
        
            
                
            
        

    
PART ONE

Sam walked down the narrow cobblestoned alley where the Dungeon of Dominance awaited at the far end in the midnight darkness. The entrance door was in keeping with the purpose of the place, heavy, oaken, ironbound. His hands trembled as he reached for the doorknob to open it and he hesitated, wondering if he should cross the Rubicon that lay before him in his mind’s eye.

To enter this place was to mean final and irrevocable surrender and submission to Mistress Tonia, a dominatrix who had entered his life from cyberspace without warning and seduced him with an ease that still made his head spin. His deepest longing was to the slave of such a woman and it seemed that longing was to be fulfilled. He had fooled around on some websites devoted to femdom and posted his profile. That was how she had found him.

And he had also made something of a hobby of writing erotic femdom stories and posting them on websites devoted to such things. A few years ago, he had received an email from a woman who called herself Mistress Sandra. She had been reading his stories and had liked them. A mature woman aged 40 she had a stern and strict manner.  Sam, age 30, was enthralled and they engaged in a long exchange of emails during which she enlightened him regarding what it meant to be a true slave to a mistress and the depths of submission expected. He had divulged the local in which he lived, hoping she might live nearby but she only told him her home was far away from there.

She was happily married with a slave husband who submitted to the most extreme of degradations to please her and worshipped her like a goddess. She made it clear to Sam that there could never be anything between them. She also warned him against writing a story in which she was a character. She said doing so would result in severe punishment for him. Foolishly, Sam pressed her to have a face to face meeting, which angered her and she broke off their communication.

An impulse to defy her came over Sam and he did write a very lurid story with her obviously the main character, including intimate details of her marital sex life she had disclosed. First he posted the story on a website. Then he attached it to an email to Mistress Sandra informing her that he had done so. He hesitated a moment before hitting the enter button on the keyboard, but the memory of how hot and bothered he had become during their email exchange made him reckless and he pressed the key. But nothing happened any time soon and three years had gone by.

Mistress Tonia said she had found his profile on a femdom website and she said she found him appealing and promising and would make him her slave and possession if he passed the tests.

She was tall, blonde, blue-eyed, beautiful, her physique amazonic and voluptuous, age 35 and a mistress of long experience. Within hours of his opening the email from her that demanded his submission and surrender he was degrading himself by texting lewd pictures and videos of himself naked and in shameful positions and situations. Her texted commands came fast and furious. And he found himself not just willing but eager to humiliate himself in any way she demanded.

She made him bend over on hands and knees to show her the asshole she promised to ravage one day with her big thick strapon and said she would first brand her mark of ownership onto his dangling ball sack. She made him tie up his cock and balls with rope, tightly, painfully, his balls turning lurid purple and keep them tied that way until she gave him permission to release himself.

Then she dispatched him to an erotic paraphernalia store to purchase a chastity cage, a leather ball stretcher/spreader, a medium sized pink butt plug and a pair of nipple clamps on a chain with a heavy weight hung on it. Upon his return from the store, he was ordered to engage in a Zoom video meeting with her on his laptop so she could supervise the installing the devices on himself. She appeared on the screen sitting on a throne wearing only a black leather corset that uplifted her fine full breasts and a pair of knee high black stiletto boots. Her comely thighs were parted, exposing her luxuriant golden-haired pussy. The sight of her reduced him to a slavish abandonment of all dignity in hope of one day tasting that luscious thing.

She commanded that he insert the butt plug dry, no lubrication, by setting the plug on top of a stool and squatting down to impale himself upon it. The tearing pain of its entry was nearly unbearable but he seated the plug home and then bent over on elbows and knees to show it to her. She told him the pain of that insertion was nothing compared to what he would feel when she deflowered him with the fearsome 10 inch woman-cock she showed him, its diameter half again the size of the plug.

Next he was to install the nipple clamps, tightening the thumb screws to ten turns until the pain was excruciating. She ordered him to stand and lean forward from the waist with hands behind his back until the heavy weight hung straight down redoubling the torment. Then he was commanded to whirl the weight in circles for minutes on end, first clockwise, then counterclockwise until she deemed he had suffered enough.

When that ordeal concluded she ordered him to set the laptop on his dining room table and set a dinner plate in front of it so it could be seen by her. Her next command was that he masturbate and ejaculate onto the plate. By then he was beside himself with desire and longing and his cock was stiff as a stick, his balls aching for relief. He took himself in hand, actually loving the thrill of this humiliating act, and began to stroke himself. She helped matters along by posturing lewdly and fondling herself. Perhaps a score of strokes sufficed for him to erupt and splatter his plenty onto the plate. It was a massive load. The plate was navy blue in color, accentuating the creamy gusher he had expelled. He thought he knew what was coming next and was right. She ordered him to lick up his cum and swallow it.

Then it was time to install the chastity cage and ball stretcher. She gave instructions as she watched. The two items were meant to be used together. First he slipped the leather ring of the stretcher around the base of his genitals, then the iron mounting ring of the cage and slipped his cock into the confines. The leather stretcher parted his balls and spread them out sideways. At her command he kept tightening the straps until his ball sack was tight and shiny. In just a minute his balls were a deep shade of purple. It was a highly secure cage, with an integral lock on its underside instead of a small padlock that he might be able to cut off. He turned the key in the lock and felt a chill up his spine at the click that meant his organ was imprisoned beyond escape. Then she gave him a post office box number so he could mail her the key.

Finally, she told him she would get back to him in a week to let him know if she found him worthy to be her slave. In the meantime, he was to wear the cage and keep the plug inserted at all times, even when he was out and about grocery shopping and even at work. To help persuade her he was to make a continuous web cam video of himself at home, in which he would be naked at all times and wearing the weighted nipple clamps.

Twice a day he was to appear before the camera and twirl the weights a hundred times in each direction. If he removed the plug to use the toilet he was to go before the camera and reinsert it by squatting on the stool. And he was to set up the laptop in the kitchen with it’s hard cold tile floor and kneel upon it for long periods, also assuming the “slave position” bowing forward all the way on his knees with arms extended. His knees began to ache within minutes be he endured.

Worst of all he was to stand before the camera and use a wooden spoon to spank his own stretched and aching balls, twenty hard strokes to each twice a day.

He knew he could not bear to go to work so he called in to request a week of emergency leave on short notice. It was grudgingly granted. He took pains to obey her instructions to the letter, willing to suffer even more if she demanded it, all in hope of having his ultimate longing fulfilled. She put up a slide show of herself on his laptop screen, images of her dominant goddesshood, lurid poses that kept him rapt as he knelt with aching knees before the webcam. Within the first day his painfully stretched balls began to ache as his desire was felt in waves of longing.

The suspense was near unbearable and he knew he dared not contact her, having been warned that any such would result in automatic disqualification. So, he endured his sore and bruised knees and aching balls as stoically as he could as the week passed. And he added suffering of his own accord, doubling the time spent kneeling on the tile, doubling the number of spins of the nipple weight, doubling the cruel self-inflicted strokes to his balls, all to show her his dedication and sincerity. The week seemed like eternity but it passed and then it was “Judgement Day.”

She had instructed him to be kneeling naked before the webcam with nipple clamps on and weight hanging at 5:00 PM on the last day, whereupon she would appear on the screen live and render judgement upon him. He hoped he could find the words to express the depth of his willingness to submit and surrender.

He was in the appointed place at the appointed time and appear she did, enthroned, regally naked except for thigh high black boots, resplendent, goddess-like. He drew in breath as the room spun and the ache in his balls surged. She spoke.

“Well aspiring slave Samuel, how does today find you? By the way, you will address me as “Goddess.”

“I am happy Goddess! Overjoyed to be kneeling before you, ready to surrender myself and be your slave if you will have me!”

“Are you in pain?”

“Yes my Goddess, but it matters not. It is your will that I suffer, so I will suffer without complaint because I know my suffering gives you pleasure. I will suffer anything, submit to anything.”

“Well said aspiring slave. You have shown strict obedience and uncommon dedication. I am nearly certain you will be accepted as my slave, if that is what you want? And you will soon learn the meaning of the word “anything!”

“Oh Goddess, I have never wanted anything more! I have longed to be enslaved by one such as yourself for as long as I can remember! Please! I beg you!”

“Mere words will not do aspiring slave. Only actions matter. And your actions have been exemplary up to now. But this has been only a preliminary ordeal. It qualifies you for the ultimate test of surrender and submission. At midnight you will report to the Dungeon of Dominance. You will have your plug in your ass and you nipple clamps on with the weight. I will text you the address and directions. You will pay the $500 fee to rent one of the dungeon chambers for 24 hours. Tell the attendant you are there to meet me and she will direct you to chamber to which you are assigned. You will enter the chamber, strip naked and assume the slave position on the stone studded floor before the throne and await my arrival. Then will begin 24 hours of exquisite pleasure for me and 24 hours of torment and degradation for you. If, at the end of that time, I feel well satisfied with your submission, your devotion and the pleasure you give me I will take ownership of you and you will come home with me.”

“Your life as you know it will be at an end. If you pass the ultimate test I will divorce my current slave husband and we will be married. You will quit your job, sign over all of your financial assets to me, sell your house and car and give me the money. You will become my naked slave husband without a red cent or stitch of clothing to your name.”

He opened his mouth to speak but she held up her hand to silence him.

“Do not speak aspiring slave. You have heard my commands. Obey them!”

Now he stood with his hand on the doorknob, frozen in uncertainty. But his mind’s eye returned to the vision of his prospective Goddess, the woman of his every dream and fantasy and, with a sigh, he opened it and stepped over the threshold, pulling it shut behind him. He heard what sounded like the lock engaging with a finality hinting at bridges burned.

The light was dim and muted inside, the floor of black marble veined with white, the walls painted black, window curtains blood red. He stepped forward and, looking to his right he saw an opening into a small bar room. There were three women sitting on stools at the bar, a petite woman of apparent Asian extraction, a large and hefty redhead and a muscular looking black woman with cornrowed hair. As he watched, he could see they were taking turns snorting what he guessed was cocaine from lines laid out on the bar. Suddenly, all their eyes turned to him, alight with a gleam of predatory lust that sent a chill up his spine.

In a pool of brighter light up ahead was a slender but muscular young women standing behind a counter. Half her head was shaven and on the other hung coal black hair past her shoulders. She was topless with small but nicely rounded breasts, rings pierced through her nipples. Snake tattoos wound around her torso and on the shaven half of her head was tattooed the circle and cross signifying the female. There were piercings in her ears and nose as well. She caught his eyes and beckoned him forward. He approached the counter and she gave him a knowing look in the eyes and a leering grin. He stammered as he stated his business.

“I…I…I’m here to meet Mistress Tonia at midnight.”

She checked the screen of the computer on the counter.

“Welcome to the Dungeon of Dominance, slave Samuel is it? I’m Mistress Vicki. Yes! I see you are assigned to dungeon number 10. Hmmmm! That’s the dungeon equipped for the most punitive sessions. Have you been a bad boy?”

Her leer became all the more mocking and a glint of lustful cruelty came to her eyes.

“I…I…I don’t know why that would be. Mistress Tonia spoke well of me when we talked earlier. I think she likes me.”

“Well…Samuel is it? The mistress chooses the dungeon according to her mood and preference.”

“Sh…Should I be scared?”

He looked back at the door.

“Don’t bother trying to leave! It’s locked. And yes! I think you should be scared! Mistress Tonia’s cruelty is legendary hereabouts. Now that will be $500 cash please. Then get your sorry ass to dungeon 10! Strip naked and humble yourself for your Mistress! She will be along shortly I presume!”

He handed over the money and she gave him a key. He walked to the door she pointed to. It opened onto a long corridor lined on each side with five doors set wide apart. Dungeon 10 was at the end on the right. He used the key to unlock the steel door, stepped inside and closed the door behind him. There was a click as the lock re-engaged. The light was dim, almost dark, and he turned to look back at the door. There was no latch on the inside. He was trapped! Most of the room was lost in shadow. Then a bright light came from above and ahead and he saw a throne set on a wooden platform and in front of it a section of concrete floor a meter wide by two long studded with rounded stones.

He recalled her words, that he was to assume the slave position naked on that floor. He stripped and obediently went to assume the position. He knelt, flinching as the stones dug into his knees, then leaned forward stretching out his arms. The pain began right away as the cruel stones gouged not only his knees but his shins and elbows and any part of him they touched. And the pain from the nipple clamps was ever present. Time seemed to stand still. How long he remained there in torment he didn’t know. Fear took hold as recalled that this was the “most punitive” of the dungeons and Mistress Tonia’s cruelty. He wondered what he could possibly have done to offend his Goddess.

Then he heard a door open somewhere other than the entrance and the click of bootheels echoing in the chamber as someone approached. He dared not look up. The footsteps got to where the throne stood and he heard a creaking sound as someone settled into the chair. Then he heard a now familiar voice.

“Rise to your knees aspiring slave Samuel!”

He obeyed and there she was in the flesh, again naked except for the thigh high black leather stiletto heeled boots. She sat in the throne in a regal posture regarding him with a gleam of lust and cruelty in her eyes. The stones digging into his knees brought unbearable pain but he feared to move.

“So now here you are aspiring slave. We have 24 hours ahead of us in the chamber and you get the punishment you have earned!”

He was baffled. Just hours ago, she had spoken well of his efforts to please and his obedience. He made bold to speak.

“B…B…but my Goddess, what have I done wrong? How have I offended you?”

“You question me? That will add much to your suffering already! If you are wise you will keep your mouth shut and take your punishment with meek submission. And it is not me you have offended but another mistress! By offending one mistress you offend us all!”

“But who my Goddess? I know no other mistress!”

A voice came from the darkness behind the throne.

“Oh yes you do slave Samuel!”

A woman stepped from behind the throne and into the pool of light. Tall, slender, but muscular with dark hair cut short and piercing green eyes, she wore black stiletto pumps, fishnet stockings, garters and a black leather corset that left her small round breasts exposed. A dense dark triangle was at her loins. During their email exchange he could only imagine what she looked like. Now goosebumps covered him as he beheld her beauty and menacing presence.

Mistress Tonia spoke and his eyes went back to her.

“Meet Mistress Sandra, slave Samuel! It is she you have offended!”

He looked back at Mistress Sandra meeting eyes filled at once with cold fury and burning lust. He knew then and there the severe punishment she had threatened had merely been delayed by years and he was now to suffer the consequences of his foolish defiance in the “most punitive” chamber. He heard Mistress Sandra’s cold voice.

“I am a patient woman slave, but I never let defiance such as yours go unpunished. All mistresses are in a loose but very strong network of mutual assistance. Because I knew your whereabouts I eventually enlisted Mistress Tonia to lure you to this place so you can get the severe punishment I promised. Twenty four hours lie ahead of you at our mercy.”

Mistress Tonia had something to add.

“But you are here for another purpose slave Samuel. When we are finished here I will take ownership of you as I said I would. By then you will be a broken thing and your mind will be a void and I will begin to remake you according to my liking. But first, crawl to your punishment slave!”

Mistress Sandra turned her back and walked into the darkness behind the throne and Mistress Tonia rose to follow. Shuddering in terror he groveled behind them. He crawled into the dark and then light flooded the whole chamber. It was circular, the floor of the same black marble, the walls of laid dark gray stone. He saw whips and canes and devices he could not identify festooning the walls. And there were furnishings, a wooden pillory, padded horses with straps attached to be used as restraints, a low padded bench, also with restraints attached, and others whose use he could not ascertain but he knew were meant for the torment of the slave and the pleasure of the Mistress.

The mistresses stood in the chamber’s center where a rope hung down from a pulley. At its end was an iron bar with a manacle at each end. He stopped crawling, hesitant, but a cold yet lustful glare from Mistress Sandra as she pointed to the floor at her feet told him what he needed to know. He crawled to that spot on the floor and knelt. The mistresses discussed his impending punishment.

“Mistress Sandra, you are the aggrieved party so I must defer to you as to how we will begin.”

“The whips are always an appropriate preliminary Mistress Tonia. I would like to hang him upside down and then use the cats to “paint him pink” as you might say. Once every square inch of him is raw and tender we can move on to the single tails that will cut the flesh.”

“So be it Mistress Sandra! Slave! Lie on your belly!”

He laid himself down as commanded, thinking immediate obedience might spare him worse punishment than what already lay ahead. Mistress Tonia pulled the bar down to his ankles and they clamped the manacles on. Then they took hold of the rope, hauled him aloft and tied the rope off to a cleat on the wall. His hands dangled down just above the floor and they cuffed his wrists together. Mistress Tonia unlocked the cage from his cock and removed it but left the ball stretcher on.

He heard them walking over to where an array of whips were hung. When they returned he could see the trailing ends of the “cats” the dreaded cat o’ nine tails, that would soon inflict searing torment on his tender flesh.

They stepped apart, taking positions on his left and right. He heard a swishing sound and then scorching agony as the cruel, biting leather struck home across his back and chest. Seconds later two more lashes fell and then they rained down in a merciless cadence. Screams of helpless torment were ripped from him and his sniveling pleas for mercy only made the lashes fall faster and harder. They struck everywhere, up and down his legs and arms, even between his legs and his helpless organs were not spared. He broke down into pathetic sobbing and yet the flogging went on and on until the mistresses winded themselves.

They gave him respite as they spent a few minutes catching their breath, then he heard them walk to the wall again and return. He saw the braided single tails trailing on the floor, each mistress with two of them in hand. They took their positions again and seconds later he felt a slicing agony as the leather bit his flesh, raising long red welts and drawing blood. The caresses of the cats were tender and gentle by comparison and the lashes fell at double speed as the whips whirled. He soon broke down into sobbing again and tears rained on the floor but the mistresses had hearts of stone and the lashes only ceased when they winded themselves again.

He felt himself being lowered and soon lay on the floor, whimpering. Mistress Sandra untied his hands and pulled him up to his knees by the hair, leaving the bar locked onto his ankles. He saw Mistress Tonia turning the throne chair around on its platform to face the whipping area. Mistress Sandra tugged him by the hair, making him knee walk toward the throne. Then she took her seat and parted her legs, exposing her hairy womanhood lewd as could be. His eyes riveted upon it. He heard Mistress Tonia.

“The sound whipping of a slave will tend to arouse a mistress and put her in need of pleasure and release. Have you ever performed the cunnilingus slave Samuel?”

“O…O…Only a few times my Goddess.”

“Did you succeed in bringing the women to orgasm?”

“No, my Goddess. I tried, but it just seemed to take so long and I gave up.”

“You just gave up on the cunnilingus and left the women unsatisfied because it “took too long?”

“I tried my Goddess, honestly, I did! But I think I just don’t know how to do it right. Please teach me! I want so much to make you happy!”

“Trying is not good enough slave Samuel! Only succeeding is acceptable. And there is no such thing as being down in that holy place ‘too long.’ You must take the time that is necessary no matter how long and not just quit because you are too lazy and selfish to continue. You will now perform the cunnilingus for Mistress Sandra and then for me. And believe me, you will learn to do it right! You will bring us both to orgasm and more than once. Get it straight in your mind that this is an act of worship you perform for your Goddess. We are both much accustomed to receiving this pleasure and know how to guide and instruct you as we go along. You had best satisfy us because the whips are always at the ready! Now begin!”

He knee walked toward Mistress Sandra and when he came within her reach she put a hand behind his head and pressed his face into her oozing, aromatic cunt. The sweat of her exertions from the whipping soaked her pubes and enhanced the scent of her feral musk. The scent and taste of cunt had always aroused him, even though he had failed in his duty to the other women he had tasted and now the luscious womanhood of Mistress Sandra made his cock turn to iron and his balls begin to ache.

And she was indeed knowing and experienced using subtle but unmistakable cues to guide him. He lapped at her crevice with cupped tongue, scooping in her poon and swallowing. She moaned in approval and rocked her hips to encourage more ingestion. Moving on she took his head between her hands and pressed his face into her with his lips aligned to her vagina. Taking her cue, he plunged his tongue into that salty cavern and swirled it around in wide circles making her pant “yes!” through gritted teeth as her excitement rose.

He sensed her lust building to a boil and she gripped his hair with one hand and pushed it back while parting her mount with the fingers of her other hand to show him her lurid pink pea. She tugged him forward and he encircled it with his lips and applied his tongue to it hard. In just seconds she shuddered and clamped her muscled thighs upon his head, passing into the throes of ecstasy, crying out and filling his mouth with a salt-sweet gush. He sensed the wisdom of swallowing it down.

She relaxed for a moment, breathing deeply, savoring. Then she pushed his head down, raised and her knees to her breast. He looked to the bottom at her puckering nether orifice. She hissed a command.

“Lick me there now, my bottom hole! Show me you know your place! Lick me clean, then lick to give me pleasure!

He put his tongue to the vortex, feeling flakes and granules of her waste lodged in the seams and creases. He wettened her hole with spit and worked his tongue, feeling the dried shit soften and dislodge. Not knowing what else to do he sucked, taking it in and swallowing. He probed into the orifice with the tip of his tongue, finding much more to clean out in there so he wettened it more with his spit and circled her hole with his lips and sucked again, tasting it’s rich funk as he swallowed it down.

Then he licked just to please her, making his caresses worshipful, probing as deep within her as his tongue could go and wriggling it in and out, his face buried in her hairy cunt. He thrilled when she gave out sounds of pleasure and rubbed her oozing pussy on his face. He sensed her rising lust and soon she tugged him upward and pressed her clit to his mount, snarling a command.

“Your finger! Up my ass! Fuck me with it!”

He slipped a finger into her deep, nestling it in her rectum and then finger fucked her. She gave out panting breaths rising to crescendo and then a fierce and primal sound of animal ecstasy. He felt her orifice clenching rhythmically on his finger as the waves of orgasm coursed through her. With a deep sigh of brute satisfaction, she gushed his mouth full again and he drank it down. Then her body seemed to melt. He slid his finger from her and was consumed by a strange feeling of worshipful joy as he planted tender kisses over her mount and between her thighs.

Her body firmed and she pushed him away, yielding the throne to Mistress Tonia, who slipped in to take her place presenting her golden pussy to be served.

“I trust Mistress Sandra has instructed you in the rudiments of the cunnilingus slave Samuel. Now you will serve me and I will see if your lesson has been well learned!”

He plunged his face deep into her oozing crevice, dizzied by her scent and taste and the powerful essence of her womanhood. It dawned on him that each mistress had her own singular essence, a subtle by unmistakable disparity of scent and taste, having only one thing on common: being irresistible and intoxicating. He lapsed into a state of passionate and worshipful hunger, lapping up her luscious poon and swallowing, her soft sighs of growing delight music to his ears. She gave him a soft tap on his head and he knew it was time to probe her cavern and swirl his tongue within it. He strained to reach her depths and was rewarded by her gasps of unalloyed bliss. Then there was the roll of her hips he knew was invitation to her clit. Her orb was large, the size of a grape and he took it between his lips and sucked while plying his tongue. Mere seconds brought a quivering convulsion and a clenching of those lovely silken thighs upon his head as she gushed into his mouth and locked her ankles together, holding him tight through the throes of consuming climax. She went limp and her grip relaxed.

She slumped in the chair in a sweet, semiconscious daze for a while, then firmed and raised her knees and parted her legs, presenting her crotch. She pushed his head down until her anus was before his eyes. No words were needed. He laid his tongue to it, finding her to be soiled as well and in need of cleaning. He sensed that both women had been willfully lax in their wiping so he would be subjected to this degradation and be made to understand his lowly place in the world into which he had fallen. But he found his only desire was to clean her with loving care and devotion, taking pains to get every smear and speck, again probing into to swab out what was lodged in her sphincter, loving the taste because it was hers.

Cleaning completed he turned to simple tongue worship and thrilled to her moans of pleasure and the roll of her hips. As her enjoyment and arousal mounted she went more and more to passing her pussy over his face, gyrating, grinding, finally guiding him to her grape. He knew by then to stick his finger where his tongue had been and slipped it in gently and moving it in and out. He sucked and licked her orb for the minute or so that sufficed for her to lurch into a violent orgasm with a feral and brutish sound. Again, she gave out a gush and he welcomed it with a thirst, feeling the birth of an addictive craving for it.

She relaxed in afterglow for a few minutes, then pushed him away and took him by the hair, dragging him to where the hoist hung. She spoke to Mistress Sandra.

“You taught him well Mistress. He gave passable head. But do you think more punishment is warranted?”

He looked up timorously at Mistress Sandra and met her hot and piercing glare.

“What do you think slave Samuel? Have you suffered enough?”

His mind reeled in a quandary. He could think of no answer that would spare him further torture. And he felt a deepening sense of worshipful submission that seemed to come from his profuse ingestion of woman essence from swallowing their poon and cum. It seemed he felt it seeping into his bones. He looked up at Sandra with tears of contrition running down his cheeks and gave his reply.

“Mistress Sandra, my defiance of you was unforgiveable and no punishment is too severe for me to atone for it. I commend myself to your mercy and hope my suffering gives you pleasure.”

“Well-spoken slave Samuel. And you are right. There is no limit to the punishment you deserve and your suffering will now continue! Mistress Tonia, what say we get out the electric prods?”

“A capital idea Mistress! Let’s hang him up again and go to work. Then he can eat some more pussy!”

They bound his wrists again and pulled him aloft. He hung there in abject terror and soon saw the feet and legs of each Mistress and their hands each of them holding two shiny prods, those being formed into the shape of cocks.

He felt a zap to one of his nipples that made his body jerk as he cried out in pain. Then there was a zap to his other nipple and then the prodded both at the same time as his body jerked and writhed as he gave voice to his torment. He heard Mistress Tonia:

“I think we should turn up the voltage, don’t you Mistress Sandra?”

“Oh yes indeed Mistress Tonia!”

The pain of the zaps to his nipples doubled and then the prods were put to his body everywhere and at random. His body flopped like a fish on a hook and echoes of his screams rang in the chamber. And then he felt a focusing of the zaps slowly closing in toward his as yet untouched organs. Closer and closer they came in a menacing progression. Finally, and inevitably came the cruel zap to his helpless cock, right on the most tender spot just below the glans. That agony eclipsed all the zaps before and then a prod was applied to each of his stretched and aching balls. He screamed and broke down, blubbering and sobbing.

But with cruel indifference they turned their attention solely to his organs, a torment he thought could not be exceeded. But he was wrong. He felt a prod inserted with force into his anus and then a rhythmic zapping as it was set to deliver jolts automatically, over and over as the zaps to his organs went on and on.

The mistresses continued until his suffering incited their lust to the point where their cunts cried out for the tongue. They lowered him and warned him that their satisfaction had better be complete after the next round of the cunnilingus or the torment would resume. His terrified submission made his tongue work most pleasing and after two more orgasms apiece the mistresses were sated and he was given mercy for the time being.

They unbound him and then sent him to fetch another throne chair from along the chamber wall and set the two chairs next to each other on the floor so both mistresses could be seated. They made him kneel before them and another phase of the ordeal began. But first, Mistress Tonia took a small, capped container from a pocket inside her boot, unscrewed the cap and poured out three black capsules into her hand. She gave one to Mistress Sandra, who popped it and swallowed it, then swallowed one herself and came to him and ordered him to open his mouth. She popped the capsule inside and then held his nose and mouth shut until he was forced to swallow it.

“Just something to keep us awake for the duration slave Samuel. Back in the day the hippies used to call them “black Cadillacs.”

“Now we turn our attention to your past sexual history slave Samuel. You will now confess to any offenses against women you have committed in the past and will suffer fitting punishment for them. Do not hold anything back. We are most discerning women and will know if you have not come clean.”

He racked his brain, not sure what to confess. He believed himself to be respectful toward women, in fact, because of his innate submissive tendencies, he actually revered them. But he was also something of a shy man and his dates and relationships had been few and far between over the years since college, partly because the women in his life found him wimpy. Then the memory came home! College, and the one treatment of women of which he was truly ashamed.

He had pledged a fraternity right away, wanting to make friends. He soon found his frat brothers to be mean spirited and shallow but he was insecure and wanted to fit in. The main object of his frat brothers’ contempt was the “fat chick.” Overweight young women were used and abused and humiliated at every opportunity. As part of his initiation, he had been required to seduce such a young woman, use her for his pleasure, make her suck his cock and swallow his cum, fuck her in the pussy and ass and pretend to have fallen in love with her.

Then, the next evening, he would invite her to the frat house, where a “party” was being held, under the pretense of introducing his “new love” to all his friends. Upon arrival the young woman was plied with lots of liquor and, when drunk, was fallen upon by the cruel frat boys, stripped naked, made to stand within a circle of them while they jacked off and showered her with their cum. Then she was gangraped. To his shame, he had participated in everything out of fear of losing his “friends.” But the next morning, hung over and torn by guilt, he had quit the fraternity.

He poured out his confession with eyes downcast in shame, knowing his confession would surely result in some new and cruel punishment. He heard Mistress Tonia speak in a cold and menacing voice.

“You have much to atone for slave Samuel. And this calls for a punishment that fits the crime. Fortunately, we have someone here who will have a special and personal interest in inflicting such punishment.”

She pulled a phone from a pocket in her thigh boot and appeared to send a text. A few minutes later he heard the side door of the chamber open and the large red-haired woman he had seen in the bar walked in. But now she was animal naked and was much larger than he had thought. And though quite heavy she was also shapely and voluptuous, well-proportioned and she walked with a muscular grace. She looked down at him with a gleam of lust in her green eyes. Mistress Tonia made the introduction.

“Mistress Brigid, meet slave Samuel. He has just confessed to abusing, raping and humiliating women he refers to as ‘fat chicks’ when he was a frat boy. I thought you might want to meet him and see that he gets fitting punishment.”

Mistress Brigid spoke in a strong Irish brogue.

“I’m much obliged Mistress Tonia! I was the victim of such male cruelty back in the day. Then a met a strong mistress of stature similar to mine who mentored me and since I have been the scourge of the likes of this one. I think a sound beating and some time on the queening bench will do, for starters!”

Mistress Tonia ordered him to carry the chairs one by one to the bench so they could sit and watch the proceedings. Then he was ordered to kneel before Mistress Brigid, who got things started with a brutal kick to his aching stretched balls. It put him on the floor, moaning, curled up fetal. But she stooped and hoisted him back onto his knees with a strength that struck terror in him and then slapped him hard, backhand and forehand, over and over, followed by another ball kick that put him down again. Then it was hard kicks to the ribs and his belly, knocking the wind out of him, making him gasp for breath. She rolled him onto his back and put her foot on his organs, grinding and stomping until he broke down into pathetic blubbering.

Then she grabbed his hair, dragged him back up to his knees and forced his face into her big oozing cunt. Stepping forward she pressed him back and tipped him until his legs trailed behind her and he hung with his head clamped between her mighty thighs. He heard he barked command through the muffling of her flesh.

“Pleasure me!”

Her big clit was under his tongue and he knew by then the signs of a woman on the brink of coming so he put his tongue to the orb in desperate terror. A brutish climax rocked her within the minute and the big thighs first clenched tighter, then parted as she relaxed in her release and he fell to the floor, getting a good thump on the head.

When satisfied with the beating she picked him up bodily and laid him face up on the bench. The three mistresses bound him down tight with the restraints and he lay helpless and at the mercy of this angry and lustful female behemoth. She stood over him with his head between her knees, looking down with a leer.

“Now I’m going to enjoy you frat pig! If you weren’t the property of Mistress Tonia I might snuff the life out of you with my big pussy or just snap your pencil neck when I’m done with you! You wouldn’t be the first!”

The icy grip of terror took hold of his heart when he heard Mistress Tonia chime in:

“Don’t hold back on my account Brigid dear! He’s just a slave! I can always find another!”

His terror escalated at her cruel indifference. He looked up and saw the gleam of lustful cruelty in Mistress Brigid’s eyes and then saw her use her fingertips to part the lips of her big ginger cunt as she began to lower herself. He looked from her big clit to the gaping maw of her cavern and then to the pinkish-brown vortex of her anus as she descended slowly and inexorably. Just before she settled herself onto him his nostrils were filled with the redolence of woman unwashed and randy. Then the lush oozing tissues engulfed his face as she brought her fleshy, smothering mass down upon him full weight, cutting off all light and air.

She didn’t move; just kept her weight remorselessly upon him as his breath began to give out. He writhed madly in his bonds as his lungs began to burn. Then resignation set in and his body slacked as all went dark and he knew no more.

But suddenly, he emerged from the depths of the darkness feeling heavy weight on his chest and harsh slaps back and forth across his face. He woke to see her big pussy inches from his face as she sat on his chest, that cruel leer still on her face. Her scent was powerful but yet strangely inebriating and, in spite of all he strained upward to lick her. She laughed and spoke to the mistresses.

“Looks like he’s hungry for a taste of me! You must have had him eating some pussy!”

He heard Mistress Tonia.

“He has a good bellyful of our juices. I would think they’re taking effect. Enjoy yourself and see that he swallows more. You can help break him down for me. I plan on keeping him after this is over, provided of course, that you let him live!”

Brigid looked down at him, eyes aglow with merciless lust.

“Okay frat pig. You can taste me now. You will have your fill and more! Use that tongue to put me in a mood to let you live! Start with my asshole! It’s kind of itchy. The ladies room ran out of toilet paper!”

She rose, moved forward and plopped herself down, pressing her shit encrusted anus to his lips. He wriggled his tongue and slobbered on her orifice loosening the soil and sucking it in. His nose was up her seeping cavern with its musky scent. His chances to breathe were scant but she sometimes rolled her hips to rub her cunt in his face and he had chances for fleeting breaths. The ring of her anus was rather loose and he could probe deep with his tongue’s tip to dislodge what was in there and by more sucking he soon had her spotless. She seemed to know when his chore was done because she rose and he heard her.

“Lick me for my pleasure now!”

Her anus pressed down all the harder on his lips, and in desperate terror he ran his tongue as deep inside her as it could go and slithered it about in a way he hoped she would find pleasing. And soon she was moaning in enjoyment and gyrating on his face, using his tongue as the pivot point of her pleasure. He lost track of all time and gasped for breath as he had chance, nearly drowning in the poon that poured from her. He sensed her rising arousal as the grinding of her hips took on urgency and she shifted backward and pressed her turgid grape to his lips. He sucked it in and wiggled he flat of his tongue on it until she shuddered and convulsed as orgasm struck. He heard her howl of supernal ecstasy through the muffling of her flesh and her gush filled his mouth, giving him no choice but to swallow it down.

Then she went to jelly in her satisfaction, weight bearing down, sucking tissues again giving him no hope of breathing. Once more he knew the panic as he recalled Mistress Tonia’s words of dismissal. He was but a thing to be used for woman’s enjoyment and discarded at the pleasure of this pitiless female colossus. He writhed helplessly and the darkness fell. But again, the light returned and there was the slapping and gales of mirth from the mistresses. He looked up at Brigid, to see her eyes still gleaming in lust but there was more softness in them.

“Not bad for the first time frat pig! But I have been sucking a lot of coke up my nose this evening and nothing else will get a girl quite so randy. We are just getting started. You are going to make me come until I can’t come any more.”

She addressed the other mistresses.

“Speaking of coke sisters, would you be so kind as to have some more brought in?’

She looked back down at Samuel.

“Let’s take it from the top frat pig! Back to the asshole!”

The performance was repeated, another brutish orgasm for her, another deep draught of woman cum for him and another near death experience. Upon waking to her slaps, he looked up to see her holding a glass tray and saw several white lines lying upon it. Two of them disappeared as she sucked them up her nose through a metal tube. She handed the tray to Mistress Sandra and then reversed herself so she sat facing his feet with her awesome ass in his face.

“Would you please bring me a cane Mistress Tonia. I want to give him some encouragement while he is eating me.”

She settled her big behind down, pressing her anus to his lips again and he began to serve her. His head was deep in the cleft between her creamy, mountainous buttocks and he felt their muscular clench holding him in an inextricable grip. But now he served her not just out of terror but with a growing and sincere desire to give her delight. With every ingestion of the powerful elixir of woman’s pleasure he had felt this feeling growing and he knew he was past the point of no return, enslaved and addicted, thirsting for another deep drink. He poured passion into his attentions, now loving this sweet degradation, hoping she would feel it and be pleased.

But his much used tongue tired and he felt an agony in his loins as she gave him sharp taps with the cane on his balls and the tender underside of his cock to spur him in his efforts. He fought the fatigue with every fiber of his being, wriggling his tongue hard and deep until she moaned in enjoyment and the torment ceased. But he could not sustain it for long and tattoo was beaten on his cock and balls again. With a supreme effort he overcame his tongue’s weariness and had her lost in her enjoyment again. She started grinding her big hips as her lust mounted and when she could bear no more shifted to offer her pulsing orb to his tongue.

She rode his face hard, his nose deep in her cavern and he feared she might snap his neck in her ardor. But he had learned much and knew how to finish her and save himself. He ground the flat of his tongue against the grape and soon she stiffened and quivered, then let out a brutish cry and filled his mouth to overflowing. He took it down with thirst as she slackened in her satisfaction and she let her smothering bulk bear down, heedless of his need for breath. Limp, languid, near unconscious she basked in her afterglow. The now familiar darkness fell over him. Then air came back to his lungs as her weight rose from his face and he heard Mistress Tonia’s voice.

“Brigid! Snap out of it please! I do have plans for him such as he is and I have a fair amount of time invested in him!”

She rose from her seat and he lay gasping for breath, weak in his relief that life would go on and the big red cunt descending to engulf his face would not be the last thing his living eyes would see. But then his only thought was “what next?” He would soon find out.

Turning his head to the side, he could see Mistress Brigid fetch another chair and set it beside the others as if getting ready to watch whatever ordeal lay ahead for him. The he saw the Asian woman he had seen in the bar come into his field of vision. But now she was naked and carrying a black valise and a small folding table. She and Mistress Tonia approached and looked down on him as he lay there, still bound and helpless. Tonia made introduction.

“Slave Samuel, meet Mistress Aiko. She is highly skilled in inflicting torment upon the male organs and is amazingly cruel. This will be a most fitting part of your punishment because all males use these organs to degrade and violate women. Fortunately, for us at least, the organs are quite tender and sensitive and conveniently dangle from your body in the most vulnerable way. In the valise Aiko has multiple instruments she will employ in the torture. She will now show you each of them and explain its use. Then, one by one the instruments will be used and your organs will know the punishment they have earned for you.”

He saw Aiko unfold the table and set the valise down onto it. She opened it and then she sat on his chest with her legs over his shoulders. Her raven haired pussy was inches from his face and he caught her scent and strained upward to lick her. All the women laughed. Aiko turned to Mistress Tonia.

“Looks like you have him well under the spell of the pussy already Tonia!”

Then she looked down at him with a glint of cruel anticipation in her eyes that terrified him. She bent down and picked something up from the case, a small brass pitcher. She turned it so he could see the red candle inside it and explained its use.

“I will light the candle slave Samuel, and when a pool of melted wax accumulates I will pour it upon your pubes and rip them out when the wax hardens. Then I will dribble it on your cock and balls. It’s very hot and will hurt so much! But that will just be a preliminary.”

She put the pitcher down and retrieved another pair instruments, a long shiny steel rod and a small jar of reddish colored liquid and held them before his eyes.

“This oil is rich in capsaicin slave Samuel. I will dip this rod in it and run it down your urethra. The burning agony cannot be described. It must be experienced. I hope you take the opportunity to ponder your use of that filthy cock to violate women and ask yourself if the fleeting pleasure you took was worth it considering your present predicament.”

She set down the rod and jar and took out a small chain with six alligator clips along its length, dangling it in his face.

“I will attach these clips along the tender underside of your cock slave. It’s amazing how the pain begins as mere agony and seems to double by the second. I will leave them on until you satisfy me.”

Putting the clips aside, she picked up six slender glass tubes with rubber plugs in one end. She opened one, pulling out a long thin needle.

“The best will be saved for last slave Samuel. I will run your cock and balls through with these needles. It will do you no permanent harm but the pain will eclipse any of the preceding procedures. Now let us begin!”

She reversed herself, facing his feet, and set her soft fuzzy aromatic pussy onto his face. Even in his terror of the coming ordeal it intoxicated him and he put his tongue to it with adoring passion. He heard her gasp in delighted surprise as she gave in to the pleasure. She enjoyed until a soft but deep and satisfying orgasm consumed her. When afterglow passed she shifted backward and looked down at him with the glint of cruel anticipation still in her eyes.

“Very nice slave Samuel. But expect no mercy! Your misbehavior has been made known to me and you suffering will be proper justice!”

She shifted again to cover his face with her cunt and soon he felt a searing trickle across his thighs just below the balls. He flinched and his yelp of pain was muffled by her bush. The next hot trickle fell on his bush and he felt the wax harden. Then there was a tearing pain as she ripped it off, taking the hair with it. She continued until she waxed him bald and the waited a while until a quantity of melted wax built up in the pitcher.

Despite all the scent of her had him fully erect and his cock lay flat upon his belly. She poured a scorching dribble along his tender underside and he writhed in torment. Then a generous dollop was poured upon each of his stretched out and aching balls. He screamed into her cunt and in her cruel lust she came, flooding his mouth so he had no choice but to gulp it down. She pulled the wax off and he felt a stinging as the little hairs on his balls were pulled out.

Then he felt her take a grip on his cock and he felt a hot probing in his pee hole. It went in deeper and deeper, ever so slowly, each millimeter a burning torment. He felt it go down the full length of his duct and even part way into his body as he squirmed and sobbed. She left it in him, letting him lie there suffering for what seemed eternity, then she withdrew the rod quickly, its fiery exit worse than the insertion. He began to lick her in vain hope that giving her pleasure would earn him mercy, but she proved true to her words and enjoyed another orgasm and then proceeded with the torture without pity.

He knew the order of things and that it was time for the sharp-toothed clips. He felt a biting sting at the base of his cock that did indeed double by the second. Then there was another farther along his length on a more sensitive point. He writhed and moaned and felt a third pinching worse than the others combined as she put the clips on ever more sensitive spots. He thought nothing could be more agonizing than the fourth and fifth ones until she clipped the last one onto the hypersensitive little tab of skin just below his glans. It was like the stinging of a thousand wasps at the outset and escalated with exponential cruelty.

She lifted herself from his face and his scream came out unmuffled, but she put her hand over his mouth and reminded him that she expected a satisfactory orgasm before he would be released from the torment, adding that it might take some time because she had already climaxed twice so he should start by licking her anus to get her horned up.

She pressed her pert little hole onto his mouth and he went to his duty with desperation, sniveling and whimpering from the relentless and fulminating pain. This seemed to give delight to her cruel heart because, sooner that he had dared hope she moved to offer her little pink pea to his tongue. Her climax was brutish and the gush of her cum copious for one so small. She relaxed in her satisfaction for a moment, then move back and looked down at him with gratification and approval in her eyes.

“Good job slave! I thought it would take longer!”

Then she resumed her seat one his face and removed the clips one by one, albeit slowly, starting with the one at his base. The removal was as painful as the attachment. She let the one at his tip linger a while, letting him lie squirming, then gave mercy. He sighed in blessed relief, but then remembered the cruel needles awaited him.

He didn’t have long to wait. He felt her grab his cock and then there was a stabbing agony on one side of his glans as she slowly ran the needle through crosswise. His scream was muffled by her pubes and soft tissues. The pain doubled as it pierced its way through the other side. Then she ran him through the other way as he writhed and broke down into pathetic sobbing.

But the pain of the cock piercing paled before the torment of the needles going through his stretched and battered balls. She was slow and methodical about it and he could tell he was just one of many she had tortured in this way. She ran one needle through each ball from the top down as he blubbered muzzled pleas for mercy that only resulted in her pulling the needles in and out and twisting them to add to his agony.

Then she grabbed his balls in one hand and squeezed them together and she ran a needle sideways through both of them, then another from the other side. She leaned back to let him lie there suffering for a while, then rubbed her cunt over his face to let him know he should serve her. Mercifully, her sadistic delight at his torment had her near the brink of her climax and just a bit of his tongue-wriggling on her clit made her quiver and cry out as her gush filled his mouth.

But she made the withdrawals as excruciating as the insertions, twisting the needles and working them in circles as she pulled them out ever so slowly. He was beyond screaming or squirming and just lay suffering and marveling at her cruelty. At last, the final needle exited his tortured organs and the pain subsided to almost bearable. She dismounted from his face and began to loosen the restraints, with the help of Mistress Vicki from the front desk, who had apparently been invited to join in the entertainment.

He was made to grovel toward where the mistresses were seated and kneel. Now there were six chairs set in a semicircle with a mistress seated in all but one. On a small table were several bottles of wine and a mirror with numerous lines of coke laid out upon it. He puzzled over the empty chair but soon got an answer. The black woman with cornrowed hair he had seen in the bar with mistresses Brigid and Aiko entered the chamber wearing a black silk robe that was tied at the waist and knee high black stiletto boots. She stood to the side while Mistress Tonia introduced her.

“Slave Samuel, this is Mistress Jada. You will now provide a very special pleasure for her!”

He was kneeling about three meters from the mistresses and Jada stepped into the space midway between with her back turned. She shed the robe and tossed it aside, revealing herself as a shapely and muscular chocolate brown amazon with broad shoulders and sumptuous curvature to her hips. Then she turned to him showing her beautiful face and big firm breasts, but then, when his eyes looked to her loins he gasped in shock and backed away. Where he had expected to see a nappy black triangle there was instead a big jutting dick with a heavy pair of balls dangling below. Mistress Tonia informed him of his next duty.

“Now slave Samuel, you will perform the fellatio for Mistress Jada! You will lick and suck her cock, you will deepthroat it and make her come and you will swallow!”

He backed away with eyes wide in terrified revulsion but Mistress Jada’s long legged strides closed the distance and she grabbed him by the hair and held his head a handsbreadth from her big, flared glans. Glistening precum dripped from it in her lust.

“Open your mouth slave and worship my cock!”

When he hesitated and clamped his mouth shut she gave him a little kick to his tortured balls that made him open up to cry out in pain. When he did he found her dick in his mouth and pressing against his gullet. He tasted her salty precum and gagged as she pressed forward. Resignation came when he pondered the likely dire consequences of resistance and her went to sucking, running lips and tongue along her shaft as she pulled his head slowly back and forth. She sighed in growing pleasure.

“That’s more like it bitch! Suck me nice and slow!”

Half her dick was still outside his mouth when her tip pressed against his throat and he knew he would soon be made to take the big thick member down full length. She had his head between her hands, working him back and forth, enjoying his sucking of her shaft, but then forced it against his gullet in wordless command. He gagged, retched, nearly threw up as she pressed forward but then his throat gave and the member slid home. He found his nose pressed into her pubes.

“Okay bitch! Make your throat a nice tight pussy for me!”

She pushed him away, then pulled him forward again, silently instructing him in how to take her down with growing ease. The rhythm of it rose and soon she was fucking his throat with abandon, gripping his hair and gyrating as she propelled herself to orgasm. He felt her shaft stiffen even more as ejaculation drew close. She stopped her rutting with just her tip clenched between his lips and gave out a lusty grunt of pleasure as he felt the first creamy spurt into his mouth. She sighed and grunted as spurt followed spurt, soon filling his mouth to overflowing. It had a salty sickening sweetness, but he steeled himself and swallowed it down, dreading the consequences of spilling even a drop.

With a satisfied moan she pushed him away and he saw the big member go limp, dangling over her balls. She stepped over to the table where the lines were laid out, picked up the mirror and the tube and sucked a line into each nostril. The she came back to him and pressed her hanging junk into his face.

“Suck and lick me ‘til I’m hard again bitch! I’m not done with you!”

She made him lick her big balls and suck each one into his mouth so he could run his tongue over it, then gave him her dangling joint to suck and harden. He caressed it with worshipful lips and tongue but it stayed limp at first. She pushed him away and gave him hard fore and backhand slaps across the face and a kick to the balls.

“You can do better bitch! Now suck it proper!”

He poured desperate passion into his attentions and felt it begin to swell but ever so slowly. She kicked him again to urge him on. He sucked and slobbered, then reached up with both hands to massage her balls. This hastened her hardening and soon the big glans pressed against his throat again.

“Now do it by yourself bitch! Make me come! I taught you how!”

He put his hands on her hips to get a grip, then pressed forward. The cock slid in full length with ease now and he worked back and forth with a rising cadence, spit splattering and dripping. She stood stock still, just giving out soft moans of enjoyment and building lust. It seemed to take forever for her to grunt and hold his head to her with the shaft fully down as he felt it pulsing in his throat while she pumped her load straight down into his stomach. She put a hand on his forehead and shoved him back. The cock slid out with a pop that drew laughter from the mistresses. She addressed Mistress Tonia.

“The bitch gave pretty good head for a beginner Tonia! He still needs practice though. I hope you’ll share him with me!”

Mistress Jada took her seat at the right of the row of mistresses.

“Not to worry Jada. Once we’re married I’ll share him with you and everyone else. Now, slave Samuel. Watching all the fun and snorting all this coke has gotten us all horned up. And Mistress Vicki has just joined us and I am sure she is the most randy of all. You may begin the round of cunnilingus with her!”

Mistress Vicki was seated on the far left and he crawled to her as she raised and parted her legs. Her raven bush was thick and luxuriant, growing partway down her thighs and as he drew near her scent filled his nostrils and drew him forward. Despite the cruelty inflicted upon him by these harridans the scent and taste of cunt brought on feeling of worshipful passion. For a petite woman, her cunt was big with dangling ragged labia. He pressed his face into it, feeling the tickle of curly hairs on his cheeks. Amber poon oozed heavily from her and he scooped and swallowed mouthfuls before sucking and licking at her labial folds, which made her sigh in enjoyment and encourage him to continue. Then she pulled his face tight to her and he plunged his tongue into her cavern and swirled it, making her rock her hips to urge him deeper.

He stretched to the limit and then he felt it, just the edge of a small turgid mound at the roof of her vagina. He knew it to be her G, out of his tongue’s reach on larger women, but just barely within it on Vicki. He knew it to be a seat of great pleasure for woman and caressed it with is tongue’s tip while rubbing his nose on her clit. The inspiration came and he lubed a finger with her poon and slipped it into her anus, finger fucking softly. She passed into the violent throes of a multiple climax, bucking and writhing, giving out high pitched pants through clenched teeth as he slurped up her gushing. With one final spasm her bones seemed to melt and only his shoulders with her thighs draped over them kept her from sliding to the floor. When she firmed and rose to retake her seat she looked to the other Mistresses with surprised delight.

“He reached my G without even being fully trained! This one shows promise of being a special slave!”

Tonia spoke.

“He will be reaching everyone’s G once his training is complete Vicki. Now slave Samuel, continue the round of cunnilingus!”

Mistress Brigid’s big cinnamon cunt awaited him next. She parted it wide with her fingers and he plunged into it up to his ears. The mingling of terror, torment and the imbibing of the female elixir reduced him to a state of abject worship. And fear was starting to be eclipsed by an earnest desire to serve and please the mistresses. He began his worship at the bottom. Caressing the nether orifice, probing into her, straining for her depths. When she urged him upward to serve her clit he slipped two fingers into her hind hole to enhance her orgasm and loved the rhythmic clutching of her anus on his fingers as she gave out breathy grunts with each wave of pleasure, spouting a geyser of cum into his mouth, her mighty thighs clenching his head between them.

When the great gams parted and her feet flopped to the floor Mistress Sandra grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her ravenous snatch. He eagerly abased himself by first going down to the anus, abandoning all dignity, his entire being devoted to pleasing her and showing her contrition for his act of spiteful defiance. When her lust rose to crescendo and he guided him upward he again slipped and finger in where his tongue had been and when she lapsed into her climax inspiration came and he set his tongue ever so gently against her clit and made it tremble ever so softly, triggering half a dozen waves of orgasmic delight that tore mad primal cries from the depths of her.

It seemed she sensed the sincerity of his contrition because when she roused from the sweet stupor of her afterglow she took his head between her hands and kissed his forehead tenderly, then spoke kind words.

“You are forgiven Slave Samuel. I could feel your repentance and you are making progress toward becoming exemplary slave. But much rigor lies ahead of you notwithstanding. You must accept it with good grace.”

She passed him to Mistress Tonia who held his head down near her golden pussy, letting him catch the scent. He strained forward to lick her but she held him back, laughing, but kindly.

“You are learning your place very well slave Samuel and coming to accept and understand the holiness of what lies before your eyes. Now I want you to pour out your adoration make me feel it, give me a cunnilingus I will find memorable. We will soon be married and every day you will worship my sacred parts.”

She released her grip and he lurched forward and buried his face in her fragrant crevice, scooping up amber poon with hunger, feeling her powerful essence suffuse his bones. He felt his mind being slowly but steadily purged of any thought other than how he might become a better slave and be more pleasing to his Mistress. His tongue and finger soon transported her to a level of bliss exceeding all before and she too kissed him tenderly and had kind words before passing him to Mistress Aiko.

He nuzzled in her dense fuzzy pubes, dizzied by her exotic scent and lost himself in selfless worship of her petite, exquisite pussy. She clenched her silken thighs together on his head and locked her ankles in a heavenly scissor hold, lost in the rapture of his ever more skilled and ardent attentions. He probed deep as he could up her tight little nookie and there it was, just the very edge of her G. With nose and tongue and finger he brought her also to a rolling multiple orgasm. When she passed into her throes her legs held him in the grip of a boa and she writhed in her ecstasy and gushed her salty elixir. When her savoring passed she pushed him away and offered him to Jada, who declined.

“Thanks Aiko, but I have two more good loads in me at least and I want to save them for the gang bang.”

Her words sent a chill up his spine and he knew the ordeal was far from over. He looked to Mistress Tonia and saw her pointing toward the entrance door.

“You will now go and assume the slave position on the stone studded floor. We are done with you for the time being. We are pleasantly relaxed after your service and would like to drink and enjoy some girl talk. We will also use the time to coke-up and horn up. You still have a long way to go! Now crawl!”

He groveled to the stone studded patch of floor and knelt upon it, then stretched forward with arms extended. The cruel stones made his knee and elbows and shins begin to ache immediately. It was nearly unbearable within minutes but dread of the even greater torment that would result from disobedience made him endure. He tried his best to blank out the pain.

Then he heard raunchy, raucous talk and cackling laughter from the mistresses. And there was the clinking of glasses and bottles and snuffling sounds as they snorted up the coke. He heard lewd and cruel jocularity at the expense of the male and reminiscences of past cruelties and degradations inflicted upon slaves. His name was spoken with contempt interspersed with more cruel mirth. And cold terror gripped him when he heard gleeful recollections of “castrating” and “cutting his balls off.” He remained where he was, shuddering in pain and fear for what had to be an hour or more.

Then Mistress Sandra came to him and with kicks to his ribs urged him to lie on his back. He rolled off to the side of the stones, weak with relief, only to have her squat with her cunt just above his mouth.

“That wine has gotten to me slave Samuel. Open your mouth and drink from me. It will be one of your most important duties as a slave and you had best start getting used to it!”

Recalling that castration might well be the consequence of spilling even a drop he opened wide and she let a golden torrent pour from her. Salty, bitter, pungent and filled with her womanly essence, it filled his mouth to near overflowing and his only choice was to gulp it down openmouthed because the flow continued unabated. He took down three more mouthfuls before it ended in a trickle. She held her position and he looked up to meet her eyes, finding an impatient glare. The leaving dripped from her labia and pubes and he knew her expectation. He raised his head to lick and suck the remains from her parts. She ordered him the resume his posture on the stones and walked away.

More time passed and then Mistress Brigid came, also to relieve herself. Her abundant cascade nearly overwhelmed him, but he managed and resumed his position on the stones.

He lost track of the time spent on the stones, but knew it had to be hours, even though his mind transformed each minute into what seemed like hours. The only relief for his aching knees was when another mistress came to empty her bladder. In the end all six used him.

He held the position until Mistress Tonia called out for him to rejoin them. He groveled to take his place kneeling before the mistresses and was puzzled and frightened when he saw what appeared to be a sulky such as was pulled by ponies standing nearby. A buggy whip lay across it. He looked to Mistress Tonia in his bafflement. She laughed as did the other mistresses.

“We are going to have a bit of sport with you slave Samuel. But first another round of cunnilingus! We seem to have gone a bit heavy on the coke and we need you to ease us.”

One by one he satisfied the mistresses and then he was ordered to crawl to the sulky and straddle the its tongue. Mistress Tonia strapped him to it by the base of his organs and he gave him the details of the upcoming “sport.”

“We will be doing time trials slave Samuel. A mistress will seat herself on the sulky and you will pull her for one lap around the chamber. You are allowed one minute for each lap. If your time for the lap exceeds one minute you will be given a stroke of the cane on your behind for each second you are slow. You will begin with Mistress Aiko.”

Aiko mounted the sulky and he saw the other mistresses line up for their turns in order of their weight and size. The chamber was round and about forty feet across, making one lap well over one hundred feet. Mistress Tonia had a starting pistol and she raised it and fired. The buggy whip stung his behind and he took off crawling as fast as he could across the hard tiled floor on his sore and aching knees. Aiko was light and she stung him with the whip to urge him along so he managed the lap with seconds to spare, though huffing and puffing.

Mistress Vicki jumped aboard next and stung him with a lash just as the pistol was fired again. She was slightly heavier and he completed the lap two seconds slow despite the constant use of the whip.

Mistress Sandra mounted next and he somewhat greater weight made for slower going and caused pain in his tortured organs as he pulled her around the circumference, coming in ten seconds late.

Mistress Jada, with her muscular frame, took her place next. Her muscularity made her heavier than she looked and her weight caused his organs to be stretched out well behind him. At first she laid the whip to his ass but then he heard her chuckle cruelly and he felt the lashes falling on his tortured balls. This slowed rather than speeded him at first, but he rallied and finished twenty seconds behind. Dread grew within him from knowing he would soon have to pull the ponderous Mistress Brigid.

Mistress Tonia’s amazon physique caused his balls to be stretched even further behind him and her lashes fell only upon them. Despite this “motivation” he came in forty seconds late.

The sulky lurched and groaned as the bulk of Mistress Brigid settled upon it. The gun fired and the whip tore at his stretched-out balls as he pulled. But it was like trying to pull a big tree rooted in the ground. She applied the whip everywhere, back, buttocks and balls and rolled her big hips to help get it moving forward. With mighty and painful exertion, her got the wheels rolling. But progress was cruelly laborious and he crossed the finish line in over three minutes, collapsing in exhaustion and pain. Mistress Sandra unbound his balls.  Mistress Tonia had kept track of time.

“Slave Samuel, your failures have earned you 192 cane strokes. But we will round it up to 200. Fetch the horse.”

He looked to where she was pointing and saw a leather upholstered horse with buckled straps depending from it standing by the wall. He went to it and dragged it to where she pointed to on the floor.

“Now belly over it slave!”

He obeyed and found himself strapped tightly down and helpless; ass presented for the caning. Each mistress was to administer the cane stroke according to his failures to make time in the laps and he was ordered to count them.

Mistress Vicki gave him her allotted two strokes and the cane was fierce across his behind. Mistress Sandra’s ten strokes were delivered in lingering anger of his defiance of her command and were brutally harsh and painful. She made him thank her for each one. He cried out the count through gritted teeth. Mistress Jada’s muscular strength made her twenty strokes all the more agonizing and his ass became sore and tender. He sobbed his way through the count.

Mistress Tonia’s forty strokes were delivered in a relentless flurry, so fast he could barely keep count and he was reduced to blubbering pleas for mercy that he knew would not be granted. His ass was already one large and lurid raised welt. Even just the slap Mistress Tonia gave it when she finished was excruciating. And one hundred twenty eight strokes from the brutish Mistress Brigid lay before him.

She took her sweet time about it, pausing after each stroke as if to savor. Her strength surpassed that of the other mistresses by far and she held nothing back. No torment he had suffered at the hands of the mistresses exceeded the cruel caning, except perhaps the needles through his balls. He passed out from the pain several times and was revived with smelling salts so he would not miss out on the agony of even one stroke. Mistress Brigid held the cane before his eyes to show him the blood on it. He called out the count of the final stroke and lay over the horse sobbing without restraint until the pain in his behind subsided to the point is was bearable though not gone.

There was respite from further punishment for a while, but behind him he heard whispers and suppressed giggling from the mistresses. He lay over the horse with head hanging until he felt a hand grab his hair and jerk his head up. He gasped in shock and terror at what met his eyes. There was no mistaking Mistress Tonia’s shapely hips and golden bush, but now a large and lifelike cock jutted from her loins with big balls below it. The faux organs looked as if she had been born with them, as real as Mistress Jada’s. His eyes widened and he made a futile effort to back away, bringing laughter from the mistresses as Mistress Tonia informed him of what was to come.

“Because you are already bound to the horse slave Samuel we might just as will begin the gang bang. I told you I would use this to deflower you. It is my privilege to take your true virginity and the spit roast gang bang will purge you of any delusions of ‘manhood’ that might remain in your mind. Now the rest of the mistresses will introduce you to their cocks. The gang bang will continue until all mistresses are satisfied.”

Mistress Aiko presented her mock organ first, a finely carved piece of ivory. She approached him with a gleam in her eye and flaunted it in his face.

“Isn’t my harigata exquisite slave Samuel? It is a family heirloom centuries old and has taken the manhood of many a slave. I come from a long line of mistresses.”

Next Mistress Sandra showed him her hefty organ, only a bit smaller than Mistress Tonia’s fearsome mock manhood.

“I would use my biggest one on you under different circumstances slave Samuel, but I defer to Mistress Tonia, who has the honor of the deflowering thrust. But I will give it to you hard enough to make up for the slight lack of size!”

Mistress Vicki sported a member of similar size and flaunted it in his face, cackling maniacally and twisting her hips to slap him back and forth across the face with it. Mistress Brigid and also Mistress Jada gleefully followed suit.

Mistress Jada took her position before him, pressing her big real dick to his lips. He felt something warm and oily trickling down his butt crack and then a pressure against his hole. Mistress Jada grabbed his hair and forced her glans against his mouth. Foolishly, he clenched his jaw to resist but then Mistress Tonia’s ruthless entering thrust made him open his mouth to cry out from the stretching, tearing pain and he found himself with Jada’s cock full length down his throat.

He felt Mistress Tonia’s cock being driven deeper and deeper into him with each painful thrust until he felt her bush tickling his behind while Jada began to fuck his gullet with abandon. She taunted him between panting breaths born of growing lust.

“I might have three big loads for you bitch and whatever I got is going into your mouth and down into your little tummy!”

Mistress Tonia’s stabbing thrusts came faster and faster as her lust rose. The cock now slid full into his depths easily with each driving of her hips and he felt the pain beginning to mingle with a strange itching, hot pleasure. Her thighs slapped against his buttocks in a quickening cadence. Then came a moment of epiphany that would consummate his enslavement. He came, feeling his cum pumping through his tortured balls, bringing a mingling of delight and torment that brought a shattering of his mind and ended with his befuddled cry of emasculated surrender. It triggered Mistress Tonia’s orgasm and he heard her savage cry of triumphant ecstasy just as Mistress Jada gave out lusty grunts as she stood with her cock all the way down his throat, pumping her big load into his stomach.

But there would be no respite. As soon as the mistress’s cocks were withdrawn two more took their places, Mistress Aiko’s ivory harigata down his throat and another unidentified up his ass. The mistresses rutted hard until orgasms rocked them. The cocks were pulled and them Mistress Vicki came before him, presenting her cock. It was soiled from being up his ass and she pressed it to his mouth. He clenched in revulsion but another cock went up his ass at the very moment and he felt a cruel squeeze to his balls that made him open up to yelp and the soiled shaft was in his mouth. Vicki cackled.

“Suck it clean bitch!”

It became a round robin, the mistress who fucked his ass to her orgasm would then come to the front to make him suck while the next took him in the behind. And the hot itching pleasure built up in him again, making him beg to be fucked harder in the moments his mouth was empty of the cock. But mingled with his longing to come again was a withering shame from knowing he truly was an emasculated bitch. He shot his second load in a mix of torment and ecstasy and soon Mistress Sandra came before him with her cupped hand full of his cum. She made him lap it up and swallow it before ramming her cock down his throat.

On it went for what seemed to be hours. He came for the third time and lay over the horse limp and half conscious. Mistress Jada filled his mouth with her final load of cum and Mistress Brigid cried out in her final orgasm and the ordeal ended. His bonds were removed and he slid from the horse onto the floor with a thud. He felt vacant of mind, capable of nothing other than submission to the next command of a mistress. It was not long in coming. Mistress Tonia used her foot to roll him onto her back and stood with his head between her feet, looking down at him.

“Well, slave Samuel, your twenty four hours are nearly up. There is one final test of your submission to establish your worthiness to be my slave. You will now come to know how lowly your station in your new life is.”

She squatted holding her anus close within his view. It spasmed and bulged obscenely and then he saw the brown thing begin to emerge. Horrified revulsion came over him. No words were needed to inform him of her expectation but she spoke anyway.

“Yes, slave Samuel. It will be your lot to have your mouth serve as a toilet for any mistress who wishes to use it. Now open wide and do your duty!”

He obeyed and she shifted so her anus hovered just above his mouth. The turd slid forth and he felt the warm mass enter his mouth, expecting a foul and bitter taste. But the moment it touched his tongue brought surprise and he knew his 24 hour ordeal had not just broken him but had transformed him. What his Goddess fed him seemed rich and delicious because it came from her sacred body. He began to ingest it with hunger and when it all passed from her she stood to watch as he swallowed it down inch by inch. When he finished she squatted over him again to offer her anus for cleaning and he found himself straining upward in his hunger for every speck.

And then Mistress Sandra squatted over him for another feeding and he knew he had been reduced to an abject worshipper of all mistresses because he knew the hunger again.

Mistress Brigid squatted to give him a big drink to wash it all down and Mistress Jada made him rise to his knees so he could take her member in his mouth while she relieved her bladder. And he found himself thirsting for more.

Then Mistress Tonia slipped a noose around his balls and he groveled behind her out the side door of the chamber, his belly awash in the waste of the mistresses. And he recalled Mistress Tonia’s words of ominous portent. The “ultimate test” lay ahead of him.

PART TWO

Mistress Tonia led slave Samuel from the dungeon quite pleased with herself and her new prospective slave husband. The ordeal of the dungeon had exacted suitable punishment for his offenses against Mistress Sandra and women in general and, most importantly had broken him and transformed him into the kind of groveling creature a proper slave should be. Ultimate submission having been achieved, it was now time for his final training, the fine tuning of his pleasuring skills and the strengthening and lengthening of his tongue.

With small exceptions it would also be a time of kindness and healing that would put him even deeper in her thrall. The lessons would be given with tenderness and patience, with pain only used sparingly. She

would be his primary trainer but she was still a married mistress and her slave husband James would also pleasure and satisfy her daily, not yet knowing her intention of possibly “divorcing” him. He had been informed of the inevitability of that cruel fate when she had seduced and enslaved him just as she had slave Samuel. Such was the power of her dominant will he had surrendered himself regardless. After five years she had tired of him and found his attentions lacking despite reminders that their continuing marriage depended on him keeping her satisfied. But he could not be allowed to suspect that his ultimate destiny might soon be coming.

The other mistresses would take part in slave Samuel’s training when she was otherwise occupied. He would spend hours with his face buried between their cheeks as they lay belly down over comfortably upholstered rimming horses. He would ream their holes with a shocking device on his balls while the mistresses held a remote that would give him sharp zaps when fatigue set in and his tongue tired. They would also help him perfect his cunnilingual technique. He was properly worshipful and submissive but still in need of refining his skills.

She would want slave Samuel to share her bed often and would loan out James to other mistresses, but not so often he that might suspect something.

Upon her return from the dungeon Mistress Jada accompanied her and she loaned James out to her for the night. She took slave Samuel to bed with her early and released his poor tortured balls from the stretcher. Then she lay beside him and rubbed his organs gently with a soothing balm. He looked into her eyes with gratitude and utter adoration. Next she had him roll over and she applied the balm to his welted behind as he babbled words of love.

To ease her into sleep she lay on her back and parted her legs and was pleased when he didn’t have to be told he should go down to perform a loving cunnilingus. She took the opportunity to give him a tender lesson in the finer points and three orgasms later drifted off into the sweet refreshing sleep only a satisfied mistress could know. She had him lie crosswise on the bed with his head pillowed on her golden mount.

In the morning she introduced him to her waking pleasures, first having him encircle her with his lips where the golden flow would come from her and giving him a deep drink of her strong morning wine. She was delighted by the thirst he showed for it. He put his tongue to work upon her without having to be told and after enjoying her first orgasm of the day, a long and delightful rimming and a second satisfying climax she dispatched him to the kitchen to make her breakfast and the serve it to her in bed; a four egg Denver omelet toast and coffee. The omelet was twice as big as she could eat and she put her plate on the floor so he could stoop down and finish it like a dog. His food from then on was to be her leavings and table scraps.

The with a sigh of refreshed contentment she headed to the bathroom with him groveling behind her. She had him start filling the big whirlpool tub in the corner and then her coffee kicked in and she heard the call of nature. She was much pleased when only a snap of her fingers and a pointing to the floor sufficed to communicate her wish. He went down to his back with mouth open wide in an instant and took her feeding with hunger. He joined her in the tub and bathed her lovingly.

He was such a promising slave and she was almost sure “divorce” and remarriage lay in the near future. Other prospects had tried and failed to supplant James. This was not the first time she had felt the itch for change. It would be such a delight to have a brand new slave husband who would add zest to her marital life. She meant to spend a leisurely day with him animal naked, teaching him, introducing him to other forms of serving and pleasuring her.

Her favorite chair in the living room was a big black leather recliner. She led him to it and knelt on the seat with her elbows resting on the back of it offering her behind to him. His tongue was in her anus instantly, probing, wriggling and he caressed the sumptuous curves of her hips with loving hands. A riding crop lay on the end table beside the chair and when his tongue tired she picked it up and stung him with it but just as a gentle reminder to overcome his fatigue and do his duty. Tongue exercise was a priority and much of his day would be spent with his tongue in her nether hole.

But his sweet attentions finally aroused her to the point it was unbearable and a rolling of her hips invited him to crane his neck back and find her clit. She came with a heavy gush and when she rose to turn around and sit she was pleased to see not a drop had been spilled on the chair. She settled in and extended the footrest, then put him to licking her feet and sucking her toes while she turned on the TV set to relax for a while.

She found his foot licking both pleasant and arousing, especially the way he made sure to get his tongue between her toes. She raised and parted her legs in invitation and he bellied up onto the footrest and pressed his face into her golden pussy, sending thrills of delight through her as his tongue propelled her to a soft but sating climax.

Then she was in the mood for another kind of fun and she made him clear off the coffee table so she could bind him to it face up. She saw fear in his eyes as he must have been recalling the cruel cock and ball torture but she told him tenderly that there would be no hot wax, cruel clips or needles. But there would be another torture about which she held her peace.

She went to the kitchen and returned with a cruet of warm olive oil. Then she sat on his upturned face with his cock and balls within her reach. She poured the warm oil on his organs and the began to caress them with tender hands. His cock was hard, as it had been since waking and she stroked it with maddening skill while tenderly kneading his still sore balls, now torturing him with pleasure. She felt his tongue on her parts and could sense his hunger and thirst for her poon and cum.

Ever so slowly she coaxed him to the brink of ejaculation until she felt the extra stiffening that signaled orgasm. He moaned in anticipation of his pleasure and release but at just the right moment she withdrew her hands and denied him.

Her intent was to take him to that brink over and over until his balls began to ache unbearably. Then she would leave him in that state for the remains of the day, replacing the stretcher to enhance the ache and also the cage to prevent any self-fondling. It would be his lot as her slave to spend his every moment in this state of ache and longing for relief. But relief would only come by way of her big cock when she would use it to unman him again at day’s end.

It was well known among mistresses that this state of severe testicular ache and longing enhanced cunnilingual performance dramatically and she unbound him and settled into her recliner to enjoy his tongue worship now that she had him in that state. It was an upward spiral. His longing for the taste of her would give extra passion and worship to his attentions and worsen his ache which would spur him to serve her better yet in hope of being granted merciful release. Her gushes of cum would enhance his longing and so on.

It was proven true again and after two exquisite orgasms that left her content she extended the footrest again and put him to licking her feet while she watched a movie. And lunch time came during the movie so she sent him to the kitchen to make her a foot-long sub sandwich and serve it to her with some chips and a glass of wine. She ate a bit over half and fed him the rest by breaking off hunks and tossing them to him to catch in his mouth. If he dropped a tidbit on the floor he had to stoop and eat it from there. Then it was back to foot licking until the movie ended.

She decided it was time for an hour of rimming practice because it could never be too soon to get his tongue up to standard. She would assign him tongue exercises to perform whenever he was confined in his cell while she was otherwise occupied. The rimming practice would eliminate the tongue fatigue and make his organ capable of near perpetual motion. The exercises would lengthen it so he could perform the G massage on any mistress who wanted it.

After rimming it was time for equestrian training. She fitted him with a saddle with stirrups and reins with a bit. Then she donned riding boots with spurs. There were slave races and dressage competitions during numerous orgiastic get-togethers among the mistresses and she wanted him broken in and conditioned for them.

She mounted him with riding crop in hand and began to put him through his paces, sparing neither whip nor spur. Under those encouragements he groveled as fast as could around the spacious living room and down the hallway and back until exhausted. After a breather she turned her attention to dressage and taught him intricate maneuvers. Then it was back to endurance training until he collapsed in exhaustion. She stood over him looking down at the puddle of her amber poon pooled in the small of his back.

She removed the gear from him and sat back down in the recliner. Things equestrian always aroused her and she made him give cunnilingus yet again. Then poor slave Samuel spoke words that would cost him dearly as he knelt before her.

“Goddess! My balls ache so much! Every time I serve you it gets worse! Please let me come! Haven’t I been obedient all day?”

He withered under her glare as she answered.

“Stupid, stupid selfish slave! You whine, you beg, you suggest that you ‘deserve’ to come because you have merely done your duty? This evening I had intended to use my cock to give you release but now you must be held accountable for your presumption. You will be denied release for another week and one more such word and your sentence will be extended to a month! And it’s all fine with me. It just means you’ll eat my pussy better for the next week!”

And slave Samuel came to know the truth of her words. Every day through the following week he endured the upward spiral of ache and longing. Every time he was ordered to serve her he did it with hunger and the scent and taste of her worsened the ache but only made his hunger for her luscious golden cunt sharper. And there was always the worshipful joy he felt when those lovely silken thighs clamped onto his head as she passed into her ecstasy.

On the last day of his week-long sentence of orgasm denial a package was delivered to the front porch just after breakfast. She ordered him to go fetch it on hands and knees and he was able to open the door just enough to reach out and pull it inside without much public exposure. He managed to place it on his back and crawled to her where she sat waiting in her recliner. He handed it to her and she made him crawl to the kitchen to fetch a scissors so she could cut it open.

Inside the packaging was an oblong box made of fine dark walnut with bright golden hinges and clasp. He knelt before her while she laid the box on her lap and opened it. He couldn’t see the contents but he could see her eyes light up with lustful joy. She reached into the box and held the object before his eyes, which grew wide in mingled fear and desire.

It was an exquisite faux cock of fearsome size with flared glans, big balls below and a second shorter cock at right angles to it. Thin leather straps with buckles depended from it. He knew before long that big mock member would be up his ass and his fear came from the memory of the pain of her deflowering thrust and the desire from memory of the pleasure of coming with mad intensity as she rutted upon him. She held it up to look at it, beaming and gloating.

“It’s the latest technology slave Samuel! I’ve been waiting eight weeks for it. This shorter cock goes inside of me and I think you know where the long one goes! It’s just a wee bit bigger than the one I deflowered you with so it will hurt quite a bit going in. I want so much to relive that moment when we are alone together; and listen!”

She pressed a button at the base of the shaft and he heard a low humming.

“It vibrates slave Samuel! There are lithium batteries in the balls that can keep it humming for hours! I hope it lives up to the advertising. The orgasms are supposed to be beyond belief. And, because you have been a good slave and suffered without complaining I’m going to take you with it tonight and make you come! So just keep your mouth shut and don’t whine or beg lest you ruin the fine evening I have planned for us.”

She had put him to doing household chores during his week of deprivation. He vacuumed, dusted, washed the dishes, cleaned the bathrooms and scrubbed the floors on hands and knees wearing nipple clamps with heavy weights hanging down painfully. She lounged naked in her recliner and would snap her fingers every so often, which summoned him to her for cunnilingus or rimming or foot licking. And she made him do his tongue lengthening exercises in the midst of his chores.

This day was no different. Her faux cock came with a stand it could be set in for display and she made it the centerpiece on the coffee table and made him get an extension cord so the device could be plugged in and the batteries in the balls brought to full charge. She found great amusement in the way he looked at it with the mingling of fear and desire as he went about his tasks.

Supper time came and she made him prepare a big porterhouse steak, big baked potato and asparagus. He served it to her in her recliner with a tray on her lap along with glasses of red wine. She left some meat on the bone and some potato and just the stalks of the asparagus and put the plate on the floor. It amused her to watch him chew the bone clean like a hungry puppy. Then she knelt on the chair seat and offered her ass for rimming to warm her up for later.

When properly horned up she made him reach under the couch and pull out a long wide sticky yoga mat and spread it out on the floor. Then it was time for her cock to be installed and she taught him to strap on the instrument of his emasculation. She stood on the mat with legs parted as he guided the short cock up her vagina and she sighed and shuddered in her anticipation. It was just long enough for the rim of the glans to rub against her G. He buckled the straps around her waist and thighs and it was seated firmly for hard fucking. But the fellatio was first on the agenda. Had had to first learn to deepthroat the big member and bring her to orgasm that way. She stood looking down on him with lust in her eyes as he knelt looking up at her, eyes going from hers to the big dick jutting from her golden loins.

“Take it in your mouth now slave Samuel! Be my slut and my whore and suck me off! And I want to feel your nose nuzzling in my bush!”

He leaned forward with mouth open and first wrapped his lips around the flare of the glans, wondering how he could ever get it down his throat. Then he heard a humming and felt a vibration. He continued to lick and suck just the tip but she grew impatient and put a hand behind his head while throwing her hips forward to drive the glans against his gullet. He sucked the shaft, going back and forth to show submission and to prepare for her inevitable demand that he take it down all the way.

The time came. She pressed the cock hard and relentlessly against his throat. During the gang bang he had learned how to open his throat to accept the cock full down, but the size of the glans made it a challenge and she finally had to ram it in while he retched and gagged. But then it slid inward to the depths and his nose was indeed buried in her aromatic bush. Her scent sparked his submissive desire and he did become her slut and whore, showering adoration upon her cock and feeling his anus twitching in longing to receive it when his duty was done.

Soon she was rutting down his throat with abandon as orgasm drew near. He sensed it and was filled with a worshipful longing to make it special for her so he took hold of her hips and let her stand with arms akimbo while he worked his head back and forth, taking the glans to the depths and drawing back, faster and faster. In the end she grasped his head and held him with the cock full down, giving out a primal and ecstatic wail as her knees buckled. He held her tight around the hips to keep her upright until her body firmed. She pushed him away and laughed when the glans slid free of his gullet with a loud pop.

He knew without having to be told that he should assume the position. He turned and bent over, resting his forehead on his forearms, offering his ass. There was a small squeeze bottle of lube in the box the cock had come in and she coated just the glans and dribbled a bit down his crack. She wanted him to know the pain of deflowering again, here in private in the comfort of the home she hoped they would share for years. She dropped to her knees behind him and pressed the glans against his orifice while digging her nails into his hips. The sticky mat would give her leverage to drive hard and deep into him. She set her knees and threw her hips forward.

Slave Samuel felt a warm trickle over his anus and then a prodding against it. There was a pause and suddenly a tearing stretching pain worse than that of her deflowering entry in the dungeon as the big glans sunk home. Just the tip passed his sphincter and it closed upon it. Instinctively he tried to pull away but felt her nails dig deep and painfully into his hips and the sticky mat helped to give her an inextricable grip as she readied herself for the next thrust.

With a hard and gyrating throwing forward of her pelvis she drove the shaft into him halfway, gyrated again to stretch him and then plunged to the hilt. He sniveled pleas for mercy that were answered by a drawing back and another driving of the shaft to the depths and another gyration to stretch him and prepare for her brutish rutting.

The rolling of her lovely hips drove the shaft in and out as he whimpered and sobbed, at first. But then he felt that itching burning pleasure grow and was soon moaning and rocking back and forth in time with her thrusting. Suddenly, mad pleasure erupted within him and his toes curled while he let out a whimpering groan of delight and emasculated surrender as he spurted abundantly onto the mat.

This never failed to trigger the mistress. Orgasm rocked her as she let out a tigress snarl of ecstatic triumph and collapsed forward as her body went slack. Her weight bore him to the ground onto his belly and she lay on top of him, giving him leisurely pokes as she savored. When satisfied she withdrew her cock and stood over him, then ordered him to first lick up and swallow the puddle of his cum and then suck her soiled member clean.

She chose to devote another month to completing his training, refining his oral skills and working his tongue hard to make it tireless. He continued his tongue lengthening exercises in every moment when he was not using it to serve her and during the time she spent being served by her husband James behind closed doors. Every day she made him probe as deep into her vagina as he could and by the third week she felt him just catching the edge of her G with his tongue’s tip. And by the end of the month, he could put that tip squarely in the center of the soft mound and massage it delightfully.

He could now provide the ultimate in oral pleasuring, the “Triple” with tongue deep in the cavern, nose on the clit and a finger in the hind hole, touching upon every pleasure point that lay between the thighs of woman. He was now ready to be shared and also evaluated by other mistresses. Slaves were largely common property among mistresses with their owners sharing them freely in weekly swaps. Her friends would have a say in whether or not he was fit to supplant James and become her next slave husband. The community of mistresses was united in a common purpose: the subjugation and enslavement of the male.

One morning early Mistress Brigid arrived with her slave in tow by a leash around his balls and he was exchanged and taken home by her to spend the next 24 hours. He spent much time on the queening bench, face engulfed by her big cinnamon cunt, serving her, gasping for breath as he had chance, gulping down mouthfuls of her cum.

Other times she lounged in her recliner with him on his knees, face buried between her hefty thighs, serving her until she clenched them together in that mighty grip. She was much pleased when his lengthened tongue went in deep and caressed her G delightfully in the midst of the triple, performed to perfection. She would pass into rolling orgasmic sequences that reduced her to a quivering blob of sated flesh.

There were long rimming sessions with his head deep between her awesome cheeks. And during one such time he felt and tasted the tip of her turd and dutifully encircled her orifice with his lips as it emerged and passed into his mouth, pressing against his gullet. He had no choice but to swallow and let it begin its progress into his stomach. A few inches went in and she grunted and pressed down, forcing more into him. Ever so slowly it passed from her and into him as she sighed in pleasurable relief. He knew its leading end was in his stomach long before the trailing end passed from her sphincter. He swallowed until it all went down and then licked and sucked at her hole to clean her thoroughly.

And at midnight, as his reward for his fine pleasure giving and limitless submission he was rewarded with her big dick up his ass as she made him come with that mad pleasure he now longed for and craved.

She took him to bed with her and he laid with his head pillowed on her big thigh. In the wee hours she woke up horny and he eased her back to sleep with a tender and worshipful cunnilingus. And in the morning after breakfast, she took him home and gave him a glowing evaluation.

The next week on swap night Mistress Jada arrived with her slave and made the exchange. She took him home to find another shemale mistress waiting, Mistress Brianna, a shapely, creamy-skinned brunette with deep blue eyes and a hefty member that matched Jada’s.

His first duty was to kneel and perform a fellatio for each mistress as she stood with hands on hips, enjoying his oral worship of her big dick until she erupted and he held just her glans between his lips as she flooded his mouth with her rich cream. Then he opened wide to show her and swallowed it down.

After he sucked them hard again they bellied him over a horse and strapped him down to be spit roasted. The big dicks went in and out as they rutted with abandon, changing places several times until each mistress pumped a big creamy load into his mouth and he swallowed it down again.

They released him from the horse and made him kneel between them, sucking each in her turn to get her hard and horny again. Then they taught him positions, lying on their backs on the rug and making him impale himself on their cocks, bouncing up and down until they felt themselves beginning to come. He hopped off of theirs shafts and went down to take each big dick down his throat as they pumped his belly full. Then each took a turn kneeling on an armchair for rimming while the other ravaged his ass.

Finally, it was a mad wrestling match on the rug. They rutted on him in contorted and creative positions, one cock down the throat and the other up the ass. But always they blew their copious loads into his mouth and made him swallow. He lost count of how many big rich loads he took down but his stomach felt awash in cum. That was to be his nourishment for the day.

Mistress Aiko was next to take him home with her. He spent hours beneath her, face covered by her piquant fuzzy little cunt, running his tongue up into her tight cavern caressing her G while she inflicted her torments upon his organs. He was spared the cruel needles but he suffered by way of the other instruments. Then she donned her harigata and gave them both release.

Then there was a succession of five mistresses with whom he was unacquainted.

There was a hefty black woman named Bessie, perhaps larger than Mistress Brigid and with the same inclinations. He lay face up on her queening bench, seeing her big nappy oozing cunt descending to smother him and lay helpless beneath her as she pressed her chocolate mass upon him remorselessly, riding his face to multiple orgasms, then relaxing in her satisfaction until the airless darkness fell. He woke to smelling salts in his nostrils and she laughed and sat back down for another ride. Then her big black faux cock ravaged him until he got his reward.

Then there was Mistress Inez, a sultry, raven haired Latina, and Mistress Erica, of German extraction and fond of the equestrian pleasures. Next came Mistress Indira, a voluptuous chocolate brown goddess from India and Mistress Anna, muscular, dark haired, fond of the knout, a cruel heavy whip preferred as an instrument of punishment in her Siberian homeland.

Slave Samuel found each of the diverse pussies it was his duty to serve to be unique in beauty taste and scent and he poured out his equal passionate adoration on each. And each expressed her approval and complete satisfaction to Mistress Tonia; until it was Mistress Vicki’s turn.

Even though he gave his all as he had with the other mistresses after his night with her she registered her disappointment and dissatisfaction with Mistress Tonia by way of a scathing note she taped around his neck when she returned him. He found himself kneeling before Mistress Tonia as she read the note out loud to him. He bowed his head in bewilderment and shame. He expected another scathing tirade but that was not what he got, though he was not to be spared the consequences of Mistress Vicki’s rejection.

“Explain yourself slave Samuel. Did you hold back in some way and fail to give your all for Mistress Vicki? I want the truth, whatever it may be.”

“Goddess, I spared no effort! Please believe me! I adored every mistress you gave me to and spared no sacrifice for the sake of their pleasure!”

“I believe you slave Samuel, but unfortunately you cannot be spared the consequences of Mistress Vicki’s rejection. To be honest, she is a cruel and unreasonable little bitch who just wants a chance for a session with you in dungeon 10. And that is what it must be. She is a Mistress and you are merely a male and a slave. Her word overrules yours automatically. And I will be required to participate in the punishment you have earned and spare you no cruelty. It is Mistress Vicki’s right to dictate the forms of punishment. Do you understand and accept your lowly station in life slave Samuel?”

“Yes my Goddess. I will accept my punishment with good grace and humility and hope my suffering gives pleasure to you and Mistress Vicki who is exalted above me in the natural order of things.”

“Well said slave Samuel! We will proceed to the dungeon immediately and your punishment will be administered forthwith!”

A limo was provided by the dungeon as a courtesy for transporting slave Samuel to his punishment. It stopped to pick up he and Mistress Tonia, then Mistress Vicki. The two mistresses sat in facing seats with slave Samuel on hands and knees between them, serving as their ottoman. Mistress Vicki could not contain her excitement over his impending punishment and went on and on about the cruelties she meant to inflict upon him just because she could. Mistress Tonia was aloof toward her at first, but she too had always derived great pleasure from sessions in the dungeon and, because slave Samuel’s punishment was ordained by the strict rules of the community of mistresses she gave in to her own lustful inclinations and enjoyed the warm wet itch that blossomed in her loins in anticipation. That itch would soon be scratched in the most delightful way.

Mistress Vicki had missed out on the whipping during his 24 hours in the chamber and could not wait to hang him by the ankles and paint him pink with the cats. Mistress Tonia joined in with full enthusiasm and soon he hung sobbing, not a square inch of him left untouched. His whip welts had faded since his first session in the dungeon but they were renewed by the whirling single tails as the cruel braided leather feasted on his flesh.

When he was reduced to a sobbing wreck the mistresses lust was at its peak and the could not go on without release so it was time for cunnilingus, always a delight under the tongue of a slave desperate to be spared more time under the whip. And his being a fully trained slave with lengthened tongue added greatly to their enjoyment.

But that was just brief respite for him. There was an X-shaped wooden cross along the wall and they strapped him to it so he hung with feet of the ground and tilted slightly backward. He still wore the ball stretcher and his plums were spread wide. Despite the ordeal, the taste and scent of the pussies had made him much erect and his cock jutted out.

The mistresses each selected a long bullwhip and they made a game of calling out where their lashes would land, right nut, left nut, cock and so on. Like all mistresses they were well practiced in the wielding of the whip and the lashes rarely missed their marks. His howls of torment as each lash struck brought gales of laughter.

Leaving him on the cross they got out the electric prods and tortured him until he blubbered without inhibition. After that they got out a box of two dozen feathered darts and took turns throwing them at his organs. They had to call their shots again like with the whips and about half the darts ended up stuck into cock or balls, to their cruel delight.

Then it was to the queening bench where one sat on his face while the other tapped his organs with a cane to encourage his oral attentions. They took turns until satisfied for the time being.

He was then ordered to go assume the slave position on the stone studded floor. They ordered wine and cocaine to be brought in and sat drinking snorting and chatting. Mistress Tonia had experienced a change of heart toward Mistress Vicki.

“When you first expressed your dissatisfaction with him I was a bit resentful and thought you were being unfair because all the other mistresses had given him glowing reviews. And he has become a delightful slave and we will most likely be married. But I must admit I am thoroughly enjoying myself this evening and perhaps I was guilty of being too soft hearted toward him. He is merely a lowly male slave after all and you are a mistress. I must not forget where my true allegiance lies. He has failed to satisfy a mistress and must suffer the consequences. And the punishment, though harsh, is also just.”

“No offense taken Mistress Tonia.”

“Thanks Mistress Vicki. Now, what would you like to do for the evening’s finale?”

“Have you used a studded cock on him yet?”

“I have not Mistress Vicki. Again, perhaps I have been too kind. Let’s have at him!”

Mistress Tonia called out for him to grovel to the horse and climb onto it belly down. They strapped him tight and got out the cruel punitive mock members. The shafts were big and covered with hard bumps that would put the hurt on his hind hole. They installed the members and flaunted them before his eyes so he could have look and feel the inevitability of what lay ahead.

Mistress Tonia gave Vicki the honor of taking him first. She did give him the mercy of dousing the cock with lube oil but then drove it in hard. It plunged halfway in and he opened his mouth to scream, whereupon Mistress Tonia shoved her studded member into his mouth and forced it down his gullet. Each mistress propelled herself to orgasm with hard rutting and then they switched places. There was blood on Mistress Vicki’s member. The cruel rape went on until the mistresses satisfied themselves, while slave Samuel moaned in pain. But in the end he came with that special intensity through his tortured balls..

They released him from the horse and he collapsed to the floor face up. Mistress Vicki ordered him to open his mouth and squatted down to give him a feeding. After he licked her clean Mistress Tonia gave him a golden beverage to wash it down. Then they embarked into the limo for the ride home. On the way they agreed on another night to swap slaves. This time slave Samuel got a favorable review from Mistress Vicki.

Mistress Tonia let slave Samuel have two weeks to heal after his ordeal in the dungeon but she made him wear the chastity cage and the ball stretcher. She wanted his balls to be aching for the upcoming event, her “divorce” of slave James and her wedding to slave Samuel. And she wanted him to build up a big load of cum for when she put her cock to him after the marriage ceremony. She wanted her friends to be impressed and amused by the quantity of his ejaculation.

With slave Samuel fully trained and vetted by her circle of mistresses it was time for that ritual of “divorce” and remarriage. The event would be held in dungeon 10. Slaves James and Samuel were taken there separately in vans, slave Samuel by Brigid and Aiko, slave James by Jada and Vicki. Mistress Tonia rode there in the limo. In all, eleven mistresses gathered, including Mistress Sandra who made a special trip because of her personal interest in slave Samuel.

Throne chairs were set up in a semicircle. Food and drink and coke were laid out on tables behind them. First there was a cocktail hour, with the mistresses indulging freely, wanting to be both tipsy and horny for the entertainment to come.

No time was wasted after the cocktail hour. Slaves Samuel and James were placed on their knees before the semicircle of enthroned mistresses about ten feet apart. Mistress Tonia stood between and slightly behind them. Mistress Sandra was given the honor of being Mistress of Ceremonies. She was well acquainted with the normal proceedings.

“Welcome esteemed Mistresses. We are gathered to determine whether slave James will be “divorced” by Mistress Tonia, who will then marry slave Samuel or will slave James remain her husband. Because slaves are common property among mistresses, the assembled mistresses, who have had ample opportunity to sample the pleasures provided by each slave will take a vote. I, as Mistress of Ceremonies, will abstain from the vote, but will use my vote to break a tie in the event one should occur. The slave in whose favor the votes are cast will remain as Mistress Tonia’s husband, or become her new husband as the case might be. The failing slave will be castrated and auctioned off to the highest bidder after the wedding ceremony to serve as a eunuch laborer and toilet.”

Slave Samuel cringed and wilted in terror at her words. He had committed himself wholeheartedly to being the best slave he could be and now found his balls in peril despite that. Little did he know this was all a sham carried out for the amusement and pleasure of the mistresses and it was slave James who was to lose his balls. Mistress Sandra called out for a show of hands by the ten mistresses and it was a tie.

“Well fellow mistresses it seems we do have a tie. Before I cast my tiebreaking vote each slave will be given the chance to perform a cunnilingus for each mistress, and of course a fellatio for Mistresses Jada and Brianna, in hope of changing her mind. If we still have a tie I will receive cunnilingus from each slave and make my determination.”

The real purpose of all this was to give each mistress the special pleasure of having her pussy eaten or cock sucked by a slave who was desperate to save his balls. Slave James had experienced these proceedings years before when he had supplanted Mistress Tonia’s previous husband. What he did not know was it was all a forgone conclusion and it was his balls that were forfeit. He was just being used to provide that special pleasure and amusement for the mistresses. Both slaves were in the same state of desperation and terror.

The slaves were to begin their pleasurings on opposite ends of the row of mistresses and work their way toward the center and then past each other until they finished on opposite ends. Slave Samuel started on the left end. First in line for his attentions was the hefty Mistress Bessie who sat with big thighs parted, ankles resting on the arms of the chair, big nappy cunt spread wide, her coal black labia parted slightly, showing the hot pink of her pleasure parts.

He groveled to her and buried his face in her oozing crevice. She chose not to give guidance, wanting him to employ everything learned in his long and rigorous training to please her. First he lapped and probed most delightfully into her pussy, swirling his long tongue in circles. He was heartened and encouraged by her deep pitched sigh of pleasure. Then, to show depth of submission and awareness of place he went low, to the bottom and slid his tongue deep into her rectum. Her anus was soiled, he assumed deliberately, and he licked and sucked he clean before turning to rimming, wriggling and slithering his tongue in and out of her and caressing the inner rim of her orifice with its tip, which made her moan and shudder in purest delight. He continued, thanking his mistress for the training that had made his tongue so long and tireless.

Inevitably, his rimming brought big Bessie’s arousal to crescendo and she rolled her hips to invite him upward. He shifted to align his tongue with her vagina and ran it in, stretching to reach depths yet unplumbed. He commenced the triple, massaging her G and putting nose to her clit while slipping two fingers into her slackened anus. In a scant minute, the mighty thighs clamped down on his head and held him helpless as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy, orgasm following orgasm, beyond counting, spurts of her woman cum filling his mouth one after another as he swallowed each. Then her great body slacked in her satisfaction and he moved on to the petite Mistress Aiko who waited with legs spread wide.

It came to him that suppressing his terror of castration and serving the mistresses with selfless and passionate adoration might be the key to the salvation of his balls. The pussy of each mistress had its own special beauty, scent and taste. He lost himself in the worship of each and could sense their sweet gratification.

The two shemale mistresses were side by side in the center of the lineup and when he finished Mistress Vicki he found himself before Mistress Brianna with her big dick jutting upward. Her cock was iron hard but her scrotum was slack and he first went down to her balls to pay them homage, licking and sucking them, taking one, then the other, full into his mouth and caressing it with his tongue.

She tugged his ear to urge him upward to suck her cock and he rose above it with mouth open wide and then pressed downward, taking her big member down full length with ease. Up and down his head went, slowly at first so he could run his lips along the shaft and his tongue along its sensitive underside; teasing her until her lust boiled over and she demanded satisfaction by taking his head between her hands and thrusting upward.

He made his throat a hot tight pussy for her, bobbing his head up and down as fast as he could. He felt the extra hardening of her cock that portended her eruption and he rose so he had just her tip between his lips and gave her strokes along her length with his hand. He knew nothing was more pleasing to a shemale mistress than a slave showing how much he loved the taste of her cum so, at her first spurt he moaned in delectation and continued as she flooded his mouth with her rich cream. When she emptied he leaned his head back with mouth open and barely able to contain the abundant quantity. Trickles of it ran down from the corners of his mouth as he swallowed it down. He used his fingers to gather the spillage and licked them clean, then bowed low to kiss her feet and rose, speaking words of gratitude to her for the delicious cum. She smiled and pushed him aside to serve Mistress Jada.

He had been shoulder-to-shoulder with slave James as he fellated Jada. He heard the mistress grunting in her enjoyment as she pumped her big load down James’s throat. The two slaves moved past each other, exchanging mistresses and Samuel found himself confronted with Jada’s limp and satisfied cock. He knew he had to coax her back to hardness and arousal and it would not be easy to make her come again so soon.

He took the slack member full into his mouth and caressed it with his long slithering tongue. He found he could wind his tongue around it like a boa and he worked back and forth, spiraling around it one way and then the other. He felt her growing and continued until full erection then took her down full length. But, though hard, she seemed otherwise indifferent so he turned his attention to her balls, sucking each one in as he had Brianna’s, recalling how this had aroused her. She seemed yet unmoved so he turned to licking up and down her underside, that ever so sensitive strip he knew so well that every cock had.

The sum of his efforts had effect and she offered her glans to his lips. He licked and sucked it and then went to the deepthroat again, moving up and down. He speeded the cadence, going up and down faster and faster until she started thrusting upward as her lust rose. He knew her preference was to shoot her load straight down the throat and when he felt the subtle hardening that gave warning he pressed down to hold her length and felt the pulsing of her member in his throat as she spent her load. When finished she pushed him away and it was on to Mistress Brigid and her luscious ginger cunt.

On down the line the slaves went until all the mistresses slumped in their chairs well pleasured and contented. The mock voted was taken by a show of hands, again a tie. Mistress Sandra settled into an empty chair and assumed the pleasure posture, offering her cunt as she beckoned to slave James. He groveled to her, whimpering in terror for his balls and pressed his face into her waiting cunt. Mistress Sandra was randy and at hair trigger from watching the proceedings and orgasm struck her soon and hard. She kicked slave James away with contempt and crooked her finger at slave Samuel.

He knew it would be a challenge to make he come again so soon after being satisfied but he remembered to abandon all fear of losing his balls and all thought of self and instead shower worship upon the mistress and make her feel his hunger for her scent and taste and his thirst for her gushing cum. He went down low first, loving how his face was pressed into her oozing pussy as he ran his tongue deep into her rectum, tasting its musky funk and loving it. He strove to make her feel that nothing could be more delightful to him than having his tongue deep in her soiled asshole. He knew he had conveyed this when she took hold of his head with gentle hands and softened.

Soon her lust reached zenith and her body cried out for release. She urged him upward and he first sucked her clit to near the brink, then went down to perform the triple and rocked her world, reducing her to gelatinous satiation.

She pushed him back and he knelt beside slave James as they awaited her verdict. First she pointed to slave Samuel and he feared it was to be farewell to his balls. But then:

“My tiebreaking vote is cast for slave Samuel! His balls will be spared and slave James will part with his!”

Both slaves collapsed to the floor, one in relief and the other in terrified despair. Slave James made a foolish and futile attempt to flee but found himself in the iron grip of Mistresses Brigid and Bessie who seized him and carried him bodily to the queening bench, where they strapped him down tight, especially at the waist. Mistress Sandra addressed Mistress Tonia.

“Mistress, is it your wish that the slave’s balls be severed immediately or do you think him worthy of final pleasures?”

“Slave James was a sweet and adoring slave husband Mistress Sandra. He did his duty faithfully and selflessly for years. But you know how it goes. Every slave eventually becomes a bore and outlives his usefulness. He is worthy of final pleasures and the peace and freedom from the longings of the flesh they will bring.”

“Very well then Mistress. Our fellow mistresses Aiko and Vicki are both highly skilled in the administration of final pleasures. Which of you would like to do the honors?”

Mistresses Vicki and Aiko said they would both like to participate and Mistress Tonia and the other mistresses agreed. It would make matters much more entertaining. Final pleasures granted a deserving slave the chance to expend the last cum of his life into each of the three pleasure orifices a woman had in her body. Normally, the thought of a cock penetrating her body was repugnant to a mistress but an exception was made by some mistresses if they knew the slave was to pay for those pleasures with his balls. Mistresses Aiko and Vicki were highly skilled at final pleasures and took great delight from performing the acts.

Wasting no time, Mistress Aiko sat on slave James’s face, looking toward his feet while Mistress Vicki knelt beside him and went down to take his cock into her wicked silken mouth. Her skills were evident because her licking and sucking soon had slave James writhing in his bonds and giving out moans of delight that were muffled by Aiko’s lush womanhood. When Vicki deepthroated him, her head bobbing slowly up and down as she caressed his shaft full length with lips and tongue and gullet James moaned and squirmed all the harder as she tortured him with pleasure. She took him just to the brink of coming and kept him there for minutes on end. Aiko rubbed her delicious pussy over his face to add to the sweet torment. His muffled pleas for release gave great amusement to the mistresses. When he was reduced to hopeless sobbing Vicki finished him, holding just his glans between her lips and giving his balls a firm squeeze. He groaned in heavenly relief and all could see the pulsing of his shaft as he pumped his load, filling Vicki’s mouth. Aiko came hard with a primal wail.

When his cock fell limp from her lips Aiko dismounted and Vicki put her lips to his. Aiko gave his balls a hard slap that made him open his mouth to yelp and Vicki deposited his load of cum into it. She held his nose and mouth shut until he swallowed it down.

Then Aiko went to work on him, first sucking him to hardness with her own expert mouth while Vicki took her seat on his face. When she had him fully erect she mounted his loins, looking down at him with a mischievous and lustful gleam in her eyes, and enveloped his shaft in her heavenly cavern. Just the moment of entry drew a shudder and moan of helpless pleasure from slave James. And Aiko too used her satin recess to take him to the razor’s edge of coming. She rose up and down over him, his shaft glistening with her amber poon, increasing or decreasing the cadence according to the state of his arousal. With knowing skill, she would go up and down faster and faster until she sensed the very moment before his eruption, then hold just his tip within her and deny him. His panting and moaning was likewise muffled by Mistress Vicki’s dense bush and oozing tissues.

On an on went his ordeal, taking him to the edge of insanity as well as the brink of orgasm. Aiko took her sweet time about it, building her own arousal toward the orgasm she would take for herself when she finally gave him release. The mistresses looked on with great amusement and rising lust. When Aiko found herself at the edge she took him to the brink one last time, holding him maddeningly at the tipping point, then put the fingers of one hand to her clit and bounced up and down hard and fast, finally settling down on top of him, crying out in her ecstasy as he filled her with his cream.

Vicki came as well and quickly dismounted so Aiko could take her place on his face to cover his mouth with her maw while Vicki gave him the slap on the balls. When he opened up to cry out Aiko clenched her nookie and spilled the cream into his mouth, then settled her weight down on him, forcing him to swallow. She kept her seat but turned to watch Vicki extract the last load of his life from him.

His member hung limp but Vicki was skilled and her sucking soon had him stiff as wood again. She straddled his loins, aligned his member with her hind hole and impaled herself upon it. Rising and falling, she ran her tight ring along his length until again he was taken to the edge but denied. Coming twice already made it take longer to coax him to the edge at first but the irresistible massaging of his shaft by her clenching orifice soon made this heavenly torment the worst yet. She had him moaning, sniveling and begging but when she looked to the arbiter of matters, Mistress Tonia, the wordless command was to continue.

Mistress Tonia let the procedure continue until she knew slave James’s mind was gone, then gave Vicki a nod to let her know she should finish him. He was so used to every sequence before ending in frustration his first reaction to his first spurt of release was a muffled gasp of bewildered surprise, then with the next a moan of heavenly release. But when the realization hit home that he was expending the last cum of his life and his balls were soon to be severed he cried “nnnnoooo” into Aiko’s cunt and made a futile attempt to clench himself and stop the ejaculation. But it was to no avail, and, at the last he gave in to enjoyment of his last orgasm, pumping Vicki’s rectum full, then sobbing in resignation.

Aiko dismounted from his face and Vicki moved forward and positioned her anus above his mouth. Aiko gave him a slap on the balls that made him open his mouth wide to gasp in pain and Vicki squeezed out the brownish white slug of his last cum into it. Ever submissive and subservient he swallowed it. Then Mistress Tonia went to kneel beside him and speak words of comfort.

“Slave James, you were a good slave and husband and you gave me years of exquisite pleasure. But our time together is at an end. I know what is to happen soon seems cruel but it is really an act of mercy. Imagine what it would be like if I just sent you away and you had to go through life never again tasting me or feeling my cock go deep inside of you to give you that special pleasure. You would lead a life of desperate longing and might even end your own life to deliver yourself. You have now been drained of every drop of your cum and with that you have been drained of all sexual longing as well. After one quick cut and a moment of pain you will have peace.”

As it happened, Mistress Erica was a doctor and Mistress Inez a nurse. They came forward to assist in the procedure with the needed instruments in hand. Mistress Tonia took a seat on slave James’s face. Mistress Inez loaded a ring onto the elastrator and handed it to Mistress Tonia. With practiced hands she slipped the ring around the base of his scrotum and released it. Slave James lurched and grunted as if he had been kicked in the balls as the banded tightened hard around his sack. The mistresses then waited as the balls turned ever deeper shades of purple.

When they were almost black Mistress Inez handed Mistress Tonia the shears. She opened the jaws wide and positioned them for the cut, taking a grip on his balls with the sure, steady hands of a mistress of long experience, James being just one of numerous slaves she had unmanned. With a firm squeeze she closed the razor-sharp jaws and slave James flinched and gave out a muffled cry. The balls dropped into Mistress Tonia’s open palm. Once again, she relished the feel of a warm pair of severed balls in her hand. She stood and held them before slave James’s eyes and he sobbed in despair. The balls would be freeze dried and mounted on a plaque with his name and the date on it to be displayed in her trophy case.

The cut was always administered without anesthetic so the moment of his transformation from man to eunuch would be forever stamped in the slave’s memory. But then Mistress Erica readied a syringe and injected a local anesthetic so she could painlessly suture the wound.

To complete the procedure, a gold ring was pierced by Mistress Tonia, crosswise into his glans, again without anesthetic, so he could be led by a leash clipped to it or tethered to an iron ball locked onto a chain. After the piercing he was given a local, injected into his tip.

When the procedures were complete he was stood up on the bench and the auction commenced. The opening bid was one dollar. The auction was not for Mistress Tonia’s financial gain but rather so the slave would have the final humiliation of being sold cheap into a life of menial labor and toilet servitude. Slave James was sold for $12 to Mistress Bessie. Divorce papers had been drawn up by Mistress Indira, who was a lawyer, and they were promptly signed by Mistress Tonia and slave James. He was then put aside, tethered to the wall by the ring in his glans.

Slave Samuel had watched the proceedings openmouthed in fearful awe. He now knew fully well the manner of women into whose clutches he had fallen. But his face was caked with the amber poon of the mistresses from serving their pleasure and their feral scent was strong in his nostrils and he had to admit he was helpless in their thrall and had succumbed utterly to their dominant will. There was still no place he would rather be.

The wedding ceremony followed. Mistress Sandra was legally ordained and a clergywoman and she presided. The ceremony was brief. Slave Samuel made his vows.

“I, Slave Samuel, promise absolute, unquestioning obedience and submission to Mistress Tonia and devote my life to serving her pleasure, sparing no sacrifice of my body or my dignity. I will surrender all my financial assets to her to be spent as she pleases. And should she find another more pleasing slave to supplant me I will surrender my testicles to her and gracefully bow out of her life.”

Mistress Tonia’s answering vow was brief.

“I, Mistress Tonia, take Samuel to be my slave and husband for as long as I find him pleasing.”

Then it was time for public consummation of the marriage. Mistress Tonia had brought along the box containing her cock and slave Samuel obediently installed it on her, then assumed the position on elbows and knees, offering his ass. His hole had been loosened by the big dick and Mistress Tonia’s entering thrust plunged to the hilt. She wasted no time, rutting with abandon to make him come quick. When she heard his moan signaling impending ejaculation she bent forward and put an arm across his chest so she could raise him upright onto his knees. This was done so the mistresses could be entertained by the distance and quantity of his ejaculation. They wrote their guesses about that on slips of paper and put them in a bowl for a drawing to be held afterward. Those who guessed closest would win door prizes.

The two weeks of orgasm denial and the constriction of the ball stretcher had their fullest effect. When Mistress Tonia’s rutting triggered his eruption a long white string of cum arched through the air and splattered onto the floor a good two meters away. A second spurt flew even a bit farther, but then each spurt landed shorter, though the quantity was impressive. Gales of laughter broke out. Distance was measured and the cum was scraped up with a spatula and measured in a cup. He was made to drink it.

Then Mistresses Brigid and Bessie seized him and unceremoniously plopped him onto the horse and strapped him down for a celebratory spit roast gang bang. While the rest of the mistresses were donning their cocks, the shemale mistresses availed themselves of him, Jada down his throat and Brianna in his hind hole.

Both mistresses were randy from observing the proceedings and came quickly. Jada filled his mouth with a load bigger than any before and pulled her cock from his mouth. He had barely swallowed it all before Mistress Brianna’s glans was pressed to his lips and he opened to accept her full length. She was at hair trigger and he felt the pulsing in her shaft as she expended her plenty into his stomach.

In the midst of her ejaculation, he felt a painful stretching entry into his behind, accompanied by a humming vibration. Brianna pulled out and backed away and a big, flared glans was pressed against his mouth. It was humming too and soon there was humming from all directions. He managed to glance around briefly and saw each mistress sporting a big, flared cock like Mistress Tonia’s. They had acquired them for the occasion and now he was to be ravaged by them until all the mistresses satisfied themselves. And all had indulged heavily in the coke and were rarely horned up on that account.

It was heaven and hell co-mingled and he came three times himself as they all rutted in their cruel and joyous lust. By the time it was over he lay draped half-conscious over the horse. The shemales had each ejected two more bounteous loads down his throat and his belly felt flooded with cum. He sucked the last of the big humming dicks clean and the evening came to an end.

He was released from the horse and first collapsed to the floor, but mistresses hoisted him to his knees. Each of them bent down to give him a tender kiss on cheek or forehead and told him how much they looked forward to the next time they would have him alone. Then he groveled behind Mistress Tonia to the limo for the ride home.

It was time for bed. He drew back the covers and Mistress Tonia, languid in her satisfied exhaustion, flopped onto her back on one side of the bed. He climbed in from the other side and pulled the covers over them, lying crosswise to her with his head pillowed on her thighs. He shifted so his nose was tickled by her bush and inhaled the scent that would intoxicate and enthrall him forever, or at least for as long as he could keep their married life a delight for her. He vowed that it would be forever and fell asleep longing for his first taste of her in the morning.

Morning brought a rebirth of marital bliss for Mistress Tonia. She awoke, stirred and stretched, and just then felt the lips of her adoring new slave husband encircle her pussy where the golden flow would come from. Indulgence from the night before had made her full to the limit and she sighed in sweet relief as her bladder emptied into his thirsty mouth. Then there was the lapping, slithering and probing of his worshipful tongue as he warmed her up for her first orgasm of the day. He went down low and she felt him go deep into her, twisting and wriggling in and out of her orifice, making her eyes water and causing a tingle in her clit. Her lust peaked but she held back, wanting to reach the brink of madness before she urged him up to lick and suck her orb and finish her. Just a quick rock of the hips served to signal him and then his practiced tongue caressed the spot and his lips closed to suck on it. She felt his finger slip into her nether hole and nestle in her rectum. She grabbed and twisted his hair and passed into the throes, her first climax tearing a primal shriek from her soul. And then there was the soft trembling of his tongue on her clit that triggered a chain of such orgasms, six, seven, and then beyond counting. Then her bones seemed to melt and she lay in a daze.

Ever dutiful, slave Samuel went back down to the bottom and slid his tongue in deep to re-arouse her for the G massage and triple he knew would be her expectation once afterglow passed and her lust returned. When the time came he performed the triple to perfection, giving her a fine start to the new day. Then he was off to prepare her breakfast and serve it to her in bed. Next it was bath time, preceded by the delight of having his warm, loving mouth to use as her toilet and his tender tongue to clean her.

When all those pleasant rituals were over it was time to get to work on making all of slave Samuel’s assets community property, meaning in fact that Mistress Tonia would have control of everything and slave Samuel would be naked and penniless. His house and car were put up for sale and his bank accounts emptied and closed. His other worldly possessions were sold off for whatever they would yield. Serial monogamy was a major source of income for Mistress Tonia and all her friends, though they all had lucrative careers of one kind or another as well. Mistress Tonia was a successful investment banker.

Day to day life resumed. Mistress Tonia worked mostly from home and was her own boss so she took whatever time she pleased to enjoy slave Samuel’s tongue during the work week. On weekends there was at least one orgy to attend at the home of a mistress or in one of the dungeons. Slave Samuel often found himself kneeling chin to chin with another slave, his tongue either up the ass or vagina of a mistress who stood with legs apart enjoying the special pleasure of two tongues at once.

He wore the chastity cage and ball stretcher and his oral attentions grew to be more delightful each day of his denial, so much so that Mistress Tonia lost track of the days, so lost was she in her enjoyment. And the cage he wore was a signal to other mistresses that he was not to be permitted to come when he was swapped. Slave Samuel’s ache and longing were sheer torment but, dutiful and loving slave that he was, he endured without complaint, even though he did keep track of the days and knew he had gone a month without release. He went about his household chores hunched over at the waist as if carrying two cannonballs in his sack.

One morning he knelt before his Mistress to receive his instructions for the day’s chores and she finally noticed he was grimacing in pain and tears flowed from his eyes from his ache and longing. She looked to the calendar and her heart melted. Her poor sweet slave had endured uncomplaining for an entire month! Even though a slave was never “owed” mercy she felt compelled to show it. That evening she would not just let him come once but would drain him of every drop of his cum. Despite his being merely a male slave the depth of his submission and the pleasure he gave made him precious to her and she was concerned for his health and wellbeing.

“Slave Samuel, it come to my attention that you have endured a month of denial without complaining. It has been a month of pure delight for me because your oral pleasuring achieved new heights with every passing day. But tonight, after dinner, you will have your reward and your release. However, this will not be the last such month you will have to endure. I cannot deny myself pleasure such as I have experienced. No see to your chores!”

As always, he meekly obeyed. The day seemed like eternity and the ache worsened from his anticipation and because she made him perform the cunnilingus for her periodically as she always did. His attentions were so profoundly delightful that Mistress Tonia was tempted to extend his denial indefinitely.

When dinner was finished and the kitchen cleaned up he went to kneel before his mistress as she sat enthroned in her recliner, this time carrying a bottle of olive oil she had ordered him to bring. She stooped to remove both the chastity cage and the cruel stretcher. He moaned in relief as his balls hung free for the first time in ages. But the ache remained and they felt leaden in his sack. And his cock, no longer confined, rose to fullest erection and was stiff as a stick. She gave instruction.

“Now slave Samuel, you may use the oil to lube your hand and you may masturbate. When you come you will ejaculate onto my pussy and then lick it up, after which you will continue licking until I achieve orgasm.”

He poured a bit of the oil into his right hand and began to stroke himself as she eased back in the recliner and parted her legs wide, crooking a finger by way of telling him to come closer. He moved forward so that his cock was inches from her cunt. Perhaps a score of strokes sufficed to trigger him. He felt a welling up in his aching balls and then a surge of heavenly release as they contracted to expel his built-up plenty. The pent up pressure in his loins caused a huge spurt to overshoot her pussy and splattered abundantly over her breasts, followed by another that covered them all the more. The next surges were weaker, though each brought delight and a creamy trail was laid over her belly, filling her navel. The final gushes were weaker yet but in sufficient quantity to cover her cunt like a creamy glaze on a pastry.

He wilted, going to hands and knees and was fearful of her anger for his sullying of her body with his man-slime but instead she laughed lustily and sat up straight. He looked at her. Creamy wads ran down over her breasts and dripped from her nipples and more poured down her cleavage and across her belly. She gave him a menacing glare.

“You had best get to licking slave Samuel! You don’t want to even think about the consequences of this spilling onto my fine Persian rug! Start at the top!”

He licked and sucked her breasts and nipples, slurping up everything there and in her cleavage. Then it was down over her belly, sucking it up and gulping it down, lapping it from her navel. When he had cleaned to the edge of her bush she leaned back to present her cum-glazed cunt. He saw a trickle going down across her anus, soon to drip onto the rug and he went low to lap it up, cupping his tongue and scooping up her crevice, filling his mouth and gulping it down. At the last he sucked at her pubes, extracting every drop and speck.

He leaned back to inspect his work and found her clean. She put her hand behind his head and shoved his face into her cunt. He licked and sucked on her tissues, then felt her push down on his head and he knew to go low and run his tongue deep into her rectum.

Mistress Tonia found herself uncommonly aroused by his degradation and gasped in delight when his tongue went deep up her ass and slithered about, causing that tingle in her clit. The tingle soon became a hot itch that needed scratching urgently and she rolled her hips and pushed one of his hands down as a signal to slip a finger into her hind hole and begin the triple. His tongue plunged deep in her cavern and its probing tip found her G, as his nose rubbed her clit. The rolling orgasm consumed her in half a minute and soon she lay gelatinous in the chair in a sweet stupor.

When able to move again she turned and knelt on the seat of the chair, extending her ass, and told slave Samuel his next ejaculation was to be on her lovely behind and that it should be spread out on her cheeks, but also in the cleft between them so it would run down over her anus. He had to stand this time and it took a while to get himself back to erection. But the sight of her dorsal beauty soon had him inflamed and after some hard stroking he erupted. His ache had only subsided a bit after shooting his first load and his release was again blissful, his quantity abundant, though the strength of his spurting was diminished. But still he splattered his cream bountifully over her twin swelling mounts and much ran down her crack.

When he expended himself, he dropped to his knees and sucked up his exudate, first from her cheeks. By then a big slug had run down over her anus and was ready to drip onto the rug. He went low and scooped upward with his tongue, going up the length of her crack and slurping it down.

When she was licked clean she ordered rimming and he ran his tireless tongue in deep and put her in rapture. She lost herself in his ministrations for an hour and the he time spent with his face buried in her luscious posterior made him hard and longing to come again. Inevitably her lust rekindled as well and she rocked her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over his face in silent command that he turn his attentions to her pulsing, tingling clit. Orgasm soon followed with a high pitched, ecstatic sigh and a heavy gush into his thirsty mouth.

Sated again she reversed and sat, extending the footrest and ordered him to deposit his next load onto her toes and then lick them clean. His erection was full and he burned with desire but it took long and hard jerking for him to produce again and he rubbed raw spots on his cock. His quantity was still ample but his power to project was low so he spread his load over her toes like a baker decorating a cake with a squeeze tube. She spread her toes apart so the semen would run between them. Then he took each foot full in the mouth, sucking up his product and licking between the toes. Some of the cream had run over her insteps and soles and he lapped it up, then started foot licking in the way he knew pleased her.

She relaxed and sipped wine, then sucked in two lines of coke she had laid out on a mirror earlier to get her horned up for more. That readied her to come again and she invited him up to put his face in her crotch for a triple. She did get off satisfactorily but sensed an ebbing in the passion of his attentions. That was to be expected, she surmised, because he had already come three times. She put him to rimming again to get her aroused for the evening’s finale.

When his tongue took her to where she wanted to be she turned around, stood and ordered him to get out the sticky mat and fetch her cock. As always, her mock manhood was set on its stand on the coffee table. He helped her to install it with now practiced hands. She stooped to fondle him, stroking his shaft. He was limp at first but he rose again.

“I see you must still have a bit of cum left in you slave Samuel. You may first perform the fellatio for me and then I will fuck you to extract the last of it.”

Always eager to take it up the ass, slave Samuel promptly deepthroated the big member and set about making her come as fast as he could so be fucked. He was much skilled by now at pleasuring his mistress this way and soon found himself with his nose buried in her bush as she enjoyed a deep and satisfying orgasm. But that only whetted her and after withdrawing the slobber soaked cock from his gullet she ordered him to assume the position. She pushed the button to start the vibration and knelt behind him, aligning the big glans with his orifice.

She let his spit suffice for lubricant, but still the big member slid to its depths upon her entering thrust. She noted that her slave’s hole was well stretched and made a mental note to go online and order the next largest size. She rutted hard, propelling both of them to their final orgasms. Inevitably her cock found the spot within him and he moaned in emasculated surrender as she gave out her primal and ecstatic wail. Two spurts splattered on the mat and then there were just dry but pleasurable spasms. He was emptied, his desire spent.

She was also in a state of sweet satisfaction and contentment. It had been perhaps her most enjoyable evening yet with any slave. She enthroned herself and made him kneel at her feet to express her satisfaction and let him know what the future held.

“Slave Samuel, this evening was pure delight and I look forward to many more like it. But I must tell you I cannot deny myself the pleasure that came from depriving you of relief for a month. My other slaves couldn’t take it. They whined and begged for relief after maybe just a week. This earned them each a long session in dungeon 10 and hastened the day of their castration.”

“Now I must inform you that I will be denying you release for a month at a time, but at the end of that I will grant you relief such as you have enjoyed this evening. If you can endure this without complaining and give me the pleasure I have known your balls will be safe in their sack for much longer than those of any slave I have ever owned. Can you make this sacrifice for me slave Samuel? If so we may enjoy many years together and perhaps, unlike most slaves, you may keep your balls for life.”

Slave Samuel gazed upon her as she sat enthroned and resplendent in her nudity. From the moment he had laid eyes on her he had been in her thrall and now she offered him a life of heavenly intimacies with her Goddess body if he could just steel himself to make this small sacrifice. There could be but one answer to her question:

“Yes my Goddess. No sacrifice is too great for the sake of your pleasure and your happiness. I love you!”
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