
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER ONE

Elmira Blake, Reverend Sister of the Chicago temple of the Sisterhood of Lilith led her naked slave husband Jon by a leash clipped to his cock ring to where her rimming horse stood by the wide windows of her penthouse condo overlooking the brightly lit city and the great lake. Her penthouse was the top floor of the thirty story building that housed the temple complex. Above ground were the offices of female run businesses that financed that various undertakings of the Sisterhood for the purpose of male subjugation. And below ground were the dungeons and torture/pleasure chambers where this subjugation manifested itself in manners most cruel for the pig-males imprisoned there and most pleasurable for the Sisters who visited to partake of those pleasures.

Elmira was animal naked as well, a dark-chocolate brown, plus sized goddess. Jon was her fourth slave husband and, like the three before him she had chosen him for his creamy white skin, white-blond hair and pale blue eyes. She loved the contrast between her and them.

Upon reaching her horse she settled herself comfortably belly down on top of it, presenting her sumptuous and shapely ass to Jon who fell to his knees behind her. She ordered him to begin the soft and gentle tongue worship upon her hind hole that would relax her, clear her mind and let her think. She sighed as she felt him nuzzling his way deep between her shapely brown mounts until he found her orifice and began to lick. It was her time to relax and contemplate before bedtime.

A vexing situation had come to be. Multiple young women had gone missing over the course of the past year, a matter of deep concern for the Sisterhood. An investigation conducted by the Sisters who had infiltrated the Chicago PD missing persons and sex crimes squads had found that a gang of unregenerate pig-males who called themselves the Randy Masters was at the bottom of it all.

The findings of the investigation were not revealed to the higher-ups of the department, but only to Elmira and the high council of the Sisterhood. It was a matter of great urgency that these miscreants be dealt with swiftly and severely. It had been decided that the inner sanctum of this gang had to be infiltrated by one who could expose their vulnerabilities in preparation for a raid that would free their victims and, above all, land them in the clutches of the Sisterhood to be punished, broken and trained.

The ringleader of the gang was one Trent Howard, a tall dark and handsome local real estate tycoon. His mansion on a vast estate was the den of pig-male iniquity. His living quarters were on the second floor and the first floor and basement were devoted to the imprisonment and degradation of the unfortunates the Masters had abducted and enslave for their perverted pleasures.

It all led Elmira to taking some time to ponder the human condition as understood by the Sisterhood. Why were such males created by the Divine Mother? Why could every male not be like her darling Jon whose sweet and adoring tongue caresses upon her anus showed his acceptance of his place in a properly ordered world. Or like the other slave husbands who had seen the light and surrendered themselves. Why could males not just accept their status as lower life forms, inferior beings whose true purpose was to serve Woman. Her only answer to these question was that the Mother worked in strange ways and in the end all would be illuminated. Perhaps she created the likes of the Randy Masters to test and strengthen the dominant will of her earthly daughters. Who knew? She and every one of her fellow Reverend Sisters could only instill in their flocks the resolve to soldier on toward the promised Day when at last all males would bend the knee.

Then she turned her mind back to matters at hand. A call had gone out for young Sisters to volunteer for the mission. Only one would be chosen. She would have to be irresistible bait for the likes of the Masters. Being ever so typical pig-males, they preferred their sex slaves to be thin but big breasted, sanitized, shaven and stereotypical, preferably blond and blue-eyed. The problem lay in how to select that perfect bait.

As always when Jon’s tongue had its desired effect an inspiration came to her. She would convene the Council the nest day and plans would be laid. Meanwhile, Jon’s tongue had served its other purpose, gradually arousing her to get her ready for the deep and satisfying orgasm that would help ease her into sleep. She clenched her muscular cheeks rhythmically upon his head as her signal for him to go to hard rimming, plunge his tongue deep into her orifice and wriggle it about just so until she felt that tingling in her clit. When it reached the point of the unbearable she rolled her hips to rub her oozing nappy cunt over his face to let him know it was time. He found her turgid grape and enfolded it within his lips to lick and suck.

Infallibly the orgasm that rocked her body caused her to shudder and convulse as she gave out a primal wail and then melted, her body seeming to conform to the contours of the horse. When afterglow passed she rose from the horse but found her knees still wobbly. Fortunately, Jon was a muscular specimen she had trained to be her steed. She mounted his back and he bore her to the bedroom with ease despite her bulk, her head lolling and feet dragging. Her bed was custom sized and vast. Jon pulled back the covers and she flopped into it on her back with her legs spread wide. He climbed in behind her, pillowing his head on her nappy mount ready to serve her should she wake in the night horny. Sleep overcame them both in moments.

CHAPTER TWO

Elmira convened the High Council the next day, four women of mature age and high accomplishment, prominent in the politics and business of the city, their secret lives well hidden. The was blond, blue-eyed and statuesque Sondra Nelson who sat on the city council. Leah Chang, a petite lady of Chinese extraction was CEO of a firm that managed nearly half the restaurants in the city. Marva Clark, a tall and muscular black woman with corn-rowed hair was an assistant DA who saw to it that pig-male sex offenders were routed into the clutches of the Sisterhood to receive punishment fitting their crimes. Voluptuous Megan Fox, with flaming red hair cascading over her shoulders and down her back was CEO of a hedge fund the managed the temple’s money and had grown its wealth exponentially.

Elmira presented her plan for how the Randy Masters were to be taken down.

“First we must find among our Sisters a young and nubile one who is sure to incite the lust of the pig-male Trent Howard to the point where he abandons all caution. We will reach out nationwide to all temples to find a suitable candidate. Then we must acquire a pig-male to serve as a test subject to measure the effect of the candidates upon his libido. We can dispatch a team of seductresses to scour the sports bars and ‘gentleman’s’ clubs to find one.”

A call for volunteers was sent out to every temple within the US and Canada. There were fifty young volunteers at first, newbies, all eager to risk everything to serve the Sisterhood and earn their place within it. The nature of the mission was not revealed. They were only told it involved great danger.

All were unmarried and in the process and pursuit of seducing and enslaving their first husbands. The preliminary auditions were held by way of video conference to hasten the process of winnowing out. Five of these were selected to come to the temple for personal auditions.

Elmira and the members of the council were seated at a long table. In chairs facing them were the five slender and sinuous young volunteers. All in the room were naked as Sisters always were in private, clothing being just a necessary annoyance. Elmira addressed the finalists.

“I must say you all represent the finest of out youthful Sisters. Your devotion to the cause will not go unrewarded even if you are not chosen to carry out the mission. You have not been informed of the exact nature of the mission until now. The one who is awarded the honor must infiltrate a den of pig-male iniquity, a place where that ilk holds women in bondage as sex slaves. The call themselves the Randy Masters and they are the most loathsome pig-males the Sisterhood has encountered. The Mother only knows what dire consequences will befall you if you are discovered to be a spy and infiltrator. These swine are as cruel as they are lustful. If any of you quail in the face of this knowledge no one will think less of you if you bow out now.”

But the five young Sisters sat bolt upright in their chairs, jaws set in firm resolve. Elmira continued.

“Very well young Sisters and may the Mother bless you all. You are to perform one more audition to determine which of you is able to most incite the lust of the pig-male. We have acquired one such as a test subject. A Sister, who is a neurologist, will wire him up to detect sexual responses. Your audition will consist of posturing before the pig-male in the most lewd and provocative manner you can. There is one more thing I know will be difficult for you. You must shave yourselves.”

All five candidates gasped in horrification. Elmira explained the necessity of it.

“I know it will be hard for all of you to relinquish the badge and symbol of your true and natural animal womanhood. I treasure my own luxuriant growth. But the shaving is a necessary evil. Despite his chest-thumping braggadocio the pig-male is a finnicky and squeamish creature. The sight of a real woman’s animal pudenda will make his penis pull in like the head of a frightened turtle. Only if you are sanitized and shaven will he be able to summon erection. And, of course, it will all grow back in a short time, more thick and luxuriant then before.”

The candidates relaxed, resigned, but also reassured. Elmira went on.

“The one who incites the most intense response in the test subject will be awarded the mission. If she succeeds she will be awarded the ringleader of these reprobates, one Trent Howard, for her to break and train and transform into a proper submissive husband. The rest of you will also be awarded one of the pig-males for the same purpose to reward you selfless dedication to the cause. Now let us proceed to the chamber where the testing will take place.”

They left the room, going through a door into an adjacent chamber. Within there was a pig-male bound to a chair with his head shaven and a mesh cap studded with electrodes upon it. Wires led to a laptop computer on a table next to him. Wires also led from his organs to the computer. The neurologist, Sister Kate, sat at the table looking at the screen. There was a row of chairs on each side facing a black leather couch ten feet away. They all took seats and Kate said all was ready to go.

One by one the candidates laid themselves out on the couch exhibiting themselves in various lewd postures, parting their legs wide to show their pudenda, going to hands and knees to present themselves like a bitch in heat, leering and licking their lips. Kate recorded the pig-male’s response to each based on heart rates, blood pressure and erectile response. There was a pause between the exhibitions to allow the pig-male to settle down and go limp. In the end it was a tall, blond and blue-eyed beauty name Lana who incited the greatest lustful response.

The pig-male was released from the chair but was still bound in shackles. Elmira sent a quick text and soon the dungeon mistress, a ginger-haired goddess named Megan entered through a door in the opposite wall to lead him away to begin his breaking and training to prepare him for his life as a common dungeon slave.

Elmira dismissed the remaining four candidates with a warm hug each. They were further rewarded with a one week stay on the Sisterhood’s tropical resort island with free use of all the facilities and the male slaves kept there for their pleasures.

Then Elmira, Lana and the council sat down to go over the details of the mission and inform Lana of what would await her. Elmira began.

“You must gain the trust of the pig-males by being their best and most submissive sex slave ever and make them let their guard down. You must also enlist the other sex slaves to assist you and prepare them for their escape when our hackers take down the security system and make the compound vulnerable to our attack.”

Lana nodded, taking it all in as Elmira continued to the hardest part.

“You must prepare yourself to endure all manner of degradation. You will be expected to perform the fellatio and swallow their vile ejaculate. You must allow their loathsome organs to enter your other two orifices as well and pump you full of their pig slime. And you must do it with a sluttish enthusiasm that will disarm them.”

Lana swallowed hard and nodded her assent.

“Reverend Sister if it furthers the cause I am willing to spare no sacrifice of my body or my dignity, Divine Mother be praised!”

In preparation for the mission Lana went through a thirty day crash courts in the martial arts in case she had to woman handle and subdue one or more of the pig-males. And a tiny transmitter/receiver resembling a mole about the size of a pinhead was adhered to the inside of her left forearm. She could speak or listen by voice or tap out messages in morse code if extreme secrecy was required.

CHAPTER THREE

Trent Howard perched on a barstool at his favorite watering hole, casting his lustful eyes around the room, perusing the female pulchritude there in abundance and trying to decide which one would be next to be held captive and enslaved.

Lana entered the bar through the back door to take in the lay of things. She was wearing a black dress that skirted the bounds of legality. She spotted Trent before he spotted her and discreetly sidles up to him while he was looking the other way. Brazen in her approach she reached down and took hold of his junk, giving a firm squeeze.

Trent flinched and turned to face her, anger on his face. But when his eyes fell upon her his expression changed to one of lust. Lana’s opening line was all he needed to choose his next abductee. She kept her grip on his organs and spoke in a sultry and breathy tone.

“Hi big boy! I’m Lana and I came here looking for a real man and it looks like I have found one!”

Trent’ ego swelled beyond its already bloated proportions. He retuned her leering look and asked what she would like to drink.

“Whatever you are having stud muffin!”

Two dirty martinis were soon set before them. Lana took a sip and set hers down, then turned away as if to take in the rowdy goings on in the bar. From the corner of her eye, she saw hip slip the mickey into her drink. She turned back and took a big gulp, knowing full well she would soon pass out and wake up Mother knew where and in what condition.

Soon the room spun and she wobbled, hearing Trent say she had drunk one too many and he had better give her a ride home. She felt herself being dragged with her feet trailing across the floor and then darkness fell.

Her eyes opened and the fog of the drug soon cleared. She found herself lying naked on a thick aubusson rug, her hands cuffed behind her back. She rolled over and saw Trent sitting naked in a black leather recliner, his long, thick organ jutting up. His eyes gleamed as they met hers.

She struggled to rise to her knees and face him. She found her hair had been all braided onto the top of her head. And she felt a burning sensation on her left ass cheek. Trent stood and stepped toward her, stopping with the tip of his cock inches from her face. A glistening bead of precum was gathered at his pee hole. He put his hands on his hips and gave out a lewd and lustful chuckle.

“Welcome to your new life as a penis pleaser Lana. You belong to me and the rest of the Randy Masters now. You are our property; our slave and you will indeed devote your life to pleasing our penises. If you feel a burning on your behind it is from a tattoo. PP23 it says. You are now penis pleaser number 23. Look at my cock. It and all other cocks are to be the objects of your worship. To us you are nothing but a pretty piece of meat with three holes in her where our cocks can go for our pleasure. I intend to make use of all three of your holes this evening and cum into all of them. To begin, you will open your mouth to suck me!”

The response of his usual victims to this command was a turning away in reluctance and revulsion and he would have to force his organ into the mouth. Instead, he was pleasantly surprised by Lana’s lascivious reply.

“My you have a most beautiful and fetching prong my studly one! I can’t wait for you to fill my mouth with a big, tasty load!”

Though her mind did reel in revulsion she covered it up well and leaned forward to take him deep into her mouth. He moaned in delight as she began to suck, running lips and tongue along the shaft. He enjoyed for a while and then took hold of her braid to force his glans against her gullet. She had been warned that the deepthroat would be expected and she steeled herself to endure as he forced himself harder and harder against her throat as he snarled demands.

“Loosen up and take it down bitch! I want it in so far you can lick my balls!”

Finally, she did find a way to loosen the clench of her gullet and the tip slid past it followed by half the length of the shaft. He pulled on her braid brutally to force it in the rest of the wat and soon she felt his ball sack against her chin. He barked another command in a voice breathy with lust.

“Lick them bitch. I want to feel your tongue on my sack!”

She obeyed, running her tongue over and between his swollen orbs. Then he shoved her backward, the cock sliding out until just the tip was between her lips. Then, with another pull forward it slid down to the balls again, this time with greater ease.

He took her head between his hands and went to rutting down her gullet with brutal abandon. And, to her shock and confusion she found herself getting pleasure from it, a tingling that ran from her throat down to her clit. He drove down to the hilt one last time and she felt his extra stiffening in her gullet and the first pulsing of his ejaculation. But he drew back quickly so just his tip was in her mouth and she felt and tasted the creamy flood that made her cheeks bulge from its quantity. And in the midst of it she came herself. He pulled and her mouth was still filled with his cream. He gave another order.

“Open up and show it to me cunt! Then you swallow every drop.”

She obeyed, opening wide and wallowing her tongue in the load. Firming her resolve the then gulped it down and added a lewd licking of her lips for his enjoyment. He chuckled in smug satisfaction and informed her of her next duty.

“We’re not done yet slut! Suck me hard to get me ready to stick it in your next hole!”

His dick dangled limp and she leaned forward to take it in her mouth again. With lips and tongue, she coaxed him, feeling the stiffening, the rising to full erection. Of her own accord she pressed forward and took it down the throat all the way, giving his balls another licking. She could tell it pleased him by his sighs and moans and she knew such voluntary obeisances would help her put him in her thrall and make him let his guard down.

He shoved her onto her back and knelt between her legs, raising them high. She gasped as he slid himself into her vagina. Soon he was rutting like a randy beast, her ankles resting on his shoulders. And again, she felt pleasure and with it guilt at first, but then she could only give in to it and wail her way through multiple orgasms. In the midst of it she rationalized that the end justified the means and if there was to be pleasure in the course of her mission so be it. She resolved that when all was said and done she would have Trent Howard naked, helpless and at her mercy in the dungeon chamber where he would atone by way of the whip and other means for the pleasure he took from her and from all his victims.

He rutted hard and lasted long.  When he erupted inside her he proved to be a powerful and abundant ejaculator, his spurts gushing out from her cavern and running in crawly trickles over her ass. He collapsed upon her, spent for the moment and she lay beneath his sweaty bulk, looking forward to what she would do to that loathsome organ of his once she had him in her clutches.

He stood and dragged her back to her knees by the braid and ordered her to suck again to harden him for his intrusion into her third orifice. She took his limp, cum coated member into her mouth. It took longer this time to bring him to full erection. But finally, he was rock hard and ready. He turned her around and forced her to hands and knees so she presented like a bitch. She had slobbered heavily upon his organ, knowing that would be her only lube when he forced himself into her tight rear orifice.

She felt the prodding against her clench and she realized relaxation of her orifice would minimize the pain of the brutal entry she knew was to come. She yelped as his thrust plunged his tip past her sphincter and again as he drove deeper, stretching her painfully. More ruthless driving soon had him to her depth, her tight orifice clenched around the very base of his cock. He was taking her from a standing position, rising, then driving down over and over. Again, there was guilty pleasure for her and orgasms. Her tightness proved most pleasing to his penis and despite it being his third entry into her he came well before she expected it, plunging in all the way. She felt the pulsing of his organ within her clench as he emptied the last of his strength deep inside of her.

Then she had to summon all her resolve when he made her submit to the most vile of degradations. She would keep up he sluttish façade but swore her vengeance would be especially cruel when the time came.  He pulled his cock out of her ass and made her suck it, which she did with feigned delight, suppressing her urge to gag. Then he made her squat and squeeze his brownish white load into his hand. He fed to her while she pretended to find it delicious.

He was finished with her for the evening. He picked up a Y shaped chain leash with nipple clips at the ends and clipped it to each of her nipples, causing a stinging pain that made her flinch and yelp. He urged her to her feet with a hard yank and led her away by the tits to a cell in the basement. He unclipped her and removed the cuffs, then shoved her inside. He slammed the door and threw the bolt.

She laid upon the thin mattress on the floor with her mind spinning in confusion at her mingled sense of vengeful loathing and the memory of guilty pleasure. She could not sleep until she assuaged her guilt with a renewed vow to carry out her mission to its ultimate conclusion no matter what she had to endure.

CHAPTER FOUR

A glaring light and a harsh buzzer woke her in what she presumed was morning. She looked around the cell and noticed it was equipped with a shower module with a toilet built into it. Shampoo and a bar of soap lay on a shelf within along with a razor. She took that as I hint to shave her morning stubble.

She heard a clank and the sound of something sliding on the floor. She looked to the bottom of the door and saw a steaming bowl of porridge with a spoon in it. She ate first and then it seemed obvious she should shower and shave to prepare for what the day might hold.

She heard a deep male voice order her to kneel at the door. It opened and a muscular blond brute stood outside holding a tit leash. He clipped it onto her and led her away down the corridor and out into the large central hall of the mansion. Numerous naked males were standing around chatting with each other, all fully erect. Upon her entrance they formed a line shoulder to shoulder with their big cocks jutting. The blond pig-male who had led her from the cell made her kneel before the first in line and then took his own place at the end. Trent entered the room, looked down at her with a smug leer, and informed her of what was to transpire. He held a stopwatch in his hand.

“As our name implies, we masters are a randy lot and often in urgent need of gratification. To this end all slaves are trained to induce ejaculation within the minute by way of the fellatio. This skill can only be acquired through rigorous training and practice by way of the suck line. There are a dozen members of the Randy Masters here and I will join the line at the end. Every morning it will be the suck line for you until you can bring a dozen masters to their pleasure within ten minutes. This will ensure you can meet your master’s urgent need without fail. Swallowing is required and failure will earn you a stern whipping. Now begin!”

At first she quailed at the idea of it all but then she remembered her vow and higher purpose. She took in the first big dick with the eager relish of a cheap tramp. She had learned much upon her first fellatio the night before and soon had the cock full down her throat. The master grabbed her braid and forced her head back and forth. She could tell by his panting that she was pleasing him but also realized two minutes might have passed before he gave out one lusty grunt and gave forth into her mouth. She accepted to the last spurt and leaned back to show him his load before gulping it down and going on to the next cock in line.

This master she pleasured just as well but took too long again. He chose to come with his cock down her throat so he could ejaculate right down into her stomach.

On she went down the line, knowing she would fail but still determined to do her best. She took load after load either into her mouth or down the throat until she came to Trent. He was rough with her, driving down her throat until he erupted into her depths. Her stomach felt gorged from all the cum she had ingested. And she herself had orgasmed three times in the midst of it. She had heard of the “Lovelace effect” but always believed it to be myth or legend.

He shoved her away and looked at the stopwatch, shaking his head.

“Fifteen minutes! Not even close. The punishment is two lashes for each minute overtime.”

He took hold of the tit leash and led her through a door into a chamber where a block and tackle hung from the ceiling. He removed the tit leash and another master lowered the manacles that were attached to the rope to within reach. He bound her wrists and she was hauled aloft, her feet a foot from the floor.

Then, to her surprise, a master opened a door in the opposite wall and a group of young women came through it, all naked and shaven linked together in a chain by tit leashes the went back over their shoulders. She wasn’t sure but she thought she counted 22 of them. And she was PP23. Trent informed her of what was to follow.

“One of your fellow slaves will administer the whipping while the others watch so they can be reminded of the consequences of substandard performance. PP1 will do the honors.”

He went to the first slave in line, a shapely brunette, and released her from the chain. He handed her a long thin buggy whip.

“Thirty lashes PP1! Hard and from the shoulder! I want to see bleeding welts when you bring her back to the main hall. We are not finished with her today!”

Then, to Lana’s surprise, Trent and the other masters exited the chamber and closed the door behind them. She saw this for what it was for her, a window of opportunity for her to communicate with the slave women. The masters were seemingly so arrogant in their certainty of control the possibility of a slave rebellion never entered their minds.

But then PP1 showed her obedience to the master’s command. A searing white hot line fell across her buttocks as the first lash struck. She cried out in shock and torment. One by one the lashes struck, some wrapping around her body and across her breasts. By the last of them she hung sobbing. Then she was lowered to the floor. PP1 removed her bonds and, to Lana’s surprise, gave her a warm hug as she spoke.

“I am so sorry PP23. If I don’t wield the whip hard the masters will put the whip to me worse.”

Lana took her by the hands and whispered into her ear.

“I am here to help you escape this place. Now what is your real name?”

PP1 did a double take at her words and whispered back. “Susan.”

“Well Susan, please let as many of the other slaves as you can know they will soon be free. We will talk again the next time I fail at the suck line. Now take me back to the hall and turn me over to the masters. Mother knows what more is in store for me today but I will endure!”

Susan put the tit leash back on Lana and led her back to the great hall. Trent looked her over to ensure the lashes had been applied with vigor. Each lash had indeed split the skin. Scars would remain after healing and these would become Lana’s badges of honor to all her Sisters. He dismissed Susan and a master put her back in the tit leash line and the slaves were led away to their cells.

There was now an armless, backless leather couch in the center of the hall. Trent led her there by the leash and let her know what was to follow.

“It is time for you to know what it is like to have every one of your holes filled with cock at the same time. We will have a nice gangbang. It will continue until each of the masters has ejaculated into each of your holes.”

A master laid himself onto his back on the couch, holding his dick straight up in his hand. Two others took hold of Lana and hoisted her up, vaginally impaling her on the rock hard organ. Another master mounted the couch from behind her and pushed her forward onto her belly Then she felt a prodding at her hind hole and yelped as the master drove his dick home. A third master stood at the end of the couch, putting his dick inches from her face. He grabbed her braid and pulled her forward while forcing his organ into her mouth.

Then she felt the rutting begin, two big dicks stuffing her lower holes tight while the third was driven down her throat. And suddenly there was that pleasure again and she didn’t have to play-act the part of the shameless slut. Her cries of animal pleasure were muzzled by the big dick down her throat and that dick enhanced the delight of the two driving in and out of her down below.

The three masters came almost at once. She felt the cocks pulsing and throbbing inside of her as the spent their loads, the one in her mouth down her throat all the way, spurting the cream straight into her stomach. The masters pulled out and they made her squeeze the loads out of her vagina and anus into Trent’s cupped hand. Then he held it before her mouth and made her slurp it up.

And it went on and on from there, masters rutting and coming into her depths while she kept coming until she couldn’t anymore, enjoying the intensity of the guilty pleasure while scheming in her mind what torments she would inflict upon Trent and the rest in retribution for her degradation when she finally had them at her mercy.

The masters all hung limp and spent after ejaculating themselves dry into her. Trent led her by the tit leash to her cell and shoved her inside for the night.

The next morning it was the suck line again and again she failed but by a bit less time. Trent took her to the whipping room and hung her by the heels. The slaves filed into the room and red-haired PP12 was handed the whip to do the honors. She administered the 26 hard lashes Lana had earned. Then she came and knelt with her face close to Lana’s to apologize. Lana reassured her.

“I understand dear. And what is your true name?”

“It’s Jane Lana. And again, I am so sorry!”

“Not to worry Jane. But please help Susan get the word to the other slaves somehow that soon there will be a raid on this place conducted by my Sisters. You will be freed and the tables will be turned on the masters.”

Jane nodded and then they lowered Lana and led her back to the hall where the masters waited to enjoy another gang bang upon her.

It took three more weeks for Lana to perform the suck line to the ten minute standard. Day by day she took fewer lashes but also, as the days passed she was given to know that all the slaves were aware of the coming raid and would be ready when she gave the signal. While in her cell at night she would whisper progress reports to Reverend Sister Elmira by way of the “mole” on her arm.

Every day after the suck line, her whipping and the gang bang she would be taken back to her cell. But once she had met the standard for fellatio she was introduced to the daily routine of the slaves. They would kneel naked with tit leashes clipped on at intervals along the walls of the great hall. Pig-males who had paid a fee would arrive and peruse the available slaves, choosing the ones they found most appealing to use for their pleasure. They were invariably naked, randy and erect and most of the time they got quick release by way of a blowjob before leading the slaves a way to a chamber where they could enjoy their orifices to heart’s content and otherwise degrade and humiliate them.

Lana kept a close eye on things and found that midnight was closing time. The doors were locked and just Trent and one or two other pig-males stayed behind. The wee hours were the window of opportunity and she communicated this to Elmira. A date was set for the raid. But first this had to be communicated to the slaves so they would be ready when the time came.

The only way to do this would be for a whipping to be held in the chamber. Lana chose to sacrifice herself for the purpose. She knelt in the hall the next day, waiting for a master to select her for his use. An ugly skinhead brute named Nick approached her. Like always his first demand was a blowjob then and there. Lana sucked him off in good time but spat out his cum onto the floor. Nick gave her a hard slap across the face.

Trent was watching while he enjoyed fellatio from Susan and after he ejaculated down her throat he strode over to Lana with his face contorted in rage. He gave her a forehand and then a backhand slap and spoke with a menacing snarl.

“I thought you had gotten with the program bitch! Now it will be fifty lashes for you!”

The slaves were herded into the whipping chamber. Nick and Trent hung Lana up by the ankles. Trent handed Susan the whip and the masters left the chamber, slamming the door. Susan reluctantly but vigorously administered the fifty lashes. When finished she knelt down close to Lana to apologize. Then Lana let her know the raid would take place that very night and she should get the word to all the slaves.

CHAPTER FIVE

The raid was carried out by the Enforcers, a biker gang of a dozen Sisters. The mansion was set well back from the road, out of sight among tall trees. The Enforcers approached slowly, keeping the rumble of their Harleys to a minimum. They wore jackboots, brief black leather shorts and black leather vests. A mix of black, white, and Asian, their heads were shaven bald on the left side, their hair long and hanging over their shoulders on the right. On the bald side each wore a tattoo depicting in some form Woman dominant and the male subjugated and enslaved. Each was armed with a taser.

They were followed by a party bus and then a black, windowless van. The former would be the ride for the freed slaves. It was well stocked with champagne in ice buckets for the celebratory ride to freedom. The van was for the pig males. It’s interior was cold bare steel, the floor embossed with studs that would gouge and hurt when they were tossed inside, naked and bound hand and foot for the rough ride to the temple.

The procession made its way along the winding drive and the gate opened when the hacker clicked her mouse. The Enforcers shut down their engines and coasted the last fifty yards until they were at the base of the front porch. They dismounted and the assault was waged. The front door was shattered by a battering ram and they charged inside.

Pig-males Trent, Nick and Carl were drunk and lounging in recliners sharing details of the degradations they had inflicted upon the slaves when the Enforcers burst into the room. Trent and the others jumped to their feet in surprise, enraged, cursing. But the tasers made quick work of them and soon they were tied up tight, gagged and helpless. Two Enforcers grabbed each of them and they were hauled out to the van and tossed inside, rolling across the cruel studs.

The rest of the Enforcers went in to free the slaves from their cells. Gleefully, 22 slaves and their savior Lana piled into the party bus. The enforcers led the way, the bus following. Corks were popping before the bus even turned onto the road. The van brought up the rear. The young dark haired Sister who drove it made sure to zig and zag along, take the turns hard and seek out bumps to ride over so the pig-males behind her rolled and bounced over the cruel floor.

They arrived at the temple and the former slaves piled out of the bus, giggling and tipsy. They were led by the Enforcers into the gathering hall where food and drink were laid out in abundance and slaves were available to lick pussies long in need. The pig-males were tossed into cells for the night. They would be dealt with the next morning in the worst way.

And the pig-males still at large would not run wild and free. The surveillance team had taken down license plate numbers from their cars as the entered or exited the estate. The plates were run by the spies within the police department. A campaign of abduction began and would not cease until every Randy Master was naked and chained within a cell in the temple’s dungeon. Several of Trent’s “clients” who frequented the mansion would join them.                                                                        

The abductions of the pig-males were carried out by any means necessary or convenient. Seductresses were dispatched to bars where their quarries hung out to lure them into the clutches of the Sisterhood. And the Enforcers took a hand as well. Swooping down on pig-males without warning at every opportunity.

CHAPTER SIX

Blond-haired, blue eyed, muscular Duke Morton was riding his Harley one hot humid summer day along a winding country road through a wooded area outside the city. He heard the roar of multiple other Harley’s behind him. Looking in his rearview mirror he saw a double line of a dozen mean looking women coming up on him.

He was soon overtaken and surrounded, Enforcers ahead of him, beside him on both sides and behind, hemming him in. In every pair of their eyes his met he saw leers of seeming lustful anticipation. He made a couple of futile attempts to break through the encirclement but failed. They guided him to a rutted road that led into the woods on the right.

The road wound for about half a mile before they came to a grassy clearing. They halted and four Enforcers seized him and ripped away his clothes. They cuffed his hands behind him.

Soon he was kneeling with a circle of menacing women. The Enforcers wore their usual garb, jackboots, loose fitting black leather short shorts and black leather vests. One by one they dropped their shorts and kicked them aside, exhibiting their hairy pussies. As he whirled around in desperation, seeking escape he saw them all fondling themselves and leering. He knew then he would soon be forced to perform the act he had so vociferously and publicly vowed to reject.

Again, four of the women grabbed him and her was hoisted onto the seat of his bike face up with his feet hanging over the back end. They bound him down tight and helpless.

Flora James, the muscular black amazon who was consensus leader of the Enforcers leaned over him with lust gleaming in her eyes as she spoke. In her hand was a wicked looking curved dagger.

“The Reverend Sister said we could have some fun with you before bringing you in. So, you have vowed to never eat pussy? Now you will have a choice to make, break that vow or part with your precious balls! Now you will give each of us a sweet ride Dukie!

She handed off the knife to someone out of his sight and he felt a hand grab his balls and grip them tight and then the cold steel of the blade pressed against his sack.

Flora mounted the bike facing forward, standing on the pegs, holding her nappy cunt just above his face. As she lowered herself upon him he felt a tightening of the grip on his balls and what seemed like the razor edge of the knife pressed to his tight and shiny sack. Her cunt was wet and redolent of sweat and leather and lust as it engulfed his face. The knife pressed to his balls persuaded him he hand only one chance and that was to lick.

She rolled and gyrated, grinding her oozing snatch over his face as he cast about with his tongue in desperation, hoping to find the key to pleasing her. She shifted and pressed her anus onto his tongue and he knew only giving worship there might deliver him. His nose was up her musky vagina as he swabbed her orifice clean. Her moans of enjoyment gave him hope but the blade held steady against his balls.

She shifted so his tongue slid into her cavern and he swirled it about, encouraged by her vocalizations of growing delight. And willy nilly he gulped down the abundant poon she secreted. The rolling of her hips took on urgency and soon he felt the pulsing turgid pea beneath his tongue. She rammed her pubis against his lips to urge him to put tongue to it. He obeyed, licking hard and sucking, sensing her release would spare his balls for at least the moment. She shuddered and put her weight down over his open mouth as she gave forth a salty gush that filled it. No choice was left him save to swallow as she gave out a bestial cry that echoed in the surrounding woods.

Flora dismounted and was replaced by Mariko, a petite but muscular Sister of Japanese extraction. She teased him by tickling his nose with her dense, fuzzy raven bush, then settled over him to be served. He had learned under Flora and gave worship to anus cavern and clit so that Mariko soon wailed in her ecstasy and flooded his mouth with her own salty gush. He gulped it down as well.

Mariko dismounted and Elsa, quite a hefty blond took her turn mounting him. Her fleshy mass and big oozing cunt bore down him, cutting off his breath. She pressed her anus to his lips and he put tongue to it in desperation though his lungs began to burn from lack of air. But his licking pleased her and she moaned and rolled her hips, giving him chances for fleeting breaths.

Matters progressed as before with her shifting so his tongue could probe her loose vagina. And as he laid it about her he ingested her poon in great quantity. The heaviest gush of all filled his mouth as she bucked and writhed through her orgasm, all but breaking his neck. She went limp in her satisfaction and again her mass and lush tissues pressed down heedless and deprived him of air. His legs kicked and thrashed wildly as his air gave out and the darkness began descending. All went black and he wondered if that golden-haired snatch coming down on him was to be the last thing his living eyes would see.

His legs flopped limp as he passed out. Elsa hopped off of him and Flora woke him by way of a pinch of her sharp fingernails upon the tiny tender tab of skin below his glans. The burning sting made him yelp and writhe. And Monica, a shapely brunette took her turn upon him.

The ordeal continued, the Sisters taking their turns one by one. And as it went on he felt a change in himself. He found himself to be rock hard erect and knew he had been so ever since Flora had come down on him. And there was a growing ache in his balls like he had felt in the back seat of his dad’s car as a teenager with his virginal and reluctant girlfriend. But the knife held steady on his sack.

And there was more and worse. He had to admit that when Monica was descending upon him he had to admit he looked forward to it. And by the time the seventh of them, ginger haired Fiona, took her place he was straining upward, reaching out with his tongue, eager to taste her. What was happening to him?

It was then that the grip on his balls was released and the knife was withdrawn. But with the threat removed he founding himself serving the luscious ginger pussy with willing passion. It seemed to him that every imbibing of their woman juices had weakened him and begun a transformation. And the threatening blade was replaced by a hand that stroked his organ with artful skill, bringing him to the edge of coming, but holding him there as he serviced the remaining Sisters.

Just as the last of him, brown skinned, raven locked Indira, a sultry creature from India enjoyed her climax and dismounted the stroking hand edged him even closer to the brink and took him over. The ache in his balls had worsened to torment and he gave out a deep sigh of anticipated release.

But there was to be no such relief because Flora stood ready with a switch she had cut from a thicket in the woods, which she brought down hard upon his balls before any pleasure came to him. Instead, he howled in shock and torment at the ruination of his longed for orgasm.

It was time for this ordeal to end for Duke but more was in store for him. Half a mile farther up the road was a remote farmhouse the Enforcers used as their clubhouse. They untied him from his bike and put him on his knees behind Flora’s bike.  Flora slipped the double noose of a leather leash around his balls. It spread and stretched them, turning them purple as she yanked it extra tight. Then she tied the eight foot leash to the back of her bike and jumped aboard, kickstarting the engine. She called out a command to him.

“Follow me Dukie! Double time!”

She accelerated slowly but it was all he could do to get to his feet and follow at a fast trot. Sometimes she would speed up a bit, forcing him to spring lest he be dragged by the balls and have them ripped from his body. And it seemed clear she would not care. For the last quarter mile, she set a pace that forced a run and his lungs burned when the arrived at the farmhouse and she put the brakes on. He crashed to the ground on his face, exhausted.

Flora untied the leash form her bike and four of the women took hold of him and carried him into the house, throwing him down on the thick living room rug. They let him lie there to recover a bit while they opened bottles of whisky and filled their glasses. There were twelve recliners in a circle and they all took seats and drank, making him the butt of cruel and lewd jokes and laughing him to scorn.

Then came the next stage of his ordeal. First they put his balls in a wooden humbler vise and pulled it back between his legs and across the back of his thighs. His balls turned and even more lurid shade of purple, the sack tight and shiny. Flora grabbed his hair and pulled him to his knees. She directed his eyes to the back wall of the room and he stared aghast. Set upon hooks on the wall were a dozen faux cocks of fearsome size, each of them putting his own “pride and joy” to shame. Big false balls hung below the cocks and at right angles each had an elongated smooth bulb. Straps with buckles depended from each device.

He watched in growing dread and one by one the Enforcers donned their cocks, slipping the bulbs into their vaginas and tightening the straps. Soon the Enforcers stood shoulder to shoulder with their big mock organs jutting in what he knew could only be a suck line. And he knew he was to do the sucking. Flora cackled wickedly.

“Recognize this formation do you Dukie? We know all about the suck lines that degraded your unfortunate captives. Now it will be your turn to perform the blowjobs. Our cocks are of an advanced design that allow us to feel your lips and tongue and gullet as they go in and out. You have ten minutes to get us all off. Fail and your cock and balls will pay the price!”

Each woman pressed a red button on the top of her cock and a humming sound filled the room. Flora took her place at the end of the line, holding her phone with the timer set to ten minutes. It was big Elsa who had first turn with him. She grabbed his hair and pulled him to her, forcing the cock against his lips. Foolishly, he clenched his jaw in refusal but Mariko was quick to step behind him and give his sore and stretched balls a kick that made him open his mouth to yelp. Elsa rammed her cock in, wasting no time to forced it against his gullet.

He gagged and retched but she was relentless. And Mariko put her hand behind his head and shoved, finally forcing the big organ past his clench and halfway down. Elsa grabbed his hair and drove with her hips, forcing it all the way down inch by inch until his nose was deep in her golden and fragrant bush.

She drew back until just the tip remained in his mouth and then rammed forward again in the first of the fast paced, brutish thrusts that would propel her to orgasm. The advanced instrument of pleasure worked to perfection as always and she felt every stroke of his lips and tongue upon her lady parts. With a flurry of thrusts, she drove herself over the brink, giving out a throaty moan of animal satisfaction with the cock full down his throat, her knees buckling such that two of her Sisters took hold of her shoulders to steady her.

Mariko grabbed his hair and pulled him back so that the cock exited with a pop that got giggles from the suck line. She spun him around and forced her cock into him mouth and down his throat with a single thrust.

On Duke went down the line, satisfying each Enforcer in her turn. But he was just on Fiona, the tenth of them when he heard the alarm buzzing from Flora’s phone and knew his time was up, wondering what dire consequence might befall him. But when Fiona came she passed him along to the next in line and he knew he had to finish out the ordeal regardless.

By the time he got to Flora his gullet was loose and receptive to her cock and she satisfied herself with her shapely hips rolling and gyrating in graceful rhythm, her climax supernally intense. Flora had words for him after she finished.

“You have another hole in you into which a cock can go Dukie. And we would all love to stick ours in it and give it to you hard and deep. But that virgin hole is reserved for one of you former slaves to deflower. We will be there to watch when the time comes and it will surely be most entertaining to hear you squeal like the piggy-male you are!”

Then it was time for the punishment his failure had earned him. It was to become a cruel game of darts with his balls as the target. They bent him belly down over an ottoman and tied him down. Each mistress would throw three darts. The darts themselves had red feathers, and heavy heads with very thin needles dipped in hot pepper sauce.

They had been hitting the whisky and their aims were off a bit. Most darts stuck in his ass or thighs making him yelp from the sting. But ten of them found their marks in his balls, making him howl in unspeakable torment.

They pulled the darts out and released him. Then it was time to lounge in the recliners, sip whisky, toke hashish and make raunchy talk at his expense and that of the pig-male in general while he went from mistress to mistress around the circle, putting tongue to ass and pussy until each was orgasmically sated and it was bedtime.

Just to terrorize him further Flora called for a vote to determine whether or not his tongue work sufficed for him to keep his balls. One by one each mistress gave him a thumb up or down, with Flora having the final vote. Her thumb down would result in a 6-6 tie which would cost him his nuts. He quailed in terror until she gave him a thumb up, making the vote 7-5 in his favor and he nearly fainted in his relief. Flora gave her appraisal.

“Well, Dukie, you have learned to give good enough head to keep your balls for the time being. Today was just a prelude to the punishment in store for you. Tomorrow you will be taken to the temple and turned over to the Reverend Sister. She will have fitting retribution for your loathsome life prepared for you!”

They strapped a shocker device around his balls and dragged him to the door of one of three cells they kept for the confinement of slaves and tossed him inside. Exhaustion eclipsed his terror and he fell into a sleep filled with nightmares of what might await him.

In the morning Duke was awakened by the sound of the door opening and some sharp kicks from Mariko and Fiona. They each held a bowl, one filled with bland mush and the other with water. They laid them on the floor and ordered him to eat and drink. Some of his pig-male attitude and come back and he cursed them and refused. Mariko held the remote that activated the shocker and she put him in his place with a couple of jolts that put him on the floor moaning. Meekly, he bent over the bowls like a dog.

The cell was equipped with a hygiene model, shower and toilet in one unit. They ordered him to shower and shave and waited until he finished. They leashed his balls and led him from the house to where the black van waited, side door slid open. They bound him hand and foot, picked him up and tossed him in onto the rough floor. Mariko gave his balls a couple more jolts as a fond farewell.

The van drove off down the rough and rutted road, the driver making sure to find every bump and pothole and take every curve at speed so he rolled and bounced all over the studded floor.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Duke’s capture was just one of several executed by the Enforcers. The Randy Masters and their “clients” were easy prey, they being deprived of their sex slaves. Emails and texts were sent to them, come-ons from women who flattered them for their “manliness” and offered to meet them for trysts.

Brad Martin met his fate when he drove his BMW down the winding road near the Enforcer’s clubhouse, balls aching and cock throbbing, anticipating a rendezvous in the forest clearing where Duke had been waylaid.

He turned down the rutted road and the clearing came into view. Dark haired and shapely Susan sat naked on a blanket on the grass, waving in invitation. He recognized her and vindictive rage inflamed his lust. He made his way to her, tossing clothes aside as he approached.

Just before he reached her there came a rumbling roar from the surrounding woods and the Enforcers burst into the clearing from their concealment among the trees. Brad froze in his tracks and soon found himself strapped down to the seat of a bike giving Susan and all the Enforcers a “sweet ride.” Then it was a brisk trot to the clubhouse with his balls tied to Flora’s bike.

There were multiple other means of abduction. Some of the pig-males were approached in bars by pairs of sultry young seductresses who fawned over them and invited them to threesomes in their cushy conversion vans. The van would turn out to be the windowless black one with the studded floor and strong young sisters would pull them inside and strip them naked for the rough ride to the temple.

Others were seized off the sidewalk when the van pulled up and a nubile would flash her tits to lure the pig-male close. The side door would slide open and strong female arms would drag him inside. Other subterfuges were devised opportunistically.

It took a good two months to round up 23 pig-males, all 12 of the Randy Masters and enough of their clients so that all 22 of the former sex slaves would have her own pig-male to avenge herself upon. Lana was awarded Trent Howard to abuse, degrade and emasculate.

Elmira wanted their comeuppance to be a public spectacle, all of the pig-males getting their just deserts in one long and entertaining event. The pig-males were just confined in cells until all were brought in.

In the meantime, the former slaves were prepared for the event and for their coming lives as Sisters. They worked out with weights to build their strength and practiced long and hard in the wielding of whips and the artful use of the instruments employed to inflict torment upon the male organs.

All of this was done under the tutelage of Carla, an olive skinned amazon who kept her raven locks a short butch do. She served as Mistress of Training and Discipline and was renowned for her limitless, pitiless and inventive cruelty.

Every temple had a dungeon full of “utility slaves”, pig-males found to be incorrigible who led lives of punitive servitude. Carla was also in charge of that dungeon and the utility slaves lived in terror of her.

Slave husbands who had surrendered and submitted willingly were treated for the most part kindly, perhaps only subjected to an occasional whipping when their wives had a fit of pique. But if a Sister was in a particularly cruel mood husbands were to be spared and she could rent a utility slave to vent her wrath upon. Day to day only a few of the utility slaves would be used in this way but Carla would see to it that every slave in the dungeon got his daily ration of punishment.

The former slaves were provided with these slaves to practice on, whipping them until they broke down into helpless blubbering, torturing their organs and putting the woman cock hard to their asses so when the time came they would be strong, experienced and confident when putting their pig-males to the public anal rape that would be the beginning of their breaking and training.

The goal of all this would be the reform and rehabilitation of the pig-male and his transformation into a properly submissive husband. The process was not infallible. Most pig-males succumbed but a few had too hard a core to reform. These would be condemned to life as utility slaves.

It was once believed that all pig-males were incorrigible. But one much renowned Sister named Jane Richardson had proven that this was not the case. She was the first to take a seemingly unregenerate pig-male, a football player named Rich, and transform him into an exemplary slave husband. There had been resistance to this undertaking from Claudia, the Reverend Sister of Jane’s temple, but in the proof of the pudding was in the eating as it were. Rich had performed the selfless oral act he had publicly shunned upon Claudia and the members of the temple’s High Council and they found his attentions persuasive.

From then on every pig-male who fell into the clutches of the Sisterhood was granted the opportunity to reform. Harsh punishment was meted out at first, but pleasure was slowly introduced along with the pain in a regulated process that was usually successful. The failures were relegated to the status of utility slaves.

And married Sisters generously shared their slave husbands with the former slaves, new Sisters in the making, so they could come to know what married life would be like once they had broken and trained their pig-males, or, if failing in that seduced, enthralled and enslaved an innate submissive male.

The Sisterhood of Lilith precited a unique form of serial monogamy. Innate submissive males would be sought out and seduced into matrimony or pig-males would be broken and trained with the same goal in mind.

Once an innate submissive was enamored and enthralled the Sister would propose marriage. The marriage proposal revealed the true nature of the marriage to follow. The prospective groom was informed that the marriage would end after some indeterminate number of years by way of the Rite of Parting. Every Sister took great delight in her seduction and conquest and the years of marital bliss that would always follow. But inevitably, every Sister came to feel that “itch”, a need for the delights of another seduction and conquest. Once she enthralled and enslaved her next husband the Rite of Parting would take place in public. 

Slave husbands were, of course, denied penile entry into their wives. Instead, they satisfied them by way of the cunnilingus, the anilingus and by submitting to the penetration of the woman cock, which resulted not only in her orgasm, but theirs as well, a pleasure that addicted them hopelessly to the woman cock.

But in the Rite of Parting the slave husbands were rewarded for their loving servitude by the gift of their wives’ bodies. A mattress covered by a scarlet silk sheet would be laid upon the temple altar and with an assemblage of Sisters watching from the pews the slave would be allowed to enter and enjoy all three of his wife’s bodily orifices.

But he would pay a price for this pleasure in the end. Once he had expended every drop of cum into his wife he would pay the price of his balls. Though seemingly cruel, this was thought to be an act of mercy. Being parted from the wife he adored with limitless passion would be torment for him unless his sexuality was extinguished with a quick and merciful castration. He would become a docile eunuch and he would be sold at auction at the end of the rite so he could be made useful as housemaid or gardener or some such.

The prospective grooms were informed of this upon the marriage proposal. If they declined they would be sent away, never to see their mistress again.  But, due to the seductive arts and dominant will of the Sisters none had every refused the proposal. A pig-male who had been suitably broken and trained was given the same proposal. For him the choice was accepting or being sent to the dungeon as a utility slave. Each had been subjected to Carla’s tender mercies to let him know what awaited him daily should he decline. Rare indeed was the pig-male who declined.

And then there was the wedding ritual, also a public event. Vows were taken and the new husband would be deflowered by the cock of his wife. First she would hurt him with it, then teach him to love it, making him come with an intensity of pleasure that would purge him of any remaining vestiges of “manhood” and addict him for life.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Just prior to the impending event Elmira assembled the former slaves in the front pews of the temple nave for one last pep talk and homily.

During the two months before the event, they had been indoctrinated in the tenets of the creed of the Sisterhood. It was held as dogma that the deity was female, the Divine Mother who had first created Woman in her image. The male was created second as an inferior being, a lower life form meant to serve Woman by way of sexual pleasure. The ecstasies achieved through the attentions of the enslaved male were considered a form of worship and the Sisters indulged themselves daily to the point of complete orgasmic satiation. Woman’s capacity for near limitless sexual pleasure was considered to be proof of the superiority of the female and the Divine Mother’s gift to her faithful daughters. Elmira reinforced the tenets of the creed to instill proper zeal in the soon-to-be new Sisters. She ended with some final words.

“When the time comes and you have your pig-male bent over the horse and ready to be raped take some time to ponder the creed and also remember the degradations you endured under enslavement so you will feel your wrath mount and you will give it to him hard and deep with no mercy. It is your birthright to enslave and subjugate the male and it your duty to inflict harsh justice upon the pig-male. Now let’s get out there and give it to them!”

The temple’s nave was a semi-arena with seating for 200. All the seats were filled with naked Sisters and then there was SRO. Sisters had gathered from far and wide. Those who could not attend in person watched by way of live streaming so every Sister everywhere bore witness to this triumph over the pig-male.

Among the honored guests were no other than Jane Richardson, Reverend Sister Claudia Marne and Anna Rostova, a pillar of the community and the faith. Of advanced age the hair of each was shot with gray both on the head and down below. But each was as vigorous and lustful as ever.

The 23 pig-males knelt naked with heads bowed in front of the pews, all trembling in terror. They wore leather cuffs on wrists and ankles with clips on them so they could be restrained conveniently in whatever manner might be needed. Their balls were stretched tight at the ends of leather leashes that lay on the floor in front of them.

The front row center seats were reserved for their erstwhile slaves. In the two months preceding their bushes had grown out luxuriantly and when the pig-males would be made to kneel and perform the selfless oral act they would be confronted by the real pudendae they had both shunned and feared. But the first order of business would be the anal rape that would unman them.

As a preliminary something was done to let them know once and for all the manner of women who now held them in bondage. A heavy, X shaped wooden cross was wheeled by two eunuchs onto the stage in front of the altar. Strapped to it was a naked pig-male who had outlived his utility as a utility slave. His balls were stretched tight, shiny and purple in a wooden vise. His wrists and ankles were bound to the ends of the cross and there were a wide straps across his belly and thighs, holding him utterly helpless and immobile.

The eunuchs stood beside the cross and the eyes of the pig-males widened in even greater terror at the sight of their limp cocks pierced with heavy weighted rings, dangling long and low over the scars where their balls had been. The slave on the cross whimpered and sniveled in his own terror, seeming to know what awaited him. His cock was pulled in like a frightened turtle’s head.

Carla stepped onto the stage, naked except for black stiletto knee boots and a black leather belt. There was a knife in a sheath upon the belt. She held a small jar and a foot-long thin steel skewer in her hands. The jar contained warm baby oil. She opened it and poured a bit into her cupped right hand. She replaced the lid and set it on the floor and then took the slaves glans between her fingers and pulled it out so she could get a grip. With an artful hand she coaxed him to erection and began a slow stroking.

The slave gritted his teeth to resist the growing pleasure her warm, oily hand bestowed but soon his male nature caused him to give in to it. He lapsed into a state of mindless enjoyment, head lolling, moaning, oblivious to what would soon follow. The prospect of coming drove all else from his mind. But Carla toyed with him for a while, taking him to the very brink, letting him feel the first twinge of pleasure before withdrawing her hand and then starting over.

When satisfied with his oblivious state she poised the skewer she held beside his balls and took him over the edge. He gave out a moan, anticipating heavenly release but all was ruined when Carla thrust the skewer through both his balls in one stab. His next vocalization was one of unspeakable torment as he spurted the last cum of his life into the air. Carla let him suffer for a time, then pulled her knife and with a quick stroke she sliced away his still skewered balls, the pain of it tearing a scream from him.

First she held his severed sack, dripping blood before his eyes and he moaned in despair. Then she made her way down the line of kneeling pig-males holding her trophy before their eyes as she gave warning to them.

“Castration awaits you sooner or later inevitably. But you can make it even years later rather than sooner by showing proper contrition and repentance for the loathsome lives you have led. Take the punishment you have earned with good grace and surrender yourselves without reservation. It’s time! Ladies! Don your cocks!”

The slave on the cross was wheeled out, sniveling and sobbing all the way. The former slaves had their cocks on the floor and stood to strap them on. Then they made their way to stand facing the line of kneeling pig-males, the fearsome faux organs jutting in mockery of all maleness. The nave fell silent as they each pressed the red button on top of the cocks. An ominous humming filled the nave and the pig-males cowered. Then all but one of the women switched off her cocks. And all but the first one in line returned to their seats.

It was Susan who would have the honor of performing the first rape. She reached down to grab the leash from the floor and yanked hard to bring Duke to his feet. A leather horse had been set center stage before the altar. Susan dragged Duke to it and forced him to his knees. The first order of business would be the fellatio. Duke had experience from his time with the Enforcers and had been chosen to go first on that account. Carla addressed the pig-males.

“We have chosen your pal Dukey here to be first because he has already learned much about sucking cock. He went through our version of one of your “suck lines”. You will do well to observe closely to prepare yourselves for when your time comes.”

Susan pressed her humming cock against Duke’s mouth and he opened wide to take it in. After some preliminary sucking it was time for him to take it down the gullet. His practice with the Enforcers served him well and set an example for the other pig-males as the cock slid down his throat with ease and his nose was pressed into Susan’s raven bush. Carla continued her lecture.

“Resistance is both foolish and futile. You will take it down full length willy nilly. We have ways to ensure your compliance. You most open your throat by depressing your tongue to ease the entry. And while your mistress gullet fucks you enhance her pleasure with your lips and tongue as the cock goes in and out. Last but not least, be sure to get the cock good and wet with your spit because it will be going up your ass next and that is all the lube you will get!”

She pointed to Susan and Duke in the midst of the fellatio, inviting the pig-males to watch as Susan approached her climax. Each thrust drove to the hilt and each withdrawal left just the glans enfolded by Duke’s lips. Susan lapsed into a rutting frenzy and Carla stepped over to take hold on her shoulders so she would not fall when the knee buckling orgasm struck. She rammed the cock in extra hard, arched her back and threw her head back as a primal shriek was torn from her depths. Her body slacked and Carla held her until she firmed, the cock still all the way down his throat. Susan pulled out and all heard that pop the never failed to draw laughter from all who watched.

Then it was time for Duke to surrender his virginity and manhood. Susan and Carla hoisted him onto the horse belly down and clipped his wrists and ankles to the rings at the bottom of each leg of the horse. There was a wide strap with buckles hanging down at the center of the horse and they strapped him down with it tight so he was utterly helpless and ready for the rape.

It was known that once the pain of the hard passed a pleasure would set in and cause the subject to ejaculate with surpassing pleasure. But the pig-male was deemed unworthy of this pleasure until he had been broken and surrendered. So, a method had been devised for the ruination of orgasm. An electric fence energizer was set up in front of the horse where the pig-male could see it, turned to its highest power, its light flashing ominously. Two wires extended from it, ending in a stretchy rubber cap. Within it were two electrodes.

Carla slipped the cap onto the end of Dukes cock and it held tight. When Susan’s rutting caused him to come his first spurt would fill the cap and complete the circuit so he would take cruel jolts of current into his dick until Susan decided he had suffered enough.

Susan stepped up behind Duke and aligned the big, flared glans with his tight virgin hole. The cock dripped with his spit. Over the past two months Susans nail had grown out and had been manicured into sharp points and polished lurid red. And she had used a nail hardening lotion to make sure they would pierce the skin when she took hold of Duke’s tender buns to get leverage.

Duke yelped as she sunk her nails in. Blood trickled from each fingertip. She gathered herself for the thrust, the muscles she had built rippling. With a ruthless driving forward of her shapely ass she plunged the big dick in as Duke howled from the tearing, stretching pain. Half the cock disappeared into him and then she rammed again and again, each thrust driving it deeper as he screamed, inch by inch until her thighs touched his and her bush tickled his behind.

She drew back so just the rim of the glans was in him and the drove forward again as her hips took on graceful yet forceful undulations, rolling, grinding, gyrating. She had practiced diligently during the two months leading up to this, strengthening the muscles, becoming a strong and confident mistress of the cock. Duke got the full benefit, sobbing, sniveling. She gave his ass a hard, two handed slap and called of for him to squeal like a piggy. She rutted all the harder to encourage that and soon the little piggy cried “wee wee wee.” 

The room fell dead silent in anticipation of the transition sure to follow. As Susan rutted on his vocalizations took on a tone of growing pleasure mingling with the pain. Soon he was giving out high-pitched, mewling pants and even trying to rock backward in his bonds to answer her driving thrusts. Then came the climactic moment. He gave out a deep and quavering moan at the first surge of orgasm, but then his first spurt flooded the cap, connecting the electrodes and the first sharp jolt ran through his cock and into his body. Jolts took him once every two seconds as his body writhed and he yelped and sobbed and blubbered.

Susan pulled out upon the first jolt and just stood by watching with a cruel and leering grin on her face. She had been the victim of his lustful and degrading attentions many times and she meant to see him suffer long in retribution. When he was finally reduced to mewling yelps with each jolt she raised her hand to call a halt and Carla shut the shocker off.

They pulled the cap from his cock and released him and then made him kneel with the soiled and bloodied cock presented to him. He was made to suck it clean. And his cum was splattered on the floor beneath the horse and he was commanded to lick it up.

If the pig-males had been terrified at not knowing what dreadful ordeal awaited them that terror redoubled when they witnessed it. Next in line was the skinheaded brute Nick, who revealed his essential cowardice by writhing in resistance so hard four women had to take hold of him and drag him to the horse while he babbled and blubbered self-serving apologies and begged for mercy.

But there would be none. His erstwhile slave rammed the cock down his throat and took her pleasure. Then it was up on the horse for him where he took it hard and deep and also was made squeal like a piggy until he came and the jolts racked his body.

One by one the pig-males got their deserts, all made to squeal like piggies to the glee of all in attendance, all getting ample doses of the cruel jolts. When each had been finished the were lined up again side by side.

Trent Howard, the ringleader, had been saved for last and it would be Lana whose privilege it was to do the honors. He knelt with his head bowed at the end of the line. Lana approached him and grabbed his hair to lift his face up so he could get a good look at the big humming dick that was soon to ravage him. He looked up into her steel blue eyes and saw the gleam vindictive triumph there.

Carla helped her drag him over to the horse, squirming, writhing, pleading for mercy like the coward he was. Lana pressed the glans to his lips but the fool clenched his jaw. Carla gave him a hard kick from behind up between his legs, hitting his balls hard so he opened his mouth to cry out. His mouth was quickly filled by the cock and Lana wasted no time forcing it against his gullet.

Again, the fool resisted, closing his throat. But she was relentless. He gagged and choked, but finally his tongue was pressed down, opening him up for the ramming thrust that plunged the cock halfway down. Lana drove it the rest of the way with ruthless thrusts until his nose was pressed into her golden bush. The gullet fuck was quick and brutish. Lana’s lust was at a boil from watching the other pig-males being sodomized on by one and she came with cataclysmic force.

Then Trent was hoisted over the horse and strapped down. He felt the rubber cap being put on his cock and a chill of fear ran through him. Then he felt as if a log was pressed to his orifice and he felt the piercing sting of Lana’s sharpened nails as she seated them in his buns with a hard slap. She leaned over to whisper into his ear, taunting him.

“My oh my little piggy! Your hole is so small and my cock is so big! Is it too big? Oh yes it is but I don’t care! You will take it every inch and you will squeal like all the other piggies before you!”

Then there was a tearing and stretching agony as she drove in hard, adding a gyration of her hips to the deflowering thrust. He howled and broke down into sobs as she forced the cock in ever deeper with more grinding jabs. Soon he was squealing as she gave his ass hard two handed slaps and then sunk her nails in deep again for leverage.

He had witnesses the transition from pain to pleasure of his henchmen and had sworn he would not succumb to that emasculation. But his will was no match for the pulsing, humming mock organ and in the end he found himself whimpering in his pleasure and, to his shame, begging to be fucked harder. The itching, burning delight in his rectum soon made him oblivious to all but the chance to come. He felt the inevitability of his ejaculation and knew just one second of his longed for release before the first zap ran through his cock. Lana shrieked in her own triumphant ecstasy.

With each successive zap he gave out a short, sharp little piggy squeal as Lana stood by with a smug and vindictive grin on her face. She felt as if she could stand there and watch him in his torment forever and it still might not be enough. But finally, she raised her hand and Carla shut off the shocker.

As the ringleader of the odious gang Trent was subjected to further punishment, a spit roast gang bang by the cocks of every one of the former slaves. He took it up the ass and down the throat from each of them until they all came from using each end. After he had lapped his cum from the floor they formed a long suck line and made him go from cock to cock to suck each one clean. In the end he laid on the floor face down, a sobbing, sniveling heap of emasculated wreckage.

CHAPTER NINE

After the pig-males were taken back to their cells there was an after party held with food and drink laid out in abundance. The former slaves were warmly welcomed into the Sisterhood. Lana was the most honored among them.

Elmira came to take her by the hand and lead her from the nave to a sitting room where Claudia, Anna and Jane were waiting to meet her. Each sat enthroned with her slave husband kneeling by her side, Jane on the left, Claudia in the center and Anna on the right. They made personal introductions beginning with Claudia.

“I’m so delighted to meet you Lana. Your courage and self-sacrifice are an inspiration to us all. Here with me is my husband of many years Theo. I met him when he was in the seminary, bound to become a priest and devote himself to the idolatry of the false pig-male god. But I turned him from that and he is to be my last husband. I went through many a “next” over the years but all of them failed that ultimate test until Theo. Likewise, Jane’s husband Richard and Anna’s husband Paul are also “Lasts”. Each of them has also passed the ultimate test of love and submission. The nature of that will be revealed to you by and by.”

Jane took her turn to speak.

“You will soon undertake a challenge Lana, the breaking and training of a hard core pig-male with the goal of making a proper husband of him. I will personally assist you in this endeavor to show my gratitude and that of all my Sisters for your heroism. It is a long and arduous process, though that is mostly for the pig-male. For you it we be an unalloyed delight as you avenge yourself further and gradually reduce him to a creature without will of his own who will adore you without reservation and submit to anything on order to please you. My Richard was such a one as Trent before I lured him into my clutches. I was confident I could turn him but never dared hope he would pass the ultimate test and become my Last. But he did.”

Anna gave her own input.

“Once you have bent him to your will Lana you will enjoy the marital bliss that only s proper husband can provide. This will go on for some years, but eventually you will feel that certain “itch” that will make you seek out a “next.” I encourage to choose a sweet innate submissive like my Paul here. It’s a whole different process but equally enjoyable, a slow and subtle seduction as you put him under you spell and in your thrall to the point that he is willing to pay the price of his balls just to be your slave and sex plaything for a few years. My sweet Paul here is such a one. I had gone through next after next and was still quite content with my then current husband John. But then Paul wandered into my local Lilith Club, not realizing it was private for Sisters only. I spotted him and sensed right away that he was special. He was in a heartbroken and vulnerable state after a cruel betrayal by his fiancé. This made him easy prey indeed. And married life has been heavenly for both of us, especially since he passed that ultimate test and became my Last.”

Claudia summed things up.

“The limitless delights of married life are the Divine Mother’s gifts to her faithful daughters and also a form of worship.”

It was bedtime. There were multiple sleeping room within the temple complex. Claudia and Anna gave their slaves Theo and Paul to Lana to share her bed for the night and help her start the morning right with their adoring tongues.

CHAPTER TEN

And that next morning was the beginning of Trent’s transformation. Jane joined Lana in a chamber reserved for the purpose, a chamber of pleasure for them but not so much so for Trent. She wore just black fishnet stockings held up by a garter belt and spike heeled black pumps. Lana was naked except for black stiletto heeled knee boots.

Punitive measures were the first order of business, Trent being richly deserving. First it would be the whips. They hung him by the heels from the power hoist in the center of the chamber, hands clipped behind him. They each selected a pair of snake whips. Lana had gained a modicum of skill with the braided leather but was duly impressed with Jane’s practiced artistry. 

Trent hung helpless as the whirling leather seared his pampered hide, striping him like a zebra. Lana could only watch amazed as Jane struck his cock and each of his balls unerringly with three quick flicks of her wrists. When he was reduced to bawling like a baby they lowered him from the hoist but left his ankles attached so he could be hauled aloft again for further flogging.

It was time for Trent to submit and perform the selfless act he had vociferously scorned in many a drinking bout with his cronies. Two throne chairs sat on a three step dais along the wall. Lana and Jane climbed up and took their seats, parting their legs and resting them on the arms of the chairs, exhibiting their hairy pudendae lewd as could be.

Trent knelt beneath the hoist, still whimpering from the whips. Lana crooked a finger, beckoning him. He sensed that disobedience would earn him more time under the lash so he hobbled toward the dais on his knees and somehow managed to clamber up the steps, barking shins and knees. When he came within her reach Lana grabbed his hair and pulled him close to her cunt. Her bush had grown out to its full luxuriance by then and it trapped the scent of her lust, giving it off into his nostrils. She took some time to taunt him.

“Well Trent Howard, pig-male of renown, I was once your penis pleaser but now you will learn to be my pussy pleaser! You are now in a place where the pussy rules and the penis is punished! Does a real pussy scare you? Maybe you’re afraid if you taste it you will love and find out you were wrong about everything! No matter! You are going to lick it now and make me come! And I want to feel your repentance. I doubt you will be able to convince me you don’t need another whipping, but your only hope is to try! Now lick!”

She grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her cunt. Scents and tastes flooded his senses as he extended his tongue to lick, her feral perfume, the pungent sweat that clung in her pubes from her exertions in flogging him, the piquant taste of her piss salt that clung there as well. And he felt a weakening from it all and a hardening of his organ, a hint of growing surrender. Could this be what he had feared all along and hence eschewed this act; falling under the spell of Woman so that his will was no longer his own? Terror of the whips made him lick in desperation.

For Lana’s part she reveled in the desperation of his attentions and found herself to be at hair trigger. He was artless in his attentions but that desperation made up for any lack of skills. Orgasm rocked her in a scant two minutes, her body convulsing as she gave out a snarling shriek of triumph and pressed his mouth to her pubis so her heavy gush would fill his mouth and he would be forced to swallow. It was his first dose of the elixir that would slowly weaken his will.

With one final shudder she slumped limp and semi-conscious with her legs draped over his shoulders. Jane’s words roused her from her pleasant stupor.

“Lana! Don’t I get a turn with him?”

Lana put her foot against his neck and shoved him sideways toward Jane, who reached out and grabbed his ear to pull him to her. His face was buried in her lushness and he found her scent and taste to be her own and was dismayed at his further hardening and an incipient ache growing in his balls.

Jane was a teacher in her public persona and she played that role now, giving instructions.

“Cup your tongue! Scoop upward and swallow! Now again! Keep going! Taste that poon!”

His terror made him meekly obedient and he gulped mouthfuls of the amber ooze she secreted in abundance. Lana’s gush had induced a feeling of weakening and he felt the same with every mouthful he swallowed down.

Jane too took delight in his abject submission and soon found herself on the brink. She took hold of his ears and guided him to her apex. Forcing his open mouth against her, hissing commands.

“Do you feel it there boy, my pink pearl? Lick it! Suck it!’

It didn’t take long for Jane to finish either and she wailed in an ecstasy to which she was long accustomed, but of which she never tired. Trent took another heavy gush before she shoved him away with contempt. Both mistresses agreed another round under the whips was called for and they left him kneeling on the dais and stepped down from it to select another kind of whip, this time the cat o’ nine tails. Lana took the hoist controller and pressed the button to haul him aloft. He was dragged by the ankles down the three sharp edged wooden steps and face down across the floor, blubbering for mercy all the way until he hung by his heels again. His pathetic pleading only served to inflame the lustful cruelty of the mistresses and the set about “painting him pink” with the cats. He had been striped with lurid welts under the snake whips and by the time he was reduced to craven bawling under the cats every inch of his body was painted.

The mistresses broke a heavy sweat from their exertions in wielding the heavy cats and both their pussies throbbed and tingled, oozing heavily in anticipation of his tongue. He had to clamber up the steps again and failed on his first try, falling, barking shins and knees and elbows. Threats to haul him up again for another round motivated him to climb up again and soon he found himself with face buried in Lana’s lush wet cunt.

He made her come soon and hard with his artless but desperate attentions but this time more would be expected of him before he was passed along to Jane. When Lana emerged from her afterglow she pushed his head down and pressed her anus to his lips. He tried to reel backward but she held his hair in a two-handed grip and snarled her warning.

“Yes piggy! You are going to lick me there! Your cock has stretched my hole so you should be able to get your tongue up inside of me. I want to feel it deep in there and you will wriggle about until I am ready to come again! And we have a lot more kinds of whips to use on you if you are foolish enough to refuse!”

His terror overcame his revulsion and he ran his tongue into her slackened hole, his face buried in her lush tissues, nose up into her musky vagina. He wriggled and slithered inside of her and her moans of growing pleasure urged him to greater efforts, giving him hope he might be spared more of the searing leather.

Lana took smug delight in his degradation and kept him at it long. But finally, her clit cried out for attention and she guided him there, making him lick and suck in the way he had been educated until orgasm racked her.

She shoved him away and Jane reached over to grab his hair and pull him to her. He got a good taste of her hind hole as well before she took her own satisfaction. Then they stepped down from the dais and Lana pressed the button to drag him down and along the floor again as his pleas for mercy reached new heights of the craven and pathetic. He was spared further flogging but even worse awaited him.

He knelt there wondering what might be next. Jane went to the wall where the various devices of torment hung and selected a black leather hood that would blind and deafen him when strapped to his head. She also took a wooden cane that hung nearby and a small jar of baby oil. When Jane had him hooded, blinded and deafened, she enlightened Lana as to what would be the routine over the coming weeks for as long as necessary.

“The mornings will be spent refining his oral pleasuring skills and teaching him the techniques of orgasmic enhancement. Then we will move on to subject him to the various methods of orgasmic ruination until he ejaculates himself dry. The remainder of the day will be spent in prolonged rimming sessions to lengthen and strengthen his tongue until it is a tireless instrument of pleasure and able to probe deep into us to find the spots that brings delight.”

There was an iron stanchion mounted in the floor nearby, a groin high rod with a testicle clamp at its top. They took him under the armpits and hopped him over to it. Jane clamped his balls into it tightly, turning them a lovely purple. She handed Lana the cane and described the process to follow.

“I’ll give him a nice hand job Lana. I’ll tease him and edge him until he is so addled by his lust all he can think of is coming. Being blinded and deafened he will have no idea what awaits him. You stand with the cane ready to strike and when I take him over the edge and give you the high sign give him a whack across the balls he will never forget! He will be expecting pleasurable release of course. Imagine his shock when he gets agony instead.”

Jane doused her hand in the warm oil and went to work on his cock, coaxing him to full erection, stroking him with artistry. She brought him to the razor’s edge of coming, then let go and stood back while he moaned in disappointment, his cock bobbing. Then she started over, repeating the process half a dozen times until he was babbling, pleading for relief. And on the seventh time she gave it to him, letting him feel just the first pleasurable twinge until her high sign letting Lana know it was time to strike.

She had held the cane raised high and was eager in her anticipation. The cane whooshed as it came down across his stretched balls and he howled in shocked torment, then broke down into helpless sobs of pulsing agony as his spurts of ejaculate flew high and far, bringing mirth to the mistresses. He sagged in the stanchion, moaning, cock going limp. But this was to be only the first of his ruinations.

They released him from the station and walked him over to a padded leather bench over by the wall. After releasing his wrists and ankles they laid him onto the bench face up and clipped his wrists together beneath the bench and clipped his ankles to rings on the legs. There were wide straps attached to the bench that were tightened across his waist and thighs. Jane had much more to say before they began.

“I bent, or rather broke some strict rules in the process of transforming my husband Richard. One rule was that no slave’s cock should enter the body of a mistress except upon the Rite of Parting. But I felt necessity had to override such rules. And those rules have changed. Now any sex act is permissible so long as the mistress is in charge and a higher purpose is served. The reform and rehabilitation of a hard core pig-male is surely such a purpose. Now you will mount him and impale yourself and I will mount his face with the cane ready to strike. Are you okay with that Lana?”

Lana nodded.

“I took cocks into every hole during my time of enslavement Jane. And I must admit I got great pleasure from it, though I felt guilty as well. But now I see your point. If I am in control I will feel free to enjoy his cock anywhere and everywhere. And if I’m going to fuck him I had better get him hard again. He is still hanging limp so I guess I’ll suck him! I became quite good at it if I do say so myself!”

She knelt beside the bench and took his limp organ into her mouth, running lips and tongue along it as she sucked. His rising was quick and when satisfied with his state of erection she mounted his groin, facing his feet and enveloped him in the paradise of her vagina. Jane straddled his head facing the same way and holding the cane. His balls were a perfect target for her vicious backhand cane stroke when the time came.

Lana rose and fell, each time leaving just his tip within her upon the up stroke. His shaft glistened with her secretions before she descended, clenching her internal musculature artfully. Up and down, she went, massaging his organ with her heavenly, silken walls. Even after coming once already, her ministrations soon had him on the brink, and he moaned and tried to thrust upward to finish himself but the bonds held him immobile.

She sensed his impending eruption and halted with just his tip inside again to let him subside. His moan of frustration was muzzled by Jane’s lush tissues pressing down. Lana engulfed him again to resume the cruel tease. And she was enjoying herself without guilt or inhibition through it all, edging the brink of her own orgasm but holding back, awaiting the climactic moment.

A dozen edgings to the brink had him squirming in his bonds and sniveling pleas for release, now in that oblivious state, memory of the earlier cruel cane stroke purged from his mind. Lana took him over the edge with a quickened rising and falling, adding gyrations and clamping herself along his shaft. Jane was long experienced and finely attuned as to when to strike. In the midst of his first long and breathy grunt of anticipated pleasure she caught him across the balls with a wicked stroke.

His howl of disappointed agony was also muffled by her lushness and there was sweet harmony as both mistresses added their ecstatic vocalizations as they came. Jane dismounted from him and Lana took her place, pressing her cum filled cunt onto his mouth. Jane grabbed and twisted his balls so he would open his mouth to yelp and Lana squeezed his load into it. She bore down on him to force him to swallow, then hopped off. They stood by as he sobbed and sniveled, looking down at him with smug satisfaction in their smiles.

But it was by no means the end of his ordeal. Their intent was to wring every drop of his strength from him and ruin every orgasm. It was jane’s turn to show her prowess and enjoy his cock. She leaned over him and filled her mouth with his dangling organ. It took longer to coax him erect but the inevitability was achieved and she mounted him like Lana had and enfolded him within her velvet confines.

Jane was getting on in her years at 62 and graying a bit but her body was flawless as ever in its exquisite curvature and she was lithe and strong in a way many a younger one would envy. She was knowing and artful in all matters erotic, having edged many a male to the point of madness. And she took special enjoyment in working her will upon the likes of an inveterate pig-male like Trent.

Lana rode his face, holding the cane, watching the show as Jane went up and down, her shapely ass rolling and grinding in graceful undulations. Trent’s next ruination would take much longer after coming twice already and resolved to enjoy every minute to the fullest. Her internal musculature was well developed and practiced. She could hold stock still and massage him to the brink with that alone.

She prolonged the artful torment willfully while describing to Lana what ministrations she was applying for the sake of her education. When she had Trent reduced to a mewling, writhing wreck with hope of release eclipsing all else in his mind she took him, raising her hand to signal Lana at the very perfect moment to maximize the ruination. Lana’s cane stroke was merciless and again both mistresses came in harmony with his sob of thwarted ecstasy. Lana dismounted his head so Jane could mount and feed him his load again. A sharp tap of the cane on his sore balls made him open to accept it.

He laid there whimpering with his organ limp and shriveled. Jane gave it a couple of flicks with her finger, then took hold of it and shook it.

“He may or may not have another load left in him Lana. There’s only one way to find out!”

She bent over and began to sick him, the depth of her skills evident a she slowly made him grow. It took some ten minutes but finally he was as stiff as ever. Jane looked at Lana with a leering grin.

“My oh my Lana! Looks like he’s ready and randy again! It might be harder to wring the last drops out of him but you have another hot hole in your body that can surely get the job done!”

There was no mistaking Jane’s meaning and Lana looked down at his organ, feeling her hind hole puckering in anticipation. She had enjoyed taking it up the ass during her enslavement, that dirty and guilty pleasure being most intense.

Jane lubed his shaft with the baby oil and Lana hopped up to mount him and anally impale herself. Jane took her seat on his face, holding the cane. The tight clench of Lana’s orifice along his shaft as she went up and down soon had him at the brink despite his previous ejaculations. After some five minutes he was as addled as before by her ministrations. Another dozen edgings put him in that mindless rapture and she took him over the brink, holding just his tip within her when he groaned into jane’s cunt in his expectation of relief.

Jane’s stroke ruined all again and she watched his shaft pulsing as he spurted into Lana’s rectum, each spurt bringing a muffled squeal of torment. His cock went limp and fell from Lana’s orifice. Jane hopped off so Lana could squat over his mouth. A tap of the cane to the balls made him open and Lana squeezed out the brownish white slug into his mouth. Jane pressed her hand against his chin to close his mouth and pinched his nose between her fingers, forcing him to swallow.

There was now no doubt that he was fully drained. The remains of the day were spent with Lana and Jane taking turns on the rimming horse for the much needed exercising of his tongue. Taps of the cane urged his efforts when his tongue tired and the pleasure of the mistress waned. When his tongue hung out of his mouth, limp and immobile they took him back to his cell for the night.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

That evening Lana was guest of honor at a dinner party in Emira’s dining room. The temple’s council members were there along with senior Reverend Sister Claudia and renowned elder Sisters Anna and Jane.

The long table was draped in a scarlet cloth that hung down to the floor. And underneath knelt the slave husbands, faces pressed between the thighs of each mistress wife, giving tender tongue worship to the lady parts. The seats of the chairs were U shaped so the tongues could reach deep. Andrea, a Sister who was visiting the dungeon to enjoy a utility slave that evening had generously lent her slave husband to Lana for the occasion. The tongue work of the slaves was a gentle lapping and tender kissing that was sweetly pleasing without distracting the mistress from the conversation.

All of them beamed as they looked at Lana who sat at the head of the table blushing, humbled yet proud at the admiration accorded her. Elmira spoke first.

“Your name will live on in the annals of the Sisterhood Lana and you will be inducted into the Order of Lilith at the annual ceremony later this year. You embody every ideal of our prophetess Lilith who founded our Sisterhood some two centuries ago. The progress of male subjugation has always been slow and we each do our part. But you have singlehandedly brought more pig-males into the fold than any Sister within our history. And I say, ‘the fold’ because even the most stubborn pig-male who finally repents and reforms is warmly welcomed into the circle of the Divine Mother’s love.”

Reverend Sister Claudia continued in the same vein.

“There is joy in heaven when a pig-male repents and surrenders himself Lana. Every surrendered male shares in the Mother’s love. Our husbands, though they be males and therefore inferior beings, are loved and cherished by us for the happiness, the complete and limitless sexual fulfillment they provide. Even when a Sister gets that ‘itch’ to move on to a ‘next’ the husband is rewarded for his loving service by way of his wife’s body, enjoying her every orifice until drained of his strength. The castration that follows is quick and merciful and the new eunuch can be at peace.”

Dinner was served and the conversation continued, each Sister at the table sharing her story of conversion to the faith and the seduction of her “first.” The tender ministrations of the slaves beneath the table inevitably induced orgasm from time to time and all would wait patiently while until the Sister finished and then the conversation went on. Wine flowed freely and the talk waxed raunchy, orgasms coming more often.

It was a Friday night. When the evening came to an end Claudia, Anna and Jane each offered their slaves to Lana for her enjoyment over the weekend. Lana demurred at first, bashful at their generosity.

“But Anna, Jane, Claudia, who will share your beds?”

Anna assured Lana they would not lack for their pleasures.

“Lana dear, the event the other night has left all three of us feeling horny and mean. We will have to get it out of our systems by making use of utility slaves. We will spend the weekend in the dungeon and not stop until we do ‘get our mean out.’ So, you just take our boys and enjoy yourself. They will do anything for you as if they were doing it for us.”

Jane’s slave Richard, who she had trained to be a fine steed, offered his back for Lana to ride to the bedroom. Theo and Paul followed as he bore her along with ease.

When they all piled into the oversized bed Lana was treated to a round robin of TTAO, “two tongues at once.” She laid on her side and one slave would rest her top leg on his shoulder to give the other two access to her parts. The lengthened, strengthened and tireless tongues went to their duty, one probing deep and wriggling in her rectum while the other plunged into her cavern to find her G and massage it while his nose rubbed her clit. Each slave took his turn in each orifice and orgasms rocked her over and over, multiplied by a gently trembling tongue upon her pearl when climax first struck.

She was overcome with gratitude for their selflessness and decided to reward them all. There was a faux cock in the drawer of the nightstand and she strapped it on.

On a whim she had Paul and Theo assume the 69 position with Paul raising his ass in offering while Theo laid under him so they had each other’s’ cock in mouth. She didn’t want a mess on the sheets after all.

Paul moaned in helpless delight as the big humming organ slid into him. His balls were aching and he was at hair trigger from so much time tasting pussy over the long evening and also from Theo sucking him. He soon gave out another deep moan as he erupted into Theo’s mouth. That triggered Lana and she howled in her ecstasy.

Without having to be told, the slaves reversed positions and Lana’s cock plunged deep into Theo while Paul performed a skilled fellatio. Theo’s mewling sigh of delight was muzzled by the cock in his mouth as he emptied himself into Paul’s.

Richard had waited patiently for his turn and Theo took his big member down the throat while Lana ravaged his behind. He blew his load right down Theo’s throat and into his stomach. Lana wailed her way through her final orgasm of the evening and all collapsed in a heap upon the bed in pleasant exhaustion. Lana pulled the covers over all of them, laid on her back, and gave out a sigh of sweet satisfaction before drifting off with little Theo’s head between her spread legs and pillowed on her pussy.

She slept late and when she awoke Theo lay there still. When she stirred she felt his tender licking on her parts and kisses on her inner thighs. He began to serve her with gentle tongue upon her clit but she had need to relieve her bladder and told him to wait while she slipped into the bathroom. But he wrapped his arms around her thighs and she thrilled when he said: “No need mistress. I will drink from you.”

She felt his soft lips encircle her apex and she just let the flow come as it would. He gulped and guzzled with thirst until every drop was spent. Then his tongue was on her clit just so, with perfect touch to induce her first orgasm of the day. At hair trigger, she let it consume her, giving out a sharp and breathy sigh. He accepted and swallowed her gush and went down unbidden to lap at her anus in the midst of her afterglow. First it was just tender caresses, but as she rekindled she felt his tongue slide in deep and begin a wriggling and slithering in and out. Before long her clit was on fire and in urgent need of quenching. She tugged him up to her apex by the ears and he put tongue to her pink pearl. She gasped in surprised delight when he slipped his finger into where his tongue had been before and commenced soft finger fucking while he licked and sucked.

Her climax was enhanced threefold, her body rocked by a surge of supernal ecstasy, but that was not the end his tongue pressed ever so tenderly upon her orb, quivering, fluttering like an aspen leaf under a gentle breeze and she was rocked again and again and beyond her counting until she shoved him away in her satisfaction. Through the fog of afterglow, she felt his kisses again over mount and thighs.

So, such were the joys of married life she wondered. Could it be possible that one day it would be Trent Howard welcoming her to the new day in like manner? It seemed so unattainable. But yet her mentor Jane had reduced a pig-male not unlike him to this same state of sweet submission. She purged all doubt from her mind and replaced it with resolve out of faith in Jane, herself and, above all, in the Mother.

She rose from the bed and from then on through the day all was pampering. She found Richard on hands and knees offering his back for her to ride to the bathroom. During her morning pleasures under Theo’s tongue Paul had gone to draw her a bath in the big whirlpool tub. She first used the commode and Paul offered his tongue to be her toilet paper. Then he and Richard gently hoisted her and laid her in the warm and swirling water. She was lovingly bathed, swabbed with loofa sponges, shampooed. They hoisted her from the tub and she stood while they dried her with the softest of towels, then rubbed fragrant lotion over every inch of her.

Theo had gone to make haste to prepare breakfast, or rather brunch because the clock was at 11 AM. It was a huge omelet, breakfast potatoes, toast, coffee. She entered the kitchen astride Richard and took a seat. Paul dived beneath the table and pressed his face between her thighs to caress her pussy while she ate. She barely finished a third of her meal so she laid her plate on the floor and let the slaves have the remains for their breakfast. Then it was a ride to the living room, again on Richard’s back.

She settled into a recliner and the three slaves knelt at attention before her, obviously awaiting her next command. Their cocks were fully erect and they bobbed up and down as if from their longing to ejaculate. She was well aware of the phenomenon of blueballs, having afflicted her teenage boyfriends with it in the back seats of many a car. She would lead them along without mercy but deny them release and send them hobbling home with aching balls to resort to their hands for relief.

And she recalled how their wives had said they would do “anything” she might command. A wild whim took her. She wanted to see what they would submit to just to please her. She chuckled wickedly.

“Well boys! Those cocks sure are hard. Do your balls ache?”

In unison: “Yes mistress!”

“Would coming make it all better?”

“Yes mistress!”

“What would you do for me in return for letting you come?”

“Anything mistress!”

“Anything? Very well then! I want you to suck each other off! I want you to come in each other’s mouths and swallow! Will you do this for me?”

“Yes mistress!”

“Good! Paul! Suck off Theo!”

Theo stood and Paul remained on his knees. He turned and took Theo’s organ into his mouth. Theo and Paul were of average endowment, perhaps six inches. At first Lana was surprised at the skill Paul showed in performing the fellatio, but then she remembered that slave husbands were all rigorously trained to suck the cocks of their wives.

In his randy state, it didn’t take long for Theo to come. He gave out a sharp, panting breath with every spurt he ejaculated into Paul’s mouth. Before Paul could swallow Lana barked a command.

“Show me the load Paul!”

He turned to her with mouth wide open and brim full of cream. A slug of it ran down over his chin and Lana called out for him to swallow lest it dribble onto the rug. He sucked it in and gulped all down. Lana called out for Theo to suck off Paul.

Paul was quick to jump to his feet and offer his cock to Theo, who went to his knees without the least delay, taking Paul’s bobbing organ into his mouth. The blowjob was given with like artistry and Paul grunted in heavenly relief as he erupted abundantly. Theo knew to turn and show the load before swallowing.

Unlike Paul and Theo, Richard was hung like a stallion. Lana assigned Theo to him.

“Theo! I want that big thing all the way down your throat when you take the load!”

Theo was no stranger to performing the deepthroat. Lana laughed inwardly, thinking he would have been able to master the suck line by the way he got Richard off within the minute. Richard too grunted with each of his spurts, ramming the cock in as deep as it would go, expelling his big load into Theo’s hungry tummy.

The slaves went back to their knees again awaiting her next wish. Lana knew there was a large sticky mat rolled up behind the couch. She decided it was time for things to get messy and it would not do to sully the fine Persian rug. She ordered them to fetch it and roll it out.

Watching the slaves suck each other had made her randy herself and she chose to get relief by way of a round of TTAO. She laid upon her side on the mat and the slaves took their cues. Theo lifted her top leg; Richard pressed his face into her cunt and Paul nuzzled his way between her shapely cheeks to find her nether orifice and give tongue worship there. After each orgasm the slaves switched places until each had given worship to each of her pleasure points.

Sated for the time being Lana settled herself upon the rimming horse that sat before a wide screen TV and switched on a live stream of Claudia, Anna and Jane having their way with pig-male utility slaves in the chamber. The slaves took turns with their faces between her cheeks and their tongues deep in her ass while the other two planted tender kisses all over her behind. Watching the three mistresses for a couple of hours horned her up again and she decided it was time for the slaves to again show their depth of submission.

There was a cock in the drawer of the end table and she took it out and handed it to Theo who installed it upon her with practiced hands. The slaves whimpered in their anticipation, knowing this could only mean they would be taking the big thing up their asses and would be made to come in the special way that had addicted them to sodomy.

Lana wanted release without effort so she laid on her back and held the cock straight upright while giving voice to her expectations.

“Now boys, you will be good little sluts and impale yourselves on my cock. You will fuck me like high priced whores and once you make me come you may reward yourselves by ejaculating. You first Richard!”

She pressed the button and the big organ hummed. Richard panted in his eagerness to have the cock inside him and mounted her facing her feet. He settled onto the shaft with a moan and soon was rising and falling along its length, adding gyrations and rolling of his hips like a practiced courtesan. The clench of his orifice along the humming pulsing shaft promptly took Lana to the brink and then over it. She gave out a bestial cry and Richard took it as permission to let go. Creamy spurts arched high and far, splattering onto the mat. He rolled to the side with a deep sigh, voicing his gratitude to his mistress.

Lana ordered Paul to take his place and he mounted her with even greater eagerness after watching Richard. He gave out a breathy groan as he enfolded the humming shaft within his rectum. Playing the part of the cheapest of tramps, he clenched and released as he rose and fell along the length, massaging the mock organ most pleasingly, obediently suppressing his urge to come. The sight of his fetching buns wiggling and grinding helped much to propel Lana to her second shattering climax and he took his relief, creamy gouts arching high and landing upon Richard’s puddle.

It fell to little Theo to get her third orgasm out of her and it took a superb and supreme effort. His tight hole ran up and down the shaft in frenzied cadence while he gave out panting breaths through gritted teeth, holding back his ejaculation by the merest thread until Lana howled in her ecstasy. Small though he was, his contribution to the cum puddle five feet away equaled that of both the others.

When he dismounted, Lana stood and just pointed to the puddle, no words needed. The slaves bent to lap it up with hunger. She used her foot on the back of their heads to guide them to whatever spots they had missed. Then she sent them to the kitchen to prepare the big porterhouse steak and twice baked potatoes that would be her repast.

She sat at the table, devouring the huge, blood rare slab as she guzzled red wine, but could only finish a third of it along with half the potatoes. She laid the plate on the floor and the slaves attacked it like starving dogs, all three gripping it in their teeth at once, each ripping off a big chunk and gobbling it down.

Then it was back to the living room where she settled into the recliner again with the slaves kneeling in line at attention. She could tell by their erections they still had cum left in them and that just would not do. One by one she had them assume the position, hands behind the back, top of the head on the floor and ass raised in offering to her cock.

She took them from the standing position, driving deep as they whimpered and moaned in helpless delight. Her savage primal wails upon orgasm made sweet harmony with their deep moans of emasculated surrender. Then she made them stand shoulder to shoulder while she fondled their limp organs to see if any cum might possibly remain. But limp they stayed.

She took her place on the rimming horse and switched on the TV to see what Claudia, Anna and jane were up to in the chamber. She watched for a while, wondering if her lust might rekindle, but the slaves had done her proud and she found herself drowsy and ready for bed. She mounted Richard’s back and Paul and Theo crawled behind, exhausted and drained, to the bedroom. This time it was Paul’s head pillowed on her mount as she drifted off into the sweet refreshing sleep of a satisfied mistress.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Carla greeted Claudia, Anna and Jane warmly when they came to the dungeon naked and booted. They stood before the twelve cells that housed the utility slaves. Anna spoke for all three.

“We would like to make use of your worst and most deserving pig-males today Carla. The rapes we witnessed the other evening have us feeling uncommonly horny and cruel. Our poor dear husbands must be spared.”

Carla nodded.

“I believe I happen to have just the ones for you, three pampered scions of wealthy families who gang raped a tender young thing. Thanks to shyster lawyers they escaped punishment under the pig-male friendly law. But the Sisterhood will always see to it that justice is served. They were just recently apprehended and are virgins who are known to brag about how they would never eat pussy. I know of your reputations and I have no doubt you will give them a fitting introduction to the life that awaits them here.”

Anna nodded. “That will do nicely Carla! But I think their rapes should be held in public. Do you think you can assemble a suitable audience for tomorrow? We’ll just get them ready, teach them to eat pussy, suck cock etc. And there will be the whips and prods to start with, and of course we’ll give their cocks and balls some much needed attention.”

“Certainly Anna! I’ll get to work sending out invitations and arrange for the podcast so everyone everywhere will be able to watch.”

Carla rousted them from their cells. They were young ones, early twenties with tender pampered hides yet to be striped by the whip. It was fortunate indeed that their pig-male careers were to be cut short because they had been arrogantly certain they would escape justice for their crimes and go on to commit more.

Their balls were wrapped tight in spike studded leather straps that parted and stretched them purple and shiny. And a shocker was strapped around their balls as well that would deliver a jolt like a mule’s kick if they failed to behave themselves. There was a ring on the strap for attachment of a leash. They cuffed their hands behind them and put legs irons on. Carla handed each mistress a remote that would activate the shockers.

It was a long walk down the corridors to the chamber where justice would be meted out. The mistresses set a brisk pace and yanked on the leashes hard as they hobbled along behind them. Just for fun each got a jolt from the shocker along the way, bringing them down to the floor, curled up and moaning before being dragged to their feet by merciless yanks on the leashes.

When they reached the chamber the first order of business had to be the whipping. It was always rare delight to put the first welts on the hide of a pig-male. One was hung by the heels, another by the wrists just on tiptoe so he could hop around in that amusing dance under the searing leather. The third had his cuffed hands hooked to the hoist and was triced up with his arms behind him in agony, toes just touching the floor. They took the shocker off his balls and pulled them back between his legs, then clamped them tight in a wooden humbler vise that ran across his thighs, exposing his stretched purple balls to the lash.

All three mistresses were highly proficient in thee wielding of all varieties of whips. Each took a long bullwhip to start things off. The pig-males hung in a triangular formation and each mistress took a stance with one of them within her range. First the whips whirled, whooshing though the air, letting the slaves just feel the breath of them over their organs. But then, without warning the cruel leather struck each upon the balls. The one hung by his heels could only scream but the other two hopped and howled, the triced up one bouncing and feeling agony in his shoulder joints.

Then lurid welts began to appear as if by magic on the white hides as the whips whirled and bit with cruel precision. Sharp cracks were followed by howls of pain, filling the chamber with echoes. Cocks and balls were struck with unerring accuracy at the will of the mistresses. They worked their way around so each mistress put the leather to each slave. When all three were zebra striped and bawling like babies the flogging paused. It was time for minds to be changed about performing the selfless act they had scorned.

They lowered the slaves and released them. Each mistress took one by the hair and dragged him over to where three throne chairs were set along the wall. They took their seats with legs apart, resting ankles on the arms. While they each held a slave’s face inches from their cunts Jane spoke for all three in a snarling tone of contempt.

“Now you will all do what you swore you never would! And you will do it as if you want to be spared more of the whip although I doubt you will succeed in that the first time around! But you must at least try to persuade us of your penitence for you loathsome deeds. Does the real pussy of a real woman scare you? It should! Every day of your miserable lives from now on you must please the pussy or suffer the consequences. Now lick!”

Terror drove them all to desperate but artless efforts that were nevertheless quite pleasing to all three mistresses. Each mistress came hard and dug her heels into the shoulders of her slave and shoved him back and away. Then each slave was hung up in a different way than before. This time each mistress took a pair of snake whips and buzz saw lashes caressed the slaves, reducing them again to sobbing wrecks.

The switched slaves for the next round of cunnilingus and their terrified desperation was redoubled, making matters even more enjoyable for the mistresses than the first round. But each mistress was bent on being served by each slave so they were hung up again to be urged to greater efforts in the final round.

This time the cattle prods came out and these were applied mostly to the organs and the nipples. The slave who was hung by his heels cartwhipped in the air as the jolts struck him. The others did the hopping dance that brought mirth to the mistresses as they applied the prods without mercy to their helpless and tender man parts. And the slaves blubbered pleas for mercy only incited greater cruelty until all three were reduced again to hopeless sobs.

The third round of cunnilingus finally hit the spot for the mistresses and the slaves were introduced to the tongue worship of the anus to let them know their new place in the world.

The next phase would focus solely on the offending man parts. There was a high, leather upholstered table along the wall with restraints attached. The slaves were dragged over there and made to kneel beside it while Claudia addressed them.

“You have used those repulsive organs that dangle from your bodies to degrade and defile women. Fortunately, for us at least, those same organs are quite tender and sensitive. We of the Sisterhood believe this to be the intelligent design of our Divine Mother. She has created you males with these organs, so precious to you and so vulnerable, so that proper torment can be inflicted upon them in retribution for your misuse of them.”

Anna went to a shelf on the wall nearby and picked up a finely crafted walnut box. She opened it and held it before the eyes of the slaves as Claudia continued.

“You will be amazed and horrified by the agony we will inflict upon your man parts with the instruments contained within this box. The punishment will indeed fit the crimes. Now let’s get one of you up there and get started!”

Jane and Anna seized the first slave and hoisted him onto the table face up. His wrists and ankles were bound so he lay spread eagled and the fastened wide straps across his belly and thighs so he lay utterly immobile with his organs at the mercy of the mistresses. Claudia went on.

“One of us will now enjoy a face ride while the other two of us employ the instruments. You will remain in your torment until you use your tongue to satisfy the mistress who rides you. Then the next of you will get his turn on the table while another mistress ride him.”

Jane hopped up onto the table and mounted his head, facing his feet, pressing her cunt onto his mouth. Claudia removed the first implement of torture from the box, a wooden testicle vise with spikes embedded in the jaws. She turned the thumbscrews to open the jaws wide and held it over his balls. Anna reached through the jaws and pulled his balls out so Claudia could tighten the thumbscrews ever so slowly. The jaws closed upon his balls and the spikes began to bite. He writhed and his moans were muffled by the lush tissues of Jane’s pussy. Claudia kept turning the screws as the spikes bit deeper and his balls were flattened. He squirmed and bucked in his bonds from the pure agony of it all. And it was just the beginning.

Anna reached into the box and took out a small golden pitcher. Within it was a multi-wicked red candle. She used a lighter to ignite the wicks and set the pitcher aside for later use.

Meanwhile, Claudia picked up the next device, a chain of five alligator clips. She clamped the first of them to the skin at the base of his cock and he flinched and whimpered as the pain was added to his existing agony. She proceeded to attach the clips along the tender underside of his cock, each successive clip being more painful than the one before. The last clip was reserved for the ultra-sensitive tab of skin just below his glans. The searing sting it produced seemed to double by the second and he writhed in frenzied torment.

But there was more. Claudia removed a thin, silver sounding rod with a ball on the end. Anna took out a small jar containing cooking oil laced with red pepper and Claudia dipped the rod into it before inserting it into the slave’s urethra and sliding it in down the full length of his cock and into his body an inch or two.

His screams were muffled by Jane’s cunt. But he was neglecting to lick and bring her to the orgasm that would secure his deliverance from the agony. Jane raised herself a bit so he could hear and barked a command.

“Lick me slave if you ever want it to stop!”

She plopped herself back onto his face and Anna and Claudia could tell be her sigh of pleasure that her words had been heeded. But he endured a good five minutes of sheerest torment before Jane gave out her primal ecstatic shriek. At that moment Claudia dumped the molten red wax from the pitcher onto his already tortured organs and Jane rose so his scream would echo in the chamber.

Claudia took her sweet time removing the instruments. The slave whimpered as they hoisted him from the table and set him on his knees beside the other two, who trembled in their terror, which was much magnified by their know what was to be inflicted upon them.

Anna took her seat on the face of the next slave and took her enjoyment while Jane and Claudia administered the torture.

The third slave had been the ringleader and instigator and Claudia was pleased to take her turn upon his face. After coming she decided to have a bit more fun with him. First they removed the instruments of torture. Then Claudia sat on his chest, leering down at him with contempt and loathing as she spoke.

“You are the worst of the lot, the leader while the other two were just followers. For that we have decided you are subject to the death penalty!”

She rose to squat over his face, holding her big oozing cunt inches above as she continued.

“I think it’s most fitting and just that the last thing your living eyes will see is my big pussy coming down to snuff out your miserable life!”

Claudia was a hefty woman, broad of hip and heavy of thigh and her snatch was a long ragged gash that engulfed the face of the slave up to the ears, cutting off any hope of breathing as she settled her fleshy mass onto him. They had released his ankles so when his breath began to give out he would kick wildly, to their great amusement. And kick wildly he did after a minute or so beneath her, legs thrashing in all directions as the mistresses nearly expired in their mirth. Then his thrashing began to subside, growing feeble and then ceasing. Claudia came hard, then dismounted and they all stood by waiting for him to revive. He squirmed a bit, then shook his head as his eyes opened. Then he sobbed in relief.

Claudia had performed more than a few of these mock executions and took great delight in them. She leaned over the slave and spoke with sneering disdain.

“So, you feel lucky to be alive? Many times, in what your future holds you will wish I had granted you the mercy of snuffing out your worthless, miserable life. Day after day what you have experienced will be repeated until you have outlived your ‘utility’ and then it will be a punitive castration and off to be a eunuch slave on the pig farm.”

The mistresses chose to end the session by teaching the slaves to suck cock. They each strapped on a big mock organ and made the slaves kneel and take them down the throat. Each mistress made each slave suck her to orgasm as they were instructed in the proper techniques.

Carla came to the chamber at day’s end to invite them to dinner in her living quarters. As the slaves were being tossed back into their cells Claudia asked what had become of the three pig-males who had been displaced by the new ones.

“They have been put aside in holding cells until their castration Monday evening Claudia.”

“Why not combine the two events Carla? Move the castrations up to tomorrow and everyone can enjoy watching three pig-males taking the cock and three more losing their balls.”

Carla nodded. “So be it Reverend Sister!”

There was a buzz of excitement in the nave with the mistresses gathered for the event. All had been informed of the added entertainment. Three horses were set up before the altar so the three pig-males could be raped simultaneously. And three ball clamping stanchions were set up, one in front of each horse so the pig-males to be raped could first witness the fate that would await them some time in the future, the to better motivate them to spare no effort to delay that inevitability.

The three soon-to-be eunuchs were led in first by leashes on their balls, hands cuffed behind them, ball gags in their mouths and hobbled by leg irons. They stood by the stanchions and their balls were clamped tight to cut of blood flow. They soon turned blackish purple. They were left that way to wait while the three pig-male virgins were led in by their leashed balls, also cuffed and leg ironed, by the three mistresses who were to deflower them. The mistresses wore their jutting cocks that bobbed and jiggled as the walked, mocking all maleness.

Then the usual preliminary was performed, the deepthroat fellatio. The pig-male knelt and showed everyone how well they had learned their cock sucking lessons in the chamber the day before. Claudia, Jane and Anna came in near unison, each giving out bestial sounds of brutish delight. Then the helped each other hoist the pig-males onto the horses belly down and strap them tight.

Just a few feet before their eyes were the purple balls that were soon to be severed. Carla stepped in with the razor sharp curved knife in a sheath on her belt along with a small quiver full of foot-long thin skewers. The castration was to be cruel final vengeance for the offenses of the pig-males.

Carla took two skewers and approached the first pig-male who squirmed and sniveled pleas for mercy that were muffled by the gag. He had witnessed what was to befall him on the day of his own rape a few years ago. Carla held a skewer each side of his balls and with practiced hands ran them through, in one side and out the other. The slave howled agony into his gag. Then it was two more skewers, one to each ball, driven down and through from the top. Finally, it was two more sideways through his glans. She left him there to sob and writhe while she repeated the procedure on the other two.

She let them stand there suffering for a few minutes, then drew the gleaming knife and stepped up to the first one. She grasped the balls with the skewers between her fingers and pulled so the sack was stretched. Then she sliced the balls off with a slow sawing so the pig-male could feel the pain of the severing and never forget the moment he parted with his beloved balls. She held the severed orbs before his eyes and he sobbed in despair. When she finished the other two she held all three sets of severed orbs before the eyes of the pig-males who awaited their rape and their eyes bugged out in their terror.

Then it was time for the triple rape. The fence energizer was set on a stand in front of the pig-males. Three pairs of wires with the rubber caps were hooked up to it. Carla slipped the caps onto their cocks. Then the mistresses stepped in front of them and offered their cocks to be sucked again, telling the pig-males they had better slobber heavily upon them because this would be all the lube their virgin holes would get.

When the cocks dripped with slobber the mistresses went back behind again and pressed the big mock organs against the virgin holes. They dug their hard and sharpened nails deep into the buttocks for purchase, making blood trickle. They poised themselves for the thrust as Carla stood before them with hands raised high. She brought her hand down as the signal and three pairs of shapely hips rammed forward in unison, cocks plunging deep as the pig-males squealed from the cruel intrusions.

And the squealing went on and on as the three lovely asses undulated and gyrated, ravaging and stretching the virgin hind holes. Bellies slapped on behinds as the rutting reached a frenzied pitch.

But all three women were cock mistresses of great proficiency and they kept the pig-males on the edge of coming until all three were ready. They exchanged glances that told each other it was time and reached underneath to grab the pig-males by the balls and squeeze, triggering them. They pulled out and stepped back as all three pig-males moaned in anticipated pleasure until their first spurts of cum filled the cock caps. Then there were rhythmic howls and yelps as the cruel jolts ran through their cocks and into their bodies.


Carla turned to the audience with arms spread and a quizzical expression on her face, asking wordlessly how long the assemblage might want the pig-males’ torment to continue. Calls of “More! More!” filled the air and she just stood with arms folded, watching as the torture went on and on. After five minutes or so she turned back to the audience only to hear “More! More!” again. Ten more minutes passed until calls of “enough” were heard and she switched off the energizer.

The pig-males were released and made to kneel and suck the cocks clean and also complete the fellatio by bringing the mistresses to orgasm.

Then Carla saw to the three new eunuchs. First she doused their raw wounds with rubbing alcohol, getting screams. Then she used a surgical stapler to close the wounds, stapling close together and slowly, making them yelp and flinch with each click. Finally, she slipped the tip of each limp cock through a stainless steel ring with six threaded spikes around its circumference. With a power screwdriver she tightened the spikes just behind each glans, making the eunuchs squirm and moan as the spikes bit in. There was another ring atop the main ring for the attachment of a leash. That was how the eunuchs would be led around and controlled.

Two young slave keepers came to lead the pig-males away to their respective lives of servitude. The new pig-males were led away to the dungeon and the three eunuch were led to a van that would carry them off to the pig farm to shovel manure and be harnessed to carts.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Monday morning Lana joined Jane in the chamber to continue with the breaking and training of Trent. He was first given a chance to perform the cunnilingus in a manner sufficiently pleasing to be spared the whips. Not surprisingly he failed and was hung up by the ankles for a round of the cat o’ nine tails.

Once properly “painted pink” and sniveling for mercy and “another chance” he was given that chance and managed satisfactory orgasms for both mistresses. Then Jane took charge of instructing him in some of the cunnilingual refinements and orgasm enhancements. Lana was the recipient of these.

He learned to first perform anilingus analingus to maximal arousal, then slip his finger in where his tongue had been and go up to her apex to lick and suck her pearl. The resulting orgasm was of brutish intensity. Then there was a repetition of the same sequence but with a soft fluttering of the tongue upon the clit upon orgasm. The result was half a dozen orgasms rocking Lana’s world one after another. Finally, Jane took her turn to ensure the lessons had sunk in.

The next phase was to be orgasm ruination until every drop of cum had been wrung from him while he knew only torment rather than pleasure. Lana was amazed by Jane’s inventive cruelty. Always, Trent was tantalized slowly until oblivious and whimpering pleas for release and then knew the shock and agony of the ruination.

For his first ruination that Monday they stood him before a milking stanchion with hands cuffed behind and deafened and blinded by the hood and clamped his balls in tightly. Jane added the enhancement of a vibrating butt plug up his ass. Then she went to work with her warm, oily hand, keeping him long on the razor’s edge while he mewled and moaned and finally begged out loud.

“Please mistress! Let me come! My balls ache so!”

Jane let him keep begging for a few minutes as she teased him along, then granted his wish with a few hard strokes along his shaft. Lana was waiting with the cane raised high, a gleam of anticipation in her eyes. She had come to know just the right moment to administer the ruining stroke. And the plug up his ass added enhancement to the one second of pleasure he felt before the cane fell. He howled and sobbed in shocked disappointment as he spurted heavily and far. He sagged in the stanchion, sniveling.

They let him recover for a few minutes. Then jane set about fondling him to get him hard for the next ruination. But his organ seemed reluctant to rise. Lana took charge and went to her knees to suck him, as always willing to sacrifice her dignity for the cause. With the arts she had mastered during her enslavement to him she soon had him stiff as a stick.

Jane got out the fence energizer and slipped his tip into the tight rubber cap. He had memory of that from his rape and pleaded to be spared. But mercy had been purged from Lana and Jane’s vocabularies when it came to pig-males. Jane invited Lana to do the honors this time and took up the cane. Lana had studied Jane’s techniques closely and soon her warm, oily and artful hand had him on the edge again as the plug hummed up his ass. On she stroked until he begged again, his entire being given over to the hope of coming. She finished him and stood back to watch as his first orgasmic spasm reminded him of his predicament and reality crashed in at the first cruel jolt through his cock.

They let him stand there for some minutes, his body lurching and writhing with each jolt. When satisfied with his suffering Jane yanked to cap off and his load splattered onto the floor at his feet. They released him from the stanchion and removed the hood so he could see where his loads lay on the floor and could go to his knees to lap them up. The pulsing plug remained up his ass to help stimulate him for the third ruination.

They hooded him again and laid him on his back on the torture table, binding him tight by wrists and ankles and across the waist. Jane gave him a few teasing strokes but it soon became clear it would take Lana’s silken mouth to make him rise again. She mounted him facing his feet and slipped his organ into the paradise between her thighs. His balls were a perfect target for the cane that Jane held high.

But Lana found that no amount of skilled coitus could get him to the edge. She bounced and gyrated wildly but to no avail. She knew then that it would take the tight clench of her anus to wring the last load out of him.

She rose and let his cock flop free. It glistened, coated heavily with her secretions. This served to lubricate the insertion into her snug hind hole. Up and down, she went, clenching hard along his length. Soon she had him where she wanted him, on the edge and pleading. She kept him there for minutes to prolong the torment and maximize the intensity of the orgasm that would be ruined by the cane.

With a gasp and a sigh, he gave in and let go. Jane’s stroke was swift and hard, taking him at just the right moment to spoil it all for him. Each spurt he pumped into Lana’s rectum brought a sniveling moan of agony.

Lana dismounted, holding his load in with her anus clenched. She lowered herself over his mouth and a tap on the balls from the cane made him gasp and open wide. Lana pressed down to squeeze the brownish cream into his open mouth. Jane pinched his nose and pushed his jaw shut, forcing him to swallow.

Jane took his flaccid member between her fingers and shook it. She could tell he was now drained of every drop. As he lay there hooded and deafened she informed Lana of how the process would continue.

“For this week Lana we will ruin his every orgasm just like today. He might be good for four ruinations per day sometimes. But next week we will have a surprise for him. By then he will expect the ruinations even though he will be unable to resist coming when we choose to take him over the edge. But first thing Monday morning when he begs for relief we will let him come with full pleasure. This will be as much of a shock to him in its way as the cane stroke. From then on, at random, we will let him come with pleasure. This will confound him and give him false hope that the next time we edge him it will be one of those pleasurable releases. This will further addle his brain. He must always be in a state where he doesn’t know if the next moment holds pain or pleasure. Now let’s finish out the day with a nice long rimming session to help get that tongue up to standard.”

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Trent suffered the ruinations through that week. On Friday Elmira invited Lana to attend a Rite of Parting and a wedding ceremony to be held the following day, events she had yet to witness. The Rite was held in the temple’s nave. The seats were filled with mistresses in various stage of nudity, some animal naked, others in kinky getups. There was, as always upon these occasions, a buzz of excitement and the feral musk of aroused pussy hung thick in the air.

Lana sat in the front row with Elmira, Anna, Jane and Claudia, along with the members of the high council.

Angela, a muscular, chocolate brown amazon with a shaven pate and big golden hoop earrings was “divorcing” her husband Kevin because her “itch” had driven her to seek out a new mate. She had found one who tickled her fancy and who would add new zest to her sex life. Kevin’s balls were forfeit on that account.

Animal naked, she led her also nude, blond and blue-eyed soon to be eunuch husband into the nave by a leash clipped to his dick ring. There was a mattress on the floor before the altar, covered with a scarlet silk sheet.

Carla approached the couple holding a wire cutter. She snipped the ring and removed it from Kevin’s glans. Angela went to kneel upon the mattress. She crooked her finger to invite Kevin to join her there. He stepped onto it with his erection jutting. Angela took it into her mouth with lewd relish and began to suck.

Kevin’s reward for his years of loving service was to be the enjoyment of all three of Angela’s orifices. And Angela would play her role to the fullest, the cheap and wanton tramp. Her sucking spurred him to ramming his cock against her gullet and she took his length down with a will, letting him rut down her throat with abandon. He had been denied orgasm for a fortnight. His balls ached severely and he was at hair trigger. Soon he took her head between his hands and forced himself all the way down, giving out grunts of brute pleasure with each spurt he injected into her stomach. And she accepted his load with sluttish hunger.

After he came she sucked hard on his hyper-sensitive organ and he doubled over and collapsed onto the mattress onto his back. She let him lie there to recover for a while and then bent over him to take his cock in her mouth again, sucking until he hardened.

When satisfied with his stiffening she laid on her back with legs parted in invitation. He was upon her in a heartbeat, lifting her legs to rest her ankles on his shoulders and plunging into her. He rutted long and hard in this position, finding it took great effort to come this second time around. Angela lost patience and with a slick wrestler’s move rolled him over onto his back so she could take the top.

All in attendance had a fine view of her shapely ass undulating and gyrating as she caressed the length of him with the silken walls of her cavern. He answered her movement with upward thrusting as she massaged him with internal musculature long conditioned. He shuddered and convulsed, giving out more of those animal grunts as he spurted upward into her. When he had expended she shifted forward to perch her cunt above his mouth and reached back to grasp and twist his balls hard. He opened his mouth to gasp and she squeezed out the abundant cream he had pumped into her. Obedient to her wish he gulped it down.

Angela wasted no time going down to suck his again to prepare him for entry into her last orifice into which he would expend the last cum of his life. She left his cock dripping with her saliva to ease his entry and assumed the position on hands and knees like a bitch in heat. The view of her coal black, puckering vortex incited him to his final act of lust. He took his place behind her, pressed his glans to he hole and rammed forward. She yelped at the pain of his entry but still rocked back to accept him to the hilt.

It took much effort again to wring his last ejaculation out. She opened her hole when he drove forward and clenched it tight as he drew back, then reversed the order and reversed again until her kneading of his organ got the result. He plunged to her depths to pump into her and then collapsed face up onto the mattress. She was promptly up with her anus hovering over his mouth, this time facing his feet. She gave his balls another squeeze and twist that made him open and pressed down to expel he abundance brownish cream into his mouth. He swallowed again and then moaned in resignation, knowing the time had come.

It was known by the Sisterhood that the castration would have its best effect if the slave was drained of all cum and therefore of all desire just before the balls were severed. There would be no lingering lust and the slave would be docile and at peace with his lot as a eunuch.

The castration was to take place upon the altar, which had restraints for wrists and ankles attached to the corners. It was also covered with a scarlet silk sheet. Obedient and submissive to the last Kevin climbed up onto the altar of his own accord and offered his wrists and ankles to be bound. Carla bound his ankles and Angela his wrists.

The castration kit was on a shelf below the altar top. It was contained in a finely crafted walnut box with gold hinges and latch. Carla took it out and laid it on the altar beside him. Then she climbed up and sat across his thighs while Angela also climbed up and sat on his face.

Carla took out the clamp that would cut off blood flow and clamped it tightly onto his sack. The balls soon turned plumb purple. She handed Angela the curved knife with the razor sharpened edge on the inside of the curve. Angela held the knife to her breast and looked upward toward the heavens as she spoke the ritual words: “Praise the wisdom and mercy of the Mother!”

Then she took hold of the balls and pulled on them to stretch the sack outward. With a slow, sawing motion she sliced the balls away. Kevin’s cry of pain and despair was muffled by the lush tissues of her cunt.

It was dogma that the slave should feel the pain of the severing so the moment of his unmanning would be stamped into his memory. But after that there was no further need for suffering. Carla was quick to inject him with a local needed to dull the pain. She doused the wound with alcohol from a bottle in the kit and took out the surgical stapler. She closed the wound and inserted another ring into his glans where the other had been. She clipped a chain leash onto the ring.

Kevin’s balls were put into a finely blown glass jar filled with clear preservative. They would join the balls of Angela’s previous husbands upon her mantelpiece.

Carla and Angela climbed down from the altar. Carla gave the leash a tug to urge Kevin to do the same. She led him by the dick to where the auction block had been set up center stage. He stood with his forever limp organ dangling over the wound where his balls had been as the bidding commenced, Carla serving as auctioneer.

Kevin had been and arborist and gardener in his former life and the wealthier Sisters in the audience would have use for him on their estates. The bidding ran high, recklessly so, but the rich Sisters didn’t begrudge the money which would go to the maintenance of the temple. In the end a matronly, gray haired Sister who served as a judge took possession of him and led him by the dick to her limo where he would remain during the after party.

During the ceremony temple eunuchs had been busy preparing the temple’s great hall, adjacent to the nave, for that orgiastic revel. Food and wine were laid out in abundance of folding tables along one wall. Large sticky mats were laid out on the floor in the center. And the Sister’s slave husband were kneeling naked, facing the three remaining walls, tethered by their cock rings to a rail. Their mistress’s cocks were hung around their necks by the straps.

The women surged into the hall, randy from witnessing the Rite. Some of them went for the food and drink first but most went to the walls and grabbed a slave at random and dragged him onto the mat. Some strapped on cock and put the slaves to sucking them. Others flung themselves down onto their backs, dragging the slaves down with them by the hair, forcing their faces into their crotches.

Soon there was a writhing heap of flesh upon the mats. Some lucky slaves found themselves with a mistress cock up their asses while they ate the pussy of another. Cum spurted from sodomized slaves all over the squirming bodies and slaves were made to lick it up. Cries of orgasmic ecstasy echoed in the hall. Mistresses satisfied for the moment would extricate themselves from the pile of bodies and have some wine and snacks before diving in again.

On it went past midnight. Finally, the mistresses untangled themselves and stood looking down at the slaves, all of whom had been fucked dry of cum. The slaves were made to lap up any leavings to be found, from the mat, from each other and from the feet, legs and asses of the mistresses. Then they sorted out the slaves and made their way home, much looking forward to the wedding upon the morrow.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Angela was age 44 and Kevin had been her fourth husband. Her groom was Brian, a tender young dark haired, green eyed morsel half her age. He had succumbed easily to her seductive wiles and dominant will, aided by much ingestions of the juices of her pussy, the amber poon and the salty sweet cum that gushed from her upon orgasm.

After she had enamored him beyond all reason and sanity she had proposed marriage. Prior to her “popping the question” tradition demanded that he be informed of the terms of the marriage and make the decision of his own free will. Most importantly he had to accept that the price of the years of intimacy with the body of the woman he adored would eventually be his balls. It was an ultimatum. He could accept that fate or she would send him away, never to see her again. Rare indeed was the prospective husband who declined after falling under the erotic spell of a Sister.

It was customary for a groom to be sequestered for two weeks in preparation for the ceremony. He was kept in a comfortable cell in the temple and pampered by Elmira’s young naked acolytes. This pampering included relentless teasing, the young nubiles lying atop him, covering him with their silken skin, rubbing their breasts upon his face, scooping between their legs to gather up their ooze and rubbing their scent over his nose so every breath was filled with that feral perfume. They would join him in the shower two at a time and sandwich him between their exquisite nudities, bathing him with soft sponges while caressing him with their tits.

His cock was caged to prevent self-release. His erection strained against the confines of the cage and the ache in his balls was an ever-growing torment. And they would lick those aching balls and suck them into their mouths to caress with their tongues, two of them performing the act at once, each sucking in a testicle.

The purpose of it all was to prepare him to erupt in abundance when his bride’s cock deflowered him. But they had to walk a fine line lest he ejaculate spontaneously. If he did the process would have to start all over with the wedding being delayed another two weeks.

There was also time taken for Angela and Brian to rehearse the ritual so things would performed to perfection. He practiced installing her cock upon her and performing the deepthroat fellatio that would precede his deflowering.

The blessed day came at last and Angela arrived at the cell to lead him to the altar. She was resplendently nude and he fell to his knees to gaze in awestruck rapture at the ebony goddess who was to reign over his life. She made him lie upon the bed so she could place a laced leather stretcher on his aching balls. It parted them wide and stretched them far, his sack tight and shiny, the balls soon taking on the desired lovely shade of purple. Then she removed the chastity cage and his organ popped up to nearly vertical. Lastly, she hung the cock she would use to deflower him from his neck by the straps.

Angela clipped a chain leash to a ring on the stretcher and gave a tug to let him know he should rise and follow her. Elmira waited outside, naked but for the scarlet sash of her office. She led the way to the nave, Angela following with Brrian trailing behind at the end of the leash.

They reached the nave, which was filled to capacity with naked Sisters, standing room only. The animal perfume of womanly arousal mingled with the scent of the roses in vases everywhere within the room.

The small procession mounted the three steps that led up to the altar. Elmira and Angela turned to face the assemblage and Brian went to his knees before Angela, also facing the audience. She put a gentle hand on his head while Elmira addressed the gathering.

“Sisters! Another joyous day has come to pass. We are gathered here to witness the joining in holy matrimony of Angela, a Sister of highest renown and young Brian, a male who has seen the light and surrendered himself to the proper order of things, accepting his status as a lesser being created by our Divine Mother to serve Woman. He will be warmly welcomed into the circle of the Mother’s love. More and more of these blessed days occur as our Sisterhood grows and more males surrender themselves. May the pace of this accelerate leading up to the promised Day when all males bend the knee. But enough talk! The time has come for the consummation of this blessed union!”

With that, as rehearsed, Angela and Brian turned to face each other. There was not a dry eye or pussy in the nave as he spoke his vows, promising absolute submission and obedience, vowing to spare no sacrifice for the pleasure and exaltation of his mistress and swearing an oath to surrender his balls to her at the time of her choosing. Angela’s “vow” was terse and egocentric.

“Then I accept you as slave and husband for as long as I find you pleasing.”

She removed the cock from where it hung around Brian’s neck and handed it to him. With practiced hands he installed it upon her. He knelt for a moment so all could see her big dick jutting before his face. Then he opened wide and leaned in to take it into his mouth. Angela pressed the button and the humming sound was audible in the now silent nave.

First he licked and sucked along the length and also went down to lick the big faux balls that contained the batteries that animated the cock. As rehearsed, when she put a hand behind his head and pulled him forward he knew it was time to take it down the throat. All were impressed at his eagerness to take it and how smoothly it slid down until his nose was buried in her nappy bush. Then he put his hands on the sumptuous curvatures of her hips and the fellatio began in earnest. His head drew back until just the glans was between his lips and then pressed forward again, faster and faster, his forehead slapping against her muscled belly as he performed the act with the artistry of a practiced whore. She just stood with hands on hips, her head lolling, her breath coming in short gasps between gritted teeth as her pleasure grew.

At the last, she gripped his hair and rammed with her hips to answer his movement, propelling herself to climax. Orgasm rocked her with knee buckling force as her primal shriek echoed in the nave. Brian put his arms around her hips to steady her as her back arched and her arms hung limp behind her. He held her with the cock fully down his throat. Thus, she remained until afterglow passed and she firmed.

With a hand to his forehead, she pushed him away and, as always, the cock exited with the pop that never failed to bring mirth to those who watched.

Then it was time for the consummating act that would take his true virginity, purge him of any lingering traces of the “manhood” delusion and render him a cock addicted sodomite. The act was to be performed upon the altar, upon which was a red sticky mat for the sake of Angela’s traction and leverage. She just pointed her finger there and Brian clambered up and assumed the position toward the right hand end of the altar, on his knees, bowing forward with the top of his head resting on the altar, hands spreading his cheeks apart to offer his virgin orifice.

Angela climbed up behind him onto her knees, her feet dangling over the end of the altar.. Elmira handed her a tube of KY and she put just a dollop on the glans for mercy’s sake. Her nails were long, hard, polished red and filed to sharp points. She dug them into his fetching buns for purchase, deep enough to make blood trickle and leave scars that would remain as her marks of ownership.

Pressing the glans to his hole she gathered herself for the deflowering thrust, shapely ass drawn back. Then, with a drive of her powerful glutes she drove the cock home. He was the tightest virgin she had ever deflowered and he wailed and broke down sobbing from the needful tearing stretching pain of her intrusion. The cock went in just a third of the way and it took three more ramming thrusts while he whimpered and sniveled for him to finally feel the tickle of her bush on his behind.

She drew back so just the tip was within him, then rammed forward again, the shaft plunging to the hilt with greater ease. Then she fell to rutting with graceful, powerful undulations and gyrations of her exquisite behind. He moaned and sobbed at first from the pain of it but it was not long before there was the transformation to hot sharp pleasure in his rectum. After the two weeks of teasing, he could not last long. His mewling whimper gave Angela to know the moment had come. She put an arm under his chest to raise him to his knees and gave him some final hard thrusts to finish him. His deeply pitched moan of consuming pleasure and emasculated surrender harmonized sweetly with her piercing, atavistic wail of ecstatic triumph.

Then the two weeks of orgasm denial and relentless teasing bore their fruit by way of the power and quantity of his ejaculation. A white string of cum spurted from his cock through his constricted ducts, arched high in the air and splattered onto the very end of the eight foot long altar. It was followed by three more and then several others of weakening force, leaving a creamy trail back to him. Applause and cheers filled the air.

Angela pulled out and rose. Brian dutifully began to lap up the trail of cum that led to the big puddle at the end of the altar. She waited while he slurped it all up. Then, as rehearsed, he groveled back to her and took the cock into his mouth to clean it. Finally, he laid on his back and allowed the restraints to be put on his wrists and ankles in preparation for the implanting of the “wedding ring” in the tip of his cock.

The gold plated spring steel ring was cut diagonally along the shank, forming two sharp points. There was a special pliers that would spread it wide enough that the glans would be between the points. Elmira fitted the ring into the pliers and spread it. She handed the pliers to Angela who had taken a seat on Brian’s face. She took hold of his cock and placed his glans between the points. Upon release the points plunged into the meaty tip of the glans just above the urethra, mounting the ring crosswise.

No anesthetic was given so that Brian would feel them moment when his mistress took final ownership of him. He flinched and his yelp of pain was muffled by Angele’s lush pussy. Elmira doused the glans with alcohol, bringing another muffled yelp form him. The she applied a soothing balm that would ease the pain. His cock would be given scrupulous care until healing was complete.

He was released from the restraints and Angela clipped a chain leash onto the ring, then led him to a throne chair along the wall. There she held court with him kneeling beside her. Everyone in attendance lined up for congratulations and well-wishing. An orgiastic “reception” followed.

Lana had been rapt as she witnessed both the events. She wondered if the day would really come when she would have Trent in such a state of abject submission, ready to become her first slave husband, sex plaything and cock addicted sodomite who would surrender his balls to her upon her command. The day seemed so far away but Jane had assured her it would come.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Many of Trent Howard’s “clients” were still at large. The Enforcers were relentless in hunting them down and apprehending them. One such was Greg Barton, a muscular misogynist with shaven head and goatee. He had been driving on his way to Trent’s place to have his way with a sex slave or two when he saw the caravan of van and party bus and mean looking biker bitches just turning out from the drive and onto the road. The implications were obvious and frightening. He did a quick U turn and laid rubber in his haste to escape.

Greg had been scared straight for about a month, but finally his pig-male lust got the best of him. He began to prowl the bars with roofie in pocket. Little did he know he had been under surveillance by the Enforcers. The plan was to catch him in the act of one of his depredations and see to it that his would-be victim could turn the tables on him with a little help from her new friends.

Flora and three of her toughest Enforcers tailed him to a single’s bar, riding in the black van. He parked in the lot behind the bar and went inside. Flora followed, exchanging her biker garb for a little black dress in order to fit in. She sat at a high table in a corner and watched as Greg zeroed in on a tall young statuesque blond.

He turned on what he had that passed for “charm”, but the young thing, named Erin, age 20, was from a farm, new to the big city. She fell for it and went to flirting with him. He ordered drinks and distracted her so he could slip the mickey in. Flora watched it all with a grimace of loathing on her face from her perch on the barstool. But she was filled with a smug self-assurance that this pig-male would soon get his comeuppance.

The roofie soon had its effect and Greg draped her arm over his shoulder and led her out the back door on her wobbly legs to where his car was parked in the lot. He tossed her into the back seat. She was groggy and mumbling. He headed for his house a few miles away. When he got there he pulled into the garage and the door descended.

Greg liked to have his victims drugged helpless but still aware of what he was doing to them. He dragged her to the bedroom slammed the door and locked it. He stripped naked, then ripped off her clothes while she babbled about wanting to go home. When he had her naked he propped her up and her knees against the side of the bed and forced his cock into her mouth, the first of the three orifices he intended to come into.

He rutted down her gullet, but just as he felt the welling up in his balls the portended coming there was a crash and the door flew open. Flora and her three companions charged into the room and he was tackled to the floor. They had him handcuffed and leg ironed before he knew what had hit him.

They left him lying there and Flora turned her attention to his victim. She gave her an injection that would counteract the roofie and they waited for her to revive. She was still sitting on the floor, leaning back on the bed. She shook her head and her bleary eyes cleared. She looked up and saw Flora leaning over her smiling. She put a gentle hand to her cheek and introduced herself.

“Hello sweetie. I’m Flora, and you are?”

“Erin.”

“Well Erin. We got here just in time. He was going to do all kinds of things to you. But now we have him right where we want him. I don’t know about you, but I would be furious if some jerk tried to pull this on me and I would want vengeance!”

Erin looked down at Greg as Flora’s words took effect. A look of loathing and cold fury came to her face.

“Yes! This bastard must suffer the consequences for what he did to me!”

Flora nodded, a leering grin on her face.

“Then come along with us Erin! We’ll take him to our clubhouse first and you can spend some quality time with him there. Then later we’ll take you somewhere else to meet some people who will change your life.”

They tossed Greg into the van with its cruel studded and drove off, hitting every bump hard and taking every turn fast to make him jounce and roll around. Flora took the liberty of stealing his car to later take it to a chop shop run by a Sister. This was where the car of every pig-male who was “disappeared” ended up.

They carried Greg into the clubhouse and dumped him unceremoniously in the middle of the living room floor. There was a power hoist mounted in the ceiling and soon he hung by his heels. Flora directed Erin’s attention to the array of whips, canes cattle prods and other instruments of torment that hung on one wall. She pointed to Greg, hanging helpless and at her mercy. All of the Enforcers were there, eager to watch and also participate in Greg’s retribution.

“Take your pick Erin. Jus grab whatever tickles you fancy and go to work on him. Erin perused the instruments and her eyes fell first upon a heft cat o’ nine. She picked it up and approached Greg with a malevolent glare. Grabbing him by the balls and giving them a hard twist that made him yelp, she crouched down so their faces were level.

“So, you fancy yourself to be quite the charmer and lady’s man? But you had to drug me so you could have your way? It’s going to be my way now city boy!”

She stood up and stepped back, poising herself to deliver the first lash. Flora had not noticed how broad of shoulder and muscular she was from doing farm chores. And there was healthy rage when she struck him, her face contorted in contempt and loathing. Greg howled as a pink swath was laid across his chest.

And a gleam of lustful cruelty came over Erin’s face from the crack of the whip and his vocalization of pain. Flora stepped over to him and gave him a spin. Erin wielded the whip with every ounce of her strength, forehand and backhand. She landed more than a few strokes across his dangling junk, tearing screams from the depths of him. He fell to sniveled pleas for mercy that only incited greater cruelty, lashes striking ever harder. When he was pink from shoulder to ankle and broke down into sobbing and bawling she finally tossed the whip aside and stood there, sweating, breast heaving from her exertions.

In the midst of the flogging several of the Enforcers had run a bike up the front steps and into the room so Erin could enjoy the first face ride. Soon Greg was bound face up on the seat and ready to be ridden. Flora gave Erin a bit of coaching. She took a curved dagger from a sheath on her belt.

“If he is like the rest of his ilk Erin he has probably never tasted pussy and has bragged about it. I will give him some incentive to adjust his attitude while you climb aboard and enjoy yourself.”

First Flora held the knife in front of his eyes and informed him of the consequences of refusal. Then she grabbed him by the balls and held the cold steel of the blade against his sack. She told Erin to hop on.

Greg lay there looking up, trembling and sniveling in his coward’s terror. He saw Erin mount the bike and her lush golden-haired pussy hovering over him. She lowered herself onto his face and his senses were flooded with the scent of sweat and lust and the taste of poon and piss salt as she rolled her hips and rubbed her juicy snatch over his face. He felt Flora’s grip on his sack tighten and twist and heard her barked command as he felt the knife press harder.

“Lick it pig-male!”

Lick he did, his desperation giving Erin a newfound delight, she having never known the pleasures the tongue could bestow. The farm boys she had grown up among were selfish and brief lovers, hopping onto her, coming quickly and all but fleeing once they satisfied themselves. She would have to finish herself with her fingers in the shower afterward.

Though his licking was aimless and artless that and the thrill of exacting her vengeance induced in Erin a climax of an intensity she had never known. She shuddered and gave out a feral and ferocious sound, gushed into his upturned mouth, then settled herself down over his face, happening to press her anus to his lips. She heard Flora ask fer her appraisal.

“How did it go Erin?”

“Great Flora, but I think he could have done better!”

A wicked grin came over Flora’s face as an idea formed in her mind. She tightened her grip on his sack even more as she spoke.

“Not good enough to save your balls pig-male! Say goodbye!”

Her nails were long, hard and sharpened to points. She ran her index finger across his sack, leaving just a bleeding scratch. He screamed first, then sobbed in despair, believing himself to be unmanned. The Enforcers nearly expired in their mirth. Flora enlightened him.

“Just a warning pig-male! Next time it will be the knife. Now lick her asshole and learn your new place in the world!”

He moaned in relief and all could see his tongue go to its duty on Erin’s nether hole until she pressed herself down to bury his face between her shapely cheeks to enjoy his attentions.  Spurred by heightened terror he submitted to a degradation he had long foresworn, wriggling his tongue into her and slithering it in and out. Just five minutes sufficed for Erin to be at hair trigger and she shifted to feed him her clit. The second orgasm eclipsed the first and left her sated. She gave him another heavy gush with her cunt pressed down over his open mouth so it was swallow or drown.

Erin dismounted and Flora embraced her in a Sisterly way.

“I would say you had quite a sweet ride there Erin. Now the rest of us will take our turns with him. He’ll get his fill of poon and cum juice and it will start to break him down. By the way, would you like to rape him? We offer that opportunity to women the likes of him victimizes.”

Erin’s eyes lit up.

“Now Flora? I can’t wait!”

“You will have to wait a while Erin. The rape is a public spectacle and humiliation carried out before an audience of our Sisters.”

“Sisters?”

Flora pointed to her Enforcers, who were gleefully enjoying their face rides.

“We Enforcers are just a few of the women of like mind who have taken control of their lives and sexuality. If you like you can join us in our pursuit of the subjugation and enslavement of the male. Tomorrow morning I’ll take you to meet the Reverend Sister of our temple. I’m sure she will agree you will make a fine and strong Sister.”

“Temple?”

“Yes Erin. We Sisters have certain beliefs about the nature of the deity. We hold it to be self-evident that the deity is female, the Divine Mother, who first created Woman in her image and then created the male to be subservient to her. Each of us has a husband who serves as a slave to our pleasure. My dear Ethan adores me without limit and lives for nothing else but to please me. But Ethan represents the opposite end of the male spectrum. Unlike the swine who lies on the bike eating pussy, Ethan is an innate submissive. I acquired him by way of seduction. He was enthralled and enslaved by his first taste of my pussy. It took just two weeks of a steady diet of that to succumb completely and accept my proposal of marriage despite the rather daunting terms. But we’ll come back to that later. Let me show you something.”

She took Erin by the hand and led her to a closet and opened the door. Within hung numerous faux cocks. She took one and held it out for Erin to look at. Erin’s eyes widened as it all became clear to her.

“Flora? Do you mean I can put that thing on me and stick it up his you-know-what?”

“No need to mince words Erin! Yes, you will stick it up his ass!”

“But it’s so big!”

“Indeed, it is Erin, the better to unman him with! First you will hurt him with it like he has never hurt before. But then, as the rape progresses, you will teach him to love it. You will make him come in a way that will shatter his universe and make him a cock addicted bitch. He will be so delightfully pathetic and will long every minute of his life for the next time a Sister will poke this thing into him and fuck him until he comes. But tonight, you can strap it on and stick it in the other place in him a cock can go, that is, right down his throat. When the ladies finish their face rides we will form a suck line.”

A look came over Erin’s face, at once quizzical, intrigued and leering. “A suck line?”

“Better that you just wait and see Erin. It’s something he has surely participated in to degrade and humiliate women and get his perverted pleasure. Now the tables will be turned. Let’s get our cocks on. The ladies are just finishing up.”

Flora showed her how to strap the cock on and push the button to make it hum. The last Enforcer had just dismounted from Greg’s face and when they all saw Flora and Erin with their big dicks jutting no words were needed. They all went to the closet to fetch and strap on cocks.

They formed a line shoulder to shoulder and Flora untied Greg from the bike and threw him to the floor quite unkindly. She cuffed his hands behind him, then she dragged him by the ear up to his knees and his eyes fell upon the line of leering Enforcers who flaunted their cocks, each and every one putting his to shame. He quailed and cowered, but Flora grabbed his ear again and dragged him to where Erin stood first in the line. She held his face inches from the tip of the cock and held the knife before his eyes.

“Need I say more pig-male? Suck it like a slut or you know what it will be for you!”

With a moan of resignation, he leaned in with mouth open. But Erin couldn’t resist taunting him by taking hold of her big 12 inch dick and slapping his face with it back and forth several times before forcing it into his mouth. She ordered him to suck and lick and when he showed reluctance Flora stooped down to grab his balls and pull them back between his legs. She let him feel the cold steel on his sack and suddenly there was fervor in his sucking.

The amazing instrument of pleasure she wore had Erin dizzy with delight as the sensors transmitted the caresses of lip and tongue to her lady parts. Her lust boiled up with vengeful intent and she rammed the cock against his gullet, relentless until it gave and the cock slid in deep down his throat. A couple more ramming thrusts had him with his nose pressed into her golden bush.

She dug her nails into his shaven scalp for purchase, clawing deep, making blood trickle as she gullet fucked him with abandon. It wasn’t long before the pulsing, humming shaft induced an orgasm that rocked her to her depths. She finished with a brutish snarl of satisfaction with the cock rammed in all the way. Then she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him away with contempt. The cock exited his throat with a pop, getting lewd giggles from the Enforcers who waited in line.

Soon Flora’s cock was down his throat to the hilt. Erin watched with smug disdain as he was used by her and passed down the line. One by one, the Enforcers satisfied themselves until the last shoved him away and he collapsed to the floor, sobbing in abject humiliation, his pate bleeding from the savage grip of sharpened nails. He would bear the scars for life.

They dragged him to the van and he was hauled off, getting a rough ride to the temple to be put into a holding cell to await his rape. Flora invited Erin to spend the night at her home, not far away. They rode there unseen on Flora’s bike, naked in the sultry summer night. The warm air caressed Erin’s nipples, horning her up again.

Flora had an answer for that. When they entered the house she clapped her hands and barked a command.

“Ethan! Fetch wine and get in here!”

They each took a seat in a recliner and soon a slender, sandy-haired, green-eyed naked man entered the room carrying a tray with two bottles of red and two glasses. Erin stared at his groin. His organ was enclosed in a wire cage. Flora noticed. She made introductions and explained.

“Erin, this is my sweet husband Ethan. I keep him caged and deny him orgasmic release, usually for two weeks at a time. His balls start to ache and the quality of his cunnilingus increases as the days go by. But sometimes he is giving me such good head after two weeks I just can’t resist denying him longer. I have denied him for an entire month this time and he is at his peak performance. Please enjoy him with my blessing.”

Ethan set the tray down on the end table between the recliners and knew his duty was to kneel before Erin and offer his tongue. Flora went on.

“It’s a customary courtesy to offer a guest cunnilingus. Ethan! Please welcome our new Sister Erin to our home!”

Erin parted her legs and raised them to rest her ankles on the arms of the chair. She gasped in astonished delight at the first touch of Ethan’s tongue. Riding Greg’s face as he served her in desperation to save his balls had been exquisite pleasure, but the passionate adoration Ethan bestowed eclipsed that by far. She found herself at hair trigger within the minute and she could tell he sensed it and turned his attention right away to her clit, enfolding it between soft loving lips to lick and suck. The orgasm rocked her world and she passed from consciousness for a minute or two, limp and languid in a sweet stupor.

What aroused her from that state was Ethan’s adoring tongue upon her anus. First it swirled around the outside, making her shudder, then it slithered in deep and wriggled about and in and out, making her eyes water and her cunt tingle and throb. After perhaps five minutes her clit all but screamed for his attentions again and as he enfolded it in his lips again she felt him slip a finger in where his tongue had been before.

After taking her to the very edge with his tongue to her pink pearl he shifted downward a bit and she felt his probing into her cavern. She gasped again when he found her G deep within and massaged it while rubbing his nose to her clit. The triple stimulation took her over the brink and his tongue back to her clit to flutter softly brought an orgasmic sequence that went on and on. She lost count of the shattering climaxes after six and just rode the waves of ecstasy until she could come no more.

She slumped in the chair gelatinous for a long time, floating in a haze. Flora took her own turn with Ethan’s tongue while she waited for Erin to revive, also opting for the triple delight. Then she had Ethan pour two glasses of wine. Erin shook her head and sat up straight, looking to Flora with eyes wide. Flora smiled and nodded.

“My sweet Ethan represents the opposite end of the male spectrum Erin. He is an innate submissive. It was a joy and delight to seduce, enthrall and enslave him. He is my third husband. We Sisters practice serial monogamy. We seduce and enslave a male and propose marriage. The prospective husband is informed of the terms of the marital relationship so he can enter into matrimony of his own free will. One of those terms is the surrender of his balls to his mistress wife when she tires of him and gets that itch to move on to another. Rare indeed is the male who does not succumb to the erotic power and dominant will of the Sister.”

Flora pointed to the fireplace mantel. There upon it were two finely blown glass jars, each with a pair of testicles floating in clear preservative. Flora went on.

“One day Ethans balls will join those others upon my mantlepiece. They serve as a constant reminder that he must spare no effort or self-sacrifice to please me and keep my sex life satisfying. But he also know he will have a final reward. In the course of what we call the Rite of Parting he will be privileged to have his cock enter my body everywhere it can go and come with abandon. Then I will castrate him so he can have merciful peace.”

Erin stared in near disbelief at Ethan, who just knelt there listening to it all. They downed both bottles of wine as they engaged in random conversation, getting to know each other better. They went on into the wee hours, each enjoying Ethan’s tongue once more before bedtime. Then the three of them retired to Flora’s vast bed with Ethan between them, ready to serve should they wake up horny during the night.

They slept until midmorning. Erin stirred and stretched and suddenly felt Ethan’s tongue caressing her pussy. But the wine from the night before had filled her bladder and she pushed him away.

“Not yet Ethan. I need to go to the bathroom.”

Then she heard Flora’s voice.

“No need for that inconvenience Erin! Ethan will drink for you.”

Erin felt Ethan’s soft lips enfold her apex. She hesitated at first in disbelief but then felt him sucking at her as if begging wordlessly to drink. She just let go with a sigh of relief. Ethan guzzled and gulped as if with a raging thirst for her nectar and when she was emptied he went to work with his tongue. She found herself wildly aroused by it all and at hair trigger. She took his head between her hands and guided him to her clit. Orgasm rocked her and as she passed into the haze of afterglow she felt his tongue giving soft caress to her anus. Then she felt it wriggle deep within her and her arousal rekindled. Soon it was the triple delight as the orgasmic waves coursed through her. She lapsed inti semiconsciousness as she heard Flora’s voice.

“My turn now Ethan!”

Ethan got another good deep drink and soon Flora lay in her own afterglow. She dispatched Ethan to draw a bath in the big whirlpool spa. Erin expressed her amazement at it all.

“Is every morning like this for you Flora? I never would have believed it!”

“This is just a small taste of married life Erin. Just wait. After our bath and breakfast, you may take Ethan to my playroom to enjoy some quality time. It’s a small room but very well equipped.

Ethan was waiting for them in the bathroom with the tub steaming and teeming. They both used the commode first and Erin was delighted again when his tongue served as her toilet paper. They all stepped into the tub and Ethan bathed each of them in turn with a loofa. Then R Erin and Flora relaxed there while he went to prepare breakfast.

The omelets were huge, piping hot and fragrant when they sat down at the table. The toast was warm and oozing butter. They could only eat about half of it all and Ethan’s breakfast was their leavings served to him on the floor. He stooped to gobble it up like a hungry mut. Then Ethan groveled behind them on the way to the playroom.

The room was well appointed indeed, a hoist hanging from the ceiling in the center so a slave could be hung up for whipping. There was a throne chair, a torture table, a rimming horse and an X shaped cross. The walls were festooned with a collection of whips, canes, electric prods and other devices for inflicting cruelties. Flora took some time to give brief instructions and explanations of the chamber’s accoutrements. Then she wave her hand in invitation.

“Just enjoy yourself according to your whim Erin. Ethan will submit to anything for you. He is long accustomed to pleasuring my Sisters. There is no jealousy among Sisters because slaves are shared freely. I do at least one slave swap every week, often more than one. It is important that a slave understands that he is the common property of all Sisters.”

Flora went to the wall where an array of cocks was hung. She came back holding one bigger than any Erin had yet seen and continued.

“Erin, in just the short time I have known you I have found you to be special and sure to become an exemplary Sister. That’s why I want to grant you some special privileges with my slave and dear husband Ethan. As I said, I have denied him release for a month. He gets his release by way of my cock of course. Today you may be the one to grant him that release. Fuck him until you wring every drop of cum out of him. He is usually good for three loads, sometimes even four. And there’s one more thing.”

She held up the outsized cock for Erin to examine. Erin’s eyes grew wide at the sight of it, guessing the implication. Flora continued.

“The orifice of a slave will get stretched from regular use. Eventually the nano sensors in the shaft can’t transmit the sensations to the lady parts properly. Ethan has reached that point and it is time for him to be upsized. I had planned on doing this last night, but then I got that emergency call and had to come to your rescue. So, today you may be the one to introduce him to the larger size. One day you will marry and you will publicly deflower your groom to consummate the marriage. Upsizing a slave is almost the same as deflowering him. I want you to have an idea what that is like. And, when the time comes to put the rape to pig-male Greg you need to be confident and experienced in the use of the cock. Try to visualize Ethan as Greg, bent over and helpless, ready to take your ruthless entering thrust.”

“So, I’ll be out in the living room. I’ll watch a couple of movies and catch up on my reading. You just enjoy yourself. Give your lust free rein. He will submit to anything for you! And one more thing. There’s KY jelly in the cabinet over there. Please do lube him. I don’t want the poor dear split!”

Flora left the room and Erin looked down on Ethan, who knelt awaiting he command. She felt her lust boiling up and her pussy warm, wet and tingling. But she contained herself, wanting the itch to worsen before she scratched it. She chose to hang him up by the wrists on his tiptoes and make us of the whips canes and prods.

She put the gamut of whips to him first, continuing with each until she made him cry. He was so sweetly craven and wimpy she couldn’t be too hard on him. A sound caning of his ass followed, again until he cried. Then it was the electric prods. First she blindfolded him so he could not know where and when she would zap him. He yelped and hopped about in such an amusing way as she went to work with a prod in each hand, zapping his cock, balls, nipples or anywhere at random. When she had him sobbing and pleading for mercy she could bear no more and had to have her relief.

She lowered released him, removing the blindfold and let him kneel below the hoist while she went to take a seat in the throne chair. She assumed the posture, legs spread wide, ankles resting on the arms and crooked a finger at him. Immediately he groveled to her and buried his face between her thighs. He seemed to sense her urgent readiness because she felt his warm and soft lips enfolding her apex and the heavenly tongue going to its duty, caressing just so. A scant minute sufficed for orgasm to rock her and as she slumped in her afterglow she felt the flutter of his tongue on her nether hole, so tender and adoring.

Ever so slowly he wriggled harder around the circumference, then there was the probing, just the tip at first, still wriggling delightfully. She felt her desire rising, heating up and then there was the slithering insertion to her depths, then a drawing back and a plunging deep again, all the while with that slithering. Soon her clit demanded its due. She grabbed his hair and pulled him up to her apex. He sucked and licked a bit, but then went down lower and she felt the plunge of his tongue into her cavern to find the G and his finger slipping softly into her lower hole. And then it was the triple that soon had her in the throes of an ongoing ecstasy, orgasmic waves coursing through her. With one final surge she passed from consciousness into a pleasant haze.

Unable to move for a time her only sensation was of his tender kisses over her mount and inner thighs and the scooping of his tongue into her cavern to gather poon and swallow with grateful hunger.

When she roused from her sweet stupor she found herself sated for the time being and wondering what to do next. Her eyes fell upon the rimming horse. Flora had explained it’s use, how one could drape herself comfortably upon it, belly down, knees upon the rests along the sides and relax in complete comfort while enjoying a slave’s tongue in the hind hole. It seemed like the best choice at the moment so she crossed the chamber and settled herself upon it, finding it to be as comfortable as Flora said.

As soon as she had installed herself comfortably she felt Ethan’s tongue caressing her with tender worship. Unknown to her he had groveled across the room, not needing to be told what his next duty would be. She sighed and rested her head across her arms, immersing herself in the enjoyment of his attentions. She lost all track of time, absorbed in the rapture, marveling at the depth of his rectal penetration and the tirelessness of his rigorously trained lingua. At times her arousal peaked and a rolling of her hips and rubbing of her cunt over his face let him know it was time to bring her to orgasm. He would satisfy her and continue the rimming unabated and ever so adoring.

Her arousal mounted again and she remembered the big cock she had set aside on the torture table. The thought of using it on him brought wild excitement and she dismounted from the horse and stepped over there. Ethan crawled across the floor to kneel and await her next wish. She picked up the cock and he took it from her and installed it with practiced hands, sliding the vaginal bulb into her gently and fastening the clear latex straps to secure it firmly.

There was a full length mirror across the room. She stepped over to it to look at herself and was filled with a sense of empowerment at the sight of the big dick jutting from her golden loins, looking as if she had been born with it. She turned sideways to see it jutting to its foot-long length with it’s two inch shaft diameter and flared glans a good half an inch bigger than that. She turned back and went to the table. It was padded with sticky mat, obviously for traction and leverage.

She slapped twice on the table and Ethan took his cue to clamber up onto it and assume the position on his knees, top of his head on the mat, using his hands to part his cheeks. She climbed up behind him and held the glans near his orifice, wondering if he could really take the big thing up his ass without splitting wide open. But she did notice that, instead of being closed tight his hole was open to about a finger’s diameter, apparently from frequent use. And then she remembered the KY in the cabinet. She ordered him to fetch it and he hastened to obey, bringing it back and handing it to her, then resuming his position.

She inserted the tip of the tube into his loose hole and squeezed a bit out into him. The she coated the big glans with a liberal dollop. He trembled, obviously in fear of the pain of her entry and his hole puckered and relaxed as if he could not decide whether to futilely resist her entry or open himself to accept it.

To her it did not matter because, in keeping with Flora’s advice it was Greg she saw before her awaiting the cruel intrusion of her cock. She pressed the button to make the big dick hum and poised herself behind him with the flared glans pressed to his hole and dug her nails deep into his rather fetching buns. Ruthless indeed was the ramming thrust that drove the glans past the clench of his sphincter and a third of the length into him. His scream tailed off into whimpering sobs.

The scream further inflamed her lust and she drove forward again, evoking another scream and then another as the third thrust plunged the cock in to the hilt and her bush tickled his behind. She drew back so just the glans was within him and thrusted again, driving the cock halfway, then again to the depth as he blubbered and sobbed. The next drawing back and driving forward plunged the cock in all the way with one thrust and she knew it was time to fuck him sans mercy.

She went to rutting hard, full depth with each thrust, adding gyrations to the undulations of her lovely ass to help stretch him. He mewled and whimpered and sniveled as she took him. But as she rutted on she sensed a subtle change to his vocalizations, a hint of pleasure eclipsing the pain. He was no stranger to the intrusion of the cock. It was his sole source of pleasure and release.

Soon he was rocking back and forth to meet her thrusts and giving out high pitched pants of growing delight. She held herself stock still and he rocked back and forth of his own accord, taking the cock to the depth each time, propelling himself to ejaculation. The humming pulsing mock organ transmitted the sensations of his tight clench running along the shaft to her clit and G, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her.

She chose to finish him with some extra hard fucking, a rolling and grinding of her hips. And he answered her movements with his own gyrations and rocking back and forth, both of them now pursuing the same goal.

Suddenly, her ears were serenaded by the sweetest of sound, his long, deep, quavering moan of supernal and emasculated delight. She had been at hair trigger and it set her off, a climax of brutish and triumphant ecstasy, her high pitched shriek harmonizing with him as he spurted a month-long buildup of cum onto the mat.

She collapsed over him, limp and dizzied in her afterglow. He remained in his position, cock still full depth inside him and even in the midst of her stupor she gave him a few more pokes. When she firmed and recovered she pulled out of him and stood. Without need of her command her first lapped up the creamy puddle and then rose to his knees to take the soiled cock in mouth and suck. When she took hold of his hair and forced the glans against his gullet he rose to the occasion and managed to open himself and take it fully down the throat. The cock hummed on and soon it became a fine fellatio that brought her again to an orgasm that buckled her knees. Sweet Ethan wrapped his arms around her hips to keep her from falling and she leaned over with her back arched and arms dangling in her afterglow.

When she firmed enough she made her way on wobbly legs to the rimming horse and draped herself over it, still wearing the cock. She switched off the vibrations and soon she felt his tender tongue on her orifice and she closed her eyes and engrossed herself in the rapture as he probed deep and wriggled in that perfect way.

Inevitably, his tongue rekindled her desire and she recalled Flora telling her to fuck him dry. The memory of her transporting and consuming ecstasy when she took him the first time sparked a lust for more. And her mind turned to thinking of different ways and positions in which to fuck him. Inspiration came and she dismounted from the horse and dragged him by the hair back to the table.

She made him climb up and lie on his back. Then she hit the button to make the big dick hum. Kneeling by his feet she hoisted his legs high and bent him over, then plunged the cock into him. It slid in easily now, all the way after the stretching. Taking a standing position, she rutted hard, driving down into him while stroking his cock with one hand. She ground and gyrated her hips to massage his prostate and wring the ejaculation from him. He opened his mouth wide to gasp at the onset of his orgasm and she aimed his cock there, giggling in her glee as his copious spurts entered his open mouth, filling it to near overflowing. He swallowed it down of his own accord. She came hard herself in the midst of it all and then sat on his chest and forced the cock into his mouth and down his throat so he could suck it clean.

Then it was another round of rimming to get her horned up again. She recalled Flora telling her he should have at least one load of cum left in him and was determined to extract it. The only question in her mind was how to do it. Finally, it came to her.

She dismounted from the horse and it was back to the table again. She laid on her back with the big organ jutting upward and pressed the button to make it hum again. She opened her mouth to order him to impale himself upon it but, to her delight, she found there was no need because he hopped up onto the table facing her, squatted over the glands, took hold of the shaft and guided it to his orifice. He dropped down and the full length slid into him.

Then he “took the top” like a practiced courtesan, rising, falling, gyrating, delighting her with his skills at the coitus. Clearly, Flora had him well trained as a slave to her cock. Faster and faster, he rose and fell, propelling them both to mutual climax. Again, she heard that sweet sound of emasculated surrender and was rocked by her own shattering climax as he spurted his plenty over her belly and breasts. She giggled again as the warm goo splattered all over her.

He disimpaled himself and promptly leaned over to suck up the pool of cum that had filled her naval cavity. Then he lapped up what lay between her belly and breasts. Her lovely tits were well glazed and she sighed in enjoyment as his tongue and lips took in every drop. He lingered a bit upon each nipple, making her shudder and be overcome by affection. It was then she knew what she wanted in the new life that lay before her.

Flora heard the playroom door open and looked to see Ethan on hands and knees with Erin mounted on his back. Her long legs dangled limp, her feet dragging the floor, her arms limp and dangling too and her head lolling drunkenly, the very image of a satisfied mistress. Ethan bore her to a recliner and helped her flop into it, then knelt with head bowed. Flora chuckled.

“Looks like Ethan met expectations then Erin? How did you like your slice of married life?”

Erin sighed, still limp and languid in prolonged afterglow.

“This is what it’s like for you every day Flora? I want it!”

“And you can surely have it Erin! You can break and enslave pig-male Greg, or you can take advantage of our matchmaking service and choose an innate submissive from our database of likely candidates. Think about it overnight. In the morning we will go to meet the Reverend Sister and you can make you final decision.”

They entered Elmira’s parlor and found her waiting for them, regally naked and enthroned with her naked slave husband Jon prostrate at her feet, licking them and sucking her toes. Elmira kicked his head aside and rose to give welcoming hugs to Erin and Flora, who then shed the long leather coats they had worn for the bike ride. Nudity was the preferred state within the temple. Elmira resumed her seat and Jon his licking. Flora made the introductions.

“Erin, this is Reverend Sister Elmira. She presides over the temple here and this chapter of our Sisterhood. She adjudicates the fates of males who fall into our custody and serves as Mistress of Ceremonies and all rites and rituals. She will be the one to declare you and your groom wife and slave/husband.”

“Reverend Sister, please be introduced to Erin, the intended victim of one pig-male named Greg. We enforcers rescued her and prevented the rape and degradation he had in store for her. She has shown herself to be strong of will and precocious for such a young thing. Today she is here to give you her decision as to how she will acquire her first husband, be it pig-male Greg or perhaps an innate submissive she might find among our database of likely mates. Erin, have you come to a decision?”

Erin nodded. She looked to Elmira with respect and veneration in her expression as she spoke.

“Reverend Sister, I could never warm up to a swine like Greg no matter how submissive and adoring he might become after breaking and training. The way he assaulted me would haunt my memory. Flora granted me some time with her dear, sweet innate submissive husband Ethan and I know now that is what I want for my married life.”

Elmira smiled and nodded.

“So be it Erin. If you had chosen to break and train Greg to prepare him for marriage your rape of him would include allowing him to come with the pleasure that would initiate his addiction to the cock. But, because you have rejected him his orgasm will be ruined upon his coming and he will never again have another that is not ruined. He will take his place in the dungeon of the utility slaves. The current utility slave of longest tenure will be castrated prior to the rape and sent off to the pig farm to make room for Greg.”

The rape was held that very evening. Like all such events it was well attended. Mistresses gathered from far and wide to witness the reduction of yet another pig-male to a state of punitive servitude.

Erin led Greg into the temple’s nave. The big faux cock she would use on him jutted from her loins, bobbing as she walked, mocking all maleness with its size. His balls were bound up tight, shiny and purple in a figure 8 of leather thongs and she tugged him along on a leash. He wore leather cuffs with clips on his wrists and ankles so he could be easily bound down to the horse that stood waiting before the altar. His hands were held behind him by the wrist clips. He whimpered and sniveled, pathetic in his terror; his essential cowardice revealed. He tried to hang back but she yanked on the leash to urge him along. She made him kneel before the horse upon which he would be unmanned, facing the audience.

In front of the horse another slave, Brad, was bound down supine to a bench. Brad was the utility slave who was be castrated and sent to the pig farm to make room for Greg in the dungeon.

Carla served as Mistress of Ceremonies and she addressed the gathering.

“Sisters! We have assembled here this evening to witness the well-deserved rape and emasculation of one Greg Barton, a pig-male of the worst description. Fittingly Erin here, the victim of his rape attempt will do the honors. Our Enforcers rescued her just in the nick of time. Now he will pay the price for his abominations. And there, strapped to the bench, is brad, another of the same ilk. No doubt many of you have had your way with him in the dungeon chamber when in the mood. His balls will be taken from him in a manner you will surely find most amusing. But no need for more talk. Let matters proceed!”

That was the cue for Greg to be made to perform the fellatio that would precede his rape. Erin grabbed Greg by the ears and pulled him to her. She pressed the tip of the cock to his lips. He was foolish enough to clamp his jaw in resistance. Carla gave his balls a hard kick from behind, up between his legs. He opened his mouth to howl from the pain of it and Erin rammed the cock in and forced it against his gullet. She pressed the button and all could hear it humming.

Carla gave him another kick. He howled again as Erin drove the cock past his gullet and half way down his throat. After a few more grinding thrusts his nose was buried in her golden bush. She kept her grip on his ears and went to rutting hard down his esophagus. He moaned in resignation and realized his only way of ending the ordeal was to employ the skills he had learned during the suck line back at the clubhouse. He ran lips and tongue along the pulsing shaft as it went in and out. The nanosensors in the shaft transmitted the sensations to Erin’s parts, spurring her to a frenzy in pursuit of her climax. It rocked her with knee buckling force and only Carla’s hand on her shoulders kept her from toppling.

When she firmed helped Carla hoist him onto the horse and bind him belly down. His orgasm would be ruined by way of a novel device recently engineered by the brilliant mistresses who engaged in research and development of such things. It was a ball shocker attached to a rubber cock cap by wires. More wires hung down, attached to a car battery that would deliver the pulsing shocks to his organs when his cum filled the cap and completed the circuit. Carla proceeded to install the device on him while Erin went around to force the cock into his mouth some more so it dripped with his slobber, the only lube he would get.

Erin’s hands were those of a hard working farm girl, strong and calloused. But she kept her nails trimmed short. Carla handed her a pair of black leather gloves with sharp claws in the fingertips that would provide her with purchase and leverage. Erin slipped the gloves on and stepped over to press the flared glans of the cock against his orifice. She raised her hands high and wiggled her fingers, flaunting the gleaming claws. And a sparkle of vengeful lust came to her eyes as she raised her arms, spreading them wide before bringing her hands down in a hard double slap to his cheeks that sunk the claws in deep. He flinched and yelped as blood trickled.

Using the firm grip the claws gave her Erin drove forward with her shapely hips. He was foolish enough again to clench in resistance, only amplifying the tearing, stretching pain of her brutish entry. The newly minted bitch boy gave out a high pitched, girlish scream as the cock plunged into him halfway. Erin seated it to the hilt with grinding, gyrating thrusts. The she drew back so just the tip was in him and drove it to the depth again as she commenced a frenzied rutting that made the piggy squeal. Cheers and whoops and catcalls filled the nave.

As was inevitable the bitch began to like it and he squealed on, but now with tones of growing pleasure, interspersed with mewling pleas to be fucked all the harder. Erin was happy to oblige. When the grinding on his prostate finally pushed him over the brink he gasped in delighted surprise at the first hot twinge of pleasure that preceded his first spurt. But then it was all ruined when the cum filled the cap and the mule kick jolts rocked him. Erin had climaxed just in time and pulled out to stand and watch him in his shocked torment. His body bucked and lurched as he gave out sobbing howls with each jolt. They let it continue until he was reduced to helpless blubbering. The Carla pulled the cap from his cock and he lay whimpering upon the horse.

Then it was time for him to witness the fate that awaited him sometime in the future. He had a good close view of the slave who was laid upon the bench. There was a small, hand crank operated hoist beside the bench with it’s arm extending above the slave’s groin. Hung from a cable were two sharp and shiny hooks. Carla lowered them to level with the slaves balls. With sure and steady hands, she ran one hook through each testicle as the slave’s screams echoed in the nave. Then she turned the crank to raise the hooked balls.

Up they rose as the slave arched his back and raised his pelvis in a futile effort to ease his torment. But he could not rise high enough and Carla kept cranking until he hung in agony by his hooked balls, shoulders and feet resting on the bench. He was left that way to suffer during the next phase of the rape.

A raffle had been held to determine which ten mistresses would have the honor of participating in the spit roast gang rape to follow. The shocker was reconnected to Greg’s balls in case he ejaculated again. Then the cocks plunged into him fore and aft as the mistresses satisfied themselves one after another. He came again just as the last one finished and whoops and cheers filled the nave as his body was again racked by the mule-kick jolts.

Then it was time for the other slave to part with his balls. Carla put a steel vise onto his sack and clamped it tight to cut off blood flow. She used a razor sharp curved knife to slowly slice the balls away as the slave sniveled and whimpered, feeling the moment of his transformation to eunuch. He settled back down to flat on his back once the severing was complete and Carla cranked the balls up to a height where he could see them hanging from the hooks and dripping blood. He sobbed in despair at the loss of his manhood.

Then the newly minted utility slave and eunuch were led from the nave to their respective fates. Thus, was vengeance exacted again upon the pig-male.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Lana and Jane led Trent to the chamber to begin the next phase of his breaking and training. First there was a taste of the whips just sufficient to make him cry and get them horned up for a round of cunnilingus. They enjoyed his ever more artful tongue until sated for the time being.

Then it was time for his first milking of the day. They put the hood on him and led him to the stanchion.

He whimpered as the clamped his balls into the stanchion, now knowing how his orgasm would be ruined by the cruel cane stroke. He was resigned to it by then, knowing he would first resist but inevitably give in and become consumed by the prospect of coming, feel that first tiny twinge of pleasure preceding the torment of the ruination. He could not know how different this time would be.

Jane dipped her hand in the warm oil and went to work stroking him as he whimpered, at first resisting the pleasure that would build until that resistance ended in futility and he would give in and yield to it, consumed by the prospect of coming, oblivious to all else.

She edged him repeatedly, adding more oil from time to time, waiting until he pleaded for release regardless of consequence. When she finally took him over the edge he cried out in anticipation of the agony before the cane even struck. But the shock of coming with fullest pleasure was nearly as bad as the ruination. Jane stroked him through the ejaculation to give maximal pleasure and he wept and babbled words of gratitude.

Soon he felt his organ enfolded in Lana’s velvet mouth as she coaxed him back to erection. Then it was Jane’s artful, oily hand again while Lana stood with cane at the ready. It took longer this time but Jane was nothing if not patient. When she felt the extra stiffening that portended his coming she withdrew her hand and nodded at Lana, who brought the cane down hard as ever as he sobbed in long-accustomed torment.

They knew he would have at least one more load left in him before he would be drained and hang limp for the remains of the day. They strapped him to the table and he first felt Lana’s lips and tongue again, then felt himself enveloped in the heaven of her vagina as she mounted him facing his feet. He moaned in helpless resignation, knowing this tantalization would lead to cruel ruination. Lana much enjoyed herself upon his organ, edging him with cruelty the while, rising and falling along his length, his shaft glistening with her ooze. It would take long to wring the last load from him and she reveled in every minute. He gave in at last, thrusting upward in answer to her rising and falling as much as his bonds would allow, bent on release, heedless of the outcome.

Jane just stood by, watching with amusement, leaning propped on the cane. Lana added fingers to her clit as she fucked him and took him over the brink, letting him ejaculate deep within her as he gasped in shock and confusion and delight. She enjoyed her own climax, the quickly turned and plopped her cum filled pussy over his open mouth. She squeezed the load out into it and settled her weight down so he could only swallow.

The days of his training turned to weeks. A steady diet of their poon and woman cum suppressed his testosterone and made his compliant submission ever deeper. The pleasure/pain dichotomy of either pleasure or ruination reduced him to an addled state in which his hope of coming with pleasure overcame his terror of the ruination that was almost always inflicted. The rigorous exercise of his tongue made it lengthen and strengthen until he one day reached that milestone and Lana felt his tongue go deep into her cavern and find her G. And he could rim to perfection indefinitely, with maximal rectal penetration. And he took the cock down the throat now with ease, becoming skilled at the mock fellatio. And his cunnilingus was performed with adoring passion. Jane declared him ripe for the nuptial.

But first there had to be the proposal of marriage with Trent fully informed of the terms of the union so he could choose of his own free will. The choice would be a stark one in his case, slave husband or utility slave. There was little doubt which he would choose but the alternatives had to be presented.

Trent knelt naked at the foot of the dais in the chamber, his balls stretched tight and shiny to a lovely shade of purple. He was unbound. Lana sat enthroned upon it, gloriously and resplendently naked, legs parted to show Trent what would be his place of worship if he made the wise choice. Jane sat beside her, naked as well to bear witness. Lana looked down at him with mingled lust and affection in her eyes. His ever sweeter submission had softened her heart toward him. She made her proposal.

“Trent, our relationship had a bit of a rocky start and at first I hated you with passion for what you inflicted upon me. But you have shown your willingness to repent and reform and my feeling toward you have changed. You have given me such exquisite pleasure as your training has progressed and I would love to have our relationship continue. To that end I will soon propose marriage, but first you must be made aware of the terms. If you accept you will become my husband and slave and devote your life, your entire being to serving my pleasure. Refusal will condemn you to life and a utility slave in the dungeon. You must understand that our marriage will most likely not be forever. The time will most likely come when I will tire of you and feel the itch to find my next slave husband. When that time comes there will be a Rite of Parting during which you will be granted all the pleasures my body can bestow upon you. Then, when you have been drained of every drop of your semen I will grant you the mercy of castration so you can be at peace after our parting. Now Trent, the question: Will you marry me?”

He trembled as he gaze deep into her eyes and she saw a trace of fear there but most of all profoundest adoration. His words melted her heart.

“Yes Mistress! Please! Make me your husband, your slave! I love you!”

Tears trickled down her cheeks as she replied.

“I love you too sweetheart! Come here now and make me feel your love!”

She parted her legs and draped her knees over the arms of the chair as he crawled up the steps to her. She felt a new depth of fervent worship and his well-trained tongue went to its work and the orgasm that followed was sweet and soft, yet utterly consuming. Jane reached out to take her hand as she basked in its afterglow and spoke words of congratulation.

“I knew we could do it; you could do it! Even the worst of them can be salvaged and surrender to their holy destiny! Let’s inform the Reverend Sister so she can make the arrangements.”

Saturdays were reserved for weddings and it happened that the Saturday two weeks hence was free. It was Monday, leaving ample time to rehearse the ceremony to perfection. And, because the groom was no longer a virgin due to the rape. Jane acquainted Lana with the protocol regarding that.

“You have already taken his virginity Lana and the gang rape has stretched him considerably. That means upsizing of the cock will be necessary. He must feel as if he is being deflowered all over again. And, as always, the deepthroat fellatio will come first so he must learn to take the upsized cock down the throat. Fortunately, we have ample time to practice. And, when you take him, you will hurt him badly at first as is only fitting and just. But, in the end he will know pleasure from your cock and he will cum. When he does he will feel a pleasure that will addict him irrevocably to the cock and any lingering traces of the pig-male will be purged from him.

Rehearsals began in the chamber the next morning. Jane got out the upsized cock and Lana’s eyes widened at the sight of it’s fourteen inch length, two inch diameter and glans flared to half an inch more. Trent was kneeling close by. Lana and Jane turned to him and giggled wickedly at the fear in his eyes as he cowered at the sight of the big mock organ he knew would be going up his ass.

To demonstrate his willingness to submit to the sodomy he had to learn to install the cock upon his mistress. Lana handed him the cock and stood with her legs parted. His hands shook as he slid the vaginal bulb into her and he fumbled with the straps. After ten tries he finally managed to do it properly and promptly.

Then it was time for him to take it down the throat. Lana stood with the big thing jutting. In spite of himself, he was fully erect and she looked down at what he had liked to call his nine inch “pride and joy.”  She couldn’t help mocking him by pointing out the size discrepancy, making him blush and hang his head.

Impatient, she grabbed his hair and pressed his head back, pressing the glans to his lips. He had sucked his share of woman cock, but never one of such a size so he clenched his jaw in reluctance. Lana felt a fit of pique and slapped his face hard, fore and backhand, leaving welts. But Jane came close to her and whispered in her ear.

“The soft approach Lana! Appeal to his love for you!”

Lana nodded and looked down at him with tenderness now in her eyes, still pressing the glans to his lips.

“Trent darling, didn’t you say you love me? Don’t you want our wedding to be perfect? If you do this for me it will make me so happy! You do want me to be happy, don’t you sweetheart?”

Her hardened heart softened and thrilled when he loosed his lips and let the cock slide in. She pressed the button and the big mock organ hummed. First she just let him suck and lick that portion of the length that would fit in his mouth. And he showed such passion and worship as the sensations were transmitted to her parts by the pulsing cock.

But soon she wanted more, wanted it all. She grabbed the hair on top of his head in one hand and pressed forward, insistent. He gagged and choked but she could tell he was trying. Jane put a hand behind his head and leaned over him to speak helpful words.

“Trent sweetie, lower your tongue. It will help to open your throat.”

With that he pressed forward of his own accord. The dear thing was determined to please her. She felt a slight giving and then he gulped as his gullet gave and the glans passed through. She rolled her hips gently but firmly to work it deeper. And she felt his tongue caressing the underside, making her quiver in growing pleasure. Inch by inch it went down until at last his nose was in her bush.

She drew back until just his lips were clenched around the glans, then pressed forward again. It took several tries for him to master the technique of taking it down smoothly to the hilt. Then it was time for the throat fucking that would bring her to her orgasm. First she did the rutting, hips undulating and grinding, cock going in and out all the way with quickening cadence. He put his hands on her hips and answered her thrusting, head going back and forth in rhythm. Then she just stood still to test the depth of his submission and was thrilled with delight when his head kept going back and forth. He ran his lips along the length and his tongue’s tip along the underside, sending waves of pleasure though her. Her knees buckled and banged together from the force of the orgasm that rocked her body as she gave out a feral shriek. Trent held her hips as Jane took hold of her shoulders lest she topple to the floor.

She hung limp in their grasp for some minutes with the cock still down all the way. When her legs firmed she pulled back and the glans exited with the pop that always brought laughter. Jane no longer felt the need to whisper.

“You see Lana. His love for you is the key to everything. Your cock will become an object of worship to him equal to your pussy. We will practice the fellatio until perfection is achieved in preparation for the wedding. Now, if you don’t mind, I will have him install a cock on me and take my own turn. Practice makes perfect!”

Trent installed the cock with minimal trouble and Jane gullet fucked him to her satisfaction. He took it down the throat with greater ease but the ultimate goal was to have the big mock organ slide down full length without the slightest resistance. They would practice more toward the day’s end when they had become randy again. But there was much else of the ritual to be rehearsed.

Trent had to memorize the rather lengthy vow until he could say it without one word out of place and without any stammering. He had to learn to “assume the position at the perfect moment and without hesitation.

And, over the next two weeks he was put in a chastity cage and denied orgasm while they did all they could to tease and torment him so he would produce an impressive ejaculation when Lana’s cock gave him release. Feasted on their pussies, causing his balls to ache to the point where he stooped over when he walked as if holding cannonballs in his sack. More than once he was foolish enough to complain of his ache and beg for release. A hard cane stroke to the balls quashed that notion.

The blessed day came and the nave was filled to standing room. Trent’s reputation was well known and all who could attend were eager to bear witness to his final surrender to the proper order of things. Lana led him into the nave at leash by his balls, which were stretched tight and shiny and plum purple. His organ was uncaged and jutting in rampant erection. It bobbed from the clenching of his sphincter in fearful anticipation of the painful re-deflowering he knew awaited him.

They mounted the steps that led up to the altar where Elmira awaited them, naked but for the red sash of her office. They turned to face the congregation and Trent fell to his knees and bowed his head. Elmira stepped forward to address the assemblage.

“Sisters! Every wedding is a joy! But the one you will witness today is of a surpassing joy which abounds in heaven and on earth! Kneeling before you in penitence is one Trent Howard, once the ringleader of a gang of pig-males whose loathsome deeds defy words of condemnation. He has suffered the righteous wrath of our Divine Mother by way of her faithful daughters. And harsh indeed was his punishment. But the Mother’s wrath is only exceeded by her warm forgiveness of even the likes of Trent if they submit and surrender themselves to the proper order of things. Even he will be warmly welcomed into the circle of the Mother’s love. So, let him now pledge himself by way of a vow to his bride, to the Sisterhood and to the Mother herself and let this union be consummated!”

Then, as rehearsed, they half turned and took their positions, Lana standing and looking down on Trent as he knelt gazing up at her with adoration in his eyes. Elmira stood between and behind them with arms raised in a posture of benediction. Trent spoke the vow in a voice that carried in the nave with never a stammer.

“Mistress, I pledge myself to limitless worship and devotion, sparing no effort or sacrifice of my body or my dignity for the sake of the pleasure and the ecstasies that are your birthright. As ordained by our Divine Mother I accept my status as a lesser being created by the Mother to serve you and Woman at large with unfailing dedication. I renounce the delusion of ‘manhood’ that has guided my actions in the past and led me to grave offenses against the superior gender. I now offer myself to be purged of that delusion by way of your sacred phallus. And, at the time of your choosing I will yield to you the orbs that hang from my body which have driven my sinful lust so you may have them to keep as evidence of my surrender to your dominant will.”

Lana’s reply was suitably brief and one sided: “Then I accept you as slave and husband for so long as you please me.”

Elmira spoke again in final benediction: “Let this union now be consummated as ordained from on high!”

Lana’s cock was perched on a golden stand nearby and Elmira removed it from there and handed it to Trent for installation upon his bride. His hands shook now because he knew it was to be the moment of truth and the big thing would soon enter his body, the pain of it notwithstanding. But he still completed the installation to perfection thanks to diligent practice.

It was then time for the fellatio. Lana pressed the button and the hum was heard in every corner. All in attendance were impressed by the way he placed his hands on Lana’s hips and pressed forward, the big shaft sliding in to the hilt with ease. Lana grasped a handful of his hair in one hand and worked his head back and forth as she thrusted and gyrated, gullet fucking him with abandon. He showed the depth of his submission by answering her movements with his own, pushing forward with his head when she rammed the cock in and drawing back when she drew back for the next thrust. And all could see how he ran his lips and tongue along the length to enhance her enjoyment.

Lana’s lust had been escalating all through the ceremony and just five minutes sufficed for her to finish. After half a dozen brutish, ramming thrusts down his throat she came, throwing her head backward and arching her spine as she gave out a shriek of primal delight. Her body slacked and Elmira was quick to grab her shoulders to keep he upright while she savored. When her legs firmed she put a hand to his forehead and shove him away. The glans exited his gullet with the expected pop that never failed to bring mirth from all.

Then it was time to mount the altar for the culmination. Trent groveled to the altar and clambered up while Lana climbed the step stool concealed behind it with regal dignity as the big dick bobbed and jiggled in mockery of all maleness. She stood toward one end of the altar as he knelt looking up at her, awaiting her command. At just a downward pointing and snap of her fingers he turned and assumed the position, head on the floor, ass raised high, hands parting his cheeks offering his orifice. Silence fell. Only the humming of the cock could be heard.

She went to her knees behind him. Elmira put a dollop of KY on the big tip for mercy’s sake.

Elmira offered Lana a pair of the claw-fingered deflowering gloves. She put them on and raised her hands high, wiggling her fingers so the shiny golden plated claws glittered for all to see. Then she fully extended her arms and brought her hands down hard for the slap to his ass that would seat the claws deep. He flinched and yelped as the bit into his flesh and blood trickled down his thighs.

Taking firm grip, she pressed the big tip of the cock to his orifice, gathered herself and rammed her hips forward with all her might. He screamed from the tearing, stretching pain as only the flare of the tip entered him, just passing his sphincter. He had foolishly clenched to resist the inevitable. Lana had to work it deeper, inch by inch, adding gyrations to her thrusting. He mewled and sobbed as more and more of the length disappeared within him.

She was relentless, hell bent on making him feel the tickle of her bush on his behind. Minutes passed one by one until, at last, not an inch of the shaft was to be seen between them. She drew back so just the tip was enfolded by his orifice and rammed forward again. A third of the length plunged into him and just four more thrusts were needed to drive the cock to the hilt. Then it was back out again and the next thrust drove it nearly home as he was stretched.

Lana commenced a rhythmic rutting, grinding her hips to stretch him further yet. She barked out a command for him to squeal like a piggy and squeal he did, much to the mirth of the audience. And all could hear when his squeals of pain turned to squeals of pleasure, their pitch rising. Thighs slapped on thighs as Lana passed into a rutting frenzy, propelling herself toward climax. His deep moan of emasculation signaled her and she loosed the grip of her claws on his buns and reached forward to sink them into his shoulders to lift him upright so all could witness the strength and quantity of his pent up ejaculation. He moaned again as his cock bobbed upward and his first spurt was launched through his constricted ducts. It sailed past the end of the altar and splattered on the floor, followed by two others of equal distance, his cock jerking up and down. Subsequent spurts landed toward the end of the altar and made a creamy trail back to him as his ejaculatory force was expended.

In the midst of it, Lana gave voice to her primal and triumphant ecstasy. She pushed him forward onto his hands and knees and pulled out. To her delighted surprise his rectal lining followed the big glans as it exited. She had fucked him inside out! Then the tissue sucked back into him.

It was unseen by the audience but she wanted all to bear witness so she made him turn so his orifice was visible to the assemblage and she mounted him from a standing position and entered him again to the depth. When she pulled back his inside again turned out and there was a collective gasp and then cackling laughter as it sucked back in.

Lana first made him deepthroat suck the blood streaked cock clean. Then he had to climb down from the altar to lap his mess from the floor and climb back up to finish the job. Lana stood over him as he bent to lap up the last of it. She put her foot on his back to push him down onto his belly and raised her arms in triumph as the audience stood and went wild, jumping up and down and whooping in honor of one of the best upsizings ever.

Then it was time for the implanting of the wedding ring. Trent laid on his back and Elmira sat across his legs, pinning them down with her weight. Lana sat on his face with his arms extended over his head, also pinning him helpless. Elmira handed her the piers with the ring held open; the sharp points ready to pierce through his tip. Elmira grabbed his cock to hold it steady. Lana held the ring so his tip was between the point and released. Trent flinched and shuddered as the points pierced his tender tip, his cry of pain muffled by Lana’s lush cunt. Elmira applied the ointment that would dull the pain a bit.

Then Lana clipped a leash onto the ring and they dismounted from the altar. She led Trent along to the temple’s hall where the after orgy would be held. She indulged herself by tugging on the leash a few times just to hear his little yelps because the ointment didn’t numb his cock entirely.

Two throne chairs sat facing each other on a dais along one wall and Lana enthroned herself there to hold court while the orgy broke out. Slave husband had been tethered by their dick rings to a rail along the wall. They were released to be used at random by the Sisters.

The utility slaves had been brought up from the dungeon. They were lined up along the wall, some hanging by their wrists, others hung by their heels or strapped to X shaped crosses. Those who hung would be whipped and caned and zapped by electric prods. The one bound to crosses would have their organs be the targets of darts and baseballs.

Anna, Claudia and Jane came to pay their respects to the bride and wish her well. Elmira, Carla and the members of the temple council also mounted the dais. All were treated to a cunnilingus from the groom and arrangements were made for slave swaps.

The orgy had become, as always, a writhing pile of naked bodies on the floor. Everyone now joined in, grabbing any unattended slave and using him. Cocks were strapped on and slaves were ravaged until they spurted their loads and were made to lick them up from wherever they landed. Lana tugged Trent over to the fleshy heap and gave him a push onto it. A Sister with a big dick strapped on grabbed his hair and shoved his face into the oozing crotch of another Sister who lay supine with legs apart. Then she rammed her cock up his ass and went to work on him. Lana found a spot for herself and dived into the pile. She soon had a slave’s head between her thighs in a heavenly head scissor while another Sister plunged a cock up his ass.

After some hours every Sister achieved complete satisfaction and the fleshy pile quieted down to soft sigh and moans of satiation. They all untangled themselves, sorted out the slaves and headed for home.

Carla drove Lana home in a temple owned limo to begin her life of marital bliss. Pleasantly exhausted, relaxed and satisfied she flopped into bed and made Trent lie crosswise to her with his head pillowed across her thighs. His hole was sore from the repeated penetrations of outsized cocks and he had ejaculated himself dry. But still, as he lay there awake for a while the tickle of her pubes on his face and the scent of the pussy that was the center of his universe filled him with a growing desire. He found he could not sleep until Lana’s deep regular breathing assured him she was satisfied for the time being and no longer in need of his attentions. As would be the case throughout their marriage, only then could he allow himself to sleep.

Their first morning as wife and slave/husband portended the unalloyed happiness they would have in their matrimonial state. The sun coming in the window awakened Lana and she found herself recharged and randy after the refreshing sleep of a satisfied woman. She stirred and stretched, awakening Trent. He seemed to sense her rekindled desire without need for words and shifted himself so his face was between her thighs.

She pulled his head to her and pressed her apex to his mouth and he opened his lips to enfold it. She whispered “drink!” and released to golden flow into his receptive mouth. She could sense his thirst as he guzzled down her nectar. Then that tongue went to duty to perfection, her first morning orgasm as Mistress /Wife exquisite and memorable.

He continued per his long and rigorous training, giving sweet homage to her anus and making her come twice more. She hopped out of bed feeling relaxed and ready to conquer the world. Then it was to the bathroom for morning ablutions including the use of his tongue as her toilet paper and a long bath when he scrubbed her every inch with a loofa.

After he prepared her breakfast she took him to the living room and imprisoned his cock in the cage that would prevent self-pleasuring. He would remain thus confined and endure his aching balls until she deemed him worthy of release by way of the big cock that would always be displayed on its stand next to her recliner. Then she put him to work at the household chores that would be his daily duties. Often he would look with longing at the big mock organ as he went about his work.

Every day from then on she would bask in comfort, pleasure, worship and pampering as the days, weeks, months and years rolled by.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Erin perused the database of innate submissives, finding many a likely candidate for marriage. But soon she found herself going back over and over to the profile of Jason, a dark haired, blue-eyed young Adonis who seemed to exude a sweet sensitivity from the very screen.

He was a college student and it was summer break, so he was staying with his moralistic and puritanical parents.

She set about stalking him at first to find the best setting for his seduction, feeling a predatory lust growing within her. He was fit and trim and athletic, fond of running every early morning along a trail through a remote wooded area. It was there she would lay her ambush.

There was a narrow path that led off to the side of the trail and she lurked there to waylay him as he went by. Her weapon would be her exquisite and resplendent nudity. She waited patiently, peering down the trail from behind some bushes until he came into view. When he was just a few yards away she stepped into his view, flaunting herself. He stopped in his tracks with mouth agape.

Her come hither look lured him to follow as she ran down the narrow dirt path. She seemed to vanish in thin air but he trotted along until he passed a big tree just beside the trail. Then he heard her voice.

“Jason!”

He spun around and saw her leaning with her back against tree trunk. He managed to speak despite his shock and awe.

“How do you know my name?”

“I know much more than that sweetie! I might know more about you than you know about yourself! I’ve been watching you for quite some time now and have been getting more and more excited to meet you. I have chosen you to be mine. Now come here!”

He stood stock still at first, mesmerized. Then he blushed when he felt the growth in his trunks and looked down to see the jutting there that seemed ready to split the fabric. He was religious, aspiring to the clergy, a romantic and a virgin by choice who had been saving himself for “the one.” Handsome as he was there were constant female advances to be fended off and his resolve had remained strong, until now. He felt a weakening, as if a will far stronger than his was taking control.

Erin had indeed acquired the compelling dominant will of the Sister. She sensed his yielding to it and postured provocatively. His first steps toward her were hesitant but quickened as he drew nearer. When just three paces away she pointed to the ground and spoke words of command.

“On your knees Jason!”

He felt his knees buckle as if the joints had gone to jelly. She beckoned with a crooking of her finger and he knee walked ever closer, eyes first riveted on the ethereal beauty of her face, and the down lower on the luxuriant golden thatch. Having led a sheltered life what lay between the thighs of woman was a forbidden mystery to him and he felt himself drawn forward by its animal magnetism.

When he came within her reach she parted her legs, exhibiting herself more fully, and then reached out to grab his hair and pull him close, just a handsbreadth away. Her feral perfume flooded his nostrils and dizzied him. He strained forward, puzzled by his own reaching outward with his tongue, feeling a strange and compelling hunger.

She drew him in so his nose pressed into her bush and then rolled her hips to rub her oozing cunt over his face and thrilled when she felt him licking. But this position would not do. There was a small patch of lush greenery, studded with little purple flowers a few steps away, the perfect spot for her to enjoy him and bend him to her will. She kept her grip on his hair and tugged him toward it. He offered no resistance, instead hastening to join her there. She laid herself on the cool soft carpet and pulled him down so his face was between her thighs.

He licked aimlessly and artlessly but she felt his growing surrender and pushed his head back a bit so he could see her pudenda up close. Using the fingers of one hands she parted her labia, exposing the pink pearl at her apex while murmuring instructions.

“Do you see it there Jason? Do you want to make me feel so good? Then lick me there!”

She let go her grip and felt his tongue upon it, sending shudders through her.

Jason felt all the prudish inhibitions that had been instilled in him by church and family slipping away as her taste and scent transported him. Suddenly, pleasing her was everything and he wondered if he had found the “one” in a way he had never imagined. When she clamped her silken thighs upon his head and arched her back in the throes of her ecstasy he felt a worshipful joy that was near blasphemous and the gush of her salty juice that filled his mouth seemed to spark an addictive thirst as he gulped it down.

She relaxed, going limp and languid, but still holding him close with face pressed into her lush and oozing tissues. He lay there for minutes until she firmed and clamped his head in a tight grip of her strong thighs and rolled him over so he laid on his back with cunt pressing down on his face. She shifted so her nether orifice, what he had been taught to perceive as a place of filth and shame, was pressed to his lips. He strained to move his lips away, inhibitions lingering. He looked up over her hairy mount and met the blue eyes as she spoke.

“Jason sweetie, you will make me so happy if you use your tongue for me there! You do want me to be happy, don’t you?”

His nose was up her musky vagina and her scent continued in its weakening of his will. He gave in and pressed his tongue to the vortex, feeling a thrill of delight when she sighed in purest enjoyment. It took little time for her to begin the rolling of her hips in her rapture and soon he found that turgid little orb under his tongue again. He had learned enough by then to lick and suck it and soon she quivered and convulsed, filling his mouth again with that salty elixir.

Erin had consulted with her mentor Flora about how to best enamor Jason during the courtship. Flora told her she must grant him the pleasure of coming in order to put him in her thrall. The pairing of the scent and taste of her pussy with the delight of orgasm would hasten the weakening of his will.

When she emerged from her afterglow Erin reversed herself and straddled his had facing his feet. She shoved his trunks down and hike up his T shirt, exposing his steel-stiff organ. Taking it in hand she began to stroke it. He lay helpless in the rapture of it, sighing and moaning, thrusting upward, and soon she felt him stiffen even more, the portent of his ejaculation.

Jason had resisted the natural urges of his young body, having been warned against yielding to him at home and in church. But there was truly no suppressing them and in his dreams he would be lost in fantasies of erotic delight. He would find himself with aching balls that grew worse, day after day, night after night, until one night when a surge of pleasure would wake him and the ache would be relieved. He would feel shame and take a quick cold shower.

Those spontaneous ejaculations were bad enough. But on a few occasions he had, to his greater shame, awakened in the midst of ejaculating to find himself with cock in hand and stroking, willfully self-pleasuring. But no fantasy compared to his heavenly predicament under Erin’s pussy while her hand ran along his length, coaxing him along. He hadn’t noticed at first but there was ache in his balls worse than ever just from this brief encounter. He felt the welling up and tried in vain to summon the will to resist the sinful delight. But his natural urges and the ministrations of the naked beauty who had waylaid him made his resistance brief and futile. He gave in with a shudder and a deep, quavering moan, feeling the surge of pleasure and blessed relief as he erupted in a creamy flood all over his belly. Then he was overcome by a withering shame at his weakness.

Erin spun around and sat on his chest looking down at him. He turned his head aside, trembling. She leaned close and spoke in a husky and lustful tone letting him know where and when he could find her if he wanted more of the same. Then she stood and retrieved the sundress she had hidden away in a thicket, donned it and left him lying there, dizzied in shock and awe.

He scooped up the cum from his belly with his hand the best he could and wiped it on the ground. Then he stood, pulled up his trunks and fled, heading home on the run. He went straight for the shower and, when finished, knelt to say a prayer of penitence. To his surprise, he found he had somehow neglected to wash his face and every inhalation was filled with that feral scent. He half stood to return to the shower but nature was already taking its course and he dropped back down to hands and knees, finding himself inhaling her perfume deeply and stiffening.

He could not bring himself to wash her scent away and spent the day feeling a growing ache in his balls. The night was spent immersed in dreams of her and the ache worsened. Somehow he managed to restrain himself, waking in the morning with gritted teeth, resolved to sin no more despite his reluctance to wash away her alluring fragrance.

But the hours eroded his resolve and by evening he yielded. She had told him where and when to find her and under the pretext of another run he made his way to the nearby park and on a bench under a big tree he found her waiting. Without a word she took his hand and led him away.

The Sisterhood maintained an apartment building for use by Sisters during their courtships. It was not far away and Erin led him there. They entered the apartment Erin had reserved and she shed her sundress with one sweeping motion, revealing her nudity again. She took a seat in a recliner and stared at him with a gleam of invitation as he stood with is trunks looking like a center pole tent. She spoke in a breathy voice.

“Jason, it isn’t quite fair that I’m naked and you are not. I think you should undress for me!”

He was shaking and aching and his member bobbed up and down comically within his trunks, precluding any pretense of resistance. He found himself stripping with hands seeming compelled by a will not his own. Soon his clothes lay in a pile and he stood there, eyes riveted upon her and cock still bobbing in a way that made her giggle and crook her finger.

“Don’t just stand there silly! Come here!”

She parted her legs and draped them over the arms of the chair in lewd invitation. He took a couple of steps toward her and then his knees failed him and he was groveling with eyes fixed upon her womanhood. When he came within her reach she grabbed his hair and pulled him ever so close,, her scent flooding his nostrils. But his inhibitions returned for a moment and he pulled away.

“No! This is a sin!”

She grabbed his hair again in a grip that hurt but her voice was soft and sweet and seductive.

“How could a sin make us feel so good Jason? You were wonderful yesterday and I must have more of you. And here you are, back again. In my world this is a holy act, ordained by heaven, a gift from above!”

Now her voice took on a more commanding tone.

“You will give me worship and my pleasure now Jason! And you will have your own pleasure in your turn. Throw off the chains that bind you!”

She released her grip and he found that he had been straining forward unconsciously, compelled by her words and his own overwhelming desire. Her taste and scent dizzied him again as he pressed his face into her oozing lushness replete in his surrender.

That surrender raised goosebumps. His tongue wandered everywhere as if pleading for her guidance in how best to please her. Wordlessly, but with clarity nevertheless, she communicated her wishes, first directing his attentions to her cavern, feeling his tongue slide in as far as it would go, for the time being. In the midst of it she looked forward to when his training would lengthen it enough to find her G. He swirled his tongue, striving for maximal insertion and inflaming her.

Her anticipation of this first tryst had her a hair trigger herself and just a minute later she grabbed his hair and pulled him to her apex. She felt the need for words to hasten things.

“Lick! Suck! Make me come sweetheart!”

His lips enfolded her pearl and his tongue went to work on it, triggering her. He found heaven in the clench of her silken thighs upon his head and held his lips around her to receive the gush of that salty juice her knew was soon to follow. A thirst for it had been born in him and he let it fill his mouth and took a moment to savor its taste before gulping it down. She shuddered and relaxed with her legs draped over his shoulders.

As she lay in afterglow she planned for his next lesson in serving her. She flipped herself over so she knelt upon the seat of the chair with her lower orifice presented close to his face and reached back to grab an ear and pull his face between her lovely cheeks, pressing her hole to his lips. He pulled back at first but she dug her nails into his ear as she spoke a husky voice through gritted teeth.

“Do you love me Jason?”

He found himself speaking before thinking but knew the truth of it as the words left his lips: “Yes! I adore you!”

“Then you must prove it Jason. Only actions will do, not just words. If you will do this I will know for sure you love me and will be so happy!”

His answer was given through soft caresses of his tongue where she wanted them. Letting go her grip she leaned against the back of the chair and lost herself in the sweet rapture, again looking forward to the day when his training was complete and his tongue would probe deep within her, rimming to perfection, a tireless instrument of pleasure. But his salutary attentions sufficed for the time. A few minutes of them had her back to arousal and she rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over his face and pressing her apex to his lips again. He had learned his lessons and knew to find her pearl and lick until orgasm rocked her again.

She slumped in afterglow for a while, then rolled over in the chair and took hold of his shoulders to roll him over as well, unto his back. He was like putty in her hands. She sat upon his upturned face and felt his tongue casting about tenderly upon her as if by already ingrained reflex.

It was time to again reward his attentions with pleasure and deepen her thrall over him, pairing his orgasmic delight with the scent and taste of her. She bent over to take him in her hand and stroked him, slowly at first, the then harder and faster until she felt that extra stiffening that foreshadowed his eruption. She could only giggle in her glee when he moaned and spurted a creamy gusher over his chest and belly, its abundance amazing.

It was time for him to learn to clean up his messes. She shifted backward on the seat of the chair and pushed his head away so it was still propped on the seat with his face exposed. She reached down and gathered a handful of his cum in one hand while pinching his nose with the other while holding her dripping hand above his mouth.

“Now Jason, when you get your pleasure you always make such a mess. It will be your duty to pay for your pleasure by cleaning that mess up. You will do so with your mouth and tongue. Now open up!”

At first he resisted this new degradation by clenching his lips. But she kept her grip on his nose and he could not hold his breath forever. And she told him he had to again give proof of his love through actions. With a sigh, he opened his mouth and she dumped the goo she held into it. He swallowed with only minimal retching and then stuck her hand into his mouth so he could lick it clean. It took two more handfuls to complete the cleanup. She was pleased by his ever-growing obedience. And that obedience and her escalating dominance over him excited her. Soon it would be time to part but she enjoyed one more soft and sweet cunnilingus.

There was drawer in the end table next to the recliner. Flora had told her what she would find there and she took out the chastity cage from within it and explained to him.

“Jason, I want you to have your pleasure but only by my leave. So, you must wear this now to prevent your self-pleasuring. I know it will be difficult for you and I know how badly your balls will ache. But you must endure.”

“But sometimes…”

“And you must now address me as ‘mistress’ Jason!”

He nodded and continued.

“But…mistress, sometimes I have these dreams and I wake up to find I have already made my mess without even touching myself!”

“Coming without my permission is forbidden absolutely Jason. There is no excuse. You must learn to suppress your wet dreams. If you fail you must confess, but I think I will already know because your guilt will be written all over your face. And you will be punished!”

He bowed his head.

“Yes Mistress!”

She installed the cage and gave him to know what would be expected going forward. He was to go to the park where they had met every day at the same time. She would either be there waiting for him or not. If she was there they would share pleasures again and if not he would have to wait and endure the ache. Then she gave him a tender kiss to the lips and a hug to her breasts and sent him home. Curious, she secretly followed him when he left on foot, finding that his home was just a mile away. He passed a church along the way and stopped for a moment, seeming wistful, as if thinking of entering. Then he moved on and went home.

They had frequent trysts for a month. Then she decided it was time for a stern test. He went to their meeting place every day for a week to find her absent, his ache worsening every day. On the seventh night he lost himself in dreams of her and awoke at dawn in the midst of a powerful and abundant ejaculation that drained him of the pent up desire and filled him with shame. He took a run and busied himself with petty things through the day and, instead of meeting Erin took himself to the church to pray and repent.

Erin waited at their meeting place that day until it was clear we would not show up. She fretted and fumed, wondering where she might find him. Then she remembered the night she had followed him home and what was on the way there. The church!

She made her way there at a brisk walk, climbed the stairs that led up to the front door and opened it. The church was empty and silent when she stepped into the foyer. She silently shed her shoes. Cat-footed she slipped into the nave and had to stifle a gasp of outrage when she saw him kneeling before the altar, head bowed in fervent prayer. Something had caused him to take refuge in his idolatry and she suspected she knew what it was. There would be suitable punishment provided she could lure him back into her clutches. A plan formed in her mind as she crept along the aisle toward him.

Seemingly lost in his prayers he was oblivious to her approach. With a few long last strides she stepped between him and the altar, shedding her sundress with one sweeping motion. He gaped at the sight of her nudity, but then bowed his head and folded his hands all the tighter in prayer. She spoke to him with hurt and heartbreak in her voice.

“Jason! I waited for you so long and you never showed. I was so busy with things this past week that I couldn’t meet you, but today my longing for you got the best of me. How could you disappoint me so? I thought you loved me!”

He shook his head.

“Our love is sinful and forbidden Erin! It must end and I must see to the salvation of my soul! And you must repent as well!”

Rage and lust at once boiled up in her at his rejection of her and worse of the Mother. She chose to play her trump card. Her pussy was warm and wet and she dipped her fingers into it, bringing them out dripping with her amber poon. She smeared it over his nose as she spoke.

“This is your salvation Jason!”

His first inhalation flooded his nostrils with that feral perfume and his will broke. He fell forward onto his hands, sobbing. Her conquest complete, she slipped back into her dress, grabbed his hair to pull him to his feet and took his hand to lead him from the temple of heresy. He followed with all the resistance of a toy balloon.

She all but dragged him back to the apartment, half running, feeling an urgency between her thighs. When they arrived, she flung herself into the recliner and hiked up her skirt. She grabbed his hair again and pulled his face into her wet and pulsing crotch. His surrender was complete and sweeter than ever, his tongue going right where she wanted it without need for words. A scant minute of his adoring tongue upon her turgid pink orb sufficed for orgasm to strike hard. She felt it as a surge of savage triumph and tender love combined.

When afterglow passed she ordered him to strip and kneel before her. He looked up at her shamefaced in silent confession of his guilt. She shook her head in reproach.

“Confess to me Jason!”

Tears streamed down his face as he sniveled his reply.

“I couldn’t help it! I hadn’t been with your for a week and the ache was so bad! Last night I dreamed I was tasting you and I woke up and I was coming so hard I lost my mind and was so ashamed. My mind turned back to my former faith. I am so sorry Mistress!”

“I told you there were no excuses Jason. Now you must be punished!”

She stood and shed her dress, then ordered him to lie with the back of his head upon the seat of the chair. She made a quick trip to the kitchen and returned holding a long-handled wooden spoon. Plopping her cunt down on his face she leaned over, removed the cage and began to stroke him. His organ hardened like stone.

She coaxed him to the brink but then denied him once, twice, three times. His pleas for release in the midst of his licking were muffled by her oozing tissues. Deciding the time was right she took him to the brink and over. Feeing the extra stiffening that meant his coming was inevitable she let him have just one twinge of pleasure before bringing the wooden spoon down hard across his balls.

His brief moan of anticipated delight was followed by a muffled howl of tormented disappointment as he spurted with abundance over chest and belly. Then he sobbed in lingering pain. She made him finish her with his tongue and then kneel as she gave him a stern lecture about self-control. Later she took a seat on his face again but this time let him come with pleasure.

Their trysts continued through the summer, nearly every day, as she trained him in the use of his tongue and saw to its lengthening and strengthening by way of special exercises she ordered him to do when they were apart. The night came when his tongue plunged into her cavern and found her G. Ab=nd he could rim for hours with that tireless organ in the manner most pleasing to her, slithering in and out.

Summer came to an end and it was time. She told him of the terms of matrimony and popped the question. He hesitated a while at the thought of surrendering his balls at some time down the road but, in the end the allure of sharing intimacies with the body he adored won out and he accepted.

There was neither dry eye nor pussy among the gathered Sisters on their wedding day. It was one of the most moving ones within memory. And four years of marital bliss lay ahead for Erin with her dear slave/husband, her sweet cock addicted sodomite. Then came the day when ginger-haired young Sean caught her eye and she felt that itch.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Further investigation by Flora and the enforcers revealed that a dozen more of Trent’s pig-male clients were still running free and committing depredations. One by one over the course of a month they were apprehended by any means necessary.

Flora wanted their comeuppances to be particularly pitiless and entertaining. They would be subjected to a cruel sport of her invention.

The Sisterhood owned a vast tract of land some distance from the city. There was a large hotel there with a great hall suitable for celebratory and orgiastic event and also woods and meadows where pig-male slaves were subjected to amusing “man hunts.” Flora decided upon a variation of the man hunt involving nimble dirt bikes. There was a motocross course on the property which would be an integral part of the entertainment.

The pig-males to be hunted down had their hands cuffed behind them and their balls put in stretchers that extended them straight down a good eight inches. The balls soon turned that shade of purple of which the mistresses were so fond.

The enforcers who would hunt down the pig-males were given metal ten foot poles with nooses on them such as a dog catcher might use. The nooses were spring loaded so they would tighten up hard by pulling a trigger on the shaft. The object of the competition was to noose the balls of a pig-male and drag him over to the motocross course, pulling him through all the twists and turns and humps and bumps to the finish line. When all pig-males had been dragged in there would be severe whippings and other torments inflicted upon them. Then they would be put to the rape and ruination one by one.

The enforcers mounted their bikes at the starting line and the pig-males were lined up shoulder to shoulder before them. Flora told them their capture would result in their castration except for the one who eluded capture to the last. It was a lie, of course. The pig-males were to be donated as utility slaves for a newly founded temple. But the terror threat would terrorize the pig-males into desperate efforts to save their balls that would add much to the amusement of the mistresses.

Flora told the pig-males they had ten minutes from the sound of the gun to run for it. The gun sounded and they scampered away in panic, each hoping to be the one to save his balls. The enforcers revved the motors of their bikes to urge them on.

After ten minutes the gun sounded again and dirt flew from thee rear wheels of the bikes as the enforcers took off in hot pursuit. The pig-males sought refuge in the woods, the bushes and the tall weeds in the rolling meadows. A few fled as far as the high electrified fence that bordered the property. They trotted along it in futile hope of finding a circle’s end.

Enforcer Monica zeroed in on one of these, a rangy and muscular one who proved to be a fast runner, making the chase all the more enjoyable. He sprinted a good quarter mile as she prodded him with the pole, trying to slip the noose around his stretched and dangling balls. He finally tired and slowed a bit and she was able to slip the noose just above his purple orbs and trigger it. He howled as it clamped tight and Monica hit the brakes, bringing him up short with a painful jerk and making him crash to the ground on his face.

Monica came up beside him on her bike and dug the spike heel of her boot into his ass cheek to roll him onto his back. Then she urged him to his feet by threatening to drive off and drag him until his balls were ripped from his body. He got to his feet and it was oof to the motocross course. She kept him at just the pace he could manage without stumbling and falling while keeping a hurtful tension on his balls.

When she reached the course Sisters were lined up on both side of the track to watch. They whooped and cheered as he was dragged around the curves and over the humps and jumps. Monica cracked the throttle at the jump nearest the finish line. The bike went airborne and the pig-male had to leap high, running on air before his feet hit the ground and he fell. Monica dragged him by the balls for last ten yards.

Flora spotted a pig-male a good distance away, creeping though the woods, going from tree trunk to tree trunk, hoping to stay out of sight. She revved the motor and took off after him. Much to her amusement he tried to hide by diving into a patch or weeds that proved to be stinging nettle. He dived back out, rolling on the ground, scratching and screaming.

She drove up close to him and waited until the burning itch subsided a bit and he settled down, lying there moaning. She revved her motor to get his attention and called out to him.

“Run for it piggy if you want to keep your balls!”

He scrambled to his feet and took off. The merry chase was on. She just kept close behind him at first, letting him run to lengthen his time of terror before slipping on the noose. He ran like he had never run before in his loathsome life. When satisfied she sipped the noose on and turned the bike hard to the side, digging in the wheels and yanking him cruelly so his feet left the ground like a lassoed rodeo calf as he screamed from the agonizing stretch and slammed into the dirt onto his back.

Flora dragged him hard by the balls for a few yards to persuade him of the wisdom of getting up to run behind her. She kept him at a near sprint all the way to the course. There was some disappointment for her when she got there because three of her Sisters were already dragging their catches by the balls along it. But she didn’t really mind because the watching Sisters were nearly expiring in their glee at the well earned cruelties being inflicted upon the pig-males. That was by far more important than winning the race.

One by one the pig-males were dragged in until all lay face down on the ground, gasping for breath and moaning from the aching pain in their balls. Three of them were seized and hung by the heels from a beam for a whipping. Six of the enforcers went at them with a snake whip in each and, the whirling, searing leather zebra striping them with open bleeding welts. Their organs were the targets of many a lash and were soon black and blue.

They were lowered to the ground and carried off to the dunk tank for the next phase of their ordeal while three more were hung up for whipping.

The dunk tank was filled with a strong salty brine that would sting like fire when they dropped into it. Sisters lined up for their chance to throw three softballs at the target that would drop the pig-male into the tank. The first pig-male was set upon the seat and the hurling began.

It was a good distance to throw the balls and the first three Sisters missed the mark with all three throws. It was ab it frustrating but the look of stark terror on the face of the pig-male more than made up for it. Finally, a long armed and athletic young sister who had excelled at softball in high school and college stepped up to the line holding her three balls. Her first throw was unerring and hit the target with a clang. The seat dropped out from under the pig-male and he splashed into the brine.

The tank was high and deep and all he could do was tread water and howl from the sting of the salt in his wounds while everyone jumped up and down in their glee. He was finally fished from the tank and thrown onto the ground to suffer on while the next pig-male was put on the seat. His terror was much magnified by knowing the cruel fate that awaited him. His eyes grew wide in fright as each ball flew through the air toward the target. But four Sisters missed all three tries before a lucky throw from the fifth hit the target. The pig-male screamed as he fell and screamed louder when he felt the brine in his cuts.

The pig-males were each dunked in their turn until all lay writhing and moaning on the grass. Then it was time to proceed with the rapes. They were to be raped by the ones who had captured them. First it was the cock down the throat for the gullet fucking to orgasm, then it was up on the horse to be ravaged to ejaculation with the ball shocker that would ruin their orgasms installed.

When all of them lay on the ground, sobbing and sniveling emasculated wreckage, the assembled Sisters went wild. Flora was showered with praise for her inventive cruelty and all agreed this should become a yearly event.

Thus, was proper justice and vengeance exacted upon the pig-male.

THE END
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