
        
            
                
            
        

    
SLAVE OF THE MASKED MISTRESSES

PART ONE

Jason was drowning his sorrows with raw whiskey in a bar he stumbled across after making a surprise visit to his pretty blond fiancé Maggie’s apartment in a high rise building downtown and catching her with another man. And it wasn’t just any other man, but his worst enemy and tormenter at work. Max was his direct superior and a bully. He complained about him constantly to Maggie, who appeared to sympathize.

He caught them en flagrante-delicto with Max sodomizing Maggie, who knelt on the couch with him standing behind her, giving it to her hard and deep while she gave out wails of enjoyment. He had slipped inside silently using the key she had given him and they were so engrossed in their rutting they didn’t notice him standing behind the hall tree watching.

Their lust reached crescendo and they came together, Max grunting in pleasure with each spurt he ejected into Maggie’s rectum and she giving out a shriek of ecstasy. They collapsed, slumping side by side on the couch and then Jason heard the words from Maggie that tore his heart in two.

“Max, I’ve heard my wimp of a fiancé whining about how mean you are to him and I pretended to sympathize but all the while I was wanting to meet you because you sounded like a real man. When we met at the company party I knew I had to have you. I’ll never forget the first time that big, beautiful dick of yours slid into me. I knew I was done with Jason then and there and it was only a matter of time. I just can’t respect a man who only wants to eat my pussy. You told me you would never do that and I respect you so much for that.”

Jason choked back a sob and they heard him and turned to see him standing there with tears flowing. Max just laughed. Maggie took off her ring and threw it at him and then gave voice to her scorn and contempt.

“I was going to dump you soon enough wimp! This is the best way it could happen! Now I won’t have to listen to your whining anymore!”

He didn’t bother to pick up the ring, just fled from the apartment and out onto the street. Then he just walked, eventually turning down a narrow side street, more like an alley that was lined with small bars and restaurants. He came abreast of a bar that was uncrowded and looked like a place where a man in need of a stiff drink or two could find peace and solitude. It was deep, long and narrow, bar on one side, tables along the wall on the other.

He made his way to the back where the bar formed a corner and took a stool. It was dimly lit inside and soft background music played. The barmaid was a young black woman with cornrowed hair. She approached him and he was taken back a bit by the sort of predatory and knowing gleam in her eyes. He ordered a triple scotch neat.

He put it down at a gulp and asked for another, taking his time downing that one as the first one took hold. He sat with eyes downcast in his feelings of sadness and betrayal. Then, from the corner of his eye he saw someone sidle up and take a seat at the stool next to him.

He looked up and saw a young woman, blond and blue-eyed sitting there. She seemed too young to even be in a bar and wore what looked like a blue school uniform with a short plaid skirt. She reached out a hand and laid it gently on his shoulder.

“What’s wrong sailor? The world got you down?” she said jokingly.

He brushed her hand away, not feeling kindly disposed toward women just then.

“What are you even doing here? You don’t look old enough.”

“Shhhsh! Not so loud! Don’t tell anyone!”

And, undeterred by his rejection she next put her hand to his groin and he hardened in spite of himself.

“Come on “sailor”, spill it. I can tell you’re hurting! And what’s your name? Mine’s Tess.”

He told her. The whisky had hit him hard enough by then that he gave in and the story poured out of him, every word and lurid detail of what had happened. She sidled up even closer and ran her fingertips along the length of him and he felt himself weaken as she whispered sultry in his ear.

“I have just the thing to take away the pain. Come out the back door with me! I know a place!”

They exited the back door. It was summer and the alley was hot, still and humid. She led him to a corner between a dumpster and the wall of the building and wasted no time going to her knees, opening his pants and pulling them down. His cock was in her mouth before he knew it. She sucked him to the very brink in just a minute, but then stopped, stood, turned and faced the wall, hiking up her short skirt and showing her naked behind. She urged him to the act that would prove to be his undoing.

“Come on Jason! Give it to me! I want it up the ass! Pretend I’m your little bitch of a fiancé!”

His sadness gave way to lustful rage as she seemed to morph into Maggie before his eyes and he aligned his organ with her orifice and thrust hard with his hips bent on inflicting pain and humiliation. Her hind hole yielded with surprising ease and he plunged in deep and went to rutting hard. Just a score of thrusts sufficed for him to feel his ejaculation building and he grunted in satisfaction at the first spurt. But, in the midst of his pleasure she cried out words that horrified him with their perfidy.

“Rape! Rape! Please help me! He’s an animal!”

He expended himself into her rectum and his member went limp and pulled free from her. Just then he heard thudding footsteps on the cobblestones of the alley and he turned to see two tall and muscular women approaching at a run, one black the other white. They wore what looked like summer police uniforms, light blue short sleeved shirts tucked into navy shorts, heavy jackboots on their feet and to his surprise and confusion, black leather masks covering the tops of their faces and hiding their hair. They held nightsticks and descended upon him with violence, giving him whacks to the knees and balls that put him on the ground moaning in pain.

They rolled him onto his belly and cuffed his hands behind him then dragged him to his feet to face Tess, who stood with a smirk on her face and then pulled off the blond wig to show her short black hair, peeled away the makeup mask and popped the blue contacts from her green eyes, revealing herself to be a woman of thirtysomething. She spoke to the “cops.”

“Well officers, I think we have more than enough evidence to put him away for a very long time. His cum is up my “teenage” ass and there is, of course, the video of the crime. All anyone will see is the most important part, the last few seconds!”

She took a phone from her pocket and touched the screen and smirked again as he heard her words of mock distress:

“Rape! Rape! Please help me! He’s an animal!”

All three women broke out in cruel cackling laughter. The “cops” hustled him down the alley to where a windowless, unmarked black van stood waiting. The side door slid open and they shoved him inside. The van drove off, starting, stopping, turning often on the city streets but the ride to where ever he was being taken was short.

The van stopped briefly and he heard the sound of a garage door opening. Then it drove forward a bit and he heard the sound of it closing. The side door of the van opened and his captors dragged him out and hustled him toward a door in the concrete wall of the underground garage. It opened onto a corridor and the dragged him along it to a door at its end.

It opened into a starkly furnished office and at a desk straight ahead sat another masked woman, rather heavy set with an aura of menace and cruelty about her. He was forced to his knees.

The black officer said, “This one was caught in the act of anally raping a teenage girl, sergeant.” 

Jason loudly protested his innocence: “No! You tricked me! It was a setup! She was a grown woman in disguise!”

The sergeant’s steel blue eyes were visible through the mask and they pierced him to the quick as she grimaced in contempt.

“A likely story you pig! All you pervs have some lame excuse. If you know what’s good for you, you will confess your guilt and accept the consequences of your behavior. Otherwise keep your filthy, pervert mouth shut! Officers! Take him to a holding cell for the night and I’ll notify the judge and prosecutor so his trial can be held tomorrow. And don’t be bashful about making him use that mouth of his more appropriately! I’ll join you later after I get the paperwork done.”

There was another door to the right of the desk and he was dragged to his feet and hustled through it into a corridor with jail cells along each side. The doors were solid steel with small, barred windows near the top. They opened a cell and threw him in, then followed him inside. Then they drew folding knives from their pockets and cut and tore at his clothes, stripping him naked.

There was a steel framed cot with a thin mattress in the cell and they forced him onto it face up. He lay there, frozen in fear of their nightsticks and knives, watching as they each slipped out of the baggy shorts they wore with no panties underneath and tied their shirttails off around their hips. He looked to their loins and saw their pussies. The white cop’s bush was true blond and the black one’s dense, dark and nappy. The feral perfume of aroused cunt filled the tiny cell.

The white cop took a phone from her shirt pocket and tapped the screen. A recording of his conversation with Tess in the bar played in which he recounted his humiliation by Maggie and her emasculating words. The black cop looked down at him and he could see the lustful gleam in her eyes as she spoke.

“Well perv, it seems you might have one redeeming quality. You would think your fiancé would appreciate how you like to eat pussy. Her loss our gain. Now let’s see what you can do with that tongue of yours!”

With that she hopped onto the cot and plopped her oozing cunt onto his face. He partner jumped aboard too, pinning his legs down. He felt her grab him by the balls and then the cold steel of a knife blade on his sack. The black cop snarled a warning.

“Get busy with your tongue now and make me happy! My partner here will see to it that your balls pay the price if you don’t!”

Despite his terror Jason was dizzied and aroused by the scent of her and the tickle of her pubes on his face. He stiffened to full erection and plied his tongue upon her lady parts in mingled fear and passion. She gasped in surprised enjoyment and rolled her hips, smearing her abundant poon all over his face as he ran his cupped tongue along her crevice, scooping and swallowing.

She stopped with her cavern on his lips and he slid his tongue into the salty recess as far as he could go and swirled it around, making her bounce up and down, giving out panting breaths as he tongue-fucked her.

His fear subsided as he lost himself in his worship of her. She shifted forward and he found his tongue in her anus and his upper face buried in her lush, oozing tissues. He had offered Maggie rimming but she had refused in disgust. But as he wriggled his tongue in the coal black orifice that was pressed down upon him he was heartened by her moans of delight and probed in as far as he could go, slithering the supple organ in and out of her.

His tongue tired, but by then she was ready to take orgasm and shifted so her clit was on his lips. He knew to lick and suck her berry and in a scant minute she shuddered and gave out an earthy grunt of purest pleasure and gushed his mouth full. He swallowed with thirst and lay pinned beneath her as her body slacked in her satisfaction. When she firmed she stood and looked down at him with a smug grin.

“This boy knows how to eat a pussy when it’s served to him,” she said to her partner. “If he does you as good as he did me I think we can recommend leniency to the judge tomorrow morning. Hop on and let me know what you think!”

They switched places, the blond shifting forward and the black cop taking her place straddling his thighs. He saw the golden snatch descending to cover his face and raised his head to meet it, working his tongue upon her as she settled down onto his face. Again, his tongue went everywhere for her, top to bottom and after enjoying her climax she concurred with her partner.

“I will testify on his behalf during the presentence investigation but we are low on the totem pole. Let’s see what the sergeant thinks after he does her.”

Minutes later the sergeant entered the cell and cold fear gripped his heart again when he saw she was much larger than she had appeared sitting behind her desk, half a head taller than the two tall cops with hips near as wide as the cell door. She was already naked below the waist with her shirttails tied around her hips. Her dense and luxuriant black bush cover her belly nearly to her navel.

She took hold of the cot and yanked it away from the wall a bit, then stepped over it so his head was between her knees. He looked up and saw the big hairy cunt descending. Redolent in her lust he inhaled and caught her scent. She used her fingers to part the lips of her long ragged crevice and settled down over him, engulfing his face in its sucking wetness as her smothering bulk came down full force. He heard the cot creaking and straining under her mass.

All light and air were cut off. In panic he began to serve her, thinking his only hope was to satisfy her before he was smothered unconscious. His licking gave her enjoyment and she began to roll and gyrate her hips giving him chances to gasp for fleeting breaths. This gave him hope and allayed fear and he gave himself over to adoring subservience, heartened by her sighs of growing pleasure. After swirling his tongue in her cavernous depths and being rewarded by deep moans of delight from her he shifted his attention of his own accord to her anus, hoping this act of abasement would please her. She was unwashed and he first licked her clean, dislodging the flakes and smears of her waste from the crevices of her vortex, before plunging his tongue deep into the rather loose orifice, cleansing her to her depths.

Through it all he heard sounds from her of mounting enjoyment and lust and soon she shifted so her big clit was upon his lips. He took it between them, licking and sucking and this set her off, her big body lurching and writhing in the throes of orgasm so he feared his neck might break.

With a great breathy moan, she relaxed in her satisfaction and her bulk settled down on him with greater force than ever. Heedless of his plight she savored at her leisure as her lush wet tissues smothered him. All was airless blackness and his breath began to give out. He thrashed and writhed, legs kicking wildly until ultimate darkness fell and he knew no more.

Then a piercing scent fill his nostrils and he awoke to find smelling salts under his nose. All three women let out peals of laughter and the sergeant registered her approval.

“Good job perv! I’ll put in a good word for you with the judge. I bet you thought that big pussy coming down on you was going to be the last thing your living eyes would behold. And this won’t be the last time you have that question in your mind!”

They uncuffed his hands and left the cell, turning off the lights. He lay in the dark, face caked with their amber poon, inhaling their scent with each breath. There was fear of what the morrow might bring but, despite all his balls began to ache more and more with each inhalation of that scent and he knew if one of his captors returned to be pleasured again he would serve her with adoring passion.

He knew deep down he had always harbored a secret longing to be dominated and degraded by just such women as now held him captive. He had performed the cunnilingus for Maggie in hope of bringing out dominant tendencies from her but she seemingly was not of that orientation and his efforts just earned her scorn and made her seek out a “real man.”

But he knew that in the morning he faced trial for anal rape of a minor, even though the charges were false and trumped up, the evidence manufactured. He knew not what sentence awaited him but sensed it would be harsh and cruel. He hoped the words of his jailers would carry some weight and mitigate whatever rigor he might be subjected to. Resigned and exhausted he fell into a deep but troubled sleep, filled with nightmares of cruel punishment.

A loud banging on the door woke him and the two arresting officers came into the cell, again naked below the waist, each carrying a stainless steel bowl. They set the bowls on the floor and he saw one held water and the other some kind of whitish mush, obviously his breakfast. It was clear if he were to eat he would have to do it like a dog. Too hungry and thirsty to care he went to hands and knees on the floor and lapped up the bland mush, then washed it down with gulps of water.

As he bent over they cuffed his hands behind him and put leg irons on him, then half lifted him onto the cot face up. He felt somethings being attached to his organs and heard a clipping sound. He saw the black cop holding what looked like a leash and, sure enough, she gave it a tug and he felt a pulling on his junk that made him stand.

Looking down he saw they had put a leather device on his balls that stretched them out sideways so his scrotum was tight and shiny and even as he watched his balls turned a deep shade of purple and began to ache. And there was a bright metal cage around his cock to which the leash was clipped. Despite his fearful predicament he felt himself harden and then felt the stab of the sharp spikes inside the cage.

“Let’s get you cleaned up and presentable before you go in front of the judge,” said the blond-pussied cop.

The black cop headed out the door, giving a hard yank by way of telling him to follow. They took him to a shower room and washed him head to foot, shaved him and let him relieve himself, then led him away through the corridors of the building until they came to a wide double door which opened into the courtroom. There was no one in the room except for the big sergeant who sat in the bailiff’s box on the left and the court stenographer next to her, also masked. The judges bench was straight ahead with the usual two tables for prosecution and defense before it. The jury box was to the right. They led him to just in front of the judge’s bench and made him kneel, then stood each side of him.

A side door opened and two masked women entered the courtroom, one tall and slender the other shorter and more buxom. The masks hid their head hair. Both wore short suit jackets but were naked below the waist except for black stockings, garters and black spike heeled pumps. Only by the hair of their pussies could he tell that the tall one was a brunette and the other red-haired. One sat down at the table the right, the other on the left, obviously prosecution and defense attorneys. He felt hope at the thought that a lawyer might be provided for him.

Several other women masked and naked below the waist entered through the main door to watch the proceedings.

Then the jury filed in from a doorway behind the box. It was made up of twelve masked women of various ages, races and physiques, wearing suit jackets or blouses but also with hairy cunts exposed and nothing below the waste but stockings garters and heels. They took their seats. He glanced over there timorously to be greeted by eyes cold in condemnation with strong hints of lustful cruelty in their expressions.

Finally, the masked judge entered and the sergeant barked out: “All rise!”

Jason tried to stand but the cops put hands to his shoulders and held him down. The tall, full figured judge wore a black judicial robe but it was only waist length and gathered at her hips. Her salt and pepper bush grew dense at her loins. She too wore stockings, garters and heels. She took a seat and rapped her gavel.

“The court is called to order! Please be seated. Madame prosecutor present your case!”

He heard a chair scrape on the floor and then the footsteps of the prosecutor as she approached the bench and stood directly in front of him. It was the tall brunette.

“Here your honor, we have the perpetrator of the brutal anal rape of a teenager. He was caught just as he pulled his vile organ from inside her by the two officers who guard him now.”

“Very well Madame prosecutor, call your first witness.”

“I call the victim, ms. Tess to the stand.”

Jason again heard footsteps behind him and then saw Tess mount the witness stand. But, to his shock and confusion she was again in the guise of a teenaged schoolgirl, unmasked and wearing the uniform.

Madame prosecutor asked her first question: “Now Tess, will you please give your account of the loathsome crime that was perpetrated upon you?”

“Well, I know I wasn’t supposed to be in the bar. That’s my fault. Anyway, he sidled up to me and charmed and flattered me and asked me if I wanted to go out in the alley and make out. That seemed harmless and he appeared to be so kind and sensitive I never dreamed he would force himself upon me and hurt me like that. First he made me suck his cock and then he bent me over and rammed it into my anus! It hurt so much and I almost threw up when I felt him ejaculating inside of me!”

“Thank you my dear,” the prosecutor said. “I’m so sorry you had endure such violation. Now, your honor, I would like to present exhibit “A” in evidence!

There was a wide screen TV on the left hand wall. The prosecutor picked up a remote that lay on the table and pressed a button. The video of just the last few seconds of the “rape” played. There he was with his pants down around his ankles, rutting hard, grunting in his pleasure while his “victim” cried out in mock distress. The prosecutor pointed a condemning finger at him as she spoke to the jury.

“Ladies of the jury, what further evidence do we need of the guilt of this lecherous swine?”

Jason’s mind reeled and he felt his blood boiling at the lies and distortions. He couldn’t hold his tongue.

“Lies! All of it! And she’s not a teenaged schoolgirl, she’s a grown woman wearing a costume! I saw her take her wig and makeup off!”

The black cop swung her nightstick downward and caught him across his stretched out balls as he heard the judge rapped her gavel and call out: “The prisoner will be silent!”

The blow put him on the floor moaning in pain. The cops grabbed him under the arms and pulled him back to his knees. The prosecutor thanked Tess for her testimony and she left the stand and walked back to the gallery to take a seat. The prosecutor rested her case and the judge turned her attention to the redhead who was his defense attorney.

“Counsel for the defense you may now present your case!”

He heard her chair being pushed back from the table as she stood to address the judge. His glimmering of hope was dashed by the words that followed.

“Your honor, how can anyone say anything in defense of such a lustful and perverted pig?”

Cold sweat broke out on him despite the boiling of his blood and then the words of the judge brought starkest terror.

“Very well then. As we all know this offense carries a maximum penalty of testicular skewering followed by castration. The jury will now deliberate!”

He turned to face the jury and saw the women whispering and murmuring to each other briefly, then all their eyes turned to him, alight with leers of lustful cruelty and they called out as if with one voice:

“GUILTY!”

He turned back to the judge who glowered down at him with righteous loathing.

“What does the prisoner have to say for himself?”

Rage welled up in him, overshadowing his fear.

“This is not a real court! You are all just a bunch of lying bitches! You set me up!”

A blow from a nightstick from each cop fell upon each of his stretched out balls and he went to the floor, curled up fetal and moaning. They let him lie there sniveling and sobbing for a few minutes then hoisted him back to his knees. The judge continued:

“All here have been made aware of the maximum penalty for this offense but this court is not lacking in mercy, even for such a one as this! Does anyone here have anything to say that might mitigate this richly deserved sentence?”

The sergeant stood and raised her hand and the judge waved her hand, inviting her to speak.

“Contrary to what one might expect, the prisoner did perform the cunnilingus well, showing the proper attitude, and even willingly went down to lick my anus. He also served the two arresting officers similarly and I’m sure they will concur that there is potential for reform and rehabilitation!”

He glanced up timorously at the two cops and saw them nod in assent. The judge nodded judiciously and the addressed the court.

“While we do not doubt the veracity of our fine law enforcement officers I find there is need of full verification of the prisoners potential for such reformation. Therefore, he will be given the opportunity to redeem himself by serving the pleasure of all here in attendance. Officers! Please make the arrangements!

There was a large, thronelike black leather chair standing along the wall on the left. The two cops went to fetch it and set it up in front of the judge’s bench. Next to where the chair had been a small table with three glass jars on it, one jar holding white marbles, the other black. The third was empty. They carried the table over to stand beside the chair. The judge explained how matters were to proceed.

“Prisoner, when you have finished serving a mistress she will place either a white or black ball in the empty jar. A white ball means you have served her to her satisfaction, a black one means, of course, that you have failed to satisfy her properly and should suffer the ultimate penalty. Let us begin!”

Then they took hold of Jason and pulled him forward to kneel in front of the chair. The jurors rose and exited the jury box, forming a line. The first juror in line, a short and shapely woman with sallow skin, stepped forward and settled herself into the chair with legs raised and parted, ankles resting on the arms.

Jason felt a shove from behind and he had no doubt of what was expected of him. He knee-walked forward and pressed his face between the juror’s thighs. Her yellowish skin and the soft fuzziness of her raven bush made it known she was of Asian extraction. He caught a whiff of her perfume and when he reached out with his tongue to caress her oozing crevice his abject surrender was born of more than his mere terror of losing his balls.

She rolled her hips in enjoyment as he ran his cupped tongue up and down her slit, scooping and swallowing her poon. A raising of her legs and a downward push of her hand upon his head gave him to know her expectation and he went down low to give worship to her anus. She was in some need of cleaning and he dutifully swabbed the flakes and granules from the creases in her orifice and when he had her spotless he turned his attention to pleasuring with his supple a willing organ.

He tongued her hole until her lust rose to crescendo and she urged him upward to lick and suck her clit. Orgasm soon hit hard and those silken thighs clenched his head between them as she writhed in the throes of ecstasy, gushed his mouth full, then went limp and lay in afterglow. But, to his dismay, she chose a black ball and dropped it into the jar.

He looked to the line of women who waited and saw their leering eyes riveted upon him. Most had their hands between their thighs fondling themselves in anticipation. The next juror, a matronly and full figured woman with a dense gray bush took her seat and presented her cunt to be served. His growing terror added fervor to his service of her and her orgasm was brutish and he accepted her gush with thirst but yet she also chose a black ball.

Next in line was a muscular black woman in whom he induced a multiple climax. She wrapped her legs boa-like around his neck and convulsed repeatedly, giving out primal wails, gushing heavily. He gulped down her elixir and his heart sank as she too drooped a black ball in the jar.

On it went. Pussy after pussy was presented to him and all achieved seemingly cataclysmic orgasm and he did gain a few white balls but they were well outnumbered by the black. As the ordeal continued his rising panic must have added extra zest to his servicing because the white balls began to overtake the black. And as it went on he served them all with more than mere terror, a deep and sincere desire to give pleasure growing within him as he ingested their cum and poon. Once he had finished with the jurors and the attorneys the black and white balls were nearly equal.

The sergeant and the two cops took their turns next, then the court stenographer. The numbers of white and black balls were too close to count but it appeared the black ones were still the majority. The judge then invited the women in the gallery to come forward and get in line to be pleasured. When all had been serviced just two black balls and just one white one remained in the jars. It was clear the fate of his balls hung close in the balance.

Then Tess slipped into the small space between him and the chair, still disguised as an innocent schoolgirl. But she shed her skirt and wig and makeup and morphed into a leering and lustful grown woman and plopped down in the chair presenting her raven haired cunt. After coming hard, she stood before the jars, seemingly undecided, first reaching in for as if to choose a white one, then picking a black one instead as she looked at him with a mocking expression and made a scissor-like motion with her fingers.

The air in the room was now close and humid and the tension palpable. The feral musk of womanly lust hung in the air. He knew the judge was to be the final arbiter of his fate. She would not deign to come down from her bench to the chair, but instead, beckoned for him to grovel up onto the dais to serve her.

He crawled up and around the bench, turning the corner to find the judge eased back in her big leather swivel chair with legs parted wide and ankles resting on the arms. Her long ragged crevice was framed by her dense salt and pepper bush and it glistened with the ooze of her lust. In abject terror he buried his face deep in her cunt and served her from top to bottom under her instruction until she arched her back and clamped her comely thighs upon his head as orgasm took her. It seemed her privilege of being the one to decide his fate and his desperation to save his balls produced a climax that eclipsed those of all the other women.

She relaxed in afterglow for a long time with legs draped over his shoulders, then pushed him back and away with her sharp heels so he rolled off the dais and onto the floor. She asked for the jars to be placed on the bench before her and he watched, sweating, heart pounding, as she looked from jar to jar, first reaching into one and then the other before finally choosing the white ball.

He fainted dead away in relief and woke to the harsh scent of smelling salts. He rose back to his knees and gales of laughter filled the room. Then it came to him that it had all been a charade meant to give his tormentresses the special pleasure of making him eat their pussies out of terror at the prospect of cruel castration. The judge called the room to order and spoke to him from her lofty perch.

“Your testicles will be spared for the time being but now you must understand that you are now our captive and our slave. It will be you lot in life henceforth to serve the pleasure of the members of the League of Masked Mistresses, day in and day out. Many or most of us are women in the higher levels of business and politics who believe in the Goddess given superiority of women and hold it to be self-evident that the male of the species is only fit for subjugation and enslavement. We must, of course, conceal our identities.”

She went on.

“As our slave you will be put under house arrest with an ankle bracelet that will keep us informed of your whereabouts. Any attempt to escape will be both futile and foolish, and I need not tell you how it will be punished.”

“You will quit your job and be put on the payroll of a company or government agency. Every morning, seven days a week, at eight o’clock sharp you will report here for a twelve hour shift during which you will give pleasure to members of our league. In those hours of the day when you are not thus occupied you may see to your personal needs, shop for groceries, what have you, within the boundaries we will set for you. But you will be closely tracked and our fine enforcement officers will be ready should you deviate from any of those boundaries without permission.”

“But first you will be confined here for a month of rigorous training under the tutelage of our much respected sergeant and the other officers. You will become acquainted with the depths of submission and degradation to which you will be subjected in order to fully satisfy the mistresses. The whip and other implements of pain will not be spared to reinforce the lessons. What you have experienced here today barely scratches the surface. Sergeant! Take the prisoner into custody and begin his training forthwith!”

With that she rapped the gavel and left the courtroom. The jurors and attorneys filed out of the door behind her, each giving him a leer of anticipatory lust, knowing sooner or later she would have him alone with her and at her mercy. The sergeant led the way at a brisk walk as the black cop tugged him along by the leash. Hobbled by the leg irons he struggled to keep up and the tugging made the spikes in the cage scrape along his cock. The white cop followed, giving him kicks in the ass and sometimes up between the legs striking his balls when he lagged behind. All the poon and woman cum he had swallowed sloshed in his stomach and he swore he could feel their effect on him, a strange and growing desire to submit to and pleasure these cruel and lustful women.

They came to a door along a corridor somewhere in the building. The sergeant opened it and the black cop dragged him inside while the white one put a foot on his ass and shoved him so he tumbled to the floor. He rose to his knees and looked around to see what was a fully equipped torture chamber. He could identify some of the furnishings and implements arrayed around the room but others were a mystery, though he sensed each would mean one kind or another of torment and degradation. He heard the sergeant’s iron voice.

“Here we are in the chamber where you will spend sixteen hours a day for the next 30 days. As you can see the chamber is well appointed with every device and furnishing suitable for your breaking and training. Because it is your first day we should start with one of the most fundamental and important things, the lengthening and strengthening of your tongue. I am in the mood for a good long rimming and I’m sure my fellow officers are as well. Let’s go over to the horse and get down to it!”

Across the room was a furnishing that consisted of a large black leather cushion on wooden legs with knee rests along the sides. He was made to knee-walk over to it and kneel at its end. The sergeant settled herself onto it belly down and her vast behind was presented to him, her mountainous creamy white cheeks with the deep cleft between them at the bottom of which was her broad brownish vortex, already puckering in anticipation of his tongue. Below that was the dense tuft of her pubes, riven by the long ragged gash of her cunt. He hesitated for a moment to take in the sight of it and felt his cock harden within the cage, the inner spikes biting in. He stuck out his tongue and leaned forward, feeling a strange longing for the taste of her.

He felt a hand behind his head forcing his face between those mounts, pressing his lips against her anus and he knew well enough to stick out his tongue and get licking. Her hole was rather loose and his tongue could go in deep. He knew his duty was to please her and he swirled and wriggled his tongue inside until it tired and his efforts flagged. Then he heard a whooshing sound and felt a searing line across his ass followed by another and another.

“The officers are standing by with canes,” he heard the sergeant say. “When your tongue fails to please me, the canes will be applied with vigor!”

Two more strokes spurred him to renewed effort and he heard her moaning softly in her enjoyment until his tongue tired again. At her signal, the cane strokes fell again. With a supreme effort he managed to please her for another few minutes, desperately fighting the fatigue, though it became harder and harder to even move his tongue.

Then he felt and tasted something that made him reel backward in horrified revulsion and he looked to her anus and saw it bulging and distended obscenely with the brown thing just beginning to emerge from her. The canes struck again, over and over until the sergeant called a halt and made it all crystal clear.

“Oh yes slave, I guess we forgot to tell you! Your mouth is to serve as a toilet for the mistresses. This will impress upon you the lowliness of your station in your new life. I had planned to get to this later on but a good rimming will often cause Mother Nature to call. Now, you will circle your lips around my hole and start swallowing as it comes out of me or we can notify the judge to schedule your castration!”

He obeyed in haste, his terror overcoming his revulsion, and encircled her orifice with his lips. He heard her give out a soft grunt and the big turd filled his mouth and pressed against his gullet. She grunted again and the pressure grew. He resigned himself to the degradation and began to swallow the foul mass as it came from her inch by inch. But then a strange feeling came over him, a sense of pleasure at pleasing this mistress by way of this profoundest act of submission. He heard her soft moans of enjoyment and satisfaction and felt a growing hunger for what she passed.

It seemed to take so long, but, at last her felt the trailing tip of the turd pass his lips and he swallowed the final inches. He sensed his next duty and began to use his tongue to clean her.

“Good job slave!” he heard her say. “And I can tell you know that your tongue must be my toilet paper. Now clean me and get back to the rimming! You have a long way to go!”

He licked and sucked and probed deep with his tongue until every trace was gone and then continued with her pleasuring, taking more cane strokes when his tongue tired. Her moans of enjoyment and the rolling of her hips made him feel strangely happy and he strove to please her out more than simple fear of the canes. At the last she rolled her hips in longer undulations, rubbing her big oozing cunt over his face and pressing her clit to his lips in silent command to satisfy her. He pressed his face deep into the lush wet and took her grape between his lips to lick and suck. Her big body lurched and quivered and then her gush filled his mouth as she let out a tigress snarl in the midst of her pleasure.

Then she dismounted from the horse and the black cop took her place, presenting her coal black orifice and nappy cunt to be serviced. He sighed in resignation as he went to licking and took some cane strokes to urge him on.

“Yes slave, you will rim us all to satisfaction.” He heard the sergeant say.” Your training must be strict and rigorous if you are to be ready to be put to the service of the mistresses on schedule. No allowances can be made. The lengthening and strengthening of your tongue is of highest priority and prolonged practice at rimming is a critical element.”

By the time he had rimmed all three of them to satisfaction his tongue was numb and limp and hung from his open mouth. His ass burned from the caning. They took him to a door in the wall of the chamber which proved to be a cell with a thin foam mattress on the floor and a module recessed in the wall with a shower head, integral toilet and lavatory. Kicks from their jackboots urged him to enter and he collapsed onto the mattress. The sergeant informed him of what to expect in the morning.

“Training begins promptly a seven o’clock. An alarm will wake you at six and you will bath and shave and prepare yourself, then kneel before the door. You will be fed your breakfast ration. Prepare yourself for a very long day.”

He lay upon the mattress, exhausted, withered and degraded beyond anything he had ever thought possible. But at the same time, he found himself inexplicably looking forward to the morning when he knew he would again be subject to the lustful whims of his cruel tormentresses. His face was till caked with poon and every breath brought the feral and erotic scent of pussy. He was still fully erect when he drifted into a sleep filled with dreams of cunt after cunt being presented to him to serve and pleasure, which he did with hunger.

He awoke to find himself lying on his side, gripping his organ and stroking it, just a few strokes shy of coming. He tried to will himself to stop but the urge was too strong and he erupted, sullying blanket and mattress with a copious load. He knew there could be no doubt that masturbation would be severely punished.

Just then there was the loud clanging of a bell that signaled time to rise and prepare himself. He hid the evidence by covering it under the blanket and went to relieve himself and shower and shave. As ordered, he knelt in front of the door, quailing in the fear of his offense being discovered despite his lame and obvious effort to conceal it.

There was a slot at the bottom of the door. He heard the sound of booted feet approaching and then a tray was slid under the door. On it were two bowls, one filled with water, the other with what looked like dry dog food. This indeed it proved to be but so famished was he that he put his face in the bowl and munched it down, washing it down with the water.

Then the door opened and the sergeant and the two cops were standing there glowering at him. The black cop picked up the tray and sergeant stepped past him into the cell and kicked aside the blanket, revealing the incriminating stains. She shook her head in contemptuous disgust.

“So predictable! Even in your sorry state all you can think about is your filthy cock and coming! First you will be given a stern lesson. Then we will take measures to ensure that this foolishness will not be repeated. I hope you enjoyed coming because you will not being doing that again for a good long time!”

Her kick to his behind propelled him out into the chamber and the made him grovel to the center. They stood looking down at him as he cowered, wondering what cruel punishment awaited.

“In order to help with communication slave, I will now make introductions,” the sergeant said.

She waved her hand toward the black cop introducing her as “Officer Bea” and the blonde one as “Officer Dee.”

“And you will address me as Madame Sergeant. Officer Dee, fetch the genital pillory!”

Officer Dee went to the wall where several devices were hung and brought back a contraption consisting of an iron rod about three feet long with a t shaped base that had wing bolts running through it and manacles at the ends. At the top was another bar at right angles with more manacles at each end and a vise-like device in the center. She used the wing bolts to screw the pillory into threaded sockets in the floor. Then they hoisted him up by the armpits, clamped his wrists and ankles into the manacles and pulled his organs through the jaws of the vise, then tightened it. He stood helpless and immobile with his organs sticking out from the jaws of the vise, hopelessly vulnerable to any torment they might choose to inflict upon them. The sergeant looked down at his junk with a cruel gleam in her eyes and a contemptuous smirk on her face.

“Now slave Jason, I’m sure you will agree that every punishment should fit the crime. That being the case retribution will be inflicted on the offending organs. During your punishment I urge you to contemplate whether or not your fleeting pleasure was worth it!”

The officers went to a place along the wall where the whips and canes were hung and brought back one of each for each mistress. The whips were two-meter long snake whips. The three of them stood side by side with whips in hand, a whip plus an arm length away from him, the sergeant in the middle with officer Bea to her left and Dee to her right.

Madame Sergeant’s eyes focused on his helpless organs, raised her whip to shoulder height and swung it, flicking her wrist at just the right moment to make the tip snap on his glans. A second later the officers followed suit, the lashes striking unerringly on each of his balls. He howled in his torment as those lashes were just the beginning of a flurry, the whips whirling and the lashes falling uninterrupted upon his organs.

His screams echoed in the chamber as the flogging went on without mercy. He glimpsed his tormentresses as they stood wielding the cruel leather, their eyes aglow in sadistic delight. He broke down into pathetic, despairing sobs and yet they continued. When satisfied that he had suffered enough in this way Madame Sergeant called a halt. He stood whimpering and wondering what next.

It was to be the canes. Madame Sergeant stood in front of him while the officers took positions to the sides. Madame raised her cane and brought it down in a cruel stroke to his tip while the officers each laid a stroke to the testicle presented to them. He screamed himself hoarse and broke down into blubbering and sniveling but no mercy was granted until Madame was again satisfied with his suffering. She pushed his head downward so he could see his organs, now black and blue and reddened. millimeter.

He wondered what torture could possibly be worse and was soon to find out. Officer Bea wheeled a small stand in front of him. On it was a box with dials and a flashing light. It was connected to an outlet in the wall by a long black cord. Three wires insulated with black rubber and with fine needles at their tips were connected to the box. Dread filled his heart as he realized what was to follow.

Madame Sergeant pick up the wires with the needles and pulled them close to his organs. He looked down in horror to see her take his cock between her fingertips and pierce one of the needles crosswise into his sore and bruised glans. He howled in agony, still looking down and saw her taking his left testicle into her hand, another needle poised to pierce him there. With the sure and steady hands of one who had done this many times she poked the needle in to its hilt, tearing a scream from his depths. And, again calmly methodical, she pierced his right nut as he writhed in his torment.

The pain leveled out to a steady agony and he saw her reaching for the controls on the box. The light was blinking ominously. She flipped a switch and the first jolt of current ran through the wires and needles and into his organs. It was followed by more, timed to the blinking of the light. His body lurched and squirmed as he let out short, panting screams with each jolt. Then he saw her turning the dial all the way to the right and the agony of each jolt seemed to treble. He felt it into the depths of his organs.

Then his three torturesses just stood by and watched him in his torment, fondling themselves between the thighs. There was also a timer on the box and he saw it counting down from ten minutes. That seemed eternity as they just watched with eyes alight in cruel pleasure. He was reduced to sniveling whimpers as his body was racked by each jolt. On it went and just moments before the timer ran out he passed out from the pain.

The sharp sting of the needles being removed woke him and he saw Madame Sergeant holding a thick metal ring with multiple screws mounted into it in one hand and a battery operated screwdriver in the other. She looked at him with smug contempt.

“Now slave Jason, this device will prevent any further foolishness and serve as a constant reminder of your folly.”

The officers released his organs from the pillory and officer Bea stroked his member artfully, so that, despite the lingering pain and the damage he hardened. Madame Sergeant slipped his cock through the ring just past his glans and the used the screwdriver to turn the sharp pointed screws in one by one, encasing his cock in pain. The weight of the ring made his cock hang low. She grabbed his hair and held his face close to hers.

“You will wear this device until I am satisfied that you have learned your lesson and are properly penitent. Then it will be replaced with a somewhat more merciful device, which you must wear at all times because it is obvious that, like all males, you lack even the least semblance of self-control. You may now begin to show your penitence by performing the cunnilingus for each of us. A good round of CBT will always get us randy and in urgent need of release. And we expect to feel much more than fear of further punishment in your attentions. We also must feel sincere contrition and desire to please us!”

They released him entirely from the restraints and his knees failed him. He fell to the floor but the officers dragged him back up to his knees. Officer Bea pointed toward the wall and he saw Madame Sergeant already comfortably situated in a big throne chair, her legs parted wide, offering her big hairy cunt to be serviced. A kick to the behind from officer Dee urged him to grovel across the floor to her.

He crawled as fast as his knees could carry him, ignoring the pain from the cruel spiked tube on his cock as it bounced up and down. He reached Madame Sergeant and buried his face deep in her oozing canyon, plying his tongue everywhere in deepest submission, tasting her poon and the piss salt that clung in her unwashed pubes. Terror drove him at first, but at a deeper level he felt a craving for her female exudates and was intoxicated by her woman musk. Passionate adoration overrode his fear. He lapped and slurped her poon, running his cupped tongue upward to take it in by the mouthful. Then he went lower to find her nether hole and went to work upon it with worshipful tongue, encouraged by her moans of growing enjoyment.

He had learned much of serving woman back in the courtroom and just a slight roll of her hips sufficed to signal her readiness for orgasm. Going back upward he enfolded her grape tenderly in his lips and put tongue to it hard. She quivered at first, then convulsed and her mighty thighs clamped together on his head as orgasm rocked her. An inspiration came to him and he kept his tongue in soft contact with the clit and made it tremble ever so gently upon it. Even through the muffling of her fleshy clutch heard her wails of delighted surprise as a second orgasm took her, then another and another, past counting, as he kept his quivering tongue upon her. With one great sighing grunt of utter satisfaction her limbs went limp and flopped down as she turned all to jelly.

He planted tender and adoring kisses over her mount and the insides of her thighs as she lay limp in afterglow. When she mastered herself, she dismounted from the chair and Officer Bea’s nappy cunt was presented to him. He lost himself within it, tasting and ingesting her essences, seeking and finding the places and motions that pleased her most, again going down low to shower worship upon her lower hole in selfless obeisance. When her arousal reached crescendo she grabbed his hair and pulled him up to her clit to satisfy her. Again, he plied his trembling tongue to her clit upon her first climax and also slipped a finger into her anus, nestling it in her rectum and finger fucking her softly. Her hard-muscled thighs clamped together on his head and held him tight through the throes of an orgasmic sequence that left her slack and nearly sliding from the chair to the floor, only his shoulders under her thighs keeping her on the seat. Minutes passed as he again paid tender homage with his lips upon her lady parts.

She took in a deep breath and rose, just as Officer Dee’s golden cunt was served to him. Its scent and taste made his cock swell within the spiked ring and the cruel points bit deep. And his balls began to ache, not from the torment recently inflicted but from desire. He slurped up her poon with a craving and plied his tongue upon her with passionate skill, again inducing a sequence of orgasms that left her draped over the chair and his shoulders in a sated stupor. He gave tender worship to her pussy until she firmed and rose.

Madame Sergeant ordered him to turn and face the three of them and to kneel at attention. She looked down with mingled contempt and approval at his cock, now sufficiently erect to stand near vertical despite the heavy ring.

“Well slave Jason,” she said. “I see we have you in the state we prefer. Your attentions were driven by desire and longing to please us rather than mere terror. Only minimal torture will be necessary to motivate you for the duration of your training. The focus will now be on the lengthening and strengthening of your tongue, which must become a long and tireless instrument of pleasure. Officer Dee, please fetch the ball shocker and put it on him!”

She went to a cabinet hung on the wall and came back with a leather strap with Velcro on it and a small remote. She stooped over him and wrapped the leather strap tight around his scrotum and handed the remote to Madame Sergeant, who glanced at it briefly, turned a dial, and then pointed it at his groin. She pushed a button and he felt a sharp jolt to his balls that made him double over and she nodded in approval.

“I think 75 percent power will suffice for now. Let’s proceed with rimming practice. To the horse with him!”

Madame Sergeant preceded him to the furnishing and settled herself upon it while the officers propelled him to grovel over to it with sharp kicks. He leaned in to press his face between the mountainous cheeks and saw her dark orifice puckering in anticipation of his tongue. He went to work, wriggling and slithering, straining to probe as deep as he could go. She moaned in her enjoyment, spurring him to greater effort but then his tongue tired and he got his first motivating jolt to the balls.

He took a deep breath and fought the fatigue until the inevitable tiring and another jolt struck him. In the midst of the rimming, she began to finger her clit and brought herself to the first of the three orgasms she would enjoy during her turn on the horse. When satisfied she dismounted and handed the remote to officer Bea who mounted and offered her sumptuous chocolate behind and coal black vortex to his tongue.

He took more jolts from her as his tongue fatigue mounted but still he managed to satisfy her and was then presented with officer Dee’s pinkish brown anus. His tongue tired quickly and the jolt he took was harder, like a kick to his aching balls.  She had seemingly turned up the power to the maximum. He steeled himself to continue, desperately fighting the fatigue, and, in the end she too dismounted, purring softly in her satisfaction.

Thus, the day ended and he was returned to the cell. Madame Sergeant taught him some tongue exercises to perform while in the cell and they locked him away for the night. He fell asleep, exhausted, but awoke sometime during the night and went to work obediently and diligently on the exercises.

Day in and day out it was much the same for the remainder of his training. His tongue did indeed grow longer and stronger. Toward the end he could probe deep into the rectum of the mistress he served and one day as he knelt before Madame Sergeant as she lay enthroned in the chair enjoying the cunnilingus he plunged his tongue deep within her cavern and touched the soft mound of her G. She rolled her hips while urging him to massage it and he rubbed his nose on her clit in the midst of it. He heard her hiss though clenched teeth:

“Your finger! Up my ass!”

He slipped his forefinger into her orifice and gently finger fucked her while continuing his massage of her G and the rubbing of nose on clit. Orgasm struck hard and fast, a series of savage spasms of ecstasy. A salty gush burst from her at the last, filling his mouth to near overflowing, but he managed to gulp it down, dreading the consequences of spilling even a drop. Her mighty thighs clamped together on his head as she passed into the final throes, holding his face deep in the lush, sucking wet of her cunt and his breath gave out while she shuddered her way to her satisfaction. As he neared oblivion in her grip he thrashed about and used his hands to try and push free but it was futile and the blackness fell.

Her thighs parted when she went limp in her satiation and he fell to the floor senseless. Harsh smelling salts woke him to the sound of their laughter. Madame Sergeant encouraged the two officers to partake of the pleasure as well.

Officer Dee’s golden cunt was presented to him and he gave her the triple service until she convulsed and gave him her gush. Then officer Bea took her place and was likewise satisfied.

“What do you say officers,” asked Madame Sergeant. “I think he’s almost ready to be placed into the service of the Mistresses.”

Bea and Dee agreed and Madame Sergeant looked down at him, nodding her own approval.

“Slave Jason, I think another week of training will suffice. You must still perfect your toilet service and memorize the hand signs the Mistresses will use to direct you in pleasuring them. The Mistresses prefer not to speak to slaves for fear their voices might be identified.”

It was a long and hard week of degradations and rigor. There were many hands signs to learn and punishment for slow learning was harsh. And nothing less than perfection in toilet servitude was acceptable. Spilling was also punished with severity. But in the end he could respond to any of the hand signs immediately and correctly and ingest what came from the bodies of his trainers without fail. At the end of the seventh day Madame Sergeant declared him ready.

“Slave Jason, you have passed every test. There will be one small “rite of passage” held tomorrow evening and then you will begin your service in the chambers. Now off to your cell!”

He groveled to the cell under the kicks of the officers and laid himself down on the mattress. The door clanged shut and he lay wondering what “rite of passage” tomorrow might bring. But then, exhausted as always from a long day of hard training he lapsed into a sleep filled with lurid fear-filled dreams.

The clanging bell woke him and he went through his morning ablutions. He was fed his breakfast and again his other “breakfast” from the bodies of his mistresses. Madame Sergeant informed him that his “rite of passage” was to take place in the evening but he would spend the day with them honing his skills and suffering whatever cruelties and degradations their whims could devise.

He spent hours with his face either between their thighs or cheeks while they enjoyed his now lengthened and tireless tongue, their lust for orgasm seemingly limitless. The whips were employed liberally and gleefully and his organs were bruised and sore from crop and cane.

After what seemed eternity they made him grovel from the chamber, propelled by kicks to his balls, along the corridors of the building until they reached a wide double door of heavy, iron bound oak. The officers swung the doors open and within he saw and assemblage of perhaps fifty masked mistresses seated on thronelike chairs in a small amphitheater. He was made to crawl to the center of the stage and kneel.

He looked to the mistresses who leered back at him with eyes alight in apparent anticipation of he knew not what. Then he heard a mocking voice from behind in the direction of the doorway. It sounded familiar.

“Slave Jason darling! Turn around!”

He turned and he gasped, his jaw dropping in shock, a chill running up his spine and a cold sweat breaking out. It was Tess and she had dropped all pretense of being an innocent blond schoolgirl. She was naked but for black spike-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings and garters. Shapely, muscular, she exuded a sense of dominance, her green eyes gleaming with predatory lust. And, as always she was the only woman who was unmasked.

But the cause of his greatest shock was the big faux phallus that jutted from her hairy loins. Some fine leather straps held it in place and big balls dangled below it. Just above the base of the shaft was a mounted large red gem. She continued in her mocking tone, dripping with scorn and contempt.

“Yes sweetie, I have a cock too now and you can see it’s much bigger than yours! And the other end goes up inside me and when I press this red jewel it vibrates on my clit and G. I had to endure having your cock up my ass for the sake of the cause and now it’s my chance to return the favor. You have been kept a “virgin” for the duration of your training but now, with all my fellow mistresses bearing witness, I will take both your virginity and any delusions of “manhood” that might linger in your mind. First I will hurt you but in the end you will come to love the cock and will long for it and crave it. But first you must get it wet so it doesn’t hurt quite so much going in. I will not be gentle! Come here and suck it!”

Accustomed to immediate obedience, he knee walked the few steps to her and when he came within her reach she grabbed his hair and pulled him to her, at the same time giving him a sharp kick to the balls that made him open his mouth to cry out in pain. She used the opportunity to shove the cock in. He saw her finger go to the red jewel and press on it. This set off a humming vibration that made her gasp in delight and shudder as she pulled his head back and forth so his lips ran along the shaft as she taunted him.

“Come on slut! Whore! Suck me! Worship my cock!”

The training that had deeply ingrained obedience and submission in him took hold and he went to caressing the false organ with passion as she moaned in growing enjoyment and rolled her hips. She started forcing the cock against his gullet but he gagged and drew back. This earned him some harsh fore and backhand slaps across the face and a stern lecture.

“Slave Jason! You are my whore and my slut now and as such you will learn to deepthroat my cock! I’m going to fuck you down the throat until I orgasm and you are going to take it and you are going to let me know you love my cock and will take it anywhere I want to stick it! The mistresses assembled here will expect no less when you are put in service beginning tomorrow. You will now show them the kind of cocksucking they have the right to expect!”

Resigned, he opened his mouth the accept the cock again and she pressed it forward brooking no resistance. He fought his gag reflex and suddenly his throat gave and the big member slid in and then down all the way until he felt the tickle of her bush on his nose and caught the scent of her lust.

Then she grabbed a hank of his hair in each hand and made good on her promise to fuck him down the gullet. Spurred on by the vibration she thrusted and gyrated, heedless of anything but her pleasure and her pursuit of orgasm. She plunged down his throat in with one final savage throwing forward of her hips and his nose was hurt as her pubis was rammed against it as she quivered like a tuning fork, orgasmic waves coursing through her body.

She gave out a deep moan of utter bliss and then pulled the cock out. It exited with a loud pop that drew cheers and catcalls from the audience. Knees weakened from the force of her climax; she held his hair in a painful grip to steady herself until afterglow passed. Then she shoved him back and away. He saw the cock was coated and dripping with his slobber and hastened to obey her next command.

“Turn around and bend over now slave Jason! Forehead on the floor, ass in the air before your spit evaporates and I have to take you dry! It’s all the same to me!”

He assumed the position. Madam Sergeant tossed her a leather cushion for the comfort of her knees and she dropped behind him. He first felt a trickling down his crack as she spat and let it run down over his hole. Then there was the prodding of what felt like a log at his orifice. Foolishly, he clenched himself tight, only to learn the unwisdom of that when she threw her strong hips forward and rammed the flared glans in past his sphincter, bringing a tearing agony.

His scream brought mirth and applause from the audience. He managed to glance upward at the assembled mistresses and saw only gleeful cruelty and lust in the eyes that peered through the masks, not the slightest hint of pity. He also sensed their anticipation of the time coming soon when each would have him alone and at her mercy.

Just seconds after the first thrust deflowered him a second drove the shaft in deeper, bringing another scream from him and more cheers and applause from the assemblage. Three more times she threw her hips forward, her strong thighs and glutes driving the cock home. Then he felt her drawing it back and his trembling orifice held just the tip within him. He sobbed and whimpered while she gave him brief respite, then drove the shaft in to the depths in one thrust and went to a brutish rutting. He felt her sharp nails digging into his hips to gain her purchase and could that be blood trickling down his thighs? She panted and grimaced and called him slut and whore through clenched teeth as she fucked him ever harder. He blubbered pathetically at the pain of the stabbing thrust until he was bewildered by hot, itching twinges of pleasure that blossomed in his ravaged rectum, soon coming to replace the pain.

His whimpers and snivels came to be of growing delight and he found himself rocking back and forth in time to her thrusting. He felt the welling up of ejaculation in his balls and gave out a quavering moan of helpless pleasure and surrender and spurted his load onto the floor as her words rang true to him. Even as he collapsed to the floor withered by emasculated shame his only thought was of longing for the next time he would be taken by the cock of Woman.

His vanquishment triggered her orgasm and she gave voice in a primal, predatory and triumphant shriek, then collapsed on top of him with cock still in to the depths. She lay languid and savoring, giving him a few slow stabbing thrusts as if to affirm her conquest.

With a satisfied sigh she rose, pulling the cock out of him streaked with blood and brown. Placing a foot on his back she raised her arms in triumph as wild applause and cheers echoed in the chamber. Her sharp kicks urged him to his knees and she made him take the soiled member in mouth and suck it clean.

He knelt there feeling the leering lust of the assembled mistresses. The deflowering had broken him and he felt an eager willingness to submit and serve without reservation. But then he witnessed what was to reinforce that willingness by way of sheer terror.

First officers Bea and Dee led a line of nineteen groveling naked slaves into the amphitheater. They were placed in front of the audience on their knees facing the stage. Tess grabbed Jason’s hair and pulled him over to kneel at the end of the line, making it an even score of slaves.

Then Madame Sergeant entered the amphitheater leading a slave by a leash attached to his balls. Wrapped tight on the testicles was a leather stretcher that made his scrotum tight and shiny, the balls already a deep shade of purple. The slave trembled and sweated in terror, sniveling pleas for mercy and “another chance.”

The officers exited for a moment and then returned, each holding up the end of a wooden table with multiple leather restraints attached. They placed it center stage. Madame Sergeant led him to the table and the three strong women seized him bodily and hoisted him onto it as he sobbed further entreaties, writhed and thrashed in a futile effort to escape their grip. Soon he was strapped down tight, spread eagled, a wide strap across his waist holding him utterly immobile.

Then Madame Sergeant walked along the line of kneeling slaves, looking down on them with contempt. All cowered under her menacing glare. Jason looked up at her timorously to find her cold and pitiless eyes meeting his. He quailed and looked at the floor as the Sergeant informed the slaves as to what was to follow.

“Slaves! Some of you have witnessed this before, some not. Our new slave Jason should pay particularly close attention. Bound to the table is the slave that slave Jason is to replace. A vote was taken by the Mistresses as to which slave had become a bore and had outlived his usefulness in the chambers. Slave Harold here is the unlucky one and his suspended sentence of castration will now be carried out.”

“We trust our new slave Jason’s efforts in the chambers will add zest to the pleasures of the mistresses. He has passed his course of training with flying colors and appears ready to submit, obey and give pleasure without reservation. But witnessing the consequences of substandard service will surely give him the necessary extra motivation!”

She went on, her voice carrying the ring of cold and cruel steel.

“This slave’s offense was particularly vile, the anal rape of a teenager, so he will now suffer a more enhanced and punitive castration!”

Tess was standing off to the side and Jason heard her suppressed giggle and knew she had been the “teenager” not just once but perhaps many times. He glanced at her and met her eyes. They were alight with gleeful cruelty and lust. She taunted him with a scissor-like motion of her fingers and she also still wore her cock, which she flaunted at him, making it bob and jiggle. He looked away, a cold sweat of fear breaking out over him.

“Let us now proceed!” Madame Sergeant called out. “Officer Dee! Prepare the instruments!”

There was a drawer hung below that tabletop and the officer opened it and took out a curved knife with a serrated edge,, some kind of metal clamp and a glass tube containing multiple long, thin needles. Madame Sergeant went on.

“A lesser offense would have resulted in one quick and merciful cut to sever slave Harold’s balls. But the aggravated nature of the offense will earn him four testicular skewerings before his richly deserved agony will end with the mercy of the knife. But first slave Harold will be permitted to come one last time. Mistress Tess will do the honors.”

Tess stepped over to him and reached into the drawer below the table. She took out a small jar of olive oil and poured a generous amount into her cupped hand. Then she took hold of Harold’s member, limp in his terror. But her artful fondling and stroking soon had him hard and thrusting upward with his hips. Tess taunted him as she coaxed him along to the last ejaculation of his life.

“Ah so typical of the male slave Harold. Here you are, soon to have your balls cut off and with just a little fondling I can make you forget about that and think only of coming! Your male weakness, your mindless lust has landed you in the predicament and even now you give in to your urges while knowing full well when you blow your load it will be time for your balls to be severed. But there’s no hurry. I’ll tease you along and give you time to think about it!”

With that she began to edge him, stroking him to the brink of coming over and over and over, each time making him forget about anything other than the pleasure of spurting his jism. In the end he was so addled by his pent up lust that he lay with eyes closed, thrusting against her stroking and pleading for release. She tormented him for a bit longer and then finished him. At first he gave out a deep sigh of pleasurable release but then the reality dawned upon him and h cried out: “Nnnnoooo!” as the last load of his life spurted up over his belly and pooled in his navel. Tess took a big spoon from the drawer and scooped up the cum. Madame Sergeant snapped her finger on one of his balls and he opened his mouth to yelp. Tess fed him the cum and held his nose and mouth so he had to swallow. The time had come.

Madame turned her steely gaze to slave Harold who mewled and whimpered pathetically in his terror and writhed helplessly in his bonds. Extending her hand toward officer Dee who held the tube of needles, she took one, grasped Harold by the base of his balls and with a cold and heartless lack of hesitation ran the needle crosswise through both of them. His howl of unutterable torment drowned all other sound within the chamber, but when silence fell again Jason heard suppressed cries of orgasmic delight from several of the mistresses seated behind him.

Madame Sergeant ran the next needle through from the other direction, tearing another blood curdling scream from poor slave Harold. The final two needles were inserted crosswise to the others, one through each ball as Harold’s screams echoed again. The Madame Sergeant took a fifth needle from the tube and held it before Harold’s eyes.

“Well slave Harold, you may keep your balls for a little while longer if you take more needles! What do you say!”

Through his sobs Harold cried out: “Cut them off! Please!”

Madame Sergeant could only chuckle wickedly. “Very well slave Harold! Just checking!”

She picked up the metal clamp, a pair of oblong steel bars with wingnutted bolts that lay beside him on the table and slipped the balls through its jaws. She turned the wingnuts clamping the jaws down ever tighter. When satisfied she stood back and all watched patiently as the balls turned from purple to near black from the cutting off of blood flow. When satisfied with the shade she took up the knife, took a firm grip on the vise, pulled the balls outward, poised the knife, and with a slow, sawing motion sliced them away while Harold sobbed as he felt them being severed. It was done that way so Harold would feel and forever remember the moment of his transformation from man to eunuch.

In the midst of the cut Madame Sergeant came spontaneously, letting out a sighing grunt of purest satisfaction as her gush ran down her thighs and puddled on the floor. Many of the other Mistresses came as well, leaving their own puddles beneath their chairs.

Madame Sergeant turned to the line of slaves until her eyes fell upon Jason and she pointed to the puddle. Her expectation was clear enough and he groveled over to it and sucked up every drop. Then she turned her glare back to the other slaves who hasten to grovel back among the audience to find and lap up the other cum puddles.

Madame Sergeant held the bloody balls before Harold’s eyes, savoring a feeling of which she never tired, the holding of a warm pair of severed balls in her hand. Harold sobbed in despair.

The next order of business was the auctioning off of Harold to the highest bidder among the mistresses. It was merely a jocular ritual meant to impress upon Harold how worthless he was. The bidding started at a penny and the winning bid was ninety nine cents. He would lead a life of menial labor and toilet servitude from then on. There was a surgical stapler in the drawer that held the instruments and Madame Sergeant stapled up the wound in the scrotum, Harold flinching and yelping with each click. Also in the drawer was a bottle of rubbing alcohol and she doused the wound with it, bring one final howl of pain from Harold.

And his duties began immediately as he was charged with the chore of bringing out from the kitchen the wine and hors d’oeuvres for the after party, setting them out on the table upon which his balls had been taken. The mistresses who had already orgasmed stepped up and fell to drinking and eating while the slaves were put to service performing cunnilingus to satisfy the others.

It came to be a combination social hour and orgy. Strapon cocks were brought out, along with three padded horses to which slaves were strapped belly down to be taken down the throat and up the ass at once by the big faux dicks. Jason was kept busy eating pussy and licking ass until it was his turn to go on the horse.

The festivities ended at midnight. The slaves except for Jason were herded from the room by officers Bea and Dee. Madame Sergeant had final instructions for Jason.

“You will be driven home in a car this evening but you must understand yourself to be under house arrest. An anklet will be installed on you to keep track of your movements. You will be given a list of grocery stores, drug stores et cetera that you are permitted to patronize but only those and no others. Your allowance is the minimum needed to maintain yourself. Shelter and food are provided to you by the generosity of the mistresses. There is no allowance for clothing because you will spend the majority of your time naked in the chambers.”

“The morning after tomorrow at six o’clock AM a car will arrive that will bring you back here to begin your first day of service in the pleasure chambers. You must groom yourself meticulously to make yourself pleasant for the mistresses you will serve. You and the other slaves will be lined up for inspection before you begin your twelve hour shift beginning at eight. Any imperfections in your grooming will be found and corrected, followed by suitable punishment.”

“You will serve the pleasure of several mistresses during your shift in sessions varying in length. There will be time in between to clean yourself up and prepare for the next session. Never forget that you have been granted the mercy of a suspended sentence. You have witnessed the consequences of failure to properly serve. Now get out of my sight!”

The officers propelled him with kicks to the balls as he groveled to a door that led to an underground garage. A car with blackened windows waited there. The back door was opened and he crawled inside and lay on the floor. He lay there during the ride to his apartment, exhausted and degraded, fearful of what was to come.

There was a shirt and pants and slippers on the back seat and he knew to put them on so he wouldn’t have to make his way to his apartment naked. Once inside he flung himself on the bed and lapsed into a troubled sleep filled with dreams of cunts being presented to him to be licked and cocks going up his ass and down his throat. Despite his fears he found himself waking up at intervals during the night with a stiff cock and aching balls and he had to restrain himself from self-pleasuring, certain that somehow Madame Sergeant would know what he had done and he dared not imagine the punishment he might suffer.

As instructed, he went to the grocery store the next morning to stock his cupboards and refrigerator. His allowance was provided by way of a debit card and he overdrew it at the store and had to put back all but the most basic food items. He went home and turned on the TV set to pass the time but found that all there was to watch was videos of cruel mistresses working their will upon slaves. The volume was turned up high. When he tried to turn it off the remote seemed dead and he could not lower the volume. And when he went to unplug it he found the end of the cord locked inside a box. He knew then he was meant to be constantly reminded of what was to come on the morrow and had to spend his time at home hearing the crack of whips, the screams of the slaves and mistresses cackling cruelly at the suffering of their victims and crying out in their orgasmic ecstasy.

A pillow over his head as he slept at least served to dampen the sound and he managed a night’s sleep. In the morning he woke up at five AM, thinking it would be ample time to prepare. He ate a meager breakfast of oatmeal, showered, brushed his teeth and shaved though his hands trembled as he did so.

He put on the shirt, pants and slippers and waited for the car. It pulled up on the street out front and as he approached it the rear door opened remotely. He wondered if it might even be a driverless car because there was not a sound on the way to the chambers.

The car door opened and he found himself in the underground garage. A door in the wall opened by itself and it was obvious he should enter there. Waiting just inside was a masked jailer who wore just a blue uniform shirt tied off at the waist around her full and shapely hips and heavy jackboots. At her loins was a dense ginger bush.

Without a word she pointed to the wall where shirts and pants were hung on hooks, obviously the clothing of the other slaves. He stripped and turned to face her. She made the hand signed that commanded he go to hands and knees and grovel behind her. They made their way down a corridor that ended at an iron door. She opened it and he crawled into a large room where the other naked slaves stood at attention, forming a circle. She pointed and he took his place with them. Other slaves arrived within a few minutes, the last one being late. He took his place in the circle. Then Madame Sergeant entered the room holding a wooden cane. Clearly it was she who would conduct the inspections. The jailer just pointed to the tardy slave. All the slaves stood with erect cocks. Madame Sergeant approached the tardy one with a malevolent glare in her eyes and he cringed in terror. In a voice dripping with contempt, she addressed him and the others.

“You are given ample time to prepare yourself for service and yet here you are late! Please explain yourself slave, if you dare, but I strongly advise against making excuses. You punishment will already be severe and that will only add to it!”

The slave whimpered his reply.

“Madame Sergeant my tardiness was all my fault and I accept your just punishment!”

“Well said slave! Now take your chastisement!”

She swung the cane in a backhand stroke that took the slave across the balls. He doubled over and went to the floor moaning. She let him lie for a while, then urged him back to his feet to stand at attention again. Somehow his cock remained erect and the next cane stroke was a vicious one downward upon his glans. He went down again, sobbing pathetically. Madame turned her back on him and the jailer pulled him up to his feet.

Madame Sergeant’s eyes went around the circle of slaves until her they fell on Jason. She approached him a menacing glare.

“Well newbie! Let’s see how your first morning inspection goes!”

She looked him up and down, then peered closely at his face, focusing on his chin. Her face contorted in rage.

“You worthless, slipshod pig! You missed a spot shaving your chin! Your face will soon be pressed against the tender tissues of a mistress and that stubble will be irritating to her.”

She took a plastic razor from her pocket and stroked it across his chin, checked it and stroked again. After putting the razor away, she stood back and it was Jason’s balls that caught her wicked cane stroke. He too went to the floor moaning and writhing in pain and was then made to stand again for the whack to his glans. Despite all his cock was full erect, presenting a perfect target. A leering grin came over Madame Sergeant’s face and her eyes sparkled with cruel anticipation as she aimed her stroke. She raised the cane high and it whooshed through the air as she brought it down extra hard. The stabbing agony caused his knees to buckle and he hit the floor again, curling up and cradling his tormented member, sniveling and sobbing. Madame Sergeant put her booted foot on his neck and sneered down at him.

“Well newbie! Will you make sure to shave properly tomorrow?”

“Yes Madame Sergeant,” he whimpered.

They pulled him back up to his feet and Madame continued her inspections. The remaining slaves passed and she then called out: “To the chambers slaves! On hands and knees!”

All slaves went down and the jailer opened a door on the other side of the room. Beyond it was a long corridor with ten low doors such as a dog might pass through along each side. The slaves each knelt before a door and Jason followed suit. The jailer pressed a button on the wall and all the doors slid upward at once. Madame Sergeant and the jailer went down the line, giving each slave a kick to the behind to urge him through the door.

Jason groveled through into darkness and the door slid down. He knelt in the dark for a minute or two, hearing the soft creak of hinges as another door opened straight ahead of him. Then light came slowly to the chamber and there before him was the first masked mistress he was to serve.

She was naked save for black, thigh high stiletto heeled boots. Tall, shapely, voluptuous, her skin was creamy white, her bush dense and coal black. Just above it on her belly was a red birthmark. Blue eyes alight with anticipatory lust peered out at him from the holes in the mask.

Without a word she pointed to the hoist that hung in the center of the chamber and he knew he was to be hung up to suffer under the whip to begin the session. He crawled beneath the hoist and waited as she went to the wall and pressed a button, lowering the manacles attached to the cable to the floor. Then she stepped over to him and attached them to his ankles. She went back to the wall and pressed the button again, holding it down as he was dragged aloft. She went to where some handcuffs hung on the wall and cuffed his hands behind him, then went to where the whips were hung and selected a pair of snake whips.

She stepped over to him, grabbed his balls in a painful grip and pulled him back with her strong arm until he hung at a steep angle, then gave him a shove and a spin at once so he hung whirling about and swinging, helpless and disoriented. He heard the whips swishing as she whirled them over her head and then the searing lashes began to fall, the whips cracking every second on his tender hide. And despite his spinning and swinging the strokes found his organs with uncanny accuracy.

At first he suppressed the giving of voice to his torment, but then he broke down into screams, howls and pathetic blubbering pleas for mercy. Her answer was another tug on his balls and another swinging spin, his pleadings clearly inciting her to greater cruelty, the strokes striking his tender parts all the more often.

She gave him one more spin and swing and continued until he sobbed in utter despair of the agony ever ending, flogging on until he hung motionless upside down. She stepped over to him and he found his chin just below her cunt. She stood with legs parted and put a hand behind his head to press his face upward between her thighs, clenching his head in a muscular grip.

He knew well enough to go to work with his tongue and satisfy her. The cunt oozed heavily with her poon, bespeaking the high state of arousal the flogging had brought her to and just half a minute of his tongue upon her swollen grape brought her to her ecstasy. He thighs clenched even tighter and she gave forth a gush into his mouth which he swallowed as she cried out and shuddered, her thighs then relaxing their grip so he hung free again.

And then it was another swing and spin as the whip whirled again. He suffered two more rounds of it, making her come at the close of each. Then she lowered him to the floor so he lay whimpering.

She removed the manacles from his ankles and urged him on hands and knees to where a padded horse stood. She climbed on top of it belly down, resting comfortably on knees and torso, presenting her shapely ass with the brownish vortex at its center. He well knew his next task was rimming and he pressed his face between those lovely mounts and went to work with tireless and practiced tongue, plunging it deep in her rectum. As he licked she moaned softly and he could sense her relaxed contentment after the three deep orgasms she had enjoyed through the whipping. He knew his duty was to caress her hind hole with worshipful tenderness while she mused about how next to have her pleasure.

His tongue probed deep within her and he found it best to close his eyes and focus his entire consciousness on his adoration of her. He felt her orifice clenching and relaxing and she passed into sweet rapture and deep relaxation. Then, with his tongue as deep into her rectum as it could go he felt and tasted what was emerging from within her. Ever mindful of his sacred duty, he encircled her hole with his lips and let it pass into his mouth and press against his gullet, then began to swallow inch by inch. She gave out a sigh of sweet contentment as it passed from her. The trailing end went down his throat and he continued with his tongue worship, first cleaning her meticulously.

On and on the rimming went and he made his mind a blank save for his close attention to her pleasure and let the time pass as it would. His tongue never tired or slacked for even a moment thanks to the rigorous tutelage of Madame Sergeant and her cohorts. At length his worship brought her to arousal and she rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over his face to urge his attentions to her clit. In half a minute she shuddered and gushed and gave out a deep, earthy grunt of purest womanly satisfaction.

She dismounted and pointed to a wooden bench that stood across the chamber. He knew well enough to grovel there and she made it clear through signs that he was to lie supine upon it so she could bind him down helpless and at her mercy.

A small table stood by the bench and on it was a wooden case. Within it, he knew, were the instruments employed to inflict torment upon the male organs. She took out a squat silver pitcher with a candle inside and lit the candle with a match, then put the pitcher aside.

She took out a jar containing a reddish liquid and a shiny steel rod. She opened the jar and dipped the rod in the liquid, then grabbed his cock, aligned the rod with his pee hole and inserted it. He felt searing fire along the inside of his length as she ran the rod in as far as it would go and he gave full voice to his agony.

Then she mounted his head, facing his feet, and rubbed her cunt over it, muffling his screams and making it clear there would be no release from his torment until he made her come. His desperation to satisfy her seemed to please her greatly and spark the lust in her cruel heart. She gyrated upon his face and it seemed like just a minute passed before she stiffened, convulsed, gushed his mouth full and settled down over him full weight in her satisfaction.

When afterglow passed she withdrew the burning rod, rose and reached into the box again, taking out a short chain with six toothy alligator clips on it. She dangled them in his face and he saw the cruel rictus on her lips and the pitiless glint in her eyes. Her hands, holding the chain of clips went down toward his groin and out of his sight. But soon a fierce sting blossomed at the base of his cock on the underside. The sting seemed to double by the second.

Then another clip’s teeth bit in just an inch above the other, this one starting out worse and again redoubling by the second. She placed them all along his tender length as he writhed in his bonds, but nothing prepared him for the torment unleashed when she clipped the last one onto the little tab of skin just below his glans. It was worse than the others combined and, if anything, seemed to triple by the second.

Then his face was buried in her cunt again and his duty and his path to deliverance clear. He felt gratitude to Madame Sergeant for honing the skills that would enable him to bring his tormentress to orgasm forthwith. She came again with equal vigor and after her savoring he felt the relief of the clips being removed one by one, albeit slowly, with the excruciating one below his tip being last.

She stood long enough for him to see her reach for the pitcher with the candle in it and then saw her poise it above his loins. First the scorching red wax dribbled on the inside of his thigh, then on his belly just above his pubes. He squirmed as the dribbles came ever closer to his helpless organs and then the first blistering drips ran along the length of his cock. More splattered on each of his balls as he howled and thrashed. Then she peeled the wax away, first from hos cock and then from his balls, painfully pulling out the testicular hairs.

She hopped on his face one more time and continued the pourings until he satisfied her for the third time. But then she just kept her seat on his face and pressed her anus to his lips to demand rimming. She enjoyed for he knew not how long but his tongue never tired.

It seemed her lust rose again but she dismounted and unbound him and directed him to go to the horse again and kneel awaiting her next wish. He saw an array of strapon cocks hung from hooks along the wall and she went there and selected a big one, the same size Tess had used to deflower him. Fear filled him, but also longing. He wanted it, wanted to come in that special way he had come to crave, so when she signed for him to belly over the horse he did so with stumbling haste and offered his ass.

He lay there while she strapped it on and he heard the humming vibrations begin. When he felt the prodding at his hole he whimpered pleas to be fucked and backed himself onto the shaft, helping her penetrate him. With a hard slap to his behind she fell to rutting, ravaging him long and hard, finding orgasm hard to achieve after having had so many before. But his quavering moan of emasculated surrender as he spurted his creamy plenty served to set her off for one final and ultimate climax.

She pulled the cock out of him, made him kneel to suck it clean, then dragged him by the hair to the low door through which he had entered and pushed a button on the wall next to it so the jailers would know she was finished with him. He heard her footsteps across the chamber and the opening and closing of the door. The door in front of him slid up and he groveled back into the corridor and was met by the red-pubed jailer who propelled him with kicks as he crawled to the cleaning chamber to prepare for the next mistress.

So went his first session and so, with some variations, went the others over the days and weeks that followed, three or four sessions per day. He came to know and recognize each of the masked mistresses by shape and size and pube color and by moles and markings on their bodies. And he learned the preferences of each, how they liked to be pleasured and in what order the acts were to be performed.

He knew the first mistress he had served liked to begin with the whips. But then the muscular black goddess went straight to the horse and mounted it for rimming. The short and shapely mistress with the golden bush with a mole inside her left thigh liked to settle into the throne chair for cunnilingus first and on and on. It got so he could anticipate the desire of each and barely a hand signal was needed during a session.

Every day at 8:00 PM he was driven home and every morning at 6:00 he was picked up. Every tenth day was a day off for him to buy groceries etc.

On one such day he waited until after dark to go to the grocery store that was just a couple of block’s walk from his apartment. While he was looking over produce he felt a playful pinch to his behind. He whirled around to look and his jaw dropped. It was Maggie!”

PART TWO

She was looking into his eyes with the kind of love that had been there when they had first fallen for each other. He reddened and tried to walk away from her, heart still aching from her cruel rejection.

But she took hold of his wrist and would not let go.

“Hello stranger! Long time no see!”

“Please leave me alone Maggie! Haven’t you hurt me enough already? And what about Max?”

“My ‘real man’ started to beat me and cheat on me not long after you caught us together Jason. That’s when I realized what a fool I was to give up a sweet and gentle loving man like you. Where have you been? You must have been ghosting me. I’ve been calling, texting and emailing every day!”

Of course, Jason’s phone and laptop had been confiscated by the mistresses, making him incommunicado.

“I have…a different life now Maggie, one you could never understand. We couldn’t be together even if I wanted to.”

“I’ve no idea what you mean by that Jason but they say love conquers all. I keep thinking back to the kind of love you gave me and how I didn’t know how to appreciate it. And when you wanted to give me cunnilingus? I couldn’t admit to myself that I loved your tongue in those few moments I felt it. But I was indoctrinated by my upbringing. All the while I was growing up the message was that real men don’t do that. But it was my falling for the ‘real man’ that got my heart broken and had me in the hospital sometimes. Now I want you to do that loving and unselfish thing for me Jason and I want it now!”

The memory of how he had adored her came flooding back and, though he knew it was reckless under his circumstances, he took her hand without a word and they walked, nearly ran, back to the apartment. They went inside without even turning on the lights and left a trail of shed clothing all the way to the bedroom. He soon found himself with his face buried in the lush golden pussy he had adored.

His tongue was everywhere for her, top to bottom as she moaned and writhed in her delight. His acquired skills astonished her and when he finished by giving her the triple pleasure of finger in anus, tongue on G and nose on clit her orgasms shredded her universe. She lay languid in afterglow for a good hour, but then wanted more, taking charge by grabbing his hair and pulling him down to serve her.

Then she welcomed him warmly into the heavenly recess of her vagina. He came quickly the first time but there was a second and a third, lasting into the wee hours and he was so lost in his passion he forgot he was to be picked up for duty in the chambers at six.

And love-blinded fool that he was it never occurred to him that the apartment might be riddled with hidden cameras and microphones, which it was, and Madame Sergeant didn’t miss a second of their tryst.

He collapsed upon her after coming for the third time and the realization came crashing home. He got to his feet and stood by the bedside.

“Maggie! We have to get out of here now!”

“Jason! Why on earth?”

He went to the switch on the wall and turned on the lights, revealing his body to be covered with whip welts and the anklet. Her jaw dopped and her eyes widened.

“Jason! Who did this to you? And what is that on your leg?”

“It’s a long story and there is no time. We have to run! Now! Where is your car?”

“In the parking lot at the store!”

“Let’s get dressed and go! But first you have to cut that thing off my leg!”

There was a scissors in a kitchen drawer that worked and soon they were dressed and running down the street for the car. They jumped in and Maggie drove fast, not going anywhere in particular, just wanting to put distance between them and the house. They made the freeway and she drove as fast as she dared. Both sighed in relief when the hit the open countryside and the city lights faded from view.

But, unknown to them, officers had been ever vigilant, staking out the house and when Jason and Maggie fled they followed to the parking lot and got a picture of her car that showed the license plate. The network of the masked mistresses was wide and pervasive and soon they knew near everything about Maggie, her address her phone number, her bank and credit card info.

A runaway slave was an opportunity for fine sport and a generous bounty for capture for young women who aspired to join the masked mistresses. The capture of the fugitives would earn the captor membership and a month’s use of the pleasure chambers free of charge.

Three young aspirants were blindfolded and taken to meet Madame Sergeant to be briefed on the situation and equipped for the hunt. They were given phones that would allow them to track Maggie’s phone and provide alerts when she used a credit or debit card. There were also cameras along the freeway that could detect the car’s license plate if it passed by. And their weapon would be a special air rifle that shot darts dipped in a potion that caused a fierce stinging and also weakened the muscles. And, for the final capture, a mini harpoon attached to a thin but very strong cord. Night vision goggles fitted with video cameras that would record the capture and a small backpack containing various necessities completed the package in case a hunt in the dark became necessary. The three huntresses set out, each thrilling to the chase and hoping to be the lucky one.

But Maggie had the presence of mind to deal with her phone. Cleverly, she tossed it into the back of a pickup truck at a traffic light in a small town they passed through. This threw the huntresses off the scent for a time and left them guessing as to where to look for her. Each set off in the general direction in which the fugitive had fled but they fanned out, hoping they would be closest when the next alert came over their phones.

Clara, a tall and muscular black woman of 35, who had long aspired to the mask got the benefit of the first alert when her quarries stopped for gas and Maggie used her credit card. She set off in pursuit, the tires of her BMW smoking on the pavement. But Stella, a voluptuous blond and Inez, a buxom and shapely raven haired Latina were not that far behind. They sped to the gas station, only to find their prey had departed to parts yet unknown.

Maggie drove them far to the north where the woods closed in along the road and found a small and rustic motel just as darkness fell. The proprietor would have preferred cash, but they had none so he reluctantly ran her credit card, which proved to be their undoing.

Naively feeling safe they settled into the room at the far end of the long building and were soon entwined in a naked embrace. Jason went down to lick her and as she lay in enjoyment and anticipation of her orgasm bright headlights shown against the drapes. She alerted Jason who went to the window and peeked under the curtain. Three sets of headlights were lined up, shining on the room, Maggie’s car, parked in front of it, was a dead giveaway. Jason reeled back from the window.

“Oh my god! They found us! Out the back window! Now!”

Naked, they slipped outside and fled, hearing the crash of the door being kicked in. Off into the woods they ran, stumbling in the dark, stubbing toes, barking shins.

The three huntresses ran around the back two going left, one going right until the met up. They fist bumped, flipped down their night vision goggles and set off on the hunt, stalking silently, eyes peeled.

Jason and Maggie sat at the base of a big tree, panting, terrified. Jason made a brave proposal.

“We have to split up! You stay here. I’ll head over that way and make some noise and draw them off. Run for it while their attention is on me.”

“Oh Jason! Please be careful! I love you!”

He ran off to the right and soon, from a distance, Maggie could hear the snapping of twigs and the rattling of bushes. The she heard the crash of booted feet on the leaves and saw Clara and Stella run by and head in the direction Jason had gone. But Inez trailed behind a bit and Maggie broke cover too soon. She ran off from behind the tree only to find herself an easy target for the mini harpoon. She felt a stabbing pain in her left ass cheek but ran on until the line tightened. She stopped short and went to the ground.

Inez came up to her and tied the line to a sapling, cuffed her hands behind her, then ran off toward where her cohorts pursued Jason. Maggie tried to pull out the barbed point of the harpoon but it was imbedded deep and would not budge. And, though thin, the line attached to it would not beak no matter how hard she pulled. There was nothing to do but stand and await whatever fate might come. And she knew it could only be an unpleasant one.

Jason knew the huntresses were close behind and now he fled noisily, desperately, crashing though underbrush in a headlong but futile effort to elude his relentless pursuers. Stella drew a bead on him from a good distance and sent a dart into his right cheek, making him leap in the air howling from the searing sting. He ran all the faster at first, but then felt weakening in his legs as the potion took hold.

He plunged into a thicket of brambles that tore at his skin but gave him momentary concealment. He lay on his belly, trying to breathe silently as possible and suppress his whimpering from the pain of the dart. For a long time, there was silence and he made bold to rise slowly and look around, a big mistake. Another searing dart from Inez took him in the shoulder. He screamed and burst from the thicket running as fast as his wobbly legs could carry him, only to be taken by Stella’s harpoon into his left cheek. He yelped and ran on a few steps until the line tightened and he stopped short with limbs flailing and hit the ground.

The huntresses were upon him in seconds as he lay moaning in despair, curled up on his side. Stella cut the line off at about ten feet, fed it up between his legs and wound it tight around his balls as a leash to lead him by while Clara cuffed his hands behind him. Some sharp kicks urged him to his feet and the set off at a trot to fetch Maggie with Stella leading him by the balls, yanking impatiently on the cord if he stumbled and fell behind.

They came to where Maggie sat beneath the tree, crying. Inez opened her backpack and took out a chain leash that was forked at the ends with nipple clips attached. She clipped one on to each of Maggie’s nipples, making her yelp and sob, then gave her a tug to urge her to stand. Clara cut the cord and the procession set off through the woods back to the motel, Jason being yanked along by his balls and Maggie by her tender tits. The crept around the end of the building and entered the room, propping the broken door shut with a chair.

The harpoons were still embedded in the captives but a special key allowed the barbs to be retracted so they could be removed. But they only removed Maggie’s harpoon, leaving Jason painfully pierced.

Captors were granted the privilege of taking pleasure with those they captured. First Maggie was introduced to performing the cunnilingus, bringing each to orgasm. At first she was repulsed when forced to her knees before Clara, who lay supine on the foot of the bed with her feet on the floor offering her nappy cunt to be serviced. She drew back and Inez and Stella had to push her face into Clara’s oozing crotch. But the taste of her and her feral scent sparked a strange and unforeseen desire and she plied her untutored tongue with growing passion, feeling a sense of bonding and eagerness to please. A worshipful joy welled up in her when Clara’s muscular thighs clamped down on her head as she passed into her ecstasy.

Then, when Stella took Clara’s place it was as if nothing could have held Maggie back from burying her face in the golden bush and pleasuring her with an adoring subservience that left Stella limp and languid in her satisfaction. Finally, Inez got the benefit of Maggie’s eager and more practiced tongue.

The room had a mini-bar and the huntresses helped themselves as they relaxed a while, waiting to get horned up for Jason’s attentions. And they shared the libations with Maggie while Jason knelt on the floor, encircled by them as they leered down at him, their lust quickly building. And Maggie felt a bond of sisterhood growing and found herself looking down upon Jason as a being inferior to her, though she still felt deep affection for him, as if for a pet.

They contrived a lottery using plastic straws to determine who would get the first chance to enjoy Jason’s tongue and they let Maggie join in. Inez, Clara, then Stella went in that order, each reveling in the tongue of a well-trained slave.

Maggie’s turn came and, as she sat on the foot of the bed looking down at him as he knelt before her he gave her a look of bewilderment at her seeming betrayal. But she just gave him an impatient, leering glare and grabbed his ears and pulled his face into her cunt, then lay backward on the bed to take her pleasure. And pleasure her he did, with a whole new depth of passion and her lust boiled at her sense of his surrender to her dominance.

PART THREE

When all mistresses were satisfied it was time to return to the complex where the two escapees were to be put on trial. As always in such cases the court had been convened ad hoc and judge, jury and the respective attorneys were waiting in the courtroom. Jason and Maggie were brought before the court in the company of their captors, Madame Sergeant and officers Bea and Dee. Maggie’s trial was held first with Jason held off to the side.

Maggie was made to kneel before the judge. The prosecutor read the charges, aiding and abetting the escape of a slave and resisting arrest. Madame Sergeant and the three huntresses bore witness to her crimes and the judge called for a verdict from the jury. It was a unanimous and immediate voice vote of guilty.

The defense attorney spoke on Maggie’s behalf.

“Your honor, the guilt of my client cannot be denied but there are mitigating factors. She was under the pernicious influence of the male and was deceived and coerced. Granted, punishment is warranted but then she should be given the chance for redemption and reeducation. Her captors will attest that she assumed a roll of dominance over her erstwhile paramour and show promise of becoming a member of our community.”

The judge looked down upon Maggie with an expression of mingled righteous anger and compassion and asked the prosecutor for her input.

“Your honor I concur with defense counsel. I recommend the prisoner be subjected to an appropriate whipping as a stern lesson and the be subjected to the usual regimen of reeducation and reform.”

The judge rapped her gavel.

“So be it! It is so ordered!”

Jason’s trial was equally short, the verdict swift. Before sentencing the judge asked the prosecutor for her recommendation.

“Your honor, in this case severe punishment is warranted, perhaps culminating in castration. That can be determined by whether or not the prisoner shows proper repentance for his crimes. I suggest his sentence be suspended and that he be confined to a cell here while his erstwhile lover completes her reeducation. Then it should be she who administers his punishment and uses him for her pleasure and determines whether or not he will be allowed to keep his worthless balls!”

Jason quailed at the prospect of his castration and looked to Maggie and was shocked by the looked of contempt and lustful anticipation he found in her eyes. He was taken away by the officers and clapped into a cell. Madame Sergeant led Maggie away by the tit leash to the training chamber where her punishment would be administered immediately and her reeducation would commence.

After the court viewed the videos of the captures all three huntresses were granted membership with the masked mistresses and a month each of free time in the pleasure chambers, owing to their exemplary teamwork. They were also awarded the masks they would wear from then on.

Maggie was hug up spread-eagled from a beam and manacles mounted to the floor and Madame Sergeant and the officers each took a pair of snake whips and went to positions around her. The whips whirled and the stinging lashes fell by the second, making her cry out and sob. But the strokes were pulled a bit, less harsh than those inflicted upon a male slave.

Madame Sergeant took the front, flogging her tender little tits and flicking the whip underhand to lash her pussy, the worst of the punishment. But the punishment was brief. When Maggie sobbed without inhibition and pleaded for mercy the lashing slowed, then ceased, Madame Sergeant believing she had learned her lesson. They released her from her bonds and the process of reeducation began. It would be pleasure, not pain, that would be the key to her metamorphosis.

Madame Sergeant enthroned herself and invited Maggie to come and sit on her lap. She still whimpered from the pain of the flogging and tears yet trickled. Madame held her close against her ample breasts and spoke soothing words of reassurance.

“It will all be better soon little sister. You had to suffer a bit for being a very bad girl. Clara, Stella and Inez reported to me that you took well to performing the cunnilingus. We of the masked mistresses take most of our pleasures with the male slaves but we also give pleasure to one another from time to time by way of sisterly bonding. The mutual pleasuring of the 69 is the most common practice. Come now, let us begin.”

She set Maggie back on her feet and took her by the hand, leading her to a padded bench along the wall. Madame Sergeant removed her heavy boots and took off her mask. She was now animal naked. She laid herself face up on the bench, took hold of Maggie’s hand again and guided her so she stood straddling the bench facing Madame’s feet with her head between Maggie’s knees. Then she took one of Maggie’s hands in each of hers and pulled her down to lie on top of her.

Maggie’s sweet little pussy settled over Madame’s face and she used a tongue well practiced to begin the pleasuring. Maggie lay with her face nuzzling into Madame’s dense and fragrant thicket. She thrilled in delight at the caresses between her thighs and was overcome by the desire to reciprocate. Madame raised her knees up over her belly to offer herself better and Maggie buried her face deep in the oozing, hairy cleft.

Though still largely unschooled in the art, she had learned some from serving the huntresses and her passion made up for any shortcomings in experience. Madame’s moan of growing enjoyment spurred her efforts and she plied her tongue on the lush ladyparts with mounting ardor, letting Madame’s reactions guide her.

And Madame’s knew well how to apply her long and supple tongue to quickly build Maggie’s arousal to its peak. But then she held her just on the edge of coming, tongue trembling softly on her clit, and Maggie sensed that the goal was for them to come as one. She found the swollen grape at the base of Madame’s pubis and took it between her lips to lick and suck. Madame’s hefty thighs clenched her head between them as she shuddered and passed into her throes, but just before she lost herself in ecstasy a few artful slithering tongue strokes push Maggie too over the brink.

They writhed and convulsed; their cries of mad delight muffled by their lush tissues. Then both went limp, Madame’s feet falling to the floor as Maggie lay with her head pillowed on the hairy mount, feeling a depth of bonding that gave her to know she would give her life for her newfound big sister. Then Officers Bea and Dee took their turns, taking the top with Maggie lying beneath them, the mutual orgasms forming that unbreakable bond.

Maggie lay spent in a state of orgasmic satiation and Madame Sergeant informed her of what was next.

“You will remain here in the chamber for a time now sweet thing. The rest of the mistresses will come to visit you one by one and you will engage in the 69 with each until you have achieved the bond of sisterhood with all of them. Then we will begin your training in what will become you mission and specialty as a masked mistress.”

“You are as pretty a thing as our Goddess has ever created and will be infallible in luring males into our clutches so they may be enslaved. I almost pity the males of the species once you are unleashed upon them…but not really. But I do anticipate you bringing them in one after another so my cohorts and I can enjoy the exquisite delight of breaking and training them.”

“But I’m sure you must be exhausted so it’s time for beddy-bye. Come with me. There’s a comfy room ready for you. In the morning you will make the acquaintance of more of your new sisters and bond with them.”

She followed Madame from the chamber and down a corridor to a door at the end. Within was a king sized bed with satin sheets. There was a large tub nearby for bathing and every comfort the heart might desire. Madame Sergeant gave her a hug.

“You are our special guest now Maggie dear. Much pleasure lies ahead for you but much learning too. Sleep tight!”

Though exhausted, Maggie drew herself a bath and soaked for a while. Deep relaxation set in and it was all she could do to dry herself with one of the luxurious towels and half stumble to the bed. She slipped between the soft sheets and drifted off into a sweet and refreshing sleep.

She was awakened by a tender touch to her forehead and opened her eyes to see officers Bea and Dee standing by the bedside. Officer Bea held a tray with legs that held a sumptuous breakfast, omelet, steak, toast, coffee. The officers bid her good morning and left, but Dee told her to come back to the chamber when she had eaten.

Famished, she fell too and polished off every bite within minutes. Then she made her way to the chamber, naked as a jaybird, feeling a mingling of excitement and fear. Waiting fer her there on chairs that had been brought in were six women, all animal nude and unmasked. They were the judge, the defense and prosecutor and three members of the jury that had “convicted” her. They were among the highest ranking of the masked mistresses.

The full figured, matronly judge stood and approached her with open arms. Maggie opened hers as well and they hugged. All fear vanished from Maggie at the realization she was among friends who would never do her harm. The judge introduced herself as Alma, then took her hand and lead her to the bench. She laid herself down on it and invited Maggie to take the top.

A passion overwhelmed her as she lowered her sweet cunt onto Alma’s face and leaned over to bury her own face between the comely thighs. A thrill ran up her spine as she felt a skilled and knowing tongue begin its work on her, its every wriggling motion heightening her arousal. Still unschooled in the art of the cunnilingus she compensated with worshipful ardor and her heart leapt when Alma moaned in her enjoyment. She found Alma’s clit and Alma found hers and matters came to their crescendo in a scant minute. Both bodies shuddered in their ecstasy and their primal cries were muted their velvet womanly parts.

Afterglow passed and Maggie stood, allowing Alma to rise. Maggie turned to where the other mistresses sat and saw a hefty black woman rise and approach. She introduced herself as Beulah. Maggie felt a sudden urge to lie upon the bench and be pinned beneath this mountain of ebony flesh. She laid herself down, raising and parting her knees and drawing them up toward her breast to offer herself, and Beulah wasted no time lowering herself upon her. Maggie saw the big nappy cunt descending and raised her head to meet it, pressing her face in deep as Beulah settled her bulk down full weight, riding Maggie’s face for a few moments before leaning over to taste her sweetness.

Maggie reveled in the fleshy, sweaty mass that pressed down so hard on her and found herself ears deep in the slit between the coal black labia, near drowning in the abundant poon that flowed. Beulah rolled her hips in growing delight, passing her cunt over Maggie’s face as she wriggled her own tongue in Maggie’s anus. She wrapped her legs around Beulah’s neck and lost herself in the rapture of rimming while showering her adoring attentions on the big black cunt that engulfed her face.

Beulah’s rimming pushed her arousal to the zenith and her clit screamed for attention. She rolled her hips and Beulah knew the signs of woman on the edge well enough to shift her attentions to Maggie’s turgid berry. Maggie found the ripe olive at Beulah’s pubis and clamped it between her lips while plying her tongue upon it. The quivered their way through an exquisite mutual climax and then lay draped over the bench in afterglow for long minutes.

Beulah firmed and rose and the next mistress stood to take her place. It was Margo, the ginger haired “defense attorney.” Maggie opened her arms and legs wide in welcome and again there was the reciprocal pleasure. One by one the remaining mistresses shared themselves with Maggie and, in the end she lay limp upon the bench in a state of utter satiation, unable to come again. The mistresses then took their leave, each giving Maggie a tender kiss.

The morning was spent and officers Bea and Dee left the chamber briefly and returned bearing food and drink for lunch on trays. They set up a small table and the four women relaxed and ate in leisurely fashion. There was coffee laced with a stimulant that renewed Maggie’s stamina, much needed because the day was far from over. Madame and the officers donned masks and boots again and gave the same to Maggie.

When lunch was finished the officers exited with the dishes and returned leading a slave by a leash his balls. Madame explained that he was to be used for her practice and training in the use of the whips and other instruments meant to inflict torment upon the male.

This was to be the routine for the days that followed, of which Maggie lost count. Every morning five or six of her new sisters awaited her in the chamber and they shared the delights of each other’s bodies. Then, after lunch a slave was brought in for her to practice on.

She found herself to be an eager student of the arts she was learning. Each crack of a whip upon the hide of a slave and his cry of torment brought a tingling, itching surge of delight to her pussy and when she had reduced him to a sobbing wreck she would enthrone herself and thrill in anticipation as he groveled to her to perform the cunnilingus he desperately hoped she would find satisfactory so he might be spared more lashes. Seldom did just one such servicing suffice.

And, under Madame’s tutelage, she was diligent in learning the use of every tool and technique for inflicting purest torment upon the male organs. How sensitive they were! And what a delight it was to see the stark terror in the eyes of the slave when he lay bound with his organs clamped in a wooden vise, hopelessly vulnerable to any torture her cruel whim might devise.

For every day’s finale she would make the slave install a hefty cock upon her and she would force him to perform the fellatio and then ravage his hind hole with the big member until they both came and he lay sniveling in his emasculation.

There were also rigorous workouts with weights and on fitness machines to build her strength and stamina. Even more important was the training in Krav Maga, the fighting technique that would allow her to woman-handle most any male. Her body retained its lovely female form but hard muscles rippled beneath the outer softness.

Through it all she found herself visualizing her victims as Max, her erstwhile lover and cruel abuser. And those visualizations were especially intense and vivid when she strapped on the cock and made the slave her bitch. She resolved that one day it would be Max who would assume the position and offer his ass to be deflowered. And on that day she would don a cock that would put his own “pride and joy” to shame and her entering thrust would be hard and merciless.

Jason was kept in punitive confinement, the cruel spiked chastity ring on his cock and a spiked leather stretcher on his scrotum that spread his balls out wide and made them purple, the sack tight and shiny. He was in a cell that was typical for slaves with one special feature. There was an aperture in the wall through which a mistress could insert her pelvis with her knees up against her chest, presenting her cunt and anus for service. Numerous times each days they offered themselves and he performed his duty. He recognized most of the cunts at first from his service in the chambers.

It was a mind bending and escalating form of torment. Each time a pussy was presented he felt a ravenous passion and hunger for it and served the mistress in a most pleasing manner. And the steady ingestion of poon and woman cum caused his desire and longing to grow, making his balls ache in a worsening way. And his cock stayed extra hard, the spikes digging in more and more painfully. And yet his hunger for the cunt and the passion of his service only heightened day after day, as did the intensity of the orgasms the mistresses enjoyed.

On it went and he knew not day from night, could not measure the passage of time. There were periods of respite when he was allowed to sleep. Then a harsh buzzer would wake him and he would relieve himself, shower and then shave himself scrupulously so his face would be soft and smooth. From time to time meager food was pushed through the slot under the door on trays.

Apart from that there was only the time he spent with face pressed between the thighs of a mistress and the times in between when he knelt before the aperture waiting for the next one, balls aching, cock in stinging torment, but still longing for the next round of cunnilingus that would make both worse. And the mistresses seemed to present themselves more and more often as the delights he bestowed upon them with his tongue spiraled upward.

At some point in his ordeal Madame Sergeant came to check on him. She gave each of his aching balls an appraising squeeze and tightened the pointed screws of the chastity ring a bit.

“You are giving some exceptional head slave Jason. Prolonged orgasm denial and a steady diet of snatch will always produce that result. But you have exceeded expectations and word has gotten around. Mistresses are coming in from far and wide to enjoy your tongue. But you have a long way to go before your reunion with mistress Maggie, at which time her cock will give you relief. Meanwhile, keep up the good work!”

And indeed, cunts were being presented to him for service ever more often and most of them were strangers to him. But as time went on he recognized repeaters. And, more than a few times it was Maggie’s cunt that waited for him. It seemed eternity was passing and there was nothing for him to do but revel in the heavenly times he spent with face buried deep in an oozing fragrant pussy and endure the times of ache and longing in between, his face caked with amber poon and each inhaled breath bringing the feral scent of womanly lust.

All the while Maggie looked forward to using her new arts and skills in meting out Jason’s punishment. She still felt something akin to love for him, the sweet gentle thing, but now saw him as she did all males, as a weak and inferior beings fit only to be a slave to the pleasures of Woman. Throughout her training Madame Sergeant had been indoctrinating her in the theology of the masked mistresses, who held it self-evident that the deity was female and had accordingly created the male to serve the female. The exquisite pleasures she enjoyed day after day reinforced that indoctrination and sparked a zealotry within her.

Over the weeks her prowess grew. She wielded the whips with arms of iron as the slaves gave full voice to their torment and she devised inventive cruelties with which her mentor Madame Sergeant was much impressed. In between times she went to the fitness room and lifted weights and worked out vigorously, hardening her body and building muscle. She had her hair cropped short and butch.

One day, after she had reduced a slave to unmanned wreckage without need of any coaching or prompting from Madame she was pronounced ready and invitations to witness slave Jason’s punishment were sent out to a hundred mistresses. The amphitheater would be filled to capacity.

Jason was lost in time but one moment the cell door opened and there stood Madame and the officers. Madame held a leather leash which she tied in a noose around the base of his cock as he knelt at her feet. She turned and gave the leash a yank that made the spiked ring slide forward on his shaft, the cruel spikes tearing tender skin. He stumbled to his feet and followed as she led him along. He knew his reunion with Maggie was imminent and he felt a mingling of anticipation and sheer terror.

He was led into the amphitheater and he quailed at the sight of the assemblage of masked mistresses, each with a gleam of lustful anticipation in her eyes and a cruel rictus on her lips. He was hoisted up spread-eagled and the ring and stretcher were removed. Then his tender organs were clamped in a wooden vise that made them extended, exposed, utterly vulnerable.

Madame and the officers took seats and a hush fell. Maggie entered and he drew in breath at the sight of her metamorphosis. She was naked save for knee high black stiletto boots and the mask she had earned. Her body was a study in rippling musculature, though her soft feminine curves remained. And she walked toward him with the strides of a predatory feline. She exuded dominant power. His heart melted but he yet cowered inwardly as she approached. She came to him and touched him tenderly on the cheek, then gently fondled his organs as she spoke.

“Oh, my sweet Jason! There have been so many changes since we saw each other last. I have taken my just punishment to atone for my offenses against my sisters here and I have seen the light and changed my ways. I still love you but it is a different kind of love now. We will be making love and having pleasure, mostly mine of course, in the future. But now it is time for the punishment you have earned for your defiance of the mistresses. I aided and abetted that but have done my penance and reformed. You have suffered in the chambers for the pleasure of the mistresses but the suffering that awaits you now will exceed any you have known before. But in the end you will at last have release from the torment you have known in your punitive confinement.”

She pointed to a small stand where a faux cock stood on display, a member a good deal larger than any that had yet penetrated him. His eyes widened in his fear and Maggie chuckled.

“Yes sweetie! It’s much bigger than you are used to. It will be as if I’ll deflower you all over. Remember how it hurt? It will hurt again! But now let’s see to your punishment!”

The instruments of punishment lay on a table off to the side. Among them was a pair of snake whips which Maggie took in hand. First she took position behind him and he heard the familiar whooshing sound that always preceded the searing sting of the lash. He felt the breath of the whirling whips as she teased him, making him wonder when and where the first lashes might strike.

And it was his tender behind that first felt the leathern buzz saw. Soon his ass seemed afire, lashes falling with such rapidity it felt as if blazing liquid had been poured over his cheeks. Howls of torment were ripped from his depths. The inferno then moved on to places yet untouched, up his back and down his thighs. She worked her way around to cover one side, then the other before making her way around to the front.

Even in the midst of his agony he marveled at the skill she had acquired. Indeed, her newfound zeal had caused her to practice with rigor and diligence. And she seemed in a trance as she whirled the leather, blue eyes sparkling; she seemed to glow from the delight of meting out the agony. She started high on his chest, just below his chin but soon the lashes struck his nipples, his screams escalating.

Then the welts were laid lower and lower, over his belly, going ever downward and he knew they would soon fall upon his helplessly vulnerable organs. Lower and lower the lashes went until the clipped his pubes. But then she skipped over his organs and went to work on his thighs and down to his calves before starting to work her way upward and he knew she was saving the best for last.

Back up across his thighs came the sear but she held the whirl just off his balls for a while, making him feel the wafting wing of the whips before showering the scorching inferno upon his tender gonads. It seemed his cock and balls were immersed in fire. He screamed, he sniveled he whimpered, then broke down into pathetic sobbing. Even in the midst of that he saw her shuddered while still whirling the whips. A gush poured from her golden pussy and ran down the insides of her thighs to puddle on the floor as she came from the delight of inflicting this torture. Then the flogging ceased and silence fell except for the ecstatic cries of multiple mistresses and their sighs of satisfaction.

He hung limp in blessed relief but it was only a brief reprieve from a torture reserved for slaves who committed the most grievous offense, attempted escape from servitude under the masked mistresses.

There was a small, wheeled stand stood off to the side. Upon it sat an oblong box with a switch and three dials on it. Three cords were connected to the box, two of them ending in fine needles and the other in a silvery rod. And a power cord led from the box to an outlet in the floor. Maggie wheeled the stand over in front of Jason, the menacing-looking cords within reach of his organs.

Madame Sergeant had given Maggie instruction in the electro-genital torture device, subjecting a slave to the special torment so she would have practiced confidence in the administration of Jason’s ultimate punishment. First she stepped close to Jason and took his balls in a tender grip that yet portended the cruelties she was soon to inflict. He winced because his balls were sore and bruised from the flogging and the ache of orgasmic denial lingered. She spoke to him with a mock tenderness that oozed her lustful anticipation.

“Poor Jason! You had two choices to make and you chose wrongly. Even though I encouraged you in my benighted former state of mind you have no excuse. Now you will suffer in a way that will make your whipping pale by comparison. The punishment is harsh but utterly just because it is ordained by the Goddess who created Woman to rule and the male to be ruled by them. When I think you have suffered enough you will be given an opportunity to show the depth and sincerity of your penitence. Should you fail we will start all over and you will get it double!”

First she grabbed his cock in one hand and picked up the rod with the other. There was a small bowl of orange oil on the stand and she dipped the rod in it. This torture was familiar to him and dreaded but it was only a preliminary preparation. She slid the rod down his pee hole and he writhed from the burn of the oil. But much worse was to follow.

The wooden vise pressed his balls outward and stretched the sack tight. Maggie picked up one of the cords that ended in a needle and without hesitation poked it deep into his left testicle. His scream echoed in the chamber and was repeated when she pierced his right nut in similar fashion. He writhed as he hung there helpless. Maggie’s eyes gleamed

“Now sweetie. Let’s run the current through you cock first! I just turn this dial!”

She turned it slowly to the right and he felt a burning sting growing apace, worsening by the second, running though his cock an into his whole body. She kept turning the dial until it stopped, then just stood back and watched while he squirmed and screamed. When satisfied for the moment with his torment she turned the dial back and he moaned in relief.

But then her eyes lit up with cruelty again and she turned another dial, this the one connected to his right nut. Again, she turned it slowly so the agony would build. Now there was not only the burn and the sting but the dreadful ache took a quantum leap. He broke down into pathetic blubbering and again she stood back to let him suffer for a while before giving him brief respite. His left nut then got the same treatment.

But he sensed these were just preliminaries and he found he was right when she began to turn all three dials, one by one in increments until all were at full force and the cruel current flowed through all his organs while his body was racked with spasms and he cried out pleas for mercy.

She turned all the dials back to zero but then went to playing a merciless game, twisting one dial or another all the way at random so he never knew where the agony would be felt. She continued for minutes on end, then just turned the dials to full force once more and stood back to let him suffer.

He screamed for mercy, which only made the light of cruelty in her eyes all the brighter and seemed to make her inclined to prolong his torment. She let him break down into hopeless, wordless sobbing, letting him suffer for a few more minutes, then relented and turned the dials back. She pulled out the rod and needles and he sagged in his bonds, broken.

The officers lowered him to the floor and released him. Maggie informed him of what was to follow.

“Now Jason dear, I and all the mistresses her sincerely hope you have learned your lesson. But we require proof of your penitence. We have held a little lottery and four mistresses and myself will pass judgement over you. Each mistress will take a seat on the throne and you will perform the cunnilingus at which we all know you excel. But that excellence is now a minimum expectation. Beyond that you must make each mistresses feel the sincerity of your contrition, not just fear of further torture. Only a unanimous vote will spare you! Now let us begin!”

She took him by an ear and pulled him, knee walking, to where the throne stood. She placed him before it kneeling and the first mistress took her place, one unfamiliar to him, but her sallow skin, petite figure and soft, fuzzy bush told him she was of Asian extraction. She was masked and naked save for black spike heeled pumps.

In abject terror he put his tongue to its duty, striving to convey his penitence. Despite all her luscious little cunt deepened his pent up desire and worsened the ache of longing in his tormented balls. He plunged his tongue deep in her salty cavern to massage her G while slipping a finger into her tight nether orifice, completing the triple stimulation with a rubbing of his nose on her clit.

He sensed a deep arousal in her from the start, no doubt brought on by her witnessing of his punishment. Orgasm struck soon and hard and her silken thighs clenched around his neck with a strength that startled him. Her primal wail of utter ecstasy echoed in the chamber. When finished she dug her heels into his shoulders and shoved him away, then stood to the side as the next mistress came forward.

And the next mistress to be served was her polar opposite, a fleshy mountain of womanhood with a dense brown thicket at her loins covering her belly almost to the navel. She took her seat, parted her massive thighs wide and grabbed him by the hair to shove his face into her oozing ragged canyon. The musk of her lust filled his nostrils as his face was engulfed to the ears. At first she rolled her hips, keeping her grip on his hair and pulling him upward and pushing down, smearing her abundant poon all over.

Then a downward push on his head gave him to know attention to her anus was her next expectation and he went low and found her unwashed orifice with his pleading tongue. He knew well from his service in the chambers that his first duty was to lick her clean and only then go to the pleasuring. When her every seam and crease was spotless he probed deep to swab out what was lodged in her passage, then plunged his tongue deep into the rectum while swirling it about. He soon had her moaning in rapturous delight and the rigor of his training enabled indefinite continuation. She kept him at it long but then he felt her knuckles against his forehead and he knew she meant to finish herself with her fingers while he tongued her hole. He redoubled the wriggling and slithering of his tireless organ to hasten and enhance her climax.

A great shuddered passed through her and the mighty thighs clenched his head in their fleshy death grip leaving him no hope of another breath. Like all women of size, she took special delight in the smothering of a slave to the brink of his demise while in the throes of her ecstasy. He was no stranger to this, having served many of her ilk, and each time when his breath gave out he wondered as the dark descended if this might be the time there would be now return of light and breath. But then the harsh scent of smelling salts filled his nostrils and he knew he was to survive to serve again.

The cunts of the next two mistresses were familiar to him and his tongue went to its knowing duty the only embellishment being his desperation to convey his terror and contrition. This alone served to propel them to heights of orgasmic ecstasy far exceeding any he had provided for them in the chambers.

Then there was only Maggie left to receive his attentions and she mounted the throne and parted her thighs, offering the golden pussy he adored above all others. Words of love poured from him unbidden.

“Maggie! I still love you so much! Please don’t hurt me anymore!”

“That’s Mistress Maggie to you slave Jason. And there are better uses for that tongue of yours! Get busy with it and if you make things extra special for me you might be spared!”

Heartbroken and horrified by her cold indifference to his expression of love he obeyed her stern command and did indeed use his tongue to make of for the failing of his words. He outpoured every dram of his passionate adoration, mingled with is terror at the dreadful power she held over him.

With finger in her hind hole, tongue massaging her G while his nose rubbed her clit he set of a rolling chain of orgasms that went on by the minute until she gave out one final shriek, quivered and went all to jelly, only her legs being draped over his shoulders keeping her from sliding to the floor. She lay long like that but when she firmed she dug her heels into his shoulders and shoved him away in a manner most dismissive. He despaired, thinking the cruel current would soon run through his organs again.

Maggie and the other four mistresses stood shoulder to shoulder and Madame Sergeant stepped up to call for a vote. She called out:

“All in favor raise your hands!”

Five hands were raised but the vagary of the words left Jason hanging in terrified suspense. Then he fainted in relief at the words that followed.

“Very well mistresses, the slave shall be spared!”

Again, smelling salts awoke him and he rose to his knees, only to see Maggie standing near with the fearsome faux phallus jutting from her golden bush, a leering, taunting grin on her face. His training took hold and he knew his first duty was to suck it. He knee walked to her and when close he opened his mouth to take it in and begin to worship it with lips and tongue. Maggie pressed the button and the big member throbbed and hummed. She spoke to him in mocking terms.

“My! Aren’t we a good boy slave Jason! You know your duty so well! But now you have to show me you are a really good boy and take my cock all the way down!”

He quailed inwardly at the seeming impossibility. She grabbed his hair and pulled him toward her forcing the flared glans against his gullet. Patient yet relentless she kept up the pressure. He gagged and choked and tried to pull back which earned him a harsh slap on the face and a two handed grip on his hair and a more forceful pressing of the glans into his throat.

How he managed to finally opened himself and let the big dick plunge in he would never know.  When his gullet gave it slid half way down and a couple of thrusts of her hips soon had him feeling the tickle of her golden pubes on his nose. The musk of her lust dizzied him and filled him with passion and the almost forgotten ache in his balls came back with a vengeance. Despite her cruelty this was the woman he adored perhaps more than life itself and he resolved to give her every delight that passion could bestow.

She let him draw back so just the glans was between his lips and of his own accord he pressed forward again to take the length full down. He put his hands on her hips and pulled her back and forth, urging her to rut down his throat. She took the hint and grasped his head between her hands, commencing a mad thrusting. All who watched were amazed at the cadence with which the big member went in and out, every thrust plunging to the hilt, his nose bumping on her pubis.

Orgasm struck in cataclysm, tearing a bestial cry from her as her gush flooded down the insides of her thighs and formed a puddle. Then all tension fled her musculature and only Jason’s loving arms held her upright, the cock still full down his throat. Her back was arched and her arms hung behind her. He held her while she slowly firmed and then, when sure she could stand on her own he turned and assumed the position, offering his ass. Again, she spoke to him in that mocking tone but now there was an unmistakable undertone of a love she could not suppress.

“That’s right darling. Offer me your tight little ass! You’re as good as a virgin considering my “size. First I’m going to hurt you with this big thing but later you know you will love it!”

She went to her knees behind him and aligned the member with portal. His hole was well stretched from frequent use by the mistresses in the chambers but the big thing demanding entry into his orifice did indeed feel like the prelude to his deflowerment all over again.

He felt her nails dig into him for purchase and the pressing against his vortex grew and grew as she thrust with her hips. He felt a giving and then a tearing pain no different that of Tess’s first intrusion. The big glans just passed his sphincter as he cried out. Another driving thrust and another drove it deeper, each bringing greater pain and he rutting went on until he felt her thighs touching his and the tickle of her bush on his behind.

Then he felt her drawing back until near full out and then the plunging in again as he whimpered and sniveled from the stretching of his hole. But’ as he knew ell form many times being sodomized, pleasure would displace the pain by and by so he endured.

And when that pleasure blossomed words of love were torn from him with incitements for her to take him yet harder.

“Mistress Maggie! I love you so. Harder! Deeper! Please!”

And then her heard words that rent his heart with joy.

“Slave Jason! I love you too, always! Come for me now! Come for me!”

Her words triggered him and he felt a burning pleasure as he erupted, spurting his plenty onto the floor and gave out that sweet moan of utter surrender that was sweetest music to the ears of every mistress and would always set them off. Maggie’s wail of triumphant passion echoed from the walls and ceiling as her body slacked and she collapsed over him, bearing him to the floor to lie on top of him with the cock full in and still humming. She babbled sweet things into his ear that brought him to joyful tears.

But then she rose and stood with a foot planted on his back, arms raised in exultation as cheers and applause rang out. Sharp kicks urged him to his knees and she pointed to where his cum puddled on the floor and he bent to lick it up. When finished he knew well to rise to his knees and take the big, soiled organ into his mouth to clean it. When it was spotless he removed it from her and took it back to set it on the stand.

He crawled back to kneel at Maggie’s feet and she signed for him to remain there with head bowed. He knelt there wondering what might come next. He heard the murmurs and whispers of several women and glanced up cautiously to see what might be going on.

Maggie was surrounded by Madame Sergeant, the judge and several other masked mistresses who seemed of mature age and had an air of authority about them. There was talk back and forth, some negative shaking of heads at first as Maggie seemed to be both pleading and making promises. At last, there were nods of assent though seeming reluctant for some of the women.

Maggie came back to where he knelt, accompanied by Madame Sergeant who explained.

“Mistress Maggie has persuaded the members of the high council to allow her to take you home to serve as her personal slave. This is a rare privilege for such a newly minted mistress and it will be strictly probationary. Mistress Maggie has made some serious promises she must keep if the arrangement is to be made permanent. You may now go home with her.”

Jason made is if to rise and walk with her but Maggie put her hand on his head to hold him down.

“You are still a slave Jason and as such you kneel or crawl unless there is need for you to stand or walk, which at the moment there is not. Now follow!”

He was stung by the words but obedience was deeply ingrained in him and he groveled behind her through the building until the came to the underground garage where a limo waited. He knelt on the floor for the drive home and groveled behind her from her garage into her house when they arrived. Maggie had inherited her parents’ spacious home upon their death in a car accident.

Without a word she made her way to the bedroom and he followed meekly on hands and knees. She sat on the edge of the bed and had him help remove her boots. Then she invited him to join her under the covers with her lying supine on one side of the king-sized mattress and he lying at right angles to her with his head pillowed across her thighs and hairy mount. She petted his head tenderly and said good night. He lay awake for a while with head spinning from a mingling of emotions. But, in the end all he cared about was that he was with the one he loved with the scent of the pussy he adored filling his nostrils with each breath. The veil of sleep came down.

Morning came and Maggie stirred, waking him. Her tug on his ear was a sign he well new meant he should go between her thighs to serve her. Her and his tongue along her hairy slit, dizzy with joy, but she gripped his hair to stop him, then guided him upward toward her clit and gave instruction.

“I have a drink for you first slave Jason!”

Her meaning was clear enough and he encircled her with his lips from where the flow would come and soon the warm pungent nectar filled his mouth. He was no stranger to this beverage but, coming from her he felt a thirst for it he had never known before. And when the flow ceased he went to her service with an outpouring of passion that welcomed her to the new day with a climax that turned her all to jelly, filling him with a worshipful joy as she gushed her orgasmic elixir into his yet thirsty mouth. Then he was reminded that he was her slave.

“Get me breakfast! Here in bed! Omelet, toast! Juice! And bring my coffee first!”

He hastened to obey, preparing her meal with loving hands. He found a tray meant for serving breakfast in bed and loaded it up, bringing it to her promptly. She tossed covers aside, sat up propped on pillows and he laid the tray across her thighs. Then she signed for him to lick her feet while she enjoyed her breakfast and informed him of what their life together was to be like.

“Sweetheart, I do love you dearly and your attentions give me special pleasure, but you must never forget that I am your mistress and you are my slave. You are here to submit, obey and give me pleasure. I have adopted the faith and creed of the masked mistresses and it holds that you are an inferior being created by our female deity to serve Woman.”

The omelet was very large and she could only eat about half so she laid the plate on the floor along with a half-eaten piece of toast and told him that was his breakfast. He ate from the plate like a dog as he had the food that was passed to him in his cell. When finished she had him return to licking her feet as she continued.

“I will have much business to attend to day to day if I am to keep the promises I made to the high council that allow us to be together like his. You need not know what that business is. You will spend a good deal of time home alone, during which you will see to it that the house is spotless and a sumptuous meal awaits me when I come home at the end of the day. Now, I haven’t had a chance to clean up and dust around here for a while so why don’t you get busy with that while I relax and watch a movie or two. You can find all the cleaning tools and supplies if you look around a bit. And I will expect my lunch to be special and at noon sharp. Now snap to it!”

She switched on the big screen TV at the foot of the bed and started a movie while he hurried off to find the broom closet. He heard her shout for him to start by cleaning the three bathrooms and report back to her when finished. When he did she mounted his back and rode him from bathroom to bathroom for inspection. She took a cane along and when she found spots he had missed he got whacks to the cock or balls. And after inspection of the last bathroom, she felt nature taking its course and he had to lie on his back with mouth open to accept what came from her anus and then lick her clean. Then he was ordered to scrub the kitchen floor on hands and knees.

When he was done he crawled back to the bedroom and she mounted his back so she could ride him to the living room and watch another movie. She settled into the recliner and switched on the set while he went back to his chores. She found she loved watching him as he went about his duties, naked, body striped with welts from the whipping she had given him, his erection jutting up near vertical, his organs still bruised. She called him to him to crawl to her and then kneel at attention, then reached down to fondle him gently. He shuddered and panted softly as she stroked his member, then gasped and shuddered when she gently squeezed his balls.

“Oh! Poor thing! They ache don’t they?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Do you want to come?”

“Yes Mistress! Please!”

“Well, they will have to ache a bit longer. It’s Sunday today. That’s why we are home together. During the week I will be out and about, often working late. At those times I’m afraid I will have lock you cock up to make sure there isn’t any foolishness. Your balls will have to ache until Saturday night. Then, I you have been a good boy and I don’t hear any complaining about how you ache or any of the begging like you just did I will use my cock to give you release, or maybe do it in other ways depending on my mood. Would you like that?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Well then you know what is expected of you and if you don’t meet those expectations you will get the cane to your balls instead and have to wait another month before you MIGHT be allowed to come. Now get back to work. I love seeing you walk around with that big hard on knowing your balls are aching. It lets me know how much you love me and want me. And I do love you too sweetie. Never forget that.”

He went back to work as she continued watching the movie. It was lurid porn and in the middle of it she summoned him to come and perform a cunnilingus for her because she got so horny she couldn’t bear it. And his feast upon her luscious pussy worsened his ache all the more.

He served her lunch promptly at noon but she found it lacking in imagination and she told him he would be expected to look up recipes online and follow them to the letter. Then he had to kneel with his cock sticking out and take a harsh cane stroke to the glans.

He finished his chores in the late afternoon and had to start her dinner. Luckily there was a big steak in the refrigerator and he managed to prepare it to her liking and was spared another cane stroke. His own dinner was the fat and gristle from the steak and a few half chewed pieces of meat. And she had imbibed freely of red wine with her dinner, making her randy.

After he washed the dishes he came back to kneel and await her next command. She was standing by the coffee table holding some thin black leather rope. The table was large, near six feet long and half that wide. He looked at her quizzically and she chuckled wickedly, then signed for him to lie face up on the table. She used the rope to bind his wrists and ankles to the table legs while she explained.

“Every day after dinner it will be time for my evening pleasures. This particular evening I’m in the mood to torture you.”

She saw fear in his eyes and laughed.

“No sweetie. It won’t be that kind of torture. I’m going to torture you with pleasure instead.”

Without another word she knelt down beside the table and first fondled him ever so gently, making him squirm in growing delight. Then, to his amazement, she bent over him and began to lick and suck his organs in a most loving and maddening way. She took his cock in her mouth and began to suck it oh so slowly, making the ache in his balls double, bringing him to just the edge of coming before she pulled away.

“No other male will ever feel the delight of my mouth on his cock. But I said I love you darling and you are special to me so you will have this privilege. But there is a catch. You will not be allowed to come. If you think your balls are aching now just wait!”

Then his cock was in her mouth again and the meaning of torture through pleasure became abundantly clear. Over and over, she caressed his length with lips and tongue, making him writhe, until he felt the first twinges of impending ejaculation and the extra stiffening of his cock that portended it. But she felt that too and knew just when to pull away, cruelly aborting his orgasm.

She went on to deepthroating him, his rather slim but long cock sliding deep into her tight gullet. Back and forth went her head, her throat like a nice tight pussy and again she took him to the brink repeatedly. She gave him brief respite and he lay panting and squirming, thrusting upward with his pelvis. And to her further amazement she mounted his loins and guided his member into her heavenly cavern. He kept thrusting upward but her weight held him down and she admonished him.

“No coming now my dearest. If you do it, remember, will be a month of aching balls instead of just a week! You also have the privilege of your cock entering my body, a pleasure no other male will enjoy. I loved having you inside of me in our former life together and that has not changed. What has changed is I will use your cock for my pleasure and satisfaction while you must control yourself or face the consequences!”

With that she began to rise and fall, sliding her celestial walls along his length as he gritted his teeth and fought for control. But he lost it and felt the twinge and the stiffening but she sensed it too and raised herself so his cock flopped free. Then he felt himself slide in paradise again and the sweet torment continued. Over and over, she took him to the brink as her own desire built with each round. At the last she used her fingers to finish herself, coming hard and settling down so he was full within her. He felt the inevitability of coming, but just in time she dismounted, leaving him gasping and thrusting.

His ache had grown by order of magnitude but there was to be no mercy. She mounted his head, facing his feet, her lusciousness just out of reach of his tongue as he strained upward to lick it, in helpless hunger for the taste of her. She laughed and let him keep trying for a while and then gave further instruction.

“We’ll do a 69 now my love. I’ve been told having your cock down my throat while you eat my pussy will enhance my orgasm dramatically. I hope it’s true! Let’s find out! And remember! Coming is not an option!”

Then the golden pussy he adored was pressed down on his face and he felt himself slide deep down her throat. His tongue went to work on her in the manner he knew to please, the scent of her intoxicating, as he felt the clutch of her gullet sliding along him. Inexorably, her maddening ministrations soon had him at the brink and only her alertness saved him. She pulled away and let his cock lie loose but kept her snatch pressed onto his face, enjoying his tongue for a minute or two before taking him in mouth again.

Then the sweet torment was repeated for the third time, to the brink and then denied until he lost count and could only lie beneath her helpless. Suddenly she shuddered and he felt her take him to the hilt and he knew her climax impended. He ran his long strong tongue deep inside to caress her G while rubbing his chin on her clit. She convulsed and gushed, filling his mouth. What would have been a wild cry of supernal ecstasy was muffled into an earthy grunt of purest satisfaction. He felt himself losing all control. At just the last second she pulled away, then turned and sat on his chest, looking down at him, beaming.

“It worked darling! What an orgasm! It felt like a tingling beam of energy was running from my throat to my clit! We’ll be doing the 69 a lot from now on. And were you lucky! I knew you were going to blow your load and I stopped you just in time! One of these days I might just let you go and you will have to serve a one month sentence. I must say you gave some excellent head during your confinement and it just got better the longer you were denied. I would love to have you all to myself and feel it getting better day by day. But I’m beat, and quite satisfied thank you. Bedtime!”

She untied him and mounted his back for the ride to the bedroom. He lay with his head pillowed on her thighs with nose in her bush, getting her scent with every inhalation. And each breath only worsened the ache but he could not tear himself away. Somehow sleep came.

Upon waking on Monday, he said his “good morning” to her in the way it would be from then on, a good deep draught of her morning vintage and then sweet cunnilingus to start her day out right. He served her breakfast and drew a bath for her in the big tub. She invited him into the tub to bath her lovingly and she sat on the edge of the tub with legs apart for one final round of tongue love.

He helped her dress and then stood before her as she sat on a kitchen chair and locked his cock in a cage and put his balls in a leather stretcher that parted them wide and made them turn purple, the sack tight and shiny. The key to the cage was on a gold chain around her neck and it hung down into her cleavage. She leaned back to look at his imprisoned organs and smiled.

“Lovely sweetheart! Now I know there can be no hanky panky and the key between my tits will remind me that you are safe at home, busy with your chores and aching for me. Have a good day darling!”

She kissed him on the lips and went out to the garage and drove off to meet Madame Sergeant and the high council to begin the fulfillment of her promises. She entered the conference room where they awaited her, seated around a table. Madame Sergeant offered her a chair and got right to the point.

“Mistress Maggie we deeply respect you courage in taking on the abduction, breaking and training of unregenerate males but we hope you realize the danger involved. Males like you Jason are easy meat. They succumb to our will quickly and take readily to training. The unregenerate is a whole different beast. You will have to use sex to lure him and will be vulnerable at certain times before our officers can come to your assistance. Your training will help but you will be dealing with some brutes. Now we have compiled a dossier on your first target.”

PART FOUR

Cal Compton AKA “Cal the Cad” sat surrounded by his sycophant admirers on a blanket on the beach, holding forth about his latest date rape, or “consensual encounter” as his shyster lawyer had described it to the jury that ended up acquitting him due to reasonable doubt. It wasn’t the first of such for him and he was determined it would not be the last.

As he rambled on a hot blonde in a red thong bikini wandered by along the beach and his voice trailed off as he stopped to stare. A “come hither” look over her shoulder as she walked away was all it took to make him stand up to follow.

Tall, muscular, dark haired and blue eyed his Speedo was as brief and tight as could be and it bulged, barely containing his oversized organs. He set off following her with long but leisurely strides, overtaking her slowly and finally reaching out to grab her elbow. She turned to face him, first with an expression of annoyance but then a gleam of desire came to her eyes as she looked him up and down and spoke to him in a breathy, seductive voice.

“Oh! It’s you Cal! Yes! I know your name! I’ve been watching you for a long time and asking around. I know your reputation but I wonder if you can live up to it!”

She looked down shamelessly at his groin with a gleam in his eyes.

“I never fail to satisfy sweetie. And what was your name?”

“Maggie handsome! And I have three holes in my body where that big thing can go and I want your cum in all of them!”

She looked down again and saw his big thing poking well above the waistband of his Speedo. The beach was bounded by dense woods where they happened to be standing and a trail led into it. The placed had been scouted thoroughly. She took his hand and led him into the trees, beyond the sight and sounds from the beach. They came to a big, tall pine and Maggie leaned against it with her back to the trunk. He pressed himself against her and she put her hands each side of his speedo and pulled it down, panting into his ear in seeming lust.

She took hold of his organ and stroked it in the artful way she had learned during her training and he gasped in surprise as she took him over the edge and he blew his load all over her. Then she pulled away from him and gave voice to her scorn.

“Premature ejaculation? After all your big talk big man? I might have expected as much! We’re done here wimp!”

Rage welled up in Cal and he reached out and pressed her back against the tree trunk.

“You teasing little cunt! You’re gonna get down on your knees and suck me hard. Then I’ll show you what a man is. My big thing is going up your pert little ass!”

He tried to force her to kneel but she gave him a knee to the crotch just as officers Bea and Dee burst from their concealment in a thicket nearby as planned and fell upon him with righteous wrath and pulled him backwards onto the ground. Big brute though he was he was no match for the two well trained and muscular officers with a little help from Maggie. They beat tattoo upon his elbows, knees and balls with their nightsticks as he rolled around howling in pain. Maggie got in a few good groin kicks and stomps.

Soon he was whimpering and sobbing and pleading for mercy, showing his latent cowardice. The officers cuffed his hands behind him. Maggie leaned back against the tree trunk and the officers pulled him up to his knees, facing her. Her face was contorted in contempt and loathing as she spoke.

“You got your filth all over me you pig! Now lick it up unless you want the officers to give you another dose. Gobs of his goo clung to her belly and thighs. With a sigh of fearful resignation, he leaned forward with tongue extended, then began to lap it up and swallow it while retching in revulsion.

When he had her cleaned off they pulled him to his feet and hustled him to the van that was parked a short distance away on a rutted road through the woods. The door slid open by remote and they tossed him inside. They drove off to the jail. Maggie went back to the beach to retrieve her car and follow them there.

When she arrived, she found Cal had been bound face up to a cot in a cell with a ball shocker tight around his sack. Madame Sergeant held the remote. They had awaited her arrival to begin. Madame Sergeant looked down at him with a sneer and pressed the button on the remote, which she had set to full force. Max howled and his body lurched from the force of the jolt.

“Now you will perform the selfless act you have so vociferously scorned my fine fellow and that is just a sampling of what you will get if you don’t do it to our satisfaction!” Madame Sergeant said, in a voice oozing disdain. “Mistress Maggie may begin since she had to endure being sullied by your cum!”

Maggie mounted his head facing his feet and pressed her pussy down on him. His knee jerk response was resistance but then he paid the price, three hard jots to the balls that motivated him to at least start licking, though in a clumsy and reluctant way. A look from Maggie let Madame know he needed more encouragement.

This time it was six jolts that had him convulsing and writing in torment and the attentions of his tongue acquired some urgency that was much more pleasing. But Maggie just gave a nod that called for more and Madame hit the button ten times.

This broke him and he used his tongue in abject terror. Maggie came and gushed and he spilled it, earning him three more jolts. She pressed her anus to his lips, commanding him to lick and his foolish refusal got him six more jolts and he broke again, tonguing her hole most pleasingly in his dread of further jolts. When his anal attentions aroused her again, Maggie offered her clit once more and his did his duty, propelling her to a deep, satisfying and jubilant orgasm.

She dismounted his face and officer Bea took her seat upon it. It was clear from then on he had learned his lesson and few further jolts were needed as they forced him to satisfy them one by one. Madame Sergeant went last and used her fleshy bulk to smother him unconscious when she relaxed upon him in her final satisfaction. They revived him with smelling salts. Madame Sergeant looked down on him with a withering glare of abhorrence.

“Your trial will be held first thing tomorrow, whereupon justice will be served. I suggest you spend the night contemplating your wretched life and whether or not the vile pleasures you exacted from you many victims will compensate you for the punishment that most surely awaits you!”

Then they left him lying there bound for the night with his face caked with their poon and the scent of pussy filling his nostrils with every breath. He lay sleepless and in terror the night long.

The cell door opened suddenly and the officers and Madame entered the cell. They unbound him and made him grovel down the corridor to a cleaning chamber where they hug him up spread eagled, hosed him down first with scalding water and soaped him down, then shaved him face and head and body before rinsing him off with ice cold water. They made him relieve himself and hosed the waste down the drain.

They left the shocker wrapped around his balls. Madame tightened it to the maximum to stretch his balls painfully and make them turn purple. Then she slipped a spiked chastity ring onto his cock and turned the spikes in deep. There was an eyelet projecting from the ring so a leash could be clipped on. They lowered him to the floor, cuffed his hands and put on leg irons. Already he sniveled in growing terror as he sensed the implacable cruelty of his captors.

Once properly bound he was taken on a quick march to the courtroom, tugged along by the leash, where the gallery was full of masked women with loins exposed, awaiting the entrance of judge jury and attorneys. They made him kneel before the bench.

First the jury filed into the box, all masked and naked below the waist. His eyes were riveted upon their pussies as he sensed he would soon be forced to lick each one. The prosecution and defense lawyers entered, similarly clad and they passed close by him on the way to their tables. Each gave him a leer as she passed and dipped her fingers between her legs, then smeared her poon onto his nose. All present cackled cruelly. Finally, the judge entered. All rose except for Cal who was forced to press his forehead to the floor in obeisance. The judge rapped her gavel and the court was called to order. Cal cringed at the righteous indignation that was palpable in the room and from the scent of womanly lust that filled the air. The judge addressed the prosecution.

“Madame prosecutor, please present your charges!”

“Your honor the prisoner, not surprisingly, is accused of attempted rape. He lured his naïve and innocent victim into the forest along the beach with his blandishments and when he had her alone and far from help he attempted to force himself upon her. His victim will now give testimony.”

Maggie entered from a side door, fully naked and unmasked, looking so much the part of tender and innocent victim. She took a seat in the witness chair and was sworn in. The prosecutor let her give her account of the events of that day.

“Well, your honor he was such a charmer at first! He told me he had been worshipping me from afar for months and had fallen in love with me. He promised marriage and a life of luxury. Fool that I was at the time I fell for it and let him lead me along the path into the forest. He said he just wanted a kiss or two and then he would propose.”

“But when we came to this big tree he backed me up against it and tried to rip away my bikini bottom. Not knowing what else to do I reached into his swimming trunks and took hold of his…thing… and stroked it, hoping if I could cause him to ejaculate he might be satisfied and relent. And ejaculate he did, very quickly and all over me! It was disgusting, horrible! His…thing… went limp and I thought my ordeal might end but no! He became enraged and demanded fellatio to make him erect again so he could sodomize me! Luckily these two fine officers were on patrol nearby and heard the whole thing. They rushed to the rescue and apprehended him.”

Despite his terror rage welled up in Cal at this distorted version of events and he tried to rise, snarling, grimacing, and the officers restrained him. But still he roared his objection.

“The little bitch lies! She promised me every orifice in her body and SHE lured ME into the woods! Then she jerked me off and taunted me until I just got so angry…”

He was cut off when Madame Sergeant pressed the button on the remote that gave him a jolt to the balls like the kick of a mule. She added three more for good measure and he lay on the floor moaning. The officers pulled him back up to his knees. The prosecution rested its case and the judge turned to the “defense attorney.”

Faint hope was born in Cal when he realized he was to have a lawyer to defend him but that hope was dashed and crushed when his “defender” just gave him a contemptuous look, waved her hand dismissively and sat down in her chair b the table. The judge rapped her gavel.

“Very well then, the jury will now deliberate and render its verdict!”

Cal turned to face the jury and met twelve pairs of eyes, each filled with mingled disdain and lustful anticipation. The women just glanced at each other briefly, nodded, shrugged and called out the verdict in unison: “GUILTY!”

He quailed and turned to face the judge when he heard the gavel. She regarded him with that same contemptuous glare, a cruel rictus on her lips as she pronounced sentence.

“The prisoner is hereby declared unregenerate! The egregious nature of this offense and the prisoner’s known history of date rape and generalized abuse of women call for the ultimate penalty. First the prisoner will be bound to the horse for gang rape. Then, after suitable torture both the penis and testicles of the prisoner shall be removed and he will be put to a life of toilet servitude here in the complex!”

Cal rose up as if to rage against this cruel sentence but before a word left his mouth Madame pressed the remote three times and put him on the floor moaning and sobbing. All he had left was to plead pathetically for mercy, looking around the courtroom and finding only eyes of stone peering from the masks. But then the defense attorney stepped forward.

“Your honor, if it please the court may the prisoner be given the chance to demonstrate a capacity for reform?”

Then the cruel charade was acted out but with the intent being the opposite of what it was in Jason’s trial. Cal was made to perform the cunnilingus for all present and each woman fully enjoyed his abject and desperate efforts to save his organs. But it was all scripted and a foregone conclusion. The judge took her pleasure last and dropped the final black ball into the jar, sealing his fate. His sentence was to be carried out immediately.

Madame and the officers led him away to the amphitheater. He blubbered pleas for mercy as he was led from the courtroom and even offered generous bribes to Madame and the officers as they tugged him along through the corridors. In the midst of this Madame lost patience and gave him a jolt to the balls that put him on his back. She put her foot across his throat and leaned down with a malicious gleam in her eyes to set him straight.

“No amount of money can tempt any of us to forgo the pleasure of seeing you punished as you deserve. Now shut your stupid worthless mouth and prepare yourself for your well-earned fate!”

Sharp kicks urged him to his feet and he stumbled along in his leg irons to the place of his punishment. The amphitheater was filled to capacity when they arrived, word having been spread among the mistresses that a special entertainment was to be held. A hoist hung down from the ceiling, the horse upon which he was to be raped was set out, along with the table to which he would be bound while the final procedure was performed. Stark terror filled him and his knees failed him as he pissed the floor. Madame threatened to cut his cock off than and there if he didn’t slurp up his mess. He heard cackling laughter from the audience as he obeyed.

Each mistress had been given a numbered token upon entering the venue and a lottery was held to determine which twelve among them would have the honor of joining in the gang rape. But it would be Maggie who would be privileged to deflower him.

He knelt watching as the lucky mistresses stepped from the audience one by one. They stood shoulder to shoulder and the faux cocks were handed out and strapped on, each one half again the size of Cal’s “pride and joy.” He gaped in horror at the line of mistresses, each with a big organ jutting from her hairy loins. Then Maggie stepped into his view, also armed with her instrument of ravaging and emasculation. She just pointed to the horse and the officers seized him bodily, hoisted him onto it and strapped him down. Maggie stood before him with the flared glans of the mock cock before his eyes as she taunted him.

“So, you thought you would make me suck that thing of yours? Now you’re going to suck my thing and take it down your throat until my bush tickles your nose! Then I’m going to fuck your gullet until I come! After that it’s going up your virgin ass!”

She pressed the glans to his lips and he foolishly clenched his jaw. Madame hit the remote and the jolt made him open his mouth to howl in pain as Maggie shoved the cock into it. Still, he resisted until a few more jolts persuaded him it was better to resign himself. His gullet gave and the cock slid halfway down. A couple of rolls of Maggie’s hips seated it full length and he did indeed find his nose pressed into her golden thicket, aromatic in her vengeful lust.

A finger on the red gem made the humming vibrations begin and she took hold of his ears and began the rutting. There was nothing for him to do but relax his throat into a pleasing pussy for her and hope the merciful end would follow soon. Her breath came in pants through gritted teeth and spittle flew from her lips as she propelled herself to climax. It struck her as she rammed the member down his throat to the hilt one last time. Her cry of purest ecstasy and righteous rage echoed from the walls and ceiling as her cum gushed forth and ran down her thighs to puddle on the floor.

She savored for a moment, then yanked the cock free with a pop that brought chuckles from the audience. The cock was dripping with his slobber, the only lube he would get for his deflowering. She went around behind him and wasted no time pressing the glans to his hind hole and ramming forward with her pubis. He squealed like the piggy he was and she gave him a hard slap on the behind as the cock plunged in a third of the way. Two more thrusts sent it to its depths as he squealed on.

Maggie went to ravaging him and even a loathsome one such as he felt the pleasure supplant the pain and in due course he came. But Madame Sergeant was on the alert and knew well the signs of impending male orgasm. At just the right moment she pressed the button thrice and gave him the cruel jolts that denied him his pleasure and made it agony instead. Maggie came with an exultant wail and pulled the cock free. She went back around the horse to make him suck the cock clean just as the first of the waiting mistress came up behind him and rammed her organ home.

He cried out from the pain, opening his mouth and Maggie shoved the cock full down his stretched out gullet, pulling it in and out until every trace of soiling was gone. A second mistress stepped forward to throat fuck him and they exchanged a high five and Maggie stood by to watch the spit roast gangbang.

Three more times he came during the ravaging but each time Madame denied him his pleasure with well timed jolts. The last cumload of Cal’s life spurted onto the floor just as the last mistress had her final orgasm.

Cal’s cum and the cum from the gushing of the mistresses was puddled all around the horse. The officers unbound him and he slid to the floor whimpering. Madame Sergeant again threatened him with immediate penectomy if he didn’t lick and suck up the cum puddles. Desperate to keep his cock for a little while longer he obeyed.

When he finished the hook from the hoist was clamped to his leg irons and he was hauled aloft upside down for whipping. A second lottery had been held and four mistresses had won the chance to take their places with whips in hand surrounding Cal and wield the leather until Madame Sergeant deemed he had been sufficiently chastised in this way.

Each mistress was handed two whips. Like all among the masked mistresses they wielded them with great skill and Cal soon howled in torment under the searing lashes that pinkened and striped his tender pampered hide and struck his organs for the retribution of the female upon one who had so much abused their gender. When he hung sobbing and no more pain could be wrung from his body Madame called a halt.

Then it was time for the finale of his punishment and he struggled weakly, know it was to come as the officers carried him to the table and bound him down. The shocker was removed and his balls were put in the clamp.

Madame Sergeant took charge, first bringing out the cruel skewers, running four through his balls. She asked if he would prefer castration to more skewers, but he was so loath to part with his balls as yet that he took four more before begging for the cut. Once the cut was made and she stapled him up Madame held his still skewered balls before his eyes and he bawled like a baby.

Lucky was the slave whose ordeal ended at this point but not so lucky was Cal. Madame now turned her attention to the penis that he had cherished throughout his sordid career. First she took a thin stainless steel tube and ran it down his urethra until it was well inside him beyond the length of his cock. He screamed and writhed. She then took a zip tie and snugged it tight around the base of his cock, cutting off blood flow.

Next, she flayed his penis by making a cut around it just below the glans and similarly at its base, just above the zip tie. Then a final cut along his length allowed her to peel the skin away, leaving his raw under-flesh exposed. His screams echoed in the chamber and redoubled when Madame took out a spray bottle of salty brine and sprayed it over the raw flesh. When his screams faded to a whimper she asked if he was ready to part with his “pride and joy” yet.

He begged for the cut and Madame obliged, slicing her way around the tube at his base, then sliding the severed member up along the tube and holding it too before his eyes. The erstwhile strutting, posturing macho man was now a nutless, dickless nullo, sobbing in his despair, any belated contrition pointless.

A mistress who was also a surgeon came from the audience with a bag of instruments in hand. A nurse came to join her. They sutured him up and gave him a plastic tube to piss through until his portal healed. Then he had to kneel in humiliation during the after party, subjected to taunts and derision. As matters progressed he was made to perform the toilet service that was to be his lot thereafter. Every mistress went home that evening feeling a deep and righteous satisfaction that justice had been served.

Maggie and Tess bonded quickly and deeply as mistresses who played the same role among the masked mistresses. The teamed up with the officers in multiple apprehensions of unregenerates and suitable slaves for the pleasure chambers.

PART FIVE

Meanwhile Maggie’s domestic life was bliss. Jason was adoring and submissive to a degree she never could have imagined and he made her home a heaven in which she reigned as goddess. Many of her days could be long and stressful, hours spent staking out and stalking unregenerate males in order to lay plans for the capture. But when she walked through her door she was immersed in only comfort and pleasure. There was just one small incident which, in its way only made life even more delightful.

Jason endured his weekly orgasm denial bravely but by late Friday every week he while he walked around the house doing his chore he slumped over as if there were bowling balls in his scrotum. But on Saturday night, as promised she used her cock to give him relief.

It was Saturday afternoon, the first day of August, at the end of a week during which she had invited several friends over for an evening of wine and girl talk. Jason was slave on duty and had to give oral pleasure to all upon demand. The extra ingestion of poon and woman cum must have weakened his resolve.

He had gone into the small powder room off the living room to clean it and seemed to be taking a bit too long about it. She went to check on him and opened the door suddenly. Rage burned in her when she saw him kneeling in front of the toilet stroking his member. She knew well when a male was on the verge of ejaculation and she screamed for him to stop. He yanked his hand away from his cock and cowered under her glare.

“Get your sorry ass out in the living room now and you crawl you selfish pig!” she hissed in a voice of fury.

He groveled in haste with her behind him giving him sharp kicks to the balls to urge him on. She ordered him to kneel at attention with his hands on his head and then picked up the cane that always lay on the floor beside her chair in case discipline was needed. She looked down at his jutting member, still dripping precum and raised the cane high, feeling righteous wrath, then brought it down on his glans in a vicious stroke that made him cry out and collapse to the floor, curled up fetal, cradling his poor cock. But his punishment was far from over.

His cock had wilted from the agony of the stroke but she ordered him to kneel again and fondle himself hard to make another target for the cane. He took four more blows to his tip, leaving it black and blue and then was ordered to hold his cock up out of the way so she could give him five more to the balls. When he knelt before her whimpering, his organs fully bruised, she pronounced sentence for his offense. But there was as much hurt and disappointment in her voice as anger.

“Slave Jason how could you? Here it is, Saturday afternoon and soon I would have granted you release like so many weeks before and now this? I thought you loved me!”

“I do mistress! More than life itself! I’m so sorry! Please forgive me!”

“Words aren’t good enough slave Jason! If you speak the truth you must prove through your actions. The caning is just part of your punishment. It is the first day of the new month and you will be denied coming until the last day of it. Any more such foolishness or even the slightest hint of complaint about how your balls ache might earn you yet another month of denial! Now come here and serve me! I need relief from the stress you have caused me!”

His contrite passion as he used his practiced tongue upon her resulted in an exquisite orgasmic sequence that left her relaxed and contented but also looking forward to much more of the same. She was not disappointed. As four weeks passed his attentions propelled her to new heights of ecstasy, most of all because she could sense the depths of his love and the sincerity of his penitence.

On the Saturday nights, instead of giving him release she held girl parties again, making him keep as many as a dozen masked mistresses satisfied, including members of the high council, who all expressed their amazement at their pleasure from his attentions.

And her own pleasures soared to a zenith beyond her imaginings. As the last days of August passed she was tempted to extend his ordeal for the sake of the delights she was now taking for granted but on the last day as he went about his duties, stoically enduring, but walking stooped over from the dreadful ache a loving compassion came over her and she resolved to reward his sacrifice in a way that would astound him. But there would be one catch.

He served her the evening meal but she declined her customary dessert, saying she would have it later on. After he had cleaned up the kitchen she invited him to come and kneel at her feet and spoke tender words to him.

“Slave Jason you have proven your love for me by enduring a month of misery without complaint while giving me delight I never dreamed possible. I have promised you relief tonight and I further promise that relief will be special. You know well that I punish bad behavior with due severity but tonight I will reward your good behavior in opposite proportion. I will give you the gift of my body without limit or reservation. There are three places in me where your cocks can go and you may enjoy all of them. And this will be the first way!”

She invited him to stand and the she went to kneel before him with his cock inches from her face. She kissed the tip of it tenderly.

“Sweetheart, you must have built up a huge load of come after all this time. Right now, I’m feeling hungry for the taste of it. And it is a nourishing substance containing protein that will be merged with my tissues and make you a part of me. Such a beautiful thought!”

She opened her mouth, took him in deep, and enveloped his member in a silken caress that sent shivers through him and weakened his knees. Back and forth went her head as she ran hers lips along him and tongue’s tip along his sensitive underside, his glans bumping her gullet over and over, a third of his cock yet to penetrate. But on one forward movement she opened her throat and took him full down, the tip of her nose pressed against him while he felt her tongue caressing his poor aching balls.

She made her mouth and throat like a heavenly vagina for him, going back and forth full length over and over until he felt a greater hardening of his hardness and a massive welling up in his balls. With a quavering moan of helpless delight and relief he erupted into her hungry mouth. She held just his tip between her lips as he expelled spurt after creamy spurt and he heard her sounds of delectation as she swallowed each in its turn.

His legs went rubbery and she guided him gently so that he collapsed into the recliner and slumped there, still shuddering from the consuming release. She sucked and licked and kissed his organs with tenderness and spoke words of love.

“Darling, I said I would have my dessert later and what a delight you served me, so rich so sweet and so much! I could feel your little wigglies teeming in my mouth and my stomach feels so full and satisfied! But now I need to make you hard again because my pussy is warm and throbbing and longing for your cock!”

She took him in mouth again and not long after had him stiff as wood. When satisfied with his erection she had him move the coffee table aside so she could lie upon the thick aubusson rug. She parted arms and legs wide in welcome and he flung himself upon her, sliding his member into paradise. His coming took longer this second time and he drove her mad with pleasure, her ankles resting on his shoulders while he rammed his organ over her G triggering a chain of climaxes, making her shriek and spout obscenities mingled with words of love. He felt the welling up again and collapsed upon her as he spouted another creamy gusher into her depths. They lay entwined in afterglow but she roused from it first and reasserted her dominance.

“That was wonderful my sweet but you have made a bit of a mess down there so you really should lick it up!”

Obedient as always he went down to lick and suck up the copious goo that poured from her cavern. Then she had him lie on his back for more sucking to harden him again in preparation for use of her last orifice. He was spent and it took longer to harden him but inevitably her wicked and lascivious mouth prevailed. She hopped up onto the recliner onto her knees, resting her elbows on the headrest and offered herself like a bitch in heat while giving instructions.

“Slip your cock into my pussy to lubricate it darling, then fuck me in the ass! I know you will love it! It’s so tight and I’ll massage your cock while it goes in and out of me! You will shoot your load before you know it!”

He slid his organ into her vagina and withdrew it glistening with her poon. Then he pressed his glans to the vortex and drove with his hips, heedless of anything but his pleasure. She flinched from the pain of his entry and he felt brief remorse but she urged him on. In he went to the hilt and then he felt the tight clench of her upon the base of his organ.

He pulled back and she kept her grip tight, making his exit heavenly, then opened herself to receive him deep when he thrusted forward again. Back and forth he went, her snug ring caressing and massaging as promised. Long before expected he felt the itching twinge portending ejaculation and then another heavy spurting as he filled her rectum. He went limp and his cock drooped free. And again, she asserted herself and remined him of his duty.

“Oh honey! You really filled me up! I can feel it. Now be a good slave and suck it out of me!”

Habitual in his subservience he went to his knees and encircled her orifice with his lips. She pressed down and what was expelled from within her filled his mouth. Ever dutiful he swallowed it down.

She reversed herself in the chair and sat with him kneeling between her legs. Taking him in her hand she fondled him with every art she knew but could only make him half hard. Then she informed him of what would be necessary and what the future would hold.

“Jason darling, I can tell you still have some cum left inside of you but your cock will not be able to help me extract it from you. I’m going to have to use my cock to make sure you are drained completely. This is important because there will be a new order of things from now on. A month of denying you led me to pleasure that I cannot deny myself. So, from now on your periods of denial will coincide with the months. February will probably be your favorite month but mine will be the ones with 31 days. But on the last day of each month, you will be given the same reward you were given tonight. But Goddess help you if you weaken like you did before because your denial will be extended through the following month.”

She went on.

“So, that is why it is so important that you be drained of every drop. You must start each month with your desire at lowest ebb and it will build from there. You might be a bit tepid for me at first but then I know you will finish strong. But I love you and care so much for your health and well being and that’s why I must make sure I have wrung every drop out of you. Now fetch my cock and let’s get this done! And bring a towel from the bathroom to lay on my fine rug so you don’t sully it with your goo!”

He fetched towel and cock, laid out the towel, installed her cock onto her and assumed the position. His much used orifice took her member deep with ease and he felt the pulsing vibrations as she pressed the gem. Stretched as he was there was he no longer felt pain upon her entry. To compensate for the loosening of his hole she added wild gyrations to her pelvic thrusting and soon he felt the burning itch and expended himself for the last time onto the towel.

She made him suck up his product and suck the cock clean. Then she fondled him and he stayed limp so she sucked him a bit just to make sure. He remained as a wet noodle and she knew he was ready to begin his month of denial with a clean slate. She mounted him and rode him to the bedroom.

Upon waking he imbibed her morning vintage as always and then served her with his tongue. As expected he was tepid but his skills still allowed him to bring her to at least satisfactory climax. The day passed and his ardor rose quickly so by days end his passion was escalating nicely. She looked forward to the escalation of her pleasure day by day.

That evening she participated in the torture and unmanning of the latest unregenerate she had lured into the clutches of the masked mistresses. In the morning she reported to Madame Sergeant for her next assignment. Madame was at once pleased and disappointed. Her efforts at enticement had been so efficient and infallible that she was fresh out of new unregenerates to be apprehended. She invited Maggie to take a small vacation.

Maggie went home and enjoyed Jason’s ever more pleasing attentions for a few days but soon felt a longing for the thrill of the hunt. Then inspiration dawned on her and she rushed in to see Madame Sergeant.

“Madame! I have on for you that you must have missed although I wonder how he escaped your notice. In fact, I know him quite well personally and can attest to how deserving he is. His name is Max!”

THE END
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