
        
            
                
            
        

    
SUBMIT AND SERVE THESE HEAVENLY CURVES

CHAPTER ONE

She caught Glenn’s eye in the warehouse grocery store where he shopped every week. He saw her first from behind well down the aisle. Unusually tall, taller than his own six feet; he could tell even from a distance, her figure was preternaturally full yet exquisitely proportioned, every curve graceful and sumptuous, her dark blond hair hanging to the middle of her back. It was summer and she wore tight black spandex shorts and an even tighter red tank top. Her clothing emphasized those curves as if she prided herself upon them.

Glenn’s taste in women was unconventional. He didn’t know why, but the skinny, stereotypical, sanitized blonds that seemed to be on every magazine cover left him cold. Large curvy women like her made his pulse and his penis rise.

She was near the end of the aisle and continued, then turned the corner and walked around into the next. He hurried ahead to follow at a discreet but closer distance. She made her way along, browsing, and turned into the next aisle. He just had to see her from the front so he reversed course and entered the next aisle from the opposite way.

She was at the other end, perusing the merchandize, occasionally selecting an item and putting it in her cart. He made his way toward her, doing likewise, mostly to cover up his real motive. They drew close and their eyes met briefly. Hers were steel blue and piercing under heavy dark brows. Her lips were full and sensuous, her chin strong, a face of uncommon beauty that would have made her movie star were it not for her unstylish body. Her stunning breasts were very large and firm, jutting, and her big nipples showed prominently, hardened from the chill of the AC, making her lack of a bra obvious. They exchanged cordial smiles and he looked away quickly and walked past her, not wanting to arouse her suspicion of his ogling.

But he couldn’t stop. He looked back before leaving the aisle. She was walking away briskly, moving with grace, light of foot, a sensual wiggle to her shapely behind. She turned left and he followed, nearly running down the aisle to make sure he didn’t lose sight of her. But when he came to the end, he looked left but she had vanished down one of the aisles, no telling which one. He made a guess and pushed his cart two aisles down and turned left again. It was empty.

He sighed and decided to give up, so he wandered along the aisle finding items he had planned on buying anyway. He kept visualizing her naked and he hardened in spite of himself and kept the cart close to him to hide it. Suddenly a hand grabbed him by the collar with a strength that surprised him and he heard a low and sultry female voice with a tone of authority.

“Are you following me?”

She reached around with her other hand to grab the front of his shirt and turn him around, pulling him close to her face. Her blue eyes skewered him and there were hints of lust and contempt in her expression. He tried to talk his way out of the situation.

“I…I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to upset you. I’ll go away now and not bother you anymore.”

But she wasn’t finished with him.

“So, you were following me! Why?”

Something in her tone of command seemed to compel him to tell the truth.

“I…I think you’re beautiful. I just couldn’t take my eyes off you. You’re not like other women.”

“Meaning what?”

She pulled him closer and he felt her breasts against his chest and he became aware of the shameful bulge in his pants just as it touched her thigh. She pushed him back a bit and looked down. His face turned crimson. And then the hint of lust in her eyes became more than that. She licked her lips and a leering grin came over her face. But her voice was still steely and cold.

“Oh! So that’s what you mean! Do you often go wandering around in stores ogling women? Or do you think I’m an easy and desperate fat chick?”

“No!…never that…I mean…

“Come on! Spill it! What about women like me?”

“Okay…they…you turn me on a lot. I don’t know why. I’ve just always felt that way. I love your curves! I…I want to make love to you. Worship you! You’re like a goddess to me! But I know there’s no chance of that and if I’ve offended you I apologize. I’ll go away and I won’t bother you anymore!”

Her expression softened and the contempt was gone but the gleam was still in her eyes and there was no doubt she was in charge.

“Why would I want you to go away after you said such sweet things to me. I think I want to take you home with me. Would you like that?”

“Y…yes but…

“But what?”

“We don’t even know each other!”

“That’s not hard to remedy. I can see to it that we get to know each other very well in a very short time. Now push my cart to the checkout line!”

“What about my groceries?”

“Leave them. You won’t be needing them!”

She exuded an iron will that compelled his obedience. It scared him but his cock stiffened even more. With a sigh of resignation, he took hold of the cart. She walked ahead of him, adding some extra wiggle to her behind, flaunting it. He couldn’t take his eyes away. There was a headlong feeling of things spinning out of control, much more than he had ever bargained for, but he knew he wanted it. His heart hammered and he sweated.

She stood by while he unloaded the cart at the register and when the clerk asked for his card he looked at her and she gave him an impatient frown, making it clear she expected him to pay. He felt under her thumb already and felt a wetness at the front of his pants where the precum had soaked through. He hid it by keeping close to the cart as he pushed it along to the car.

They got to her black BMW SUV and she opened the hatch and waited for him to load the groceries. Then she opened the driver’s side rear door and ordered him to lie on the floor behind the front seats but he hesitated.

“What about my car?”

“It can sit here. The store is open 24/7. Nobody will notice or care for a week. Now get your ass in there! And give me your phone!”

He was shocked at how obedience to her was already ingrained in him. His hands felt as if taken over by a will not his own. He took his phone from his shirt pocket and handed it to her, then laid himself on the floor and stayed there, unable to see where they were going. She opened his phone and took out the battery. Then she got in and drove off. He could tell she drove on the freeway for some distance, then it was stop and start with several turns to right and left. Then the car stopped and he heard a garage door opening. She drove in and he heard the door going down.

She opened the door in front of him and told him to get out, then opened the hatch and ordered him to carry the groceries inside. They reached the kitchen and she directed him as to where to put the items away, then led him to the living room. It was elegantly furnished in black leather upholstery and rich dark wood, high-ceilinged, floor tiled in black marble. There was a huge U-shaped sectional sofa with two recliners turned to face the base of the U. A large coffee table was in the center and an end table between the recliners.

She led him by the hand to the center of the sofa, told him to sit and look at the floor until she told him otherwise, then left the room. She was gone for some minutes and he remained obedient, still looking down at the floor. Then he heard the click of heels on the stone floor, approaching from the left. The sound ceased when she stood straight ahead and spoke.

“I never did get your name.”

He kept his head down, still obedient. “It’s Glenn.”

“Okay Glenn. My name is Alicia. But you will not be calling me that. Look at me now!”

He raised his head and drew in breath. She was naked except for knee high black stiletto heeled boots and she held a riding crop in her hand. He gaped, awestruck. She was regal and resplendent in her nudity. His visualizations of her back in the store didn’t come close to doing justice. Her breasts were magnificent, firm, full, no bra needed, the large brown nipples taut and wrinkled. A dense triangular thicket matching her head hair was framed by her comely thighs.

“You will be calling me Mistress Glenn. Now this is quite unfair with me exhibiting myself naked in front of you. I want you naked too. Strip!”

He was still mesmerized for a long moment but her impatient glare and menacing hefting of the crop compelled obedience and he stood to strip. It seemed as if her will took charge of his hands. He just wore shorts, sandals, a golf shirt and white briefs. Soon all but the briefs lay on the floor but he was too bashful to continue. Then his hardness slipped through the fly of the briefs and he stood there stupidly and shamefully, face crimson.

First she laughed and pointed, barely able to contain herself. Then her face hardened and her eyes pierced him.

“Naked! Now!”

He slipped the briefs off and stood there again with his erection bobbing and dripping. She shook her head in amused contempt and settled herself into one of the recliners, regally enthroned, back straight, then pointed to the floor in front of her.

“Come here Glenn!”

He stepped toward her but she barked a command.

“Crawl!”

It was as if her voice turned his legs to rubber and he went to hands and knees, groveling to her. He came close, within her reach and then: “Kneel! At attention!”

He straightened up and knelt with his erection jutting. It dribbled precum onto the floor. A small puddle began to form. She looked down at it and rolled her eyes.

“That erection just won’t do!”

A quick, harsh stroke of her crop struck his glans and the stabbing pain doubled him over as his cock wilted. There was a drawer in the end table next to the chair and she opened it and withdrew a chastity cage. With proficient hands she installed it on him and nodded. There were sharp spikes within it and as his cock hardened within its confines they bit deep.

“That’s better! Now Glenn, did you say you want to make love to me?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Well you will be making love to me Glenn. A lot. But you will be doing it my way. And my way does not include your penis entering my body. Have you ever performed cunnilingus for a woman Glenn?”

“Well, just a few times with a girlfriend I had.”

“How did it go? Did she like it?”

“Not much. She asked me to stop.”

“Well Glenn, many women have been indoctrinated into thinking their bodies are dirty and ugly so they have inhibitions. And you were probably rough and clumsy about it too. Now I’m going to teach you to do it properly.”

She eased back in the chair, raised and parted her legs, resting her calves on the arms. His eyed went to her cunt and were riveted there. Its hairy animal magnetism held him rapt, entranced. Her crevice was long and deep, dense pubes on each side running along the length of her engorged labia. Above was the pink orb of her clit, below the protuberant brown vortex of her anus.  She reached out and grasped his forelock, drawing him closer, so her musk filled his nostrils. It made his head spin and he reached out with his tongue, drawn to it irresistibly. He strained forward but she held him back.

“Not yet Glenn. Do you like what you see?”

“Yes! It’s beautiful!”

“You said you wanted to adore me. Did you mean that?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Do you want to taste me?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Good! Then, when you begin, you must be very gentle, very tender, and you must make me feel your adoration. You may taste me now and I will give you guidance as we go along.”

She let go of him suddenly and he fell forward, burying his face in her cunt. Reaching out with his tongue he ran it up from the bottom of her crevice to the top and thrilled when she gasped in pleasure. And already she had instructions.

“Very nice Glenn. But now cup your tongue when you lick me. Gather my juice and swallow.”

He lapped upward again, gathering her amber poon in a puddle on his tongue and swallowing it down. It sparked an urgent hunger and he licked again and again as she encouraged him with tender words.

“That’s the way. Mmmmm! Delightful! You really meant your words. I think you might become a wonderful slave!”

Slave! The word sent a chill up his spine but still he could only continue his adoration, feeling a deepening of his worship and longing to please her with every mouthful. He knew then and there his life and will were no longer his own but he didn’t even care.

She took an ear in each hand and began to roll her hips, smearing her lush wetness over his face and continuing her teaching.

“Lick harder and faster Glenn! Goddess I’m horny! You are so sweet! I’m going to come soon!”

The rolls of her hips shortened and she drew him up to press her clit to his lips, urging him on.

“Suck and lick it Glenn! Hard! Make me come!”

He took her pulsing pellet between his lips and sucked as he ran his tongue over it. Seconds sufficed. She arched her back and those exquisite, silken thighs clenched together on his head as she shuddered and convulsed. A gush of salt/sweet fluid filled his mouth and he swallowed it down. Her shriek of primal ecstasy was muffled for him by the clutch of her flesh. It was soft just under the skin but he felt hard muscle beneath and her grip was inescapable.

Then she relaxed, lapsing into soft moans of contentment, semi-conscious. Her hand strayed to his head and she tousled his hair with tenderness. Overcome with joy from giving her such bliss he planted tender kisses everywhere between her thighs and awaited her awakening. She recovered, sat up and gave him a gentle kiss on the forehead.

“Excellent for the first time Glenn. I can see you will be a fast learner. And you swallowed my cum! I love that! It show you really care. Now, do your balls ache yet?”

He came to the realization that his balls were aching, just like they had back in high school when he was in the back seat of his dad’s car with his cock teasing girlfriend. Blueballs! He just nodded.

“It’s something you will have to get used to Glenn and it will get much worse the more you make love to me. But it must be this way if you are to give me the pleasure I expect from you. I have found that the more a slave’s balls ache the more passionate and adoring his attentions become and my orgasms improve dramatically from day to day and week to week. But I am a merciful Mistress and I do care about your health and wellbeing. I will grant you release from time to time when I think you have earned it. But any complaining about your ache or begging to come will result in another week of denial no matter how long you have already endured.”

Glenn’s head was spinning. Mistress? Slave? And she had suggested there had been other slaves before him. What had he gotten himself into? What manner of woman was this? She spoke again, and at her words, he felt nothing but surrender and a longing to please. Scared and confused though he was, he admitted to himself there was nowhere that he would rather be.

“Now we will do it again Glenn and we will go very slowly and I will teach you to do more things.”

He looked up to see her presenting her cunt again and he pressed his face deep into its lush recesses. Knowing his first duty he lapped up and ingested her luscious poon, feeling a deeper sense of surrender and submission with every swallow. And his drinking of her cum had also heightened those feelings.

She enjoyed for a while but then stopped him and pushed him back as she raised her knees to her breast.

“Look at me Glenn, down low, at the very bottom.”

He looked down there and saw her anus puckering rhythmically, pulling in and then distending into something like a lovely brown rose.

“Do you love me Glenn? Do you want to make me really happy?”

There was no denying it. In just a few hours he had met and fallen deeply and helplessly in love with a woman even his wildest fantasies could not have conjured and here he was, worshiping her like a goddess, sharing profoundest intimacies with her gorgeous body.

“Yes! I love you. I only met you hours ago but I will do anything to make you happy!”

“Good. You will kiss me there and then you will lick and suck. It will feel so good and let me know you really love all of me!”

Her orifice bulged outward forming lips that invited his. He kissed it with tender adoration, then extended his tongue as it retracted, clenching and pulling his pleasuring organ deep into her. He wriggled it about and felt joy when she sighed in growing pleasure. She pressed down so her vortex bulged again, into his mouth and he sucked it, still probing with his tongue until it retracted again, drawing his tongue in even deeper. He slithered it in and out of her hard as he could but then he tired and his efforts waned.

He heard a “whoosh” and a stinging pain across his ass. She grabbed him by the hair and made him look up at her. Her glare was cold and stern.

“You started out well Glenn and I was enjoying it thoroughly but your tongue tired and interrupted that enjoyment. We will continue now and you will feel the whip when you are not pleasing me. I understand you cannot help it at this point. Your tongue could not naturally have the endurance necessary for proper rimming. But I can show no mercy. Only rigorous practice and training will allow you achieve the perfection I demand in the performance of this act and that training begins now. It won’t be long before your tongue is tireless and I will be able to enjoy it for hours. Now begin again and challenge yourself!”

She formed her anus into the rose again and he encircled it with his lips as he licked and probed in deep. He wriggled and slithered harder than before and her soft moans told of her delight but, try though he might, he could not master his fatigue and he felt the stinging bite of the whip on his ass until he put forth a supreme effort and she lapsed into bliss again.

On it went, he knew not how long. His ass felt on fire from her merciless lashes. But then her breath quickened and she tugged him by an ear up to her clit.

“That will do for now Glenn. Make me come again. Stick your finger up my ass while you lick me!”

She grabbed his hair and twisted it painfully in her urgency. He gently slipped a finger into her orifice and finger fucked her softly. The orgasm was violent, ferocious sounds were torn from her depths and she drove her pubis mons against his lips in rolling thrusts until her frenzy expended itself. Another gush filled his mouth and he took it down, feeling the birth of a craving for that potent elixir. She relaxed and savored for a while. Then she pulled the footrest of the recliner out and rested her legs on it.

“Now take off my boots Glenn and lick my feet.”

Obedient already by habit he slipped her boots from her feet and went to hands and knees, taking in the toes of her left foot full into his mouth. The mingled tastes of sweat salt and leather grew on him and he felt a thrill of sweet degradation. She gave instructions.

“Between the toes Glenn! Clean me! It feels so good! My feet are so tired and sore! Don’t stop!”

His tongue swabbed at the jam he found there and the taste was stronger yet he found himself hungering for it and when finished with that foot he took in the other eagerly. And he felt such happiness from giving her this pleasure. When she was spotless between the toes he started on her soles, first massaging the right one with the tip of his tongue and bathing it with his spit. She was finely pedicured and her feet were soft beneath his tongue. He finished the left sole and she put her foot against his forehead and pushed him back.

“Lovely Glenn. You are so sweet. But it’s bedtime now.”

“Won’t you take me back to my care so I can go home?”

“Silly! What makes you think you are going home? You will be coming to bed with me tonight.”

He had remained on his hands and knees and she stood up and mounted him, straddling his back.

“Come on Glenn! Off to the bedroom! To the left and down the hall!”

He crawled in that direction. Her weight pressed down hard, hurting his knees on the stone floor but he bore her gladly, beside himself at the thought of sharing her bed. He felt the wet of her pussy on the small of his back. The bedroom was some distance away, down at the end of the hall and he was tired before getting there and slowed down. She cropped his ass to hurry him along.

They entered the bedroom and he was astounded at the size of her bed, double wide and double long. He carried her alongside it and she dismounted and turned back the covers, flinging them far aside. Then she laid down on her back a spread her legs.

“Up on the bed now Glenn and lay your sweet head right here.”

She patted her pussy. He went up between her legs and pillowed his head on her hairy mount.

“I want you there because I often wake up horny in the middle of the night and I can’t sleep until I come. But you’ll take care of that for me won’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Good night sweet thing!”

“Good night…Mistress.”

She pulled the covers over them and he lay in the dark. Her scent and the tickle of her bush on his face worsened the ache in his balls and he wondered how he could ever sleep. But he also found himself exhausted from the mad excitement of the day and he drifted off.

She did wake up horny sometime during the night and he treated her to a tender and adoring cunnilingus and a sweet soft orgasm to ease her back into slumber. But he lay awake until dawn with mind reeling, actually pinching himself a few times to be sure it wasn’t a heavenly dream. The cage on his cock was shorter than his erect length and his hardening strained against the steel and he felt sharp spikes within. His balls ached worse than ever and he remembered she had said something about being possibly weeks before she might let him come. But he sensed it was inadvisable to beg or complain.

Alicia woke up and got out of bed but told him to stay under the covers. There was a door along the side of the bedroom and she went through it to the chamber that contained her five slave cells, each occupied by a man she had enthralled and enslaved. They were numbered left to right and cell number one held Alex, the first male she had enslaved some eleven years ago at the age of 19. She had finally tired of him and was on the prowl for a replacement. She had never expected to find a likely candidate on a trip to the grocery store.

The slave would be given a “parting gift” which he had been told was unthinkable all those years, the chance to penetrate and come into all of Alicia’s pleasure orifices, mouth, vagina and anus. Once he was drained of every drop of cum she would quickly and mercifully castrate him. A slave bereft of his mistress would suffer in painful longing and his gelding would be an act of mercy.

Alicia looked forward very much to the parting ceremony that would be held. The slave’s parting pleasure and his castration would be witnessed by the entire local membership of the sisterhood. The next evening there would be another public ritual, the deflowering of Glenn by Alicia’s strapon cock with which she would formally consummate his enslavement and claim him as hers completely, assuming of course that Glenn passed muster.

Now 30 Alicia was a seasoned, confident and infallible seductress who could sense the vulnerability of any male of the submissive inclination or force the submission of any resistant one. Her slaves were a mix of both types. Alex, her first slave, had abused and degraded her when she was vulnerable, but with the help of friends she had turned the tables on him. Her next two, George and Alan respectively, were natural submissives who had surrendered without the slightest resistance. Steven had been a sexist pig- male like Alex but she had much enjoyed his breaking and training. Adam, her fifth, had required a little persuasion under the whip but soon succumbed.

Glenn was an innate submissive, sensitive and appreciative of the beauty of women of her stature. He was a most promising prospect but much training, conditioning, and above all, testing lay ahead of him before she could be sure he was worthy to become her next slave. She recalled how he had said he would do “anything.” She laughed inwardly at his naivete’ about the meaning of that word. He would find out soon enough what “anything” meant.

Her slaves needed food and water. They would have to remain confined most of the time while she focused her attention on Glenn’s training. She opened a closet and scooped kibble from a big bag and filled five bowls with it. There was a slop sink in the closet and she filled five bowls with water. The doors of the cells had slots at the bottom for food and water bowls to be passed through. She slid a bowl of each under each door and stood back. Then:

“What do you say slaves?”

Five male voices spoke in near unison.

“Thank you Mistress! I love you!”

She heard them chomping their kibble and slurping their water and felt pride and satisfaction. She and her Sisters were female supremacists who held it to be self-evident that the deity was female and the male was an inferior being created by the Goddess for enslavement under the dominion of the female. Their purpose in life was sexual pleasure and their mistresses would accept nothing less than utter surrender, submission and obedience as their divine right. That submission and obedience was about to be demonstrated.

The slaves pushed their empty dishes under the door and Alicia collected them. Then there was business to take care of. She opened Adam’s cell and he crawled out. A quick hand gesture from her commanded him to lie on his back and open his mouth. When he obeyed she squatted over his face and aligned her cunt with his mouth. A golden cascade poured from her but the slave guzzled it down, never spilling. Then he licked and sucked the leavings from her labia and pubes.

Slave Alan would have the honor of eating. She opened his door and he knew well enough to lie down and open wide. She lowered herself with anus just above his lips to enjoy this act that gave some of her greatest gratification. The anticipation of it never failed to excite and make her pussy warm and wet. She put her fingertips to her clit while the slave tongued her anus to help bring the movement. The combined stimulation brought to the brink of both climax and defecation. A harder rubbing of her clit triggered both and the force of her orgasm expelled the turd from her as she gave out a high-pitched grunt of animal satisfaction. Because of his rigorous training the slave took the long stool down inch by inch to perfection, then raised himself to lick her anus clean. The act filled her with the joy of being loved so profoundly.

She locked the slaves up and returned to the bedroom where Glenn lay waiting under the covers. She wondered how he would take to toilet service, especially the eating of her feces. That would be the final and ultimate test of his true submission. He would be given three chances. If he passed his life of enslavement would begin. If he failed she would send him away, never to see her again. She tossed aside the covers and lay down on her back beside him, then grabbed his ear and guided him down between her legs.

“I like to come a couple of times to start my day out right sweetie. I think you know what to do!”

He was surprised by his hunger to taste her and was busy with his tongue when the words had barely passed her lips. His cock strained against the spikes in the cage and the ache in his balls worsened, but that seemed to add to his passion to please her. After lapping up her poon and sucking her labia he sensed her readiness for orgasm and went to her clit, surprised at his thirst for the gush of her pleasure juice. In just half a minute his reward was a gush of that salty nectar. It flooded his mouth but he spilled not a drop.

After she came he paused for a moment but she rolled her hips, raising her pelvis, pressing her anus to his lips. His duty was clear and he put his tongue to it, his face buried in her cunt. He rimmed hard and could tell she was pleased but his tongue tired. He felt a sting across his back and realized she kept her crop ready to hand. He took three more lashes before her arousal reached the proper pitch and she rolled her hips again while taking his hand and pushing it down as a reminder to stick his finger in her hind hole while he sucked her. She took her orgasm with a deep earthy grunt of pleasure and satisfaction that told him coming hard was routine for her and she was long accustomed to it.

When satisfied she made him go to hands and knees on the floor, mounted him and made him carry her to the kitchen. She ordered him to make her coffee and prepare her breakfast, a huge omelet and toast. She rode him out to the recliner in the living room carrying her plate and installed herself comfortably, eating while he licked her feet. His breakfast was a third of the omelet and a half-eaten piece of her toast which she served to him on the floor so he had to eat it like a dog. She sent him to the kitchen to clean up and wash the dishes. When he came back she hopped from the chair, knelt on the seat, resting her arms on the back and presented her sumptuous behind.

“We had better get to work on that tongue fatigue problem of yours Glenn. I don’t like having to whip you. I would much prefer to enjoy your tongue without interruption but the only remedy for the problem is practice and conditioning. Start out softly now, just some light tender licking. Make me feel your love.”

The sight of her loveliness from behind, broad, shapely and flawless cheeks, twitching nether orifice above and her luscious pussy below both worsened the ache in his balls and inflamed his passion. He tried to convey his adoration with every stroke of his tongue, beside himself because this goddess had come from nowhere into his life and captivated his soul. He reached out with both hands to caress the curves of her hips and she moaned her approval and rubbed her cunt over his face, smearing him with her fragrant poon.

His attentions brought Alicia sweet delight. The worship was there. She had only to subject him to the rigor needed to make his rimming perfect. Perhaps a two-hour session every morning for as many weeks would do the trick. His tongue had to strengthen, grow tireless but also lengthen so he could probe deep, taste her rectum, caress the inner rim of her sphincter and, most importantly, reach up into her vagina to massage her G. There were exercises for that and she would start him doing those while she had him doing household chores and during the times she would have to lock him away so she could enjoy some orgiastic evenings with her five trained slaves.

She ordered him to lick harder and he pleased her a few minutes but then he tired the whip had to be employed. But that grew tiresome after fifteen minutes. She had him stop and back away while she went into the drawer and took out a ball shocker and a small remote that would trigger it. She strapped the shocker around his balls and set the remote to 25% power, enough to hurt but not enough to put him on the floor like full power would. Then she made him continue to lick hard.

His tongue tired again, and she pressed the button twice in quick succession. That spurred him on. But she had to increase the power a bit more to motivate him to fight fatigue. Then she became aroused and needed orgasm so she rolled her hips and rubbed her cunt over his face. Her clit was ready and his tongue found it and set her off. She gushed and was pleased to know he swallowed it.

Glenn was between heaven and hell. Feeling the soft flesh of her buttocks against his face and looking out over her creamy mounts as he caressed her most intimate place filled him with adoring joy. He found the pitch of wriggling and slithering that brought her bliss and kept at it until the inevitable tiring that brought the painful zaps to his balls. Sometimes he took half a dozen before he mastered his fatigue and rimmed on. Three more times she made him bring her to orgasm and each time he ingested quantities of the elixir of her pleasure, feel its effects building in him, making his worshipful passion grow and his balls ache more. After her third orgasm she ended the session.

His mouth gaped open and his tongue hung out. He couldn’t move it. Alicia knew he would be useless for any more oral service so she put him to work at household chores under her direct supervision. He groveled on hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen floor as she stood over him with crop in hand, giving him sharp strokes when he missed a spot. She made him vacuum and dust and finally, clean the master bathroom.

When finished with that she made him fill her vast whirlpool tub and get in with her. He bathed every inch of her with fragrant soap on a loofah sponge. They got out and she stood on a rug with legs apart while he dried her and then rubbed every inch of her body with lotion. He couldn’t help making bold to kiss her feet and up her legs and over every square inch of her behind. She permitted it, finding his worship pleasing.

By then it was nearing noon and lunch time. She made him prepare a huge sub sandwich, ate two thirds of it, seasoned the rest by rubbing it on her wet pussy and tossed it on the floor for him to eat.

Her pussy was wet because she was feeling horny and she knew his tongue was spent for the day so she decided to lock him away and bring out her slaves. She mounted Glenn and rode him to a small holding cell that opened from the hallway that led to the bedroom. She ordered him inside and instructed him about the tongue exercises that would lengthen and strengthen his organ of pleasuring. He was ordered to continue them until she came back to release him.

She also made a quick phone call to two of her Sisters who lived nearby and they came over so Alicia could give them the keys to Glenn’s car. They drove it back to her house and put it in the garage. Later it would be sold when Glenn had surrendered himself to her. He would also empty his bank accounts and part with all his worldly possessions, becoming her naked and penniless slave, not even a stich of clothing to his name.

Then she brought out her slaves and herded them on hands and knees to the master bath. They were all zebra striped with whip welts in various stages of healing and their asses showed the marks of the cane. Harsh punishment for any reason or none at all was part of their lot. And on each of their cheeks was her branding, a stylized letter “A” that had been burned into their flesh on the night she deflowered them and claimed them as hers completely.

She made them get in the tub together to bathe and shave so they would be clean and fragrant and their faces soft on her skin. Then it was to the bedroom for a long and lustful romp. Alicia, and all women of her dominant orientation, were capable of nearly limitless orgasmic pleasure. They held this to be further evidence of the superiority of their gender.

She flopped onto the bed and the slaves clambered up there too. First she set about to enjoy the attentions of two tongues at once upon her pleasure points. The slaves knew what to do without having to be told. She lay on her side and raised her top leg high. One slave straddled her lower leg and rested her top leg on his shoulder so her crotch was spread wide. She pointed to the two slaves with the longest tongues and they laid down sideways, one in front and one behind and got busy on her cunt and anus. The act produced some of the finest orgasms and the slaves were trained to maximize them. After she came twice she put the other two slaves to work.

Two more orgasms satisfied her for the time being and she laid on her back with legs apart to enjoy caresses that would give tender delight and slowly arouse her for more. One slave went to licking each foot and two more sucked and licked her big nipples. The fifth went down between her legs to softly kiss and lick over her mount and inner thighs. She closed her eyes and immersed herself.

After half an hour her lust rekindled and she thrust her hips to let the slave between her legs know she was ready for the Triple. This act, possible only after the slave had been put through a long regimen of exercises to lengthen and strengthen his tongue, would bring on a rolling sequence of orgasms. She felt his tongue probing deep in her vagina to find her G and his finger slipping gently into her anus. He finger fucked her softly while massaging her G with a well-trained tongue and he pressed his nose to her clit and rocked his head from side to side. She lapsed into writhing convulsive ecstasy and brutish climaxes surged through her one after another, too many to count. With a final atavistic shriek, she melted into a sweet stupor, drifting semiconscious in a haze. She lay languid for a long time, putting the slaves back to work with their tongues to again bring her lust to a boil.

Then it was time for her cock to come out. She pointed to the wooden box on her dresser that held the mock member and the nearest slave went to fetch it, stumbling and falling in his eagerness. The balls of each slave were aching badly from just one night of deprivation and her cock would give them release.

She knelt on the bed with her legs spread and one slave inserted the vibrating bulbs into her vagina and anus while two others fastened the straps onto her hips and thighs. She didn’t want the sheets messed when the slaves came so one slave lay on his back and the one she chose to take first straddled him on his knees and stuck his cock into his mouth. Then Alicia mounted him, aligned her cock with his much-used orifice and thrust with her hips. The big, thick member slid in full length with ease.

The pressing of a button on the belt started the pulsing vibrations, powered by batteries within the false balls that hung below the cock. A wicked leer came over her face and she taunted the slave.

“Are you my bitch?’

Yes Mistress!”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes Mistress! Please!”

“Very well then! Take it bitch!”

She laughed and went to rutting hard. The slave begged to be fucked even harder and her big strong hips and exquisite shapely ass rolled and gyrated in a frenzied pitch. The slave below deepthroated his cock. The fucking and sucking soon set the slave off and he gave out a deep quavering moan of emasculated surrender as he shot his load down the other slaves gullet and into his stomach.

No sound was sweeter to Alicia’s ear than the moan of surrender and it triggered her. She let out a piercing wail of triumphant delight, then toppled forward as her bones seemed to melt, pinning the slaves beneath her as she savored. But she was just getting started.

She made the next slave she meant to fuck earn his reward by sucking her cock clean while the one she had just fucked laid on his back to collect the cum. It was to be a round robin and each slave took the cock and shot his load down the throat of another. The five intense orgasms sated Alicia for the evening and she put the slaves away for the night. Then she went to fetch Glenn from his cell to share her bed. In the morning she would take his submission to the next level.

Glenn knelt in the cell, obediently doing his tongue exercises while his brain whirled. Two days before he had been living his humdrum life while wallowing in fantasies of a voluptuous goddess just like the one who now held him as her naked willing captive. He wondered what was going on outside this dream world. He would have disappeared without a trace. She had disabled his phone so he coudn.t be tracked. He wondered if his car would be found. He got scared and wanted to go home for a while to clear his mind but still wanted to be with her. He resolved to ask.

Suddenly the door opened and there she stood in her regal nudity. His will nearly broke at the sight of her but he forced the words out.

“Mistress, I adore you but will you ever let me leave? I need to go home, at least for a little while. I have a job, family, friends. Could I just be with you evenings and weekends most of the time?”

“Yes. You may leave Glenn. But that would mean you will never see me again. Is that what you want? You have been delightful and I don’t want you to go. We are just at the beginning of a beautiful relationship. But if you want to give that up…well, I’ll be sad and hurt, but I can’t keep you here against your will.”

He gazed again upon her beauty and his will broke at the thought of never seeing or tasting her again. He sagged in resignation and she knew he had surrendered to her will, at least for the time being.

“Come out here Glenn. It’s bedtime.”

He crawled rom the cell and she mounted him for the ride to the bedroom. She had him lie beside her on the bed but down low by her hip. He wrapped his arms around one lovely thigh and held it close, cheek pressed against her silken skin as they both drifted off.

Alicia always woke up horny after a good night’s sleep. She reached down and took Glenn by an ear and guided him so he lay with face between her legs. Then she took him to the next level of submission.

“Glenn, sweetie, I’m horny and I want you to suck me but I have to pee really bad and I don’t want to get out of bed to go to the bathroom. I want you to drink it from me. Just circle you lips around my pussy. You know where it comes out. It would make me so happy and show me you really love me.”

He was shocked at first but recovered when he looked at the exquisite and luscious cunt that he become the center of his universe. It seemed such a small thing to do in return for having that pussy to worship day after day. He took a deep breath and enfolded her within his lips where he knew it would flow from her. The warm fluid filled his mouth, salty/bitter, pungent, intoxicating because it came from her. He swallowed as the flow continued. His thirst for it grew with each mouthful and when the flow ceased he wanted more.

Alicia sighed in delight as she felt his lips encircle her. She let go and was well pleased as he guzzled down her strong nectar and she could sense his thirst. Matters were progressing well but he had barely scratched the surface of the submission that would be expected of him. Would he pass the ultimate test? She was confident but not presumptuous. She had learned the necessity of patience in her seductions. And going slowly did make things much more pleasurable. Every milestone on the journey to his ultimate surrender was to be savored.

CHAPTER TWO

A month passed, a month of growing pleasure under Glenn’s tongue for Alicia and one of denied orgasm and terrible ache in the balls for Glenn. Alicia knew she had to grant the poor man release soon but, like all slaves, the adoring passion of his cunnilingus only increased with every passing day of his denial and the quality and quantity of her orgasms were enhanced accordingly. But a month had to be long enough and she was ready to relent. Then Glenn weakened and made a foolish mistake.

Every evening after dinner she liked to relax in her recliner while he knelt before her and they would talk. She wanted to get to know him better and find the vulnerabilities that would aid in her seduction. She would also ask him about the state of his ache.

On one such evening, a Saturday, she planned to grant him release and asked him how his balls were feeling. Every time before when she had asked this he had said the ache was terrible but he knew his state of denial made her happy and he would endure. But, just poor Glenn’s luck, she asked him the question before telling him of his impending relief and his resolve failed him.

“How are your balls Glenn?”

“They hurt so much mistress! I’ve gone a whole month without coming and done everything you wanted me to. Every time I taste you the ache just gets worse. Will you let me come? Please!”

Her eyes were usually soft and kind during these evening conversations but they turned hard and cold.

“Glenn, you stupid man! I warned you of the consequences of begging and complaining! I had planned on surprising you this very evening by granting you relief, but now you make me listen to your whining! And you have the nerve to suggest I owe you release because you have done what is just your duty as my slave? As I said, you must suffer now for at least another week. It makes no difference to me. I’m looking forward to a delightful week because you keep giving me better head the longer I deny you. And you have earned a severe caning now, fifty strokes! Afterward, you will serve me and you had better make me feel your remorse and penitence then and throughout the coming week!”

She ordered him to bend over the seat of the other chair with his ass sticking out. In the drawer of the end table was a pair of handcuffs. She cuffed his hands behind him. There was a whippy wooden cane under the end table and she took it out and waved it just above his behind so he could hear the whoosh and feel the wind of it. She ordered him to count the strokes. Then she struck with all her might, tearing a scream from him as a lurid welt was raised across both his cheeks. He quailed in terror because it was only the first of fifty and the agony of just the one was too much to bear. He cried out.

“One!”

She administered the strokes in a measured cadence, letting the searing pain of each subside a bit before striking again. Glenn was sobbing by the tenth stroke but her heart was still a stone. He sniveled and blubbered his way through his punishment as her pussy oozed and swelled and tingled. By forty strokes it was all she could do to continue. She had to fight the urge to toss the cane aside and make him satisfy her. But fifty meant fifty and she caned on, never hastening the cadence as he whimpered each number of the count. She tossed the cane aside after fifty and stepped over him, straddling his ass and looking down at the bleeding welts she had inflicted. Then she leaned against the back of the chair and slid down so his face was in her crotch.

Glenn’s torment eased after the fiftieth stroke and then he found his face engulfed in the lush fragrant pussy he had come to adore. Her musky perfume was stronger than ever, her bush soaked with the sweat of her exertions and lust. Feelings of contrition and penitence overcame him. His mistress had given him her body to worship and only expected the small sacrifice of his aching balls in return. He had selfishly whined and complained and upset her so! He resolved to make her feel his repentance and take his passionate adoration to new heights.

Alicia felt his adoring tongue go to its duty and she could indeed feel the expected and necessary remorse. He used every skill she had taught him to perfection, which was delightful enough, but the depth of his submission and worship took things to a level never before attained. And a whole week of the same was before her. Her first orgasm came from the marrow of her bones and surged out through the tips of her fingers and toes.

And what a week it was, at least for Alicia. Glenn’s oral worship took her to new heights. And it seemed every orgasm only whetted her desire for another. She wondered why she should ever let him come. It just kept getting better day after day. She made him do his chores and she almost had to laugh at the way he walked all hunched over from the ache in his poor tormented balls as if cannonballs were hanging in his sack. She had them stretched tighter and spread wider than ever and they were swollen in his longing. Their shade of purple was the loveliest she had ever seen.

But Saturday night came and he had endured, unselfish and uncomplaining. She would grant him his release. She made him kneel before her as she sat regally naked and enthroned.

“Now Glenn, you have been wonderful all week and I know you are sorry for your selfishness and you will have relief very soon. I am a merciful mistress and I will be making my own unselfish sacrifice because my own pleasure will be diminished for a time once I have let you come.”

She stooped to unlock the chastity cage and his erection rose. His cock was pockmarked from the spikes within it. He sighed in relief. But she left the stretcher on his balls. Then she instructed him as to how matters would proceed.

“Now Glenn, you will have your release by way of your hand. I’m sure you know how to do it. All men do. You will masturbate as many times as it takes for you to be totally drained of come. It’s important for your health that you empty yourself. I do care about your well-being. Let me give some lubrication. It will help.”

She opened the drawer of the end table, took out a tube of KY jelly and told him to hold out his hand. She placed a dollop of it on his palm and put the tube away.

“You will now stroke yourself until you are ready to ejaculate and you will shoot your load onto my pussy. Then you will lick me clean and make me come. After that I will tell you where I want you to deposit you next load.”

She leaned back in the chair and spread her legs, resting her ankles on the arms. He looked down at her cunt and nearly came at the mere sight of it. She beckoned him to come closer and he moved up between her legs with his cock near her. He slid his warm, jellied hand back and forth for perhaps a dozen strokes before he felt the welling up. His balls seemed to contract as his seed was forced through his constricted ducts and a white string shot from him, spurting up past her cunt and over her belly, splattering between her tits. She gave out a lusty laugh. But there were more spurts to follow. One spurt splattered over her right breast, the next in her cleavage and a third on her left breast. The projection of the next spurts weakened a bit but the quantity increased. A big gout filled her navel, two more saturated her bush and the final two covered her labia in crawly cream.

He moaned in heavenly relief with each spurt, his balls seeming to shrink as the terrible pressure eased. Wilted, limp and spent he fell forward so his face was nearly in her cunt. Looking down he saw a creamy rivulet flowing down over her anus, threatening to spill onto the fine leather. She nearly expired with laughter and he looked up to see his cum covering her from breasts to pussy like a thick glaze on pastry. But then she felt the trickle over her anus.

“I don’t want your filth on my chair! Lap it up if you know what’s good for you!”

He cupped his tongue and caught it just in time, continuing the upward motion, scooping a big wad of his cream and swallowing it down. He cleaned her crevice with ease but her bush was saturated with his teeming seed and it had soaked through to her skin. He had to suck while licking and the mingled taste of his rich cum and her womanly musk made his cock begin to rise again.

When her bush was cleaned he started on her belly, lapping up the thick wads from where they pooled in her navel. Then he licked his way up to her breast. Both her cleavage and tits were splattered with his goo. He licked them clean but she had him linger on each nipple, licking and sucking until they were hard and wrinkled. Then she pushed him down to serve her pussy. By then he was hard again and the ache in his balls renewed. Her luscious cunt sparked a passionate and worshipful hunger and soon the lovely thighs clenched together on his head as orgasm rocked her. With a deep sighing moan of satisfaction, she went limp and he rested his head on her mount awaiting her next command.

She recovered and pushed him away, then reversed herself in the chair, kneeling on the seat and presenting her sumptuous behind.

“Give me rimming while you stroke yourself Glenn. Shoot your next load in the crack of my ass!”

He pressed his face between her creamy cheeks and set to work on her vortex, straining to go in deep as he could. His tongue exercises made themselves felt as he probed to new depths. But it only took about a minute of stroking before he felt the twinge of impending ejaculation and he stood behind her and aimed his shot at her cleft.

His second load was smaller but still abundant and his internal pump was strong. The first spurt landed at the top of her crack and the subsequent ones hit lower until the rich pudding covered her anus. He knelt down to start licking but she told him to wait until it ran down into her pussy. The white flood ran down between her labia and when she felt it on her clit she ordered him to lick. He scooped with his tongue up her crevice and then sucked his way over her anus and up the crack, gulping down the creamy wads. She ordered more rimming until her lust came to a boil and she rolled her hips, rubbing her ooze over his face to let him know he should get her off. After she came she resumed her seat and pulled the lever to extend the footrest of the recliner.

“I want your next cumshot on my feet Glenn. Then you can lick them clean and by then I should be ready for another orgasm. You are doing a wonderful job sweetheart You are such a strong ejaculator! And you produce so much! I know you must have at least one more good load in you!”

His second ejaculation had left him limp. The ache and pressure had subsided to near nothing. But he knew what was expected and he fondled and stroked himself to hardness again. It took about five minutes this time and when he looked up at her he saw an impatient glare. When fully erect he stroked with all his might and felt his cock being rubbed raw. But he knew he had to press on and finally erupted, pumping his cream over her toes, covering them until it dribbled over her soles.

He went down to lick, starting with her soles and working upward to take the toes of one foot full in his mouth and suck while running his tongue between her toes. He finished and moved on to the other foot. When cleaned to her satisfaction she had him go up to serve her cunt one more time. When satisfied she pushed him away and lowered the footrest. He knelt before her limp and spent, cock red from the friction of his stroking.

But she reached down to fondle him and in a minute or so, to his surprise he found himself hardening. Soon she had him to full erection.

“You have more left in you Glenn. You must empty yourself completely. Just shoot it on the floor. You have totally satisfied me. I’ll just watch.”

He started stroking, grimacing at the burning pain from the spots rubbed raw on his shaft. She gave him another little dab of KY and ordered him to continue. The lube helped with the pain but he could not force another drop from himself. He stopped and looked at her only to get a stern look of warning in return. He continued but no matter how hard he stroked nothing came. Suddenly she reached down and grabbed one of his balls in each hand and gave them a firm squeeze. It triggered him and she leaned back to watch as he expended his last two spurts. Then there were just a few dry spasms and he knew he was emptied. She laughed.

“Nothing like a good firm squeeze to eke out the last of it! Now you have another month to build up some more. What do you say slave?”

“Thank you Mistress!”

“Thank you for what? Is that all you have to say?”

He looked at her stern face and had to think about how to answer. Then it came to him.

“Thank you Mistress for letting me come even though I didn’t deserve it!”

“That’s better. Now it’s bedtime.”

She replaced the chastity cage and mounted him. He bore her to the bedroom feeling a heavenly relief he knew would not last. He lay with head pillowed on her pussy as she drifted off into the sweet refreshing sleep only a truly satisfied woman could know. But he laid awake for a time and her scent and the tickle of her pubes made him feel the beginning of the ache once more. By morning it was back again, only to worsen by the minute.

Alicia woke up and stirred. She felt Glenn’s lips encircle her pussy to receive his morning drink. His training was progressing so well! He swallowed the last of her piquant beverage and his loving tongue went to duty. She was pleasantly surprised at the adoring passion she felt from him even after his release the night before. She had expected the more lackluster performance most of her slaves showed after being drained.

Glenn had the makings of an exemplary slave. After being refreshed by her morning orgasms it was time for a bath. She rode him to the bathroom and first used the toilet. But instead of wiping herself she decided to advance things by making his tongue be her toilet paper as a hint of what lay ahead for him.

She rose from the toilet, turned and bent over, resting her hands on the seat and offered her behind. When she ordered him to lick her soiled anus clean he hesitated for only a moment and she thrilled at the feel of his tender tongue. He licked, sucked and probed into her to get every speck. His tongue exercises were getting results and his penetration was deep.

When he thought he was finished and backed away she took a clean white washcloth, wiped herself and inspected it, finding it spotless. Progress was being made that exceeded every expectation. She could not keep this to herself. She had to share it.

After her bath she put him to work on a big batch of pancakes and some small sausages for her breakfast. He served them to her heaped on a plate and drenched in maple syrup. She ate about half of everything and laid the plate on the floor for him to finish. Three sausages were left and she dipped them between her legs to season them with her poon before tossing them on the floor. He gobbled everything down and took the plate to the kitchen. When he returned she had extended the footrest of the recliner and he knew without being told that he should lick her feet. But first she put some earmuffs on him to deafen him.

Her phone was on the end table and she picked it up and dialed.

Her best friend Lola was basking in her own contentment that morning with two of her several slaves busy licking each of her feet. Her phone rang. She switched to facetime and saw Alicia on the screen with an expression of dazed delight on her face.

“My Alicia! Don’t we look pleased with ourself this morning. What’s up?”

Alicia turned her phone so Lola could see Glenn immersed in his foot worship.

“I found a new one Lola! I just stumbled into him at the grocery store. He was following me around and ogling my ass and I caught him at it. He’s a dear. My poor Alex doesn’t know the days of his balls are numbered. I would love for you to come over this evening for dinner so I can introduce you and share him with you!”

“I’m there girlfriend!”

CHAPTER THREE

Alicia put Glenn to work making the house spotless. Lola was not only her best friend but a mentor who had taken her under her wing during Alicia’s first year in college. Tall, olive skinned, raven haired and preternaturally shapely she had helped bolster Alicia’s spirits in that time of self-doubt and introduced her to her new life. She was a graduate student at the time, seeking a master’s degree in women’s literature.

Alicia lost herself in reminiscences of that time of self-awakening and discovery.

Frat boys were a big part of the problem. Rude, vulgar and shallow they had derided Alicia for her figure. And at the time Alicia had been frumpy in her dress and, as she had to admit to herself, just plain fat. At first, college had not given her the hoped-for escape from the oppressive small town where she had grown up. The “popular” boys back home had been just like the frat boys, bullying and degrading her. She had turned to junk food binges to give herself comfort.

Her main strengths were intelligence and determination and her only refuge from her loneliness was diligent study that won her a scholarship to the university.

But one Saturday night in October when she went downtown alone to a bar popular with the college crowd to drown her sorrows a good looking blond, blue-eyed frat boy came on to her. He seemed so nice at first. They got to talking, laughing and drinking and he invited her to a party that was going on at his frat house. His name was Alex.

Little did she know she had been invited to a “pig party” and she was the only female guest, brought there to be gang-raped and humiliated. Twenty of the boys were there. They ripped off her clothes and then made her kneel on the floor as they encircled her, all with their pants down.

Her first degradation was being showered in cum, all of them jerking off and spurting their loads all over her body as they taunted her about how next they would stick their cocks in every hole where they could go.

The last one to come on her was her seducer, Alex. He was to have the “honor” of shooting his load into her face. Two of the boys grabbed her by the arms to hold her still. She looked up and saw Alex’s cock inches from her, his hand wrapped around it as he stroked himself. He gave out a lusty grunt mingled with cruel laughter and a white jet of cum spurted from him into her face, followed by three more. It ran down from her forehead over her eyes and down over her mouth as the boys cheered and jeered.

A rage welled up in her. Alex stood laughing, still just inches away and she head butted him in the groin, doubling him over, groaning. She twisted away from the hands that held her, the slippery cum making them lose their grip. She bowled Alex over and managed a stomp on his balls as she ran naked out the front door and onto the sidewalk.

By chance, Lola was driving by and saw her exiting the archway in the brick wall that surrounded the frat house. She had no doubt what had happened, having been a “guest” at the same house years before. Lola pulled to the curb and ran to Alicia, taking her in her arms and letting her cry it out before speaking.

“You don’t have to take this child. Come home with me and we’ll get you cleaned up. Then we’ll talk about how you will get your revenge. And there are some people you must meet.”

She found a blanket in the car and wrapped it around Alicia, then drove to her apartment in a twelve-unit, single story building on the outskirts of town. They went inside and Lola took her to the bathroom for a shower.

When clean and dried off they went to the living room, with Alicia still naked, and Lola invited her to settle into one of two big leather armchairs that were side by side with an end table between them. Then she went to the kitchen and returned with two open bottles of red wine and glasses. She poured a glass and handed it to Alicia, who gulped it down and held out her glass for more. Lola refilled it and she swigged it down again and held out the glass. But after the third glass Lola held up her hand.

“That’s enough for now dear. You mustn’t pass out. We must talk. Tell me about how this happened.”

Through tears, Alicia related her story, how she had been lonely and vulnerable and Alex had plied her with drink and blandishments. When she got to the cum bath her words came out through teeth clenched in rage. Lola nodded in approval.

“Hold on to that anger Alicia. It’s healthy. As I said, you will have your revenge and you have no idea how sweet it will be. But now I must ask you to trust me. No harm will come to you; quite the opposite in fact, but it might be scary at first.”

She opened a drawer in the end table and took out a black blindfold, earmuffs and some thin leather ropes. Alicia felt puzzled and anxious but felt implicit trust. Lola first put the blindfold and earmuffs on her and there was pitch darkness and total silence. Then Lola lifted her legs up onto the arms of the chair and tied her wrists to her ankles. Finally, she passed the rope around the back of the chair and tied it from ankle to ankle so Alicia was bound immobile with her legs raised and parted wide.

A few minutes passed. Alicia felt fear at first and wondered what she had gotten into. Then she gasped as she felt soft, sweet and worshipful caresses to her pussy. There was a nuzzling in her crevice, a parting of her labia, and a probing and wriggling into her vagina that made her sigh in rising pleasure and roll her hips in answer. The wriggling continued and she felt her tissues engorge and tingle, her breath quickening. Then the wriggling caresses found their way to her clit and she felt a gentle penetration of her anus and a soft inward-outward motion.

Orgasms were not unknown to her but it had always been her fingers providing them and they had only taken the edge off her desire and eased her frustration for a time. The orgasm that struck her now surged from her depths in a burst of ecstasy. And a soft trembling of something on her clit brought another and another until she lost count, each one tearing a primal wail from her soul. With one final convulsive spasm her bones seemed to melt and she passed from consciousness into a hazy stupor of contentment.

She felt a soft pinching on her cheek and awoke to find herself unbound. She looked up and saw Lola smiling kindly. And, as she looked around her eyes fell on a dark-haired naked man on his knees before her, his cock enclosed in a metal cage and his balls stretched and parted so they were a lovely shade of purple. He had the letter “L” branded on his behind. She looked back to Lola with eyes wide. Lola smiled.

“So, you liked it then?”

“Oh God yes! Who is this man?”

“First of all, we say ‘Goddess’ here Alicia. I’ll elaborate on that later. And this is John, one of my slaves. He was a frat boy like that Alex once and he lured me into the same degradation in that very house when I first came here just like you, lonely and unsure of myself. Now he lives to serve my pleasure and will submit to anything to please me. One day, when I feel the time is right I will get my final vengeance by castrating him.”

“How can he just kneel there while you say that?”

“Because he has surrendered to my dominant will to power Alicia. We all have that buried deep within us. And, if you like, I will help you bring that power to the surface and one day, sooner than you think you will have Alex naked on his knees before you, ready to submit to anything for your pleasure and knowing full well he will one day surrender his balls to you. Would you like that Alicia?”

At first Alicia could only gape and look back and forth from Lola to the slave. But then:

“More than anything Lola! And can you make him do it again?”

“I’ll do you one better my dear. Remember? I said he was one of my slaves. Excuse me for a moment.”

She left the room and walked down the hallway that led to the bedrooms. Soon she returned, regally naked and mounted astride a handsome, blond haired, blue eyed young man on his hands and knees, who strained beneath her weight but bore her without complaint. Lola introduced him.

“Meet my second slave Mark, Alicia. Mark, please kiss Mistress Alicia’s feet!”

Alicia’s eyes grew wider as the slave groveled to her, still carrying Lola, and planted kisses on her toes and insteps. Lola dismounted and made the second slave kneel before the other chair. Then she stood before Alicia, showing off her resplendent nudity and perfect curves. Alicia’s eyes grew wide in envious admiration. Lola read her expression.

“When I first came here Alicia I was much like you. Junk food and beer had been my best friends all through high school and the boys were merciless. You too can have a body like mine. I’m quite proud of my physique even though it doesn’t fit the ‘advertised standard’ as Professor Charles likes to say. You are naturally a large woman, tall and big boned and heavy. But there is weight and then there is weight. Soon you will begin a rigorous regimen that will make you exchange desirable weight, firm muscle, for the extra weight you carry now. During that time, you may live here with me and I will coach and mentor you.”

Alicia nodded with eyes wide but could not keep those eyes from looking at the slaves with lust in them. Lola laughed, but kindly.

“Let’s talk a while first Alicia. But I promise you, pleasures will go on until dawn if you please.”

She poured wine for each of them and went on.

“You have entered a properly ordered world within the world Alicia. In our world women rule. To us the deity is female and we have been created in her image and likeness and she created the male as an inferior being meant to serve us. The male may brag and bluster and seduce and rape but underneath he is weak. His mindless lust is the chink in his armor.”

Alicia could only nod as she sat there rapt and fascinated. Lola continued.

“In our world every woman is entitled to a harem of slaves, as many as she wishes. I am just in the process of building my harem, as are the other young women who occupy these apartments. Our mentor and benefactor, Professor Edith Charles, provides for us while we continue our studies and break and train our slaves. You will meet Edith soon, as well as the other members of our little “sorority” here. All of us were like you when we arrived. But thanks to the Professor we are all well on our way to living the lives of exaltation and pleasure that are our birthright. Any questions dear?”

“Just one Lola. You said soon I would have Alex on his knees. When will that happen?”

“It will have to wait until you transformation is complete. You must acquire strength and confidence and we will let you assist us in the breaking and training of our slaves so when the time comes that you have Alex helpless and at your mercy you will be ready.”

“What if I just want to cut his balls off? He deserves it!”

“That is the option of every Mistress Alicia, but while you are here you will also come to know the delights of owning slaves and I think you will want to keep him intact so you can enjoy the degradations you can inflict upon him day after day and the exquisites pleasures he will give you once you have trained him. If you make him a eunuch right away he will be docile and obedient but not much fun. A properly trained intact slave will come to serve you with a worshipful passion that will make every day a delight. And, in the end you will take your ultimate revenge by taking his balls. Now let’s introduce you to the pleasures of owning well trained slaves. Please stand up and part your legs a bit dear.”

Alicia complied though not knowing what to expect. She soon found out. At a gesture from Alicia one slave knelt before her and the other went around behind. Then their heads pressed forward and she felt an artful on adoring tongue in her pussy and another caressing her anus and then probing in, wriggling and slithering. The double stimulation made her knees weak for a moment and she grabbed each slave by the hair to steady herself. But the skills of the slaves were just the half of it. It was their passionate adoration that sent her into a sweet delirium. The room faded to a blur and spun and the orgasm struck like a bolt. The surge of ecstasy turned her knees to rubber but she felt Lola’s hands on her shoulders, steadying her and she let the wave course through her until she went to jelly and collapsed as Lola guided her down into the chair. She drifted in a sweet stupor for a while, her vision slowly clearing. She looked up to see Lola beaming.

“See what I mean Alicia? No eunuch could ever do that for you. He might lick you to orgasm but it would be nothing compared to what you just felt. I was ready to slice off John’s balls too after the way he degraded me but my more experienced sisters held me back. Since then he had given me pleasures beyond my imaginings and will submit to anything to please me. Since all the wine is having its effect let me demonstrate.”

Lola caught slave John’s eyes and pointed to the floor with her index finger. He was on his back with his mouth open immediately. She squatted over his open mouth a golden torrent poured from her, filling it to near overflowing. He swallowed deeply and accepted more until the flow went to a trickle and then ceased. Then he raised himself to lick and suck the leavings from her labia and pubes. Alicia stared, dumbfounded. Lola laughed.

“So, Alicia, would you like to have Alex on his back with his mouth open ready to accept and swallow whatever comes from you? The mouths of my slaves are available to me every minute of every day. Only rarely do I ever have to use a cold hard toilet and dry rough toilet paper. Hungry, thirsty mouths are always there to serve me and loving tongues there to clean me. Would you like to have Alex reduced to such a state?”

“Oh, Goddess yes!”

“That’s the spirit! Now let’s move on to the thing that will one day reduce Alex to emasculated surrender and enslave him irrevocably.”

There was a side table across the room and on it was a finely crafted wooden box. Lola went and opened it and withdrew an object that made Alicia’s eyes grow wider than ever. It was a false cock 25 cm long and thick in its diameter. Big balls hung below it and there were two bulbous protuberances at right angles to the shaft. The anatomical detail was precise and stunning. Lola snapped her fingers to get the attention of the slaves.

“John! Mark! Please install the cock on Mistress Alicia so she can fuck you with it. Alicia! Please stand up!”

Most shocking of all to Alicia was the eagerness with which the slaves performed the installation. They had obviously done it many times before. There was a tube of KY jelly in the box and Lola lubed the rearward of the insertion bulbs before handing the cock to slave John.

Alicia stood and slave John knelt in front of her and slid the base of the cock between her legs. Slave Mark knelt behind her and guided the rearward bulb toward her anus. Very gently, the slaves inserted the bulbs into her vagina and rectum. She felt a little anal pain despite the lube but the bulb slid in and seated itself comfortably. Her vagina was already oozing wet and no lube was needed. There was one thin, flesh colored leather strap with buckles on the ends mounted to the base of the cock where it met her loins. Slave Mark wrapped it around her waist and buckled it tight.

Lola beckoned her to where a full-length mirror hung on the wall. She looked at herself and her jaw dropped. It looked for all the world as if she had grown a big cock and balls from her hairy loins, a mockery of all “manhood.” There was a button just above the base of the cock and Lola pressed it. A humming vibration began that she could feel pulsing on her clit and in her orifices, bringing a thrill of lust. Lola switched the vibrations off and held forth on the significance of the woman-cock.

“One day Alicia you will “deflower” Alex with one of these. You will take his true virginity and purge him of any vestiges of his delusional “manhood” that might remain after completion of his training. It will be done in a public ceremony and be the great epiphany of his life. It will consummate the mistress-slave relationship and make his surrender to you complete. That’s because you will make him come with your cock and it will give him a pleasure that will enslave him for forever. You can see this in how my slaves long for the cock. But before we fuck them we will make them suck the cock, take it full down the throat.”

Lola led her back to where the slaves knelt on the fine Persian rug and gave a command.

“Slave John! A blowjob for mistress Alicia!”

The slave had the cock in his mouth without delay, running lips and tongue along the shaft. Lola reminded Alicia of the vibrator. She pushed the button and gasped. She could feel the oral caresses as tingling sensations on her clit and up her vagina and anus. Then, to her delight, slave John took the cock full length with practiced ease, pressing his face deep in her bush. Then it was back and forth, in and out as pulsing, tingling waves ran through her erogenous tissues. Orgasm rocked her and weakened her knees. She threw her head back and let out a primal shriek while holding the slave’s head against her with cock full down his throat. Then, with a deep sigh of satisfaction, she put a hand on his forehead and shoved him away, the cock exiting with a pop that made her giggle.

Lola had not been idle. She had gotten out a second cock and was receiving the fellatio from slave Mark. She came soon after. Then she commanded the slaves to assume the positions for fucking.

The slaves snapped to obey. John laid on his back and opened his mouth. Mark knelt with John’s shoulders between his knees and bent over onto his elbows, presenting his ass, while John took his cock into his mouth. Lola laughed.

“I hate to get cum on my nice rug Alicia. Now slave Mark! What do you say?”

“Please fuck me Mistress Alicia!”

Alicia looked at Lola, dumbstruck. Lola just smiled with a gleam in her eye.

“They live to have my cock up their asses Alicia. Let me give you a bit of lube and then have at him!”

She dribbled a dollop on the tip of the cock. Somewhat hesitantly, Alicia went to her knees behind Mark and looked down at his orifice. It twitched and puckered in his longing for her penetration. She aligned the glans with his hole and pressed forward gently and tentatively but Lola urged her on.

“Give it to him hard Alicia! He likes it that way!”

Alicia drove her hips forward with force and was surprised when the cock slid in all the way at one thrust. It was clear Mark’s orifice was much used. She held still a moment but he begged her to fuck him hard and the thrill of her power and the pulsing vibrations on her engorged tissues made her happy to oblige. Soon she was rutting with abandon, driving hard and deep with every thrust while Mark whimpered in growing pleasure. She felt the welling up of orgasm and then Mark’s quavering moan as he came in John’s mouth pushed her over the brink. With an atavistic snarl that morphed to a lusty grunt of pure satisfaction she melted and fell forward, pinning Mark to the floor as she lay on top of him, giving him a few extra pokes. She lay limp for a while but then Lola helped her to her feet and turned off the vibrator. But she told Alicia to keep the cock installed so she could fuck John when she got horned up again. Then she ordered John to suck the cock clean.

They sat talking and drinking for a couple of hours with their calves resting on ottoman’s while the slaves licked their feet. It was raunchy dirty talk, mostly Lola telling stories of the delights of reducing males to groveling, sniveling emasculated wreckage. Alicia started looking at slave John with cruel lust in her eyes and Lola knew it was time.

Upon Lola’s command the slaves took their positions. Alicia took John with firm and growing confidence and her orgasm exceeded the first. She then ordered Mark to suck the cock clean herself, finding increasing pleasure in her feelings of dominance. She ordered Mark to hands and knees, mounted him, and rode him around the room, slapping his ass and laughing. Lola joined in.

Then it was bedtime. Lola invited her to ride Mark to the second bedroom so she could have a slave to attend to her needs during the night. It was a king-sized bed and she lay on her back on one side. Without having to be told, Mark lay crosswise to her and pillowed his head on her pussy, ready to serve her if she woke up horny during the night. That she did and his tender and adoring cunnilingus brought her to a soft but very deep and satisfying orgasm that eased back into sweet refreshing slumber. As she drifted off she wondered if this could all be just a heavenly dream.

But in the morning the sweet slave was still there and when she stirred he put his face between her legs, begged for a drink from her and encircled her pussy with his lips just where it would come out of her. Incredulous but delighted she relaxed and let her nectar flow. He guzzled it down with a thirst, never spilling and then his sweet tongue got busy with finely honed skills, bringing her to orgasm before she knew it. But he wasn’t finished. He went down lower and she felt his tongue on her anus, wiggling it tenderly while he pushed up on her thighs to raise them and give him better access. She lifted her knees and lapsed into rapture as he rimmed her with passion, minute after minute in the manner most pleasing, tongue never tiring.

Suddenly she found her arousal approaching crescendo. She rolled her hips and tugged upward on his hair to guide him to her clit. He put tongue to her with selfsame artfulness and she felt him slip a finger in her down below, fucking her softly with it. Orgasm hit hard and cried out. Then the soft fluttering of tongue on clit began, triggering a chain of soul shattering climaxes. She felt herself gushing and heard mark gulping and slurping, taking her cum with thirst. One final wave of ecstasy brought languid satisfaction and she lay still until the fragrance of coffee reached her nostrils.

Without need of command Mark was on his hands and knees and she mounted him for the ride to the kitchen. Lola was already sitting at the table. Slave John was on his hands and knees serving as her chair.  Alicia’s lolling head and vapid smile told Lola all she needed to know.

“Good morning Alicia dear. Something tells me you are enjoying the pleasures of slave ownership. Pull up a slave and sit down!”

Both laughed as Alicia rode Mark to the edge of the table and swung her leg over to sit on him sidesaddle. A huge omelet was on her plate along with toast. Lola poured coffee for her. She sighed in sweet contentment.

“Is it like this for you every morning Lola? I never dreamed…” She found herself at a loss for words.

“Well Alicia, it’s usually better for me because I have two slaves in my bed and I enjoy both of their tongues when they say ‘good morning’ to their Mistress. But I had to show you proper hospitality by giving you a slave for the night. I have already arranged a little get-together in the party room this evening with everyone in the building. Professor Edith will also be here. You are among friends now, even though you have yet to meet them. There is an implicit bond between women who have a shared experience. All of us have been through what you have endured in one way or another. You will have friendship and support without limit. All of us are here to help you achieve what is your birthright.”

They fell silent while they ate. The omelet was too big for her to finish even half. Lola left most of hers on her plate too. When they stood up to retire to the living room Lola scraped the leftovers from her plate onto the floor in front of slave John, who bent over to eat his breakfast from the floor. Alicia could only follow suit. Then they rode to the living room, full coffee cups in hand, and settled into the chairs with feet up for licking.

They passed the time in rambling conversation. Then Lola said her “coffee had kicked in.” She gave slave John a nudge with her foot to get his attention and pointed downward with her index and middle fingers. John was on his back with his mouth open immediately. Lola squatted over him, gave out a soft grunt of pleasure and relief, and passed a turd the size of banana into his mouth. It went down to his gullet and projected upward from his lips as he closed them around it and began to swallow it down. Lola stood watching and when it had been consumed she lowered herself to be cleaned by his tongue.

Alicia could only watch, dumbfounded at first, but then she felt movement inside her and knew what to do. She gave slave Mark a kick to the nose to alert him to her wish and pointed two fingers down. He was on his back in a heartbeat and Alicia lowered herself over him. She closed her eyes and fantasized that it was Alex lying beneath her submitting to this ultimate degradation. It wasn’t hard to envision. Slave Mark did resemble her cruel betrayer. Her eyes watered as she relieved herself with her own lusty grunt of satisfaction. Then she stood to watch, mesmerized as the slave feasted on her bounty with seeming hunger. And his cleaning of her was so tender, worshipful and scrupulous! She said a silent prayer of praise to the Goddess. Only her divine intervention could have arranged matters so as to lead her into this heavenly world after all her suffering. She looked to Lola with gratitude in her eyes as she settled back into her chair.

“Lola! Have I died and gone to heaven? And do you think one day it will be Alex lying beneath me like that?”

“It’s a foregone conclusion dear but it will take time. First you must undergo tour transformation. There’s much hard work ahead of you. You must change your diet and there will be rigorous workouts. And there will be schooling in the arts of enamoring, torture and martial skills so you can seduce or subdue any male at will. We will keep track of Alex for you, shadow his every movement. He will be going about his business with not a care in the world. But before you know it you will be ready and he will get his comeuppance.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Everything was ready for Lola’s visit, the fragrance of a crowned rack of lamb in the oven filled the room. Bottles of red wine and snacks were laid out on the end table. Glenn was on his knees before Alicia, as she gave him final instructions about how guests were to be greeted and entertained. He wore the chastity cage and she had his balls spread and stretched to the limit, giving them the deepest shade of purple yet. The doorbell rang.

“Answer the door Glenn!”

He made to stand up and walk to the door but she barked a command.

“You crawl slave! Have you already forgotten everything I’ve told you?”

He dropped to hands and knees and groveled to the door. He opened it and moved back as Lola entered, wearing a long black leather coat and black stiletto heeled ankle boots. He was permitted to rise and take her coat. He helped her from it and turned to hang it on the hall tree. Then he turned back to see her resplendently nude and the sight of her brought him to his knees. He gazed upon her, a study in exquisite curvature, raven locks falling over her broad shoulders to her firm jutting breasts, firm belly with a tapering to a slender waist, then the sumptuous swelling of her hips and the dense coal black thicket framed by her comely thighs. Her legs tapered to muscular calves and slim ankles.

Per protocol dictated by Alicia he went to hands and knees so Lola could mount him for the ride to the living room. He bore her heft willingly, the ache in his balls growing from the sight of her and the tickle and wetness of her pussy felt on his back. When they reached the living room she dismounted, bent down to hug Alicia, and took a seat in the other recliner, then casually parted her legs and rested her ankles on the arms of the chair, exhibiting herself bold as woman can. Glenn went to his knees and could only stare at her luscious raven cunt, with the ache in his balls surging. Alicia snapped her fingers impatiently.

“Slave! Remember your manners! You must give pleasure to my friend Lola to make her feel welcome!”

He plunged his face between Lola’s thighs with an eagerness that made him fear Alicia’s jealousy. Her feral perfume dizzied him and he gulped her poon with hunger, reamed her vagina with his tongue, then went down low to caress her anus until her arousal built to urgency and she guided him to her clit. He slipped I finger into her hind hole and fucked her gently while sucking her orb. With a breathy wail she clenched her comely thighs upon his head and passed into the throes of her ecstasy as he fluttered his tongue with a perfect touch, triggering a chain of orgasms. When satisfied she shoved him back and sighed.

Feelings of guilt and fear took hold of Glenn and he looked to Alicia, shamefaced. Had he shown too much passion in pleasuring another woman? Would he be punished? He glanced back to Lola, who regarded him with knowing eyes. Alicia sensed Glenn’s guilt and looked to Lola, giving her a wink. They would have some fun with him. She gave Glenn a mean glare and then turned to Lola.

“What say girlfriend?”

“The boy gives good head Alicia. Make him suck me again!”

“Well…I thought he showed a bit too much hunger for another woman’s pussy and I’m thinking of taking my cane to his balls!”

“Come on Alicia! Be a sport! I am your guest after all!”

Alicia turned her glare upon Glenn.

“Okay then Lola. I hate to be a killjoy. Go ahead and suck her slave, but don’t make me jealous!”

Lola reached out and grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her snatch. His mind reeled in confusion and he tried to hold back his fervor but the scent and animal allure of Lola’s luscious cunt overcame him and soon he was pouring out passion, utterly enamored. He brought Lola to another orgasmic sequence, the clutch of her silken muscular thighs on his head inflaming the ache in his balls as she locked her ankles and held him in their unyielding grip. His lips enfolded her clit and he fluttered his tongue on it with the touch of a butterfly’s wing as she thrashed in the throes of repeated ecstatic spasms, at the last gushing his mouth full. He swallowed just as her thighs parted and she gave out a deep sigh and slumped languid in the chair.

Alicia grabbed him by the ear and pulled his face close to hers while reaching under the chair for her cane.

“Slave! I’m really jealous now! You fell in love with her didn’t you! Right in front of me! Come on! Fess up!”

She pushed him away and he knelt, looking at the floor. He couldn’t lie.

“Yes Mistress! I did! I didn’t mean to but she’s so beautiful. I know I have to be punished but I’m so sorry!”

Both women all but expired with laughter, rolling their eyes. He looked up at them in confusion. Alicia looked at him, smiling and shaking her head.

“There you go slave, thinking like a man. There is no jealousy between mistresses. I will be sharing you with Mistress Lola often and when I do I expect you to fall as much in love with her as you are with me. You can’t possibly pleasure her properly if you don’t feel passion for her. I love her like a sister and I want you to give her that pleasure. I will be sharing you with all my friends and I expect the same. Now serve us our dinner!”

They munched and sipped wine while Glenn busied himself in the kitchen. Then they took turns having their feet licked as they feasted on the succulent lamb chops and rice pilaf. They left some meat on the bones and dipped them in their oozing cunts before tossing them on the floor for Glenn to eat.

Lola said she was in the mood for some queening as was Alicia so they tied him face up on the big coffee table and took turns riding his face through multiple rounds. Glenn’s aching balls pulsed each time he saw one of their lush pussies descending to engulf his face. They settled their fleshy bulk down on him heedless of his need to breathe and more than once blackness fell when orgasm made them go flaccid in their satisfaction and the soft, sucking tissues of their cunts cut off all air. He would awake to the pinching of his cheek, only to see one or the other of their pussies coming down again.

They enjoyed long rimming sessions on top of him, facing his feet as they rode him. Glenn was in heaven with his face enclosed by their velvet cheeks clenching rhythmically as they anally impaled themselves on his tongue. His exercises were having their effect and Lola much approved of the depth of his rectal penetration. But his tongue did tire from the rigor of rimming two mistresses and he was encouraged with taps of the cane on his balls when needed. Lola gave him her stamp of approval.

“You’ve made great progress with him in quite a short time Alicia. But that doesn’t surprise me. Your slaves are always so well trained. And you say you just drained him last night? Amazing he can serve with such passion after that. He’s a keeper.”

“His tongue length seems to be almost there and I’ll bet he will be massaging your G with it in a couple of weeks. The tongue fatigue will be taken care of with more practice and conditioning. I think in another month he will be ready for his social debut.”

That night she lay awake with Glenn’s head pillowed on her pussy, softly stroking his hair, again lost in her memories.

CHAPTER FIVE

Alicia and Lola remained naked and rode the slaves to the party room. They were first to arrive in the room for her welcoming into the community of mistresses. And another shocking but delightful surprise awaited Alicia. There was a kitchen partitioned off from the room with a wide pass through. She could smell the fragrance of multiple foods and saw naked males busy there. Then two more males came through a doorway off to the side carrying a folding table. Alicia drew in breath when she looked to their groins and saw limp cocks dangling over nothingness where their balls had been. Heavy rings were pierced through their cock tips, stretching the penises long and thin and making them swing as they walked. She stood staring openmouthed and wide-eyed. Lola laughed.

“Sorry Alicia. I should have told you. Professor Edith purchases eunuchs and provides them for us here as servants. When a slave is castrated by his mistress an auction is held with the mistress receiving the proceeds. These eunuchs do all the hard labor in the building but my slaves do the cooking and cleaning in my apartment.”

The eunuchs set up several folding tables but Alicia noticed there were no chairs. The kitchen eunuchs brought out plates and silverware and set the tables. Food was laid out on the pass-through counter along with abundant wine and spirits.

Then the mistresses began to enter. There were eleven of them. Most had only one slave and rode him. Three had two slaves and rode one of them while leading the other by a leash attached to his caged and stretched organs. Every slave had his mistress’s monogram branded on both of his cheeks. The mistresses were naked and in the fullest flowering of voluptuous womanhood. They were of diverse races and ethnicities.

There was a small low stage off to one side of the room and Lola led Alicia there, both of them astride their slaves. Alicia rode Mark and he crawled up the one step to the top of the stage bearing Alicia and stopped toward the rear. Alicia threw a leg over him and sat sidesaddle. She realized she was in the seat of honor for the occasion.

Just then Professor Edith made her entrance. She was a black woman of regal bearing and fullness of figure with chocolate brown skin and a huge afro. Splendidly naked astride one of her five slaves she led the other four members of her harem by leashes on their organs, these being caged and stretched like those of all the slaves. The young mistresses gathered around her speaking words of welcome and hugging her.

Then her eyes fell on Alicia and she rode to the stage and dropped the leashes. The four slaves went to their knees with head bowed while she rode her slave up the stage and swung her leg over so she sat facing Alicia. She smiled kindly and reached out to take her hand.

“I am Edith, leader and Chief Priestess of the local chapter of the Mistress Community. Lola called me this morning and told me how she met you the other night. Far too many young women like you have endured those vile degradations. Fortunately, and too your credit, you rose in righteous anger and got a bit of revenge and made your escape. Others have not been so fortunate. But when one of you joins our community it is life changing. You are entering a world of pleasure and exaltation where you will be worshipped as the goddess you are. You will exact terrible vengeance on that scum Alex and then you will enslave him, reduce him to your groveling, worshipful creature and, finally, you will have your ultimate revenge by castrating him. His fate is sealed. No man escapes us when our eyes fall upon him.”

Alicia burst into grateful tears and Edith leaned forward to hold her to her breast.

“You are one of us now Alicia, one of the worshippers of the true deity, the Goddess who created woman in her image and made man to submit and obey and give pleasure. No male stands a chance against our seductive wiles, our strength and our will to power. Some males foolishly resist and are crushed like the insects they are before they submit. Then there are others who succumb at the first taste of our sacred pussies. And there are all kinds in between. But all succumb in the end. Tonight, we will all indulge in fine food and wine and the pleasures well trained slaves provide. You are guest of honor.”

She stood and barked a command to two eunuchs who knelt off to the side of the stage awaiting orders.

“Slaves! Fetch the throne!”

The eunuchs promptly went to the room where the tables had been stored and returned carrying a black leather upholstered throne chair. Edith and Alicia dismounted and stepped aside while they placed it at the center rear of the sage. Edith invited Alicia to sit in it and resumed her seat on her slave.

“Now it’s time for you to meet your Sisters and their slaves Alicia. Each mistress will introduce herself and each slave will serve your pleasure. You will first be pleasured by my well-trained harem. Put your legs up dear and enjoy!”

Edith dismounted and stepped from the stage to stand among the mistresses who sat astride their slaves waiting their turns to introduce themselves. Alicia raised her legs and parted them. It seemed so natural and casual already. Edith’s slave was a fetching, slim red-haired young man. He groveled to her and pressed his face between her thighs. Her heart hammered as the practiced tongue went to its duty. Her arousal had been building ever since they had entered the room and just a few well-placed tongue strokes on her clit made orgasm strike hard. She convulsed and cried out, then went limp in satisfaction.

The slave crawled away and the next member of Edith’s harem, a muscular young black man took his place. She looked around the room trying to count the slaves and wondering if she could rally achieve orgasm under the tongues of all of them. Then she felt the tongue of the slave slide into her anus to a depth that astounded her and it began to wriggle in and out. Her arousal rekindled and when she could bear no more she guided him to her clit to finish her. He slipped a finger in where his tongue had been while he licked her and climax rocked her world.

The rest of Edith’s harem served her similarly and she was amazed by the passionate worship of their attentions and her own newfound and seemingly limitless capacity for orgasm. The harem slaves finished and a golden-haired blue-eyed amazon rode her slave up onto the stage and sat sideways upon him. She introduced herself as Erica and they made some small talk before Erica turned over her handsome, dark haired slave to serve her pleasure.

On it went, each young mistress introducing herself and giving her slaves to serve her. The intensity of her orgasms never diminished throughout the heavenly ritual. She came under the tongue of the last slave, then pushed him away with her foot and slumped in the chair with vacant eyes and vapid smile. Lola rode slave John up onto the stage to join her.

“Lola! I never knew it was possible to come that any times. And I feel like I could do it some more!”

“It happens to all of us Alicia once we enter a properly ordered world in which we are adored in the way that is our birthright. Our sexual energies are unleashed and there is no limit to our capacity for orgasmic pleasure. It’s both a gift from the Goddess and a worshipping of her.”

Then it was time for dinner to be served and the reason for lack of chairs became clear. The mistresses just rode their slaves up to the tables and sat sideways on them. The meal was rich in foods known to have aphrodisiac qualities, oysters, artichokes, asparagus, Mexican dishes laced with ample hot peppers, so the mistresses could be properly horned up for the orgy to follow. There was dark chocolate rich in cacao and wine in abundance.

When everyone was sated the mistresses rode their slaves off to the side while the eunuchs cleared away the dishes and carried the tables away. They returned carrying rubber mats that they spread out over almost the entire floor of the room. Lots of wine and snacks were on the pass-through counter.

The eunuchs left the room and the revelries began. Naked bodies were sprawled on the floor, formlessly entwined, mistresses on their backs with slave’s faces pressed between their thighs, other mistresses standing with a foot on a slave’s behind as he served his mistress’s pussy, slaves kneeling in front and behind with tongues busy on cunt and asshole. Some mistresses rode their slave’s faces, anally impaled on long tongues, eyes vacant in the rapture of sweet rimming. Orgasmic cries rang out from everywhere and the air was heavy with the musk of woman in heat.

But this was just a warm-up. A mistress went to a closet and opened it. Inside were whips, crops and canes and other paraphernalia. And then the cocks were handed out. Slaves dutifully installed them on their mistresses and began to suck them, taking the big members full down their throats, performing the fellatio with passion and skill until the mistresses came.

Then the slaves would assume the position on elbows and knees, offering their asses and begging to be sodomized. Some straddled other slaves who took their cocks in mouth, ready to accept and swallow the ejaculation.

Alicia reveled in a deepthroat fellatio as a slave she chose at random sucked her to an orgasm that buckled her knees and made the room a spinning blur. The slave dutifully wrapped his arms around her hips and held her up with the cock fully down his throat, face buried in her sweaty fragrant bush. He slobbered heavily on the cock to lube it for the fucking that was soon to follow.

Her vision cleared as she recovered herself and she looked down to see the slave already in position, offering his much-used hole. She dropped to her knees behind him, spat into his crack and let it run down over his anus, then aligned the spit-soaked cock, dug her nails into his ass cheeks and drove the member home with a powerful thrust of her hips.

She rutted with abandon until he whimpered and moaned in his emasculation and spurted his load onto the mat. It triggered a seismic climax in Alicia and she collapsed over him, bearing him to the floor belly down as she lay on top of him, still prodding him with the cock to assert her dominance.

He was just the first of multiple slaves she ravaged that evening. She lost count after four. Every slave was fucked until he gave up the last clear drops of cum that could be drained from him. The mistresses were satisfied and the slaves were put to the duty of licking up the splatters of semen from the mats.

Alicia’s gratification led to a movement within her and she shoved a kneeling slave onto his back, pointing downward with two fingers. His mouth was open upon the wordless command and she squatted down to enjoy a lusty defecation, imagining it was Alex who lay beneath her to accept and swallow her waste in atonement for his loathsome actions. Her fingers went to her clit unbidden and she teased herself to the brink of coming and then over it. As her turd was expelled she came with an earthy sound of brute satisfaction, then stood to watch as the slave took his feeding down inch by inch. Squatting over him again, she rested her head on her knees as the slave’s adoring tongue licked her spotless, feeling like a goddess being worshipped.

CHAPTER SIX

Glenn’s second month of orgasmic denial passed at a snail’s pace, at least for him. Alicia enjoyed his escalation passion day after day. Several times she did lock him away during the night and bring out her harem so she could have full satisfaction. She loved all her slaves insofar as a mistress could love a mere male, or, more precisely, she loved being loved by them.

And by the third week his tongue exercises had taken full effect. On one delightful evening his tongue slid deep into her vagina and found her G. She instructed him in the performance of the Triple, finger in the anus with tongue massaging the G while rubbing his nose on her clit. Her orgasmic climax was violent and her gush of ejaculate poured into his open mouth. She was overjoyed when she heard him gulp and swallow. Her woman cum was the most powerful elixir exuded by her body and ingesting it would drive him to the depths of submission. This was the minimum standard of eligibility for enslavement. Her fellow mistresses would all be expecting it.

By the end of the month she could tell his ache was to the point of agony. He walked with shoulders stooped and knees bent when doing his chores, as if cannon balls dangled from his groin. But he had to be in such a state when she invited the mistresses of the local chapter of the Community to her home for his debut. It would be the moment of truth for him. Once he had satisfied all of her fellow mistresses he would be put to the ultimate test of submission.

Again, it was a on a Saturday night that he was scheduled for release. She knew he had been counting the days. That morning she enthroned herself in her recliner with him on his knees before her and she postured lewdly to aggravate his ache, his eyes riveted upon her exquisite nudity. His hand strayed to his caged cock but he withdrew it when the futility of that was clear. Alicia chuckled.

“How are your balls slave? Do they ache?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“How bad is it?”

“Terrible Mistress! They hurt so much!”

“Do you want release tonight?”

“Only if you wish it so Mistress. I will continue to endure because I love you and I know my suffering adds to your pleasure.”

“Much better than last time slave! No whining! You will most likely have release tonight. And it will be a very special evening. All of my friends will be coming over to witness your release. Of course, you will serve their pleasure first and they will have the final say about whether you are worthy of that release.”

“You have a very busy day ahead of you slave. The house must be beyond spotless and then you must prepare hors d’oeuvres sufficient for myself and twelve other mistresses. The recipes are on the laptop in the kitchen. Everything must be perfect and get unanimous approval or you will be punished with the cane.”

For the rest of the day she mostly sat in her chair, watching him go about his duties and occasionally making him kneel and serve her pussy, knowing it would make his ache all the worse. His passion had to be at its ultimate if her guests were to be properly entertained. She had to supervise his cooking and some recipes had to be started over because he botched them. He took some cropping on the ass to make the lesson sink in. Then she gave him strict instructions about how her guests were to be met and greeted. There was a thronelike black leather side chair in the living room and she made him place it in the foyer by the door.

Her invitation was for seven o’clock and at five minutes after the doorbell rang. Glenn groveled to the door and opened it. An Asian woman stood in the doorway wearing a floral pattern silken robe and straw sandals. He backed away to let her enter and she shed the robe, revealing herself to be an incarnation of a Harukawa drawing, preternaturally shapely, long raven hair on her head and a soft thicket at loins.

He gasped at the sight of her and his balls throbbed as he took her robe and hung it in the closet, then went to his knees before the chair. She sat down and raised her feet to rest her ankles on the arms. At first he could only stare dumbstruck at her dense fuzzy bush with her engorged labia embedded within it. But she snapped her fingers to make her wishes clear and he leaned in, drunkened by her animal perfume and the soft tickle of her pubes on his cheeks as he used his tongue to part her crevice and scoop upward with it to gather and swallow her amber poon. This pleased her and she urged him to continue by rubbing her cunt over his face.

Alicia had tightened the ball stretcher more than ever for the occasion and having his face in such a delicious cunt made his balls throb in waves of pain. But, as always the torment made his passion rise to greater heights. He knew the expectation and probed deep into her vagina to find the G, slipped a finger gently into her anus and found her clit with the tip of his nose. Orgasm rocker her and he used finger, tongue and nose to set oof the sequence, wave after wave of ecstasy coursing through her until she gushed heavily and went all to jelly. Her cum had filled his mouth to nearly overflowing but he spilled not a drop and felt the power of her essence deepening his surrender to the reign of Woman.

She slumped in the chair for a few moments, recovering, then mounted him for the ride to the living room. Alicia had heard her mad cries of animal pleasure and was gratified by the first greeting duty of her prospective slave. She greeted her friend Mariko with a warm hug and invited her to sit next to her. No sooner had she settled in than the doorbell rang again and Glenn groveled off to greet the next guest.

This time it was a towering blond amazon with a ponytail halfway down her back and wearing a long black leather coat and thigh high riding boots with tall stiletto heels. He took her coat and hung it, then went to his knees to serve. She had already taken the pleasuring position in the chair and again he could only stare mesmerized at her exquisite reddish golden cunt. Her labial gash was as long as one and a half of his hands. He went down to the base of it to scoop upward, parting her big, ragged lips and going in deep, feeling their caress across his face halfway to his ears. He filled his moth and drew back to swallow, face coated in her amber ooze. His ache reached new heights and so did his passion to adore. She grabbed his hair and shoved his face back in deep, making it clear she wanted to come. Again, the triple sent her to heights of frenzied delight. Her satin thighs clutched his head between them and held him tight until her lust expended itself. Then he bore her to the living room. Again, Alicia had heard the sounds and was well pleased. It was her old friend Erica from back in the day. Erica took a seat on the end of the section sofa, settling in with a satisfied sigh and gave Glenn two thumbs up.

One by one the mistresses arrived and it all faded into a heavenly blur for Glenn, one gorgeous pussy after another being presented to him to be served, each unique in its color and scent, each worsening his ache and heightening his adoring passion to levels unimaginable.

Last to arrive was Chief Priestess Edith. She wore and African robe in dazzling color and pattern and shed it to reveal herself as a chocolate brown goddess whose resplendent nudity made Glenn’s knees go to rubber. She assumed the position and her scent wafted over his nostrils from arm’s length away, exuding a dominant eroticism that took his ache to even greater heights. Frozen in his awe he just stared at first, taking in the sight of her thick ebony labia, swollen in her lust, embedded in her dense nappy bush and slightly parted to show the hot pink within.

A snap of her fingers broke his revery and he all but lunged forward with long tongue extended and cupped. At his first taste of her she was revealed to him as a regal and exalted being, like a goddess herself. His heart filled with devotion and he welcomed the worsened ache in his balls that would drive him to worship her as was her due. When her great thighs closed on his head and her rolling orgasm under his nose, tongue and finger ended with a flooding gush he felt the power of her Woman Essence to the marrow of his bones and knew an epiphany. His surrender would be complete, any vestige of doubt gone. He wracked his brain for a way to prove his limitless love and adoration for his Mistress and for Woman, and then it came to him.

Edith was the largest of the mistresses and her weight pressed down hard and painfully on his knees as he bore her along to the living room but he cared not at all. He only hoped his mistress would be pleased with how he had served her friend and revered priestess. His heart gladdened when she gave her approval.

Mariko gave up her seat in the recliner for Edith and it was party time. Glenn had laid out the food and wine on the coffee table and the mistresses fell to and imbibed heavily, engaging in raunchy girl talk about their degradations of their slaves and the cruelties they had inflicted on males foolish enough to resist them during breaking and training. New ideas for torture were shared, especially those to be inflicted upon the male organs.

And Glenn was a busy slave indeed. The mistresses were naturally aroused by the raunchy talk and in need of release. He had his face buried in one cunt or another for hours, giving the Triple and in heaven from the squeeze of hefty, satiny thighs. His ever-increasing ache made him an ever more pleasing slave and the mistresses expressed their gratitude to Alicia for the exceptional pleasure he gave. And the wine had its effect, so many a pussy poured forth its nectar into his thirsty mouth.

The next phase of the evening was the test of his rimming. Alicia ordered him to clear oof the coffee table and lie down face up on it. They bound him down and Edith mounted the table to take first seat as was her right as Chief Priestess. Glenn’s balls throbbed at the sight of her splendid behind descending, her coal black vortex flaring and puckering in anticipation of his tongue’s penetration. He extended his tongue to its fullest and stiffened it. Her orifice slid over it and she settled herself down with his head enclosed by her chocolate mounts. Soon she passed into rapture from the wriggling, slithering and swirling of his well-trained tongue. His breath was cut off by her smothering flesh save for what he could gasp in as she rolled and gyrated her hips, lost in her enjoyment. He let go of any thought of time and focused his entire being on his tongue and her passage as it clenched and relaxed in rhythm. He felt her shudder and convulse as she fingered herself to orgasm and rose so the next mistress could take her place.

And next was a lovely, redhaired Mistress Brigid, her cheeks creamy white and flawless, her orifice pinkish brown, her pussy a dense and aromatic ginger thicket. He served her to perfection as he did all of them as onto him they came, sumptuous asses and luxuriant cunts in every color and flavor known to Womankind. Not once did his tongue falter. Not once was the pleasure of any mistress interrupted for even a second because of fatigue.

Then the big grandmother clock struck midnight and it was time for the crowning event of the evening. Alicia was torn with anxiety. So much time and effort had been invested in his training and she had come to almost love him like she did her other slaves. Would he fail his ultimate test? Would he humiliate her before her peers and the Chief Priestess?

She mounted the table and squatted over his face, first looking down at him with a stern expression, then lowering her pussy to just above his mouth and letting the golden vintage flow. He guzzled it down with thirst and licked and sucked the leavings clean. Then she was ready to confront him with is next duty, that which would soon emerge from her anus. But her heart melted and she nearly fainted from joy at what he did and said. He reached up with his tongue and caressed her anus softly and then:

“Please Mistress! From here too! I love you!”

All the assembled Mistresses gasped in delighted surprise. No slave within memory had spoken such words of pure and loving devotion. Most were shocked and repulsed at first, but almost all submitted in the end.  Alicia’s cunt throbbed and tingled and she put a finger to her clit as she aligned her anus with his wide-open mouth. He licked her to stimulate the movement while she fingered herself to the brink of climax. Her orgasm served to expel the turd. It went into his mouth to the gullet and projected a hand’s width above his lips. Alicia stood up and watched as he consumed it with hunger, as if nothing could be more delicious because it came from her. Then she lowered herself for cleaning and he licked, sucked and probed deep within to get every speck.

So overcome was she with emotion and satisfaction her legs failed her as she stepped from the table. The strong gentle hands of friends eased her down into her chair as tears of happiness fell. All the mistresses knew they had witnessed something rare and special and that a truly exemplary slave had joined the Community. He would be much in demand for swaps.

A vote was taken as to whether or not he should be granted release. Just to tease him all mistresses voted no at first and he moaned in despair of his torment ever ending. But then they all laughed and pointed thumbs up. Alicia released his cock from the cage and also gave him the mercy of releasing his balls and letting them hang free. His balls hung low in his slackened sack as if heavy with built up cum. Then she put a dollop of lube on his hand and told him his first ejaculation should be on the Priestess’s pussy. He knelt before her as she spread her legs.

He was so pent up that half a dozen strokes of his hand sufficed for him to erupt. He felt his balls contracting with every creamy spurt that was ejected from him, each bringing heavenly relief. There was no controlling his aim and abundant cum was splattered not only on her cunt but over her belly and breasts like creamy frosting on a rich chocolate confection. He first feared her anger but after he expended himself she gave out a bawdy laugh, along with the other mistresses, and kissed him tenderly on the forehead before leaning back with legs spread so he could lap up his product and satisfy her.

Alicia took his next ejaculation on her ass and he still produced a quantity that made the eyes of every mistress widen, ten lusty spurts that splattered everywhere, much running down her crack and clinging in her pubes. After cleaning her and bringing her to orgasm she made him kneel on one end of the coffee table and jerk so everyone could see how much more he could produce and how far he could spurt. Much more effort went into producing his next expulsion. The table was nearly two meters long and his first spurt fell right at its edge and dribbled over to hang there. The remaining shots weakened one by one, leaving a white trail of goo back toward him that ended just at his knees. Laughter and cheers filled the room.

Alicia gave him more jelly and ordered him to produce more. This time he had to jerk long and hard, panting through gritted teeth in his exertions. Every mistress leaned forward in amused suspense. Alicia reached around from behind him with both hands and gave each ball a squeeze. But he could only summon two shots that landed mid-table. He let go of his cock and it bobbed through some dry spasms before going limp. He fell forward on his hands amid raucous applause. He knew his duty was to lick up his mess so he went to work at it without having to be told.

When he finished a final vote was taken to determine his eligibility for deflowering. He wondered what that meant. The Chief Priestess pronounced him to be worthy and the evening came to an end. Each mistress gave him a hug to her breast and a kiss on the forehead before taking her leave, most whispering in his ear about how very soon they would have him alone and enjoy him to heart’s content.

After they left Alicia knelt in her recliner presenting her behind and was pleased when she felt Glenn’s face pressed between her cheeks and his sweet tongue caressing her orifice. It put her in the mood to reminisce again and also to look ahead to Alex’s impending castration, her first, and above all, Glenn’s deflowering.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Alicia’s transformation began in earnest the day after her welcoming party. Lola took her to the exercise room first and familiarized her with the equipment. She was put through a strenuous three-hour workout that left her exhausted, but she resolved to repeat it every day until her body met the standard set by her firmly muscled but curvaceous new friends. Then it was time for a healthy lunch.

But in the afternoon Lola had something more enjoyable and entertaining for her. They rode slaves John and Mark to a door that opened off the party room and entered the chamber equipped for the punishment and torture of slaves. Alicia looked around wide-eyed and the array of whips and canes and the strange furnishings, the purpose of most being a mystery to her. But she felt a wet warmth in her pussy and sensed there would be fun to come. Lola confirmed it in the best way.

“Alicia, I’m sure you have some anger pent up in you and it’s a good idea to purge that from your system at least a little bit. My slave Mark does bear a bit of resemblance to Alex and you may now have to opportunity to ease your rage. How would you like to hang him up by the ankles and put the whip to him?”

Alicia’s thoughts went back to that terrible night and she looked at slave Mark kneeling there, trembling in terror at Lola’s invitation. It didn’t take much to visualize him as Alex. But she felt a pang of conscience. Mark had been nothing but adoring and had given her wonderful pleasure. Why should he be whipped? She expressed her misgiving to Lola, who just laughed.

“Slaves are property Alicia, mere chattel to be used in any way their mistresses pleases. Sometimes they suffer under the whip and other things as punishment. Sometimes the mistress is just in the mood to wield the whip.”

“But he looks so scared Lola. And he has been so loving and adoring!”

“Of course, he’s scared Alicia. He knows he is going to suffer terribly. But he will meekly allow himself to be strung up helpless and at your mercy because he adores me and will submit to anything to make me happy. He knows his suffering gives me pleasure so he is willing to sacrifice himself. Eventually you will reduce Alex to this state of submission, though I suppose you find that hard to believe now. But let’s get on with things! Slave Mark, fetch a six-foot single tail, a cat, and two cattle prods!”

To Alicia’s surprise Mark groveled to the wall where the whips and prods were hung and returned carrying them on his back. Then he laid down on the floor in the center of the chamber. Alicia looked up and saw a spreader bar hanging from a pulley attached to a rope that led down to a cleat on the wall where it was tied off.

Lola went to the cleat and untied the rope. She lowered the bar to the floor and clamped Mark’s ankles into the manacles on each end. Then her strong arms pulled him aloft with ease and she tied off the rope. Lola removed his chastity cage but not the stretcher on his balls. He hung there, pathetically helpless, whimpering, knowing the torment that awaited him. Alicia noticed the faint healed welts that covered his body. She stepped over to him and traced her finger along one of them. Lola chuckled.

“Yes Alicia, he hasn’t had a good whipping for quite a while. He is so sweet and submissive, as is John, that he keeps me in a good mood most of the time. But every slave must suffer under the whip from time to time and I would say he is overdue.”

She went on to acquaint Alicia with the use and properties of the whips and prods that were soon to be employed. First she picked up the cat o’ nine and held it up for Alicia’s inspection. Each of the nine leather thongs was knotted at the end to make for a more painful stroke.

“This ‘cat’ as we call it is good for beginners because no finesse is needed, just a hard swing done in healthy anger.”

She wound up and gave Mark a vicious stroke that got a scream out of him and left a wide pink swath across his back that was punctuated by red dots from the knotted ends. Then she handed the cat to Alicia and invited her to take a swing.

“Just close your eyes and focus on your anger Alicia. Think back to that night. It’s Alex hanging there now, helpless and at your mercy. Let cruelty fill your heart and turn it to stone!”

Alicia closed her eyes and opened herself to her feelings. Her rage had been put aside while she had enjoyed the recent pleasures but soon it boiled up. She opened her eyes and it was indeed Alex hanging before her, tender meat for her whip to feast upon. She gritted her teeth and her face contorted in contempt and loathing as she widened her stance and swung from the shoulder, stepping into her stroke. The howl of agony sent a thrill through her body and the wet warmth in her pussy escalated to a pulsing tingle. She looked with satisfaction on the lurid pink patch across the slave’s belly and wound up for another stroke.

She laid ten patches of searing pain across the slave before her eyes fell on his organs. The memory of Alex’s loathsome cock spurting its plenty into her face came crashing home and she took aim at the slave’s helpless tender parts. His scream was the most satisfying yet and she came, gushing her cum down the insides of her thighs. She went unsteady on her legs and Lola took hold of her shoulders until she firmed. Then it was time to try the single tail.

“This whip is very simple in its use too Alicia. Just stand back a little further and swing. And that stroke of yours across his junk was magnificent. I almost came myself! Let me give him a spin for you.”

Lola gave the slave a slight push. There was a ball bearing on the pulley and he spun slowly. Alicia took a step back and hefted the heavy braided leather. She poised herself with feet spread wide and swung with force, laying a lurid red stripe across “Alex’s” ass. As he spun she added more as he screamed with each searing stroke. One well aimed lash fell across both is balls and his vocalization of abject torment brought her to orgasm again. Lola applauded, then raised her hand to call for a halt. “Alex” hung sniveling and sobbing. Alicia’s eyes were glazed over, her lips curled in a cruel rictus.

Then Lola introduced her to the use of the prods. They were in the shape of long slender cocks with handles that had several buttons on them.

“These prods are delightful instruments of torment Alicia. They can be set to different levels of power but I always go right to the maximum. They can be used to deliver a jolt at a time but can also be locked in to deliver repeated jolts without having to press the button. Here’s what I like to do.”

She aligned one prod with the slave’s anus and inserted it deeply, then pushed the button to lock it in for repeated jolts. The slave gave out yelps of pain with each jolt, his body lurching and writhing. Lola stood back to watch with amusement for a moment, then went on.

“I like to use the second prod to focus on the organs.”

She touched the prod to the tip of his cock, bringing a whimpering squeal. Then she applied it to each nut in turn and on to the cock again, inflicting jolts in a circuit of torment as the jolts up the ass went on and on. She handed to prod to Alicia, whose eyes gleamed as she applied to the organs. “Alex” was soon reduced to a quivering blob of purest torment, whimpering and moaning in despair of the ordeal ever ending. That was when Lola called another halt.

“I think ‘Alex’ is ready to eat some pussy with proper contrition now.”

Alicia’s memory was jogged by the words. Among the arrogant boasts of the frat boys as they degraded her was their refusal to eat pussy. Alex had most loudly expressed his pride in never performing this selfless act of love. Well, “Alex” was going to eat her pussy now and he had better do it right and with proper attitude or be hung up again to get it double!

Lola lowered the slave to the floor and motioned toward a throne chair set on a low stage along the wall. Alicia hasten to it, climbed the three steps and settled in with legs apart and ankles resting on the arms. Lola pulled the prod from his ass and left him attached to the rope. The slave seemed to know the drill. He groveled to Alicia, dragging the rope behind him, barking shins as he clambered up the steps, and buried his face in her waiting cunt. His terrified and desperate submission brought a thrill of cruel delight that made her come hard with just a bit of lapping in her snatch. Then he went down to lick her anus, probing deep, every wriggling of his tongue a plea for mercy. Her eyes watered and she lapsed into rapture for several minutes until her arousal reached crescendo and she rolled her hips to signal her desire for the Triple.

His massage of her G expressed the depths of penitence and her sense of power at his being at the mercy of her cruel whim brought a climax that eclipsed any in her experience. She had to admit to herself he had shown the depths of atonement that should have delivered him from further torment but “Alex” would have to learn the most basic lesson: The slave had no entitlement to “fairness” and was at the mercy of his mistress’s caprice. He would suffer further just because she wished it so and then he would suck her again.

Lola knew without having to be told that “Alex” should be dragged aloft again and she hauled away at the rope. He sniveled pleas for mercy as he was dragged across the floor and suspended. The implements were employed to fullest effect again and Alicia tossed the prod aside and felt the squishiness of her oozing poon between her thighs as she stepped to the throne. This time “Alex” earned his mercy and, when satisfied she gave him a shove with her feet that sent him tumbling from the stage to lie whimpering.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The next six months were both rigorous and exhilarating. Lola was a hard taskmistress and worked Alicia to exhaustion in the exercise room every morning for three hours. There was the treadmill, the elliptical, and resistance training with machines and free weights. Mariko, a shapely and muscular mistress of Japanese ancestry schooled her in martial arts so she would be ready to woman-handle any male.

Her fellow mistresses lent their slaves to her for long sessions in the torture chamber so she could maximize her skills with the whips and other implements. She learned to inflict torment upon the male organs with clips and needles, sounding rods and hot wax.

Every day she stood before the mirror and noticed the progress of her transformation, how her shoulders widened and her waist narrowed. Her hips retained their fullness but all sag and cellulite vanished and her ass assumed an exquisite shapeliness. There was still a feminine softness to her body but underneath hard muscles rippled. She carried herself light-footed with the grace of a tigress.

Her skills with the whip became finely honed through diligent practice. In the end she could take a two-meter snake whip in each hand, whirl the whips in a blur overhead and flick her wrist to make the searing leather snap on the tender organs of a slave with unerring precision. And with a four-meter bullwhip she could stand well back from a slave and do likewise. Her sister mistresses generously lent her their slaves for practice. But in her envisioning it was always Alex who hung helpless under the lash.

Lola pronounced her ready. There was a celebratory orgy in the party room and the next day the plot to snatch Alex and give him his comeuppance was hatched.

Alex had been under the constant surveillance of the mistresses, who knew his every movement and habit. As everywhere, Friday night was happy hour at the bars downtown and beer and booze flowed freely. Alex was always in the thick of it and by closing time would be a stumbling singing drunk. He would fall in with his frat brothers for the walk home from the bar.

One such Friday night, or rather the wee hours of Saturday he was staggering along with half a dozen of his bros. Alicia, Lola and Erica were in a van parked along the street up ahead of them. Alicia sat in the passenger seat with the window down and rage boiled up in her as she heard the raucous raunchy drunken blather about the last poor young woman they had raped and degraded. They jokingly taunted each other with what to them was the ultimate insult, calling each other “muff diver.”

Alicia quickly rolled up the window as they passed by the van and watched as Alex’s buddies peeled off and went to the apartments they rented along the street on the way to the frat house. Soon Alex was stumbling along alone for another block before he would reach the frat house, where he stayed. The block was overhung by big trees that shaded out the streetlights. Lola was driving the van and pulled ahead to catch up with him. Alicia rolled down the window and called out to him to “ask directions.”

Seeing a hot chick in the van though his blurred vision he stumbled toward it and leaned on the door. Erica was lurking in the back and slid the side door open. She leapt out to lay hold of him, while Alicia jumped out to help shove him in. Even cold sober he would have been no match for even one of the strong mistresses and before he could even call out for help he was wrestled inside and pinned to the floor by two hefty, muscular bodies. He felt his pants being pulled down.

Lola drove off at a moderate speed. No need to call attention. The rear of the van was windowless and she turned on the lights back there.

Alicia sat astride Alex’s chest. She was wearing just a red blouse and was naked below the waist because she hadn’t wanted anything to be between his face and her pussy when the time came. She held a wicked looking curve bladed knife before his eyes and looked down on him with a contemptuous leer. Recognition came to him slowly and his drunken arrogance made him forget his helpless predicament.

“You! You fat bitch! You cunt! Let me go!”

“Yes! It’s me you pig! It’s payback time and payback will be a bitch! You say you never eat pussy do you? That’s going to change right now!”

She shifted forward so her cunt was just before his face. He turned away, cursing. She held the knife to the tip of his nose.

“You will do it and start likin’ it or my friend here will be happy to slice off your precious balls!”

She handed the knife back to Erica who held the cold blade against his scrotum.

Alicia sat on his face and ground her cunt into it, smearing her ooze all over. She snarled another warning.

“Lick bitch! Get busy with that tongue! You better make me come and soon if don’t want to find out how it feels to be a eunuch!”

He moaned in resignation and she felt his tongue making timorous and tenuous caresses. Not surprisingly, he had no clue how to do it right so she just rode his face and rubbed her cunt over it while he flailed about ineptly with his tongue. She shifted to plant her anus on his mouth and ordered him to lick there while Erica made him feel the threatening blade. She had made sure to be soiled for the occasion so he would have to lick her clean. He sniveled and moaned in revulsion but the cold steel against his balls sufficed for his submission.

When she felt properly cleaned she pressed her clit to his lips and ordered him to lick there and finish her. Her lust was at a boil from the delight of degrading him and orgasm struck hard. She gushed heavily and he choked on it, swallowing some, spilling some. After savoring her triumph for a moment, she switched places with Erica.

Alicia took a firm grip on his balls and gave them a hard twist and squeeze as Erica began to enjoy herself. Alex whimpered in defeat as she plopped her anus onto his lips. Erica came with a lusty and triumphant cry. Lola stopped the van and Erica took the wheel. Alex would get a good meal of the big hairy pussies that were to rule his life on the long ride home.

They reached the apartment building and drove into the garage in the rear. Alex was woman-handled from the van and carried bodily by the three strong mistresses to the torture chamber. There would be no delay in meeting out his first round of richly deserved punishment. Soon he was stripped naked and hung by the ankles from the hoist. Alicia gave him a hard spin. The mistresses stripped naked, put on spike heeled knee boots from the supply of them kept in the chamber and each chose a long bullwhip from the collection.

Standing at three equidistant points they whirled the whips. Whooshing sounds filled the air. Alicia was given the honor of the first lash to his organs as he spun around. Her whip was unerring and his howl of torment as the leather struck his glans made each pussy wet and warm. Seconds later Lola’s whip connected with his balls and on the next turn Erica’s took its toll.

Erica gave him another spin and they went to work on the rest of his body, striping him like a zebra with bleeding welts. There was a small bar in the chamber and Alicia got out a bottle of gin and doused him with it, bringing screams from the burn of the alcohol. The mistresses each took a deep swig and gave him another spin. The lashes rained down, some striking organs as he spun, mewling and whimpering, finally breaking down into blubbering sobs. Alicia called a halt.

Alicia was in a state of rampant arousal, pussy pulsing and tingling, amber poon running down the inside of her thighs. She went to the stage and mounted the throne, presenting her rampant engorged cunt as Erica lowered Alex to the floor. He lay face down with head in the direction of the stage, sobbing. Lola grabbed his hair and made him look up at Alicia.

“There she is bitch; the woman you degraded on that awful night. You owe her much pleasure to atone for your despicable deed. You will crawl to her now and hope your tongue can express sufficient penitence to spare you from more of the whip. But I’m pretty sure you will soon be hanging by your ankles again!”

He groveled to Alicia, dragging the bar and the rope, and clambered up the steps of the stage. When he came within her reach she pushed his face into her cunt and felt his tongue upon her in abject submission, as if it were his only salvation. Every bit of fight and pride had been whipped out of him, at least for the time being. But Alicia’s heart was a stone. She just meant to take her pleasure and then hang him up for a round with the snake whips. He had to know pain and torment that would strike terror in him forever.

After two shattering orgasms under his fearful and desperate tongue she dug her spike heels into his shoulders and shoved him away so he tumbled down the steps. Lola tugged on the rope, dragging him across the floor belly down as he whimpered and sniveled pleas for mercy that fell on deaf ears.

When he was hung up and spun again the snake whips were next. Each mistress held two of them and whirled them over her head. Alicia delivered the first lash again, a double one to his balls. Then the sweet music of whips cracking on tender flesh and the victims cries of helpless torment serenaded the mistresses as they went about their work.

When Alex was reduced again Alicia returned to her throne for more of his tongue. Three orgasms later she shoved him away, sending him sprawling. Erica released his ankles from the bar and Lola pulled it to the ceiling. Poor Alex felt hope of his ordeal being at an end but was sadly mistaken. They carried him to a table that had leather restraints attached to it and strapped him down by wrists and ankles and a wide belt across his waist, rendering him helpless and immobile.  Alicia grabbed his sore and bruised organs and gave them a hard twist while leaning close to his face and speaking through gritted teeth.

“As part of her intelligent design of this world our Goddess has created you males with these tender organs dangling from your body for our convenience in torturing you. They are precious to you are they not, these balls that spark you lust and this cock you use to take you pleasure? Now they will be the focus of our special attention. I will mount your face and you will serve me while my friends employ the instruments of agony. Biting my pussy will result in immediate castration!”

She mounted his face, looking down at his junk as her friends commenced the torture. First Lola caressed his cock and he hardened, despite himself. The table stood near the wall and there was a shelf nearby to it on which the instruments were arrayed. Erica picked up a small chain with half a dozen alligator clips attached. These would be clipped one by one along the sensitive underside of his cock.

Alex lay beneath Alicia’s pussy quivering in terror. Suddenly he felt a burning sting at the base of his cock that worsened by the second. He flinched and squirmed in his bonds. Then there was another sting farther along his length, this one even worse. Another was added and then another until he felt five. The pain of each seemed to double by the second. At the last there was searing torment on the ultra-tender tab of skin just below his glans. His scream was muffled by the lush tissue of Alicia’s cunt. He heard her voice.

“When you satisfy me, the clips will be removed. Now get busy with that tongue!”

He cast about with his tongue blindly, face buried in the place on woman he had scorned and despised. Now his only salvation was to worship and please it. She pressed her lush cunt down on him hard, cutting off breath, her poon coating his face. The scent of her began to take effect, beginning to cast its spell. Just as his breath gave out she raised herself slightly and pressed her clit to his lips. He heard her voice again.

“Lick there! Hard!”

He could feel her pea beneath his tongue and he wriggled it about as she rolled her hips in rising arousal. Suddenly she lurched and shuddered and he heard her wail of animal pleasure. A salty sweet gush filled his mouth and most went down his throat. And he felt something strange, the tiniest birth of a longing to please the hefty amazon who straddled his face. Bewildered, he caressed her soft tissues and she shifted herself to press her anus to his lips.

At first he recoiled from this degradation but the stinging torment still worsened by the second and he knew only submission to her will would bring deliverance. He ran his tongue into her hole and slithered it in and out as she moaned in pleasure and pressed down harder. For what seemed eternity she held her place, enjoying as his agony went on and on. She rose slightly and plopped her clit on his mouth again. He was learning and his caresses soon earned him another mouthful of her cum as she quivered through another orgasm. He had already swallowed it down before realizing he felt a growing thirst for it. He sensed a power bending him to its will and found himself licking her parts with the glimmering of worship.

Alicia’s second orgasm sated her for the moment and she sensed the effect of his imbibing of her woman juices and was pleased. She raised herself from his face and signaled for the clips to be removed. She heard him weep in relief. But his torment was far from over.

His next ordeal began just moments later. Lola took a shiny sounding rod from the shelf, along with a little jar of Thai chili sauce. She dipped the rod in it and slid it into his cock and deep in his urethra. He felt the searing burn along his length and then Alicia brought her anus down on him again. But he was beginning to learn the art of rimming under this duress and he soon had her crooning in enjoyment. The awful burn spurred him to lick all the harder and, to his relief she put her clit to his mouth again to be satisfied. He used his tongue in the way that brought deliverance before and she convulsed with a deep, breathy moan of consuming gratification as her body relaxed. Another gush of her cum flooded his mouth and now he could not deny his growing thirst for it. How he hoped her satisfaction was complete! He felt the rod being pulled from his cock but the worst was yet to come.

Alicia rose to give him a bit of a breather while Erica and Lola prepared the needles for insertion into his organs. Six of them, each eight inches long, very thin and sterile, they would do no permanent harm but the agony would be beyond all imagining. Alicia sat back down while Erica grabbed his cock and aligned a needle for a sideways piercing of his glans.

Alex despaired when Alicia sat back down. It could only mean the torture would go on and who knew what awaited him. He felt a hand grasp his cock and then a sharp probing on his tip that escalated to a piercing torment as the needle passed through and exited the other side. His dreadful scream was loud, though muffled by Alicia’s lush cunt. How could it get worse?

The answer to his inner question was another piercing going through his glans from the opposite direction. It was worse than the first and he fell to hopeless sobbing. The pain eased a bit but then stark terror struck his heart when he felt a hand grasp the base of his scrotum and stretch the sack tight around his balls. He felt a sharp prick and then another piercing agony as Erica ran the needle crosswise through both his balls. The piercing of his glans paled before this torment. Then he felt the warning prick on the other side as another needle was run through from there. Was there no limit to the cruelty of these women? His answer was two more needles, one through each ball, crossing the ones already there. His final scream tailed off into blubbering and whimpering. He heard Alicia’s voice again.

“Finish me and they will be removed!”

The torment inflicted on him with the needles had pushed her arousal to its peak and her thirst for vengeance was satisfied. She could feel his abject submission born of terror of the pain, and, most pleasingly his growing worship from the imbibing of her womanly essence. Her final orgasm surged from her depths filling her with triumph and vindication as it coursed through her, seeming to melt her bones and bringing on great sigh of utter contentment. She went flaccid and her weight pressed down, smothering him in her lushness as she managed to sign for the needles to be removed before lapsing into the stupor of her afterglow.

Alex wondered what other torment they might possibly inflict and it turned out to be one he could never have dreamed. Alicia dismounted from his and grabbed his cock. He felt the cool of lube jelly, warming as she stroked him to bring fullest erection. Then she stroked harder and his pierced balls bounced up and down, bringing renewed torment. And soon, to his shock, he felt the first twinge in his balls that signaled coming. The agony of his balls contracting as his cum was expelled exceeded all that had gone before. Half a dozen spurts were ejected and he howled in torment with each while dreading the next. Cum mixed with blood splattered over his belly. His cock went limp and one by one the needles were removed, slowly, the pain being nearly as bad as their insertion.

He lay weak and wilted and, without a word, they lifted him from the table and carried him to a door in the wall. It was a holding cell for freshly captured slaves. They tossed him inside and he heard the bolt being thrown. Sobbing softly, wilted and broken, he crawled to the thin foam mattress that was to be his bed and pulled the meager blanket on top of it over his body, falling into exhausted sleep full of nightmares of what might be next.

Alicia fell asleep that night with feeling of vindication and fulfilled vengeance. Slave John shared her bed  and gave her waking pleasures in the morning. She rode him out to the kitchen and used him as her chair. As usual, Lola was already up and around and breakfast was served. She poured a cup of coffee for Alicia who took a deep drink. Lola filled her in on how to proceed with Alex’s training.

“He has been whipped and tortured into terrified submission Alicia. But today you must bend his mind by showing kindness and giving him pleasure.”

Alicia was all ears, even when her coffee kicked in. She kept eye contact with Lola as she put her hand in front of slave John’s face with two fingers pointing down. He was on the floor with his mouth open right away and she lowered herself to do her business, thinking what a casual act this had now become. She hadn’t used a cold hard toilet or that dry rough paper in months. John finished his cleaning and rose to be her chair again. Lola went on.

“Different slaves need different training regimens. My slave John here was one like Alex, a mean spirited, woman abusing frat boy. He got the same treatment Alex did last night when we brought him in. He cursed and swore and called us filthy names until the whips persuaded him of the unwisdom of that. Slave Mark was always sweet and sensitive and was treated far more kindly. He was mine at the first taste of my pussy.”

“As you go along with Alex he must never know what day or hour or even moment will bring pain or pleasure. A day he begins by showing sweet submission and total obedience might end with a cruel whipping. An orgasm induced in him by way of a tender hand job could be ruined by a harsh stroke of the cane across his balls when he is in the midst of it. And use your imagination. New and creative tortures are often invented and shared.”

Alicia went to the chamber by herself to spend time alone with Alex and assert her dominance in that more gentle way, carrying with her a towel, some soap and a razor. She opened the cell door and Alex cowered in the corner. She tossed the towel, soap and razor onto the floor and spoke to him kindly.

“Don’t be afraid Alex. There will be no more torture today. Now get yourself cleaned up and you can have your breakfast.”

The cell had a shower stall with an integral toilet. She closed the door and while he showered and shaved she opened a cabinet next to the cell door. In it was a big bag of kibble and two stainless steel bowls. She filled one bowl with the kibble and filled the other with water from a spigot that jutted from the wall. There was a slot at the bottom of the door and she shoved the two bowls through it into the cell.

Alex finished his ablutions and then saw the two bowls lying just inside the door. He crawled over to them and, famished as he was, endured the humiliation of having to eat like a dog. Then the door opened and he looked up into the eyes of the vengeful goddess who held him captive. He felt beaten and cowed and cringed when her eyes met his, her expression kind, yet also somehow menacing.

When the bowls were put away she mounted his back and made him bear her to the throne. She seated herself and he knelt at the base of the steps. His eyes drank in her splendid nudity and, to his shame and surprise he hardened. She looked down at his cock with a knowing smirk.

“Well Alex, I think you have suffered enough for the time being but the whips, and those needles, will not be spared if you do not show the proper change in attitude. I will never forget the sight of your cock spurting your filth into my face. You have been severely and justly punished for that. Do you agree?”

He bowed his head. “Yes.”

“That will be ‘yes mistress’ from now on Alex! And I will address you as slave.”

“Yes mistress!”

She stood to exhibit her naked pulchritude.

“Do you think I’m beautiful slave?”

His eyes traced her curves and he hardened even more.

“Yes mistress!”

“In order to atone for your loathsome treatment of me and, no doubt many other women, you must now learn to give pleasure. You must now learn to properly perform the selfless and loving act you have scorned and ridiculed. You have been forced to perform it but soon you will spend every moment of your life longing for your next taste of my pussy. Now come here!”

He groveled up the steps, resigned in his submission. She sat down and shifted to the position of offering, ankles resting on the arms of the throne, displaying herself lewdly as woman can. When he came within reach she grabbed his hair and held him close to her cunt. It’s scent wafted over his nostrils and, to his surprise he found himself straining forward hard against her grip with tongue extended. Alicia laughed, but kindly.

“You never thought you would have to be held back from tasting a pussy did you? Well, you have swallowed a lot of poon and woman cum. It’s having its effect on you now. That is irreversible and will only increase as you continue to serve me. Now, you may taste me and I will teach you!”

She let go of his hair and his face plunged between her thighs. He was surprised by his own hunger for the amber ooze that filled her crevice. She began her instructions.

“Cup your tongue slave, and go down low, then scoop upward to fill your mouth. Swallow and repeat until you receive further instruction.”

He obeyed. His head went up and down with his tongue lapping in her slit from top to bottom. She sighed in growing pleasure and his heart swelled in incipient joy. How had he ever spurned this act without trying it? Her scent cast its spell and added passion to his attentions. He was already too far gone to know how completely he had succumbed to the power of the woman essence. He took in every mouthful with growing appetite.

Alicia felt that rising passion and felt a tenderness toward him she never dreamed she could for such a sexist jerk. The other slaves whose worship she had known were already broken and trained. She was coming to know the joy and delights of training a slave who was to be all her own.

It was a sweet and tender lesson in pleasuring, their passion rising in unison, Alex taking growing joy in worshipping, Alicia feeling the sweet surrender of her first slave. She willed herself to hang on and resist the urge to come too soon, wanting her arousal to reach heights unbearable before taking release. When the moment came just a slight tug on his ear sufficed for him to know her wish. He knew well by then how to find the clit but this time there was no terror or desperation in his caresses upon it, only tender worship. Orgasm came to Alicia as a soft rising wave that consumed her to the marrow. A deep, high pitched sigh escaped from her as she gushed and took delight when she felt his lips enfold her to let her fill his mouth. Her heart swelled when she heard his thirsty gulp. Then she drifted in afterglow, conscious only of the soft touch of his lips on her inner thighs and soft tissues.

It was the first of many an epiphany that lay ahead. She enjoyed him all day long, laying him on a bench face up and queening him for hours, teaching him the rudiments of rimming. She rode him around the chamber, feeling him becoming her willing steed. Late that afternoon he lay on his back and drank from her with thirst.

She felt an overflowing of affection and kindness as the day neared its end and she rode him to the table where torture had been inflicted and ordered him softly to lie upon it. He cringed in fear but she bent down to kiss his forehead and spoke softly.

“Don’t be afraid sweet slave. There will be no torture today. But I do have a nice surprise for you and I must tie you down.”

Hesitantly, he climbed up and lay on his back, even reaching out willingly to the corners with wrists and ankles so she could bind him. She put the wide strap across his waste so his loins lay at her mercy. On the shelf nearby was a bottle of baby oil and she doused her hands in the warmish liquid and laid them softly on his poor tortured organs. He flinched at first but she caressed him with utmost tenderness and pleasure found its way through the pain and he rolled his hips in rhythm to her touch.

“Poor baby! Poor sore and tender cock and balls! You know you did bad things with them and we had to hurt them to punish you. But today you have been so sweet I’m going to let you come. Do your balls ache?”

“Yes Mistress! They ache so bad!”

“That’s a good thing sweetie. It lets me know I really turn you on and that makes me very happy. Now I’m going to make it all better. It will feel so good and that terrible ache will go away!”

She increased the pressure of her caresses, albeit gently, and he closed his eyes and whispered his gratitude. She felt the extra hardening of his cock that signaled ejaculation and gave him a few long final strokes with one hand while giving his balls a tender squeeze with the other. A moan of heavenly release came from his as a gushing creamy flood covered his belly, all his semen being expended in one great spurt.

She scooped up the cum with her fingers and fed it to him. The she released him and rode him back to the cell. She opened the door and he crawled inside and turned around. Then he bowed low to kiss her feet. She returned to the apartment; eyes glazed over and with a vapid stare. Lola knew the symptoms well. There was nothing quite like the surrender of a mistress’s first slave. But Alex’s next days of training would be far different.

In the morning Alicia didn’t go to the chamber. Instead, all of her fellow mistresses took over Alex’s training to make him understand that he belonged not just to Alicia but to all mistresses. It would be a day of queening, rimming and ruined orgasms.

Alex was awakened by a banging on his cell door and then it opened. Lola stood in the doorway and she tossed him his towel soap and razor. After he groomed himself he was fed his kibble and water. Then he groveled from his cell to find himself in the center of a circle of a dozen naked, preternaturally shapely mistresses of multiple colors. Four of them seized him bodily and carried him to a bench that stood along the wall. They strapped him to it face up.

Without a word, an ebony skinned goddess named Tess stood straddling the bench, facing his feet, with his head between her knees. She began to lower herself slowly and both fear and desire came over him as her nappy coal black pussy and puckering anus descended. She came down with her asshole pressed to his lips and he knew well enough to begin licking as she settled her ample body onto him full weight. He felt himself harden and an ache began to grow in his balls.

He probed his tongue in her hole and swirled it around. She moaned in enjoyment and rolled her hips until his tongue tired. Then he felt a sharp rap on his balls as Lola gave them a stroke of the cane. The pain spurred him to fight his tongue fatigue and his attentions soon had Tess lost in her delight again. He took a few more whacks across his orbs and then Tess shifted herself backward to cover his face with her pussy. Pressing her clit to his lips. He knew how to serve her and set her off and felt rewarded by her gush of cum into his mouth.

Tess dismounted and seconds later a broad the flawless creamy white ass of mistress Mia was coming down on him, this mistress’s pussy being raven haired. A growing desire to please these goddesses came over him and he pointed his tongue straight upward and let her settle her orifice onto it. But this time, as he rimmed her hard he felt soft and teasing caresses on his cock from a warm oily hand. The stroking was artful and knowing. Soon he found himself at the brink of coming but the caresses just teased him, keeping him close to the brink but denying him.

Mia rolled her hips, rubbing her fragrant oozing snatch on his face and it made his ache worsen as the tantalizations of the hand drove him half mad with frustrated longing. Then a few quick hard strokes gave him release. His balls seemed to turn inside out as they contracted, big spurts of cum splattering up onto his chest and belly as Mia came and gave him another drink of the elixir. He wept in blessed relief.

He was ridden by two more mistresses and satisfied them. Then another took her seat and as he served her he that hand on his cock again. He lust had built again and soon he was humping in upward time with the stroking, wordlessly pleading to come. But the artful hand kept him just on the edge, teasing him along.

Unseen by Alex, it was Lola who stroked him, but this time she held a cane at the ready. A cruel gleam came to her eyes as she gave him a few long hard strokes meant to set him off. She felt the extra hardening of his cock and heard his anticipatory moan of pleasure. He gave out a grunt muffled by the ass pressed down on his face but before the first spurting Lola gave him a wicked stroke across the balls. Then it was moans of agony with each spurt that shot out over his belly and he sobbed in disappointment at the ruination of his release. But worse was to come.

He serviced three more mistresses and then, with the fourth he felt the hand on his cock again. Now fear and confusion reigned in his mind. He knew he would soon be brought to orgasm again and what would it be, sweet release or torment?

Lola teased him mercilessly, knowing it would take longer for him to come the third time. But, she knew that, as a male, when his lust rose again and he approached ejaculation his mind would focus on coming to the exclusion of all else and he would forget the cruel cane that might be poised above his balls, ready to strike. And Lola knew that when a male does go over the brink and ejaculation is inevitable reality and regret can come crashing in.

So, it was for Alex. Memory of the cruel cane stroke to his balls upon his coming the time before hit home and his cry of “Nnnnoooo!” was muffled by the ample behind that pressed down on his face.

Lola let him have just a moment of pleasure before bringing the cane down hard. Alex sobbed as delight morphed to torment with each spasm of ejaculation. His cock wilted but Lola knew he had more cum to expend. Another mistress mounted his face and on it went until it was Lola’s turn. She was the last to mount him. Tess took over the fondling and, at length, he was hard again. She had to stroke with vigor to wring the last of his cum out of him, but when she felt the hardening she just let go of his cock and let him spurt. He moaned again in fear of the cane but then sighed in relief as his cock went into dry spasms. Lola dismounted and Tess used the cane to gather up the cum that lay splattered on his belly and made him lick it off until all was cleaned up. The ordeal had taken up the full day and they tossed him in his cell for the night.

The training regimen took two weeks. Each day began with Alex not knowing what torment or delight might lie ahead, be it pleasure, pain or the mingling of both. By the end, his mind was a blank slate to be written upon by his mistress. His deflowering ceremony was scheduled for two evenings later to give Alicia time to prepare him.

But there was one more needful thing. Alex would have to be told of his ultimate fate and accept his permanent enslavement of his own free will. Rare was the slave who declined but the moment was always fraught. He knelt before Alicia in the chamber, alone with her and she informed him first of the life that lay ahead of him, how his sole purpose in life would be to submit, obey and give pleasure. So bent was his mind that he eagerly agreed. Then she told him of the castration that awaited him at the time of her choosing and she gave him the option of being released, never to see her again. He flung himself at her feet and kissed them, begging her to keep him as her slave and vowing to surrender his balls to her whenever she wanted them. Alicia’s heart puffed in triumph at having reduced a male such as this to a state of abject submission.

On the special evening, the eunuchs were put to work preparing the chamber for the ceremony, the afterparty and the celebratory orgy that would follow. A circle of chairs was arranged around a padded mat that lay on the floor. The slaves were herded in on their hands and knees and made to kneel outside the circle of chairs.

The mistresses seated themselves and Alicia rode Alex into the chamber. She carried the finely crafted wooden box containing the woman-cock Lola had given her as a present.

The first order of business was his submission to the deepthroat fellatio. Alicia was gentle but relentless in making him accept her cock full down his throat to perform the blowjob. She throat fucked him to a brutish orgasm, then shoved him away, her cock exiting his gullet with a pop that drew raucous laughter and applause.

Then it was time to take his true virginity and purge him of any vestigial delusions of “manhood.” Alicia had rehearsed this moment with him and, upon her command, he assumed the position on elbows and knees, offering his virgin orifice. She spat into his crack and let it run down over his hole and also put just a dollop of KY on the tip of her cock. She wanted her forceful entry to hurt but not split him. Then she dropped to her knees behind him and aligned her cock, pressing it against his tight hole as she dug her nails into the skin of his ass to get leverage for the deflowering thrust.

Alex was foolish enough to clench his hole out of fear when he felt the prodding at his behind, but Alicia sensed it and resolved to show him who was boss. The powerful thrust of her hips and muscular glutes and thighs drove the glans in past his sphincter anyway. He let out a high-pitched whimper at the stabbing agony and begged her to stop. Her answer was an even harder drive of her hips that sunk the shaft halfway into him. He screamed. The remaining inches were driven in slowly but relentlessly while he sniveled and squirmed and soon he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind.

She withdrew the shaft until just the glans remained inside of him. The memory of his cock spurting into her face came back to her and cruelty filled her heart. Gathering herself, she rolled her hips in merciless rhythm, driving the cock in inch by inch until his hole slackened and the hard rutting could begin.

Alex sniveled and sobbed, still begging for mercy, as she ravaged him, but soon, as always, the waves of pain morphed to waves of pleasure. His pleas for pity became pleas to be fucked harder. Then he felt a hot sharp tingling in his rectum and he erupted, spurting his plenty onto the mat below him, consumed by a pleasure that made every coming he had ever known before seem weak and insipid. He heard his mistress’s primal sound of ecstasy and wilted, drained, he fell forward belly down with Alicia’s body collapsing onto him, gelatinous in her own satisfaction. Only then did the withering shame of his emasculation overcome him and he knew the truth of the life that lay before him. Every waking moment of his life he would long for the cock of his mistress but live with the humiliation of knowing that he, once the arrogant chauvinist, was now a pathetic bitch willing to submit to anything to please his mistress.

Alicia’s satisfaction led to nature taking its course and when she felt the movement inside her she realized she had neglected some important business in Alex’s training. She used her foot to roll him onto his back and squatted over his face with her anus above his lips. He opened his mouth upon her command and she enjoyed her gratifying defecation. He took it down eagerly and she lowered herself to be cleaned. Then she rose and put her foot on his throat, raising her arms in triumph. The cheers and applause of the mistresses bearing witness filled the chamber.

There was a small fireplace in one wall of the chamber and a slow fire burned there with a branding iron heating up within it. Lola went to fetch the iron. Alicia ordered Alex to assume the position again and Tess and Erica leaned over him to hold him down for branding. Lola handed Alicia the iron with a stylized letter “A” glowing red hot on its end. She touched the searing iron to his left cheek, then the right as he flinched and whimpered.

Then the eyes of the mistresses turned, with a gleam of lust in them, to the slaves who knelt waiting. The orgy broke out.

CHAPTER NINE

Alicia’s thought turned back to the present and to Glenn. She was nearly positive he was so much in her thrall that he would accept the fearsome terms of his enslavement but, as with all her other slaves there was some lingering doubt. Then, after all that went before, the poor dear thing would have to suffer one final humiliation. All this time he had believed himself to be her one and only slave. He would discover that he was just one slave in her harem. But she felt an anxiety about his possible refusal she had not felt when proposing to her other slaves. Glenn was special, so much more submissive and adoring than any other slave who had ever served her.

It was time for Glenn’s moment of truth. He knelt before Alicia who was enthroned regally naked in her recliner. She took a deep breath and began her proposal.

“Glenn, you have become a delightful prospective slave and have shown loving submission at every turn. But now it is time for you to make a decision and a commitment. Do you want to remain here as my slave and be mine completely?”

“Oh yes mistress! It’s all I want out of life! You are the woman of my dreams and fantasies but you are real!”

The box containing her cock was on the end table. She opened it and took out the big menacing member and held it before his eyes. Those eyes grew wide. He knew what the device was and had and inling of where things were going. Alicia could tell he understood.

“Yes Glenn. You are still a virgin in the most important way and, if you accept the terms of your enslavement, I will take that virginity from you with this. When I deflower you there will be pain at first but, in the end you will know a pleasure that will enslave you to me forever. I will then brand your buttocks with my mark of ownership. Can you accept this Glenn?”

He looked at the big member and swallowed hard but what she proposed seemed like a small price to pay.

“Yes Mistress! Take me with it now if you want to! But will it hurt?”

“Not yet Glenn. But yes, it will hurt at first and I can show you no mercy. The pain will remind you that you exist solely for my pleasure and must be willing to suffer for the sake of my enjoyment.”

“Your deflowering will be done in the presence of my fellow mistresses at the appointed time. But there is another far more serious commitment. I am sure I will enjoy having you as my slave for many years but eventually I might tire of you. You attentions will come to feel tepid and boring and I will want the thrill and delight of enslaving another. That will mean we must part. You will feel devastated and bereft and your unfulfilled longing for me would be torment that would never end. Upon our parting I will give you the mercy of castrating you to extinguish your sexuality so you may have peace. Then you will be sold at auction to another mistress who will assign you small labors to perform and treat you kindly.”

She saw his eyes widen as he broke out in a sweat and trembled. She went on to tell him of the reward he would be granted before his unmanning.

“But Glenn, you will be given a rare gift upon our parting. That gift will be my body for you to enjoy to heart’s content. I will take you “around the world.” Your penis will enter every place in my body where it can go and you may come until you are drained. It will be then that I take your balls. Can you accept this lot Glenn, can you make me the happiest mistress of all? Accept now or you must leave and never see me again. I will be heartbroken at first but will move on to find another.”

His head spun at the profundity of the decision that lay before him. He felt his cock pull in and his balls retract into his body. He saw her expression showing impatience as he dithered and she rose from the chair and approached him while putting her hand between her legs her legs. She withdrew it and her fingers were dripping with her poon. She extended her hand toward his face.

“Perhaps this will help you decide Glenn!”

She smeared his face with her ooze and her scent overcame him. The thought of never again inhaling that feral intoxicating perfume and never again tasting her beloved pussy seemed a fate worse than any he could imagine. His balls seemed a small price to pay in exchange for spending years of his life in the deepest of intimacies with her goddess’s body. He fell to her feet and kissed them while babbling pleas for her to make him her slave.

Alicia breathed a sigh of relief and went to pick up her phone from the end table and text the Chief Priestess to let her know she wanted the temple reserved that very evening for Alex’s castration and that she should send out a group text for the mistresses to assemble and bear witness. Glenn’s deflowering would to be held the next evening. It was time to let Alex know their time together was at an end.

First she put Glenn in the holding cell. Then she let Alex out of his cell and rode him to the living room, making him kneel before her chair. The look of fear in his eyes told her he sensed what was to come.

“Alex, you have been a delightful slave for so many of those years since you saw the error of your ways and submitted to me and to our Divine Goddess. But your attentions to me have become humdrum and boring, and as is my privilege as your mistress I have found another slave to replace you. This means two things as you know: You will be allowed to enjoy my body without limit until you come in every place where your cock can go. And then I will castrate you so you may have peace and tranquility as a eunuch. I will be quick and merciful about it but there will be no anesthetic. Then you will be sold at auction to another mistress.”

Her blunt pronouncement hit him like a kick to the balls and he groveled to her blubbering for mercy and flung himself at her feet to kiss them while babbling on. Alicia indulged herself in a cruel trick all mistresses played at this moment. She offered him the chance to pleasure her with the Triple one last time and if it were exceptional his balls would be spared. It was just a lie, of course. There was a special delight in being served by a slave who was desperate to save his balls.

It was her first time to experience this and she had to admit the orgasms had a rare and unique intensity. When satisfied she kicked Alex back and away with obvious scorn. He lay face down on the floor, sobbing in despair. A few minutes later the doorbell rang. It was Lola and Mariko, who had arrived in the temple’s limousine to pick them up and take them to the temple for the event. The rest of Alicia’s harem also came along for use during the after-orgy.

They entered the temple’s nave amid a buzz of excitement among the mistresses who had already arrived. Mistresses from neighboring districts were also in attendance, the word have spread like wildfire. No mistress would ever miss a parting ceremony if it were humanly possible to attend. It was the same with deflowerings.

The mistresses sat in a circle surrounding a king-sized mattress that lay on the floor, covered by a scarlet silk sheet. Alicia rode Alex into the nave and onto the mattress. She dismounted and rolled him onto his back so she could remove his cage and ball stretcher. His cock hardened in an instant. She leaned over him and whispered in his ear.

“How would you like a blowjob first sweetie? Just stand up! I want to be on my knees when I worship your cock. I’ll take you cock down all the way and swallow your cum!”

All fear seemed to vanish from him at this prospect and he stood tall with his member jutting.

Though 30 years old and the owner of five slaves Alicia was still a virgin in the conventional sense. No penis had ever entered her body. But, she had witnessed more than a few parting ceremonies and knew what to do. And her fellow mistresses had assured her that she would get great pleasure from the “parting gift” because knowing the slave would be paying for his pleasure with his balls would negate any revulsion she might otherwise feel from being violated by the cock and free her to enjoy it.

A sluttish lust came over her when she saw Alex’s cock before her eyes. She took it in like a hungry fish taking a worm and started sucking, caressing his shaft with lips and tongue. He moaned in pleasure and grabbed her hair, forcing his glans against her gullet. She found a way to make her throat yield and the shaft slid in deep and then all the way. She let her throat be a pussy for him and he mouth fucked her with abandon until she felt him harden further and knew he was soon to erupt. Pressing forward, she took him full length and he grunted in brute pleasure as he pumped his creamy plenty right down into her stomach.

Coming buckled his knees and he fell to the mattress onto his back. She was on him in an instant with his cock back in her mouth to harden him for the use of her vagina. When he stiffened satisfactorily she laid on her back with her legs apart and knees raised in invitation. He flung himself upon her and she felt his organ enter. His rutting did indeed inflame and pleasure her. His second time around brought a hard and frenzied thrusting as he sought to come. It pounded on her G and soon set off a rolling orgasm that lasted minutes until he gave out a lusty moan and expended himself within her.

She reasserted her dominance by making him go down to lick and suck his cum from her cavern, but then returned to sucking him like a practiced whore. When she had him stiff again she went to hands and knees and offered her anus to him, first instructing him to dip his dick in her cunt to lube it with her poon. His cock hurt going in but she opened herself to it and as he rutted her pleasure grew. She fingered herself hard as his thrusting rose to its heights and when he grunted and she felt the pulsing of his cock in her orifice as he pumped her rectum full she came hard.

She felt his cock soften within her and pull out. He knelt on the mattress looking spent and she fondled him a bit to see if there was any chance of him rising again. But his flaccidity was complete. He had expended the last cum of his life. She ordered him to lie on his back and open his mouth. He obeyed, ever submissive, and she squatted over him with her anus just above him. With a squeeze she expelled the brown-tinted slug of his cum from her rectum into his mouth and ordered him to swallow. Obedient to the last he did so. Then it was time. Alicia stood and pointed to the table to which he would be bound for the procedure and gave her final command.

“To the table now Alex! Let’s get this overwith!”

He rose to hands and knees and allowed her to mount him, then bore her to the table with head bowed in resignation. He clambered up onto it of his own accord and offered his wrists and ankles to be bound to the corners. Alicia fastened the wide strap across his waist that would hold him immobile so the procedure could be carried out with precision.

Among the mistresses were a doctor and nurse who stepped forward bearing the instruments. Alicia mounted the table, straddling Alex, facing his feet. The nurse handed her the elastrator and gave quick instructions in its use. Alicia slipped the band around the base of his scrotum and squeezed the handles, making the ring snap on tight, getting a gasp of pain from him. She waited a moment, watching the balls turn purple, feeling him trembling. Then the doctor handed her the special shears and she opened the jaws and poised them just below the tight band. With a firm squeeze she severed the testes and he yelped at the sharp pain in the moment of his passage from sexual being to eunuch. That moment would be forever stamped in his memory.

Alicia picked up the severed balls. They were warm in her hand and she felt a thrill of power at having changed a man forever, reducing him to a sexless and docile creature in one hot second. Her final and ultimate revenge for his vile degradation of her had been exacted. She held her bloody trophies before Alex’s eyes and he moaned in despair. The balls were put aside in a refrigerator and would later be freeze dried and mounted on a plaque as the first of her collection of such trophies.

The doctor injected a local anesthetic so he would not suffer while she sutured him up. When finished she pierced the heavy gold ring through his glans to stretch his cock and make it dangle and swing in that comical way. Then he was released to stand on the block in humiliation while the auction commenced. He suffered the final indignity of being sold cheap to a regal, silver haired mistress who had come from out of town. She rode him out to her car and locked his cock to the steering wheel by the ring and then came back to join in the after-orgy.

A castration ceremony always made the mistresses randy as she-goats. The slaves had been sequestered in a hall adjacent to the temple nave. Several mistresses went in there to fetch them, returning to the nave astride slaves, wielding long whips, and herding the rest like cattle as everyone laughed. They were fallen upon with lustful abandon and used hard until every mistress was sated and every slave was drained of every drop of cum.

The next day after breakfast Alicia put Glenn to chores. She set her cock case on the coffee table and laid her cock on it in full view as he went about his duties. She found it so amusing to see him looking at it with trepidation as he vacuumed the living room floor. It was much bigger than his and it would hurt going in the first time.

In the afternoon she spent some time rehearsing the fellatio that would be a prelude to his deflowering. He mastered the deepthroat after a couple of hours practice. She didn’t take orgasm because she wanted to be horny as possible for his deflowering. There were also instructions about how to make his deflowering go smoothly.

At six o’clock, after a light dinner Lola came to pick them up for the ride to the temple. Later, Mariko and Erica arrived in a van to pick up her other four slaves. Another after-orgy would follow Glenn’s deflowering. Glenn knew nothing of the other slaves. He would know the humiliation of finding out he was just another slave in Alicia’s harem in the morning.

Again, the assembled mistresses sat in a circle in the nave but this time they were seated on the backs of their slaves and just a red rubber mat lay in the center. Alicia entered the nave astride Glenn, carrying her cock. Chief Priestess Edith was to preside over the ceremony. Regally naked except for a red sash around her waist that signified her office and black spike heeled knee boot she stood facing Alicia, who also stood and Glenn, who knelt by Alicia’s side. Glenn held Alicia’s cock, waiting to install it upon her. Edith addressed the assembled mistresses.

“Sisters in our faith in the Divine Mother and Creator, this is a joyous occasion for us all! Glenn, a young and fetching male has seen the light, accepted his status as subordinate to Woman, and surrendered himself to Mistress Alicia. He will be warmly welcomed into our Community as a devoted and adoring slave. Let us now bow our heads in silent prayer that all males should become similarly enlightened and submit themselves to our dominance.”

There were a few moments of silence. Then Edith continued.

“The time has come for Glenn to be purged of any delusions of “manhood” and give up his true virginity to his Mistress Alicia who will claim him as her slave for as long as she finds him pleasing.”

Edith took a seat on her slave and Alicia nodded to Glenn, her signal to install the cock upon her. The insertions were already lubed and he slipped them into her orifices and buckled the straps. Alicia grabbed the shaft of the cock and worked it around so the insertions were comfortably seated. Then she pointed to the cock and snapped her fingers. It was time for the fellatio.

Glenn knelt before her and put his hands on her hips, then opened his mouth and took in the cock until it touched his gullet. Alicia pushed the button to start the vibration and sighed in enjoyment as she felt the caresses of his lips and tongue as tinglings on her tissues. She put a hand behind his head to force the glans against his throat and he obediently let the cock slide home, halfway down at first and then to the hilt. She took hold of the hair on top of his head with one hand and worked him back and forth, her lust mounting from the caresses of his gullet, lips and tongue. Orgasm struck and buckled her knees, her legs going rubbery. She held his face in her bush as the waves of delight coursed through her.

When her legs firmed she put a hand on his forehead and pushed him away. The glans exited his throat with a loud pop, an expected part of the ritual that brought laughter and applause. Then it time for Glenn’s epiphany. She had taught him the hand sign that meant “assume the position” and he turned from her and bent over to lean on his elbows, offering his ass.

Glenn trembled as he bent over, raising his behind to give his mistress access to his virgin orifice. Her big member was of a fearsome size and a mockery of his own modest endowment. He feared he might be split by it and she had promised no mercy in her entry.

He felt her hands on his hips and the prodding at his hole. There was sharp pain as she dug her nails into his buttocks to get a firm grip and leverage. She had told him it would be best to relax his sphincter so the entry would be easier and less painful. He tried his best to relax himself. Suddenly he felt a tearing pain and it felt as if a log had been shoved into him. The penetration only just passed his orifice and the pain made him sob and beg her to stop. But instead she reached forward, grabbed his hair, pulling his head back as she rammed the cock into him harder yet. He let out a high-pitched piglike squeal and heard laughter from the mistresses and felt the shaft go deeper into him. Relentless, Alicia thrusted again and again, slowly but surely embedding her cock to its depth. He felt the tickle of her bush on his behind.

He felt her withdraw near as painfully as her going in and then another plunge to the depths. Then she went to rutting, the cadence rising steadily. Tears poured from him and he whimpered. But he was stretching out and the cock slid in and out ever more easily. He could not tell when the change happened but he found himself rocking back and forth in rhythm to her rutting and getting growing pleasure from each thrust. Soon he was crying out his love and thanks and begging: “don’t stop!”

There was a sudden searing pleasure in his rectum and his balls and he spurted heavily onto the mat. His balls and sphincter contracted ecstatically with each spurt and he gave out a deep moan of utter surrender. He knew then the truth of her words. He would long every minute of his life for the next time she would take him.

This was the sweet music that triggered in every mistress the orgasm most pleasing of all. Alicia had deflowered five slaves before him but no climax was finer than the one that consumed her then. She let out a predatory, high pitched snarl of brutish delight and triumph. The force of her coming made her slacken and she fell forward, bearing him to the ground underneath her. She lay on top of him whispering words of affection in his ear while gently prodding him with her cock.

Alicia withdrew her cock and stood with her foot on his back and arms raised. Flashes lit up the nave as the mistresses took pictures.

His branding was carried out quickly. Lola and Erica held him down while the mistress nearest the fire fetched the red-hot iron. He yelped as the iron was applied to each cheek to affirm her ownership. Alicia put him out for common use during the after orgy and was showered with compliments and swap invitations.

The nit was time to take Glenn home and reveal to him his true station in life, merely one member of his mistress’s harem. She put him on his knees before her recliner but slightly to the right of center, first putting his cock in it’s cage and his balls in the stretcher. Then she left the room and walked own the hallway towards the bedroom. Soon she emerged astride slave George with slaves Alan, Steven and Adam groveling behind and in order of tenure.

Glenn’s eyes widened and his head spun in confusion as she approached and dismounted. The slaves went to their knees before the chair in order with Glenn on the right, he being her newest slave. Alicia sat enthroned and well pleased, looking them all over. She looked to Glenn who looked back in bewilderment. She smiled and explained.

“Welcome to my harem slave Glenn. Did you think a woman like me could settle for having just one slave? It will now be your duty, along with the other slaves, to keep me satisfied. You have accepted your status as subordinate to woman and this is what that means. Do you accept your lot slave Glenn?”

His mind reeled for a moment or two but the he looked to his mistress in the splendor of her nudity and there could be only one answer:

“Yes Mistress! I love you!”
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