
        
            
                
            
        

    
SHE WOLVES OF THE PLAIN

On a planet like ours but many light years away.

CHAPTER ONE

The band of twenty Kokai mounted female warriors lurked in ambush behind a small butte on the semi-arid, short grassed, rolling plain, waiting for the right moment to swoop down upon the cavalry patrol approaching from the east. Most were muscular and raven-haired, dark eyed, skin bronzed deep by the relentless sun but a few were of different coloring, evidence of mixed parentage.

Stark naked and mounted bareback on a swift and agile ponies, they tensed in anticipation of the attack on the troopers who rode powerful but clumsy horses were and armed with muzzle loading pistols and sabers. The gaudy uniforms of the troopers were comically unsuited for the climate of the plain. They wore tall shakos with big shiny insignias on their heads. These flashed in the sun, revealing their approach from long distances. The heavy, brocaded woolen jackets they wore despite the heat were debilitating. Then there were the ponderous black boots in which they could barely walk let alone run. It never changed. In their male arrogance the could not bring themselves to try and adapt their tactics and weapons, despite being routinely humiliated in combat by the Kokai. The ten troopers were led by a captain whose garb was even more ostentatious and ludicrous than his subordinates, a bigger, taller hat and gaudy, flashing medals all over his chest.

The purpose of the ambush was not killing but capture. The troopers were destined to become slaves of the Kokai, for sexual pleasure or brute labor, often as eunuchs. And those deemed worthy were privileged to provide their seed for procreation.

Manka, a particularly nubile young warrior, a finest specimen of Kokai womanhood, just come of age and on her first ambush served as the bait that would lure the troopers into the trap. She rode around the butte, showing off her naked body while the troopers were still in distance.

The captain, Bronk Maller, pulled out his spyglass and turned it upon her. One glance sufficed for him to draw his saber, point it, and order the charge. Women were scarce to nonexistent among the frontier forts and some unfortunate Kokai did at times fall into the clutches of the lustful soldiers. They were held captive for common use, a dreadful and degrading fate.

The troopers approached at a thundering gallop, heedless in their lust. Manka would be gang raped then and there if she failed to elude them. She turned and fled but only at a canter sufficient to tantalize. When just two hundred paces were between her and the troop the trap was sprung. Her cohorts surged from behind the butte, coming from both directions, cutting off the troopers’ charge. Soon the troopers were enclosed within a bidirectional whirlwind of circling mounted warriors.

Their horses wore leather harnesses with stirrups. Each warrior had a bow and quiver of arrows. And all had leather lariats and bolos, 3 rocks in leather pouches bound in a Y shape of thongs that could be thrown to entangle the legs of a horse or wind around the neck of a trooper.

The warriors kept a distance at first because the troopers could be depended upon to wildly and inaccurately fire their two pistols. Then it would take long to reload but they never got the chance. The circling riders closed in to shoot the arrows that would bring the troopers down. The arrows were tipped with long thorns from a native bush. The juice of the berries from this same bush was made into a potion that would slacken the muscles of the troopers when the skin was pierced rendering them immobile but conscious. The archers would show stunning accuracy shooting from galloping horses.

In brave but foolish desperation the troopers drew their sabers and charged in all directions to try and break through the encirclement. They rose in their stirrups with swords held high to strike, exposing the favorite target of the warriors’ arrows, the groin. Unerring arrows flew in flurries. Cocks and balls were pierced like pincushions. Troopers howled in agony and tumbled from their saddles, doubled over and writhing in pain until the potion took hold and they lay still on their backs, vacant of eye, still feeling the searing sting of the barbs.

One trooper somehow avoided being pierced and he broke from the circle at a mad gallop. Manka took off in hot pursuit. Her fleet pony soon closed the distance on his lumbering steed and she unlimbered the bolo she had practiced with since she could walk. Whirling it around her head as she drew near to the fleeing trooper she loosed it and it wrapped tight around the ankles of the horse. The steed bucked a few times, sending the rider head over heels before it fell to the ground.

The trooper lay on his belly moaning. Manka was upon him before he could rise and soon had his hands bound behind him with her lariat. She yanked off his boots and availed herself of his belt knife to cut away his clothing. She cut off the lariat at his wrists, rolled him onto his back and noosed the rope around his balls in a knot that would only tighten if tugged upon. Manka looked down at her prize, finding him to be dark-haired, green eyed and quite a handsome young thing.

Just then her mentor Kala, leader of the ambush party, twice her age and a veteran of many such ambushes rode over to see if she needed help. Kala was most pleased and proud of how her protégé had woman-handled the trooper.

“Fine work Manka! And my, isn’t he a pretty one, young and tender prey, perhaps even a seeder! I hope you will share your first owned one with me! But hurry now, we must get these slaves back to camp! Put his boots back on him for the trip and release his horse.”

Kala jumped down from her horse to help. She unwound the bolo from the horse’s legs as it lay there a gave it a kick to the behind. It rose and galloped off, perhaps to fall prey to the wolves and big predatory cats that stalked the plain, perhaps to find its way back to a fort. Manka slipped the troopers boots back on his feet. The women leapt onto their horses with feline grace and Manka yanked on the rope to urge her captive to follow.

It took about half an hour for the potion to wear off and the women spent that time stripping the troopers naked, binding their hands behind them and slipping tight nooses around their balls so the could be led back to camp by them. Manka and Kala joined up with the rest of the warriors and the war party headed home with captives in tow by the balls. Kala set the pace, a brisk trot.

Manka’s prize, young Steen Harton, strained to keep up the pace and keep the rope in some slack to spare himself further tightening of the noose around his balls, already tight shiny and purple. Steen had joined the cavalry seeking adventure and perhaps untold wealth, lured by the recruiter with tales of a city of gold somewhere in the wild waste beyond civilization. But here he was on his first foray, the captive of wild women, being led in humiliating fashion to a fate unknown.

The women chatted in their unintelligible tongue, their talk interspersed with lewd and cackling laughter. And their leering glances over their shoulders at their stumbling captives portended depths of degradation to be inflicted for their cruel pleasures.

The warriors rode toward a towering rock escarpment, its face sheer and unscalable. Its height made it appear much closer than it was and the brisk pace soon had Steen and the others panting and gasping as they lumbered along in their heavy boots. The only blessing in wearing them was being spared the thorns and cacti abundant upon the plain.

Steen was near collapse of exhaustion as they approached the cliff face. There was a clump of bushes clinging to the rock. It concealed a narrow fissure that only one rider at a time could go through. One by one they entered, towing their captives along. There was pitch darkness except for a light at the end of the tunnel in the distance.

The pace had to slow in the narrow defile and Steen got relief from that and from the cool air within the cavern. The cavern gave way to a narrow canyon, open to the sky far above. The pace picked up but the riders remained in single file until the canyon widened out. It opened into a verdant meadow strewn with multicolored blooms. There were tall trees in the distance. The warm sea was not far distant and the moist breezes from it dropped abundant rain as they wafted over the escarpment, creating a lush paradise.

After a long and exhausting trot, they reached the trees and entered their cooling shade. They passed pools of crystal clear water and then farm fields of corn and squash and other produce. Naked male slaves labored in those fields with hoes, weeding the furrows, overseen by Kokai women who held long whips. The slaves were hobbled at the ankles with ropes attached to leather sacks holding heavy stones.

One such slave leaned briefly on his hoe to rest. An overseer noticed and her long whip whirled and snaked out. With a flick of her wrist, it cracked loud on his behind. He yelped and flinched and went back to his labor.

And then terror stabbed through Steen’s heart when he passed by one of the slaves who turned to face him. His limp cock dangled over the nothingness where his balls had been. What manner of women held him now as their helpless captive? Was he also to become a castrated slave laboring in the fields under the whip?

Up ahead he saw a circle of large, grass-roofed huts. They were led through a gap between the huts to the center of the circle where stood a large chair, a throne actually, crafted from fine, dark wood and covered with hides from the big cats that prowled the plain and mountains. They were made to kneel side by side before it.

Steen heard the shuffling of footsteps on the grassy ground and excited chatter interspersed with lewd cackling as the women of the village gathered behind them in a semicircle, obviously awaiting some cruel amusement.

Directly behind the throne stood the largest hut in the circle. Kala approached it and pulled aside the lion hide that hung over the doorway. She spoke some words in Kokai in a tone of reverence and then returned to stand beside the throne.

Then, from the big hut emerged a tall and voluptuous animal naked woman. Brown of skin she had long raven locks and bush both flecked with gray, hair hanging half way down her back. She was regal of bearing, timeless in her beauty, obviously their chieftain. With slow and dignified steps, she strode to the throne, stood before it for a moment, fixing a menacing glower upon the captives who cowered before her and then took her seat.

Kala stepped forward and addressed the captives in their tongue.

“You are now captives and to be slaves of the Kokai. Our chieftain Teka will now be the one who decides what your place will be here. You will give her the tongue pleasure and by way of that she will decide which of you are worthy too keep the fruit that dangles between your legs and become love slaves and seeders. Those who fail her will lose their fruit and will labor in our fields under the whip. Most of you have used your stiff things to take your wrongful pleasure with one of our sisters you hold captive in your fort. Your guilt will be revealed when you serve our chieftain and justice will be done to you. Now let us begin!”

Steen happened to be at the end of the line and Kala pointed to him. Two warriors grabbed him under the arms and dragged him to where Teka waited with her legs parted, ankles resting on the arms of the throne. They forced him to his knees with his face inches from her hairy pudenda.

Steen was a virgin and a recent arrival at the fort who had not partaken of the degrading pleasures taken from the Kokai sex slaves imprisoned there. He was shy. His life had been a sheltered one and what lay between the thighs of woman was a mystery to him. Only once had he gotten a fleeting glimpse of the hairy triangle at the loins when he surprised a young woman bathing in a sylvan pool. She had dived beneath the water and emerged to curse and berate him for his invasion of her privacy. He had fled, blushing crimson, but also feeling himself growing stiff “down there”, the organ his puritanical parents called his “shame.”

Now womanhood was revealed to him, brazen and shameless. His eyes riveted upon the ragged, hairy gash with the maw of a cavern in its center, a pink pearl at its apex. And the feral musk of it flooded his nostrils. He sensed it held a power that would consume and enslave him, but when he sought to draw back from him the animal magnetism of it drew him forward instead. He heard Teka give out a knowing chuckle as if he was just one of many of his like who had knelt before her thus. And indeed, it was so.

Amused but impatient in her rising lust, Teka reached out to grab his hair and pull his face into her oozing cunt. Then Steen knew the fullness of it, the heady scent, the lush moist tissues, the salty amber poon that filled his mouth. He heard her hiss a command” “Lick me!”

He obeyed with fear in his heart from Kala’s words that threatened his balls. First he licked in terror, tongue going everywhere as if beseeching her guidance about how best to please her. He ingested her poon by the mouthful and felt himself stiffening like never before and a ache rising in his balls. And as he swallowed more and more of her ooze he felt something else, a growing passion to please her selflessly as if she were one above him in the order of the universe.

He felt her response as she sensed his awakening, her hips rolling as she rubbed herself over his face, directing him ever closer to that apex where her pearl awaited him. She finally guided him straight to it and he felt its pulsing turgor under his tongue. He enfolded it within adoring lips and sucked it as he licked. Her body lurched and convulsed, her comely thighs clenching tight upon his had as she arched her back and gave out a primal shriek of utterest ecstasy. He found himself consumed by a strange and worshipful joy at giving her such delight.

She went limp and languid in the chair and his only thought was to plant soft kisses all over her mount and between her thighs. He felt her petting his head with tenderness as she lay savoring. Then she pushed him away, sat upright and pointed to her right. Kala grabbed him roughly by the hair and dragged him aside to kneel and await whatever was to follow.

He knelt trembling as he watched each of his cohorts being dragged forward to serve Teka and bring her to her ecstasy. It seemed her lust was limitless. And each time she was finished with a trooper she pointed to her left and he was made to kneel beside the rest, facing him. Soon the other nine troopers save for Captain Bronk were kneeling there and it became clear he was being singled out for heaven knew what.

Teka rose and first cast her eyes upon the nine who knelt to her left, loathing and contempt in her glare. She pointed a finger at the first in the line and swept it across, then pronounced her sentence.

“These are to labor in the fields without their fruit! They have used their stiff things to harm and defile our sisters! Let them now know what it is to be violated for cruel and selfish pleasure. Then may their stiff things be forever limp!”

Two warriors brought forth a large and finely woven basket. They laid it on the ground before the assembled women. Kala reached into it and withdrew an object that chilled Steen’s heart with fright. It was a long, curved piece of dark wood nearly thick as his wrist. Part of its length was carved into the shape of a male organ in lurid detail but with its shaft knobby and gnarly. That part was near a foot in length. The remainder was curved into a half circle, its terminal end also resembling the cock but smooth along the shaft. Leather straps depended from it.

Kala raised the mock organ high and the crowd of warriors began to hop and jump, arms reaching out as they whooped. Kala tossed the thing among them and there was a scramble and a scuffle. Soon a warrior emerged from the crowd holding her prize. She slipped the smooth end into her vagina and tightened the straps, then flaunted it in the faces of nine who knelt awaiting their fate while cheers filled the air.

Kala reached back into the basket and tossed another cock to the crowd and there was another scramble as the warriors fought for their chance to put the rape to the loathed ones. Seven more times she repeated until nine strong and lusty warriors stood with cocks jutting, flaunting them, as they leered and jeered at the cringing and craven captives, who clearly knew what awaited them.

Four eunuch slaves came from behind a hut, carrying a wooden horse covered with hides. They set it down before the crowd. If there was terror in the faces of the nine before they saw the nutless slaves it heightened by order of magnitude.

Without further ado the first trooper in line was seized by four warriors, hoisted up and bellied over the horse. They bound him down deftly with leather ropes. Mora, the first muscular amazon to catch a cock went to press her phallus to the lips of the trooper while Kala gave him a kick to the balls that made him open his mouth to cry out. Mora forced the cock into his mouth to get it wet with his spit and lube it, the only slight mercy he would get.

When the mock organ dripped with his slobber she went behind. Kala handed her a pair of gloves with the claws of a plains lion fitted in the fingertips. Mora wasted no time, pressing the big dick against his hind hole and giving his behind a hard, two handed slap that sunk in the claws and drew blood. She pressed the cock tip to his hole and used the embedded claws for leverage as her muscular ass and hips drove forward, plunging the cock in deep. His howl of agony from the stretching pain drew whoops and cheers from the crowd.

Mora rutted hard, driving the cock ever deeper until her thighs slapped on his. The knobby, gnarly shaft inflicted pain on his tender orifice as it went in and out of him. He sniveled and whimpered as he was ravaged. But he was to have one last surprise, a brief but consuming pleasure, the final orgasm and ejaculation of his wretched life. His painful vocalizations morphed to high pitched pants and then he gave out a deep moan as he spurted his plenty onto the ground while Mora shrieked in her own triumphant ecstasy.

Mora pulled out and stepped in front of him to force the cock’s tip into his mouth so he could clean it. He clenched his jaw but a stern whack to his balls, administered by Kala’s hand made him open up to yelp and Mora rammed it in.

The it was time for him to be rendered a eunuch. The rope was still attached to his balls with the noose that would tighten upon pulling it. Kala took hold of the rope and gave it several yanks. Mora held the knife she would use to unman him. They waited some minutes until the purple balls turned black. Mora grabbed the balls and sawed them off slowly as he writhed and whimpered. When the severing was complete she stepped around to hold her bloody trophy before his eyes and he sobbed in despair.

Steen watched, aghast and appalled as one by one his cohorts were put to the cruel rape and castrated. Why was he being spared? Could even worse be in store for him somehow?

The severed balls were tossed into a clay pot beside the horse. When all but Bronk’s balls had been severed a long thin skewer was brought out and Kala set the pot up on the horse. She reached into it, withdrew a testicle and ran the skewer through it. Next she took out a scrotum and skewered that as well. She continued until every ball and sack was skewered. Then the skewered man meat was set on stakes over a cooking fire to roast. Later there would be a lottery. The winners would each enjoy a succulent roasted ball or a crispy scrotum. They would consume their treats before the eyes of their erstwhile owners, leering and licking their lips.

Through it all captain Bronk had been kneeling off to one side as well. When the nine new eunuchs knelt in a row Teka turned her eyes to him with a gleam of malicious lust in them. There was one more cock left in the basket and Kala handed it to her. She strapped it on and approached Bronk with it jutting forth in mockery of all manhood. When she drew close she twisted her hips to one side and brought them back and forth, whacking the cock across his face. She continued back a forth several times and bruises showed on his cheeks.

Then four warriors grabbed him and hoisted him onto the horse. Teka began the gang rape that was to follow ravaging his behind brutishly while another woman rammed her cock down his throat. He gave up his last load in the midst of Teka’s rutting but the rape went on until all who wore the cocks had satisfied themselves, each taking her turn at his ass and mouth.

The castrations of the other nine were kind and gentle compared to what awaited Bronk. They dragged him over to a tree along the edge of the woods and bound him to it. His ball sack was stretched extra tight. Then the long bullwhips were brought out.

Every Kokai had practiced from childhood at wielding the whip in addition to mastering bow and lariat and bolo. Now Bronk’s balls became the target of lashes in a contest to see which warrior’s lash would split his sack wide open.

Mora stepped up to the line and whirled her whip. It snaked out as she flicked her wrist. She was a bit off target, the lash striking the tip of his cock, making him howl in torment as the Kokai all but expired in their mirth as they watched his organ go black and blue.

Next Manka took her turn, landing a fine stroke upon his left nut, evoking another cry of purest agony as the Kokai hopped up and down and whooped in their glee. Lash after lash struck his tender and precious organs but his sack held until Teka stepped up to the line. Her artistry with the whip was the stuff of legend and that legend grew in a moment. The whip’s tip struck with a resounding crack and the sack split open wide with the balls popping out as Bronk howled again and then bawled like a baby.

But more was in store for Bronk. His reputation as the worst of the abusers preceded him and he would pay a further price. Mora stepped up to him holding a long steel skewer. She grasped his exposed balls in one hand and ran the skewer through them sideways. His scream echoed off the tall trees surrounding the village. Kala stepped forward with knife in hand and sliced the balls away. Mora held the skewered organs before his eyes as he blubbered.

Kala gave his sore and bruised cock tip a flick of her finger and he opened his mouth to cry out from the pain. Mora shoved the balls into his mouth and Kala wrapped a leather gag around his head to hold them in. Then more humiliation was inflicted upon him. They laid him on the ground supine and many took turns pissing onto his face and even into his mouth when a flick to his sore dick made him open up to yelp. Then they rolled him about in the mud puddle that had formed to cover him with pissy muck.

A captured cavalry horse was brought out. Bronk was hoisted onto it facing backwards and a rope was passed beneath the horse’s belly to bind his ankles. A war party assembled and set out onto the plain with Kala leading Bronk’s mount.

It was two day ride to reach the ridge that overlooked the fort. When they arrived, Kala gave the horse bearing Bronk a slap to the behind and it trotted down toward the gate. Heads appeared looking over the top of the stockade and the gate opened as Bronk drew near. Troopers came out to lead the horse inside. There were some ineffectual shots fired. The gate closed but even more troopers had climbed onto the parapet to see what was going on.

The Kokai turned their horses around and stood upon their backs, then bent over to flaunt their asses and pussies at the troopers. The gate opened and troopers rode forth in futile pursuit. The Kokai dropped onto their mounts and rode off on their swift ponies, giving out taunting whoops.

CHAPTER TWO

After Bronk was led away Manka remained behind. Steen still knelt where he had been. Teka walked up to him and laid a gentle hand on his head. She beckoned for Manka to come close and her appraisal of Steen, speaking in Kokai.

“He is gentle of nature, pure of heart and unsullied Manka. When he served me he was fearful at first but soon all came from sincere wanting to please me. He is yours by right of capture and what a fine owned one he promises to be. You will get much pleasure from him. Enoy him through the coming moon and if you find him worthy we will hold a rite of claiming. Now off to your hut with him!”

The rope was still attached to Steen’s balls and Manka picked it up and gave it a firm but gentle yank to urge him to his feet. She led him to a small hut along the circle. They entered and he looked around, eyes finally falling on the bed consisting of a heap of straw covered by the thick-furred hide of one of the great shaggy beasts that roamed the plain in vast herds.

Manka led him there and deftly tripped him up, but then eased him gently onto the bed to lie supine. She knelt beside him and took hold of his organ. It had already stiffened despite lingering fear from being alone with this naked, brown skinned beauty. Her touch was gentle as she spoke in his tongue.

“My what I fine stiff thing you have owned one! Perhaps one day you will enter me and use it for my pleasure. But that must be earned. For now, you will give me the tongue pleasure.”

She looked down at his bound balls and gave him the mercy of releasing them. They were sore and bruised from being tugged on the long trek. But the eclipsing pain was the ache of his desire. She kneaded them tenderly and he moaned and flinched. Manka had been schooled about all things of the male before coming of age. The ache of need in the balls was known to her and how to relieve that ache. She looked down at him with kindness tinged with her own mounting desire.

“They hurt owned one?”

He could only nod and his cock bobbed in longing.

“I will make it better for you soon owned one. But first my pleasure.”

She stood looking down at him with his head between her feet, then lowered herself slowly toward his upturned face. The sight of her ragged, raven pudenda descending sparked a hunger in him and his ache worsened as he strained upward to meet her. She settled down upon his face, engulfing it within her fragrant lushness. The scent of her made his world spin as he went to work with adoring tongue, his entire being bent on bringing her delight. His mind reeled as the truth of it came to him in a flash. He was already in love with this brown skinned wild thing and if being her “owned one” was to be his lot it would be a heavenly one. He poured out his passion with his slithering organ.

Manka could only gasp in her own surprised delight when she felt his caresses and the depth of his worship. Under the tutelage of her elders, she had been taught of her body and its needs and how to satisfy them. This included use of her fingers for pleasure and release. Orgasm was not unknown to her but the one she was soon to know would make the work of her fingers seem pale and tepid by comparison from the adoration being showered upon her by her sweet young prize.

She rolled her hips and wiggled them, rubbing herself over his face as he plied his tongue with sweetest ardor. Soon the tiny pink orb at her apex all but screamed for his attentions and she fed it to him, commanding that he lick and suck. She felt his soft lips enfold her there and his tongue’s tip upon her to perfection. A shuddering surge coursed through her body and a cry of supernal ecstasy was torn from her depths. She felt a gush pouring from her, one of which she had been told but had yet to know. She melted, falling forward onto her hands, semi-conscious, feeling his tongue still caressing but ever so tenderly.

Steen was in a transported state as he lay beneath her. Every mouthful of her poon that he swallowed seemed to worsen his ache but also deepen his passion to please, He probed into her salty cavern and swirled his tongue, feeling elation at her moans of sweet enjoyment. Pleasuring Teka had be quick education and when she fed him that sweet little berry at her apex he knew the moment of climax drew near and of his duty to fulfill her. Just moments of his tongue’s caresses sufficed for her to shudder, cry out and flood his mouth with a salt/sweet elixir that he guzzled down with a thirst that would leave him with a craving for all his days. Worshipful joy consumed him at giving his new love such mad delight.

She shifted backward to straddle his chest and look down at him, eyes filled with sweet satisfaction and tenderness. She touched his cheek gently with one hand while reaching back to take his aching balls in a soft grip, then bent down to cover his face with kisses. She had told she would know when she had found the one to be her soul’s mate, the one who would make her the center of his universe. And here he was, beneath her and under her command. Her word to him exuded sweet affection as she yet caresses his balls.

“You have pleased me well owned one. I want so much to give you the pleasure that will ease your ache but I first want more from you. Much pleasure you will have in our life together but it is my pleasure always first until my satisfaction. You must lick me more now and you must lick me everywhere!”

With that she reversed herself and plopped down onto his face again, this time pressing her hind hole to his lips and wiggling her fanny to force them open. She had been told of the pleasure a tongue could give there and of how it was a test of the truth of love. Would her new owned one pass this test and selflessly submit to the indignity of it just to please her? The answer to her inner question came from a tingling in her orifice from the slithering of his tongue upon it, every movement filled with adoration.

She felt him straining to probe deep into her, wriggling, swirling. But then she felt a waning as his tongue tired. To urge his efforts, she gave his aching balls a squeeze and thrilled when he fought his fatigue and redoubled his efforts. But he flagged again so she squeezed him again and felt the renewal of her pleasure. Several more times the sequence was repeated until finally her pearl screamed again for attention. She shifted to feed it to him and seconds sufficed for her to be rocked by orgasm, crying out as she filled his mouth again with her gush.

When Manka pressed her “place of filth and shame” as his parents had called it onto his lips he felt at first a flash of revulsion. But when her wiggling behind forced his lips open and his tongue tasted her he heard her soft moan of pleasure and need and surrendered himself to it. Pleasing her was everything to him by then and if this degradation was expected of him to that end he would give his whole heart to it.

He put his tongue to her with passion, heartened by her sounds of growing delight and the rolling and gyrating of her hips as she immersed herself in the rapture. When she shifted to feed him her berry just a slight sucking and wriggling of his tongue upon it gave him the gift of another deep draught of that elixir. He felt a suffusing from it, enslaving and addicting and he welcomed it.

She fell forward over him, melting in afterglow, her face upon his organs. Afterglow passed and new desire kindled soon. She had been schooled with words by her elders of all manner of both taking and giving pleasure and now the memory of one lesson returned. And her new owned one had surely earned the giving of pleasure.

His organ was stiff as could be and she ran her tongue along his underside, pleased and excited when he quivered and moaned from the sensation. Her lips fell upon his balls and one by one she sucked each into her mouth and licked it, making him squirm and sigh. Finally, she engulfed his cock within her silken mouth and began to suck, but just made it a brief tease before stopping. She heard his pleading voice.

“No! Please don’t stop! Please!”

She rose and turned to straddle his chest and look down at him as she spoke.

“Did you like that owned one?”

“Yes! Oh please! Do it more!”

“Yes owned one! There will be more of it for you. It has been earned! But it will not just be your pleasure but our pleasure. Lick me now!”

She turned around and pressed her cunt over his face while going down to suck him some more. She first gave his balls more attention, feeling how full and swollen they seemed, wanting to worsen the ache in them before giving release. When she went back to his cock she found him nicely endowed, his tip pressing against her gullet with inches to spare. She had been told of how taking it down her throat would enhance the pleasure his tongue was giving. She pressed down, gagging a bit, but persisting until her gullet gave and he slid in all the way and she knew the truth of it. A tingling seemed to run back and forth from her throat to her pearl and she trembled in delight unimagined.

But even in the midst she remembered his need and his deserving and resolved that their pleasure would be taken as one. Her head bobbed up and down faster and faster as she ran lips and tongue along his length. His attentions to her waxed exquisite. She felt herself approaching the brink and just before going over she used the trick she had been told of, taking one of his balls in each hand and giving a squeeze. She felt the extra hardening of him just as the waves of her own ecstasy coursed through her and he flooded her mouth with warm rich cream. Running her lips along his length one last time she closed them tight and bathed her tongue in the sweetness of him. Then she swallowed with a moan of purest delectation.

Steen had felt his aching balls contracting in heavenly release just as he imbibed another heavy gush from her. It quenched his thirst of the moment but a craving remained that he knew would be with him always. And in just this brief time with her in naked pleasures his adoration of her was fixated. Manka turned to straddle his chest and look down on him again. There was sweet tenderness in her eyes as she spoke but dominant authority as well.

“Ah! So tasty owned one and so much! I have given reward to you for pleasing me. And reward will be given again but it will be not so easy in the future. You will ache long and give pleasure while you wait. Now we sleep. In the morning begins your time of testing until the end of this moon. Please me well and submit to my commands and I will claim you as my mate.”

She reached out to grab another big furry hide to cover them with and they lay as spoons with her nestled in behind him with her hand clenched on his balls. Her grip conveyed her ownership and he yielded to it, loving the feel of her silken skin and her firm breasts pressing against his back. They drifted off.

A riot of bird calls woke them in the morning. She stood and took his hand to pull him to his feet and she led him from the hut out into the golden and misty dawn. The rest of the village was silent, others still abed. She led him around the back of the hut to a field where corn grew tall. They made their way along a row deep into the field. Then she told him to answer nature’s call while she stepped over a few rows and did the same.

She rejoined him and took him by the hand again, leading him from the field and down a trail through the verdant and dewy forest. They came to a deep and crystal clear pool edged by a small precipice about man high. She looked down at his organ and saw its jutting and she giggled and he blushed. He hadn’t noticed at first but the ache in his balls had returned from the sight of her exquisite nudity.

“Your stiff thing is maybe too stiff owned one! Maybe you need cooling off!”

With a quick shove she sent him toppling into the pool. He floundered to the surface, treading water while she joined him with a graceful dive. The water was perfect, cooling and cleansing. She swam up to him, giggling girlishly and dunked him under the surface. He floundered his way back up and she commenced a playful wrestling match, winning it by wrapping her strong thighs around his head with his face buried in her raven pussy, smothering him near unconscious before letting him breathe.

Then she took his hand and dragged him to a spot along the shore where there was a small break in the rocky rim where soft vegetation sprinkled with multicolored blooms covered the ground. They staggered onto the shore and she deftly tripped him up so he lay on his back. She stood looking down at him, focusing on his member, now limp and shrunken from the cool water. She pointed and laughed but in a tone of kindness. He blushed again and she knelt beside him to grasp the organ.

“I like it better the other way owned one!”

Her artful hand coaxed him back to erection and he thrusted upward, seeking release so she dropped his cock.

“Not yet owned one! You must wait and it will be long. But now for my pleasure!”

She rolled onto her back while reaching to grab his hair and pull his face between her parted legs but she need not have bothered because before she could grab him he rolled over of his own accord and his tongue was upon her and serving her so that she gasped and writhed in a surge of delight at the adoring hunger of his attentions.

When Manka offered her pudenda Steen found his reaction to be near reflexive. Desire surged in him and he all but dived in face first. His surrender to this feral beauty was past the point of no return and pleasing her was everything. There was fear of her and her kind because he had witnessed their cruelty to those who stood against them but that was far eclipsed by his adoration. Every sigh and moan she gave out in her enjoyment thrilled his heart and spurred him to redoubled efforts. When her strong, silken thighs clamped his head between them in the throes of her ecstasy his only regret was that he couldn’t do more for her.

Her first orgasm had only cooled her for the moment and she wanted more of him. She turned him onto this back and mounted his head facing his feet and pressed her hind hole to his lips so he could use his tongue to rekindle her arousal. She rode his face, shapely behind rolling and gyrating until she came thrice more and sagged in satisfaction.

She reached out and took his member in hand, finding it stiff beyond any time before. She even felt it swell as if ready to spurt she took quickly let go of it and heard him moan in disappointment. Spinning around to straddle his chest she admonished him.

“So stiff you are owned one! If I touch you more you might squirt and that cannot be. It is your duty to ache for me because that way you please me better. And I know of what men do with their hands. This cannot be allowed. Stay where you are!”

She went to the edge of the woods where thin, supple vines hung from the trees and broke off a body length of it, stripping off the leaves. She made a noose in the vine that she slipped around the base of his organs and then expertly wove the vines into a cage upon his shaft, tying it off tight just below his tip.

“There owned one! I know you care and want to control yourself but men are weak. The urge to squirt would surely get the best of you. Now I need not worry. The cage will come off by and by and you will again get reward when you earn it. Remember the pleasure I gave you? Look forward to that because it will be given again, but only in my good time. And I too look forward to that because I know you will squirt much for me and again it will be so tasty!”

As time would go by the green vines would dry and shrink, clamping ever tighter upon his cock and holding it erect so that he jutted always.

She led him back to the hut and had him lie on his back so she could bind and stretch his balls with rawhide thongs that would tighten and make them purple. Then she made him stand up straight so she could look him over. She smiled and nodded, pleased by her handiwork.

“So pretty owned one! You balls are the color of my favorite fruit! It makes me randy!”

She flopped onto the bed with legs parted and he went down to serve her, no words needed. Then she slipped a leather leash around his balls and led him outside into the village where people were up and around and the daily routine had begun. He looked around nd saw other males setting about various chores under the supervision of their owners, stirring cooking pots over fires preparing breakfast, grinding grains into meal on flat stones, sweeping debris from the huts with brooms made of reeds. All of the males wore the cage made of woven vines upon their members.

Most of the males appeared to be of the tribe but many were whites like he. And most of the women were raven locked and brown skinned like Manka, though more than a few were of other colorations. He gazed about, eyes fixing on those and Manka whispered in his ear.

“Those different color sisters of mine come from unions with those like you, males we capture who are of gentle and obedient nature. We are in your moon of testing. Prove to me your love and unselfishness and one day your stiff thing will go inside me where babies come from. You will start a beautiful girl child in me and it will feel so good for you! But now you must learn your duties as my slave-mate.”

There was a pile of wood by the fire pit and she taught him how to build a quick cooking fire. There was a clay pot of water and a sack of ground meal nearby and she showed him how to make a porridge for their breakfast. He scooped it into a large bowl for her and she ate with a wooden spoon, finishing just over half of it. The rest she fed to him but he had to bend over the bowl like a dog to eat.

He cleaned up the bowl and the spoon and then she led him around the village by his leashed balls to make introductions of her new owned one to her sisters. First the approached a tall and amazonic young warrior, brown of skin but ginger of hair on head and at loins and green of eye. Manka introduced her as Cama, her best friend. Cama’s slave mate, a young tribesman was busy by the fire preparing breakfast.

Then she choked up on the leash on his balls and gave it a tug as her signal for him to kneel. She stepped in front of him with her behind inches away and used her hands to spread her cheeks apart. He saw her lovely dark orifice and he felt a magnetism that drew his face between her shapely mounts with tongue extended to give her tender worship there. She let go her grip and he moaned in adoring passion as the softness of her cheeks closed upon his.

Manka and Cama made some small talk for a few minutes. But soon Cama said, “My, Manka. Your new owned one is so pretty! Does he give good tongue?”

“Oh yes Cama! How rude of me! I should have offered!”

She reached behind her to grab his hair and pull him around to his knees before Cama.

“My dear friend Cama would have her pleasure owned one. Please use your tongue for her as you would for me!”

She put a hand behind his head to push him forward while Cama stood with her legs wise apart and grabbed his ear to pull him close. She was tall and he found himself kneeling between her parted legs, sitting on his calves, head craned back, face buried in her ginger cunt. He found it luscious and exquisite, feeling his cock straining within the cage and the ache in his balls worsening. He began to serve her with passion, but then there was a surge of guilt as if by this he had betrayed and slighted Manka. He slacked off in his worship.

Cama had gasped in delight, smiling and nodding her approval at Manka as her pleasure grew from his attentions. But then she grimaced in annoyance and shoved him away as she spoke to Manka.

“He started out so good but then he held back. Perhaps he doesn’t understand things yet Manka Explain to him please!”

Manka bent over Steen to speak close to his face.

“Did you feel you were falling in love with Cama when you tasted her owned one?”

“Yes!”

“You were pleasing her much to start. Why did you slack?”

“I thought you would be angry with me for loving another, jealous!”

Both women laughed as he knelt there blushing and confused. Manka explained.

“There is no jealousy between me and my warrior sisters. There is only love and sharing. Cama is my best and dearest friend and all I want for her is to have pleasure. Now you will give her that pleasure and you will do it with all of your heart. Fall in love with her and please her as you would me! I will be sharing you with others as well. You belong to all of us and if you are pleasing to all of us you will be treasured and loved as our sweet pet and pleasure plaything. You will love your life as our slave and will not want to go back to your other life even if we give you leave. Now use that tongue of yours in the way I have taught you!”

He knee walked back to where Cama stood waiting again with legs spread, offering that luscious ginger cunt. This time her poured out his passion and let himself be transported by the taste and scent of her. In her he found the embodiment of all the feral beauties who held him in this sweet bondage. Casting off all moorings to his former life, surrender was complete. When she grasped his hair in both hands, feeding him her berry, ramming her pubis against his lips in wordless demand he sucked and licked until she shuddered, shrieked and poured the salty juice of her ecstasy down into his thirsty mouth.

There would be more such introductions as Manka led him around the village, perhaps a dozen though he lost count. The elixir of their delight was awash in his belly by the time Manka took him back to the hut and rode his face, adding three more of her own salt/sweet gushes. As his body absorbed and assimilated it all he felt as if his every cell was bathed in it and it come to him that the most cruel punishment they could inflict upon him would be to banish him back to the paltry and loveless life he had led.

They lay in the hut for a while napping, nestled like spoons, Manka behind him, reaching around, holding his balls in a tender grip.

They were awakened by a hubbub outside. Manka jumped to her feet and grabbed his hair to pull him up to his feet as well. They emerged from the hut and saw a tall, raven locked warrior all but dragging her slave-mate by the balls toward the same tree to which Bronk had been tied to be unmanned. His cock was uncaged and rampantly erect, his balls stretched tight and shiny and lurid purple. She yanked him along in obvious anger.

The whole village fell in behind her with Teka in the lead. Two warriors helped to bind him to the tree. The slave-mates were herded into a semicircle before the tree and made to kneel. Their women stood behind them. Teka stepped forward to query the slave’s wife Nana as to the nature of her mate’s offense. Nana explained.

“His cage had dried out and crumbled. I left him for just a moment to fetch some fresh vines for a new one and when I came back he was stroking himself!”

There were disapproving murmurs, mutters and guttural curses from the women. Steen wondered if he was going to witness another cruel unmanning by way of the whips. But it soon became clear something else was in store for the unfortunate slave-mate. Teka addressed the assemblage.

“An all too common offense! It will be the usual punishment.”

With that Kala stepped forward, holding a slim wooden cane that she handed to Nana. Kala also held a small clay pot. She dipped her hand into it and withdrew it, dripping with a golden colored oil derived from the heart of a palm tree. She set the pot down and took the slave-mate’s organ in her hand to stroke it. Nana stood by with the cane raised as if to strike a blow. The slave-mate’s eyes were wide in terror, fixed upon the raised cane as if it was not the first time he had been bound thus to the tree. Kala’s oily hand slid over and over along his length.

Soon Steen could see that Kala’s artful stroking had the slave’s head lolling in growing pleasure, seeming to become oblivious to whatever cruelty was to be inflicted upon him. She coaxed and teased him along until he began to thrust with his hips, panting and gasping, everything driven from his mind save for coming.

Kala let go of him and he moaned in disappointment, cock bobbing up and down. She dipped her hand in the oil again and resumed her stroking, taking him to the razor’s edge once more. Steen could tell she was very skilled at this cruel tantalization. She edged him several more times until he was panting and gasping, pleading for release. And then she granted it to him. He gave out a deep sigh of anticipatory delight as his cock bobbed up to release his first spurt, making his balls a perfect target for Nana’s vicious cane stroke across his stretched balls. He howled in agonized disillusionment as each spurt that flew from him was torment. The spurts subsided and he went limp, groaning, sobbing.

His head drooped and they let him remain that way for a few minutes, whimpering. Then Nana dipped her hand in the oil and began to stroke him, bringing him back to erection. Kala went to the edge of the woods where another type of vine grew. She wore leather gloves. She cut two lengths of vine away with a knife and stripped the leaves from them by running her gloved hands along them. When she came back Steen could see the vines were studded with thorns.

Kala placed the vines along the slave’s shaft and gripped tight with her gloved hands. He flinched as the thorns bit him. Nana tied the vines to the base of his cock with a leather thong and Kala wrapped them in a double helix along his shaft, tugging them tight as he squirmed in his bonds. She continued wrapping all the way to his tip and wound the last of the vines there tugging them tight again so the thorns sunk in. Nana tied them in place there, imprisoning his cock in prickly torment.

Teka stepped forward and cast a menacing glower at the slave-mates who knelt before her trembling, speaking words of warning.

“He will wear the cage of thorns until the coming of the full moon. Take heed slave-mates! Do not give in to your urge to use your hands for forbidden pleasure. It is for your wives to grant you your pleasure when it suits them. No back to work with all of you!”

The crowd dispersed; slave-mates led by their leashed balls back to the huts where their first “work” was satisfying the lust inflamed in their wives by the spectacle they had witnessed. Fear driven tongues did their duties to perfection. Then it was out of the huts and back to chores while wives lounged naked on blankets in the sun sipping wine brewed from wild grapes and engaging in lewd girl-talk.

CHAPTER THREE

Clant Borgen, second in command at the fort seethed in rage at the humiliation inflicted upon his idol and mentor Captain Bronk. He swore to launch a full force punitive expedition against those impudent harridans.

But the loss of the ten troopers who had accompanied Bronk had depleted his forces. He sent five riders out to other forts along the border of the plain to request reinforcements. Only three of the riders reached their destinations. The other two fell victim to Kokai war parties who regularly patrolled the plain. Minimal torture soon extracted the information about the planned expedition. The riders were taken back to the village for adjudication by Teka. One lost his balls and was put to labor in the fields. The other proved to be suitable as a slave-mate and a lottery was held to determine who would take ownership of him.

Clant was able to muster 100 troopers. One day they sallied forth from the fort bent upon exacting vengeance upon the hated Kokai. That first night out on the plain they built big campfires and sat around them, swilling strong spirits and chatting in anticipation of the indignities and degradations they intended inflict upon their victims to satisfy their vengeful lust.

There were steep, rocky trails that led to the top of the escarpment and warriors were posted day and night on those heights to keep watch over the plain. The campfires were visible in the far distance, giving ample warning of the attack to come.

Riders from Teka’s village carried the news to other villages along the back side of the escarpment and 100 warriors would ride forth onto the plain to intercept the invading troopers. During the day the flashing of the bright metals on the troopers uniforms could also be seen from afar and word was passed down as to their location.

In fact, no troopers who rode forth upon the plain ever found any of the Kokai. Invariably it was the Kokai who found them. This time was no exception. The troopers rode along the base of a ridge, blissfully unaware of the mass of warriors who shadowed them on the other side, just below the summit. The ridge took a sharp bend to the east and when the troopers came upon that they heard wild whoops and war cries. Looking up they saw a swarm of mounted Kokai looking down upon them.

The charge down the hill was reckless in its aggression. Soon the troopers again found themselves within that bidirectional circling just out of range of their pistol shots. But, with laughable predictability, they discharged their guns in utter futility, then had no time to reload as the Kokai closed in upon them.

Flights of arrows, tipped with potion dipped thorns sailed through the air with unerring accuracy, piercing groins, bringing their targets to earth. More than a few troopers managed to burst through the encirclement and flee across the plain, but their lumbering mounts were no match for the swift ponies. Lassos dragged them from the saddle and bolos entangled the legs of their horses, causing both mount and rider to hit the ground hard. Some tried to flee on foot, but arrows took them and they went limp and immobile as the potion took hold. Lassoed troopers were pierced with arrows as they lay.

Soon every trooper lay immobile. They were all stripped naked and the Kokai mounted up, encircling the sprawling troopers, and waited for them to revive, eager for the cruel sport to follow. One by one the troopers sat up, shook their heads and looked around them, quailing at the menacing sight of the Kokai, who leered at them in lustful cruelty.

Kala was leader of the war party and she called out to the troopers: “Run for it now you pigs if you want to keep your fruit!”

The circle opened up, the warriors shifting to form a line, leaving it open for the troopers to flee across the plain. And flee they did in abject panic. The Kokai waited patiently, allowing them to top a rise and run down the other side and out of sight. They waited a bit longer to help cultivate their victims’ illusion of escape.

Then the ponies were spurred to a canter. They topped the rise and all could see the white asses of the troopers in the searing sunlight. On the Kokai cantered and it was clear the troopers could hear the thunder of hoofbeats closing in on them because they had been trotting along in a false sense of security but now sprinted and scampered again in their panic.

Whips whirled as the Kokai closed in and then the crack of lashes striking tender white hides could be heard, followed by yelps and howls of pain as the troopers hopped high. Warriors singled out troopers to pursue, delivering lashes all the while as their victims zigzagged about in futile efforts to dodge the searing leather.

It became a wild melee, war whoops and cruel cackling laughter mingling with the crack of lashes and the screams and yelps. When a trooper collapsed in exhaustion his pursuer would let him lie there gasping for breath until he regained enough stamina to flee again.

At length, all the troopers were brought to earth one way or another. Whips or bolos wrapped around the ankles of some and felled them, face down hard upon the ground. Wraparound whip lashes struck the balls of others, evoking howls and screams as they doubled over and went down, curled up fetal and cradling their balls in their hands.

Then the troopers were herded like cattle back to where their clothing, boots and weapons lay upon the plain. They were made to gather them up into a pile, pants, shirts, boots and pistols. The swords were kept aside and would be taken back to the villages so smiths could beat them into useful tools. The pile was doused in palm oil and set ablaze. The rising column of smoke would signal the watchers on the escarpment that victory had once again been attained as expected and preparations should be made for an orgiastic celebration.

The hands of the troopers were bound behind them and they were formed into a line, standing with their legs spread apart. A long rope was used to wrap around the balls of each and then passed back between the legs to bind the balls of the next one behind. Once all stood in line with balls stretched and purple Kala took hold of the lead end of the rope and gave her pony a kick.

She set a brisk pace, a fast trot, the long line of naked troopers stumbling and shuffling along, barely able to keep their feet. Warriors flanked them, flicking them with their whips across their asses. More than a few lashes struck tender organs, bringing whoops and cheers as the troopers gave voice to their agonized terror. Some troopers did stumble and fall, only to be dragged along by their balls for a suitable distance until Kala halted to let them regain their feet. Lashes struck them where it hurt the most to urge them to keep up the pace.

The sun was just setting as the line of troopers was led through the narrow defile and on into the circle of huts. Teams of eight eunuch slaves were hauling carts piled with firewood for the great bonfire that would illuminate the proceedings. They eyes of every trooper grew wide in terror at the sight of the castrated ones.

Dusk fell and the massive heap of wood was doused in oil and set afire, casting an amber glow nearly bright as day. Teka and two chieftains from other villages, Haka and Rama sat enthroned before the blaze. There’s would be the pleasure of adjudicating the fate of the troopers by way of feeling their tongue upon their lady parts.

Most of the troopers were lustful brutes who scorned and spurned the selfless act of oral pleasuring. But the winnowing out would reveal the few, perhaps one in ten, whose inborn nature would make them suitable slave-mates. These would be parceled out later by way of lottery. But first they would witness the fate of their unworthy brethren to instill gratitude for being spared the brutal rape and castration. The village slave-mates also knelt bearing witness, to remind them that no man’s balls were ever entirely safe in their sack. Teka addressed the kneeling, cowering troopers.

“Most of you pigs deserve to lose your fruit right away. But we are not without mercy and you will be given chance to save your balls and be spared the punishments that will come before the cutting. The likes of you refuse to taste woman and give that pleasure. But now you will taste me and my sister chieftains and you will be judged. Those whose attentions we find sincere and unselfish will keep their plums and be accepted as slave-mates by our yet to be married warriors. For the rest of you, the cock and the knife!”

By threes the troopers were dragged before the chieftains who sat with legs spread wide, ankles resting on the arms of the thrones. Their faces were shoved into the waiting cunts and they were commanded to lick as if their balls depended on it. While this was going on the Kokai were guzzling great quantities of strong wine and growing ever more randy.

On it went as the chieftains separated wheat from chaff, assigning each trooper to his fate after achieving orgasm. As expected the great majority were condemned to rape and castration, only six being found worthy to be spared. Then it was time for the fun to begin.

The mass of warriors converged upon the troopers like the pack of the she-wolves they were. Several wooden horses had been set around the perimeter and troopers were seized and bellied over them and tied down. Two tree trunks with crotches at their ends had been sunk into the ground far apart and an arrow-straight log was hung between them creating a beam from which a dozen troopers could be hung up by the ankles for whipping.

And those not hung up or tied to a horse were subjected to kicking and beating, especially upon the balls. Baskets of cocks were brought out and warriors donned them. Some troopers made futile attempts to flee and cock wielding warriors pounced on them like panthers upon prey, bringing them to earth and putting the rape to them where they lay.

As the wine they imbibed had effect and bladders filled troopers were laid on their backs and warriors squatted over their faces. Kicks to the balls from others made the troopers open their mouths and hot pungent piss poured into them. A few were even made to feast upon the rich brown product of the hind hole.

Soon there was a mad cacophony of war whoops, cackling laughter, the crack of lashes upon flesh and the screams to follow, wild cries of orgasmic ecstasy from the warriors, moans of despairing emasculation as troopers spurted forth the final ejaculations of their wretched lives.

Steen watched it all in horrified fascination. Then he saw his very own Manka in pursuit of a fleeing trooper, the big knobby cock she wore bobbing, her face contorted in contempt and loathing. He was zebra striped with bleeding welts from the whipping he had been given before being released to the vengeful mercies of the cock wielding warriors. Far more fleet of foot than the trooper she closed the distance and with a sideways sweep of her foot she kicked one of his legs into the other, tripping him up so he fell hard upon his face.

Then she was upon him, grabbing his hair and pulling him up to his knees before bending him over, knees on the ground and face in the dirt. Standing with his raised ass between her legs, she leaned over to hold his face into the turf, aligned the cruel cock with his hole and drove downward hard, sinking the cock in a third of its length, his scream muffled by her pressing of his face into the ground.

More brutish, gyrating downward thrusts drove the cock in all the way as he screamed on and on. Then she dropped to her knees behind him to rut, taking hold of his bound hands for leverage, ravaging him as he whimpered and sniveled.

Reaching between his legs with one hand she took hold of his stretched and purple balls and gave them a hard twist and squeeze that wrung the cum out of him as he moaned in mingled pleasure and torment, spurting his last load onto the grass while Manka snarled her own way through a savage orgasm.

Manka hoisted him to his feet and propelled him with kicks and shoves to where the troopers who had known the rape were waiting in line to be castrated. They were bound to trees or the posts that supported the whipping beam. Some were unmanned by way of the whip that split their sacks open and the balls were cut loose afterward. Others just had their purple fruit sliced away with a knife. Yet others had their balls stretched over a wooden block and one of the captured sabers was used to chop them off. The wounds were cauterized by irons heated red hot in the bonfire, screams echoing off the forest trees.

The severed balls and sacks were run through with long thin skewers and set on stakes close to the edge of the bonfire to roast. The newly minted eunuchs were made to kneel in a circle around the fire until the balls and sacks were done to a turn. Then they had to watch as the warriors devoured them, chewing slowly, savoring the man meat and leering at them with scorn. They whimpered and sniveled in their despair.

Then it was time to divvy up the slaves among the three villages who had contributed warriors to the victory. Each village got its share of eunuchs and two worthy ones destined to be slave mates. They were led away, or in the case of those for Teka’s village they were thrown into the bamboo barred slave pens out by the cornfields.

Manka came to where Steen knelt, still aghast and terrified at what he had witnessed. She slipped a leash around his balls and led him to the hut. When they entered he fell to his knees and looked up at her with terror in his eyes. Manka stooped down and gave him a tender kiss on the lips and spoke words of comfort and reassurance.

“Do not fear me owned one! What you saw is not for you. It is only for the dirty and unworthy ones. Now come to bed and give me some soft and sweet tongue love. Then we will sleep.”

She laid herself down on her back and parted her legs. He went down to serve her and his tongue love was soft and sweet indeed, though tinged with a fear she had to admit to herself was pleasing. A gentle orgasmic wave coursed through her body, relieving the last vestiges of her lust and she drifted off. Steen planted a few tender and adoring kisses upon her pudenda, turned to his side to pillow his head upon her mount and clung to her thigh. His erection strained against the confines of the cage, which had dried, hardened and shrunk. And the ache in his balls reached new heights as his every indrawn breath filled his nostrils with her feral fragrance. But his worshipped one lay relaxed and contented and nothing else mattered. He passed into his own slumber.

CHAPTER FOUR

In the morning, she stirred and he awoke. He turned to kiss her pubis and she took his head between her hands, pressing it to his lips as she spoke.

“I need for you to show me greater love now owned one. If you have this love you will drink form me now and then give me my pleasure.”

First his mind recoiled at the thought of the degradation she commanded, but the taste and scent of her seemed to brush aside any reluctance and her enfolded her with his lips at the place where the golden flow would come from. Warm, pungent, salty/bitter but filled above all with her essence he found a thirst for it upon his first swallow. His ache worsened and the cage chafed upon his member.

The flow ceased and his tongue went to its loving duty unbidden. Two more gushes of her pleasure juice slaked his thirst and it was time to begin the new day. They went to the pool to bathe first and then he set about preparing breakfast, fetching firewood and building the fire, grinding the grain into meal, stirring the pot over the coals.

Manka could see he was walking hunched over as if carrying boulders in his sack. She came up behind him and cuddled close, reaching around to take his stretched and aching balls in a tender grip. He felt the press of her firm breasts on his back and the tickle of her bush on his behind and moaned and shuddered under her grasp. She spoke softly into his ear.

“The ache is bad owned one?”

“Yes! So bad! Please! How much longer?”

“You must ache for me until the end of this moon sweet thing. And your tongue is ever more pleasing the more you ache. You do want to please me darling?”

“Yes! More than anything! I love you!”

“And I love you, so much! At this moon’s end, with all my warrior sisters gather to witness I will claim you as my slave-mate forever. I will ease your ache with a pleasure you know not how to dream about. And we will be so happy together. Think of that and endure for me my love!”

It was a fortnight until the end of the moon and Steen steeled himself to endure, trusting in her love. And he came to know the upward spiraling of his ache and longing, every taste of her luscious parts heightening his ache while bringing even greater craving for his next taste of her.

And for her part, Manka reveled in his ever more passionate and skilled attentions. She schooled him in ways to enhance her pleasures, the fluttering of his tongue upon her pearl in the midst of her climax, bringing waves of ecstasy, the slipping of his finger into her hind hole after long rimming, to induce brutishly satisfying climaxes as his tongue went hard upon her clit. He served her long and hard every day, his tongue becoming tireless, able to give perfect pleasure unceasing no matter how long. And it lengthened and strengthened until he could probe deep into her hind hole and reached a sweet milestone when his tongue plunged into her cavern and touched upon her G.

The moon ended and the longed for day came. The claiming rite was to be held at dusk under the amber glow of torches and a great bonfire.

In the morning, in their hut, she acquainted him with the nature of the rite. There was a leather bag hanging on the wall of the hut. She made him kneel on the floor and went to fetch it. When she withdrew the object it contained he quailed, having seen such used to put the cruel rape to the hapless victims of Kokai wrath. He looked up at her timorous. But she spoke words of reassurance, as she held the false wooden cock before his eyes.

“Don’t be afraid owned one! Look closely at it and you will see difference between this and the ones we use to hurt and punish.”

He did look closely and saw that the shaft was carved into a spiral and was smooth and shiny. But the tip was flared wide, portending a painful entry. She continued.

“See how it is smooth instead of rough and knotty. It is big and will hurt at first, as it must if you are to know who rules in our hut. But soon there will be for you the pleasure I promised. It will feel so good going in and out of you. I will make you squirt so that you will long for it every day of our life together and it will be your reward for being patient and bearing your ache until I see fit. Now we must practice to make the rite of claiming perfect.”

First she taught him how to install the cock upon her and made him practice until perfect, the sliding of her end of the device into her cavern, the fastening of the straps, all to demonstrate his willingness to submit to her claiming.

Then he had to learn to suck it properly, taking it down the throat all the way until his nose pressed into her raven bush. She took a two-handed grip on his hair and gullet fucked him, shapely ass thrusting and grinding until she propelled herself to orgasm.

All through the day they practiced the ritual, the donning of the cock, the taking of it down the throat, the words each would speak before she made the hand sign commanding him to assume the position of offering.

The sun dipped below the horizon and she made him stand while she used a knife to cut away the cage he wore upon his cock. It sprung to fullest erection and she giggled and bent down to plant a tender kiss on its tip.

“You have such a lovely stiff thing owned one! Just the right size for me. I long to feel it inside of me but that day will come much later. For now, we will share pleasure with my stiff thing going into you. It’s time now! My warrior sisters have gathered to watch us pledge our forever love.”

His balls were still stretched tight, shiny and purple and she slipped the noose end of a leather leash tightly around them. Then she hung her cock around his neck by the straps and led him from the hut.

The bonfire and the torches that were stuck in the ground in a circle gave all a sensual amber glow. Puncheon benches were arranged in a semicircle and Manka’s warrior sisters were seated upon them with their slave-mates kneeling in front of them, facing inward to witness the ritual, also with their wives’ spiral cocks hung around their necks in anticipation of the orgy that would follow.

There was a beautifully colored woven blanket on the ground before the fire and it was upon it that Manka would claim him as her own. Teka stood waiting to preside over the ceremony, facing the assemblage. Manka and Steen came abreast of her and Teka pointed to the ground, the signal for Steen to knee beside her. He went to his knees and Manka took her place beside him. Teka and Manka each put a gentle hand on his head as Teka spoke.

“Warrior sisters! We gather now to witness the claiming by our fine sister Manka of the one who will from this day forward know by his true-name of Manka-Lam. Their union will be a joy to us all. Such a shame it is that more of his sex are not of such sweet and gentle nature. If they could but give up their foolish pride in their “manhood” they could be spared the knife and be cherished as Manka-Lam will be in the new life he will soon begin. But I speak too long. Let the vows be taken and the claiming proceed!”

Teka stepped over to a bench at front row center where her own slave-mate knelt with head bowed. Manka stepped onto the blanket and he joined her there on his knees. She stood sideways to the audience, removed her cock from his neck and handed it to him. His hands shook a bit as he installed it upon her despite long practice. She gave his head a tender petting to reassure him, then stood with her big cock jutting for all to see.

A snap of her fingers signaled him to begin the fellatio. Sighs of appreciation were heard from those watching at his passionate worship of the big mock organ and the ease and willingness with which he took it down the throat, pressing forward hard against the big tip until his gullet gave and the cock plunged deep. He kept pressing as the shaft went ever deeper until nose was buried in her luxuriant thicket.

Manka wasted no time in taking her pleasure, eager for the coming moment of his deflowering. She took his head between her hands and gullet fucked him hard. The thrill of it all had her at hair trigger and she threw her head back and wailed in her ecstasy amid the whoops and cheers of her warrior sisters. She finished and put a hand to his forehead to push him away, making the flared tip exit with a pop that drew more whoops and laughter.

Then it was time for the climactic moment. Manka stepped back to stand at the edge of the blanket and made the hand sign that commanded him to assume the position of offering. He turned, bent over, putting his forehead across his arms and raising his ass. Teka stepped over to Manka holding a clay pot of palm oil. She dipped her hand in and lubed Manka’s cock, then dribbled a bit down his crack. She also carried a pair of gloves with the claws of a lion embedded in the fingertips. She helped Manka don them.

Manka flaunted her claws before her sisters and then dropped to her knees behind him. Raising her hands high she brought them down in a two handed slap that buried the claws deep in his behind. Blood trickled as he flinched and yelped. The scars left would serve and marks of her ownership of him. She aligned the cock with his orifice and gathered herself for the thrust.

First he felt the unexpected sting of the claws and a prodding at his hind hole that felt like a log. Then the thrust from Manka’s muscular thighs and buttocks drove the tip home, stretching him so that he howled from the pain of its entry. He heard whoops and cheers. The tip passed the clench of his sphincter and he felt his orifice close upon the following shaft as the tip was drawn deep inside him.

More driving thrusts drove it ever deeper as he gave voice to the pain of each until he felt her thighs against the back if his and the tickle of her bush upon his buttocks. She drew back until he could feel the rim of the tip against the inner rim of his orifice.

But the time of hurting had passed and now was to be the time of pleasure. She rolled her hips in soft, undulating gyrations. He felt the spirals of the shaft upon the clench of his orifice and knew the truth of her words. It did feel so good as it went in and out of him. And upon each withdrawal to his portal she ground her hips so that rim of the big tip hit a spot that brought hot, sharp, pleasurable tinges that made his toes curl.

He realized she could make him squirt at any time but was withholding his release until the time of her choosing. The ache in his balls escalated to torment and soon he whimpered pleas for relief. But Manka had her own business to attend to, the building of her own arousal to crescendo. They would come in unison when she was ready. When she had him abject, mewling and sobbing those sweet sounds finally pushed her to her own brink and few more driving, grinding thrusts sent both of them over the edge.

Just before the breaking of her orgasmic wave she leaned over and grabbed his hair to pull him upright. His jutting cock sprang upward as a long white string was launched from it as he moaned from the depths of his being in soul shattering delight. Manka’s fierce and lusty wails soon followed and they made sweet harmony as more and more spurts flew across the blanket and splattered all over it. Whoops and cheers and the beating of drums rang out in honor of one of the finest ejaculations in memory, impressive both in quantity and distance. Manka’s stature in the tribe rose to new heights for her performance.

His spurts weakened as his cock went limp, leaving a trail of white droplets across the blanket. The splatters of cum would dry white upon the bright background of the blanket, which would hang on the wall of the hut in commemoration of the consummation of their union.

Manka pulled out of him and stood. He rose to his knees and turned to her to perform his final duty, opening his mouth to suck the instrument of his sweet unmanning clean. Then there was the wild beating of drums and mad whooping as the orgy broke out. Slave-mates were used in common in every way, fucked until each and every one was wrung dry of cum and all Manka’s warrior sisters lay spent and sated upon the grass.

When all had recovered the slave-mates were sorted out and all retired to their huts for the night. Pleasantly exhausted, Manka led Manka-Lam back to their hut. They lay like spoons with Manka behind him and drifted off, Manka looking forward to the pleasures of married life.

And bliss it was from day one. Her cock had purged him of any lingering traces of male selfishness and his sweet submission found new depths. She could feel his adoring passion growing day by day from her denial of his release. The dear sweet thing made no complaint, though she was sure the ache in his balls had to be oppressive. But she was so lost in the delight of it all she denied him too long, for well over a fortnight.

One night Manka-Lam lay awake late after a longer than usual round of oral pleasuring. His ache was at a pitch as yet unknown. They lay like spoons as always with Manka behind him. The scent of her filled his nostrils with every breath and the feel of her silken skin and soft breasts on his back enflamed him further. He steeled himself to suppress his longing and endure. Somehow drifted off.

But near dawn he was awakened by a hot, sharp pleasure down below and found himself spurting abundantly and uncontrollably as he sullied the bed. He felt a withering guilt and shame at first. And surely Manka could not fail to notice the incriminating puddle of goo. But he rationalized. It had not been willful on his part. He had tried his best to exert self-control. Surely he could not be punished?

He decided to make no attempt to hide his guilt and when Manka awoke he showed her the creamy puddle on the bed and explained how it had occurred despite his being caged. She stared at the puddle with eyes filled with righteous indignation as she spoke.

“You have squirted owned one without my leave. This is forbidden always and there are no excuses. You have seen the punishment for taking self-pleasure and that punishment will be yours. Now get busty with making breakfast and clean up this hut. I will spread the word among my warrior sisters that there will be punishment for you at sunset. You will first have your pleasure ruined by the cane and then it will be the cage of thorns for you for seven days and nights.”

During the course of the day she took him into the hut and laid herself down to be pleasured, both for her own enjoyment and to inflame him so his organ would be stiff by sunset and his balls aching again. When the time came she cut away the vine cage from his cock and tugged the thongs that stretched his balls extra tight. His erection sprang up near vertical and she grabbed him by it and led him from the hut.

As she tugged him along through the village toward the pole where he would be tied for his punishment she called out for her warrior sisters to gather and watch. Soon he was bound to the pole with the whole village, warriors and their slave-mates crowding near the pole. Manka put a buckskin hood over his head so he could not know when the cruel stroke to his balls would fall.

Soon he felt her warm, oily hand fondling him artfully. But he knew the consequence of yielding to his urge to come and gritted his teeth in resistance. But his will was no match for his male urge. And he had spent much of the day with his face buried in her fragrant cunt. The air within the hood was redolent with her musk, weakening him further. The ache in his balls rose to the height of longing torment.

Soon she had him on the brink with his will too weak to resist. But then she let go and his cock bobbed up and down in frustration as he humped at the air. She let him settled down and added oil to her hand before starting over. Time after time she took him to the edge and denied him to ensure that when to moment came he would be oblivious to all but the chance to come, the waiting cane forgotten.

Manka sensed that he had reached that pitch and with a few hard strokes took him over the brink. His cock bobbed up to eject his first spurt, making his stretched and purple balls a perfect target. She swung hard, showing no mercy.

Her skilled hand had driven all from his mind save for the chance to come and when he felt the first twinging spasm of pleasure he gave out a deep sigh, anticipating heavenly relief for his aching balls. He felt his cock spring up to eject the first spurt and then all was ruined as the cane fell and sent him from the heights hoped for delight to the depths of agony within the second.

His every pent up spurt yielded only dire pain. His mind reeled in the midst of it. How could the one he adored and who said she loved him in return subject him to such cruelty? He sagged in his bonds as all that remained was a deep, dull and throbbing ache in his groin.

Then he felt the warm and oily hand upon his organ again, coaxing him to another erection. He rose slowly, but inevitably and was soon at fullest hardness. Then he felt a sharp prickling surrounding the base of his shaft and the sensation continued up along his length, especially on his tender underside. He knew the dreaded cage of thorns was being wound around him. He felt a stinging stab in that most tender spot just below his tip and then fingers there that squeezed to sink the thorn in deep. He yelped and writhed in his bonds. The there was more jabbing on his very tip and another squeeze that made him buck and thrash as the thorns bit in.

Then he was untied and the hood was removed. Manka grabbed his caged cock in her gloved hand and gave it a painful squeeze, then dragged him back to the hut, keeping that hurting grip. She pulled him into the hut and threw him to the floor onto his back, then mounted his chest with her cunt inches from his face as she spoke.

“Owned one, you know I love you and it hurts me to hurt you. Bit our laws are without exception. Squirting is allowed only with the leave of the owner. There are no excuses. Now you must wear the cage and if you suffer silently without complaint and give me the tongue pleasure how I like it best your reward after your suffering will be great.”

She shifted forward to press her pudenda to his lips and the scent and taste of her drove away all pain in his mind and his cock. Somehow he felt his adoration take a leap and her served her with a passion never before achieved. The seven days and nights seemed like eternity on the one hand but were heavenly on the other as he sensed the growing depth of pleasure he gave her as they passed. The stinging pain of the thorns escalated as well and every day she would douse his organ in the strong liquor they distilled from fruit and grain. The pain was intense but it was known that the dousing would keep him free from infection.

He steeled himself to endure without complaint and the blessed seventh night came. She cut away the hurtful cage and his organ stiffened to nearly vertical. He knelt before her and she pressed his face into her fragrant bush as she spoke words of love.

“Owned one you have taken your punishment well and given me great new pleasure the while. Now will be your reward as I promised. On your back no on the bed!”

He laid himself down and she stood with his head between her feet, looking down at his poor organ with the sores from the cage still dripping a little blood. She dropped to her knees and pressed pussy to his face while leaning forward to engulf him into her mouth.

He gasped when he felt her soothing, silken mouth enfold his tortured member. By reflex he put his tongue to serving her while she pleasured him in return, lips and tongue caressing his length, taking him down the throat over and over.

He felt himself edging toward the brink, but she took him to the very edge, but held him there to let his tongue take her to her own brink. Release was heavenly as his pulsing organ flooded her mouth with his cream, just as she gushed his mouth full of the juice of her ecstasy.

They lay long in afterglow, but he soon found out this had been just the preliminary. She dismounted from him and disappeared from his view for a moment. When she returned her cock was jutting and she carried a wide, shallow earthenware bowl. She laid it on the ground and then reached down to grab his hair and pull him up to his knees, presenting her cock to be sucked. As he gave oral worship to the cock that ruled their hut she spoke tender words of loving lust.

“Now I’m going to fuck you owned one until you squirt yourself dry. You have earned this pleasure and I will have much of my own. Now offer yourself to me over the bowl!”

He turned and assumed the position with the bowl beneath his groin, forehead across his arms, ass raised. She dropped to her knees behind him and used her hands to part his cheeks, looking down at his orifice as it clenched and puckered in anticipation of her entry. She lubed the shaft with palm oil and pressed the tip against the vortex.

He felt the prodding at his hole and whimpered in his anticipation of the pleasure to come. But it was only his second time being penetrated and her entering thrust was hard and hurtful. He cried out as he felt the big tip pass his clench and the corkscrew shaft slide to it’s depth within him, making his hind hole tingle and his toes curl.

But after the first hurting she was gentle, running the cock in and out slowly to build his excitement and prepare him for the soul shattering climax. She quickened the cadence gradually, his sighs and moans of growing pleasure heightening in their intensity. He could hear her gasping through gritted teeth as her own lust mounted, approaching crescendo.

Her thrusting escalated to frenzy with wild gyrations of her shapely behind. He felt the hot tingle portending his ejaculation. Then a pulsing wave of mad delight ran through his balls and he gave out a quavering moan as his first spurt splattered into the bowl. Hald a dozen more creamy squirts joined it before he went limp. His deep moan of helpless pleasure triggered Manka, whose wild cry of ecstasy was heard throughout the village.

And then she kept on fucking him, slowly at first again. He felt himself harden. It took longer to extract the next spurts of his strength but inevitably he unloaded heavily again into the bowl with another burst of mad pleasure. Manka answered with her own primal shriek.

But she was by no means finished with him and she fucked on until she wrung the last drops out of him. Her final climax melted her and the collapsed forward, he onto his belly with her on top. Sweet exhaustion overcame them as they lay and the passed into sleep for a long time with the cock still embedded to its depth.

Manka woke first and pulled out. She awakened him with a gentle shake and directed him to the cum filled bowl. He leaned over it and, obedient to her command, lapped up his leavings. Then she wove a new cage of vines into his organ, one free of thorns, where it would remain until she saw fit to grant him his heavenly release once it had been earned.

But Manka had more in store for him the very next night, having gotten rare pleasure and craving more. She wanted him to show the depth of his surrender to her cock by taking the active role, first backing himself onto it as she knelt with it jutting and fucking himself to ejaculation as she knelt stock still, bowl beneath him to catch the cum. Then she laid herself supine and commanded him to impale himself upon the shaft, facing her feet. Up and down went his fetching ass, rolling and gyrating, propelling them both toward orgasm. His copious spurts flew far across the hut as their vocalizations harmonized in the throes of their ecstasy.

He settled down upon the shaft to full depth, moaning, spent but she urged him to continue and he obeyed, fucking her like a practiced whore until he expended his last.

CHAPTER FIVE                                                        

Drak Pelzer was a rare breed, a seasoned plainsman and skilled tracker. The new commander of the fort, Captain Mans Blecker was determined to avenge the latest humiliation inflicted by the Kokai. A bit smarter than his predecessors, he realized the usual strategies and tactics used against the hated horsewomen were doomed to failure. Even finding the Kokai had proven to be an exercise in futility. He enlisted Drak to advise him and train his troopers. Drak was happy to oblige in exchange for generous compensation.

“First of all, Captain, get rid of those plow horses your troopers ride and get them some fast ponies adapted to the climate of the plain that can live on just the grass that grows there. And shed those shiny baubles they wear that can be seen flashing from leagues away. Dress your troopers in buckskins that blend in with the background so they don’t stand out like sore thumbs. Get everything ready and I will go scout for sign and tracks until I find where those bitches hide out. Then you can turn the tables on them and catch them by surprise for once.”

After months of training, newly mounted and equipped Drak set out with a patrol of ten, determined to locate the hidden stronghold of the Kokai. But on this foray he didn’t find it. But he did find something else instead, almost as pleasing to the captain.

A Kokai hunting party of 20 had set out onto the plain to bring down some of the great shaggy beasts to bolster the supply of meat. Manka-Lam and other slave-mates came along to skin and butcher the fallen beasts.

Manka-Lam was left alone to process one such while the huntresses rode off over a rise in pursuit of more. Drak’s patrol had escaped notice by the watchers on the escarpment due to their new garb and mounts. They came upon Manka-Lam, alone and helpless. His lighter skin and green eyes betrayed him as being one of the despised ones who had surrendered themselves to willing enslavement by the hated horsewomen. He was tied belly down over a horse and taken back to the fort to suffer the tender mercies of the captain.

And the captain was elated indeed to exact vengeance. Manka-Lam was sentenced to death but would be denied the dignity of being shot like a soldier. A more cruel and humiliating demise was chosen for him. The sentence was to be carried out at noon the following day.

He was led out from his cell to the post within the stockade used for floggings and for the firing squad. He was bound to it naked. A wooden chopping block had been mounted on a stand and it was placed beneath his organs. A thin rope was looped around them and a trooper tugged on it to hold his organs stretched out over the block. The captain addressed him with sneering contempt as he brandished his saber.

“Traitorous coward, you are unworthy of the honor of being shot! Instead I will chop off the manhood you no longer deserve to have upon your body and we will watch as your life bleeds away!”

He raised the saber high for the severing stroke. But just before it began its descent an arrow took him in the groin. He screamed as the potion took effect and he collapsed, sword falling to the ground. More arrows filled the air and soon every trooper lay still.

Manka and her warrior sisters had returned to find Manka-Lam where they had left him, only to find him gone. They easily picked up the trail of the troopers and set off in hot pursuit. Just in time they had reached the fort and found the parapets unmanned, every trooper eager to witness the cruel execution. They scaled the walls with bows at the ready and poured stinging arrows into the formation of troopers.

Manka made her way where her dear slave-mate was bound to the post, stepping on the bodies of the fallen troopers, especially on their faces and groins. She cut him loose from the post and hugged him hard, kissing his lips and all over his face. The gate was opened and her horse came through it upon her whistle. They mounted together and the warriors rode off, whooping in their triumph.

They made camp for the night half way home. At dusk Manka spread out a blanket near the campfire and had her slave-mate kneel upon it. Her warrior sisters stood in a group nearby, looking at him with expression of mingled affection and lust. Manka approached them and there was a brief exchange of words, pointing of fingers at him and finally all nodded as if in agreement. Manka came to him and bent over to speak.

“Owned one, my sisters were happy to come to your rescue. You are treasured by us all as a sweet and loving slave. But they feel a need for you to show gratitude and they are randy after another humiliation of the troopers. You may show that gratitude by giving each a turn with your tongue here upon the blanket.”

She beckoned with her hand toward the group and Kala stepped forward to take the first turn. She laid upon her back and parted her legs wide to offer her pudenda. Manka gave his head a firm but gentle shove and he went down to press his face into her hairy cunt and aromatic cunt.

One by one he served them all with joyful and passionate gratitude, savoring the scent and taste and unique beauty of each luscious pussy, Manka being last in line out of her own gratitude to her warrior sisters for risking their lives to rescue her sweet slave-mate. The ache in his balls grew to new heights from it all and after he finished a vote was taken as to whether he had earned his relief. It was unanimous in his favor.

Upon return to the village the ceremonial marital blanket was taken down from the wall of their hut and laid out beside a bonfire that lit the proceedings with a sensuous glow. He installed Manka’s corkscrew cock and assumed the position of offering upon the blanket. Teka was given the privilege of being first to enjoy his tongue while Manka sodomized him. She laid down with legs parted and he buried his face into her hairy gash.

Manka fucked him gently, letting the corkscrew shaft do its work upon his clenching orifice. Her warrior sisters lined up to take their turns with his tongue and he gave exquisite head to a score of them before Manka fucked him dry.

CHAPTER SIX

Captain Blecker fumed and frothed in frustrated rage when he and the troopers revived as the potion wore off. He swore to never rest until he could wreak vengeance upon his female nemesis. Fifty troopers manned the fort and after a week of preparation and extra training they sallied forth to a man, leaving the fort abandoned.

Confidant in their new training and tactics they rode out hard and fast upon the plain, so much so that they raised a plume of dust easily seen by the watchers on the escarpment when they drew near. A daring plan was devised to put an end to the threat once and for all.

A decoy party of ten was sent out to lure the troopers to their fate. They topped a rise overlooking the double line of troopers who rode in the valley below. Giving out war whoops to get their attention the warriors stood upon the backs of their horses and taunted the troopers as usual, flaunting their pussies and asses at them to incite pursuit.

And pursue they did. The warriors maintained just enough distance to tantalize as they coaxed the troopers straight to the narrow defile that led into the Kokai stronghold; never mind that the hidden portal was to be revealed. No trooper who entered would ever emerge again.

In full view of the troopers the decoys rode into and through the narrow cleft. The troopers followed in single file only to find their quarries had vanished. They rode in deeper, finding the seemingly deserted village and then the fields of corn where eunuch slaves still labored unsupervised. They stopped in their tracks and gaped in horror at the sight of the cut ones. Then, without warning, flights of arrows flew from ambush and screams echoed off the cliffs as, to a man, they tumbled senseless from their horses.

They awoke to find themselves naked with hands bound behind them and hobbled at the ankles. Mounted lance bearing warriors surrounded them and they were prodded to rise to their feet and be herded like cattle, shuffling along in their hobbles into the circle of huts where the three Kokai chieftains already sat enthroned and offering their oozing cunts. The winnowing out began, each trooper made to kneel and serve. As always just a very few, five of the fifty at this turning, were proven to be suitable as slave-mates.

It was decided that the unworthy ones should be subjected to an extra ordeal of pain and terror to precede their rape and castration as fitting vengeance for having the temerity to invade the sacred stronghold. There would be a great man hunt held in the lush forest between the escarpment and the sea.

The remaining 45 were cut free of their bonds and told to run for it into the forest. They were told a lie that they could save their balls if they could remain free until sunrise. This was, of course, a vain hope because the Kokai warriors would infallibly hunt them down and they would be brought in to suffer their unmanning. They all fled in abject panic and were given some time to go deep into the lush forest, alive with mosquitos and biting flies, not to mention weeds and bushes that would inflict burning, itching sting if they should brush across them.

And there would be an extra measure of cruelty. The weapon to be employed by each huntress was a bamboo blowpipe shooting barbed darts dipped in a stinging potion. Each huntress carried an ample supply of these in a small quiver along with one special one dipped in the immobilizing potion that would finally bring their quarries down with a groin shot. But, to maximize suffering a quarry would have to take six darts in the behind, three in each cheek before becoming eligible for the finishing groin shot.

While they waited the huntresses smear themselves with the oily sap of a certain tree that would ward off the biting insects. The stinging plants were well known to them and would be easily avoided. The lined up with blowpipes in hand and Kala gave out a whoop to signal the beginning of the hunt. Answering wild whoops were heard as the huntresses sprinted into the forest.

It was to be a wild free for all of a hunt and challenging sport. Any quarry coming within sight and range would get a dart to the ass from any huntress. The challenge was to ensure that every dart pierced a cheek and no more than three pierced any one buttock.

Manka set out with her eyes peeled for game. Deep into the woods she spotted one who leaned against a tree trunk facing her, his ass not presenting a target. He swatted at the mosquitos who swarmed around him and scratched in futility at the bites that covered him.

Concealed by underbrush she crept forward on cat feet into range and then employed an old trick. She found a rock of fist size on the forest floor and threw it far past the tree on which her quarry leaned. The crash of it hitting the ground made him turn, offering his ass as a perfect target. She raised her blowpipe and blew. The dart took him square in the left cheek and he screamed, jumping high in the air while tugging at the dart but finding it immoveable.

He whirled around and she stepped out of cover into his view, leering at him as she loaded another dart into her pipe. His eyes widened in stark terror and he fled headlong, but her unerring dart took him in the right cheek, making him leap high again and howl in his torment. She let him run out of sight and then saw another quarry trotting along past where she stood. He was puffing and panting and scratching as he ran. One dart was buried in his right cheek. Soon Kala came into view in pursuit of him.

He paused for breath, hands on knees, unaware of but his pursuer and Manka lurking with pipe at the ready. Kala spotted Manka. They exchanged gleeful glances and each raised her pipe to her lips. Kala had the best angle so she loosed her dart as he bent over, presenting the best target there could be. He straightened up and jumped as the dart pierced his left cheek, whirling around to face Kala, giving Manka a clear shot at his right buttock. He leaped and howled again, scampering away in abject panic.

Manka and Kala just let him run for it. They joined up and bumped fists, then just stood and listened to the howls and screams of the hunted ones echoing from everywhere in the forest as darts found their marks. Then the split up and went in search of more game.

Manka spotted one skulking along, crouching down, head on a swivel. She saw five darts in his behind, three in the right cheek, two in the left. He crept up to a thicket, clearly seeing it as a hiding place. He sidled into it, only to find it was a bramble patch full of stinging thorns. He dived out of it, rolling on the ground, scratching and clawing at the fiery itch covering his body.

Manka crept closer and when he rolled onto his belly he presented his left cheek as a perfect target. The stinging dart made him jump to his feet and cast his eyes about while Manka loaded the final dart into her pipe, the one reserved for the groin shot. She stepped into the open just ten paces from him and whistled. He spun around to face her and despair resignation showed in his eyes when he saw her taking aim.

Her unerring dart caught him square on the tip of his cock. He screamed and reached down to pull it out. This dart was not barbed so he succeeded in extracting it but too late. The potion took hold and he crumpled to the ground immobile.

Manka carried some rope she used to bind his hands behind him, hobble his legs and slip a noose tight around his balls to lead him by. When he revived she urged to his feet with kicks to the balls and then led him away at a brisk pace, forcing him to hobble behind her as she tugged hard on the leash whenever he slowed.

She reached the village and found that a great bonfire had been lit. Many of her warrior sisters had already brought in their quarries. They were kneeling in a circle facing outward, darts still stuck in their behinds. The warriors had donned their big gnarly cocks and were flaunting them in the faces of their hapless victims, some stepping up close and twisting with their hips to whack their faces from side to side with their cocks. All the while great quantities of strong palm liquor were being swilled.

Manka set her prize on his knees in the circle and went to fetch her cock from the hut. She installed it and returned to taunt and humiliate him as she pressed her cock to his face.

“Soon I will use this to make you as a woman! Then my knife will make you no longer what you think of as a man!”

To reinforce the message she twisted her hips as her other sisters had, whacking him back and forth across the face with the heavy wooden cock.

When every trooper had been brought in it was decided that extra cruelty and humiliation would be added to the process of their unmanning. While the hunt was in progress eunuch slaves had dug holes in the ground some ten paces apart and set waist high sections of tree trunk with crotches at the top into them. A long, arrow straight tree trunk thick as a thigh was rested in the crotches.

In groups of ten the males were led there. Thin leather thongs were tied tight in shoelace bows just below the tips of their cocks. Then they were bent over the long tree trunk and bound to it, asses offered to the cocks of the warrior sisters, who donned the clawed gloves for purchase while ravaging them.

Screams echoed off the tall surrounding trees as claws sunk into tender behinds and the cocks were rammed in. The rutting went on until each victim came not just once, but until every drop of cum was purged. But the tight thongs around their cock tips caused a painful backing up of pressurized cum.

They were left bent over and moaning from the ache of it for a while and then cut loose and turned around. Their erections stood near vertical. A tug on the thong loosed it and relieved the pressure as long white ropes of cum were launched far and high. The warriors whooped and cackled in their glee, dancing and hopping madly, cocks bobbing and jiggling in mockery of all maleness. Then it was down to the knees to suck the bloody and soiled cocks clean.

Finally they were bound by the wrists to the tree trunk in preparation for the severing of their balls. Thongs were wound tight around their sacks and time was taken to let the balls turn lurid purple. Then Kala stepped up to the first in line, holding an arm-long thin skewer with a wooden hilt. She ran the skewer sideways through his balls as he let out a shriek of purest agony.

Manka was privileged to do the severing and she sliced away the balls with a slow, sawing motion, letting him feel the moment that would be stamped in his memory. A third warrior followed, holding a red-hot iron she pressed to the wound to cauterize it, bring another primal scream.

Down the line they went until the skewer was filled with severed balls. It was placed on rocks close to the fire so the balls would roast. The first batch was released and put aside to kneel and the next batch of troopers was led to the rail to be processed. Having witnessed the dreadful fate of their cohorts they whimpered and sniveled and begged for mercy while thrashing about in futile resistance.

Dusk fell in the midst of all and torches and the bonfire gave an amber glow to all. The cruel unmannings went on until every pair of balls was set by the fire to roast. Drinking, whooping and wild dancing continued until the roasting balls were done to a turn. Every huntress had a pair of them to devour and they did it before the eyes of the cowering, sniveling, newly minted eunuchs.

A special humiliation was reserved for captain Blecker. Like his predecessor he was blindfolded and mounted backwards on a horse. His severed balls had been set aside and they were shoved into his mouth and held there by a gag.

With a war party of twenty he was led out onto the plain and to another fort along the frontier by a winding route meant to bewilder him. The horse bore him to the gates of the fort and when his balls were pulled from his mouth all he could speak of was the invincibility of the Kokai and the futility of any efforts to vanquish the wild horse women. Forts along the frontier were abandoned and the Kokai reigned supreme upon the plain.

EPILOGUE

Years of marital bliss followed for Manka and he beloved slave-mate. Then the time came for them to fulfill their marital purpose, the propagation of the Kokai. Manka denied him release for a month so that his ache was as never before and he could know the heavenly delight her vagina could bestow upon his cock before he spilled the first of his abundant seed deep within her. Before she laid herself down to accept him she spoke words of love as he knelt upon the blanket, his erection jutting, pulsing, and dripping.

“Now has come the promised time owned one! Your stiff thing will enter my sacred cavern and you will know the pleasure and fill me with the seed that will start a strong and beautiful girl child within me. Every night we will share this pleasure until it is know that I am with this child. I have longed to feel you inside me for so many moons!”

She laid herself down before him and parted her legs, then reached up to pull him down upon her. His member slipped into her almost by accident and he gasped as it indeed entered heaven. He gasped and lay stock still. She whispered in his ear.

“What’s wrong sweet thing? Don’t you like it?”

“I love it! It feels too good. I am afraid I will squirt too soon before you have your own pleasure.”

“Don’t worry owned one. A long night lies before us. You are young and strong and I know you will please me. Just squirt and enjoy it. You have earned this pleasure!”

Reassured, he thrusted with his hips, feeling the walls of delight along his length. Just a dozen thrusts sufficed for him to erupt in a creamy gusher. He shuddered and sobbed in his release, feeling his balls contract with every spurt. When he finally relaxed in his completion she wrapped arms and legs around him and kissed him deeply, then spoke in a husky whisper into his ear.

“Now you must clean up the mess you made down there owned one and I must make you stiff again for my pleasure!”

She wrestled him into the 69 position with her on top, pressing her cum filled cunt over his mouth while enveloping his limp organ in her silken mouth. Dutifully, he opened wide and she squeezed out his abundant cream, filling his mouth. He gulped it down, then found himself lost in the rapture of her sucking as his young and virile body revived in its desire.

When stiffened to her satisfaction she rolled him over and promptly impaled herself, speaking with lewd affection as she rose and fell along his length.

“Now I ride you like my pony owned one! I know your thing will be stiff inside me until I finish!”

She began an edging tease, taking him to the brink over and over, massaging with her inner musculature but denying him while enjoying her own orgasms. The ache grew in his balls to unbearable heights and when she had him moaning and pleading she finally showed him mercy, rolling and grinding her hips while clenching tight along his shaft until he gasped and bucked beneath her, pumping his plenty deep within.

Then it was back to the 69 for cleanup and re-hardening and she assumed the position of bitch in heat to wring the last of his strength out of him. He rutted in a frenzy as she wailed in her animal delight. He finished with a final flurry of thrusts and collapsed upon her, bearing her down onto her belly. He lay gasping for breath while she sighed in her blissful contentment.

So it went night after night until there was no doubt a child was started. Their lives would now be devoted to her nurturing. They departed to another village where families dwelt and new warrior sisters were reared and indoctrinated into the ways of the Kokai.
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