid in the midst of my epiphany, my sense of utter emasculation somehow welcome and sweet. Indeed was now possessed and enslaved, her chattel to do with what she would and joy filled me at that realization.

I felt her pull out of me and stand aside. I rose to my knees and then looked down to where my cum puddle lay splattered. Without need to be commanded I bent down to lap it up. When I knelt up straight there was the beloved cock that had unmanned me, a bit soiled, a bit bloodied. She needed not to tell me what to do but she did.

“Suck it clean slut!”

I took it in my mouth and full down my throat, then pulled back, running my lips tight along the shaft, repeating several times before letting her inspect it. She pronounced it clean.

I heard a humming sound behind me and felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and there was mistress Susan, the tip of her cock inches from my face. I looked up into her leering eyes.

“My turn slut!”

I knew ell my duty and in a twinkling her cock was down my gullet and my nose pressed into her raven bush. I sucked her oof with my newly acquired skills and then bent over to assume the position.

Her cock slid with ease deep into my no longer virgin orifice. Now I knew to crave the pleasure that awaited me. She took me hard, hurting me again for a while but soon I was rocking back and forth in answer to her rhythm, pleasure blossoming within me. I came again with a deep, sobbing whimper of delight and abject surrender. The sound of it set her off and after a hard two-handed slap on my behind she howled in her own mad delight.

My cum puddle was only a bit smaller than the first. I lapped it up and rose to find her cock waiting. Unbidden I took it in to clean it. When satisfied with my effort she gave her appraisal to mistress Taylor.

“You have a fine new cock whore mistress! I trust you will share him with me from time to time?”

“Not to worry mistress Susan. His ass will be available to any and all so long as they ask my permission! But that last cum puddle was still pretty big. I think he must have a more left in him. Let’s get him up on the horse for a spit roasting and fuck him dry!”

Mistress Taylor grabbed my hair and dragged me toward a leather padded horse a few feet away. Mistress Susan provided kicks to my ass and balls along the way. They grabbed me under the armpits and laid me belly down, clamping my wrists and ankles into irons at the base of the horse’s legs.

Mistress Taylor wasted no time ramming her cock up my ass and mistress Susan stepped in front of me and grabbed my hair to pull my head up. A hard squeeze on my balls from mistress Taylor made me open my mouth to yelp and mistress Susan seized the chance to shove her cock down my throat.

I was fucked hard from both ends until I moaned and gave up another heavy ejaculation. The mistresses came in unison and well and then switched ends, cocks plunging down my throat and up my ass again. It took long to wring the last cum out of me, the last ejaculation being just a couple of clear spurts and then dry spasms. The mistresses fucked on for a minute or two until they satisfied themselves.

They left me tied down to the horse and removed their cocks and hung them back on the wall. Then they crossed the chamber to a sitting area with a wet bar and mini refrigerator and settled into recliners and opened a bottle of wine. I heard them discussing what was to be next for me in low tones I couldn’t quite make out. But their tone seemed so relaxed and contented, though they cackled lewdly at times and I wondered if it had to do with their next plans for me.

I heard them walking back toward me and they released me from the horse. I dismounted and knelt as I knew was expected. I looked up at the two mistresses with mingled fear and adoration, wondering what would be next. Mistress Taylor soon informed me.

“Slut, you have really done the job for us so far. You took the cock so well into both ends and really got us off. And of course there was that tongue. It’s going to take some doing to get us horned up again. But, we have a lot of time left here in the chamber. It has been well said by all mistresses that there is no such thing as too much rimming. Your natural oral endowment is very special. The only thing standing between you and perfection is tongue fatigue. A slave’s tongue must be a tireless instrument of pleasure, capable of maintaining the most pleasing motion indefinitely. If we can get that tongue of yours up to standard and word gets out among the mistresses my swap schedule will be booked for months and I will have a hard time keeping you to myself. We are going back to the horse now and will clamp you into the motivator again. You will rim and be “motivated” until that tongue hangs out of your mouth limp as a wet noodle!”

After I was clamped mistress Taylor mounted up first and my face was between her cheeks and my tongue up her ass in a heartbeat. I resolved to spare no effort to rim to perfection and endure any motivating necessary regardless of the torment to my balls. Fortunately, the ache in them had subsided after I had been fucked and gotten release. I fought the fatigue with determination, pleasing my mistress greatly for long stretches but inevitably my tongue would flag and I would feel the cruel squeeze. With one mighty effort, straining to plumb depths not before reached within my mistress and fighting the fatigue like never before she finally reached the pitch of arousal that drove her to feed me her clit. She bucked and writhed through an exceptional climax and I was rewarded with a heavy gush of the salty juice I had come to crave.

Mistress Susan helped her down from the horse and hopped aboard herself. The loveliness over her ass drew me in as if to a magnet. How I managed to satisfy her before my balls were squashed flat I will never know but in the end she lay draped limp and languid over the horse in the fog of afterglow, sighing softly. I showered tender kisses over every square inch of that firm and shapely ass as she lay there.

But there was more in store for me, hours left to spend in the chamber. Fear took a grip on me when mistress Taylor told me what was next.

“Slut, you must understand that it is your mistress’s privilege to inflict pain on you not just for punishment but simply because she is in the mood. Next we will focus on your male organs that dangle from you so conveniently and are so sensitive and so precious to you. Follow us now to the X shaped cross!”

They turned to walk away and I looked in that direction and saw the heavy wooden cross with restraints attached. I groveled behind them, sweating and trembling, knowing well the torment that might be inflicted by the cruel goddesses who had me at their mercy. Obediently, I crawled to the foot of the cross, turned and raised my arms, offering myself willingly to their no doubt pitiless attentions. I wondered if my organs would survive the ordeal intact.

They pulled me up by the arms and soon had me strapped immobile and utterly vulnerable to the cross. There was a small table off to the side. A finely crafted walnut box with golden latch and hinges sat upon it. Mistress Taylor opened it and withdrew the first of the instruments of genital torment, a testicle vise similar to the one in the motivator. She held it before my eyes as she elaborated upon its use.

“I’ll be walking a fine line with this slut. I must reach the point of maximal agony without going too far and ruining your balls, effectively castrating you. I have much more use for your balls and fortunately for you I am much experienced in the use of this device, though it did cost a few slaves their balls before I learned to use it properly! But hey, they were only slaves and eunuchs do have their uses, gardeners, housekeepers, some mistresses own farms and slave labor does a lot for profit margins.”

The jaws were already spread wide and she pulled my balls between them and began to tighten the thumb screws. First the spikes made contact with my sack and I flinched as they bit in. Tighter and tighter she turned the screws bringing a dreadful aching torment. When I finally screamed in agony and terror she let up and reached into the box for the next instrument of torture.

It was a short fine chain with six silvery alligator clips with vicious looking teeth attached to it. I moaned in my testicle torment as she held the clips up for me to see and explained.

“The underside of your penis is the most sensitive part slut. When I clip one of these on the pain will begin as merely excruciating and double by the second. I will start at the lowest point on your cock and the sensitivity will increase as I work my way upward to the tip. The last clip I will attach to the little tab of skin just below your tip. The frenum it is called. Its sensitivity is many times greater and any other spot on your cock and words cannot describe the agony. It must be experienced by you and it will be!”

She lowered the device beyond my sight to begin her work and I knew the truth of her words upon the fierce and stinging bite of the first clip just above my balls. The pain did indeed double by the second and continue so. And it was just the beginning and added to the torment in my balls. How could I endure? Would I even survive, might I die of the pain of it. Then I looked to my mistress who was reaching toward my cock with the jaws of then next clip wide open, her face in an expression of concentration, seeking just the right spot to maximize the agony. How could she do this to the one who loved her so? But then my better nature took hold of me. This was for the pleasure of my mistress and it was my duty to suffer for that pleasure, and not suffer bravely but be craven and pathetic, giving full voice to my agony and pleading for mercy with no hope of it being granted. I hoped it would be sweet music to her ears and give her delight. Thus would I prove again my love and submission.

Clip by clip she made her way up my tender underside as I writhed and screamed and whimpered and blubbered. Sometimes she looked up at me and the gleam of pure enjoyment in her eyes gave me courage to endure to the end. I counted five clips and knew the sixth was soon to bite my tender frenum.

When it did the pure and escalating agony eclipsed all the other combined torments and I writhed and squirmed so that I nearly tore loose from my bonds. She tightened me down and reached again into the box as my screams echoed in the chamber. Even in the fog of my pain I wondered what could possibly be next.

Sh withdrew a foot long, thin silvery rod with a ball on its end and a small jar of reddish oil. She opened the jar and dipped the ball into the oil the grabbed my cock, aligned the ball with my urethra and shoved it in, sliding it down until it entered my body deep. Searing agony ran through me, the oil obviously laced with burning spices.

Mistress Susan had at first just stood by watching, her eyes alight with sadistic pleasure. Once this final torment was inflicted she went to get two small armchairs and set them down in front of me. The mistresses took seats and spread their legs, fondling themselves as I writhed and howled. Their eyes were fixed upon me, glazed over in merciless lust as the fingered their pussies, propelling themselves to orgasm. But they took their time about it, letting their delight in my suffering build their arousal to its unbearable peak. After some minutes that were eternal to me each came violently and drooped limp in her chair.

Their heads lolled and their arms hung down as they basked in afterglow with me screaming on. Mistress Taylor finally shook her head, rose form her chair and gave me the mercy of slowly removing the cruel devices. I sobbed without inhibition. She kissed me tenderly on the cheek and spoke words of kindness.

“Slut, you were wonderful! I can tell you understood our needs and suffered willingly for our pleasure, doing all you could to make it entertaining and exciting, so abject, pathetic and craven. A mistress just has this need from time to time and a slave must just submit and sacrifice himself, making that sweet music that can take us to those heights of ecstasy. And you were so good in fact that I am duty bound to have you entertain my fellow mistresses. I’m afraid you will be in much demand as the subject of the genital torture.”

She released me from the cross and I fell to my knees as she continued.

“Next we will refine your cunnilingus techniques and after that we have a big surprise for you, three big surprises actually!”

I crawled behind the mistresses, following them back to the thrones on the dais. They mounted the steps and took their seats. I knelt at the foot of the steps awaiting command. Mistress Taylor beckoned me with a crooking of her finger and I climbed the steps on hands and knees. She spread her legs wide and rested her ankles on the chair arms in the posture of offering. Then she gave me instructions.

“Slut, your special tongue can actually provide new and rare enhancement to oral service. A typical slave with an ordinary tongue can give double stimulation to his mistress by slipping his finger into her anus and gently finger fucking her while he licks the clit. This adds a special intensity to the orgasm. But you are capable of triple stimulation. You have already provided double with your nose on the clit and your tongue on the G. To make it all complete you just have to add the finger in the anus. Now first go down to the bottom and give me a nice deep rim job to get me warmed up. When I am ready I will let you know and then I want your finger up my ass, your tongue up my nookie and your nose on my clit. Needless to say I am very much looking forward to the result. Now begin!”

She grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her cunt. I reached out with my tongue, found her anus and ran it into her, swirling in the way I had been taught. How heavenly it was to have my face buried in that lush oozing pussy while I rimmed her with adoring passion. It took some time to get her properly aroused because her orgasm from inflicting the genital agony upon me must have been quite satisfying. But the rimming served its purpose and finally a rolling of her hips let me know I should proceed with the triple stimulation. I moved upward, plunging my tongue into her cavern to find her G while pressing my nose to her pearl. Then I slipped my index finger gently into her lower orifice while I massaged her G with my tongue’s tip and her clit with my nose. My fondest hope was to give her rare and exquisite pleasure.

And the result exceeded that fond hope by order of magnitude. An orgasm of seismic force rocked her. But that was just the first of such. She cried out in a shriek: “Don’t stop!”

I continued the movements that had set her off and she writhed and bucked in maddest ecstasy as orgasm after orgasm surged through her. I abandoned counting them after five, focusing all on making them continue. With one final breathy grunt of brute satisfaction she gushed my mouth full and went limp, her feet flopping to the floor as she passed from consciousness. I just held my position, finger still within her, face engulfed in her lush tissues, filled with worshipful elation from giving her such ecstasy.

Some minutes passed as she savored in her stupor. When it passed she sat up and hugged me tight to her lovely breasts.

“Slut, you never cease to amaze! I’m so tempted to keep this a secret but there is a code of honor among mistresses that all new pleasures must be divulged and shared. And mistress Susan has been watching and I’m sure she wants her turn! Now go to her and give her your all as if she were me!”

I served mistress Susan with equal ardor and she too was transported to another realm. Then I was taught one more trick for orgasmic enhancement that they called the Venus Butterfly. It was quite simple, just a fluttering of the tongue on the clit, soft as a butterfly’s wing with my finger nestled in the rectum. It too induced multiple orgasms that left the mistresses purring in their afterglow. Then I heard the closing of the door at the top of the stairs leading down to the chamber and mistress Taylor clapped her hands.

“Slut! Your three surprises have arrived!”

I looked toward the stairway and saw three men descending it, muscular brutes, studly hunks with long and thick dicks jutting. One was blond haired and blue eyed, the second dark haired and green eyed and the third a black man with shaven head and with the biggest dick of the three.

The three studs went to stand shoulder to shoulder by the table upon which I had been deflowered. Mistress Taylor pointed in that direction and I didn’t need to be told to crawl over there. I was made to kneel before the row of studs as mistress Taylor enlightened me.

“Every mistress gets a hankering for cock from time to time slut. And when that hankering takes her she wants adequate size and a cock to go into her everywhere a cock can go and all at once. The cocks of the vast majority of slaves are unworthy to enter the bodies of their mistresses for lack of proper size. Why should a mistress bother with a cock that can’t fill her and fulfill her?”

She made introduction of the studs.

“Slut, please be introduced to this studly blond hunk Peter, this well hung black beast Johnson and this tall dark handsome brute named Decker. They are here to service mistress Susan and I with important assistance from you.”

I turned to look at her, puzzlement in my expression. She continued to explain.

“Every male even well hung studs like these has a serious flaw in performance. Ejaculation will almost always be premature upon initial entry into the vagina. That orifice is so heavenly for the penis the male cannot help but erupt within a minute or less. This is, of course, cause for great frustration for women at large. The male comes and suddenly “falls out of love” with the woman and is satisfied. To him this means the act is complete and he finds some reason to depart, leaving the woman sullied with his cum and frustrated.”

I kept looking at her, still puzzled, and then came the shocking revelation.

“Your duty slut will be to get that premature ejaculation out of the way for us so we don’t have to be frustrated by it. You will accomplish this by performing fellatio on the studs. You have been well schooled in sucking cock and should have no trouble deepthroating even dicks of this impressive size. You will suck them to ejaculation, let them cum in your mouth and you will swallow!”

I shook my head as a stared at her in shocked revulsion. I knew I had promised to accept this degradation but once confronted with the reality I quailed. She glared at me at first and I feared terrible punishment. But then her expression softened and saddened and she appealed to my better nature.

“Slut, did you not promise to submit to anything to please me?”

I hung my head and replied. “Yes mistress.”

“And yet you refuse to do this one simple thing for the sake of a pleasure of which I am in great need?”

Her next words took on a tone of deepest hurt that pierced my heart and I saw the glisten of tears that filled her eyes.

“Does this mean you do not love me?”

Shame and guilt wilted me as I knelt with head bowed and face red. Indeed I had made just such a promise and, searching my soul, I had to admit I loved her more than life itself. How could I deny her? I crawled to her to bow and kiss her feet, pleading for forgiveness, promising again to submit to any degradation if it be her will. She tugged me up by the hair and gave me a tender kiss on the cheek. Then her tone changed utterly to one of unbridled glee.

“Wonderful slut! Now you will get busy sucking Peter’s peter, Johnson’s johnson and Decker’s pecker!”

She howled in laughter at her own witticism and mistress Susan joined in, doubling over and nearly expiring in her mirth.

I turned to the studs and Peter looked down at me with a leer, pointed to his big jutting cock and snapped his fingers. I made my way to him, pausing with his tip inches from my eyes, seeing the glistening drop of precum there in his anticipation of his blowjob. I fought my revulsion and took him into my mouth.

Then a change came over me as my mind turned again to mistress Taylor and her words. Had I not reveled in any degradation she had chosen to inflict upon me? Should the act she demanded of me be any exception? Resolved to prove my longing to submit I employed my newly acquired skill and took Peter’s peter full down my throat. I heard mistress Taylor’s words of approval and encouragement and was soon sucking like a practiced courtesan.

True to her prediction ejaculation occurred within the minute. Peter gasped and grunted in his pleasure as his cock throbbed in my mouth, pumping out his rich creamy load. I held still and let it fill my mouth until the pumping ceased. Mistress Taylor called out to me.

“Let me see it slut!”

I opened my mouth wide to show her my tongue bathing in the white flood, swirling it around before I swallowed in a great gulp.

I heard another snapping of fingers and looked to Johnson who pointed to his long and curved member with an expression of lustful impatience. Determined now to fulfill my vow with a zeal that would bring joy to the heart of my beloved mistress I had my lips clenched upon the very base of Johnson’s johnson in a twinkling. Then my head went back and forth with my lips and tongue caressing his length, now hungry for the great load he surely held within him ready to spurt in abundance. I had the long organ all the way down when I felt the first pulse of ejaculation as he sighed deeply in anticipation. I heard my mistress again.

“Hold it there slut! Take it right down into your cum hungry belly!”

I closed my lips tight and felt the pulsating between them as the cum was injected down into my esophagus. So copious was the load I could even feel it filling me.

I pulled back and out and looked to Decker who stood waiting with hands on hips. When I had him down my throat mistress called out more detailed instructions as to how I was to take the cumshot. Obedient to her, when I felt the first pulsing I backed away so his tip was a foot from my wide open mouth and held onto his cock, aiming it there. He was a powerful and heavy ejaculator and the mistresses cackled wickedly in their glee as his spurts shot across the gap and into my mouth, filling it so that much ran down over my chin. I closed my mouth to prevent further spillage and swallowed deeply. With my finger I gathered the spillage from my chin and licked it clean.

Then I knelt with head bowed, hoping my performance had been properly pleasing to the mistresses. Mistress Taylor got my attention.

“Slut! What are we supposed to do with those limp wet noodles?”

I looked up at the studs and understood. Indeed the big dicks did hang limp and useless after my blowjobs. I didn’t need to be told what to do. I went to Peter and took him into my mouth, gently and sensuously coaxing him back to full erection. It didn’t take long.

I turned my attention to Johnson, enfolding his dangling organ in my mouth so its tip was against my gullet. I worked my tongue and lips upon it and it grew and went down my throat as it lengthened in full. I made quick work of Decker as well and the studs were randy and ready to service the mistresses.

The mistresses meant to take all three cocks at once, into the vagina, up the ass and down the throat. The did a quick rock-paper-scissors to decide who would be first and mistress Susan won.

Peter laid on the table and held his cock upright so mistress Susan could mount it facing him and impale herself upon it. Johnson hopped up behind her, pressed his cock against her tight hind orifice and drove it in with a thrust of his hips. Decker knelt in front of her, offering his member to her mouth and she took it down to its depth at a gulp. Mistress Taylor enlightened me about what I witnessed.

“It may not make sense to you slut that a dominant mistress might lower herself to suck a man’s cock and be anally violated. But there is one simple rule. Any act is acceptable so long as it is for the pleasure of the mistress and she is in charge. These studs are here to serve us. And I must admit that when I am sufficiently randy I feel hungry for a big creamy load to swallow.”

I watched as the studs lapsed into a rutting frenzy, driving mistress Susan mad with pleasure. She passed into the throes of a multi-orgasmic sequence. What surely would have been wild cries of animalistic delight were muzzled by the big dick down her throat.

The studs came in near unison just as he finished, each grunting in brute satisfaction as they pumped their loads deep into her. The studs pulled out and dismounted. Mistress Susan remained on her knees on the table. Mistress Taylor made my next duty known to me.

“Get your head under her slut and clean her up!”

I was quick to obey, hopping onto the table, lying on my back and slipping my head under mistress Susan’s crotch. I didn’t have to be told to open my mouth. First she squeezed the creamy contents of her pussy into my mouth. Then I saw her anus pucker and flare as she pressed down to expel what her rectum held. I shifted to get my mouth beneath her and a big, brownish white slug poured down into it. The two loads had my mouth filled to its maximum and with one great gulp down it all went.

And of course the studs hung limp again and there was only one thing for me to do. My beloved mistress Taylor was next to be serviced and satisfied and only the hard cocks of the studs could get it done for her. I didn’t want her to suffer the slightest delay. Overcome with feelings of passionate and selfless devotion I soon had the studs randy and ready again.

I watched as mistress Taylor reveled in her enjoyment of the big organs that rammed back and forth into and out of her, joyous that my efforts could provide her with such wild delight. When she was satisfied and pumped full of cum I made haste to get under her after the studs pulled out. I hungered for her golden pussy to expel it’s plenty into my mouth and then as well the load in her rectum.

And I hastened to suck the studs again to get another round of rutting from them. But they were spent and hung limp no matter my whorish sucking. Mistress Taylor came and laid a hand on my head and reassured me my duty had been well done.

“It’s okay slut. Ya done good! Both of us got our fill of cock until the next time we feel the urge.”

She dismissed the studs. The end of our 24 hours was looming, but one final test of my submissive devotion was at hand. Mistress Taylor reminded me that toilet servitude was a condition of my enslavement.

“Slut, you must surely recall your words when I informed you of the necessity of your mouth serving as my toilet. You will serve me in that way soon enough, but mistress Susan has asked to be first with you and I have deferred to her wishes.”

Mistress Susan chimed in.

“Slut, when I received that story and knew of your rank disobedience to my explicit and unequivocal command I swore that one day I would have you on your back with your mouth open and ready to ingest my shit. Mistress Taylor has granted me this courtesy, for which I am grateful. You will now assume what we mistresses call the “ready for use position” and open your mouth!”

Though terrified and repulsed at what was in store for me I was quick to obey. I laid on my back with mouth agape, trembling. Mistress Susan squatted over me and held her brown orifice a foot above my face. My eyes met hers and a smug and contemptuous smile came to her face as she spoke.

“This might well be the most satisfying shit I have ever taken slut!”

I looked to her anus again and saw it puckering and twitching. It flared into something resembling a brown rose, then bulged and distended as the tip of the turd began to emerge. She lowered herself closer, just above my mouth. I felt the warm, soft mass enter.

My mind reeled with conflicting thoughts and feelings. I recalled how the thought of this act had excited me when she first divulged performing it and also how enamored of her I had been and in fact still was. But then there was the immediate reality. It came to be like a split brained experience, my rational left hemisphere finding the turd to be foul and repulsive. But the right side found it at the same time rich and delicious, the ambrosial product of a body I adored beyond all reason. My right seemed to brush aside my left in surrender to her will and indeed make this a most satisfying experience for her in repentance for my grievous offense.

Her anus closed as the end of the turd passed through and I lay with it projecting upward from my mouth. My practice with the bananas proved to be my salvation. I closed my lips upon it and began to swallow it down by the inch. I saw her looking down at me, nodding in approval. I gulped down the last of it and she lowered herself over me again to be licked clean. I was sure to see that she was spotless, then kissed her orifice tenderly and expressed my gratitude.

“Thank you mistress Susan!”

“You’re very welcome slut! And what a wonderful job you made of it. Quite unexpected.”

Then I told her about my practice with the bananas and the mistresses gave out hearty laughter. Mistress Taylor told me to remain in position.

“Watching that got my own movement going slut. Open up and get ready! Here comes your banana, or should I say caviar?”

My right brain had taken full and permanent control. I felt ravenous for more of the rich ambrosia. My eyes riveted upon my mistress’s lovely pinkish brown orifice as I held my mouth open wide. Her anus puckered and then spread open as the turd emerged. As it descended I raised my head to hasten my ingestion of my mistress’s delectable mousse. I took it in and down in a few big gulps and licked my lips, then went to my duty to cleanse my mistress as she offered her soiled orifice to my tongue.

Mistress Taylor rose and stepped aside but soon mistress Susan’s cunt hovered above me.

“Something to wash it down with slut? Open wide!”

I opened at her command and warm, pungent golden piss cascaded from her hairy crevice, the nectar of the goddess to pair with her ambrosia. I guzzled it, desperate to not spill a drop and after I had sucked in what dripped from her pubes and labia I soon found mistress Taylor’s cunt above me. She too graced me with her golden beverage.

Just minutes remained of the allotted time in the chamber, time for the finale, my branding. There was a gas fireplace in the wall not far away. I groveled to it with the mistresses following me, getting a few kicks to my balls along the way. Protruding from it was the handle of the branding iron. I stopped a few feet before the fireplace on hands and knees. Mistress Taylor took the iron from the fire and held it close to my face for me to see. It was a circular iron of about three inches diameter. Within the ring were forged the words in fine, flowing, elegant script: Property of Mistress Taylor.

She ordered me to assume the slave position. When I was on my knees with arms stretched out I felt a searing on my left cheek, brief but with firm pressure and painful enough to make me sob and flinch. The burning sting would linger but how I welcomed it, the mark of her ownership and dominance over me.

She set the iron aside and grabbed my hair to pull me up to kneel, albeit gently. She held my face between her hands and looked into my eyes with deep affection as she spoke.

“There you go slut! You are mine completely now. It is time for me to take you home to begin our life together as mistress and slave. Just one last thing. You must recite your vow. Repeat after me!”

“I Stephen, am the owned slave of mistress Taylor.” I repeated the words as she spoke:

“She commands and I obey. She decides and I abide. Submission without limit is my lot. And why is this so? Because she is my mistress and I am her slave as ordained by our celestial goddess and creator!”

The last sentence came as a surprise and I looked up at her with eyes wide.

“Yes slut. We mistresses hold it to be self-evident that the deity is female and Woman is created in her image. The male she created as a lesser being, a lower life form with one purpose on earth, to serve Woman. Woman’s capacity for limitless orgasmic pleasure is the gift of our goddess to her daughters. It is your lot and your duty to provide that pleasure.”

There was a rear exit from the chamber that led to an underground garage. I followed the mistresses on hands and knees to mistress Taylor’s big black BMW. I crawled into the back seat compartment but remained on my hands and knees on the floor for the ride home to my long awaited destiny. Mistress Susan drove and my mistress joined me in the back seat, draping her legs over my back.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Mistress Taylor’ home was a modest sized bungalow in an old neighborhood with large, wooded lots. Trees and bushes hid the neighbor’s houses from view. The garage door rolled up and the car entered. The door went down and mistress Taylor opened the car door to let me out. I crawled across the concrete to the entrance door. Mistress Susan opened it and a pair of kicks to my behind propelled me through.

I crawled through her well appointed kitchen and into the great room, finding it to be a miniature version of the dungeon chamber we had just left. I rose to my knees and looked around, my mouth agape as I came to see what my future held under this roof. Mistress Taylor chuckled.

“Nice place isn’t it slut? I bought it “fully furnished” from another mistress who was moving to California. We mistresses have what you might call our own multiple listing. Properly equipped and furnished houses change hands often. But now it’s bedtime.”

It had been 24 hours of wakefulness and mad sex. The pills had finally worn off and pleasant exhaustion had set in. The mistresses turned to walk down the hallway where the bedrooms were. I followed on hands and knees into the “mistress bedroom. The bed was custom made and vast, extra wide and double length, perfect for any wild romp a mistress might want with her slave.

The mistresses threw back the covers and had me take my place in the center, then laid down themselves with me sandwiched between them, down low so my head was level with their pussies. I was in heaven.

And, in the exhaustion we slept through the next 24 hours, dead to the world. It was early morning the next day when the mistresses stirred and yawned and stretched, awakening me. Mistress Taylor took a grip on my hair and tugged me toward her, guiding my face between her thighs and into her cunt. She murmured her command.

“Drink slut!”

Her wish was clear enough and I enfolded her apex within my encircling lips. She sighed in relief and the warm and piquant golden flow filled my mouth, so strong, so filled with her powerful essence, so intoxicating. I guzzled with thirst.

When every drop was imbibed I didn’t need to be told what was next. My adoring tongue went to its duty and soon she shuddered and gasped in the throes of her orgasm. Then she rolled her leg over me and pushed me in mistress Susan’s direction. I shifted so I was between her legs and knew her expectation, enfolding her apex as well between my lips and accepting her elixir before bringing her also to orgasm by way of the cunnilingus.

There was a bathroom adjoining the bedroom and mistress Taylor commanded that I go there and begin drawing a bath for them and then go to the kitchen to make coffee and bring it to them. The whirlpool spa was huge and would take long to fill.

When the coffee was ready I placed pot and cups on a small tray table and carried it to the bedroom. The mistresses sipped their coffee and chatted about this and that as I knelt by the bedside awaiting my next duty. Mistress Taylor inquired as to mistress Susan’s “readiness.”

“Yes mistress Taylor, my coffee has “kicked in.” Has yours?”

“Yes it has mistress. Slut! To the bathroom with you!”

I hastened to obey, groveling there, the mistresses following. Then it was “On your back and open wide slut!”

I obeyed again, know full well what was to follow. Each mistress in her turn squatted over me and fed me her mousse. By then the tub was full and I joined them in it, bathing each of them with loving hands, at the last employing a loofah. I dried each mistress off with a huge soft towel and anointed their bodies with moisturizing lotion until their skin was silken soft.

Breakfast was simple, rolls and more coffee. It was time for mistress Susan to take her leave. I knelt by the door waiting to say goodbye. Mistress Susan stepped in front of me. I gazed up into her eyes, adoration in my own as I spoke.

“Thank you mistress Susan for introducing me to the goddess I adore. I hope I have atoned sufficiently for my grievous offense.”

I bent down to kiss her feet. She tugged me up gently by the hair and spoke to me tenderly with her hand under my chin.

“Don’t think you have seen the last of me slut. I will be back from time to time to enjoy some more of that tongue, mistress Taylor willing. I’ll bring my husband “pig” along and there will be some wild times. Now you be a good and loving slave for mistress Taylor and worship her as she deserves!”

The mistresses hugged warmly and mistress Susan took her leave.

Mistress Taylor led me to the living room and took a seat in her recliner as I knelt at her feet.

“Slut today begins our life together. I am so excited! What do you have to say?”

I gazed upon her in her resplendent nudity, overcome with desire and adoration. She seemed to glow like some ethereal and celestial being. I spoke the first words that came to mind.

“Mistress, may I please address you as goddess?’ You seem so high above me, beyond the mere human plane!”

She leaned toward me, took my face between her hands and kissed my lips.

“How can I refuse slut? Yes, I am your goddess am I not and “goddess” I will be when you address me!”

I bowed low to kiss her feet. Then she began to inform of her expectation in our new life.

“I have taken a week of vacation slut so I can acquaint you with how it will be around here day to day. You will, of course, do all the household chores and the cooking. I will not lift so much as a finger. I expect the house to be spotless everywhere and at all times and my meals to be prepared to perfection by precisely following the recipes I will give you every morning.”

“Yes goddess, I will spare no effort!”

“Indeed you will not slut. Now, we still have an issue. Your rimming is quite pleasing thanks to your unique endowment but your tongue endurance is not yet up to standard. I can’t be sharing you with my fellow mistresses until you have achieved perfection in that regard. So, every morning after breakfast and before you begin your chores I will settle myself on the rimming horse and clamp you into the motivator. I will find a two hour or so femdom movie to watch and you will get that tongue up my ass and get busy. I will motivate you as necessary. Let’s get started!”

Her horse was set before a 72” TV on the opposite wall. I groveled behind her and willingly offered my balls to be clamped into the motivator, wanting nothing more than to achieve the perfection she demand and willing to suffer in pursuit of that goal. She mounted the horse, offering her exquisite behind to my tongue.

I was between her cheeks and deep inside her in a heartbeat, working my tongue in the manner I knew she found most pleasing, making a supreme effort though knowing well my tongue would tire before long and I would feel the cruel squeeze of the motivator. My tongue work slowed every so slightly as fatigue set in and the motivator clamped hard, spurring me to the effort that gained me relief for the time being.

Over and over the cycle was repeated as the two hours passed. The movie ended and, to my relief, show rolled her hips, rubbing her cunt over my face, her signal to get her off. I found that I could reach up and slip my thumb into her anus so I thumb fucker her while I sucked her and was rewarded by that salty gush to which I had become addicted. She dismounted and released my poor sore balls.

“Slut, you are making progress! I think a week of this will do the trick. Now let’s get you properly adorned.”

I crawled behind her back to her recliner and knelt before her. There was a drawer in the end table next to the chair. She opened it and took out the chastity cage, a wooden “humbler” clamp, the collar, the big pink butt plug and the weighted nipple clamps I would wear day to day. First came the collar, then the clamps, then the cage. Knowing what was expected I turned around and bent over so she could shove the plug up my ass. Then she installed the humbler, holding the foot-long wooden jaws across the backs of my thighs with one hand while pulling my balls between the jaws with the other. She held her grip on my balls with the one hand and tightened the thumbscrews with the other, clamping my balls tight shiny and purple, and utterly vulnerable to any cruelty she might choose to inflict upon them.

Then she wanted me to entertain her with a twirl. She took a small video camera from the drawer and laid it on the floor in the middle of the room. It was rigged wirelessly to the big screen TV so my performance could be seen life sized.

She gave the nipple clamps and extra tightening and I stood bent at the waist over the camera with my hands behind my back and began the twirl, first clockwise and then according to her commands. She clapped her hands in her glee at seeing the performance in such large scale and clarity telling me how she was sure her girlfriends would be much entertained by my twirling when they came to my “social debut” which would be held when she deemed me fully trained and ready. After half an hour she called a halt.

Then it was chore time. The needed items were in the broom closet in the hallway. I took out the vacuum cleaner, feather duster and the other implements. First it was dusting and vacuuming all through the house. But the remainder of the chores, dusting with a whisk broom under the furniture, floor scrubbing, toilet cleaning etc. were to be done on my hands and knees with the nipple weights dangling and swinging painfully.

She followed me around with cane in hand, supervising every detail. Any missed spots or failure to follow instructions to the letter earned me a harsh whack of the cane across my ass or a stern stroke to the balls.

The chores were only half done by lunch time and I was dispatched to the kitchen to prepare it for her. It was to consist of a huge sandwich on oversized slices of bread with large portions of ham and cheese, lettuce, tomato, and mayo, a liter mug of pale ale to wash it down.

It seemed far more than she could possibly eat but it proved to be my lunch as well that she shared with me by tearing off tidbits and tossing them to me to catch like a dog. And my “beer” at the end was a deep drink from her, one for which I was thirsty as always.

The afternoon was spent scrubbing the tile floors of the kitchen, laundry room, foyer and the two large bathrooms on hands and knees and also polishing the hardwood floors throughout the house. I took more than my share of whacks to my balls when I missed spots.

Then it was time for the evening meal and I was to prepare a shrimp risotto. The recipe was complicated and required exact measuring and processing. And it had to be prepared to her exacting standards, proper flavor and texture. There would be harsh punishment for any failings. She said her job was stressful and a properly prepared dinner helped to ease that stress after a hard day.

I followed the recipe meticulously while she waited at the dining room table sipping a wine that would pair well with the entre. I finished preparation and brought her the plate, again a huge portion. I placed it before her and backed away to kneel beside her trembling as she took the first bite, wondering what punishment might be in store. I was soon to learn.

“Overall not bad for your first meal slut. But I would have preferred a touch less garlic powder. Was the teaspoon you put in heaping or level as the recipe called for? I bowed my head and confessed.

“I think it was heaping goddess. I am so sorry”

“And sorry you will be slut! But your failure is small and the dish is still quite edible and satisfying. One good whack to the balls should drive the lesson home. Now stand up, bend over, grab your ankles and show me those balls!”

I obeyed, trembling more than before. Her cane lay on the table. I heard a whoosh behind me and it struck my balls hard and merciless. I fell forward onto the floor and curled into a fetal position, moaning until the pain subsided. Then I rose to my knees again.

She set the cane down and continued eating until less than half of the dish remained. She set it on the floor and said that was my dinner. I bent to eat like a dog, coming to the realization that I was to be fed on her table scraps and leavings along with her rich pudding and piquant beverage, the products of her goddess body.

She relaxed in her recliner, sipping more wine, while I cleaned up the kitchen and washed the dishes by hand. When finished I went to kneel at her feet awaiting her next command. It was to be my introduction to being her steed. She pointed down the hallway where the bedroom were and commanded me.

“In the closet you will find my riding crop, boots and spurs, a saddle, a bridle and a horse tail butt plug. Fetch them here and I will saddle you up for a ride around the house!”

I hastened to obey, bringing the items back to her and going to hands and knees without having to be told so she could saddle and bridle me, a bit between my teeth. Then she made me put on her boots and fasten on her spurs. The rowels were large with gleaming sharp teeth. She pulled the plug out of my ass and replaced it with the one with the palomino horse tail. She stood back to take in the sight of her new mount.

“Slut, what a fine looking pony you are. Now I will put you through your paces!”

She mounted me and slipped her feet into the stirrups. With a whack of the crop on my ass and a jab of the spurs she set me off at a brisk pace, circling the living room several times, before heading down the hallway. From room to room she rode me hard. It became exhausting and when my pace slowed the crop cracked and the spurs gouged to urge me on. I began to sweat and felt the sting of the salt on the spur wounds. My nipple weights dangled and swung painfully. Many crop strokes struck my humbled balls.

There was a mirrored alcove in her bedroom she used when trying on kinky outfits and day to day clothes for work. She had me pause within there and I could get front and side views. I thrilled in adoration at the sight of my regal and resplendent goddess in her glory, head held high, shoulders back, full breasts jutting, upon her trusty steed, his golden tail held high.

Every so often she would make me rear up with my “forelegs” and even more exhausting make me hoist her up with just my legs bearing her weight as I duck walked around. Though it was humiliating and painful I found a strange pleasure in it, my feeling of her utter dominance and command over me. If it pleased my goddess it was my joy to submit. I spared no effort to be the best steed I could be, straining to keep up her demanding pace.

She rode me back to the recliner and dismounted, removing the bit from my mouth. She flung herself down in the chair in the posture of offering. It was clear the ride had much aroused her and my face was in her cunt, my tongue busy in a twinkling, finding my desire and adoration inflamed by the pubic sweat and leather taste of her.

She was at hair trigger and just a minute or so of my tongue wriggling on her G and my nose on her clit set her off, shuddering convulsing, crying out, then going limp. I pillowed my head on her sated mount and she tousled my hair tenderly as she spoke.

“A good ride always get me going slut and you show great promise of being an exceptional steed. We mistresses have an equestrian Olympics once a year and I am going to enter you. Our event will be the dressage, with intricate maneuvers at a brisk trot that demonstrates the mistress’s total command of her steed, the seemingly telepathic communication between mistress and mount. Needless to say hard and rigorous training awaits you. Now some more of that tongue if you please! Start at the bottom!”

I was down there with my tongue deep in her rectum at the snap of her fingers. It became a prolonged oral servicing to multiple orgasmic sequences employing every trick I had been taught.

By the time it was finished it was bedtime. She removed the saddle and pulled the tail out of my ass, replacing it with the big pink plug. I removed her boots and spurs and she sent me off to the closet where the gear was stored. And when I returned she mounted my back stark naked to ride me to the bedroom. Her orgasmic satiation had her limp and languid. Her head lolled drunkenly and her feet trailed on the floor. Soon I found myself under the covers, down low between her legs, head pillowed on her pussy. I wrapped my arms around her left thigh and lay there waiting and listening. Only when I heard the soft and regular breathing of my satisfied goddess was I able to sleep myself.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The week that followed was rigorous yet heavenly as I was trained to serve my goddess to perfection in every way. It took the full week to get my rimming up to standard, the final milestone achieved on the last day when she settled onto the horse to watch a three hour long movie and my tongue kept her in sweet euphoria the whole time without need of “motivation” even once. Equestrian training proceeded apace and would be a daily thing ongoing. I got just three whacks to the balls for dinners that fell short of expectation and by week’s end I had acquired the culinary expertise she demanded.

Pleased with my progress she sent out texts to her close circle of mistress friends, inviting them to my social debut a month hence. I was to be denied orgasm until then because it was well know that slaves provided better head the longer they were denied and her friends would be the beneficiaries of my exception tongue and passionate attentions. And she also wanted me to produce an impressive quantity of ejaculate when she granted me release by way of her cock with her friends watching. I was to be strapped to the X shaped cross and put to the cock and ball torture for their sadistic amusement. The evening’s finally was to be a spit roast gang bang.

Monday came, time for goddess to go back to work. She had a career, a highly paid though stressful job, responsible for making decisions about the purchasing of fashionable clothing for the retailer who had her under contract. The right decisions as to what attire would sell would yield high profits and wrong ones would result in gluts of inventory and losses due to heavy markdowns. Goddess excelled at her job and her instincts were nearly infallible.

That morning I helped her dress and kissed her feet as she made ready to leave. Then I began my chores, taking meticulous care, partly out of fear of punishment but mostly I had vowed to myself that the home of my goddess would be a refuge of comfort and pleasure when she was within its walls. In that spirit when the day grew late I prepared her repast with scrupulous attention to every detail.

Her job was nine to five and at five minutes to the hour, per her command, I was on my knees before her recliner holding a large, tall glass of red wine. The fragrance of the meal I had prepared filled the air. She came through the door, took the glass from me and guzzled it down. I helped her undress and when naked she flopped into the recliner with a deep sigh, assuming the offering position.

My tongue was at her service with immediacy and I sensed her stress and tension from her long hard day of work. My poor goddess! I knew right then how deep was her need for a slave who would give her limitless worship and ease that stress with his passionate attentions.

Her first orgasm rocked her in half a minute and she offered her anus to my lips so I could go in deep and wriggle and slither until she was prepared for the next one. It took my entire repertoire of oral pleasuring for her to finally go limp in sweet relaxation. I rested my head on her mount awaiting her emergence from afterglow. As she roused from the sweet stupor she petted my head tenderly and her words thrilled my heart.

“Slut, that really hit the spot! I needed that so bad and you got it done for me! It’s like this every day after work. I’m going to need that tongue to be at its best when I come home. Now where’s my dinner? I am famished!”

I hastened to the kitchen and laid her meal out on a small tray table to be set on her lap. I opened another bottle of wine and hurried back to her. She extended the footrest of the recliner and told me to lick her feet while she dined.

I licked her soles every square in, loving the salty, leathery taste of her foot sweat. When finished there I took a foot in each hand to massage it while I went to suck the toes of each foot in its turn, running my tongue between them. Her taste was even more delectable there. I sensed her deep need for this as well, my loving attentions to her poor tired feet after a long day in those stiletto pumps. When she finished her meal and sighed in sweet contentment the words poured out of me. I repeated to her the words I had said to myself.

“Thank you goddess!”

“For what slut?”

“For making me your slave when I am so unworthy of you goddess! For giving me the honor of serving you, relieving your stress after a hard day of work. Just today I have come to know the depth of your needs and I vow to fulfill them infallibly. I will make your home a refuge of comfort and pleasure where all but those will be forgotten!”

“Good to hear slut! And it’s exactly what I expect. Now go clean up the kitchen and then it’s time for inspection.”

I had the kitchen spotless within fifteen minutes and then she toured the house with cane in hand, checking for any speck of dirt or dust I might have missed while I groveled behind her. She found one little smear in the remotest corner of the laundry room and this earned me one hard whack to the balls. But all else was perfect.

Then it was time for rimming and a movie, followed by an hour of dressage training. I had come to welcome the sting of her spurs and the slap of her crop upon my ass and balls as she urged me to keep up the pace. I loved the feeling of her total dominance over me and I strove to make my submission and obedience immediate and complete.

As always, the feel of her compliant mount under her pussy much aroused her and there was that prolonged oral pleasuring just before bedtime.

In the mornings, after imbibing her nectar and bringing her to her waking orgasms I would go to the second bathroom and see to my own personal hygiene before drawing her bath and going to prepare breakfast while the tub filled. I would hungrily await my serving of her mousse and then the scraps and leavings of her breakfast. Then it was off to work for another long and stress filled day.

At the end of one of those days, a Friday it was, when I went down to serve her I sensed not just the usual stress but also underlying anger. I stopped my serving and made bold to ask what might be the cause.

“Goddess! What’s wrong? You are always stressed at the end of the day but now you seem angry too? What happened? Was someone unkind to you? Did someone disrespect you?”

“Yes slut! My pig-male of a CEO dissed me because the new line of product I brought in “only” increased sales by 70 percent.”

“Goddess! I know you must spend every workday surrounded by idiots who don’t deserve you or appreciate your brilliance. Might you feel better if you gave me a sound whipping? You could visualize me as that pig of a CEO as I hang there howling in my torment. How dare that swine disrespect you so? Please goddess! Hang me up and go to work on me! Don’t stop until you get it out of your system!”

“Excellent idea slut and how sweet of you to offer. You really care! Now get yourself under the hoist and get ready for a flogging you will never forget!”

Soon I hung helpless upside down. She selected a pair of her favorite snake whips. When the first lashes seared my I sensed a fury from her and I knew that in her eyes it was that pig that hung there with his fat body and tender hide being zebra stiped with lurid welts as he blubbered in pathetic agony. I wore the humbler and my balls were the targets of many a stroke. I did my best to be as craven and pathetic in my suffering as I could, wanting to give her maximal satisfaction and vengeance. When I broke down and bawled like a baby she finally let the whips drop, lowered me and released me.

Then she grabbed my hair in a painful grip and dragged me to the recliner, still raging but now randy in that rage. She took her seat and shoved my face into her oozing crotch. Her golden bush was drenched in fragrant sweat from her exertions with the whips. My tongue went to her service and her first orgasm was savage in its intensity.

I made haste to go down to abase myself by plunging my tongue deep as I could into her rectum, knowing the oral pleasuring routine now to perfection. It took three more sequences of feral ferocity for her to reach the point of melting. She drifted in the haze of afterglow while I spread tender kisses all over between her thighs. Oh! My poor dear goddess! I vowed to be there for her in limitless self-sacrifice no matter how great the agony I had to endure to meet her need. Her kind words when she emerged from the fog sent my adoration to depths I had not dreamed possible

“Ah my dear slut! You never cease to exceed expectations! Now I can relax and enjoy the weekend. And one day I swear I will have that pig himself hung up by the heels and screaming under the lash! I’ll rent the dungeon and invite all of my friends and we’ll give him the full treatment, the cock and ball torture, the prods, the canes and then a nice gang bang. And he will learn to eat our shit and like it! After that it will be off with his balls and then off to a farm to become a eunuch beast of burden! But now slut, where’s my dinner?”

CHAPTER NINE

Saturday it was like her vacation days earlier, chores, rimming for maintenance of skills and endurance and dressage training. But in the late afternoon she ordered me to prepare two rare porterhouse steaks for dinner, saying she had a surprise for me.

The doorbell rang and I goddess pointed to the floor to command that I crawl there to answer. Standing in the doorway when I opened it was a hefty and voluptuous black woman with long cornrowed hair. She wore a tight black spandex dress that hugged her sumptuous curves and black stiletto pumps. Somehow I knew the expectation and I bowed low and kissed her feet before kneeling aside and allowing her to enter.

Goddess was naked as a jaybird when she greeted the visitor with a warm hug. Then she told her to get comfortable and the sublime ebony creature shed her dress with a single motion, revealing her exquisite chocolate nudity, plus sized perfection. She kicked off her shoes and goddess invited her to the great room to sit down in the second recliner and relax. She ordered me to fetch wine for both of them and then kneel as she made introduction.

“Slut, meet Liza, a new but very dear friend I met at work. We became close rather quickly and I divulged the details of our lifestyle to her. She is eager to be introduced to the pleasures of slave ownership. This poor, dear woman has reached the age of 25 without every having her pussy licked properly. You will take care of that now for her please! And you will worship her as you would me!”

Liza spread her legs to offer her big cunt to my tongue. I went to her and leaned in slowly and close, taking in the sight of it, her dense nappy bush, riven by the ragged gash of her coal black labia, the wide parting of her thighs exposing the hot pink tissue deep within. Her animal perfume flooded my nostrils, dizzying me as I drew close. Then, impatient, she put a hand behind my head and pulled my face into her crotch.

Half of my face was buried in the lushness of her lady parts as I nuzzled into that deep crevice, cupping my tongue to lap up the poon that oozed in abundance. The taste of her was rich and savory, uniquely hers, as I was to discover was true of all the mistresses it would be my lot to pleasure.

I didn’t need my goddess’s admonishment to serve her with passion as I became besotted. She gasped in surprise and delight when my tongue probed her cavern and found the mound. In the midst of my serving her I took time to think of the best way to introduce her to the ecstasy of the cunnilingus. I chose to go right to the triple delight, first going down low to probe her hind hole and warm her up, then going back up to probe in the cavern, slipping my finger in down low and rubbing my nose on her black olive.

She came hard, then came again and kept on coming, gushing heavily. Those silken soft chocolate thighs clamped my head in their inextricable grip. I felt the hard muscle hidden beneath her feminine softness. And breath was hard to come by with her lush tissues engulfing my face as she writhed in her animal delight. The darkness fell as my breath gave out.

A piercing scent filled my nostrils and I snapped awake. Goddess leaned over me hold a small jar of smelling salts. I rose to my knees and looked up to see Liza smiling at me, her big dark eyes beaming as she softly stroked her sated snatch. My goddess sought her appraisal.

“What say Liza? Did he meet expectations? We have whips and whatnot to motivate him if he fell short. I expect my guests to be properly entertained.”

“Mistress Taylor they always say fantasy never lives up to reality. That’s probably true most of the time but here we have an exception. My fantasies of this I thought were wild and over the top but they were just topped. Nothing I ever imagined in my wildest could even come close!”

“Thank you Liza. Slut does give exceptional head. Would you like some more?”

“I’m good for now. I would like a bit more wine. And then would you mind if I face sat him? That’s what I have fantasized the most about.”

“Be my guest Liza whenever you are ready! I have a well-padded queening bench I’m sure you will find quite comfortable.”

They spent an hour or so sipping wine amid random conversation about matters banal and profound, the latter pertaining to the relationship between the genders, the supremacy of the female and the status of the male as a lesser being whose place on earth was to serve woman. Liza was eager to adopt that belief system, especially her birthright of limitless orgasmic pleasure by way of the enslavement of the male. From there the conversation turned luridly sexual while Liza eyed me with a gleam in her eyes as she fondled herself between the thighs. Goddess knew the time had come.

“Liza! I can see you are randy and ready. Let’s strap him to the bench so you can have a nice ride on his face!”

They rose from the chairs and walked toward the padded bench along the wall. It had wide straps with buckles. I didn’t need to be told what to do. I laid myself down on my back. Goddess explained things to Liza as she fastened the straps across my ankles, knees, thighs, waist and chest rendering me utterly immobile.

“It’s best to have him utterly helpless, at your mercy and under your control. Then just settle down on him and don’t let him breathe until he makes you come. And you can help me out a bit. Slut’s training is an ongoing process and he does need to learn to hold his breath for extended periods while serving a larger lady like yourself. Most larger ladies with whom I am acquainted do prefer this mode of pleasuring.”

“Yes mistress Taylor. I’m much looking forward to plopping down on his face. But I’m afraid all that wine is having its effect and I need to tinkle. My I use your bathroom?”

“No need Liza. Slut’s mouth is available!”

Liza’s eyes widened.

“He will do that?’

“Slut will do anything Liza! Just get on top of him and let go! And you should know that a slave’s ingestion of our female fluids, poon, salty cum and also piss deepen his submission. Slut! Open your mouth!”

Liza straddled the bench with her cunt just above my wide open mouth and let the golden torrent pour down. She was amazed and delighted that I didn’t spill a drop. After I slurped the dribbles and leavings from her pubes and labia she brought her chocolate mass down onto my face to be pleasured. She ground her hips to make sure my face was engulfed deep in her big pussy and I went to work with my tongue, letting her impale herself on it as I probed deep in her cavern to find her G and rubbed my nose upon her turgid berry.

And I was indeed deprived of any hope of breathing as her lush sucking tissues sealed off all air. I made haste to satisfy her as my lungs began to burn. My breath began to fail while I squirmed helpless beneath her, shaking my head back and forth to grind on her clit while using my tongue’s tip hard on her G. The darkness had nearly descended when she bucked and writhed, giving me chance for a fleeting breath as she poured out a heavy gush that nearly drowned me. But I swallowed it down as always.

But as she relaxed in her satisfaction her bulk bore down heavier than ever and I squirmed again beneath her, helpless. I passed into obliviousness wondering if I would ever awaken. Then there was the piercing odor of the smelling salts goddess held under my nose. I saw Liza standing aside and leering down at me. Then goddess encouraged her to sit me face looking toward my feet so she could anally impale herself on my tongue. Soon I was pinned again beneath her fleshy mass.

With all the strength I could muster in my tongue I wriggled and slithered deep inside of her. She would clench her cheeks together on my nose and smother me near to oblivion but would then relax and I would snatch a breath. How long I lay there I could not tell. I only knew she was much enjoying herself and taking her sweet time. But, as always, my tongue work brought her to a peak of arousal that demanded release and she shifted to feed me her clit. Just a few seconds of grinding my tongue upon it sufficed to set her off and my reward was another gush of the elixir I craved.

Again she pressed down upon me remorseless as she savored in afterglow. The darkness fell again and the salts revived me.

They released me from the straps and I rolled off the bench onto the floor, exhausted. I managed to rise to my knees and I looked up and saw goddess holding her big strapon cock in her hand as she explained its use to Liza. My balls were aching severely from long denial of release and I felt hope that I might be granted that release this very evening. But that hope was dashed by goddess’s words.

“I used this cock to consummate our mistress-slave relationship Liza. With it I took his virginity and purged him of any lingering traces of his “manhood” delusion. I made him come with a pleasure that addicted him to the cock and emasculated him as surely as if I had cut off his balls.”

Liza stood staring at the cock with eyes wide and nodding as she took it all in. Goddess continued.

“I would love to let you fuck him this evening Liza but he is being denied orgasm until his social debut. I will invite my mistress friends over, including you.”

Liza cut in.

“Thank you so much mistress Taylor!”

“Don’t mention it dear. You have the makings of a fine mistress and will be warmly welcomed into my circle of friends. I will fuck him and give him his release as the first order of business at his debut. His little weewee is substandard in size but he is a heavy ejaculator so I expect him to produce an impressive load of cum for the amusement of my friends. There will be other entertainments which I will let be a surprise. But I can let you know that you will participate in the gang bang that will be the evening’s finale.”

“Mistress Taylor I don’t have words for my gratitude!”

“Not to worry dear. And now for what I was getting to. Just as he can take this up his ass every inch he can take it down the throat as well. Let’s strap it on you and he’ll give you a blowjob you will never forget!”

“Seriously mistress Taylor? He can take that down the throat?”

“You have no idea dear! Slut, please install the cock upon mistress Liza!”

She handed me the cock and soon it was strapped on and humming. Liza just stood there for a minute or two while it pulsed within her, leering at me. It made her randy and mean and she twisted with her hips, slapping me back and forth across the face with it several times before grabbing my hair and forcing the glans against my lips. I opened my mouth and she gasped in amazed delight as the big shaft slid down my throat with the ease born of long practice and my nose was buried in her nappy thicket.

I played my role as the perfect suck slut, placing my hands of her hips as she took a painful two handed grip on my hair and worked my head back and forth, ramming the cock down my throat over and over and faster and faster. The humming, pulsing mock organ had it’s effect as she drove the cock in all the way one last time and shrieked as her knees buckled from the orgasm that rocked her to the depths. I wrapped my arms around her hips with the shaft still down all the way as she arched her back, her arms hanging limp behind her. When she firmed she put a hand to my forehead and shoved me away, the glans exiting my gullet with a pop that made both mistresses giggle. Liza hugged goddess in her gratitude.

Then the mistresses settled back into the recliners and extended the footrests, offering their feet for me to lick as they chatted and had more wine. And while I licked goddess offered to help Liza in her search for her own slave and invited her to visit every Saturday to become further acquainted with the pleasures that awaited her as a full-fledged mistress.

It was late and Liza was too tipsy to drive home so I soon found myself under the covers and sandwiched between the two mistresses. In the morning I imbibed their piquant nectar and brought each to her satisfaction with my tongue.

As always I went to the bathroom to fill the spa and then to the kitchen to prepare their omelets. Then it was back to the bathroom to lie on my back with mouth open as each fed me her rich mousse.

After breakfast goddess and Liza sat for a while. Goddess enlightened her as to what to look for in a slave, using me as her example.

“Slut is what we call an “innate submissive” Liza. I have never had to force him to submit to even the most extreme degradations. He has even invented ways to degrade and humiliate himself on his own initiative. Such males make the best slaves but they are a bit hard to come by. There are many “pretender” males who seek mistresses thinking it’s all just for kinky fun and not understanding the depths of submission required to be a true slave. You will no doubt seduce some of these pretenders and find them wanting. In that case we administer a sound whipping that leaves them zebra striped with welts and put their male organs to torture until black and blue. Then we drug them senseless and dump them out on the street naked during the night. They wake up in the gutter humiliated in public.”

Goddess invited Liza to come back next Saturday morning and she took her leave.

CHAPTER TEN

The days and weeks leading up to my debut fell into a routine. On weekdays goddess went to work and I attended to my household duties and prepared her dinners. How I missed her every minute she was gone! When she came home I was beside myself with adoring passion and used my tongue with ardor to ease her stress.

The weekends were naked bliss with Liza joining us. I spent hours strapped to the bench beneath Liza’s lush and exquisite nappy cunt with her chocolate bulk bearing down on my face practicing my breath holding to prepare me to serve the pleasure of large ladies with whom goddess might share me. Goddess herself would take a seat as well for her own enjoyment.

Much time was also devoted to Liza’s slave search. She posted her profile as a mistress on several websites and trolled for prospective slaves. Not surprisingly, she was deluged with suitors and could take her pick of the prospects. Then began to process of winnowing out.

She selected six of them to be subjected to the interview questions. The first proved to be the most obvious pretender when he quailed at the mere prospect of eating her unwashed pussy and licking her soiled anus. He had the gall to insist that she bathe before he would perform these selfless oral acts. His rejection was swift.

The next prospect turned pale at the thought of being branded and was rejected. The third bowed out when he could not handle being capriciously whipped and tortured without resort to a safe word. The fourth got as far as being the cuckold, sucking the cocks of the studs and swallowing their cum. He clicked out of the conference when this was proposed.

The fifth and sixth aspirants agreed to everything and paid their money to reserve the dungeon. They were ordered to acquire the collar, the nipple clamps, the cage, the ball stretcher and butt plugs. And they were commanded to practice the slave position, swing the heavy weight from their balls and fuck themselves on the small butt plug while they awaited their meeting with mistress Liza in the dungeon a month or so hence.

The evening of my debut came. Goddess made me place a throne chair by the front door and kneel there awaiting the arrival of her mistress friends. I wore all of my adornments, collar, weighted nipple clamps, chastity cage, humbler and bright pink butt plug. When the doorbell rang I was to open the door and first kiss the feet of the mistress. Then I would welcome her by way of oral pleasuring as she sat in the throne.

I found the duty heavenly. The first mistress to arrive was Fiona, red-haired and statuesque with a luscious auburn pussy. I served her with passion and finely honed skills and she proceeded to the great room on wobbly legs.

Next came mistress Indira, a dusky goddess of Indian extraction with exquisite raven haired cunt. She too was rubbery in the knees after my service.

One by one the mistresses arrived, all in kinky getups that exposed their cunts. Each presented to me the unique beauty between her thighs as I was intoxicated by the scent and taste of each and the powerful essence of their secretions, the poon and the salty gush.

I never rushed their pleasuring, doing whatever was necessary for them to achieve complete satisfaction. There was a long bench across the foyer and mistresses sat waiting patiently while I serviced their sisters. There were a dozen of them in all shapes sizes races and ages.

I knelt before the throne, my eyes focused forward upon each pussy presented. A lean and muscular mistress took the throne and I bent forward to taste her, finding a familiarity. I looked up into the eyes of mistress Susan. She smiled and petted my head.

“You didn’t think I would miss your debut did you slut? Now let’s have some of that tongue! Other mistresses are waiting!”

I knew just how to please her and did so with passion.

Liza was last to arrive and when I finished her she mounted my back and I bore her bulk to the greatroom where the mistresses had gathered. The great room was furnished with a huge U shaped section sofa that seated all of the mistresses. I knelt beside my goddess who made my introduction, standing before the sofa, her hand resting tenderly on my head.

“Welcome ladies! Here beside me is my newly acquired slave who I have named “slut.” His breaking and training and the month we have spent together in preparation for his debut have been a joy and a delight. And I trust the head he gave you upon your arrival was exceptional. His tongue is a rare natural endowment.”

All the mistresses gave their affirmation. Goddess continued.

“Slut is my finest slave to date. He has shown utterly selfless and limitless submission. And best of all he invents creative ways to humiliate and degrade himself for my amusement and pleasure on his own initiative. To get things started this evening he will now entertain you with what we just call a “twirl.” I trust you will find it as entertaining as I do!”

The camera was on the floor in front of the big TV that was high on the wall. I crawled to it and stood bent over, nipple weights hanging down. The minute I began the twirling, the weights swinging clockwise in wide circles the mistresses whooped and cheered and burst out laughing. I went through my repertoire, clockwise, counterclockwise, bidirectional inside and outside as the mistresses gave voice to their amusement.

On impulse I invented a new move on the fly, swinging the weights straight ahead in wider and wider arcs until they flipped over my shoulders and remained there until I shrugged them of, making them drop and yank painfully on my already sore nipples. I heard goddess call out.

“That’s a new move he just invented! See what I mean? He always amazes and exceeds expectations! Now watch! Get ready for something special! Liza! Please turn out the lights!”

I’d had another inspiration, born of my wanting to make my debut especially entertaining for the mistresses and to make my goddess proud. I had painted the nipple weights with a clear coating that would make them glow in the dark when ultraviolet light was shined upon them for an hour or so. When Liza cut the lights the room went pitch dark.

Then I twirled like never before and only the wildly spinning weights could be seen on the screen. The mistresses went wild.

Goddess wasted no time moving on to the next entertainment. The X shaped cross stood by the wall. It was mounted on locking casters. Goddess made me wheel it out in front of the mistresses and lock the casters. I knew what was to follow and sweat broke out on me in anticipation of the torture that awaited me. But I stood up and let goddess remove the chastity cage and humbler. Then I backed up to the cross and let her strap me to it. My organs hung helpless at her mercy.

I knew my duty was to make my agony entertaining to the mistresses. Goddess got out the genital torture kit and withdrew the first instrument, the cruel ball vise. I had no need to fake my pathetic and craven pleas to be spared the torment. They were genuine and I saw the gleam of lustful cruelty in the eyes of every mistress as fingers went to pussies.

The cruel jaws of the vise crushed my balls to the very edge of castrating me as I howled and writhed in torment. Goddess stood back, taking her sweet time, before taking out the chain of alligator clips. Even in the midst of my present agony I sobbed and begged to be spared that next torment. But goddess showed no mercy, methodically clipping on each toothy device starting at the base of my cock and making her way toward my tip. She paused for a moment before clipping on the last and worst of them, watching the mistresses as their fingers fondled between their thighs. She waited until they called out to her to clips the last one on below my tip, well aware of the unbearable burning sting. I felt the ruthless bite of it and my vocalizations of torment redoubled. Fingers moved faster and faster between thighs.

Goddess then dipped the sounding rod into the fiery oil and slid it deep down my pee hole. Then she took a seat in her recliner and all mistresses sat masturbating as I hung in unspeakable agony, screaming and squirming. I remained so until the very last mistress came. I moaned in relief as the cruel instruments were removed. Goddess was kind enough to dip the sounding rod in a soothing balm and run it back down my cock.

Then it was time for wine, snacks and dirty girl talk. Goddess sent me to the kitchen to fetch bottles, glasses and trays of goodies and lay them on the big six foot long coffee table in the center of the U. Then I knelt waiting to serve the mistresses in any way called for, fill a wine glass, give head or accept their golden nectar.

It went on for a perhaps three hours, the mistresses regaling each other with tales of the degradations, humiliations and tortures to which they had forced their slaves to submit. That made them randy and for the entire last hour or so I had my face in the pussy of one mistress or another.

Then it was time for the evening’s most awaited event. Goddess made me clear away the dishes, bottles and glasses from the coffee table and then go fetch her cock. For the amusement of the mistresses she meant to take me right there on the coffee table. I made haste to install the mock organ upon her, mad with longing for the release it would soon give me. I performed the preliminary deepthroat fellatio, then hopped up on the table and assumed the position, begging pathetically for her cock.

She took a moment to install the laced ball stretcher on me, drawing it extra tight. Then she knelt behind me and dug her sharp nails deep into my buns. I felt the pressing of the big organ against my hole. I could tell it had tightened from lack of use since my deflowering in the chamber and her entering thrust was near as painful as the first.

I cried out from that pain but my cry held an undertone of anticipation of the pleasure and release I knew awaited me. And I felt the blooming of that pleasure after just a score or so of her driving, plunging, humming, pulsing thrusts. As she had commanded me during our rehearsals of this spectacle I cried out to let her know my coming was imminent.

She put an arm under my chest to pull me upright and finished me with a frenzied flurry of thrusts as she came with mad abandon. A huge load was pent up within me from a month of denial aggravated by a steady diet of hers and Liza’s luscious pussies.

The stretcher constricted my ducts so that when I erupted my spurts flew high and far, clear past the end of the coffee table, splattering all over the legs and pussies and shoes of the mistresses who sat at the base of the U. Far from being angered at being sullied by my cum they howled in their glee as did all the others.

As my spurting subsided a trail of cum was left on the table leading back to where my cock hung limp and dripping. After turning to goddess to suck her cock clean I bent to lap up that trail and then went to the floor to stoop and lick my cum from the shoes and boots of the mistresses before going up to lap and slurp it from where ever else it lay until every mistress was spotless.

All agree that mine had been the most impressive ejaculation within memory, both in its quantity and distance.

The evening’s finale was to be the spit roast gang bang. Each mistress had brought along her cock in her big purse. I was bellied over a leather padded horse and strapped down tight.

Cocks went up my ass and down my throat until each mistress had satisfied herself. And I came three more times, a thick puddle growing on the floor beneath the horse. My last ejaculation was just a few clear dribbles and then dry spasms as I was emptied of every drop.

The mistresses lined up shoulder to shoulder to have their cocks sucked clean. When I finished goddess spent some time with each mistress arranging slave swaps. The it was time for fond hugs and goodbyes. Mistress Susan stayed to spend the night and I was in heaven again, sandwiched between the two goddesses who had brought me to my epiphany.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Then life as mistress and slave fell into a heavenly routine. Weekdays and work days began with her morning orgasmic pleasures, my breakfast of her mousse, the sweet sorrow of parting with her for the day and then my efforts to make all perfect for her homecoming, driven not be fear of her cane but by selfless love. Upon her homecoming I would be mad with longing for the taste of her and would pour out my passion as I eased her stress under my adoring tongue.

Then I would lick her feet as she enjoyed the dinner I had prepared to perfection and with loving care. Following this came a long and leisurely rimming while she watched a movie and then dressage practice under crop and spur. I always wore my adornments and would do a twirl for her amusement. Finally, as bedtime drew near, she would retire to her recliner again for one final round of oral pleasure. We would slip beneath the covers and I would pillow my head on her mount, lying still with bated breath, listening for the soft regular breathing that told me my mistress had been satisfied and would have deep and refreshing sleep. Only then could I give in to slumber myself.

On weekends there were often slave swaps. I would spend Saturday and overnight to Sunday at the home of another mistress while goddess enjoyed that mistresses slave. My tongue had me much in demand for swaps but goddess was unselfish and never turned one down.

When there was no swap scheduled there would be parties and small get togethers with other mistresses and their slaves. The mistresses availed themselves of the opportunity to enjoy slave tongues to pussy and asshole simultaneously, a practice they called TTAO meaning “two tongues at once.” In the ends the woman-cocks would reign supreme and slaves would be fucked dry of cum while the mistresses satisfied themselves.

One evening just before bedtime goddess informed me that she got unbearably randy by Wednesday of every work week and found it difficult to wait until she got home to enjoy my tongue. She declared every Wednesday to be “Take Your Slut To Work Day.”

She had a private office in a remote corner of the building where she worked. It was near a rarely used rear exit. She had me dress up to look like a maintenance man and I would slip in the back door and into her office. I would be wearing my adornments and would strip naked and slip under her desk.

The space was tight under there and I would spend the day on hands and knees with my face inches from the pussy that ruled my life, in heaven every minute as I drank in its scent. Of course I would pleasure her upon demand and save her trips to the restroom by guzzling her nectar.

Then she started using me as a negotiating tool. The clothing vendors she purchased from all had female sales representatives. When the bargaining got hard I would be used as her trump card, emerging from under her desk to grovel before the rep while goddess promised her the best head ever. Skirts would be hiked up and panties slipped off and they would find me to be highly persuasive. Regular visitors ceased wearing panties altogether. And eventually all were introduced to the woman cock. Not only was their heavy discounting of merchandise but several new mistresses were recruited to the cause of male subjugation.

Every so often goddess would summon the studs to service her when that hankering took hold. I would do my duty to perfection, preparing them to service her by getting their premature ejaculations out of the way by performing the fellatio. And then there was the cleanup duty.

Sometimes another mistress or more than one would join goddess and there would be six studs for me to suck off and keep erect. My belly would bulge from swallowing and lapping up all the cum. But I accepted the degradation willingly, even happily because I understood my goddess’s need for cock.

Mistress Susan would visit from time to time along with her husband pig. The mistresses would take the opportunity to enjoy TTAO. And pig and I would take the 69 position, our cocks in each other’s mouths while one or the other of us was sodomized by a mistress. Each of us would come in the other’s mouth when the cock propelled us to orgasm.

Goddess and I achieved the epitome and ideal of the mistress-slave relationship. I gave and gave in love without limit sparing no self-sacrifice. She took and took, reveling selfishly in being loved without limit as was her birthright as mistress.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Goddess had become fed up with Rich Clark, her abusive pig-male boss and it was time for his comeuppance. He was short, balding and a bit chubby yet considered himself to be quite the lady’s man.

For three days straight I had to serve as her whipping boy, enduring fierce floggings that left me welted shoulders to ankles. I did my best to sooth her with my tongue afterward, my poor goddess, so disrespected by that swine! But even my most fervent efforts and the savage orgasms that resulted were only enough to cool her to a slow boil.

She sent out messages to her circle of friends to enlist their aid and the mistress network went into crisis mode. The dungeon was booked out for a month as usual but the mistress who had rented it two days out gladly relinquished her reservation when informed of the situation. She along with all the others would be there to participate in what was sure to be a most entertaining and satisfying vengeance. An attack on one mistress was an attack on all. Hell had no fury like what the pig-male was to suffer.

Inez, a sultry young raven haired Latina mistress took it upon herself to meet him in his favorite after hours watering hole and seduce him. Like all of his ilk he was addled by his lust and did his thinking with his “little head.” She lured him to a van parked in the far back of the lot that she said was well padded for a wild romp.

But when the side door of the van slid open he was seized by strong arms, dragged inside, stripped naked and bound hand and foot. Far from being well padded, the floor of the van was covered with steel studs that dug painfully into his tender hide.

The two muscular young mistresses who had seized him jumped into the driver and passenger seats and the van sped away. Inez drove off in her own car.

The route they chose to the dungeon was by way of back streets with big bumps and potholes driven over at high speeds, bouncing and jouncing him. Curves and turns were taken sharply so he rolled around on the studded floor. And then there were the speed bumps that were disregarded, the van going nearly airborne, tossing him in the air to come crashing down. The mistresses howled with laughter at his cries of pain.

They entered the dungeon by way of the underground garage. The mistresses slipped a noose extra tight around his balls and dragged him from the van. He had to hop behind them on his bound feet, getting hard yanks on the leash as they made their way into the dungeon.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

I knelt there shoulder to shoulder with the slaves owned by goddess’s friends to witness the cruel fate of the pig-male. Eleven mistresses were there to join goddess in her vengeance. It was considered necessary for slaves to witness such things to maintain a proper level of fear of their mistresses. And the wrath of goddess and the mistresses was to prove terrible indeed.

One chair sat upon the dais and goddess was enthroned upon it. Rich was dragged before her and made to kneel on the pebbled floor. He grimaced from the pain in his knees as he gazed around the chamber at the whips and canes and menacing furniture, terror in his eyes. He was a bully and like all of his ilk a coward at heart. He quailed as he looked upon the mistresses who sat flanking the throne on each side of goddess, their eyes alight with the gleam of cruel anticipation.

Then his eyes fell upon my goddess who sat with back straight, shoulders square and head high as she regarded him with loathing and contempt. She spoke in an iron voice, dripping disdain.

“Greetings ‘boss.’ I have endured your disrespect and humiliations for far too long. Fitting and just retribution is now at hand. First suitable pain will be inflicted upon you. Then we will see what degradations you are willing to endure in order to be spared castration.”

Rich’s eyes bugled and his face reddened in his dread at her words and he fell face forward onto the pebble floor, belly down and begging for mercy. The cruel and cackling laughter of the mistresses was all he got in reply.

Two strong your mistresses laid hold of him and carried him to the whipping station. The mistresses made their slaves move the chairs into a circle surrounding him so they could watch and masturbate.

Soon he was hung upside down by the spreader bar. Goddess had the first go at him with her snake whips, zebra striping him with bloody welts as he shrieked and sobbed. After a few minutes three other mistresses stepped up to join in the flogging, one with snake whips the other two with cats o’ nine. Soon he was painted pink from shoulders to ankles with the welts as a lovely accent.

Next suspension by his wrists and the anal hook awaited him. Goddess’s cane fell cruelly on his ass while he screamed and kicked wildly. She caned his ass bloody until she tired. Then two more mistresses went to work on him and goddess called a halt.

It was time for the hood and the cattle prods. He was hung up by the wrists with his ankles bound, toes just touching the floor, allowing him to do the hopping about that was so cruelly entertaining. Weighted nipple clamps were put on him that would bounce and swing painfully. The hoist was fitted with a long bar attached at one end to a ball bearing so he could hop in a wide circle in his futile efforts to evade the cruel zaps.

All of the mistresses joined in this torment, forming a circle around him, each with prod in hand. Goddess gave him the first zaps that sent him reeling away, only to run into mistress Susan’s prod which she applied to his balls.

He lurched and stumbled in a random direction and was greeted by the zaps from multiple mistresses at once to cock and balls and nipples and ass. The mistresses howled in their mirth at his futile efforts to evade the torture. On it went until he hung exhausted, whimpering and sobbing.

But his ordeal was far from over. Next came bondage to the X shaped cross and the instruments of genital torture. The mistresses had the chairs set before the cross and goddess employed the testicle vise, the cruel clips and the sounding rod.

The mistresses made their slaves kneel before them with faces between their legs, enjoying the cunnilingus while Rich writhed and howled in helpless torment. I found myself with my face buried in the pussy of my goddess and I spared no effort to make her orgasms deep and consuming. I sensed her satisfaction in the righteous vengeance being exacted.

Rich suffered on until each mistress came once, then twice, then a third time to complete satiation. Then it was time for the promised degradations. He was released from the cross and placed on his knees before the mistresses. The slaves were ordered to move aside and form a line. 

The dungeon door opened and a line of studs filed in, each naked with his big dick jutting. There were a dozen of them. They formed a line shoulder to shoulder behind Rich. Goddess turned him around to face them. Then he was informed of the expectation.

“We mistresses are now going to enjoy some cock. It will be your duty to assist us in maximizing our enjoyment. These studs and randy and their balls are at hair trigger and ready to spurt. But if we let them enter us in this state they will ejaculate prematurely. In order to prepare them to service us properly you will go down the line, sucking each of them off and you will, of course, swallow the cum!”

Rich looked up at her with pleading in his eyes, shaking his head.

“Please! No! Not that! Anything but that!”

Goddess just chuckled and slapped his face.

“Remember the consequences of refusal you pig? Isn’t it a small price to pay to save your balls? And you say ‘anything ‘but that? Soon you will be saying that again! Now, suck and be quick about it. Start on the left!”

She grabbed his hair and dragged him to kneel where the first stud on the left stood waiting with his big dick jutting. She pressed his lips to the tip of the and gave him a kick to the balls between his legs from behind. He opened his mouth to yelp and she shoved his head forward so the cock slid deep into his mouth.

Goddess let go of his hair but the stud grabbed it in one hand to hold him. He clearly wanted his blowjob and was determined to come and soon. He forced his glans against Rich’s gullet while goddess called out in command.

“Deepthroat it pig! All the way down!”

The stud was relentless in pressing the issue. More than a few cuckolds had been on their knees to suck him and he knew how to get it done. Rich gagged and struggled to resist but a hard thrust of the stud’s hips finally drove the cock down his throat. In by inch it went deeper as the stud gullet fucked him. Soon all ten inches were down the hatch.

The stud forced Rich’s head back and forth as he rammed with his hips to propel himself to ejaculation. But it took a good three minutes for the brute to finally gasp and grunt in pleasure as he began to come. Goddess stepped up to grab Rich’s head to hold him when he tried to pull away as the first spurt of cum shot into his mouth. She held his jaw shut with one hand and pinched his nose with the other. Just the tip of the cock was in his mouth and the stud’s shaft pulsated as he pumped his load. A few dribbles ran out from the corners of Rich’s mouth but the rest he swallowed, though he gagged and retched

Goddess dragged him over to the next stud in line and gave him a stern lecture.

“That took way too long! The mistresses are randy and ready for cock and we need to speed things up. This time you will run your lips along the shaft as you suck and run the tip of your tongue along the underside of the cock. I want this stud to come in a minute or your balls will be forfeit!”

Driven by stark terror Rich obeyed and the elapsed time was reduced to the minute goddess demanded. She shoved his head forward when the stud came. The cock was down his throat full length and the load was shot right into his stomach.

One by one Rich sucked off each stud, getting better at his duty as he went down the line. He finished the last one and all the cocks now hung limp. Goddess barked out an order.

“What are you waiting for pig? How are they supposed to service the mistresses with those limp dicks? Go back to the start of the line and suck! I want every dick as stiff as a stick!”

With a moan of resignation Rich crawled back to the first stud and too the dangling dick into his mouth. Soon the cock jutted to fully erect and he went down the line again until every prick was poking proud.

A large section of the dungeon’s floor was covered by a thick rubber mat. The studs seemed to know the drill. Six of them laid on their backs on the mat. Goddess went to the one with the biggest dick and vaginally impaled herself, facing the stud. Five other mistresses followed suit. The remaining six studs mounted the mistresses from behind and slid their cocks deep into the rectums of the mistresses.

Then wails and shrieks of animal pleasure echoed in the dungeon as the mistresses enjoyed the double penetrations. Thanks to Rich’s efforts the studs lasted long and the mistresses enjoyed multiple orgasms before they finally emptied themselves into pussy and ass.

Then it was time for Rich’s next degradation, cleanup duty. The studs who had sodomized dismounted and the ones who had fucked slid out from under the mistresses who remained on their knees with legs spread, wads of cum dangling for their sated cunts. Mistress Susan took charge. She dragged Rich over to where goddess waited to be clean up and made him lie beneath her cunt. A hard slap to his tortured organs made him open his mouth the cry out and goddess squeezed out the big load she held within her.

Mistress Susan held his jaw shut and pinched his nose so he had to swallow. Then she commanded him to lick the leavings from goddess’s labia. But goddess still held a big load in her hind hole and Mistress Susan gave him another slap to the junk and again he opened up and the load poured from the orifice, this one creamy brown. He held it in his mouth, reluctant to swallow. Mistress Susan grabbed his balls and gave them a twist as she reminded him of the precarious status of them. He moaned in resignation and gulped down the sullied cum.

The process was repeated until all mistresses were cleaned up. The studs stood in line again with their dicks dangling. Goddess just pointed to the line and gave Rich a menacing glare, making a scissors motion with her fingers. He sobbed in acquiescence and crawled to the first stud in line to begin sucking the soiled cocks back to erection, cleaning them in the process to prepare them to service the next batch of mistresses.

When the next batch of mistresses was serviced and cleaned up the studs were dismissed. Rich knelt with his head bowed in degradation. His belly bulged from the mass quantities of cum he had ingested.

For his next ordeal he was made to crawl over to the “milking stanchion” urged along by kicks to his balls. The stanchion was a steel frame in the form of an inverted U. It was bolted solidly to the floor. There was a ball vise top center on the U and manacles for wrists at the sides and down for the ankles at the bottom. He was stood before the stanchion and his balls were pulled through the jaws of the vise. The vise was tightened, leaving his balls hopelessly vulnerable. His limbs were manacled.

Rich was to experience the final ejaculations of his wretched life but he was to get no pleasure from them. They put a black leather hood over his head to blind him. The mistress Susan dipped her hand in a bowl of warm oil and used her warm oily hand to coax him to erection. Goddess stood by with a cane.

I watched as mistress Susan stroked him as he sighed in growing pleasure and humped as best he could in the clench of the vise. I saw goddess raise the cane high, her eyes riveted upon his balls and alight with cruel anticipation.

Mistress Susan raised her free hand and when she felt the first extra stiffening that portended his inevitable ejaculation she brought it down, the signal for goddess to strike. The cane came down ruthless on his balls, ruining the delight of the orgasm he was anticipating, instead bringing torment. He howled in shock and sudden agony. His cum spurted high and far, splattering onto the floor.

But his was just the first of three loads that were to be extracted from him before he came himself dry. The next two were far more cruel than the first because he knew what was to happen when he came but would prove helpless to stop himself from coming under mistress Susan’s artful hand. No matter how hard he tried to resist he would finally give in to his mindless male urge to come regardless of consequence. He sobbed in despair each time just before the cruel cane struck and ruined again what he longed for.

All this was preparation for the gang rape to follow. Rich was never to know the pleasure the woman cock could bestow once the pain of deflowering had morphed to the pleasure that would addict the slave. Instead the cocks would be used just to hurt and ravage and emasculate. But the mistresses would revel in their vengeful pleasure.

He was released from the stanchion and then made to lick the splatters of his cum from the floor. While he was busy groveling with head down low the mistresses were donning their cocks. There was a humming sound that grew ever louder as more and more buttons were pressed. Goddess guided him the last drops of cum and then he rose to look around. He paled and cowered at the sight of the mistresses standing around with their big dicks sticking out, leering at him, flaunting their organs in mockery of all manhood. It was then he knew what far too many women had known, the inevitability of his rape.

Four mistresses seized him and carried him to the horse. They bellied him over it and strapped him down tight.

Goddess had the honor of ramming her cock dry into his tight virgin hole, making him scream from the tearing, stretching pain. Mistress Susan stood before him holding his hair, pulling his head up so she could press her cock to his lips. He opened his mouth to scream when goddess drove her cock home and she rammed her cock down his throat.

The mistresses linked their arms over his body for leverage as they ravaged him until orgasms rocked their bodies, then they switched ends, goddess shoving her soiled and bloodied cock down his gullet. The linked arms again and rutted to orgasm once more, then pulled out so two more mistresses could take their turns.

The rape continued until each mistress had satisfied herself up his ass and down his throat. They released the straps and he rolled from the horse onto his back. Then it was time for his final and ultimate degradation.

Rich was quite foul mouthed and had earned the secret nickname “toilet mouth” on account of that. Now that was to become literally true. Goddess squatted over his face, looking down at him with loathing in her eyes as she spoke.

“We called you toilet mouth behind your back at work! Now you will become toilet mouth for real if you want to keep your balls. First I have a nice drink for you and then something for you to eat!”

He turned his head away, pleading.

“No! Please! Not that! Anything but that!”

“You already said you would do anything but suck cock and swallow cum toilet mouth! Now is your chance to do that anything to save your balls. I promise! If you eat and drink for me your balls will be safe in their sack! Now open your filthy mouth! And don’t you dare spill one drop or speck!”

He sobbed as he obeyed, opening wide. First the golden cascade poured down and he managed somehow to swallow it down to the drop.

Then goddess shifted to hold her anus above him. The turd slid from her orifice and went not his mouth to the gullet with a handsbreadth projecting upward from his lips. He held it there, retching, hesitating. Mistress Susan handed goddess the razor sharp knife that would take his balls and she held it before his eyes. Properly motivated, he gagged and gulped until the feces was ingested. Goddess lowered herself so he could lick her clean and she commanded him to do so.

Once cleansed she stood up and four mistresses grabbed him again and carried him to the X shaped cross. They strapped him to it and the mistresses had their slaves arrange chairs in a semicircle so the could sit and watch the procedure. The slaves went to their knees before their mistresses to lick their lady parts while they watched. Goddess stood before him holding the knife as she spoke.

“Now I’m going to castrate you anyhow!”

“No! Please! You promised if I ate your shit you would spare my balls!”

“Well I guess I lied! In what universe must a mistress keep a promise to a swine like you? I just wanted to cut your balls off with your belly full of my shit!”

Goddess stood twirling the knife between her fingers while mistress Susan pulled his balls through the jaws of a clamp that would stem the blood flow when the cut was made. She pulled hard on his sack to stretch it out before clamping the jaws tight.

All waited and watched while the balls turned purple and then almost black. He was ripe for the cutting. Too add one more touch of punitive cruelty mistress Susan approached him holding two long thin skewers. She held one of them on each side of his balls and ran them through sideways as his piercing scream echoed in the dungeon.

Then goddess stepped forward to do the honors. She grabbed his balls and pulled, then sliced the sack slowly so he would feel and ever remember the moment of his unmanning. He screamed again as she sliced. The balls came free and she held them by the skewers before his eyes, blood dripping. He moaned and sobbed in despair.

Mistress Susan used a surgical stapler the close the wound and doused it in rubbing alcohol eliciting his final scream of the evening. Then she took the skewered balls over to the fireplace used to heat branding irons. There was a grate above the flame. She slipped the balls off of the two skewers and laid his scrotum on the grate. It began to sizzle. Then she ran one skewer through the balls and set them on the grate to roast as well. All the mistresses remained seated while enjoying the tongues of their slaves while waiting for the man meat to be done to a turn. That included me and I licked my goddess with tenderness and terror of her wrath.

Mistress Susan stood up once and stepped over to the grill to turn the balls. She took a seat again for a few minutes with pig’s face between her legs. Then she went back to check on the roasting meat, finding the balls to be golden brown and the sack browned and crispy. She skewered the sack along with the balls and carried them to goddess.

Rich stared in horror as goddess stepped before him holding his roasted organs. She slipped the sack off the skewer and bit it in half. It crunched audibly as she chewed. She chomped down the other half, then slid one ball off the skewer and popped it into her mouth. She chewed it slowly, making sounds of delectation before swallowing deeply. She held the remaining one before his eyes to taunting him before consuming it with relish. He hung his head, humiliation complete.

Word of an online auction for the newly minted eunuch had been sent out. Rich was stood up on a wooden box with his ever-to-be-limp dick dangling over the gash where his balls had been. The bidding was brief and a mistress who owned a hog farm in a remote rural area claimed him. He would spend his remaining days as a shoveler of pig shit and beast of burden.

Vengeance went deeper yet. Goddess reached out into the loose but pervasive and ubiquitous network of mistresses to inform of a major business investment opportunity. Wealthy mistresses bought up a total controlling interest in Rich’s former company. The board of directors was made up of these same mistresses. Female employees were promoted to high level positions. Male employees were demoted to lowly clerks and janitors with mandatory under desk duty. Too prevent them from quitting “evidence” of pedophilia was planted on their computers and phones with the threat of it being made public. Goddess was promoted to CEO for the remainder of her four year contract.

EPILOGUE

As the days, weeks, months and years went by our relationship continued to epitomize the ideal of the mistress/slave dynamic with my giving of limitless submission and self-sacrifice and her selfishly enjoying the benefits as was her birthright as Woman. My tongue put me much in demand and I was slave swapped at least once a week.

Her company thrived under her leadership; the female led workplace achieving unprecedented heights of productivity. The male employees who ingested the female secretions and excretions in the course of under desk duty became willingly enslaved and subjugated. Those who were married went home to their wives and bestowed upon them the pleasures to be derived from that male subjugation. Wives became mistresses in their own right and, in keeping with the mistress code of honor, did not begrudge their husbands’ female boss ladies the pleasures of under desk duty.

With my goddess and mistress Susan as matchmakers every female employees acquired her owned slave and every Wednesday became “Take Your Slut to Work Day” for the company at large.

The Equestrian Olympics were held annually and I, my goddess’s trusty steed, made my way through the intricate maneuvers of the dressage to perfection with just token use of crop and spur to win the gold medal.

There was one cloud that hung over me. My goddess would be returning to Belfast and leaving me behind when her four years were up. Why this had to be she would not say and a mistress does not owe her slave explanations. How was I to live without her? How would I endure being deprived of the sweet intimacies with her goddess body? I foresaw a life of longing and torment, a void that only she could fill.

The solution came to me one day shortly before the third anniversary of our meeting in the dungeon. It was radical and frightening but I knew it would give me peace and also honor and exalt her as my personal deity. I broached the subject cautiously the evening of our anniversary as I knelt before her after giving her uncommon delight by way of my tongue.

“Goddess may I ask you something?”

“What is it slut?”

“How many men have you castrated?”

“That swine Rich was my third one slut.”

“Do you enjoy castrating men goddess?”

“I find it to be all too rare a treat slut. There is nothing more delectable than a properly roasted scrotum and balls. Where are you going with this?”

“Goddess, when you leave a year from now I will miss you so! The longing for you will be torture!”

“It can’t be helped slut.”

“Well…Goddess may I beg you to perform an act of mercy for me?”

“What would that be slut?”

“Before you leave Goddess will you please castrate me? If you take my balls and extinguish my sexuality I can be at peace and not be tormented by those longings. And there is more Goddess. I want you to have my balls to take home with you as a keepsake and memento. Perhaps you could put them in an elegant jar of some kind filled with preservative. You could put it on your mantle or nicknack shelf. I would love for you to be the envy of all your mistress friends because you inspired such love and devotion in your slave that he willingly surrendered his balls to you.”

Her eyes grew wide at first in surprise. But then a warm smile crossed her face and she leaned over to hug me to her full and lovely breasts.

“My sweet slut! Every time I think you have gone as deep into your loving submission as its possible to go you find a way to go deeper! What a lovely parting gift! And yes, I will so much love showing off your balls to the other mistresses and watching them turn green with envy. Just one more thing. I will want to have your ball sack stretched and tanned so I can make a nice soft pouch to carry my makeup in. I will want to put my brand on your ball sack as well so everyone will know who the pouch belongs to. That we can do as soon as I can get a proper iron made up.”

“Yes Goddess! And thank you so much!”

“And slut, I would prefer to castrate you maybe three months before I leave. I would love so much to spend some time with you as my pet eunuch. You can still keep me happy with that tongue!”

Goddess mane me assume the slave position with my ass raised high and my balls dangling so she could take measurements of my sack so that the custom made branding iron was properly sized. There was a mistress who owned a eunuch blacksmith who would forge the iron.

It took three weeks for the branding iron to arrive by UPS. Goddess opened the package and held it before my eyes. It was the letters MT forged again in that elegant script, matching the brand on my flank. She wasted no time putting it in the fireplace to heat red hot. I knelt waiting, at once fearful of the pain and happy to be pleasing my goddess. Goddess withdrew the iron from the fire and held it before my eyes again. I could feel its heat.

“Assume the position slut! Let those balls hang low for me! And don’t flinch! I want the brand to be neat and smack in the center!”

I obeyed in an instant, gritting my teeth in anticipation of the searing pain. I held myself rigid as I could. The scorching sting was brief but intense. I shuddered and whimpered but managed to hold still. I heard the click of her phone camera and rose to my knees upon her command. She showed me the screen. The brand was perfectly sized and dead center. She gave me a tender kiss on the forehead.

“It’s beautiful slut! I wish I had done this at the same time I did the other just to emphasize that your balls belong to me alone!”

Goddess decided she would have a bit of a party to celebrate. She invited Liza, Mistress Susan and her other closest friends. She made me get up on the coffee table and assume the position to show off my branded ball sack. The mistresses were duly impressed. All of them ordered branding irons for their own slaves and another party was held with slaves in attendance. One by one the slaves assumed the position and felt the sweet searing on their scrotums.

Time flew by as the day of her departing drew near with the day of my castration nearer yet. I strove to make very one of those days a delight for her, each orgasm better than the one before. And she did me the kindness of granting me release by way of her cock every two weeks instead of once a month.

They day of my destiny came. She decided to invite her mistress friends over to witness my castration but she just told them it was to be a normal girl party. I knelt naked by the door and greeted each of the mistresses with my tongue as they arrived one by one. Mistress Susan was last to arrive and I groveled behind her to the great room. The mistresses were seated on the big U shaped sofa surrounding the big coffee table.

Goddess and I had rehearsed a little ceremony for the occasion. First I knelt on the coffee table as a gave a brief oration. The eyes of the mistresses grew wide in surprise and excitement as I spoke.

“Welcome mistresses! My goddess mistress Taylor will be departing to return to her native land three months hence. I cannot go with her though she will not tell me why. A mistress owes no explanations to her slave. I slave Stephen, known to you as ‘slut’ will now make a supreme sacrifice to prove my limitless love and devotion and to show her my gratitude for the honor of being her slave. I will surrender my balls to her on my own initiative and by me free will. She may take them home with her as a keepsake and memento.”

The mistresses gasped as one and all eyes turned to goddess who had installed her cock unnoticed while I spoke. She addressed the mistresses.

“Welcome from me as well ladies! My slut has exceeded every expectation of which I could conceive during our time together and now he has exceeded beyond that. As his reward I will now grant him the last orgasms of his life. But beyond that there is another consideration. Slut has told me that our parting would lead to his suffering terribly from longing for and missing me. Castration and the resultant extinguishing of his sexuality will remedy this. So you are about to witness an act of mercy for him as well as his sweet self-sacrifice. I have studied the subject of male castration for some time leading up to this. In order for the procedure to be most effective the subject must be drained of every drop of ejaculate so that his sexual desire is at its lowest ebb upon the severing of the testicles. Otherwise there will be lingering sexual desire for some time afterward. I will now employ my cock to prepare him. Slut! Assume the position!”

She had denied me orgasm for a month before this evening, saying she wanted my final orgasms to give me deep and heavenly relief as a fond farewell to my balls. I assumed the position instantly upon her command. I sobbed as I felt her beloved cock slide deep within me for the very last time.

She fucked me slowly and tenderly, going in and out while gyrating softly until I felt the hot twinge in my balls that signaled coming. I felt a spasm of delight with each spurt of the heavy load I produced. It splattered on the table, forming a puddle that would grow as goddess continued fucking me.

My second orgasm took longer and she fucked harder to push me over the brink. Another load nearly as abundant as the first and equally pleasurable spilled onto the table. Goddess enjoyed her own orgasm and went to fucking harder, her shapely hips rolling, her lovely ass grinding. She wrung the third load out of me, came herself, then paused with the cock still in me all the way.

I felt her hand on my cock as she reached around to fondle me. I was limp, but her artful hand hardened me and she knew I had at least one orgasm left to go. This final time she rutted with abandon to force the last from me. When I came my balls just contracted in pleasurable spasms and I felt nary a drop spurt from me. She fondled me a bit more but I hung limp. My castration was soon to follow.

I didn’t need to be told to lap up the big cum puddle, suck her cock clean and then lie on my back, spreading out my arms and legs so my wrists and ankles could be bound to the corners of the table. Mistresses leaned forward in their seats to tie the knots. Goddess and mistress Susan put wide straps across my belly and thighs to hold me immobile so the procedure could be performed with precision.

Mistress Susan produced the clamp that would cut off blood from my balls to save me from bleeding out. She pulled my balls through the jaws and tightened the screws. Goddess had chosen a long-bladed shears to perform the cut to ensure it was neat and straight. She held the shears before my eyes and I whimpered in my fear, but then mastered myself, smiled and nodded to let her know of my readiness.

She had wanted to do the cut without anesthetic so the moment of my unmanning would be stamped in my memory from the pain of it. And my pain would give her pleasure so in the spirit of my self-sacrifice I had agreed.

The hand holding the shears went down beyond my sight. I felt a tugging on my balls as mistress Susan pulled them to stretch my sack out. Moments later there was a sharp sting that escalated to a slicing agony across my groin as she closed the shears slowly. I cried out and broke down into blubbering sobs.

Then there was a clicking sound and a sting as mistress Susan began to staple up the wound. I flinched and yelped with every click. When she finished I felt the fiery styptic gel upon the gash to stop the bleeding.

As a final touch Goddess had chosen to implant a ring in the tip of my penis in the style of the prince Albert piercing. I squirmed and squealed from the pain as my tender tip was pierced. Again there was the fire of the styptic gel. Finally, a ping pong sized weight was clipped onto the ring. It would stretch my limp cock out so it hung low past my scar and would dangle and swing as I walked or crawled, adding much to the humiliation of my condition.

I was released from my bonds and goddess ordered me to stand before the mistresses to show off her new eunuch. Mistresses flicked their fingers at the dangling weight to make it swing and they giggled.

Goddess then announced that I would be sold at auction the day before her departure. I would provide slave labor for the mistress who would take ownership of me.

The evening came to a close and the mistresses took their leave. I heard envious mutterings among them as they made their way to the door over whether or not their own slaves would sacrifice themselves in the way I had. I looked up to goddess and saw her with a smug smile on her face as she listened as well.

Goddess had acquired an elegant cut glass jar in which to display my balls. It was filled with a clear preservative. She kept it on the coffee table during my time as her eunuch. My ball sack she stretched over a billiard ball and sent it off by overnight shipping packed in ice to a mistress who did custom leather tanning and fabrication. It came back in two weeks as a pouch with a golden plated clasp.

Though I was saddened by knowing we were soon to part I was no longer tormented by the ache of orgasm denial. I used my tongue for her pleasure several times daily. Though the burning passion I had felt when whole was gone there was still a deepest loving affection in my attentions and that worshipful joy when I brought her to ecstasy. The days passed all too quickly.

The auction was held in the sex dungeon with some fifty mistresses in attendance. Many of them had enjoyed my tongue personally and others had heard of it and were willing to part with a substantial sum in order to take ownership of me. Eunuchs were know to give good head in their peculiar way and my reputation preceded me.

The bidding ran up high but at last mistress Margo, wealthy, regal, dark-haired, full figured, aged 50 laid claim to me for $50,000. Mistress Taylor enthroned herself upon the dais and I groveled up the steps to perform one last adoring cunnilingus. Then mistress Margo clipped a leash onto the ring in the tip of my cock and led me away.

I was, for the most part treated kindly by my new owner. She was a stern taskmistress when it came to household chores but the whip was used sparingly. She also owned an intact male slave who saw to her pleasures most of the time but she found my tongue to be pleasing as well, especially when in the mood for TTAO.

Of course I missed my goddess mistress Taylor but the edge was taken off the pain by my castration and the peace it brought to me. In the end there was a feeling of closure and contentment in having given my goddess four years of the worship, pleasure and exaltation that were her birthright, my destiny and purpose in life fulfilled.
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