
        
            
                
            
        

    
Greta Stone always knew what she wanted: wealth, a life of ease and leisure, orgasmic pleasure at will and the power to acquire and maintain those. Averse to work, she instead set about to use her blond, blue-eyed, shapely and sultry pulchritude to achieve her ends.

She went to college, starting late at age 27, solely for the sake of finding the kind of husband who could keep her in the manner to which she felt herself entitled. She had hooked up with too many big talkers who turned out to be losers in the end and just used her until their failings became obvious to her and she dumped them.

She focused on Ned Landon to be her ticket. He was 28, working on his PHD in software engineering, brilliant at it and sure to be rich before he turned 35. Cute in a nerdy sort of way, skinny, brown haired, green eyed, he was also quite shy and timid when it came to women.

Greta set about to seduce him without giving anything away. She determined that he would not fuck her until their wedding night.

She crashed the party for those in the IT department at the university who had completed their PHD and sidled up to him. Her flattery soon had him flustered and smitten and she enticed him to make an early exit. Though she had no intention of fucking him she did want to introduce him to what lay between her comely thighs.

He already had a nice BMW, a gift from the software firm that was to hire him right out of school for an astronomical salary. He drove to her apartment and they went inside where she plied him with wine and further blandishments.

The wine had its effect and he asked to use the bathroom. Though his time in there was brief he came back to find her seated in a big armchair and naked. He stopped in his tracks, flustered, blushing. When she parted her thighs a bit to flash what was between them he first looked as if ready to flee, but then his eyes riveted upon her pudenda.

She crooked her finger and he stepped across the few feet between them, eyes still fixed between her legs. When he drew near she finally spoke.

“Get on your knees now Neddy!”

His knees buckled and he fell forward. Only her hand on his forehead stopped him from falling face first into her cunt. But she wasn’t ready yet so she gripped his hair and held him just inches from her.

The pleasure of cunnilingus had always been denied her but she laid awake many a night dreaming of it. Only the use of her fingers allowed her to sleep. She was no virgin, having given her body to more than a few males, all of them selfish and only interested in coming, which they did way too soon, whereupon they would all but flee, leaving her unsatisfied and sullied by their ejaculate. Her pleasure had been great from the cocks while it lasted, but all too brief.

She knew it was possible to be satisfied by the cock. Once when she was 25 she had met a young 19 year old marine in a bar on a Friday night. They were both a bit tipsy and quite randy. They went to her place.

He was muscular, studly, well hung and also hung around after coming quickly like most men do the first time around. But instead of bugging out he stayed and hardened again for another go. He rutted hard and lasted long, driving her mad with delight, making her come in long sequences. And he was good for a third time that same night, insatiable as most healthy 19 year old males sometimes are. He stayed with her over the weekend and it was heavenly. But he was shipping out overseas on Monday morning. That weekend had been his last of liberty and she never saw him again.

Her mind turned from that stud’s cock back to Ned’s tongue. She could tell he had caught her scent by the way he strained forward and stuck it. This was all going so well!

“Do you want to make me happy Neddy?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Would you like to have a taste of me?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Well then you are most welcome to Neddy! Eat your fill!”

She let go of his head and he fell forward. How sweet it was! His hunger! His surrender! She knew then and there he was to be hers. His efforts were clumsy but the passion was there and she thrilled to it. She found she was rediscovering her own body in the midst of it and they would go on a journey of exploration and discovery together.

He lapped in her oozing crevice and she could feel him running his tongue up from the bottom and hear him gulping and swallowing as he gathered the amber poon onto his cupped tongue. After enjoying that for a while there were urgent signals form the pink pearl at her apex and she guided his tongue there, giving hissed instructions through gritted teeth.

“Suck it Neddy! Lick it!”

She felt his lips enclose her and his tongue’s tip wriggling hard on the tiny orb. Just a minute sufficed for tingling ecstasy to radiate from there, through her body and out to her fingertips and toes, which curled up as she shuddered and writhed, giving out her primal shriek.

Then there was a melting as she passed into afterglow, half conscious, but feeling his tender kisses on the insides of her thighs and mount. When she emerged from the sweet stupor she looked down into his eyes and he told her what she wanted to hear.

“I love you Greta!”

“That’s very nice Neddy. Thank you. Now just stay put for a while. I will want you to do that some more soon.”

“Yes Greta. I’ll do anything you want me to!”

She had him pillow his head upon her hairy mount while she lost herself in her plans for what lay ahead, the life of luxury to which she felt entitled. She would never love him per se but would surely love being loved by him. It was clear he was pussy whipped beyond the point of no return at his first taste of her and she was going to take full advantage. The thought of it all began to excite her and it was time for another go with his tongue.

She rolled her hips and he took it as her signal to pleasure her again. He scooped and slurped more of her poon first, then thrilled her with delight by going down low to caress her nether orifice. If any doubt remained of the totality of her conquest it evaporated. If he would abase himself so unbidden it made his words ring true. He would do anything and everything and she would see to it that he did.

She lost herself in the rapture of his rimming for some time. After coming once her arousal took a while to rekindle. But, at last her pearl cried out for his attentions and she grabbed his hair and pulled him upward. The second orgasm eclipsed the first. When afterglow passed she dismissed him for the evening but made her expectations clear as she looked down at him. His face was caked with her amber ooze.

“Go home now Neddy. And don’t wash your face until morning. I want you dreaming of me tonight. Above all keep your hands away from you-know-what. I want to keep you horny like you are now because I know you will lick me better. If you come you will ruin everything, and also I will be able to tell next time you suck me and I will be upset and disappointed. Now get out! I’ll call you the next time I want you!”

Ned’s head was spinning as he drove home. Women had always seemed mysterious and unattainable to him, especially beauties like Greta. Now he had fallen head over heels and declared his love, only to get a thank you and a dismissal after pouring out his passion and giving her delight.

He wondered why she had gotten naked for him but never asked him to strip himself. And he was relieved by that because his shyness toward women was due to a secret “shortcoming.” He knew one day he would be revealed in nakedness before Greta and he hoped that would not be the end of it all.

There were two more such brief trysts just a few days apart and after the second he bought the ring with the big diamond on it and waited with bated breath for her next call. His balls had been aching from the first and it had only worsened with every passing day. He gritted his teeth and bore it, having to admit to himself he was already under her thumb and in her thrall. He didn’t care. All that mattered was his next taste of her.

Greta was most pleased with how matters were progressing. His tongue satisfied her in a way that tided her over for a few days and when she felt the urge she called him and he came running. She cared about nothing but her own orgasms and still didn’t bother to make him undress. Once sated she just sent him home with strict orders not to use his hand. And that had just the effect she had hoped for. His attentions became more passionate and pleasing from that continued denial.

She hadn’t thought much about his cock yet, being more interested in enjoying his tongue and pussy whipping him. But she thought perhaps she could train him to service her with whatever he might have in his pants because he would be captive in their marriage and have to stick around.

On their third tryst he pleasured her better than ever and then took out the ring and popped the question as he knelt before her after swallowing her salty gush with her poon smeared all over his face. She had him spend the night and pleasure her until she couldn’t come any more. The next morning it was off to the courthouse. She didn’t need a fancy wedding. She just wanted her hooks in him.

He booked a room at the best hotel in town to celebrate their wedding night, hoping it would mollify her when all was revealed. Surely their marriage was to be consummated that night if he could somehow manage.

They popped the cork on a bottle of champagne first and guzzled it down, getting tipsy and horny. Then she half dragged him to the bed and threw him down onto it. Soon her clothes lay in a pile on the floor and she was ripping his shirt off. He helped her, kicking off his shoes and unbuckling his belt. She grabbed his pants by the cuffs and pulled them down and off as he tugged off his undershirt. At the last she took hold of his briefs and yanked them down and off. She looked down to his groin to see what he had for her and first her face fell in disappointment, then a look of contempt came over it. There he lay with his cock fully erect, all two inches of it!

She shook her head and bit her lower lip searching for the right words to express her scorn and humiliate him. Then she found them.

“Here I am on my wedding night and that is all you have for me? I assumed you would have at least a modest endowment. What am I supposed to do with that stubby little nubbin? You’re lucky you are good with your tongue or I would be seeking an annulment! But it looks like your tongue is all you have so let’s get on with it!”

She laid herself on her back beside him and spread her legs. He was down on her in a heartbeat, shamed, contrite, pouring out all his passion to compensate for his shortcoming.

Greta had to admit his tongue work was exceptional and she would at least be assured of orgasm at will during their married life. She enjoyed three deep and satisfying orgasms and lay back with a sigh. Then he annoyed her by begging for his own release.

“Greta, my balls have been aching ever since our first time together. May I please come? They hurt so bad!”

“Well, I don’t know Neddy! I think you suck me as well as you do because I’ve kept you horny. I don’t care a fig how bad your balls ache!”

“Please! Please! Just once! I won’t ever beg you again! But it’s our wedding night and…”

“Oh, alright then! But you don’t get it for free. I want you to jack your load on my pussy, then lick it up and get me off again!”

He knelt between her legs and she propped herself up on a pillow so she could look down and watch. He had to use just his thumb and forefinger to stroke himself.

It didn’t take long. After about a minute her gave out a grunt and his little thing stood up almost straight. He took his fingers away and then erupted, not just on her pussy but splattering up over her breasts and down over her belly with a couple of healthy spurts left to cover her bush like a baker’s glaze. She could only break out in a lewd and bawdy laugh.

“Wow Neddy! Those balls of yours can sure produce! I see there is no correlation between your lack of size and your cum production. All the better. You have made quite a mess and I will be pleased for you to lick it up! Start at the top Neddy boy!”

It was quite pleasurable having him lick her tits, scooping up his cream and swallowing in gulps. She made him lick and suck her nipples too, making them harden and her pussy tingle and swell. When finished up top he made his way lower, slurping and sucking in her navel where a lot of his load had gathered. Then there was a streak of cum leading down to her cum-soaked bush. He had to suck from her dense pubes and while he had been busy higher up a lot of his product had run down into her crevice and was trickling toward her anus. He went low to catch it with his tongue, but too late. A good slug dribbled onto the bedsheet.

There was nothing to do but clean up her asshole and pussy and satisfy her. He was puzzled by how much he was enjoying this degradation. He had to admit to himself that this woman owned his heart and his balls and pleasing her was everything.

Greta found a smug and sweet satisfaction in his degradation and it added much to her arousal. She made him linger in her anus for a while, just to enjoy his obeisance, making him show her he knew his place in their relationship. She wondered what other degradations he might submit to. Soon her arousal was too much to bear and she guided him to her clit. The orgasm was deep and gratifying.

Then she felt a wetness on her behind and rolled aside. Looking down she saw the thick cum puddle smack in the middle of the bed. A rage boiled up in her and she jumped out of bed. He was still lying face down where he had been serving her. His leather belt was lying on the floor nearby and she picked it up, giving her anger free rein.

“When I said lick it up Neddy I meant all of it! Now you have let the bedsheet be soiled! Do you expect me to sleep while wallowing in your cum? Now stick your face in your puddle and start sucking!”

With that she swung the belt hard at his behind. The crack of it was loud. He yelped in pain and a wide red welt appeared on his pale and tender skin. It all excited her and she swung again, then again and again, over and over while he whimpered and sniveled, still obediently sucking up his cum.

His ass was well reddened and her lust boiled up again. She grabbed him by the wrist and rolled him onto his back, then straddled his head facing his feet. When she pressed her anus onto his lips she was pleased to feel him start licking in seeming contrition. His legs were spread and his organs lay hopelessly vulnerable. She still held the belt. The sight of his contemptible little thing made a cruel impulse take hold of her.

She wrapped the belt several turns around her hand to shorten it, gave him a stern whack across the balls, then another to his useless little pecker. He moaned in pain but kept rimming her, even more enjoyably because his efforts redoubled out of fear of another cruel stroke. She gave him another one anyway and was rewarded when his tongue slid deep into her orifice and he wriggled it about, now desperate to please her.

Her power over him was intoxicating and she gave him three more cruel whacks before shifting to feed him her pearl. He was abject in his desperation to please and gave her the orgasm that relaxed and sated her for the evening. She laid down on her back diagonally on the king size bed and had him lie with head between her legs, pillowed on her pussy, ready to serve her if she woke up horny during the night. Her sleep was the most sweet and refreshing ever.

She woke the next morning mostly pleased with her wedding night except for the lack of cock. And being quite randy after that good night’s sleep she put Neddy to work with his tongue right away.

Three fine orgasms sufficed and she decided a honeymoon was in order. She picked up her phone and made Ned pile all the of the numerous pillows down the center of the bed. Then she laid belly down over them with Ned kneeling at the foot of the bed with his face between her shapely cheeks, getting busy rimming her.

She set about searching for a destination with s salubrious clime. The Caribbean had always intrigued her and she found a resort on a small and remote island that seemed perfect. She booked a two week all-inclusive package that included a charter flight leaving the next day. It was wheels up at noon.

CHAPTER TWO

The accommodations were deluxe, multiple grass hut bungalows strung out along a beach of pearl white sand, looking primitive but having every modern convenience and creature comfort. The main lodge was a much larger such “hut” with a restaurant, spa and pool with swim up bar. And many of the staff were brown-skinned, muscular, dreadlocked Rasta types.

They spent the night in their hut and Ned did his duty, serving her with his tongue until she was relaxed and contented and ready for another night of refreshing slumber. But he got nothing but denial of orgasm and balls that ached worse.

The next morning, they went to the main lodge for brunch, then retired to a cabana on the beach. Clothing was optional and Greta chose to exercise the option, slipping off the sun dress she wore and also the thong bikini underneath. She gave Ned a pointed look that told him he should strip as well. He complied, though with a sigh of reluctance, and had to lie there beside her with his stubby nubbin on exhibit to all. Nearly everyone on the beach had chosen the option.

A muscular, dreadlocked hunk approached them carrying a tray with complimentary pina coladas. He wore just a pair of baggy floral print swimming trunks and introduced himself in a deep and sonorous voice.

“I am Coco and I will be your server. Please enjoy your stay.”

Then his eyes traced Greta’s sumptuous curves and breasts and finally focused on her golden pussy. She parted her legs a bit to give him a good look. And when she looked to his trunks they resembled nothing so much as a center pole tent from the big erect organ that they barely concealed. Then Coco’s eyes fell upon Ned’s nubbin and he gave out a lusty chuckle and rolled his eyes, before leaving with some parting words.

“Welcome again ma’am. I will be on duty to serve you and meet your every need!”

He gave her a conspiratorial wink, which she returned with a leering grin.

They whiled the day away in the shade of the cabana. Ned spent most of the time blushing crimson from the stares and pointing and smirking of both women and well hung men who passed by and noticed his nubbin. Seeing so many naked women parading their flesh made him “erect”, such as that was for him. He pulled a towel over himself and she snatched it away. Then he tried to cover himself with his hands and she gave him a stern backhand slap across the balls and ordered him to let it all hang out. Her pussy throbbed, tingled and wettened from humiliating him so and from anticipation of the tryst with Coco that was sure to come that evening.

The afternoon passed pleasantly for Greta, not so much so for Ned. At last, it was time for dinner in the restaurant. Greta put her sun dress back on but put her bikini in her beach bag. And she let Ned put his trunks and t-shirt back on.

The tables were large, round and covered with floral print tablecloths that hung low to near the floor. Greta’s lust was nearing a boil from her visions of Coco’s cock and her need became urgent.

“Neddy! Get under the table now! I need your tongue!”

“Here? Now?”

“Yes Neddy! I need it when I need it and waiting is not an option. Get under there or I won’t let you come for a month!”

He sighed in resignation, looked furtively around to make sure nobody saw, and slipped down under the table. She hiked her skirt and spread her legs and slouched a bit in her chair. He felt withered by the humiliation but when he felt her silken thighs on his cheeks as he nuzzled into her aromatic bush and tasted her lush lady parts he had to admit to himself he was in heaven.

While he was down there Coco came to the table to wait on them. He carried a tray with a bottle and two tall glasses of red wine and set it on the table.

“Where is your husband Ma’am?”

She grinned and chuckled, then coined the nickname she would forever use to shame him.

“Oh! You mean Nubbin Neddy? Why he’s searching for my lost pussycat Coco! Ah! I think he has found her!”

She shuddered and gasped and Coco gave her a wink and left, saying he would return later. Neddy’s tongue did its duty and she managed to suppress her shriek of ecstasy and just let out a high pitched sigh that nevertheless made everyone turn to look. She blushed but covered by saying the wine was just heavenly.

When everyone’s attention turned elsewhere she shoved Ned away with her foot to let him know he should emerge. He managed to do so unnoticed, his face well smeared with her ooze. He picked up a napkin to wipe it away but she grabbed it from him. He was to spend the evening drinking in her scent with every breath, the ache in his balls growing by the hour.

Coco returned and took their order. There was much inuendo and double entendre while Ned sat looking at his hands.

They retired to their hut after dinner, but Greta soon informed him that she was going to the spa for a massage and facial and that he should stay and wait for her. But of course, she met Coco out behind the lodge and they made their way to his hut, which was well back among the palm trees.

No time was wasted. He still wore just his baggy trunks and she tugged them down to his ankles, then gasped in anticipatory delight when she saw the big organ that jutted from him, ten inches at least and thick in its diameter. Her sundress fairly flew from her body and then she was naked on her knees and taking it into her mouth. She felt the throbbing veins beneath her tongue as she licked and sucked, making it harden even more. He moaned in his enjoyment.

But soon the throbbing, tingling itch in her pussy overcame her and she flung herself onto the nearby bed with legs spread in invitation.

“Coco! I want it inside me now!”

“Yes Ma’am! I am your servant!”

He went to his knees upon the bed, put his hands beneath her ankles and lifted so her feet rested on his broad shoulders, then aligned himself with her portal and slid his big member in all the way. Never had she been so delightfully and perfectly filled!

“Fuck me Coco! Hard!”

His hips rolled and gyrated as the big thing went in and out of her, the ridge of his glans passing over her G, driving her mad. But too soon he grunted in helpless pleasure and she felt him throbbing and spurting inside of her. He went limp and fell out. She could feel the crawly trickle of his cum running down over her hind hole and she chided him.

“Is that all you have for me Coco?”

“My apologies Ma’am. You are such a beauty and it felt so good inside of you! How could any man contain himself? But fear not! Coco will rise again and it will be quite different. Perhaps give me help with your hands?”

He stood hanging limp and she decided it was worth it to use more than her hands. What a sluttish delight it was to drop to her knees and take his drooping, cum smeared organ into her mouth! And he proved as good as his word. After just a minute she could feel him swelling in her mouth and in a minute more he was stiff as a stick.

She threw herself back onto the bed and raised and parted her legs. He slipped his shoulders beneath her ankles and she felt him fill her again. And this time it was different indeed! He rutted like a great brown bull, on and on as she wailed in her mad delight, passing into long orgasmic sequences one after another. It took long for him to propel himself to a second ejaculation and she relaxed in her own satisfaction as he pumped his plenty deep within her. Then he collapsed on top of her and they lay in mutual afterglow, both breathing deep and heavily.

He rolled to the side and lay upon his back. It had been sweet indeed but she found herself wanting more within a few minutes. And it was as if he read her mind.

“Coco will have more for you Ma’am, with just a little more help!”

In a heartbeat she was kneeling crosswise to him and taking him back into her mouth. It took longer this time but inevitably he rose again. When she found him sufficiently hardened she assumed position on her hands and knees, like a mare in heat, he to be her stallion. Then he knelt behind her and she felt him slide in deep.

And her stallion proved himself to be a worthy stud. Once gain the big organ drove her over the brink of madness, one soul shattering climax after another from his jackhammer thrusts. And it took even longer for him to come again. Just as she melted onto the bed, unable to come any more herself he unloaded within her and fell forward to lie atop her again. She felt his member shrinking and withdrawing as he spoke into her ear.

“Is Ma’am satisfied with Coco’s service?”

She could only sigh and chuckle.

“More than satisfied Coco dear! And we have two more weeks here on the island. But now I must go back to Nubbin Neddy. He has a job to do for me.”

She put her dress back on and left the hut on wobbly legs, eager to find out if Neddy was as pussy whipped as she thought he might be. He was waiting up for her, sitting in a bamboo framed arm chair watching a movie on the wide screen TV. She took a seat in another chair across from him.

“How was the spa Greta? Did you enjoy your massage?”

“Oh yes Neddy. I was massaged to my complete satisfaction. Now I need you to come here!”

She hiked up her dress,  pointed to the floor in front of her and he stepped over and went to his knees, knowing her expectation. He leaned in and put his face between her thighs and she felt his tongue going to its duty. But suddenly her drew back and looked up at her in confusion.

“What’s wrong Neddy?”

“What’s that inside you? I know that taste! Is it…?”

She cut him off.

“Yes Neddy it’s cum! It was Coco who ‘massaged’ me and he did it ever so well! Did you think I had to be denied proper cock for my whole life just because I married a man with naught but a stubby nubbin? Now get busy and clean me up before the cum sullies the chair cushion like it did the bedsheets on our wedding night!”

He looked down to her cunt and saw that a white slug was indeed running down, already dribbling over her anus. He steeled himself for the degradation and went down low to cup his tongue and scoop upward, gathering in the sickening sweet cream of Coco’s pleasure and gagging it down.

The thrill of degrading him so soon had Greta’s lust at fever pitch despite her having countless orgasms by way of Coco’s cock. When he had slurped down the last of Coco’s load he went to serving her with skill and passion, seeming to slip deeper into her thrall with her every test of his submission. Two weeks of delight by way of both tongue and cock lay ahead for her. She decided she would add another dimension to things the following evening. She wondered how Neddy would take it.

They spent the next day the same as the one before, mostly relaxing naked in the cabana. But she made Neddy take a walk down the long, white-sanded beach with her, dragging him along by the hand, passing by other couples whose male halves were at least adequately hung. The sight of Neddy’s “shortcoming” never failed to bring smirks and snickers from man and woman alike. Worst of all were the words of sympathy from the women for Greta being chained to one with such an inadequacy.

Coco was their server throughout the day and much more innuendo and double entendre passed between them along with Coco’s smirking and rolling of his eyes when they turned to Neddy’s groin.

They retired to their hut after dinner and got naked. Greta took a seat in an armchair and made Ned kneel and serve her. Soon after there was a knock on the door. Greta sent Ned to answer it and there stood Coco, still wearing his baggy trunks and nothing else. He looked down at Ned’s shortcoming, grinned and scoffed. Greta called out to invite him in. Ned turned to look at her and saw she was lying on the king sized bed across the room in a posture of lewd invitation, her eyes fixed on the bulge in Coco’ trunks.

She beckoned for Coco to come to the bedside and told Ned to follow and get on his knees. Ned wondered what degradation he might have to endure this time and it turned out to be worse than his imagining. Greta told Coco to drop his trunks and when he did he was already jutting. Then Ned was informed of his duty. But first Greta gave him the humiliating nickname he was to endure forever after.

“Coco, I have called my husband “Nubbin Neddy” but I have come to think that name is too long. Is he really worthy of four syllables considering…well…you know? I think we should just call him ‘Nub’…for short!

Ned cringed and blushed as Greta and Coco burst out laughing. Then the real fun began as Greta told Nub of her expectations.

“Nub, you know I very much enjoyed Coco’s ‘endowment’ last night but there was one small problem. He came way too soon the first time around. I was just getting warmed up and it was a but frustrating to have to wait for him to harden again. The solution seems simple to me. Please now give Coco a blow job, make him come and then suck him hard again so he’s ready to service me properly. Do you love me enough Nub? If you do a good job I might grant you release.”

Ned’s mind reeled in revulsion but he was weakened by having the taste of her poon still in his mouth and the scent of her flooding his nostrils with every breath. And his balls ached badly from long denial of relief. He shuddered in aversion, but then sighed in resignation and knee walked to where Coco stood waiting. He opened his mouth wide and enfolded the big glans between his lips. Coco put a hand behind his head to force the penis deeper into his mouth.

Slowly, reluctantly he began to suck. Coco thrust with his hips, ramming the cock against his gullet and urged him on.

“Suck it better Nub! Make me come! Ma’am is waiting and grows impatient!”

Ned moved his head back and forth, running lips and tongue along the length, though half the cock was still to be seen outside his mouth. Coco soon made it clear that only a deepthroat would do the trick.

“Take it down Nub! All the way! “

He grabbed Ned’s head between his hands, forcing glans against gullet. Ned gagged but then something gave and the big organ passed his throat. Just another push and it was down all the way. Coco throat fucked him hard, the cock going in and out full length, faster and faster. Coco moaned and Ned felt an extra hardening of the cock as Coco went over the brink. He held Ned so just his tip was in the mouth and Greta barked a command.

“Swallow Nub! Swallow!”

He retched as the creamy spurts flooded his mouth, some running down his chin but he steeled himself and gulped it all down. Coco went limp and the cock fell from Ned’s mouth. But he had only brief respite because Coco pressed it to his lips again and Greta gave another command.

“Suck Nub! Suck! Get it hard for me! I’m going crazy from watching this and I need that big thing inside of me now!”

He took it back in and did his best to coax Coco to full erection again. When the big organ was rock hard Coco pushed him away and turned to Greta, who lay with legs parted wide and raised high in welcome. Soon her ankles were resting on Coco’s shoulders and the servicing commenced. Minutes passed as Coco’s wild, gyrating thrusts sent Greta to a celestial plane of maddest ecstasy. Her wails of animal delight went on unabated and uninterrupted for what seemed eternity. But at last Coco succumbed to her exquisite vagina, giving out lusty grunts as he erupted within her. Then he rolled to the side to lie gasping for breath while Greta lay sighing in sweet contentment.

A heavy trickle of cum began to pour from her and it ran down over her anus. She shouted an order.

“Catch it Nub! Don’t let it soil the sheets!”

He sprang to obey, going down low with cupped tongue to scoop upward just in time. He was shamed and confused by the realization that he was beginning to like the rich sweet taste. Greta squeezed and a creamy flood flowed from her. He lapped it up until she was spotless.

While Coco recovered his breath Greta made Ned busy himself by rimming her as she lay upon her back with legs spread and knees raised to her breasts. And his rimming excited her and with that came the urge to have Coco enter unexplored territory. She pushed Ned away, sat up and made her wishes known.

“Coco, there’s another place inside me where I would like your cock to go. If you think a while I’m sure you will understand what I mean.”

Coco seemed to ponder for a moment and then his eyes grew wide and a gleam came into them.

“Yes Ma’am, I get your meaning and will be most happy to oblige!”

Greta turned to Ned.

“Suck him hard for me again Nub. Then watch!”

Coco stood up, his big organ still hanging limp, coated with cum and poon. Ned was still on his knees and he obediently took it in mouth to suck and stiffen. When it was hardened enough Coco forced it down his throat and just held it there for a while. Ned could feeling the big thing swelling further in his gullet. Then Coco pulled it out with a pop that made he and Greta laugh.

Greta assumed her position on the bed, on hands and knees, sticking out her ass to make it clear where Coco’s member was to go. Her nether orifice twitched and puckered in anticipation of his penetration. He climbed onto the bed behind her on his knees. Greta gave instructions.

“Dip it in my nookie first Coco to make it slippery!”

He slid his cock deep into her vagina and withdrew it glistening with her abundant poon. Then he pressed his glans to her vortex and poised himself for the entering thrust.

“Ma’am should try to relax herself. Coco does not want to give hurt.”

Greta did her best and she felt pressure and a stretching as the big glans entered her tight clutch, gently at first. But a harder thrust was needed to plunge it home and there was pain. She flinched and gave out a little yelp, but then she urged him on, certain the pain would pass and be followed by a new delight. The pain continued as she felt the organ sliding deeper and deeper until she felt her buttocks touch his thighs.

“Fuck me now Coco! It hurts a bit but I don’t care! Fuck me hard!”

“Yes Ma’am I will fuck you! It feels so good! So tight on my cock! I hope you find it pleasing!”

His first stabbing thrusts hurt her but also stretched her and the pain passed to be replaced by a tingling pleasure that made her toes curl up and her eyes water. He rutted harder, driven by his own delight at the tight clench of her orifice running along his length.

Soon she felt the welling up of orgasm and reached a hand between her thighs to finger her clit, bent on hastening the climax. An orgasm rocked her, but then there was another and another, continuing as she kept her fingers busy. Then Coco gave out a lusty grunt of release and rammed his organ into the depths of her. He held still, grunting softly with each spurt and she could feel the pulsing as he pumped her rectum full of his plenty.

He had rutted himself breathless again and he pulled out and toppled to the side. Greta fell forward onto her belly in her own pleasant exhaustion. She lay for a few minutes savoring and loving the squishy feel of Coco’s cum filling her. Nub would soon be introduced to a new degradation. She took a deep breath, rolled over and sat up, looking down at him as he awaited her next command.

“Nub! Coco’s cock could use a good cleaning after being where it was. When you finish you will lie on your back with your mouth open!”

Coco stood and Ned had to take the sullied organ into his mouth to lick and suck it clean. When Coco was satisfied with his efforts he pushed him away with a hand to the forehead and Ned obeyed Greta’s second command, lying supine with mouth wide. He sensed what was to come and steeled himself for a new degradation.

Greta hopped from the bed and squatted over him with her anus just above his mouth. He saw her orifice pucker in, then distend as she pressed down to expel the big brownish white slug contained within her. It half-filled his mouth and he gagged and retched, but then did his duty, gulping it down. He heard Coco’s laughter and words.

“Nub is a good hubby isn’t he Ma’am. He will do anything to please you!”

“He never fails me Coco! How much more pussy whipped can a husband be? I intend to find out as we go along!”

She sighed in smug contentment, stood and sat on the bed. Coco made an offer she could not refuse.

“Would ma’am like to have two cocks to serve her? I have a friend who is also properly hung and I’m sure he would be happy to oblige!”

“Yes Coco! Please! Tomorrow evening, same place same time!”

Coco left and they lay upon the bed to sleep. Greta’s sleep was deep, sweet and refreshing but Ned lay awake for a while wondering what new degradations lay ahead for him. Every day seemed to bring another and every day he sunk lower into the depths, first feeling reluctance and revulsion but then giving in because pleasing the cruel yet irresistible beauty who was his wife had come to be everything to him. His balls ached from denial of release and his nubbin stiffened as he looked forward to the taste of her pussy first thing in the morning. He felt addicted to her amber poon and the salt/sweet cum she ejaculated into his mouth upon her orgasms. And in the morning unbeknown to him the next sweet degradation awaited.

Greta awoke from dreams of having two big cocks to service her, randy and unable to bear waiting for the coming evenings delights without having release. Ned’s tongue would have to tide her over. And, having slept later than usual, her bladder was near bursting. But she wanted his tongue that very minute and didn’t want to get up to use the bathroom. What to do? The simplest solution came to her in a flash. Nub was to endure a new degradation and take on a new regular duty.

As usual, he lay crosswise to her on the bed with her pussy for his pillow. She gave his hair a sharp tug to wake him and made him go down to serve her as she lay with legs spread. Then she informed him of her expectation.

“Nub, I want to come so badly and I need your tongue. But I also have to pee very urgently and I just don’t want to get up to go. You will have to drink from me first and then use your tongue to get me off. Do you love me enough Nub?”

So that was to be it, he thought. Every day it seemed she made him plumb new depths. And as he lay with her heavenly pussy inches from his face with her animal perfume wafting his nostrils he knew he hadn’t the will to deny her. He enfolded her with his lips where he knew the flow would come from and waited.

Greta felt his lips encircling her in wordless answer to her question and she let go, sighing in relief as she filled his mouth with her warm and pungent golden flood. And she thrilled to hear him swallowing in thirsty gulps. Every new degradation of him brought sweet satisfaction and each led to the next question: what should she make him submit to next?

Duty done; Nub turned his efforts to the cunnilingus. She reveled in the first orgasm of the day and then in feeling his tongue caressing her anus to horn her up for the next one. It was deep and satisfying and she shoved him away and sat up, stretching, yawning, looking forward to another day of marital bliss.

Another lazy day passed. She had woken late in the morning and brunch was served in the restaurant. Then it was back to the cabana to lounge the afternoon away, sipping pina coladas and feeling her pussy throb and tingle as she looked forward to what the evening would bring.

By dinner time she was too randy to bear it and made Nub slip down under the table to look for her pussycat and ease her. Somehow she managed to suppress her primal shriek and just give out a deep and lusty sigh that mostly passed unnoticed.

Then it was back to the hut where she went to the bedroom to wait, jaybird naked and fondling herself between he thighs as she lay upon the bed. To her relief the knock on the door came earlier than expected. She sent Nub to answer it and soon he led her studs into the bedroom. Coco was accompanied by another muscular, brown-skinned dreadlocked specimen who he introduced as Mojo. They both wore their baggy trunks, each with a big bulge in them.

Greta wasted no time. She ordered Nub to pull their trunks down and her eyes grew wide and she nearly came at just the sight of the two big organs that were soon to service her. Mojo was better hung yet, a bit longer with a curvature to his cock she sensed would add much to her pleasure. She ordered Nub to do his duty.

“Nub! Get sucking! Get them ready for me!”

He hesitated a moment as if not sure which to suck first, then chose Mojo. Soon the big dick was in his mouth and then down his throat. Mojo grabbed Nub’s hair in one hand and worked him back and forth while giving his appraisal.

“Your cuck gives good head Ma’am! I will come very soon! Does he swallow?”

Greta chuckled lewdly.

“Oh yes Mojo! I think he’s starting to like the taste! Nub! Be a good cuck and swallow for Mojo!”

Mojo gave out a lusty grunt and then several more as he rammed his cock all the way down Nub’s throat and ejaculated straight into his stomach. Greta clapped her hands and howled in her mirth. Then Mojo passed Nub to Coco, who came quickly from Nub’s ever more artful and sluttish mouth. But he held just his tip between Nub’s lips as he spent, filling Nub’s mouth. Greta wanted to see and ordered Nub to open wide and show her the abundant creamy goo that bathed his tongue. Then she ordered him to swallow.

Mojo stood waiting to be hardened. He took his limp cock between his fingers and wagged it at Nub who knew well what his job was by now. He took the dangling dick in mouth to suck. It didn’t take long for Mojo to rise to rock hard. Greta jumped from the bed and grabbed him by the wrist, dragging him to the bed and shoving him down onto his back. She mounted his loins, took hold of his big, long organ, aligned it with her portal and settled down, impaling herself with a moan of delight.

Her shapely ass rolled and gyrated as she rose and fell, gibbering and babbling dementedly in her enjoyment, the cock gleaming with her ooze when it appeared from inside her. Coco wagged his dick at Nub impatiently and Nub did his duty, coaxing him to rigidity. Then Coco mounted the bed, straddling Mojo’s thighs. His dick was wet with Nub’s slobber and he spat down Greta’s crack for a little more lubrication. Then he aligned himself with her orifice and thrust home. She gave out a little yelp of pain mixed with pleasure amid her babbling.

Greta found herself in a realm of pleasure beyond her wildest dreams. The two cocks filled her so exquisitely, every erogenous part within her getting fullest stimulation. Sometimes the cocks went in and out in unison, sometimes in staccato but it mattered not. They rutted all the harder as their lust rose and they sought to propel themselves to ejaculation. But the initial fellatio made it so supreme effort was required and Greta got full benefit, passing into the throes of long orgasmic sequences.

The delights bestowed by her vagina and rectum upon their cocks finally set the two studs off and they came at the same time. Greta had one final deep orgasm when she felt the pulsing of the big dicks within her as they pumped her full of their cum.

Then Coco dismounted, pulling his limpening cock out of her and Mojo’s member went limp and flopped loose from her vagina. Greta rolled off to the side onto her back with her legs spread, snapped her fingers and pointed to her cunt from where Mojo’s abundance was oozing. Her wordless command to Nub to do his cleanup duty was obeyed instantly, making her afterglow all the more rewarding.

Once he had sucked and slurped up the mess in her cunt she rolled over to straddle his head and the two studs grabbed Nub to roll him onto his back so he lay face up beneath her. She was pleased to find that Nub didn’t need to be told to encircle her anus with his lips so she could squeeze Coco’s cum out into his mouth.

Life was shaping up well indeed. She had a cuck husband so pussy whipped he would submit to seemingly anything and stand by patiently while two studs serviced her. The thought of it all horned her up for another go.

Coco and Mojo stood with cock dangling both coated with their cum, one with her poon, the other sullied from being up her ass. She dismounted from Nub’s head and pushed him off the bed.

“Get busy sucking Nub! I’m not even close to being done with those cocks! Stiffen them up for me!”

She was delighted by his lack of hesitation in taking one cock and then the other into his mouth and sucking like a practiced whore until both big organs jutted. She had Mojo lie supine on the bed, mounted his groin facing his feet and the grabbed his cock, aligning it with her nether hole and impaling herself upon it.

Then she laid back over Mojo and spread her legs to invite Coco into her pussy. She shuddered in exquisite gratification as the two big cocks filled her again. Mojo humped hard from underneath while Coco’s ass rammed back and forth, gyrating. It took a long and supreme effort for them to achieve their third and final ejaculation of the evening and Greta was in a state of orgasmic bliss the whole time.

With a final surge all three came for the last time and collapsed into a heap of sated flesh. Coco stood up and she was most gratified to see Nub lying on his back beside her, ready to clean her up again. She mounted his head facing forward and squeezed Coco’s load into his mouth, then shifted so he could take Mojo’s from her anus.

Needless to say, Coco and Mojo were invited back for more the next evening and for every other night during their remaining honeymoon.

Their remaining days were spent lounging in the cabana or taking island hopping flight so Greta could indulge herself and waste Nub’s hard earned money on frivolous things. She also had fun making him serve her pleasure in public places, under the table in restaurants or in any secluded corner they could slip into for a quick one. Once, in a dress shop she made him kneel and back into a rack hung densely with dresses, hiked up her skirt and made him suck her off then and there. Her high-pitched sigh of release drew the attention of the sales clerks and she had to cover by saying the merchandise was so divine it took her breath away.

CHAPTER THREE

It was hard to leave the island after two weeks of heaven under cocks and tongue but life had to go on. Nub had to keep earning to maintain her lifestyle. But as the work days passed she found herself waiting much too long to be satisfied between the time Nub brought her to her morning orgasms and when he came home after work. Her need was so urgent she had him on his knees and serving her the moment he walked in the door every day. Weekends brought some relief because he was there at her beck and call every minute.

And what aroused her relentlessly was the memory of the two big dicks she had enjoyed so much back on the island. She knew she had to find a reliable source of cock and soon. Nub’s tongue just served to keep her from going stark raving mad.

Nub was assigned all the household chores as well. And she had denied him release for weeks after their return form the honeymoon because coming dampened his desire for a time and made his attentions less pleasing and her orgasms less satisfying. It was all on the “honor system.” Nub had promised to refrain from toughing himself and had held out until one fateful day.

She had sent Nub downstairs to the laundry room with a basket of her lingerie to wash but told him to be quick about it because her need was urgent. He had lingered longer than usual down there and when he did return to knee land do his duty his efforts seemed lackluster. She used his belt to lash him and urge him on and he finally did manage to satisfy her. But her suspicions were aroused.

A few days after she sent him down to launder her underthings again, but this time she crept down the stairs behind him. Rage boiled up at the scene that unfolded before her when she snuck up to watch him. There he stood with a pair of her soiled black lace panties on his head with the aromatic crotch of them over his nose. And he held his nubbin between thumb and forefinger, stroking and massaging it while inhaling deeply through his nose.

She shrieked at him to stop but just moments too late. He turned to look at her, eyes visible through the leg holes of the panties, those eyes filled with shame as he stood helpless to stop erupting into the laundry tub. As usual he produced a great quantity of semen that belied his stubby nubbin. She stepped over to him and forced his head own into the sink so he could lick up his product, then grabbed him by the balls and tugged him along with her up the stairs.

She led him to the bedroom and ordered him to lie spread eagled on the bed while she went to the closet to find a belt. She emerged with a wide one and eyed his junk with lips curled in contempt and rage before raising it high and  bringing it down on his organs with cruel force. He howled in torment and curled into a fetal ball, cradling his things in his hands.

She ordered him to assume the vulnerable position again and when he obeyed, gave him another good one with the same result. But this time he would or could not uncurl himself. She went to her dresser and brought out four pair of pantyhose and proceeded to bind him by ankles and wrists to the bedposts.

Now he lay helpless and at the mercy of her fury and she let him have it over and over as he sobbed in hopeless agony. And all the while she was wielding the belt she berated him for his weakness.

“All I ask of you Nub is that you show some self-control and deny yourself the paltry pleasure of coming for the sake of enhancing mine! Now ask yourself if the consequences are worth the few little spasms and spurts that for you pass for an orgasm.

She continued until her anger cooled but it was replaced by the heat of her lust and she mounted his face so he could ease her with his tongue. After three orgasms with two long rim jobs in between them she sat on his chest looking down at him, grimacing.

“So, Nub, it looks like the “honor system” will no longer do! I’ll have to find a way to prevent a re-occurrence!”

She left him lying there, whimpering and went to the computer desk to go online and shop. She was well aware of the devices used to control the male organ but no matter how she searched she could not find one small enough for his nubbin.

At last, she stumbled upon the website for Madame Eva’s Femdom Emporium and she found just the thing. It was like a jockstrap with leather straps and a wire cage that would enclose the entire package. And there were two models, one with smooth wires and one punitive model with cruel spikes on the insides of the bars that would inflict hurt upon the tender male parts. The straps could be tightened or loosened to adjust to the desired level of pain. She ordered one of each, overnight shipping.

When the package arrived, she chose to fit him out with the spiked cage first to extend his punishment. His organs were still sore, black and blue. She made him kneel before her chair and then enclosed his package and the cage and yanked the straps extra tight and buckled them, making him yelp and wince in pain. Then she sat down to give him a lecture.

“You will wear the spiked cage for as long as I see fit. If there is to be no whining or begging and if you pleasure me properly I will replace this cage with the other one that won’t hurt but will prevent further hanky panky. Now come here and lick me and make me feel your penitence!”

She was rewarded with an exquisite oral pleasuring, every stroke of his tongue a wordless plea for forgiveness. As the days passed she kept him in the cruel cage because it motivated him to efforts surpassing any before. She knew the ache of blueballs had to be adding to his torment. And his passionate hunger for the taste of her pussy and asshole mounted day after day.

But as delightful as it all was she still hankered for cock. She made a few forays into sports bars and the like where randy and well hung males might be found and brought a few home to try them out, keeping Nub hidden away in a bedroom. But her prospects all proved to be the “one and done come and run” types that had always frustrated her in the past.

Then one evening things took a life changing turn. She would often have Nub pile up couch and chair cushions on the floor in front of the big screen TV and have him rim her while she watched porn videos as a way to get herself horned up for an evening of pleasure. She found herself more and more fixated upon the ones with dominant women who strapped on big false cocks and ravaged the behinds of their slaves, making them whimper and snivel and finally blow their loads. It led her to decide that there should at least be one honest to goodness cock in the house and it might just as well be hers.

She went online to shop for one and was pleasantly surprised to discover that Madame Eva’s emporium store was less than a mile away. She dispatched Nub to go cock shopping for her, telling him to bring one home at least the size of Coco and Mojo’s.

Nub entered the store to find it dimly lit with an eerie amber glow, all the walls black. A scent filled the air resembling nothing so much as Greta’s pussy when she was rampantly aroused.

The first merchandise to be seen was all manner of black leather items to adorn the lady, corsets, bustiers, boots, with many mannequins used to exhibit them. Farther back the walls and shelves abounded in whips of all kinds, canes and other devices he could not identify but somehow knew were meant to inflict cruel torment upon the male.

Deeper in yet he came to a place where a mannequin of a naked male was hung by the heels. Red welts striped his body and the anatomically perfect molded male organs were black and blue. The fixed expression on the face was one of agony. Standing nearby was an amazonic and beautiful female mannequin holding a whip, her arm drawn back as if ready to deliver yet another searing lash to her helpless subject. The face was molded into and expression of lustful cruelty and contempt her victim.

Along the wall was a high wooden table and strapped down to it was another male mannequin with a spiked steel testicle vise clamped onto his balls and a long thin skewer run through the tip of his cock. The face was also contorted in agony. And standing by with another skewer in hand stood a female mannequin, holding another skewer and eyeing the cock for another place to stick it, her eyes also agleam with lust and cruelty.

He backed away from the exhibits in growing fear until he backed into the wall. He turned and found himself looking at just the kind of items he had been sent to purchase, a long row of faux cocks exhibited in graduated sizes, starting smaller on the left and increasing to frightening dimension toward the right. Each had a bulb for vaginal insertion at right angles to the shaft and a big pair of false balls having below.

The ones close to Coco and Mojo’s size were about midway down the line though more to the right. He reached out to touch one of them and then from behind him heard the deep and sultry voice of a woman speaking in a strong German accent. The tone was one of chilling command.

“I am Madame Eva! How may I help you young man?”

He spung around and reeled back against the wall at the sight of the towering and shapely blond goddess whose steel blue eyes regarded him as a cat’s might a tasty and tender mouse. She wore just a black leather corset that fell below her huge but firm and jutting breasts. The corset ended at her broad hips and just above the dense golden triangle at her loins. She wore thigh high black leather boots with stiletto heels that served to accentuate her height.

He stammered an incoherent reply, pointing to the row of cocks and she nodded in understanding, her perceptive mind filling in any blanks.

“So, your mistress sent you cock shopping did she? You aren’t the first to come here on such an errand. But I always maintain that this is too important a decision to be left to a slave and the mistress must join us here to participate in the process. Dial her number and give me your phone! Now!”

A will far more powerful than his own seemed to compel his hands and soon Madame Eva stood holding his phone with it on face time as it rang. Greta picked up and spoke with annoyance.

“What is it now Nub?”

Madame Eva introduced herself.

“Hello Mistress Greta! I am Madame Eva. It seems you have sent your slave ‘Nub’ here to pick out a cock for you. This may seem like a simple errand but in fact it is imperative that the cock be properly sized and fitted meticulously to maximize the pleasure of its use. I will summon an Uber to pick you up and drive you here. Please come right to the back of the store to the door marked ‘employees only.’ You may enter and find us there.”

Greta’s heart hammered on the way to the emporium. Madame Eva’s regal and dominant bearing suggested she had met a kindred soul who would help to add great pleasure to her life. The Emporium was in an old and stately neighborhood and appeared to be among the oldest buildings there. It was a storefront in the middle of the block, wedged tight between two old and brooding gothic style mansions.

She rushed through the door, intending to make her way to the back right away but stopped in her tracks at the sight of the wares that were displayed. The clothing alone made her pussy wetten and warm, the whips and instruments of torment brought on a hot itching and when she came to the mannequins her cunt began to throb.

The array of cocks hung on the wall seemed to point to the door at the back. She flung it open and found Eva standing over Nub, who knelt at her feet with his head bowed in submission. Madame Eva extended her hand to Greta and the handshake was followed by a warm hug and greeting.

“Welcome Mistress Greta! It’s always a great pleasure to meet another woman of like mind. Have you sent your slave to shop for a cock for the first time or are you looking for a larger size than the one you deflowered him with?”

Greta was intrigued by the implications of Eva’s words and her arousal mounted further.

“It will be my first cock Madame Eva. I have never been addressed as ‘mistress’ before nor has Nub been called my ‘slave.’ But it seems the words fit us both and I am so thrilled to find myself here and to meet you!”

“I am equally happy to make your acquaintance Greta. Now let’s begin. First both you and your slave should remove your clothing. Then you may feel free to select a complimentary outfit from our inventory.”

Greta looked down at Nub and barked a command.

“Strip naked Nub! Now!”

As always, his obedience was immediate and soon he knelt naked at attention. Madame Eva’s eyes fell upon the cage that enclosed his organs.

“My oh my Greta! Thank you for your patronage! Is it the spiked model?”

“Yes Eva. He was doing fine under the ‘honor system’, keeping his hands off his thingy, enduring blueballs without complaint and, above all, giving me great head. But a male is a male and one day I caught him in mid ejaculation in the laundry room. Let me remove the cage and you’ll better understand why we are here.”

She stooped, undid the straps and took off the cage. Madame Eva looked down at his “endowment” with amused contempt, chuckling and shaking her head.

“Now I understand the nickname Greta. And you would think he would be erect in the presence of the two of us with our pussies practically in his face.”

“Madame Eva he is erect! Two inches! At my first sight of the little thing, I dubbed him ‘Stubby Nubbin’ but then decided to call him ‘Nub’…for short!”

Eva nearly expired with laughter.

“Greta, there is another mistress you must meet very soon. But for now, let’s get you properly fitted out. First, please go find an outfit you like”

Greta went out into the store where the clothing was exhibited and came back wearing an ensemble similar to Eva’s.

There was a medical examining table along the wall. Eva ordered Nub to climb onto it on elbows and knees, presenting his ass. She put on a rubber glove, lubricated it with KY and slipped her forefinger into his anus. Her facial expression turned to one of appraisal as she worked the finger in and out of him. Nub began to enjoy her fingerfucking and rocked back and forth, giving out little moans of pleasure. Eva said she had ascertained the appropriate size.

There was another array of cocks along the opposite wall and Eva ordered Nub to climb down from the table and go kneel before the lineup.

“Now Greta, we always give the slave a chance to select the size he will be deflowered with.”

She gave Greta a sly wink.

Nub’s eyes traced along the line of cocks, his gaze going ever to the left until he came to the smallest one and pointed to it. Eva chuckled.

“Well Nub, you must understand that your selection is always subject to the veto of your mistress! Greta, what size cock would you prefer?”

Greta recalled the big dicks that had serviced her so well back on the island and she pointed to one slightly exceeding that size. Eva nodded in approval.

“Excellent choice Greta! He has a tight little hole and that one will hurt going in, as it should, but I doubt it will split him. Now, as a preliminary to deflowering the slave must learn to suck cock like a back alley whore. Let’s get a cock on you and put him to work. I’ll fetch one of the size you selected from the store room.”

Madame Eva returned and handed the big mock organ to Nub, not to Greta. There were thin straps depending from it to hold it in place.

“The slave must learn install the instrument of his unmanning upon his mistress to show his willingness to submit to his deflowering.”

Eva guided Nub’s efforts, showing him how to slide the vaginal bulb deep inside Greta and fasten the straps around her waist and hips. Greta’s pussy was oozing wet and the bulb slid in deep with ease, making her sigh and shudder softly in her pleasure. And to her delight, Eva directed her attention to a red button just at the base of the cock. She pressed it and gasped as the humming vibrations commenced. She looked to Eva with eyes wide.

“The balls hold powerful rechargeable batteries Greta. The vibrations maximize the pleasure. And there’s more! Just wait and see! Now let’s see how he sucks!”

Greta looked down at Nub, who knelt with the big, flared glans just before his lips.

“Yes Eva! Let’s see indeed! Nub! Get sucking!”

Then Eva was pleasantly surprised and amazed at the way Nub took the big member in mouth, licking, sucking, then pressing forward and taking it down full length with ease.

Greta was already near lost in her rapture from the pulsing vibrations and Nub’s submission.  She could only manage a minimal reply. And she was amazed at the sensations emanating from the mock organ. It was as if it were a living member and she could feel the caresses of Nub’s lips and tongue upon it as waves of pleasure upon her clit and G. She turned to Eva with eyes wide in surprise.

“It’s like my cock is a living thing Eva!”

“Some truly brilliant women belong to our network Greta. They have perfected this technology. Millions of nano electrodes are embedded in the surface of the cock and they transmit tactile sensations to the erogenous parts. And my oh my! I must say your Nub sucks cock like a practiced whore! How did he learn to do that?”

“I’ll explain after I come Eva!”

Then she gullet fucked Nub with abandon, ramming the big thing in and out of him, slapping his face against her taught belly in quickening cadence. Nub took it willingly and rotated his head to grind the cock about within her to hasten her orgasm. Her climax was soul shattering and knee buckling as she let out a primal shriek and turned to jelly where she stood. Eva had to take he by the shoulders to steady her as she passed through the sweet stupor of afterglow with her cock still rammed full length down Nub’s throat.

When she firmed she put a hand to Nub’s forehead and pushed him away, making the cock exit with a pop that made both women cackle wickedly. Eva again expressed her surprise at Nub’s fellatio skills.

“My Greta! Where did he learn to suck cock like that? He did it as well as any slave I have ever trained.”

“Well Eva, let me tell you about our honeymoon!”

She went on to tell of how Nub had learned to deepthroat and swallow cum and prepare the two studs to service her. Then she made an inquiry of Eva that would open up a whole new world.

“Nub’s tongue has been keeping me from going crazy Eva. It takes several orgasms every day to cool me down. But ever since that heavenly two weeks I have been hankering for cock. I’ve gone out looking for some myself but had no luck. Do you happen to know where a woman might find some decent man meat to service her?”

“I do Greta. And there is so much more. You are at the portal into a world of pleasure beyond your imagining. We will get to that in due course. But now let’s get back to the matter of deflowering Nub. It is your privilege as his mistress to go home with him now, if you wish, and put your cock to him in the privacy of your home. But I strongly recommend a public deflowering carried out before an assemblage of our kindred spirits. There is a network, a sisterhood if you will, of women who are dedicated to the cause of male subjugation and enslavement. We hold it as self-evident that the male is a lesser being whose only purpose is to serve the pleasure of woman. You are a prime candidate to join us and at Nub’s deflowering ceremony you will have the chance to meet and mix and mingle with your newfound sisters.”

Greta was intrigued and could only accept the invitation. Eva suggested some practice in the use of the woman-cock before the deflowering.

“Greta, it is important that you practiced and confident when you deflower Nub. There’s no reason to delay. Please come with me downstairs. There is a place you must see and people you must meet. Follow me. Nub should crawl.”

Eva led the way with Nub behind her on hands and knees, Greta bringing up the rear. She felt a cruel lustfulness and gave him sharp kicks to his dangling balls until they came to the door of an elevator. Eva pressed the down button.

“There was once a spiral staircase here Greta, but I had it replaced with this for the greater comfort and convenience of the mistresses..

They entered the elevator. Greta noticed there were two levels going downward, which much piqued her curiosity. Eva pushed the button that would take them one level down. The door opened to reveal an elegantly appointed sex dungeon. The walls were festooned with an array of whips of every kind. Strange furnishings were arranged around the room. Pillories, X shaped crosses, the torture table she had seen in the store above and also, in the center, a hoist for hauling slaves aloft to be flogged. And along the left wall was another display of cocks in graduated sizes.

The wall opposite was covered by a black leather curtain. Eva pressed a button in the wall next to the elevator and the curtain parted, each side drawing back into the corner. Six low doors were revealed, such as a dog might use to enter and exit. They were numbered one through six left to right. Eva pressed another button and the six doors slid upward in unison. As if by command six naked males groveled through the doors and rose to kneel at attention.

Greta’s eyes grew wide and she gasped, nearly coming where she stood at the sight of the six naked slaves, each with the number of his cell tattooed on his forehead, with pate shaven except for a topknot of hair into which a golden ring was braided. And each slave had his cock confined in a golden wire cage and his balls stretched cruelly tight by black leather thongs that parted them wide and made the sacks shiny and the balls look like ripe and purple plums.

She stood with mouth agape and a hand strayed to her pussy as if compelled by another will and she began to finger her clit. Eva reached down and pulled her hand away, firmly but gently.

“I know it’s hard to contain yourself Greta. All mistresses react that way when introduced to my harem. But if you can show restraint for a while that will be rewarded by orgasms that will change your life, and so much for the better! I use my slaves for my personal enjoyment but also rent them out to mistresses who pay handsomely to avail themselves of my dungeon here.”

Greta could only keep standing in her tracks. She put her hands behind her back and held them there by force of will. Eva walked behind the line of kneeling slaves, peering into reach cell, starting with number one. Greta could see thin mattresses and rumpled blankets in each cell. Eva reached cell six, looked inside and shook her head in seeming exasperation and contempt. She turned and grabbed slave six by his head ring and pulled him under the hoist that hung in the chamber’s center. She looked to Greta, rolling her eyes and shaking her head some more.

“Slave six has ejaculated spontaneously, and for the second time. The evidence is spewed abundantly all over his blanket and mattress. Granted, he has been denied release for nearly a month but that is no excuse. I told him if he could hold out until month’s end he would be rewarded by sharing my bed for a night and getting relief by way of my cock. No doubt he was dreaming of that evening of blessed relief and he just went off in his sleep. In invite you to participate in the punishment he has earned. That punishment will consist of a sound whipping and then various torments inflicted upon the offending organs. A third offense will be punished similarly before an assemblage of the mistresses and then his balls will be forfeit.”

Eva looked down at the slave, who quailed in his terror, bowing low, forehead on the floor, trembling.

“Well slave, what do you have to say for yourself?”

“Madame Eva! I am so sorry! I was dreaming of you, just as you said! You are so beautiful and I love you so much! I woke up just as I started to come and tried to stop it but I couldn’t! I know it was wrong! Please have mercy!”

Eva’s cruel and menacing cackle of laughter echoed in the chamber.

“Mercy slave? That word is not one with which I am familiar! You will now suffer the consequences of your lack of self-control and accept them with penitence and good grace. Perhaps, if you learn your lesson well, you will be able to summon the self-discipline that will allow you to avoid the ultimate consequence that a third offense will bring! Mistress Greta, please help me bind him and hoist him up for the whipping!”

Greta’s hands trembled in her excitement as she helped Madame Eva cuff the slave’s hands behind his back and attach the manacled spreader bar to his ankles. He whimpered and sniveled more futile pleas for mercy. She had squatted down beside him to attach the manacle, feeling her pussy wet itching and tingling. She looked down and saw a puddle of her poon had spilled onto the floor from her oozing cunt. It was all she could do to keep her fingers from herself.

The slave lay upon his back beneath the mechanical hoist. Madame Eva went to the wall where the control buttons were and lowered the hook close to the floor. Greta knew well enough to put the hook into the centered ring on the spreader bar so he could be hauled aloft. Eva held the button down and he rose to hang by his ankles with head cunt-high from the floor.

Eva removed the cage from his cock lest it protect his tender organ from the lash but left the balls stretched tight so they would be hopelessly exposed and vulnerable. Then she went to the wall where the whips were hung and came back with a pair of snake whips and a long-tailed cat ‘o nine. She handed the cat to Greta..

“You put the cat to him Greta. It’s a good whip for beginners because no great skill is needed, just a good hard swing and a heart of stone. You can paint his tender hide pink while I use my snakes to stripe him like a zebra. We’ll whip him until he cries and we are too horned up to stand it anymore. Then we’ll make him eat our pussies to get us off and ease our ‘tension.’ After being eased we will start all over! Please take the first swipe at him!”

Greta looked at the slave hanging helpless and at her mercy and he came to embody everything she found loathsome and contemptible in the typical male. Her limps curled into a cruel grimace and she wound up and swung hard, stepping into the stroke, putting her whole body into it. The cat fell across the slave’s chest, tearing a scream from him and putting a wide pink swath where it had struck. She felt a deep satisfaction and a warm throbbing between her thighs. Eva gave her approval.

“A fine first lash Greta! Keep it up! Work your way clockwise around him while I go counter! And don’t spare his organs!”

Heeding Eva, Greta aimed her next lash square between the legs, across the slave’s cock and balls and his scream eclipsed the first by far. Her hand started toward her pussy to finger herself to release but she mastered herself and held back, wondering if she could endure long enough to get her release from the slave’s tongue when Eva called a halt.

Meanwhile, Eva whirled her whips in a blur, her practiced skill with them evident and red stripes began to appear on the slave’s hide as if from nowhere and he howled in helpless torment. His organs were jerked about by the impact of the cruel braided leather when Eva took deadly aim at them and his vocalizations of supernal agony echoed in the chamber. When the slave broke down into despairing sobs Eva tossed her whips aside and Greta followed suit. Eva invited Greta to take her release first.

“Let me lower him so his head is at just the right height Greta. Just move up close to him.”

Greta stepped toward him until his chin was pressing at the apex of her cleft. Eva told her to spread her legs a bit and one use of the head ring was made clear. Eva reached between Greta’s leg’s hooked her finger in the ring and pulled back so the slave’s face was pressed into Greta’s crotch. She held him there while the slave went to his duty.

Greta rolled her hips to rub her oozing cunt over his face for a few moments, but then could only press her clit to his mouth in wordless demand to be satisfied. She found that the tongue caressing her pink pearl was one well trained and practiced in the service of woman. And the slave’s abject terror and submission only served to hasten the inevitable. An orgasm rocked her within the minute, of such magnitude that she went all rubbery in the legs and Eva had to throw an arm across her chest to keep her upright. A gushing flood of her pleasure juice poured from her into the mouth of the slave and she heard his gulping swallow.

Afterglow passed and her knees firmed. It was Madame Eva’s turn to ease her lust. She stepped before the slave with long legs parted and Greta took her cue. She reached between Eva’s thighs and hooked her finger into the head ring and pulled until the slaves face was deep in the cunt. Eva’s strong thighs closed upon his head to hold him while he served her.

Eva’s cunt was oozing and at hair trigger too and again, within the minute her primal shriek of ecstasy rang out in the chamber and her gush overflowed the mouth of the slave. Forewarned by her own experience Greta was at the ready to hold Eva upright when she turned all to jelly from the force of her climax.

When her legs steadied Eva added an extra touch of cruelty to the whipping. The hook on the hoist had a ball bearing that would allow the slave to be spun. Eva gave him a good push that set him spinning fast, adding dizzying disorientation to his cruel predicament. The mistresses went back to work with the cruel braided leather.

In the midst of wielding her cat Greta sometimes paused to marvel at Eva’s whipping skills. Her whips whirled in an invisible blur as more and more red stripes appear across the slave’s skin. And with just three quick flicks of her wrists, even as he spun around the whip tips struck left nut, cock and right nut with unerring precision. Greta resolved to acquire that level of skill no matter how long it took.

When the slave was again reduced to a blubbering wreck they took turns being serviced by his tongue again. The Eva lowered him to the floor. They released him and hoisted him bodily, carrying him over to the torture table. They laid him on it, face up, fastened the leather restraints to wrists and ankles and finally put wide straps across his thighs and belly so he was utterly immobilized, his bruised and sore organs helplessly vulnerable. Eva invited Greta to select the first instrument of torment.

“I’m intrigued by the spiked ball vise Eva! May we begin with that?”

“Certainly Greta! You may do the honors!”

There was a shelf on the wall nearby and upon it was an ornate box made of rich dark walnut. Eva went to fetch it and laid it on the table beside the slave. She opened it and Greta’s eyes grew wide and gleamed with cruel lust at the fine CBT kit the box contained. Her eyes focused on the vise and she picked up, looked it over and began to open the jaws, turning the thumb screws quickly, exposing the cruel spikes that would soon pierce the slaves tender balls. She put a finger to one of the spikes and nodded her approval of how sharp it was.

She slipped the vise over the slave’s stretched out balls and began to tighten the screws ever so slowly. Each turn of the screws escalated the agony and the slave writhed helplessly in his bonds. His initial moans turned to prolonged screaming and Eva shoved a ball gag into his mouth and strapped it behind his head to put an end to the aggravating noise.

When Greta was satisfied with the torment inflicted by the vise Eva suggested the phase of the torture. She picked up a chain with six sharp alligator clips on it and invited great to do the honors again, first giving instructions.

“Clip these along the underside of the cock Greta. It is so sensitive there to begin with and after his cock has been whipped raw the agony will be most exquisite. Start at the bottom. The cock gets more sensitive the closer you get to the tip. And clip the last one to the little tab of skin just below the glans. That one will hurt more than the others combined.”

It was all Greta could do to steady her hands and apply the clips. She quivered in mounting lust, pussy warm wet and throbbing again. As each clip bit the tender flesh the slave flinched and gave out a muffled scream. When she clipped the last one to the tender tip he was again reduced to most pathetic blubbering, mumbling pleas for mercy into the gag, writhing in torment.

Then Eva brought out one final thing to make the torment complete. It was a long silvery rod about a foot long and a centimeter in diameter. She handed it to Greta and then took a small, elongated glass jar from the case. It was filled with a reddish liquid. She removed the cap and held it out to Greta, then gave instructions.

“Dip the rod in Greta. It’s cooking oil laced with cayenne pepper. Run the rod down the pee hole in his cock as far as it will go. The burning agony is beyond imagining.”

Greta dipped the rod, grabbed the slave’s cock and slid the rod in slowly, taking growing delight in the slave’s torment as it went in deeper and deeper until it hit full depth and stopped. Eva quickly tied a leather lace tight around the base of the glans to hold it there. The two women stood back and just watched in smug satisfaction as the slave lay squiming in his agony.

“Let’s leave him like that for a while Greta so he can contemplate whether or not the fleeting and paltry pleasure of coming without permission was worth the consequences.”

The Eva’s eyes fell upon Nub, who had knelt trembling in fear, watching all.

“Greta, you say Nub gives good head. Would you be so kind as to let me sample his tongue work? Putting the torture to slave six has gotten me randy again.”

“Certainly Madame Eva. But I have concern that he might fail to satisfy you. I sense that you are a most demanding and discerning woman. And, I must say I have acquired a fondness for wielding the whip. Why don’t we give Nub a little taste of the leather first so he comes to know the consequences of substandard performance?”

“Excellent Greta. But let’s hang him up a bit differently.”

Greta grabbed Nub by the hair and dragged him over to kneel beneath the hoist. She too had been horned up all over by the CBT inflicted on the slave and found a whole new wellspring of pleasure had been tapped within her by inflicting wanton cruelty upon the male. And she realized that contempt for the male as a lower life form had always been latent within her and had now been brought to the surface.

Eva cuffed Nub’s hands in front of him and put irons on his ankles that held them close together. She hooked the hoist to his wrists and raised him so he stood on tiptoes. Then she used a black leather thong in a figure eight around his balls, stretching them extra tight and spreading them. The thong was crisscrossed around his nubbin so just its tip poked out. The balls soon turned to that lovely shade of purple. Eva gave Nub’s glans a sharp flick with her finger, making him yelp and flinch.

“His little thing will make for a more challenging target when I whirl my snakes Greta. But I have not missed a stroke for years. Now Nub will do a little dance we call the Pain Polka!”

They took up their whips and Greta got things started by laying a pink swath across Nub’s back with her cat, bringing a whimper from him. Then, with one flick of her wrist Madame Eva’s whip caught the tip of his nubbin square and he screamed in a way that made Greta’s pussy surge and wetten. She laid a swath across his chest while Eva’s whips whirled and whooshed.

And Nub commenced the predicted dance, hopping about, screaming, yelping, sniveling pleas for mercy, his feet writhing within the irons in his helpless torment. He would manage to turn his back to Eva in hope of sparing his organs from the whips but to no avail. Wrap around lashes struck cock and ball with precision and he hopped about in futility.

Sometimes Greta’s mirth made her unable to wield her whip and she could only stand back, near expiring with laughter as Eva put Nub through the steps of the dance. She would direct her lashes to his toes and he would hop and skip all over in futile effort to evade the swirling leather. Then, with astonishing artistry, it was one whip striking the toes and the other his organs, alternating with every flick of her wrist. Greta could see each ball and the tip of his nubbin jerk and bounce from the impact of the unerring leather.

When Nub broke down into sobs of purest torment Eva ceased her flogging and invited Greta to finish him up with her cat. She flailed at him until his body was painted pink and laid the cat across his organs ten final times for good measure. They were black and blue when she finished.

There was a throne chair on a three step dais by the wall nearby and Eva went to take her seat in it, raising and parting her legs to offer her pussy to his tongue. Greta lowered Nub, unhooked him from the hoist and made him kneel. Then she pointed to Eva and gave her command.

“You will crawl to her Nub and you will serve her pussy. You will do it for her exactly as you would for me and she had better be satisfied or you know what you will get! Now move!”

She gave him a shove in Eva’s direction and he made his way across the floor, still hobbled by the cuffs and leg irons. It was an effort to clamber up the three steps and Eva drummed her fingers impatiently on the chair arm. Greta became annoyed and gave Nub a few swipes of her cat to urge him along.

Nub was in a state of abject and terrified submission and when he came within Eva’s reach she grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her crotch. Her big golden haired mount was riven by the long and deep gash between her protuberant labia and his face was engulfed deep within it.

The scent and taste of her flooded his senses and he found himself serving her out of worshipful passion above and beyond his terror. It was as if he was serving his adored mistress Greta herself and all fear seemed to vanish and was replaced by reverence and devotion to pleasing her.

First he wallowed about in her deep oozing canyon scooping her poon, running his tongue as far into her salty cavern as it would go and swirling it about. Her sighs and moans of growing delight thrilled his heart and spurred his efforts. She grabbed his ears and pulled him up to her apex where her grape-sized clit awaited, turgid and at hair trigger. He took it between his lips to lick and suck and those comely thighs clamped tight on his head as she arched her back and convulsed and her primal shriek of raw ecstasy echoed in the chamber. Her gush flooded his mouth and he gulped it down with thirst.

She went limp with legs still draped over the chair arms and parted wide. He slid down low and his tongue found her anus. Ever so gently and adoringly he began to lick it, knowing it would rekindle her desire. All he wanted in the world was to bring her to her ecstasy again.

Eva could only feel delighted surprise at Nub’s attentions. It was clear that her new friend Greta seemed to know instinctively how to pussy whip a man and that she would be a most welcome addition to the network. She drifted in her afterglow, relaxing and enjoying Nub’s caresses upon her anus, letting them horn her up ever so slowly for her next orgasm.

Heightened arousal brought her out of her pleasant stupor and she grabbed his hair again and pressed her orifice to his lips, urging him to begin licking in earnest to bring her arousal to its peak. His response was pleasing indeed, the tongue working hard, probing in a bit, wriggling about. It was fine as far as it went and would suffice for the time being, but she knew much further training and conditioning would be needed for his tongue to reach its full potential.

But his reverence for her lower hole made up for any lack and soon her clit was pulsing and tingling. She brought him up to her apex again with a tug on his hair and his lips closed on her grape and his tongue slithered upon it with skill. Orgasm rocker again, deep and surging as she gave out a breathy grunt of purest satisfaction. She melted in the chair and soon felt his tongue caressing her anus with reverence again, but this time she just savored until afterglow passed.

She couldn’t help feeling kindly toward him, but also could not let on about it. Nub had to be kept fearful and in his place. So, she dug her spike heels into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him toppling down the steps. She gave Greta a look that expressed her satisfaction and approval but spoke to Nub in a menacing tone.

“Well Nub, you managed to get it done for me but barely. You will be spared the whip for my part but your mistress might have other ideas.”

Greta shook her head.

“I will spare him further Eva if you are content.”

“I am Greta. He gave excellent basic head and showed proper reverence to my anus but there are some things he needs to learn to enhance the orgasmic experience. Rigorous training will be needed. I know someone who can help you with that.”

“Who might that be Eva?”

“A very close friend and colleague Greta. But that’s all I want to tell you for now. There is so much more for you to discover and I would like it all to be a surprise. When you deflower Nub in the presence of the mistresses of the network you will be initiated and all will be revealed.”

During a brief pause in the conversation, they both became aware of the sound of mewling sobs and remembered poor slave six who still lay in torment upon the table. Eva invited Greta to enjoy one last pleasure. She removed the ball gag from the slave’s mouth.

“Climb up and mount his face Greta. Have him make you come to earn his release from the torture.”

Greta was most eager to accept the offer. She had been horned up again and was in urgent need. She mounted the slave’s head facing his feet and pressed her pussy down on him. The combination of the well trained tongue and the slave’s desperation to be delivered from his agony produced a delightful result. Greta urged him along in his efforts by taking hold of the chain that held the clips and tugging on it with one hand and running the sounding rod in and out of him with the other. An orgasm surged from her depths and she howled in her ecstasy, flooding the slave’s mouth to the point of near drowning with the juice of her pleasure. While she was slumped over and in the sweet stupor of savoring Eva removed the instruments of torture ever so slowly and put the cage back on his cock.

When Greta recovered and dismounted they removed the restraints and Eva rolled the slave off of the table and onto the floor. They made him grovel back to his cell, propelled by kicks and gouges from their spike heels, not a few of them striking his tortured balls. Eva gave him final warning before kicking him into the cell.

“Now remember slave! Self-control! I must admit that I am flattered that you can come just from thinking of me but that will not spare you the final consequence, of which you are surely aware!”

She gave the slave one last shove with her foot as he crawled inside, whimpering, and laid himself down on his sullied bed. Then she asked Greta if she would like to strap on a cock and give it to a slave to practice for the deflowering. But Greta declined.

“No thanks Eva. That last orgasm finished me up. I’m beat and would like to head back home.”

“Perhaps tomorrow same time then Greta?”

“I wouldn’t miss it Eva!”

“Wonderful! Just make sure you come here horny so you get the full benefit.”

Greta put the spiked wire jockstrap back on Nub and pulled the straps extra tight to make the spikes dig in and hurt, loving the thrill of delight that she had come to find in every act of cruelty inflicted upon a male.

Eva summoned and Uber to take them home because both of them were so drained by the evening’s pleasures and torments as the case might be that driving was not an option.

Greta dozed off as soon as her head hit the pillow into a deep refreshing sleep with Nub in his usual place, crosswise to her with her pussy as his pillow.

Nub lay awake for some time, mind reeling again, wondering why he adored her even more after enduring such torment and degradation. Even during the cruel whipping, he had somehow felt glad that his suffering had given her pleasure. And he knew he was soon to be cruelly violated by her big cock. Though frightened by the thought of it he knew when the time came her would meekly obey her command to assume the position and offer his tight virginity to be taken.

As always, her scent flooding his nostrils and the tickle of her bush on his face made the ache of longing in his balls worsen. But he had learned to endure and suppress the pain so he could sleep.

The bright sun streaming through the windows woke Greta late the next morning and the moment she stirred and yawned and stretched Nub was at his duty, enfolding her with his lips to accept the golden flow, guzzling it with thirst and then putting his tongue to work upon her pearl.

Greta’s night’s sleep had been filled with anticipatory dreams ravaging the ass of a slave with her big dick, showing no mercy, rutting with abandon until she satisfied herself. So, she awoke to find herself randy and in urgent need of release. Despite Eva’s urging her to arrive horny that evening she had Nub bring her to three orgasms by way of his tongue before rising refreshed and ready to start her day.

And by mid-morning the effects of her waking orgasms had already passed and she found her pussy to be warm and wet and tingling as she looked forward to what the evening would bring. She put Nub to work on household chores to occupy him as the day wore on but could not resist having him rim her a few times as she knelt on her chair, arms resting on the back, offering her shapely ass to his tongue. But, though her body screamed for release she contained herself and even cultivated the throbbing fullness and tingling of her cunt.

After what seemed eternity the Uber Eva sent arrived and they were driven to the Emporium. Eva greeted Greta with a warm hug and they made Nub strip naked. They were in the apparel area at the front of the store and Greta also stripped and then donned a black leather corset that exposed breasts and pussy and a pair of stiletto heeled thigh high black boots.

Eva led the way to the elevator with Nub groveling behind her and Greta bringing up the rear, giving Nub measured kicks to his stretched out balls. They descended to the chamber and disembarked from the elevator. On a wrought iron stand in the center of the room there rested a faux cock well exceeding the size that Greta had chosen to deflower Nub with. Greta walked toward it with eyes riveted upon it, pussy growing wetter and warmer.

Eva went to the cell that confined slave 2 and pushed a button above the door, which slid upward. Slave 2 groveled out and followed Eva on hands and knees to join Greta, who still stood staring at the cock, her fingers busy between her thighs. Nub was put off to the side to kneel and watch what soon awaited him. Eva explained her selection of slave 2.

“This slave’s ass has been used hard and often Greta. He is stretched to the point where his hole is too loose for the nano electrodes to fully transmit the sensations. The solution, as you may have surmised is, to ‘graduate’ him to a larger cock. For the slave it will be much like being deflowered all over again. If you give it to him hard it will hurt as if he is a virgin. So, let’s get things started. Slave 2, you know the drill!”

Slave 2 was immediately and unquestioningly obedient. He knee walked over to the cock, lifted it from the stand and installed it upon Greta, who sighed in anticipation as the vaginal bulb slid into her. She pressed the button to activate the cock’s pulsing vibrations. Then, without having to be told, the slave began to suck, running lips and tongue over the big organ, licking the balls which also transmitted to Greta’s lady parts. And finally, to her amazement and delight he strained determinedly to deepthroat the cock, taking hold of her hips and pressing forward, eventually succeeding, pressing his nose deep into her bush. Again, Greta looked to Eva in astonishment as the big organ slid down his gullet and she felt the waves of pleasure as it made its way down.

“My slaves are utterly and whole heartedly devoted to the pleasure of the mistress Greta. They adore me even more than they fear me and will spare no effort or sacrifice to please me. Soon you will come to know the fullest fruition of your dominant will to power!”

Greta took hold of the slave’s head ring and began to work him back and forth until he got the idea. Then all she had to do was stand with hands on hips as his head went back and forth, pulling back so just the glans was between his lips, then pressing forward, the big dick disappearing down his throat, doing it with an escalating speed that dizzied Greta with delight as she felt the tingling in her parts from his gullet’s clench.

Inevitably, she felt the welling up of orgasm and hastened it by taking hold of the head ring again and thrusting with her hips, rutting down his throat, hips gyrating. A knee buckling climax consumed her and only Eva’s hands on her shoulders prevented her collapse to the floor. She drove the cock in deep and held it as the waves coursed through her and primal shrieks were torn from her depths. With one final deep sigh she shoved the slave away and the cock slid free with that always amusing pop.

Eva held her upright until she firmed and her vision cleared. Looking down she saw the slave had already assumed the position on elbows and knees, ass raised high in offering. Madame Eva’s slaves were well trained indeed. She looked to his orifice and saw it was much stretched and loose from taking many a cock. It quivered and puckered, opened and closed as if the slave could not decide whether to open himself to ease the coming pain or clench as tight as he could to resist.

Eva produced a tube of KY jelly and put just a dollop on the glans and rubbed it around to coat the big, flared tip. That was all the slave would ger to ease Greta’s entry. Her heart hammered, her lust already at a boil again from the sight of the slave at her feet, trembling in fear at the size of the cock that was to impale him. Eva gave her a few pointers.

“It’s going to hurt Greta and he knows it. Show no mercy. Give it to him hard. The pain of his original deflowering is stamped in his memory and he knows it will be repeated. Just wait and see how matters progress. All slaves come to love and long for the cock because they are made to come with a pleasure most intense. You will hurt him at first, but when he is properly stretched he will start to like it and will beg to be fucked all the harder and deeper. And, in the end your orgasm will be memorable. I promise!”

Greta went to her knees behind the slave and was much amused when she saw he had foolishly chosen to clench his hole to resist her entry, as if he had any chance. She aligned the big member with his orifice, took a grip on his hips, digging in her sharp nails to help give leverage, paused just a moment and then threw her shapely ass forward in a merciless thrust.

The slave howled and broke down into sobbing as his futile attempt to resist her entry failed miserably. The cock drove in half way. Greta pressed forward grinding her hips, driving the big thing ever deeper until her thighs touched his and her bush tickled his behind.

Then she drew back until the flared glans was just within his sphincter and rammed forward, driving the cock to the hilt in one thrust. The slave screamed but found the wisdom to open himself up to her driving thrusts, abandoning his futile resistance. He still whimpered and sniveled in his pain as the cadence of her rutting rose.

But soon Greta’s ears detected a subtle change as his whimpers seemed to switch to those of growing pleasure. She looked up at Eva in delight in the midst of her copulating and Eva gave her a knowing nod.

“Yes Greta! You have taught him to like it! It’s just like his original deflowering. You are approaching the best part and I hope you are pleasantly surprised!”

Indeed, the slave had begun to plead with her to be fucked all the harder and was rolling and gyrating his ass like the most wanton of sluts, clenching his orifice on her cock as she ran it in and out, sending waves of delight through her body. She reached over him to put her fingers through his head ring for leverage, pulling his head back until he looked to the ceiling.

Then came the moment Eva had hinted at. The slave gave forth a deep, quavering moan of helpless pleasure and surrender that triggered Greta’s own volcanic orgasm, their vocalizations mingling in the sweet harmony of total, triumphant dominance and abject submission. Heavy spurts of cum splattered the floor of the chamber as he gave forth his plenty. And the warm juice of Greta’s own pleasure gushed and trickled down the inside of her thighs to puddle on the floor.

She knelt behind the slave with head lolling in the sweet stupor of afterglow, the cock still half way in and humming. Finally, she shook her head to clear it, pressed the button to turn the organ off and pulled it out. The slave remained in position and she looked down at him in contemptuous satisfaction.

Then, without having to be told, the slave turned to a duty with which he seemed quite familiar. He began to lap up the slugs of cum that sullied the floor and when finished he turned his attention to the puddle of Greta’s cum and sucked it in. At the last he rose and took the big, soiled organ into his mouth to suck it clean. Again, Greta looked to Eva, astonished. Eva chuckled lewdly.

“My slaves all know the drill to perfection Greta. All of them are only truly happy when they have a big dick up the ass. And yet they also live with the humiliation of facing the fact that they are emasculated bitches who long every minute to feel the woman cock entering them!”

Greta turned to Nub, who had been watching in horrified fascination. She stepped toward him, first flaunting the big cock in his face, then slapping it back and forth across it.

“You’re next Nub! Soon you will be the one assuming the position and offering his ass! Maybe I should give it to you with this one and not the ‘little’ one I picked out earlier! Would you like that Nub?”

Eva laughed approvingly but encouraged restraint.

“Now Greta! Patience! You won’t want to split him wide open! The time will come for his ‘graduation’ by and by. I think the cock you selected will serve to show him who is boss! We should schedule his deflowering for a week from today so I can send out invitations to the mistresses of the network and give them a chance to clear their calendars. And we must rehearse everything leading up to the deflowering thrust so the ceremony is performed to perfection.”

Every evening during the ensuing week Greta and Nub visited the emporium and, under Eva’s guidance, rehearsed the ritual, the installation of the cock, the preliminary deepthroat blowjob, the assuming of the position.

Nub arranged to work from home during that week. His employment contract gave him the right to the patents he achieved and a goodly share of the wealth they would bring in. He was making money hand over fist and being promoted to ever higher positions. Eva knew she would soon have the lifestyle to which she felt entitled.

The much anticipated evening came and Eva stopped by in her limo to take them to the venue where deflowerings and other events were held. It was a small semi-circular amphitheater deep underground in an old building downtown.

Greta, Eva and Nub waited backstage as the mistresses gathered and filled the fifty-odd seats. All were dressed in kinky attire, a blur of black leather and naked flesh. When all were settled in Eva and Greta stepped forward onto the stage with Nub crawling between them.

There was a turntable six feet in diameter center stage upon which the deflowering was to take place. It would rotate slowly so the mistresses could be treated to every view of the deflowering and it was covered with sticky mat for leverage and traction. The turntable was a new innovation. Beside it was Greta’s cock, set upon a stand.

Nub still wore his genital cage and his balls were stretched extra tight and shiny. He also wore a wide collar around his neck with a handle on the back so Greta could maximize her leverage. They stopped center stage and Eva stepped forward to address the audience.

“Sisters, we are gathered here for the initiation of a new friend Greta who will soon deflower her slave, known as ‘Stubby Nubbin.’

The audience cackled and chuckled. Eva went on.

“Perhaps you are curious about the reason for the name. Greta! If you please!”

Greta stooped and removed the cage form his organs. His “erection”, all two inches, “jutted forth.”

Greta brought gales of mirth from the audience with her next words.

“Behold the ‘erection’ of Stubby Nubbin! You can see why I call him ‘Nub’… for short!”

Nub turned crimson in humiliation as the mistresses howled and guffawed and slapped their thighs.

Eva continued in her role as Mistress of Ceremonies.

“You may have noticed a new fixture on the stage Sisters. It was mistress Ariana’s idea. This will allow all to get a good view of the proceedings from every angle. Ariana! Please stand and take a bow!”

Greta saw a tall, shapely, olive skinned brunette beauty rise from the front row, turn and bow low as all the mistresses applauded. Eva went on.

“Mistress Greta is privileged to be first upon the turntable. I have come to know her well in a short time and she is surely most worthy and will be a welcome addition to our sisterhood. Without further ado let matters proceed!”

Greta stepped onto the turntable and stood in its center with hands on hips, legs parted. Nub dutifully took the cock from its stand and installed it upon her with well-rehearsed hands, then knelt before her with the cock inches from his lips. Eva went to the wall and flipped a switch that started the very slow rotation.

Greta pressed the button to begin the pulsing of the cock, then snapped her fingers and pointed to it. Taking his cue, Nub leaned forward and took the big organ into his mouth, running lips and tongue over it with adoration as Greta sighed in her growing delight and the techno-marvel embedded in her pussy did its work.

Greta snapped her fingers again and all gasped in appreciation at how Nb took the big member down full length. Eva added a bit of commentary.

“Isn’t he a fine cocksucker sisters? Mistress Greta had him well trained before she even came to us. So please enjoy the spectacle!”

The turntable proved to be a most welcome innovation. It made every seat in the house the same in its quality of view. All mistresses could see the big cock being drawn back so just the tip was between Nub’s lips and then watch as it disappeared down his throat when Greta rammed forward with her hips. And when the table turned to the posterior view the sight of Greta’s lovely ass thrusting, grinding and gyrating as she gullet fuck him with mad abandon got nods and murmurs of approval. Fingers strayed to pussies as matters escalated.

Greta’s rutting rose to a frenzy and all marveled at how Nub took it so willingly and adoringly, adding a rotating of his head to Greta’s wild movements to add to her pleasure and hasten her climax. She came as she rammed the cock down his throat one last time, her knees going to rubber. Eva took a step forward as if to mount the table and hold her upright but Nub was true to his duty and threw his arms around her hips and held position with the cock full down and his nose buried in her golden thicket.

Greta actually passed from consciousness for a few moments, hanging backward with back arched until afterglow passed and she firmed. When she stood straight she snapped her fingers and, as rehearsed diligently, Nub assumed the position of offering on elbows and knees, head resting on forearms, ass raised high.

First Greta stepped over him and bent down to spread his cheeks apart to expose his tight virgin orifice. She let the table turn so all could have a look at the tender pink hole she was soon to ravage. Then she took position on her knees behind him. Eva stepped forward with a tube of KY and put a dollop on the flared glans, just enough to keep the deflowering thrust from splitting him but little enough to ensure he would feel the pain of his departing virginity and “manhood.”

Greta aligned the cock with his orifice and reached forward to take a firm, two handed grip on the handle of the collar. Her hips were drawn back, poised for the merciless entry. She paused for one whole turn of the table to keep Nub wondering when he would be stabbed and Greta looked down to see him foolishly clamp his cheeks tight in his fear rather than relax and open himself as he had been coached by Eva. Greta chuckled wickedly and spoke to him as she gathered herself.

“You think you can resist my dear Nubbin? Well and good! Now take it!”

With that she rammed her hips forward while hauling back on the handle. Nub screamed at the tearing, stretching pain, his futile clenching easily defeated by the ruthless force of her thrust. The big organ plunged in deep, a third of its length. Again, Greta waited for a turn of the table so all could get a good view.

After that she wasted no time seating the cock to its full depth, hips rolling and grinding as she worked it in while Nub whimpered and sniveled. The cock was humming and pulsing the while. When the entire length had disappeared within him she let the table turn so all could see the totality of her penetration.

When she drew back slowly in preparation for the next plunge into him the clutch of his orifice along the shaft sent waves of delight onto her lady parts, making her tilt her head back, roll her eyes and sigh deeply in purest enjoyment. And her lust was inflamed all the further.

She rammed forward and rutted with abandon for another turn of the table but then pulled out and stood aside, holding his cheeks apart to exhibit his gaping orifice to the audience as the table spun. Lewd catcalls and applause rang out.

His hole slowly closed and she set about to stretch it again with another brutish entry. The she fell to rutting hard, drawing back so just the glans was inside and driving forward, the cock now going in and out with ease as its amazing technology came to fullest fruition, sending pulsing waves onto clit and G that drove her to frenzied, gyrating thrusts as Nub sobbed and blubbered.

Then sweet music came to her ears as they detected a change in his vocalizations, the first portents of the pleasure that would soon overtake the pain and enslave him forever to the woman cock. High pitched pants like those of a bitch in heat came from him and now he rocked back and forth and added his own gyrations in answer to her rutting, adding much to her pleasure and propelling her toward her crescendo.

But something held her just on the brink for three turns of the table despite her efforts to go over it. Then Nub gave out a moan of utter helpless surrender and she drew back on the handle to raise him to his knees as the sound of it served as her trigger. They made sweet harmony together, her wail of triumphant ecstasy and his sobs of purest emasculation.

And then all were amazed as he erupted. The thongs tied tight around his balls constricted his ducts like a finger put to the tip of a garden hose and he spurted far and wide and abundantly, most of the flying gobs of cream clearing the turntable and splattering over the floor well beyond it.

Then they both collapsed in a heap, belly down, the cock still impaling him to the depths. Greta gave him a few more languid prods as if to finalize her dominance. Then she pulled out and stood with the bloodied and soiled organ jutting. Nub had been well coached as to his duty and all were impressed by his lack of hesitation in rising to his knees and taking the organ into his mouth to suck it clean.

Then there was the matter of the abundant cum he had spurted out all over. Greta put him to the task of licking it up, holding the tip of her boot against the back of his head as he did so, guiding him to every spot. Eva had a comment to offer.

“My oh my sisters! It appears there is no necessary correlation between penis size and ejaculatory quantity. Nub could be a leading contender for the championship in the next slave Olympics!”

A deflowering or any other ceremony was always followed by socializing among the mistresses. Greta’s eyes grew wide when naked slaves brought out tables, platters of food and many bottles of red wine. What made her eyes widen and jaw drop was the sight of the slave’s groins. Each had a limp and stubby cock hanging over a nothingness where his balls had been. She turned to Eva, still wide eyed and open mouthed. Eva explained.

“As I suggested when we punished slave six, castration is the ultimate ‘consequence’ for any number of offenses. Or a mistress will sometimes choose to unman her slave upon a whim. Perhaps she is just tired of him and wants to add zest to her sex life with a new slave. But the eunuchs are a source of slave labor.”

Then Eva made Greta aware of another tradition.

“Now Greta, Nub must be initiated into his status as a slave in our network. In fact, slaves belong to all of us in common and are shared and swapped regularly. Tonight, each mistress will have a chance to sample the pleasure Nub can provide.”

There was a throne chair off to one side with arms that formed comfortable footrests for the mistress while being served. Mounted in the floor before it was a big faux cock, jutting upward at an angle. Eva and Greta led Nub to it and made him squat over the cock with his anus aligned to it. Eva put hands to his shoulders and pushed him down, anally impaling him. The she strapped his balls tight to the shaft and cuffed his hands behind his back.

A tall and hefty black mistress with cornrowed hair named Bess took a seat before him with ankles resting on the chair arms, offering her big nappy cunt. Eva pressed Nub’s face close and lectured him as to the expectations.

“Every mistress has a place of unique and special beauty between her thighs Nub. When it is presented you must give worship with equal fervor for all, as if it were your own mistress you were serving!”

Nub took a moment to gaze upon the pudenda that awaited his tongue, appreciating the beauty of the dense nappy thicket, riven by the ragged coal black labia, slightly parted and showing the hot pink within. Her feral perfume wafted over his nostrils, dizzying him as he moaned in surrender and leaned in with tongue extended.

He buried his face in her oozing crevice, lapping with hunger at the oozing poon. Bess was at hair trigger from watching his deflowering and soon guided him to her clit to lick and suck. Hers was a big one, the size of a muscat grape and he closed his lips upon it while working hard with his tongue. Soon the great dark chocolate thighs clamped tight on his head as she locked he ankles and convulsed in her ecstasy. The lush sucking tissues of her big cunt cut off all hope of breath as she wailed her way through a long orgasmic sequence under his twitching tongue. His lungs burned and the dark had just begun to descend when the great thighs parted and she went limp in her satisfaction. She lay languid with her legs draped over his shoulders, petting his head with tenderness as she savored.

Then Bess rose from her seat and a petite Asian mistress presented her fuzzy little cunt to him. All the while the mistresses were drinking, talking and laughing, most of the bawdy chatting was of their latest humiliation and degradation of their slaves. Each mistress eventually took her turn in the chair. All were randy from the spectacle of Nub’s deflowering and from the wine and dirty girl talk. The business of each was completed within a minute or two.

Meanwhile, Eva led Greta over to where raven haired mistress Ariana sat in a theater seat sipping wine with a shapely red-haired beauty next to her. Each had already partaken of Nub’s tongue. Eva made introductions.

“Greta, please, here we have mistress Ariana who was introduced earlier and her colleague mistress Sophie. They are the proprietors of two very special enterprises, the Cuckold Academy and the Stud Stable, respectively. I will let each of them acquaint you with the services they offer.”

Ariana went first.

“My Cuckold Academy is a school for slave husbands, fiancé’s, boyfriends as the case might be. Special training techniques and regimens are employed to maximize the pleasuring potential of the slaves. I have sampled you Nub and he is quite pleasing in his limited way. The proper attitude is there but he will require the training regimen the reach his full potential. The training takes up a good share of time each day and many mistresses don’t have the time to be spared, some from their busy careers, others just from shopping or enjoying the spa of what have you. We see to it that their slaves give maximal pleasure.”

Then Sophie:

“I think the name ‘Stud Stable’ is mostly self-explanatory. Every mistress should have a convenient and ever ready source of cocks that can satisfy. We seek out and identify males that are properly hung. Then we abduct them and implant a tiny, undetectable microchip into the base of the brain. When their service is required they are summoned by way of a phone app and will drop whatever they are doing and come to where the service is to be performed. They are under mind control and arrive randy and with no thought other than to service and satisfy.”

CHAPTER FOUR

They both invited Greta to enjoy a sample of their services free of charge. She first paid a visit to Ariana’s palatial home, much of which was devoted to the Cuckold Academy facilities. She brought Nub and her cock in its fine wooden case along with her at Ariana’s behest. When she rang the front doorbell it was answered by a handsome, blond haired and blue eyed naked slave whose cock was enclosed in a golden cage with his balls bound tight with black leather thongs that stretched and spread them, making the scrotum tight and shiny and the balls purple as ripe plums.

He dropped to his knees to kiss her booted feet and then led her, groveling on hands and knees, to where Ariana and Sophie waited in the living room. Greta made Nub undress and then grovel behind her, thinking it proper under the circumstances. Nub bore her cock case on his back. Both mistresses were naked and enthroned in big leather armchairs. The blond slave took his place on his knees beside Sophie. Ariana welcomed Greta, first inviting her to undress and take a seat in an armchair across from her. Nub knelt beside her and Greta took the cock case and laid it on the end table beside the chair. She noticed that the other two mistresses had their own cases sitting nearby.

“Greetings mistress Greta. I have invited Mistress Sophie to join us because her slave Jan is fully trained and prepared as is my slave Franki who will now join us.”

She pressed a button on a box on the end table next to the chair. Soon a naked “person” came crawling into the room and knelt beside Ariana, facing Greta. The person appeared at first to be a woman. There were nicely shaped breasts, curvy hips and a hairy pussy between the legs. But there was something off about “her.” Ariana made introduction.

“Mistress Greta, meet Franki, my personal slave and plaything.”

“My Ariana, I never thought of you as lesbian, not that there’s anything wrong with that!”

“Lesbian Greta? Heavens no, not that there’s anything wrong with that. I’m not sure what Franki can be called actually. Perhaps ‘it’ is the pronoun now. Franki was once a man…of sorts, named Frank. I married him for his money. But I denied him sex until our wedding night. When he mounted me to consummate our marriage I didn’t even feel it when he stuck it in me. He managed to do his business but I was somewhat less than satisfied myself. Then I got a look at what I would come to call his ‘cocktail frank.’ It was comparable to that stubby nubbin on your slave Nub. Needless to say, I put him to work with his tongue, first to clean up his mess and then to get me off. I kept him busy with that tongue all night until I couldn’t come anymore and he couldn’t even talk. Then I dubbed him ‘Cocktail Frank’ or ‘CF’ for short!”

Both women laughed.

“Further proof that great minds think alike!” Greta said, gasping in her mirth.

Ariana continued.

“I knew if I was to get the most out of Franki it would have to be by way of the tongue. I worked him hard at it, long rimming sessions to build endurance. But I wanted more so I did some online research and found a doctor who specialized in just what I wanted. There was minor surgery at first to sever the piece of skin that binds the tongue down and prevents fuller extension. Once that healed it was time for the exercises including a ring pierced into the tongue so a weight could be attached. Franki would spend hours lifting the weight to strengthen and then letting it hang down to stretch. That regimen is the most basic one employed by the Academy. I would like to invite you to sample our end product by way of Franki’s tongue.”

Greta nodded eagerly but pressed Ariana for more information.

“I would love that Ariana. But I’m so curious. I see tits and a shapely ass on ‘it’ and what looks like a pussy.”

“Of course, Greta. I’m so used to Franki I take his condition for granted. Let me explain. Other mistresses in our network have reduced their slaves to this state and when I saw that I just had to have it. That is the whole point of being a mistress is it not, seeing something you want and taking it just because you can? Some silicone implants here and there and some special surgery were needed. The first order of business was to sever the little cocktail frank. It is the privilege of the mistress who wants her slave transformed to do this. And I can tell you the moment that I took the scalpel and sliced off that pathetic little thing was one of the high points of my life. It is done without anesthetic so the pain of that moment is indelibly stamped in the slave’s memory. Then Franki was put under and Dr. Helen, a surgeon of highest skill went to work. The balls were tucked up into the body and sutured in place. Then the scrotum was modified to look like pussy lips.”

Greta just stared at Franki in fascination and then reached down and took Nub’s nubbin between thumb and forefinger, giving it a tug outward as if in preparation for the knife. Nub quailed and whimpered, reading her thoughts exactly. Ariana continued.

“Anyway, Franki is now a horny, slutty little bitch who will submit to anything to please me. Its balls ache constantly from orgasm denial. Its only means of release is by way of my cock or the cock of another mistress with whom I share it. I grant it that release from time to time according to my whim or my mood and it longs for my cock every waking moment. It’s quite delightful to see it bent over in the position, little pink asshole quivering and puckering in anticipation of my cock.”

Greta nodded and spoke words that sent chills of terror up Nub’s spine as she again took hold of his little organ.

“This little thing is utterly useless. I hardly see the point in letting him keep it. What say Nub? Do you really want to have this humiliating nubbin? Wouldn’t it be better to just have it cut off and stop pretending to be a man? And I would let you keep your balls so you could still come when I put my cock to you! It’s your decision!”

Nub flung himself at her feet and kisses them.

“Please mistress! Don’t cut it off! I want to keep it! That’s my decision!”

Ariana cackled wickedly.

“But, mistress Greta, a slave’s choice is always subject to the veto of his mistress, is it not?”

“True indeed mistress Ariana! Nub can keep his little thing for the time being while I think about it. And he had better behave and take full advantage of the training he is about to receive here!”

“I’m flattered that you will avail yourself of our services here without even sampling them Greta. But I do insist that you sample. Franki! You will now give pleasure to mistress Greta! She had better be well satisfied or it’s no cock for you for a month!”

Greta parted her legs and rested them on the arms of the chair, finding it had been well designed for the comfort of a mistress while receiving the cunnilingus. Franki groveled across the floor to her and she thrilled when his tongue went to its work, first laving about in her oozing crevice as if hungering for her taste. Then she gasped in delight as the long, strong yet supple organ plunged deep into her cavern, found her G and began to massage it. The tip traced its way around the edge of the soft mound and crisscrossed over it, making her writhe in growing enjoyment.

But this proved to be a mere preliminary. Franki shifted attention down lower, first caressing her anus with worshipful tenderness, then drawing another gasp from her as the tongue plunged deep into her rectum, slithering about and in and out, tip tracing around the inner rim of her orifice, making her eyes water and sending shudders through her body.

Then the tongue withdrew and was replaced by another penetration she guessed was a finger as the tongue plunged into her cavern again and she felt the nose rubbing her clit. The finger fucked her ass just so as the tongue again massaged her G while Franki’s nose was rubbed hard on her pink pearl. The triple delight induced a seismic orgasm that soon was followed by another and then she lost count of the surges of ecstasy that racked her body as primal sounds were torn from her depths.

With one final brutish convulsion she went limp and lapsed into a sweet stupor, feeling is if floating on a cloud with the world seeming to spin slowly. She didn’t know how long she lay in that state, but at length her mind cleared and her body firmed. She looked up to see Ariana and Sophie smiling at her. Ariana was solicitous.

“I hope the first round of the sampling was satisfactory Greta. Take a while to relax and have some wine while we talk some more and then I would like to treat you to what we call TTAO for short, meaning two tongues at once. Sophie’s slave Jan is naturally endowed with an exceptional tongue and has also been rigorously trained.”

They spent an hour or so getting better acquainted with the talk getting ever more lewd and raunchy as the wine took hold. Each slave wound up on his back with mouth open to accept the golden cascade from his mistress. Greta grew horny again, thinking of having two tongues busy between her thighs. Her fingers strayed to her pussy and Ariana noticed and decided it was time. She barked an order to Jan and Franki.

“Slaves! Go to the chamber and fetch the saddle!”

Jan and Franki hurried from the room and returned carrying a contraption that piqued Greta’s curiosity and her lust. It was indeed a sort of saddle, mounted on a steel post with a wide leather upholstered base to hold it steady. There were footrests each side of the post. The slaves set it down in the middle of the room and each took a place kneeling on the base with face under the black leather saddle, the seat of which had a wide opening. There were wide leather straps with buckles on each end of the saddle. Ariana pushed Franki’s head under its end of the saddle and buckled the head in securely while Sophie did likewise with Jan. The slaves were strapped in chin to chin. Ariana called for a show of tongues and the long organs projected upward and wriggled about. Ariana invited Greta to have a seat.

“Mount up Greta! Hold on tight to the horn because it’s going to be a wild ride!”

Greta’s cunt was tingling, pulsing and oozing as she watched the strapping in of the slaves and she all but leapt into the saddle. She took firm footing on the rests and plopped her crotch down onto the waiting tongues.

Jan had the hind position and Ariana’s words proved true when she felt the tongue plunge deep and begin to wriggle and slither within her. Then Franki’s tongue probed into her cavern to find her G. She had to grab the horn tight to keep her seat as the two tongue transported her. Taking a firm grip, she ground her crotch onto the faces of the slaves, rolling her hips, gyrating, propelled by the heavenly impalement toward what she could tell was to be an exceptional orgasm.

While still in command of her faculties she ordered Nub to serve Ariana and Sophie in their turns, then lapsed into a heedless rapture, head lolling, eyes glazed. True to training Franki put nose to her clit to help finish her as Jan’s tongue probed ever deeper into her rectum, swirling about. The orgasm that rocked her melted her bones and she lost her grip on the horn. Nub was busy with his face in Sophie’s cunt but Ariana leapt to her feet to take hold of Greta’s shoulders to keep her from toppling to the floor.

She held Greta until her body firmed and then encouraged her to settle back down onto the faces of the slaves for another go. Greta was pleased to take a seat again and sighed deeply as the two tongues began to caress her parts ever so softly, the slaves obviously being well trained to coax her slowly to arousal again. She just relaxed with her weight and oozing crotch pressing down and lost herself in the enjoyment.

There was a horn on each end of the saddle and Ariana invited her to reverse herself so Jan could serve her pussy and Franki could have a taste of her asshole. The transition was seamless, each tongue equally well trained and tireless. The second orgasm reduced her to jelly and Sophie and Ariana had to jump up and catch her, then lift her bodily and set her down in her chair to savor. They waited patiently until Greta shook her head to clear it and sat up straight.

“Whew! Ariana! That exceeded expectations! I hope to spend a good deal of time in the saddle.”

“Perhaps you would like to have your own Greta. You can order one on our website. But that might also mean you will need another slave to keep in house to serve as second tongue. If you can seduce a prospect and turn him over to us we can see to his training.”

They spent another hour or so imbibing more wine and conversing. As always the talk turned dirty and lust was rekindled. Ariana proposed that the break out the cocks and give the slaves what for. All were in agreement. Jan and Franki seemed to know the drill well. They moved the coffee table aside and then disappeared for a while somewhere into the house. The returned lugging a broad sticky mat large enough to cover the fine Persian rug.

All three mistresses stood with legs apart and the slaves installed the cocks upon them. Ariana offered Greta first chance with Franki to give her the new experience of putting her cock to a little bitch thing. Franki first sucked her cock with a sluttish eagerness and assumed the position at the snap of Greta’s fingers. Franki new well to slobber liberally on the cock because no lube was to be offered. The big organ slid in to its depth with almost too much ease.

“Franki takes the cock almost too well Ariana!”

“Yes. I have noticed that Greta. After this evening Franki will probably be ready to ‘graduate’ to a larger size. It will be fun to re-deflower it!”

Greta rutted hard upon Franki, finding the rubber mat gave good traction in addition to the comfort of padding the knees. But then she chose to change things up, pulled out and sat down in her chair with her cock jutting up. Franki to the cue and was soon anally impaled and fucking like a randy slut, sliding up and down the shaft and gyrating, propelling Greta toward orgasm like a skilled courtesan.

They came as one, Greta arching her back and driving upward with her hips, giving out a bestial cry as a big creamy load gushed from Franki’s faux pussy, giving blessed relief to aching balls. It sullied the seat of the chair and poured down onto the mat. Franki dis-impaled and first lapped up the load, then sucked the cock spotless. Greta looked to Ariana with surprised delight.

“Yes Greta! Franki is a shameless little slut who has mastered many of the positions of the Kama Sutra. It can’t get enough of the cock and will take it until every drop of cum has been wrung from those balls. I have denied Franki the cock for a month so I expect three or four loads to squirt out tonight. Nub will learn those positions as part of his training and will be well prepared to be a pleasing little bitch if you choose to womanize him in the future.”

The orgiastic fucking went on and on. Each slave was spit-roasted, taking cocks down the throat and up the ass and assuming different positions until all three were drained of cum and lay piled on top of each other in the center of the mat. The mistresses moved their chairs in close to the heap and used the pile of slaves as a footrest while they relaxed in the pure contentment that only using slaves to fullest can bring. Greta was invited to spend the night and Sophie said she would summon the studs right after breakfast the next morning.

Greta stayed late in bed and when ready to rise Nub did his duty, accepting her golden piquant flow and using his tongue to bring her to the orgasms to which she was accustomed to start every day. Remaining naked she mounted Nub’s back and rode him to the dining room.

Sophie and Ariana were seated at the table, naked as well, already at the sumptuous breakfast that was laid out, big omelets, French toast, hash browns, lots of rich dark coffee. Their slaves knelt by their chairs catching their mouths the tidbits their mistresses tossed them. The plates were loaded with far too much to finish more than half and when full they set the plates on the floor so the slaves could bend down and eat the leavings like dogs.

They were leisurely at breakfast and it was late morning before they retired to the living room and took seats. They put their bare feet up on ottomans and made the slaves lick them. Greta told them about her honeymoon and the big rasta studs who had serviced her so superbly. Ariana assured the studs to be summoned would meet or exceed her expectations.

Sophie took her phone and turned it so Greta could see the screen.

“Now I will open the app used to summon the studs.”

The images of multiple males standing naked with big dicks jutting appeared on the screen. The measurements of the cocks in length and diameter were given below each image. Sophie continued.

“You can download this app Greta and save your credit card number on it. Then just touch the screen to select the studs you want to come and service you and enter your address. Today I will summon three of our favorites, studs Peter, Johnson and Decker.”

“Only three studs Sophie? Just one for each of us? That just doesn’t seem adequate. I was assuming I would get two cocks today.”

“No Greta. You will be taking all three cocks. You have three places in your body where a cock can go and all three will be well and properly filled.”

“You mean I’m supposed to suck a cock? That just doesn’t sound right! Why would I degrade myself that way? Men always tried to make me do that and I refused.”

Ariana chimed in.

“That’s what we thought at first too Greta. But there’s a little known secret. A cock down the throat enhances things delightfully. You may be familiar with the old porn movie called “Deepthroat” in which porn star Linda Lovelace has her clit in her throat and achieves her orgasms by way of the fellatio? Well, our clits may not be in our throats but there is a neural connection between throat and the cunt by way of the vagus nerve. The throat orgasm is real Greta. You have experienced two big dicks servicing you and that was surely a delight but a full and complete servicing can only be achieved by way of three cocks. Your entire body will be immersed in purest ecstasy that goes on and on.”

Sophie offered further reassurance.

“Sucking cock to satisfy the selfish male is degrading Greta and none of us will do that. But the pleasure of the triple penetration more than compensates for the slight surrender of dignity from sucking cock. Now I will summon the studs.”

She put her finger to three of the male images on the screen, entered the saved address and called for an Uber for each of them. Then she set down the phone on the end table.

“I expect the studs to arrive within the hour. The studs lead seemingly ‘normal’ though celibate lives. We cannot have them tom catting around freely. When the chip in the head is activated they pass into a sort of trance and become randy and rock hard. They arrive ready to give service, void of all thought and do not even remember any of the goings on after they are driven home and the chip is deactivated.”

Sure enough, within the hour the doorbell rang and Franki was dispatched to answer. Three naked males entered the room, having shed their clothes in the foyer. Two were white men, one blond haired the other dark. Each sported a thick ten incher. The black stud was endowed with a curving and more slender foot-long. Sophie made introduction.

“This blond hunk is Peter; this fine black specimen is Johnson and the other well hung beast is Decker. They are our favorites because of their names. Now I think Nub should get them prepared to service you by sucking off Peter’s peter, Johnson’s johnson and Decker’s pecker!”

All three women hooted in laughter. Greta turned to Nub.

“What are you waiting for boy? Get sucking!”

Nub went first to Peter and Sophie and Ariana were both impressed by how he took the big dick all the way down with ease and soon brought Peter to ejaculation, holding just the tip in his mouth as Peter pumped his abundant load, filling it so some ran down Nub’s chin. He scooped it up with his finger, licked it off and turned his attention to Johnson, the long curved member sliding down all the way smoothly. Greta barked an order.

“Take his load down the throat Nub!”

Obediently, Nub promptly brought Johnson to orgasm and pressed forward so the cock was full down while Johnson expended his plenty right down into Nub’s stomach.

Then Nub was on Decker, deepthroating the thick dick, taking him over the edge and then grasping the shaft and resting the glans on his lower lip so all could see the six creamy spurts being ejected into his mouth. He turned to each mistress with mouth open wide to show it filled to overflowing, then gulped it down.

Sophie and Ariana clapped their hands and near expired with laughter. Ariana spoke for both of them.

“What a fine little suck slut you have Greta! He likes taking big dicks down the throat doesn’t he? And he is clearly hungry for the cum! Now let’s get them hard again so they can service you!”

Franki was ordered to suck Peter, Jan to take Johnson’s long thing down and Nub went to work on Decker until all three cocks were rock hard and ready.

Greta rose from her chair and Peter took her place, slumping down with his organ jutting upward. Greta mounted, facing him and vaginally impaled herself, giving out a deep sigh, then giving orders.

“ Decker! You up my ass! Johnson, to the mouth! Goddess, it’s been so long since I’ve had a cock worthy of the name inside of me!”

Decker came up behind her, aligned organ with orifice and thrust forward, plunging deep. Greta gave out a deep moan of utter delight. Meanwhile Johnson went behind the chair and offered his cock for her to suck. Sophie stepped over to coach Greta on how to deepthroat the long member.

“Just take it in and suck slowly at first Greta. Then press forward so it pushes against your gullet. You will trigger your gag reflex but that’s normal and it will pass if you can just relax and open your throat.  The cock will slide down and you will begin to feel it!”

Greta followed her advice, leaning forward until the glans pressed against her clenched throat. She did gag once, twice, three times but then closed her eyes and focused on relaxing her portal. Then there was a giving and a tingling pleasure that ran in a line down to her clit. The truth of Sophie’s word was born out when all three studs began to rut in their respective orifices and her body was engulfed in a mad delight that far eclipsed what she had gotten from the two big dicks back on the island. The third cock made all the difference and she knew she would become a regular customer of the Stud Stable from then on.

Orgasm welled up and burst within her, flooding her body, one leading to the next in a seeming endless chain. Well prepared by the fellatio that prevented premature ejaculation the studs rutted long and hard. But finally, the heavenly feel of her female orifices overcame them. Peter grunted in animal pleasure and she could feel his member pulsing in her pussy as he pumped his load. And Decker soon followed, his cock throbbing in the tight clutch of her anus as he expended. Last of all she felt an extra hardening in Johnson’s shaft and she knew his eruption impended. A strange hunger came over her and she held just his tip in her mouth and made sounds of delectation as the heavy cream filled it. She let go the cock but held the cum in her mouth to slosh it around and savor a taste she never knew could be so delicious. She swallowed with hunger

Then Nub was put to cleanup duty. Greta remained in position and he laid on his back and put his head up between her legs. First he licked up the gobs of goo that clung to her labia, then opened his mouth as she squeezed out what was filling her cavern. Then he knew to encircle her anus with his lips so the big load could be squeezed out into his mouth for him to swallow. The mistresses were most favorably impressed with how he accepted his degradation.

The studs were well trained to duty and went to stand shoulder to shoulder. The three slaves knew the drill as well and all three went to sucking again to harden the studs for the next round.

Greta expressed her surprise that the cum had tasted so good.

“I thought it would be so gross but instead it was so rich and sweet! Once a guy convinced me to suck his cock and promised not to come in my mouth. The liar! He shot his load and it was just repugnant. I spat it out and gave him a punch to the balls. Why was it so different this time?”

Ariana had the answer.

“Everything is different, everything is right and delightful so long as we women are in charge Greta. This time the fellatio was meant to enhance your pleasure first and foremost. You were not being forced and tricked by a selfish male but instead were using the male for your own pleasure. We all live and long for the day when women will be in charge of everything and the male will be fully subjugated and enslaved.”

In minutes the studs were hardened and ready. Each took a different hole, Decker taking the bottom as Greta enveloped his member in her luscious and heavenly pussy. Johnson’s long thing slid to the hilt into her rectum and Peter offered his peter to her now cock hungry mouth.

The second round lasted all the longer, the studs being well hardened but needing to rut even harder to propel themselves to ejaculation. Again, there was the orgasmic sequence, longer and more satisfying than the first.  Greta felt the pulsing of the cocks in her nether parts and chose to take Peter’s peter full down so he could empty himself straight into her stomach. She could feel the richness of it joining Johnson’s load. Even so she hungered for yet another infusion of creamy cum.

The studs pulled out and Nub went to cleanup without having to be told. Then there was the hardening for the last leg of the round robin, each stud taking the hole he had yet to fuck. The stud had to rut with even more strenuous effort than the second time to wring the last of the evening’s cum out of them. Only Greta’s lips clenching tight on Decker’s pecker as she hungrily accepted his load kept him from collapsing in exhaustion at first, until she let go and swallowed, whereupon he went to the floor gasping for breath.

Peter’s peter went limp in her rectum and slid out as he too collapsed. And she felt Johnson’s johnson going limp within her as his pulsing ejaculation subsided and the limp organ slipped from her body. She stood up and Sophie grabbed one of his arms and Ariana the other to pull him from the chair. They tossed him on top of Peter and then dragged Decker over to them and tossed him onto the heap of spent studs.

Greta sat in the chair with legs apart and raised, snapped her fingers, and Nub knew it was time for final cleanup. He licked her cunt clean and then put his lips around her hind hole to accept the load she squeezed out into this mouth.

Greta looked up and saw the other mistresses with cocks installed and staring with lust at the slaves. Greta was amazed at her rekindled lust at the sight of it and made Nub install her cock as well. They ravaged the slaves up the ass and down the throat until they too were drained of every drop of cum. Then the tossed them on top of the pile of spent studs and used the heap as their footrests as they sat sipping wine and savoring a most satisfying evening. Greta expressed her amazement at her own capacity for orgasmic pleasure. Ariana explained.

“It’s your birthright as Woman Greta. We are gifted by our Goddess with near limitless capacity for sexual ecstasy. Male sexual pleasure is pale and paltry by comparison. It’s further proof of the superiority of our gender.”

Greta called for an Uber to take her home, leaving Nub behind to begin his training under the Academy’s regimen. On the way home she texted Madame Eva with a request to rent one of her slaves to take Nub’s place. The slave was delivered the next morning in a limo driven by a muscular young black woman named Maya who served as Madame Eva’s assistant and slave keeper.

The next morning in the house pleasure/torture chamber Nub knelt among a line of six slave husbands, fiancés and boyfriends, all naked and in chastity cages, while Ariana paced back and forth in front of them delivering a lecture. She was resplendently and regally nude except for wearing black stiletto heels pumps.

“You all have the privilege of being enslaved by your mistresses in spite of your penile inadequacy, not because of it. You all have been properly pussy whipped and have shown willingness to submit to any indignity your mistress might wish to inflict upon you. That is why you are accorded the honor of tasting what lies between the thighs of your mistresses. But your oral capabilities are the subject of another course in your training.”

She continued.

“Despite enjoying orgasm at will under your tongues every mistress has another need and that is for cocks that can satisfy her. It is her right and privilege to enjoy these cocks to heart’s content. You must not only watch while she is serviced but must also assist in her pleasuring in two ways. First, you must prepare the studs who are to service her and help maintain their erections. You must also clean up their ejaculate from her lady parts.”

She pointed to Nub and gestured for him to come forward and turn to face the line of slaves.

“Fortunately, we have here a slave who is already well versed in the processes I have mentioned and he will now demonstrate the duties for which you will be trained.”

There was a wide, black leather padded bench behind her and her phone lay upon it. She picked it up and made a few entries. Minutes later three naked hunks entered the chamber, each with a big dick jutting. They formed a line at right angles to the line of slaves so the length and diameter of their organs was clearly seen by the kneeling slaves. Ariana barked a command.

“Slave Nub! Get sucking!”

Nub obediently knee walked to the first stud and took the big member into his mouth, then full down the throat. Ariana continued her lecture.

“Premature ejaculation is anathema to all women. Left to his own inclinations a male will insert his penis into the vagina and quickly succumb to the delight this heavenly cavern can bestow upon the cock. He will soon erupt, taking his own pleasure while leaving the woman sullied and unsatisfied. Then follows the loathsome phenomenon we refer to as ‘one and done, come and run.’ The male will make a hasty departure while his victim grinds her teeth frustration and has to resort to her fingers to ease herself, a paltry substitute for the complete satisfaction that is her birthright.”

Meanwhile Nub had taken to first stud to the brink of coming. The stud grunted at the first twinge of orgasm and Ariana barked another order.

“Let him fill your mouth with it Nub! Then show me and the other slaves!”

Nub closed his lips on the glans and the stud grunted in pleasure with each creamy spurt he expelled. When all was ejected Nub turned first to Ariana with mouth open wide and then to the other slaves before swallowing the big load down. Then he knee walked to the next stud in line and took cock in mouth again. Ariana continued her harangue.

“Nub is an exemplary slave when it comes to the fellatio. You other slaves must aspire to reach his level.”

Then her eyes fell upon the limp and dangling dick of the stud Nub had just sucked off. She turned to the first slave in line with face contorted in anger.

“Slave Charles! Isn’t your duty clear by now? Suck that dick hard so it can service me!”

In obvious terror of her wrath, having felt her whip more than once, slave Charles hastened to take the limp organ into his mouth to coax it to rigidity. Meanwhile Nub had the second stud on the brink and Ariana gave instruction.

“Cock down your throat slave Nub! Let him shoot it right down into your cum hungry stomach you slut!”

With practiced ease Nub let the cock slide in full depth and held position as the stud pumped his load. When all was spent he backed away, clenching his lips tight upon the shaft to wring every drop of cum from the slackening organ. Then he moved on to the next stud. This time it took only Ariana’s menacing glare at slave James, next in line, to let him know his duty. He hurried to the stud and bent low to enfold tip in his lips and then gobbled the dangling sausage full into mouth.

Ariana turned her attention back to slave Charles with an appraising look on her face. He had succeeded in hardening the stud to her satisfaction. But slave James was showing reluctance in his submission to the indignity of it all and the dick he served was only half hardened. She went to the wall where the canes were hung and returned with a wicked one that she laid hard on Slave James’s tender behind. In the midst of it she reminded him of the ultimate “consequence” that might await him once his hesitation and reluctance had been reported to his mistress. Thus, motivated he soon had the organ down the gullet and stiff as a stick.

Nub was just finishing up the last stud and Ariana ordered him to rest the tip of the cock on his lower lips so all could see the cum shooting into his wide open mouth. The stud was quite a heavy ejaculator and eight spurts later abundant cum spilled over, ran down Nub’s chin and dribbled to the floor. The next slave in line was John and Ariana grabbed him by the hair and forced his head down to lick up the puddles before making him suck the third stud hard. Soon all three studs stood full erect. Ariana nodded approvingly.

“Excellent work for the first time slaves. Here we have three cocks of a size that can satisfy, rock hard and ready to service me! But you will have you work cut out for you soon enough. Your next challenge will be to single handedly, or should I say “single-mouthedly” suck off three studs to prepare them for the servicing and suck them hard again. And your work here today is not done. Cleanup duty awaits! But right now, the sight of those big things has me randy and ready to be serviced!”

She pointed to the first stud and then to the padded bench. Stud seemed to know the drill well because he laid himself down on his back upon it. Ariana mounted his loins, took hold of his organ and guided it to her portal. The stud sighed in unalloyed pleasure as his cock was engulfed in paradise. The second stud in line wasted no time in mounting her from behind. She grabbed his cock and directed it to her hind hole. He thrust forward and the shaft slid in deep, all the way, as he gave out his moan of delight from the tight clutch of her orifice along his length. The third stud went to stand before her, presenting his pulsing organ and she enveloped it within her lips and pressed forward as he in turn drove forward with his hips, the cock disappearing down her throat.

She snapped her fingers as the signal for the rutting to commence. What would have been shrill cries of animal ecstasy from her were reduced to muffled, high pitched grunts by the cock that filled her gullet. The first stud thrusted upward hard into her vagina while the second rammed into her rectum with mad abandon. And the third grabbed a handful of her hair and worked her head back and forth hard, driving his shaft in and out. She accepted this indignity shamelessly, the throat fucking clearly enhancing greatly the effects of the two big organs in her lower orifices. She passed into the throes of a seemingly endless orgasmic sequence.

The studs were trained to come in unison and soon all three gave out lusty pants and grunts as they expended their plenty deep within her every orifice. Ariana found delectation in the rich cream that flooded her mouth as the final orgasm racked her body. The slaves wilted and their cocks fell out of her. They stood off to the side and Ariana turned on the bench with legs spread wide and pointed to one of the slaves who had yet to perform a duty.

“Cleanup duty slave Ethan! Snap to it!”

A thick, creamy rivulet poured down her ragged crevice and slave Ethan seemed to sense the wisdom of keeping it from dripping onto the bench and floor. He all but dived to catch it with his tongue just as it flowed down over her anus. He cupped his tongue and scooped upward, the same motion he used to scoop up the oozing poon of his mistress when her pleasured her orally. She took hold of his head and pressed his mouth against her portal, the gave her cavern a squeeze to force the cum deep inside into his mouth. He gulped it down and she pushed him away.

Only slave Adam had yet to give service. His would be the honor of accepting what had been pumped into her rectum. She made him lie face up on the bench, straddled his face, held her anus over his open mouth and pressed down. A big brownish white slug cascaded from her and filled his mouth to near overflowing. He held it there, gagging, unable to bring himself to swallow. She dismounted from him and grabbed his balls in a harsh, twisting, menacing grip.

“Swallow if you want to keep these slave! No doubt your mistress would declare them forfeit once your refusal of duty has been reported to her!”

With a moan of resignation, the slave summoned the will to gulp down the sullied cum.

But things were far from over and would not be until each stud had filled each of her orifices with cum. Three slaves were set to working sucking to harden the cocks for the second go. It took longer this time but eventually all three studs stood full erect again. And each was then assigned to service another hole.

The round robin went on until each stud had expended into each of Ariana’s orifices and the big dicks hung limp, not to rise again that day. Ariana dismissed them and made the slaves kneel in line before her as she held forth.

“Tomorrow morning at eight sharp three more studs will be summoned to service mistress Sophie. This time slave Charles will be on duty alone to deepthroat and accept the initial ejaculations, harden the slaves between servicing and do cleanup. In the afternoon I will be serviced again and it will be another slave’s turn to do the honors. This will be a regular part of your training until perfection in all three phases of duty has been achieved. Your fellatio must bring the studs to ejaculation within the minute so your mistress is not kept waiting long to be serviced. Hardening must be done promptly as well so the servicing can proceed apace. And cleanup must be performed without the slightest hesitation or reluctance. This afternoon will be devoted to honing your oral pleasuring skills.”

“Lunch” was brought out to the slaves on a large tray by a shapely young brunette named Margo, a slave keeper and apprentice to the Academy, naked but for knee high black spike heeled boots. The “meal” consisted of bowls of mush with water on the side. The slaves bent down to lap it all up like dogs. It was nourishing but bland.

Lunch for the mistresses was to be served at a large round table surrounded by six special chairs. They were upholstered in black leather and the seat of each chair was U shaped with an opening in the rear for a slave’s head to be laid face up. The slave would sit on the floor and lean back with face upturned so the mistress could seat herself upon it and enjoy rimming while she enjoyed her lunch. There was a wide leather paddle hanging from an arm of each chair. It would be used to apply stern whacks to the balls of the slave when his tongue tired and he needed encouragement to continue the rimming in the way the mistress found most pleasing. And the backrest of the chair could be released and slid backward so when the rimming aroused the mistress she could feed the slave her clit to be brought to orgasm.

Greta and three other mistresses whose slave were students in the Academy were to join Sophie and Ariana for lunch. Margo got the slaves situated in the seats of the chairs and fastened the straps that would hold them helpless under the asses of the mistresses. Then she left to fetch the food and drink.

Mistress Toya, a shapely young black amazon, was slave Charles’s mistress. Her pate was shaven and she wore large golden hoop earrings. But a dense nappy thickets covered her loins. 

Mistress Indira was a voluptuous chocolate brown goddess from India, broad of hip and heavy of breast.

Finally, there was mistress Kiku, a petite and exquisite Japanese beauty with a fuzzy raven bush covering her luscious and exotic pussy.

The mistresses undressed and took seats at random around the table to reinforce upon the slaves that they were lesser beings and the common property of Woman at large, charged with the duty to serve the pleasure of any of their betters with unquestioning submission and obedience.

Nub lay looking up at the ceiling until the view of it was obscured by mistress Toya’s nappy cunt as she prepared to set it down on his face. The sight of its wild animal beauty, the ragged coal black labia riving the dense hair of her mount, the lips parted, showing the hot pink within, sparked a hunger for the taste of her that made him strain upward with his tongue extended to caress her coal black vortex. Her lush tissues engulfed his face and his nose found its way into her musky cavern. The ache in his deprived balls worsened but he welcomed it and put his whole heart into the serving of her, one of the goddesses who had come to rule his life.

The women settled into the chairs, giving out sighs of enjoyment as they felt the worshipful tongues go to their duty. Margo returned, leading two eunuch slaves bearing trays of food and wine. The mistresses ate and drank in leisurely fashion, talking of this and that, though the conversation soon took a lascivious turn.

Mistress Kiku’s eyes suddenly glazed over and her breathing quickened as the tongue that served her brought her to the brink. She slid her chair back to feed the slave beneath her clit. The other mistresses politely paused the conversation and waited patiently while she enjoyed her climax and afterglow. Eventually all the mistresses came in that fashion.

The meal was finished but there would be no respite for the slaves. The mistresses shifted chairs clockwise, each settling onto the face of the next slave over. The lewd talk went on and the slaves began to take stern whacks from the paddles as tongues began to tire. This was an exercise called the “Rimming Round Table” and was more than just a social occasion for the mistresses. It was meant to help the slaves acquire tireless tongues that could serve the anus most pleasingly no matter how long the mistress might wish to be served.

Nub was in heaven throughout, having ingested the poon and gushing cum of Woman to the point where it had become an addictive craving. He caressed each anus with passion, accepting the motivating whacks of the paddles on his aching balls as needed lessons in his quest for perfection. And he feasted on the amber poon and guzzled the gushing cum of their pleasure with hunger and thirst.

After lunch all retired to the living room and the woman cocks came out. The slaves dutifully installed them on the mistresses. Margo led four eunuch slaves into the room two of them carrying a black leather padded horse with leather restraints attached. The other two carried a large rubber mat that they rolled out over the fine Persian rug. Then they set the horse in the center of it and Margo led them away.

Ariana and Sophie took the lead, seizing slave Adam bodily, lifting him onto the horse and strapping him down. He would be the first of the slaves to be spit-roasted by the woman cocks until he came himself dry. Each mistress gave it to him up the ass and down the gullet until he was drained. Then he was released and rolled off onto the side to lie spent while Nub was grabbed in his turn and strapped down.

On it went, each slave getting the same treatment. When they finished Nub they tossed him crosswise on top of slave Adam and seized the next one in line. Once all six slaves were fucked into a stupor a big puddle of cum had accumulated on the mat below the horse. The last unfortunate slave was made to lap it all up before being tossed onto the pile.

As was customary, the heap of used up slaves was used as a footrest by the mistresses as they relaxed in their contentment. The conversation was languid. Greta grew pensive, feeling a deep appreciation of the new life joining the network had given her. Her gratitude brought forth a desire to give back. She turned to Ariana for advice.

“Ariana, my life has changed so much for the better since I met all of you and I just feel this need to further the cause. What can I do?”

“Well Greta, two things would be very helpful, recruitment of new mistresses and matchmaking to help them acquire slaves. There is need because we are all so wound up in our training those things have been neglected. We get far more inquiries on our website than we can handle. Women post their profiles.  You are a natural leader as evidenced by how you trained Nub so well all by yourself. Please work through our backlog and reach out to the aspiring mistresses.

We also have a database of potential slaves who have been seduced on line and been found to be of the submissive nature that makes for suitable slaves. Send that information to the interested women and have them select the males they find most appealing. Then arrange meetings with you being there to facilitate.”

Greta nodded eagerly.

“I’m on it first thing tomorrow!”

CHAPTER FIVE

Greta went home that evening and went to bed, at first unable to sleep as she pondered the exciting prospect of becoming recruiter and matchmaker. Eva’s rental slave was still with her, sharing her bed. When she awoke the next morning he first accepted the deep draught of her golden morning vintage and then his trained tongue brought her to the three deep and satisfying orgasms that would make her begin the day relaxed and confident.

After a quick breakfast the slave prepared for her she sat down at the computer to peruse the profiles of the aspiring mistresses. The numbers were daunting and she wondered how to begin. Finally, she decided to prioritize those with greatest need.

And at the top of that list was Mona, a full figured, big breasted, dark haired woman of 40, attractive in a mature sort of way, wide set big blue eyes, strong chin wide sensuous lips. She was a strict and stern high school senior English teacher. She expressed her sexual frustration and desire to assert her dominance over the males who she had encountered throughout her life. She had come on strong and frightened them all away, especially with her demands for cunnilingus, a pleasure she had yet to enjoy despite her age. She had permitted the better hung ones to enter her only to be frustrated by premature ejaculation and hasty flight once they had satisfied themselves. Only her fingers helped her preserve her sanity.

Mona had looked over the profiles of potential slaves on the site and had chosen three possible matches, all on the young and tender side, focusing particularly on one of them named Alex, he being just 18 and still a virgin. Greta reached out to her with an invitation, hinting at a weekend of pleasure but not giving away any details. Mona accepted with a gushing eagerness.

Mona’s plight had touched Greta deeply and imbued her with a missionary zeal for delivering her and all of her coming inductees from their lives of sexual frustration. Mona would first experience the gamut of pleasure that membership in the network would bring. Then ,when her naked young slave was delivered to her she would be a confident and experienced dominant woman, ready to take charge.

Greta arranged for Ariana’s limo to pick Mona up and drive her to Greta’s house that Friday evening. Nub was driven to Greta’s house that afternoon to participate in the proceedings and to give Greta a chance evaluate the progress of his training. She took time to enjoy his growing tongue, now utterly tireless but still short of its ultimate length. He could probe pleasingly deep into her anus but could still not quite reach her G.

Mona arrived. Greta greeted her, naked except for a pair of black spike heeled pumps. She invited Mona to undress as well. Mona stripped down to her black stockings and garter belt and a fetching lacey black corset that exposed her heavy breasts and dark triangular bush, as well as her own black stiletto heels. She turned to exhibit herself.

“I thought I would ‘undress’ for the occasion!”

Greta smiled warmly and laughed.

“You look lovely, the very image of the classic and stylish dominant female!”

The steak dinner prepared by the two slaves was ready to be served by them. Mona was unable to keep her eyes off the naked slaves, Eva’s slave’s cock locked in a chastity cage and Nub’s organs enclosed in their spiked wire jockstrap. He fingers went between her legs to fondle as she stared at their confined organs. Greta noticed and held forth on the subject.

“Obviously, slaves must have their organs confined in order to prevent masturbation Mona. The pleasure and release of coming is granted sparingly at the discretion of the mistress. The balls of the slaves ache dreadfully from denial of release and yet some slaves beg to be put in the spiked cage rather than be put on the ‘honor system.’ That means the slave’s cock is left uncaged with only his self-control standing between him and self-release. After three masturbatory offenses punitive castration is mandatory. But, as you are surely aware, the male is weak and at the mercy of his urge to come. So, it is not unheard of for a slave to succumb to his desire three times.”

Mona nodded in fascination, still staring at the caged organs as Greta went on.

“Often a mistress will remove her slave’s cage and put him on the honor system because she has tired of him and has found a more pleasing slave who she is training to serve her. It’s a way of putting him on notice that his time with her is soon to end and only his self-control can prolong it. He is denied release until his will breaks and he jerks off in secret. But the mistress always knows because his cunnilingus becomes tepid after his release. And even the looming specter of castration fails to motivate his self-control.”

Dinner was sumptuous and Mona was most amused to feed Nub by holding the meaty bone of her porterhouse in hand while he gnawed the meat off of it. Then she tossed the remaining half of her baked potato on the floor along with some leftover broccoli. He stooped to gobble it from the floor. The other slave was fed in similar fashion. Dinner done, they retired to the living room for wine and conversation while the slaves cleaned up.

They settled into the big and comfortable black leather armchairs and spent some time sipping wine and getting to know each other better. Mona became fidgety and her fingers went to her pussy again when the two slaves came to the living room and went to their knees before her. Greta took charge of things.

“I have invited you here this weekend to introduce you to the pleasures of slaver ownership Mona. I know you have led a life of sexual frustration up until now. But it’s better late than never and I, as well as the new sisters you will soon meet will do all we can to help you make up for lost time. The first order of business will be the cunnilingus of which you have been so wrongfully deprived. You may choose which slave you wish to serve you. My slave Nub here gives fine head but is still not fully trained and prepared, though he is making great progress and his tongue is getting close to achieving its ultimate capabilities.”

Mona’s eyes went from slave to slave, eyes taking on a gleam of building lust as her fingers caressed her pussy. Greta continued.

“Slave 5 here is a rental slave owned by one Madame Eva, a woman you will soon be pleased to meet. He is fully trained and his tongue is at its optimal capabilities. Both slaves have been denied orgasm for an extended period. This serves to maximize their passion in worshipping you. They yearn for the taste of Woman and crave the juices we exude. I assure you their balls are aching badly from their pent up longing for the release of coming but still they hunger and can barely contain their longing to taste us even though it will only worsen their ache. Tomorrow night, if they serve you this evening in a way you find satisfactory they will be granted their release in a way I let allow to be a surprise. Now Mona, which of these slaves would you like to honor by being the first to perform the selfless act for you?”

Moan’s eyes went from slave to slave again but finally settled on the rental. She pointed to him.

“I think a fully trained slave will serve me best!”

She lifted and parted her legs, resting her calves on the arms of the chair, pleased at the design of them that allowed for optimal position and comfort to receive the cunnilingus. She crooked her finger at the slave and pointed to her raven haired cunt, her labia swollen and protuberant in her arousal. The slave knee walked to within her reach, already extending his long tongue, drool dripping from it in his hunger for the taste of her.

He went to hands and knees to crawl closer and she leaned forward to hook her finger in the convenient head ring and pull his face into her waiting cunt. She had fantasized of this moment for so many years but nothing could have prepared her for the rush of exquisite delight at the first touch of an adoring slave’s tongue with a selfless devotion to pleasing her.

Just a minute of the wriggling tender caresses on her parts triggered a consuming climax, the exquisite release of so much pent up desire. She melted into the chair in the haze of afterglow, semi-conscious but still aware of the tender kisses the slave was planting upon her inner thighs and sated cunt. As she emerged from the haze she shifted position, parting her legs wider and raising her knees, then gasping in joyful amazement when she felt the tender caresses of the worshipful tongue upon her anus.

Ever so gently in slithered its way inside of her, going ever so deep, making her eyes water and her body shudder. This was a pleasure she had yearned for in her deepest fantasies and now it was made real. The ministrations were not merely skillful but imbued with a reverent subservience. She lost herself in the rapture, barely aware of her growing arousal until her clit all but screamed for attention. She reached down to hook her finger in the head ring and pull the slave up to her apex.

The tongue fell upon her pearl with a knowing touch and half a minute later she convulsed again in orgasm, letting out a primal shriek, before going limp, legs draped over the shoulders of the slave. Once more she drifted in the haze and felt the tongue go downward again to wriggle into her lower orifice.

She was soon to realize that the first two orgasms were just a warm-up for the finale. When the tongue’s anal caresses aroused her again and she rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt in his face he moved upward and she felt at once the plunging of his tongue into her cavern to press against her G while his finger slipped into her hind hole and his nose rubbed upon her clit.

Then there came the triple delight, the soft finger fucking, the massage of her G and the kneading of her clit by the nose. An orgasm rocked her, then another and a third and then she lost count as orgasmic waves surged through her one after another. Her cries of animal ecstasy filled the room until with one great lurching shudder she went limp and fully passed from consciousness into a netherworld of sweetest contentment.

When her eyes opened they fell upon Greta who sat across from her with a warm smile upon her face.

“Well Mona, I hope you found your introductory cunnilingus satisfactory. It will soon become an everyday thing for you.”

“Greta! I can’t say enough! I always thought my fantasies would eclipse reality but this was the reverse. Nothing in my fantasies even came close!”

“Well just relax and have some more wine Mona dear! The evening is young and we have just scratched the surface! Now, if you don’t mind I would like a turn with those tongues!”


Mona felt so sated she found it hard to believe that more delights might lie ahead but then Greta took her own turn with the slaves, standing up and putting a foot on the coffee table while Nub pressed his face between her shapely cheeks and the rental slave buried his face in her cunt. Both tongues went to duty, Nub’s tongue wriggling in and out of her hole and the other slave’s tongue plunging in to find her G while he rubbed nose to clit. Greta grabbed Nub by the hair with one hand and slipped a finger into the head ring of the other slave and ground her cunt and ass into their faces, every fiber of her body tensing until she froze in place, then quivered and let out a howl of heavenly release, her body melting.

The slaves were quick to wrap their arms around her hips to hold her upright and she tipped backward with arms hanging limp. Mona hopped from her chair and eased her down onto the sofa to lie on her back, sighing in sweet satisfaction. Mona sat back down and just waited until she roused from her sweet stupor. Soon Greta sat up and shook her head to clear it, then chuckled lewdly.

“As you can see Mona, two tongues are better than one! Any time you’re ready just enjoy!”

Mona was amazed at how her lust had rekindled just from watching and soon she stood and planted her own foot on the coffee table offering her cunt and asshole to the slaves. Nub took the rear again, deferring to the other slave, knowing his tongue could not yet reach the G. His head was buried to the ears between Mona’s hefty yet exquisitely shapely cheeks. He found her hole and went to duty, straining to penetrate to maximal depth.

Mona put a hand behind his head to press him deeper while taking hold of the other slaves head ring and working his head back and forth to rub her oozing snatch in his face before pushing him deeper into her crotch so he could plunge in to find her G. When orgasm struck she went to jelly, every muscle failing her and Greta had to leap to her feet and ease her down onto the couch.

It took some minutes for her to recover. Once she firmed and sat up straight Greta ordered the slaves to rearrange the furniture, turning the chairs so they were back to back with the high sofa table from behind the couch between them. Then the slaves were sent to fetch more bottles of wine and some hors d oeuvres from the kitchen and set them on the table between the chairs.

She invited Mona to kneel on the seat of a chair, leaning over the back and showed her how the chair could be adjusted so she was comfortably situated with her behind extended in offering to the slaves. Greta got herself comfortable in the same way and then ordered the slaves to perform soft rimming. The rental slave took his place behind Mona while Nub went to serve his mistress.

Mona was already relaxed and contented from the service of the two tongues but found the tender caresses of the tongue upon her orifice enhanced that feeling delightfully. She sighed in her enjoyment and Greta nodded.

“Yes Mona. This is a fine way to wind down from a long evening of pleasure, such a feeling of exaltation under the tongues of slaves who know their place in the grand scheme of things. Let’s have some wine and eats and talk a while. Tomorrow we will be taking a little trip to a place I’m sure you will enjoy, but that’s all I will tell you this evening. I want it to be a surprise.”

“Greta! You are so right! I feel like a goddess being worshipped, not just now but all of this evening. I never dreamed I could come so many times and with such intensity. Are you telling me it gets better than this?”

“You have no idea Mona. Reality will soon exceed your every fantasy again!”

They partook of the rimming for an hour longer, sharing their deepest thoughts and feelings. In the end the adoring tongues caused arousal to mount and after the slaves were ordered to send their tongues in deep for a few minutes to warm them up for the evening’s finale both mistresses rolled their hips in unison, rubbing their cunts over the slave’s faces, then pressing their clits to their lips. The tongues did their duty, inducing one last soft sweet orgasm that made them ready for bed.

Greta took Nub to bed with her, making him go to hands and knees and mounting his back for a ride to the bedroom. Mona followed suit, the slave straining a bit under her hefty voluptuousity. The bed was king sized wide and also extra-long. Mona laid herself down on her back and the slave laid himself crosswise to her with his head pillowed across her thighs. She felt him nuzzle his way into her dense thicket and heard him take a deep breath, as if the scent of her was irresistible to him. Then, just before she drifted off she felt his tender lips place a soft kiss to her pearl.

Light coming in the window woke her and when she stirred the slave shifted position, going to lie on his belly with face between her thighs. She felt his soft and tender lips enfolding her apex and he held there as if waiting for something. Puzzled, she felt need to ask.

“What is it slave?”

His answer came as both a shock and a delight.

“Please Mistress, may I drink from you?”

Then she realized her need. But she hesitated at first in disbelief that the submissive adoration of the slave was really that deep. But the slave sucked at her pussy in wordless pleading for her nectar and she let going, flooding his thirsty mouth. He guzzled down her piquant golden flow, not a drop spilling and then his tongue went to duty, caressing her clit with worship. A night of the sweet refreshing sleep of a satisfied woman and the thrill of his submissive adoration found her at hair trigger and the first orgasm of the morning rocked her body.

Then the slave put his hands under her knees to raise her legs and part them and she felt the caress and then the deep penetration of that rigorously trained tongue into her hind hole. And she realized that every morning awakening of the new life she had found would likely be like this, every day beginning with exquisite pleasure. She enjoyed two more orgasms and the rode the slave’s back out into the kitchen to join Greta for breakfast.

She found Greta using Nub on his hands and knees as her seat at the table and the slave she rode dutifully went and took position alongside where her plate lay already holding a large omelet and toast. Greta greeted her warmly.

“Good morning Mona dear! I trust you slept well.”

“Never so well before last night Greta. And this slave said good morning to me in such a special way.”

“Complete sexual satisfaction leads to the soundest and most rejuvenating sleep Mona. And your every morning will begin like that from this day forward. Now let’s eat up and have a bath. Then we will pay a visit to a very special place!”

They polished off most of the breakfast and tossed the leavings onto the floor for the slaves. Then they rode them to the spacious bathroom with its huge whirlpool spa. They availed themselves of the commode first and let the tongues of the slaves serve as their toilet paper. Then they stepped into the tub and stood while the slaves lovingly bathed their bodies before sitting down to soak for a while.

After that they slipped into dresses with nothing on underneath and it was into Greta’s car for the ride to Madame Eva’s Emporium though Mona did not know their destination. The naked slaves huddled down on the floor between the seats. Greta pulled the car into the garage attached to the side of the building and they tossed aside their dresses. The slaves groveled behind them to the door and Greta opened it. Eva, expecting them, waited there, resplendently nude except for black thigh high boots. She greeted each of them with a warm hug.

The first sight to greet Mona’s eyes was the array of attire. She gazed upon the garments and accessories, everything the heart of a mistress might desire. Eva invited her to take her pick but Mona declined at first, saying her modest teacher’s salary would not allow her such indulgence. Eva shook her head and explained.

“We are sisters now Mona. Fellow mistresses do not let money stand in the way. Your first ensemble is on the house!”

Mona selected a black leather corset that lifted and emphasized her big full breasts and a pair of black thigh high riding boots with spurs attached. Greta chose a pair of black stiletto heeled knee boots and a wide black leather belt with hooks from which whips, crops, handcuffs and other accoutrements could be hung. Then they made their way toward the rear of the store toward the elevator, slaves groveling behind them.

Mona’s eyes widened when they came to the mannequin displays of whipping and genital torture. She stopped in her tracks and her hand went to her pussy. Eva and Greta waited patiently to let her drink in the sight and become all the more excited. They moved on past the array of faux cocks and Mona paused again, gazing at them rapt.

They reached the elevator and propelled the slaves into it with kicks and sharp gouges from their spike heels. They descended and when the doors opened onto the chamber Mona’s eyes grew wider yet and her hand went to her cunt, fingers now bent of inducing orgasm. But Eva reached out with a firm and gentle hand to stop her.

“Patience Mona! Your first orgasm will be all the better if you refrain!”

Mona glanced around at the furnishings and devices that filled the chamber as they made their way back to the line of six doors along the back wall. Eva pressed a button on the adjacent wall and the doors slid upward. The slaves crawled out and knelt. It happened that the rental slave was number five and he crawled to take his place before his cell. All wore chastity cages and their balls were stretched tight and purple.

Slave one knelt quailing and trembling, glancing back timorously toward his cell door. He was to be the first inspected and Eva stepped behind him and peered within. She grimaced and shook her head.

“Slave one has ejaculated spontaneously as evidenced by his sullied bedding. It’s his first time and he has been long in my service. But he had the gall to whine about how his balls were aching and beg for release. That earned him a sentence of another month without release and it seem he just couldn’t take it. So much the better Mona. Now you will have a chance to participate in his punishment, which is rightly to be quite severe.”  

She gave the slave a sharp kick to his behind and put a hand behind his head to shove him to hands and knees.

“Now get your sorry ass over to the hoist slave so we can hang you up for the whipping you deserve! Crawl on you belly like the worm you are!”

The slave obeyed, going belly down to the floor and worming his way along it, all the while whimpering pleas for mercy and self-serving apologies. Eva answered these with stomps on his back and behind with her sharp heels. Greta join in the stomping and Eva beckoned Mona to join as well. A cruel gleam came into her eyes and she went behind the slave and delivered a kick up between his legs that mashed his balls. He moaned in agony. Eva and Greta offered their hands to Mona for a high five.

When the slave made his way under the hoist Eva cuffed his hands behind him and put a spreader bar on his ankles, parting his legs wide. She hooked to hoist to the ring mounted in the center of the bar and Greta pressed the button that hauled him aloft. Eva removed his chastity cage so his cock would fully feel the whip when it fell upon his organs.

Eva went to where the whips were hung and came back with four snake whips and a long nine-tailed cat with knotted cords. She handed two snake whips to Greta and the cat to Mona.

“As our guest and new sister mistress please begin the flogging Mona. Paint him pink for us to tenderize his skin for when we go to work with these snakes. Perhaps you would like to begin with a good hard stroke across his offending organs!”

Mona was surprised by the cruelty that had welled up within her but pleasantly so. It seemed she had harbored a deep resentment toward the selfish males who had used her for their pleasure and sexually frustrated her. A warm, tingling, pulsing wetness blossomed between her thighs as she stared with lustful malevolence at the helpless slave’s dangling cock and stretched out purple balls, so utterly vulnerable. She raised the cat high and brought it down with every ounce of her strength. The slave howled in his torment, inciting her to inflict more cruelties. She laid the cat upon every square inch of him, each stroke delivered with malicious force as his screams echoed in the chamber. Soon he was indeed painted pink and Mona stepped back, sweat running down her body, winded, but most pleased with herself.

Without delay the snake whips whirled, wielded by mistresses of skill. Eva gave him a push to the ankle making him spin wildly as she and Greta rained searing lashes upon him. Wicked strokes fell upon his organs with unerring accuracy. Mona’s hand went to her pussy and she was near the brink of orgasm when Greta slapped her hand away.

“Again Mona! Refrain! Your patience will be well rewarded!”

When he was reduced to hopeless blubbering they ceased the flogging and lowered him to the floor. Eva pointed to the throne chair on its three step dais.

“Please mount the throne Mona so you may enjoy cunnilingus under the tongue of a properly chastened slave. It will be for you to decide if another round of the whips will be in order. If you sense true penitence in his attentions he will be spared, otherwise just say the word and up he will go up again for a double dose!”

She unhooked the slave from the hoist and he had to belly crawl to where Mona sat waiting, legs parted wide, ankles resting on the arms of the chair. She found the  throne to be perfectly designed for total comfort while receiving oral pleasure.

The slave had to belly crawl across the floor, hands still cuffed behind him and hampered by the spreader bar. Somehow he managed to clamber up the three steps and get to his knees before tumbling forward face first into Mona’s sweat soaked oozing crotch.

Mona gasped in the double delight bestowed by the slave’s artful tongue and his abject and desperate terror. She thrilled at being the arbiter of his fate. And as promised, her patience was rewarded by an orgasm of consuming power when his mouth closed upon her pearl to lick and suck . She convulsed and writhed in the chair, letting out a primal sound, then going limp and lapsing into a sweet stupor, only aware of the slave’s tongue continuing its worshipful ministrations, going down low to give worship to her anus, pleading for mercy felt in every tender caress.

But his licking only served to rekindle her and she hooked a finger into the head ring and pulled him to her with painful force, pressing her anus against his lips hard in demand that he probe deep with his tongue as she snarled warnings of further torment under the whip. She felt the tongue slide deep into her rectum and wriggle about in a manner bringing delight.

The slithering organ proved utterly tireless, a tribute to madame Eva’s rigorous course of training. She lost herself in the rapture, losing all track of time until her cunt all but screamed for the attentions that would give her release. Just a rolling of the hips served to signal her wish to the slave and soon that tongue was deep in her cavern massaging her G while his nose rubbed upon her clit. A surge of orgasmic waves coursed through her as she gave out brutish and atavistic vocalizations.

After one great final shuddering ecstasy her bones seemed to melt and she slumped languid in the chair, lost in the haze of afterglow. After some minutes she shook her head and her body firmed. The slave had rested his head upon her mount, awaiting her next command. But she just dug her sharp heels into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him tumbling down the steps onto the floor. He managed to rise to his knees and kneel with head bowed in submission. She heard Eva’s voice. 

“Your appraisal mistress Mona? Will there be another round under the whips of will he be spared?”

“Spare him Madame Eva. I am quite content.”

The slave sagged in relief but that was to be short lived.

“Very well mistress Mona. But this means only that he will be spared further whipping. Now the offending organs will receive our special attentions.”

With that she and Greta seized the slave bodily and hauled him over to the torture table. They uncuffed his hands and bound them to the corners of it with the leather restraints. Leaving the spreader bar on his ankles they bound them down as well. Then they fastened wide straps across his thighs and belly rendering him utterly immobile and at their mercy. He laid there whimpering soft pleas for forgiveness while Eva enlightened Mona as to what was to follow.

“We hold that the body of the male is self-evidence of the intelligent design of our Goddess creator. Why else would this lowly creature be made with these organs dangling from his body, they being so tender and vulnerable to the infliction of torture. And the male treasures them so! But they are also at the root of all male misbehavior, the balls being the instigators and the cock being the perpetrator.”

Greta went to the shelf that held the torture kit and brought over, setting it on a small stand that stood beside the table and opening it as Eva continued.

“This case contains the various instruments specifically design to inflict torment upon the male organs.”

She reached into the case and withdrew the spiked testicle vise, holding it before Mona as she explained its use.

“The testicles are placed between the jaws and then it’s just a matter of turning the thumb screws to the desired tightness. I’ll slip his balls into the jaws and you may tighten them to your satisfaction.”

She slipped the vise onto the stretched out orbs and stood back to allow Mona to take over. To her pleasant surprise, she felt a growing warmth and wetness between her thighs as she looked into the terrified slave’s eyes and began to turn the screws. The balls were already sore and bruised from the whipping and just the first turn made him flinch and whimper. Another turn had him trying to writhe and escape the growing agony but the bonds held him firmly.

After two more turns the cruel spikes bit deep and trickles of blood flowed. Mona nodded judiciously and stepped back, pleased with her handiwork. She felt a growing swell and tingling in her cunt and expressed her amazement at that.

“My Goddess! I just had my pussy and asshole licked to perfection and came more times than I could count and yet I’m getting so horned up all over again.”

“Eva nodded knowingly.

“Now that your dominant power has been unleashed Mona you will find your capacity for orgasmic pleasure to be near limitless. Complete orgasmic satiation will be yours to enjoy any time you wish once you have been fully initiated. Now let’s move on to the next instruments of torment.”

She reached into the case again and took out the chain of six alligator clips and explained their use.

“The underside of the cock is the most sensitive portion. It has become known that when these clips are attached to the tender skin the pain seems to double by the second. We clip the first one onto the base of the cock and make our way upward. Each clip is more painful that the one before and when the last one is clipped to the little tab of skin just below the glans the pain of all the others combined is eclipsed. Please do the honors Mona!”

She handed her the chain and Mona’s eyes lit up in lustful cruelty as she spread the jaws of the first clip and let then close upon the tender tissue. The truth of Eva’s words was born out when he first flinched and gave out a scream and then began to howl and squirm as the agony escalated. Thrilled with sadistic delight, Mona applied the remaining clips one by one along the length but paused just a moment before putting on the last one. She took the tender tab between her fingers and carefully clamped the clip on at the V just below the glans. Her reward was a shriek of purest torment that almost made her come where she stood. The slave was in a transport of agony but more lay in store for him.

Eva reached into the case again and took out a shiny, foot-long rod and a small bottle of reddish-golden liquid. She opened the bottle and dipped the rod into it, describing its use.

“The bottle contains Chinese hot oil. It’s got quite a pleasing bite upon the tongue when added to a dish. But that bite is purest agony when it is slid down a slave’s urethra. Please insert it Mona and run it in as far as it will go!”

Mona took the rod and then took the clip just below the cock tip between her fingers, lifting the cock upward so she could slide the rod in. The slave was already reduced to hopeless blubbering and sobbing and she wondered if he would even notice this third torture. But notice he did if his scream was any sign. She slid the rod in until it stopped with just two inches left. Her cunt was oozing wet and on fire by then and Eva made an invitation she could not refuse.

“Now climb up on the table and plant your cunt on his face Mona. The slave will be delivered of his agony once he has satisfied you.”

They helped her clamber up and she stood with the slave’s head between her feet, looking down at his tortured organs. Then she lowered herself, using her fingers to part the lips of her pussy and settling down over his facing, engulfing it in her oozing, pulsing tissues. His tongue went to work in abject desperation, bringing her to a violent orgasm within the minute. But it was just the start of things.

She found herself vaginally impaled upon the long and supple organ that probed so deep and massaged her G so well as she ground her pearl upon his chin. Orgasm followed brutish orgasm as she lost count after five. At length she keeled over across the slave’s belly and lay there languid in a sated torpor. Eva and Greta had to hoist her from the table and set her down in a nearby chair.

Eva began to remove the instruments, the removal being near as painful as the application. The slave lay whimpering in relief and she gave him a stern lecture while Greta loosed his bonds, beginning with a question.

“Well slave, was the pleasure of coming without my permission worth the consequences?”

“No Mistress! I promise I will never come again without your leave!”

“Well don’t expect to be coming again any time soon slave! Your unsanctioned release has earned you two months of denial. You need to muster all of your self-control. You know the consequence of two more such offenses do you not?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“And what is that consequence slave?”

“You will cut my balls off Mistress!”

“Indeed, I will and without fail slave! Now crawl to your cell and get out of my sight!”

They released him from his bondage and Eva rolled him off of the table onto the floor. He groveled away, getting some last kicks to his balls from Eva’s boots as she followed him to the cell door and locked it when he crawled inside to lie in his sullied bedding.

Then it was back into the elevator with Nub coming along. They rode upward to Madame Eva’s living quarters on the top floor. Eva owned two private person slaves, Ethan and Adam, that she kept in cells that opened into her bedroom. She gave Adam to Mona to share her bed and all were ready to retire. Mona was pleasantly spent from the delights of the chamber but Eva and great were randy, having refrained while mentoring Mona. Nub and slave Ethan had much labor lying before them between the sheets. Before they parted for the night Greta gave Mona hints of something special when they returned to the chamber in the morning.

Mona laid herself down on her back in the broad and elongated bed with her legs parted wide and made slave Adam lie with his head between her thighs, pillowed on her mount and at the ready to serve her. But there was no need until morning so sated was she from the time in the chamber. Her sleep was most deep and refreshing.

The moment she stirred upon waking she felt the slaves soft lips encircling her pudenda where the golden flow would come from and she just relaxed and let her body give forth its piquant plenty. The slave guzzled it down as if slaking a raging thirst and then his lips and tongue went to duty, sucking and licking her pearl.

She was amazed and delighted at how her lust had rekindled overnight and three orgasms later she rose and stretched, burning with curiosity over what the new day was to bring. She mounted slave Adam’s back and rode him to the kitchen, finding her way there by following the scents of coffee brewing and bacon frying. Eva and Greta greeted her warmly.

Breakfast finished the all went to Eva’s luxuriously appointed mistress bathroom to bathe. They first used the commode and the tongue of the slaves served as their toilet paper. Then they all six eased into Eva’s vast whirlpool spa, soaking for a while, then standing and having the slaves soap them down and scrub their bodies with loofa sponges.

After being dried with the thickest and softest towels Mona had ever seen they all dressed in what they had worn the day before it was back into the elevator and downstairs. Nub came along but Eva’s personal slaves were locked away again. First they exited the elevator into the store and led Mona to the array of faux cocks that were lined up along the wall. Mona had just glanced at them briefly the day before. They let her eyes feast upon the sight for a while as the implications dawned upon her. Eva had to gently slap Mona’s fingers away from her pussy again before enlightening her.

“Yes Mona, you are to have your very own cock. It is too soon for you to select a size because you will first need to bring your new virgin slave Alex in for a proper fitting. But today you will strap on a sizeable organ and put it hard to one of my slaves downstairs.”

Greta broke in.

“Eva, might one of the slaves be ready to ‘graduate?’ When you introduced me to the pleasures of the cock slave 2 was at that point.”

“Now that you mention it Greta there have been some mild complaints from mistresses about slave 4 being a bit too stretched. A tight hole is the sine qua non of a proper sodomization. I was duty bound to give a full refund to the last mistress who rented him so we might just as well graduate him today for the sake of making Mona’s initiation special.”

Eva pointed to a cock of 10 inch length and 1 ½ diameter.

“This is the size cock most typically used to deflower a new slave. It’s entry is properly painful and the orifice clenches tight upon it, giving strong sensations that trigger exquisite orgasms. But today slave 4 with be upsized to this one.”

Mona looked at her quizzically. “Strong sensations Eva?”

Eva chuckled lewdly. “We will let that be a surprise Mona! Just be patient.”

She pointed to the next biggest cock in the array, 11” X 2.”

Mona just stood staring and nodding, fascinated but clearly puzzled and curious. Eva had to pull her hand away from her pussy again.

“Mona, I see I have only piqued your curiosity and really, words don’t suffice to describe what you are about to experience. Let’s go downstairs and get this show on the road.!”

They returned to the elevator and descended to the chamber. Eva opened slave 4’s cell door and he groveled out. She gave him a sharp kick to the behind to urge him toward the center of the chamber, following that kick with a few more to his balls as he made his way there. Then she fetched a black sticky yoga mat and laid it on the floor. Mona eyed it with curiosity. Eva explained, though somewhat cryptically.

“You will need traction and leverage Mona.”

She went to a door in the wall, a storage closet and returned with a finely crafted walnut case with brass hinges and clasp. She set it down on a small high table close by and opened it. She took out the big mock organ with its big false balls below and the vaginal bulb at right angles to the shaft. Thin clear silicone straps with clear plastic buckles were attached to it.

First she held it out to Mona for her inspection. Mona’s eyes lit up in a gleam of lust. Then Eva handed the cock to slave 4 who knelt at attention. The slave was well trained to duty, knowing what was to follow and he showed an eager willingness to install the cock upon Mona, though he looked at it with some trepidation, clearly aware of its larger size. Eva stooped over him and removed his chastity cage. His cock rose quickly to full erection as he stare at Mona’s big dick with mingled excitement and apprehension. Mona looked to Eva with mingled excitement and puzzlement in her eyes. Eva cackled lewdly again.

“Slave 4 knows he is to be fucked and he can’t wait because he has been long denied orgasm and this will be his chance to come. This is the usual way that slaves are granted release when they have earned it. But he senses he will be hurt again the way he was when I deflowered him because of the size cock you will use on him so he still is a bit scared. Now come over by the mirror to look at yourself with your big dick strapped on!”

Mona stood before the mirror and her eyes widened at the sight of herself. A sense of dominant power filled her as she beheld the big organ jutting from her, looking as if she had been born with it. Her vagina pulsed and swelled and tingled around the vaginal bulb. She turned to look at slave 4 with burning lust in her eyes and stepped toward him, the big dick bobbing, mocking all “manhood.”

She might have expected slave 4 to quail and grovel away toward the safety of his cell. But instead,  there was delighted surprise when she came up close to him and he opened his mouth to take the big organ in and began to suck it. Eva stepped over and reached for a red gem at the base of the cock. She pressed it and Mona gasped.

“Sorry Mona! I forgot something! Remember what I said about sensations?”

And she added some strong words to the slave.

“Slave 4! This is mistress Mona’s first time enjoying the woman cock! You will spare no effort to make it special for her or you will not come again for ninety days!”

Mona gasped again in astonishment as she felt the vibrations and the caresses of the slave’s lips and tongue upon the cock as if it were a real and sensate organ. And the slave showered oral worship upon the cock that made her head spin and her cunt throb. Then, to her further delight he made a supreme and sincere effort to deepthroat the huge organ, taking hold of her hips for leverage and pressing the big, flared glans against his throat.

And he succeeded. There was a sudden giving of his gullet and the shaft slid half way down. He pressed forward harder and it slid deeper and deeper until his nose was buried in her bush. Then began the wild and exquisite fellatio, his head going back and forth in escalating cadence, lips and tongue running along the shaft, sending tingling sensations onto Mona’s clit and G. Mona looked to Eva with eyes wide and mouth agape in her amazement. Eva nodded knowingly.

“Yes Mona. Our slaves adore us even more than they fear us. Slave 4 is bound and determined to give you rare pleasure out of purest devotion. Just enjoy!”

Moan felt her arousal rising to a crescendo under the slaves passionate ministrations as if she were a dam about to burst from torrential rainwater. And burst it did with a force that buckled her knees and drew a savage sound from her depths. She went all to jelly and Greta and Eva had to grab her by the shoulders lest she collapse to the floor. Her back arched and her arms hung limp behind her as she drifted in a hazy stupor, sighing softly in her satisfaction.

Her body firmed and she stood upright. The slave drew back and she heard a pop as the big glans exited his gullet. Greta and Eva chuckled, saying they never failed to be amused by that familiar sound.

And then Mona looked down and saw the slave already assuming the position on the mat, on elbows and knees, head on his forearms, ass raised in offering. His orifice puckered in anticipation, though there was also a trembling in his fear over the pain of her entering thrust. The gleam of lust in Mona’s eyes grew even more heated. Greta urged her on.

“Give it to him Mona! You can see he wants it! Every slave wants it all the time! No mercy now! Enter him hard! Show him who’s boss!”

Eva brought a small tube of KY out of the case and put just a dollop on the tip of the cock. Mona went to her knees behind the slave and pressed the glans to his quivering orifice. Her nails were long hard and sharp and she dug them deep into his buns for purchase, finding that the yoga mat did indeed give her traction and leverage as she poised and gathered herself for the thrust.

With a driving forward of her broad and shapely hips she plunged the big organ home. The slave gave out a high pitched whimpering sob at the pain of her entry but she also sensed a hint of pleasure from him as she drove the shaft in deeper with another hard and merciless thrust. Half the length was now within him and she was relentless in driving it in to the very depths of him. She added gyrations to her rutting to stretch him and force every fraction of penetration until her thighs touched his and her bush tickled his behind.

Eva and Greta cheered her on and she drew back until just the tip was enclosed by his orifice and drove forward hard again. She found him already well stretched as the cock went in to depth and her thighs slapped upon his. Then she went to rutting hard, incited by the slave’s sniveling and blubbering as she ravaged him. She found his vocalizations sweet upon her ears and it grew sweeter yet when his whimpers morphed to those of pleasure.

The pulsing, tingling sensations upon her clit and G from the clench of the slave’s sphincter as it ran along the length of the shaft were pushing her ever closer to the brink. And soon the slave was rocking back and forth in answering rhythm to her rutting and whimpering pleas to be fucked all the harder, like some cheap and lascivious tramp. It drove her to a frenzy and then it happened. The slave let out a sobbing moan of utter emasculated surrender as he came, spurting copiously onto the mat. A surge of triumphant ecstasy coursed through Mona’s body as a snarling shriek was torn from her soul.

The room spun as she toppled forward over the slave’s back, bearing him down onto his belly. She lay limp and languid upon him, half conscious,  with the cock still impaling him to depth. When afterglow passed she gave him a few more stabbing thrusts to affirm her dominance, then pulled out of him and stood. Eva and Greta clapped their hands, giving out lewd whoops and catcalls as the jumped up and down. The slave remained on his belly, head across his forearms, sobbing softly. Eva gave praise to the performance.

“Fine job Mona! Look how he lies there, as emasculated as if you had cut his balls off! The woman cock has purged him of every vestige of what they call ‘manhood’, a word should be deleted from the dictionary. He is racked by shame and humiliation, knowing he must face up to being a bitch who will  long for the cock again before morning comes.”

She stepped forward and gave the slave a sharp kick to the ribs.

“Up now slave! Lick up your mess and then suck mistress Mona’s cock clean!”

He rose to hands and knees and stooped to lap up the big puddle of cream he had deposited upon the mat, then turned and rose to take the cock into his mouth to lick away the blood and soiling. Mona grabbed his head ring and forced the cock down his throat, an expression withering contempt and utter self-satisfaction on her face. She looked to Greta and Eva, wide-eyed.

“In my wildest fantasies I’ve never dream of anything even close to this! I’ve always tried to keep my expectations of things a bit low so if somehow I had chance to have them fulfilled I would not be disappointed if they fell short of what I conjured in my mind!”

Greta nodded.

“Well Mona! There is more! Just wait until tomorrow! It gets better!”

They went back upstairs to Eva’s quarters and spent the rest of the day and evening relaxing, drinking red wine, slaves in attendance, tongues at the ready. The conversation turned to Mona’s experience of the cock. Late that evening Greta pressed her with questions.

“Have you ever been properly serviced by a cock Mona?”

“Why no. It was always way too brief.”

“How was it for you while it lasted?”

Mona could only chuckle.

“It was heavenly for the whole thirty to sixty seconds they lasted. But then they would just moan and grunt and shoot off inside me and then think of somewhere else they just had to be right away.”

Eva nodded in understanding and empathy.

“One and done, come and run is what we call it Mona. Despicable.”

Greta went on to elaborate.

“It is well known that the vagina is heaven for the penis Mona. It’s no wonder most males ejaculate prematurely. And, if left to their own devices, they will take their quick pleasure and flee. We of the network have found our own unique solution to the problem. Tomorrow all will be illuminated. We will let that be a surprise.”

With that the evening ended and they retired, each accompanied by a slave. Not for the first time did Mona burn with curiosity over what was to be next in this new and thrilling world of which she was to become a part. She lay upon her back with the slave down on her, tenderly kissing, licking and nuzzling between her thighs as she lost herself in wondering what new delight the morrow would bring. Her excitement built and she knew sleep could only come if she did so she rolled her hips to rub her cunt in the slave’s face, the signal that her was to satisfy her. She felt his lips enfold her pearl to suck it while his well-trained tongue did its duty just so. The orgasm was soft but deep and consuming and she never woke from the afterglow that followed until sunlight streamed in the window the next morning.

She had slept until near noon in her pleasant exhaustion. In some haste she gave the slave his morning drink and enjoyed her waking orgasms. They only served to dampen her fires and make her able to contain herself, her lust being deep and strong in her anticipation of whatever pleasures lay ahead.

Eva and Greta had waited for her patiently and brunch was ready when she rode the slave into the kitchen. When finished Eva locked her slaves away and only Nub accompanied them to the living room where the coffee table had been moved off to the side and three bottles of red wine and three glasses stood on the end table. The seated themselves and Greta began to enlighten her as to what was to follow that day.

“We mistresses deal with a conundrum when it comes to the cock Mona. The cocks of most males are of substandard size, unable to satisfy and these are never allowed to enter our bodies. For the most part the male organ is an object of contempt and revulsion. However, a cock of proper size can give exquisite delight within the vagina. But there are two other places in our bodies that a cock can enter and when all three of our holes are filled with cocks of size there is the wildest of ecstasy.”

Mona just sat rapt, eyes wide, expression showing her curiosity, fingers between her thighs. Eva spoke next.

“Of course, it is axiomatic that any male in our presence who is to service us must be under our control. For this purpose, there was founded the Stud Stable. It is run by one mistress Sophie to whom you will soon be introduced. It is not a brick and mortar thing. You have partaken of the pleasure of the cocks invented by some of the brilliant technological minds among the mistresses of the network. These mistresses have also created other technologies, not the least of which is the mind control microchip.”

Mona just nodded, taking it all in with  growing excitement as Eva went on.

“Of course, properly hung studs must be identified and procured. This is done by the straightforward process of seduction and abduction. Alluring young mistresses prowl the bars and what have you where studly males congregate. They are shameless in fondling the males at the groin to determine their size and this also leads to the male being lured to where he can be sedated and brought in to have the chip implanted at the base of his skull. A smart phone app can be used to activate the chip when the service of the stud’s cock is needed. He will drop whatever he is doing and go to an appointed place where he is picked up and transported to where the mistress awaits service. All thought of anything other than servicing the mistress to satisfaction is driven from his mind by the chip. Three studs are always summoned.”

Then a thought came to Mona that brought an expression of alarm and puzzlement to her face.

“But Eva, Greta, does this mean sucking a cock? I have always been repulsed by just the thought of that. Isn’t it something selfish and lustful men force women to do in order to degrade them by coming in their mouths and making them swallow it? Once a man forced me to my knees and tried to make me do that, in my own home no less! Needless to say, he soon departed, bent over and moaning from my punch to his balls!”

Greta explained.

“There is a secret, a mystery and a paradox here Mona. The secret is that a cock down the throat provides indirect clitoral stimulation that dramatically enhances the delight of the cock in the vagina and rectum. This is a mystery still being researched but we think comes by way of the vagus nerve. The paradox is that while the cum of the typical and under-endowed male is indeed repulsive, the cum that spurts from a properly hung stud who is servicing you is rich and sweet. It defies explanation and is only to be enjoyed.”

Eva elaborated.

“And all of this Mona is in keeping with the first precept of female supremacy: That which gives pleasure to the mistress is good and righteous altogether.”

Then the doorbell rang and Eva pointed toward the front door.

“The studs were summoned earlier and have arrived!”

Greta ordered Nub to go answer the door. Soon a tall and statuesque you redhaired woman wearing a black leather cat suit and stiletto heeled boots entered the room leading three naked males by leashes bound around their balls. Nub followed on hand and knees.

Their organs were already full erect and dripping precum. Mona gasped at the size of their endowments. Greta looked at her and smiled.

“All three of them are yours to enjoy this evening Mona. It will be a round robin, each of them will come in each of your pleasure holes.”

Greta spoke to the young woman who had made the delivery.

“Rita, please go to my home theater and make yourself comfortable while you watch a movie or two. And take my two slaves with you so you may enjoy some TTAO!”

Rita thanked her and dropped the leashes, then left the room. Eva watched her leave nodding in approving admiration.

“Such a fine young specimen of womanhood. She is serving an apprenticeship under mistress Sophie’s tutelage and will soon join the network a a full-fledged mistress and Sophie’s strong right arm in the operations of the Stud Stable. But, without further ado let us begin.”

Greta got things started, barking an order at Nub.

“Get busy Nub! You know the drill!”

Mona watched in astonishment as Nub went to kneel before the first stud and opened his mouth wide to take the big organ in. Her jaw dropped when the big shaft slid down his throat with ease and she looked to Greta with eyes wide. Greta chuckled lewdly and explained.

“The first order of business if the prevention of premature ejaculation Mona. Nub will suck all three of them off like a good cuck slave. Watch how he gets them off and swallows their cum! This will be the duty of your own slave Alex as well. Every slave must submit to this and accept that his mistress may fuck whoever she pleases and he must not only accept it but assist in her taking of this pleasure. Once the studs come Nub will suck each of them back to erection and then they will be ready to service you long and hard before ejaculating again. They are trained to come simultaneously. Then Nub will suck them hard again for and even longer round of rutting, and then again for the third round. The studs will be drained of every drop of cum and used up. And, of course, Nub will provide cleanup service in between time.”

By then Nub had the first stud on the brink of ejaculation and soon took him over it. The stud grunted in brutish pleasure as Nub took just his glans between the lips and accepted the big load that flooded his mouth. He turned to Mona with mouth open wide to show it near overflowing with the rich teeming cream and then swallowed it down.

Without delay he turned his attention to the next stud and Greta pointed.

“Watch this Mona!”

Nub soon brought the stud to ejaculation with the skill of a practiced whore and when the stud let out his first grunt of pleasure Nub pressed forward to take the cock in balls deep as the stud pumped his load straight down into his stomach.

Then Nub pulled back and away and was on the third stud in a heartbeat, bringing him off within the minute and this time letting the glans rest on his lower lip so that the cream could be seen spurting into his wide open mouth. Again, he showed Mona the rich plenty before gulping it down.

Without delay he went back to the first stud to suck him back to erection. It didn’t take long for the virile beast to be aroused again. The it was on to the second and third and soon all three stood randy and ready.

Greta rose from her chair and gestured toward the first stud who sat down and slouched with his big organ jutting upward. Greta waved her hand in invitation to Mona.

“Hop on Mona and enjoy!”

Mona needed no further coaxing, having been madly aroused by the goings on she had witnessed. She mounted the stud, facing him and Greta took hold of the big member and guided it into her vagina. The second stud stepped forward to sodomize her but Greta held him back, taking time to lube his cock with some KY to ease his entry into Mona’s virgin nether orifice. Then the stud knelt on the back of the chair with her ass between his knees, aligned his organ with her orifice and thrusted home. Mona flinched and gave out a little yelp of pain, mingled with pleasure, and pressed backward to help him impale her deeper.

Then the third stud went around to back of the chair and offered his cock to Mona for her to suck. She hesitated a moment but then opened wide and he stuck it into her mouth. The studs in her cunt and asshole went to rutting hard, dizzying her with delight as the third stud pressed his glans against her gullet. At first she gagged but she persisted in her effort to take it down and soon her gullet gave and the big organ slid in half way. She pressed forward harder until it was in so deep she could lick his balls.

And then when he began to fuck her throat Greta’s words rang true. She felt a tingling running through her body between clit and throat, making her pearl seem ready to burst in ecstasy. The two studs within her lower orifices began a rutting frenzy and then the orgasms burst within her, every cell in her body seeming suffused with mad delight. She lost herself in a fog of rapture, losing all track of time until, through that fog she heard all three studs moan and grunt and the achieved their release. The stud in her mouth drew back and she clenched glans between her lips.

Again, she knew the truth of it because her mouth was filled with a rich sweetness, spurt after spurt flooding it, engulfing her tongue. When he had expended all she pulled away, closing her mouth to savor the delectation before swallowing with hunger.

The stud who had sodomized her pulled out and stepped back. The one beneath her slid out from under. Her ass was presented and soon she felt a tongue busy there and realized it must be Nub going to his cleanup duty. She heard him sucking and slurping in her cunt, gathering in all the creamy plenty the stud had ejaculated.

When finished with her cunt he rolled over face up and she felt his tongue caressing her anus and heard Greta’s voice.

“Sit up onto his face and put your asshole over his mouth Mona. Then squeeze the cum out into it.”

She followed Greta’s instruction and felt the big load gushing out of her as she pressed down. Everyone else could see the big brownish white slug filling Nub’s mouth before he swallowed it down.

Mona turned to sit in the chair and saw Nub already busy sucking the cock of the stud who had been up her ass. When he was cleaned and hardened he went on to the next and soon all organs jutted stiff as wood. Greta urged Mona on.

“Two more rounds of rutting Mona! If you like!”

“Oh, I like Greta! I like!”

She turned and knelt on the chair seat again and the stud she had deepthroated slid up under her.  She took his cock in hand and slid it into her nookie while the one who had fucked her cunt slid his member easily into her now stretched anus. The erstwhile sodomizer offered his organ for her to suck.

Two more wild rounds of rutting followed and afterward she slumped limp and languid in the chair, feeling her stomach filled from three heavy cum loads and basking in pure contentment and satiation. She heard Eva’s voice through the haze.

“There are cocks and there are cocks Mona. The pathetic little cocks of the average male are the object of our derision and are forbidden to enter our bodies. But cocks that can fully satisfy are welcomed into every place within us they can go.”

Greta added her piece.

“Mona, you have been introduced to every pleasure that will be yours at will. Tomorrow evening your new slave Alex will be delivered naked to your door. And you have hit the jackpot with your choice Mona. There are two things about him that will come as most pleasant surprises. You have stumbled onto a hidden gem. That is all I will tell you.”

CHAPTER SIX

On warm summer evenings young Alex Martin liked to take a walk along the tree lined streets of his neighborhood before going to bed. It always relaxed him and helped him sleep. And over the past several weeks the need for these walks had become all the more urgent because of a strange occurrence that had brought both wild excitement and severest torment.

On one such evening as he walked along a stretch of sidewalk heavily shaded by big trees a black van came down the street and stopped. A beautiful blond haired woman leaned out from the passenger side window and beckoned to him while calling out to ask directions to a restaurant in the neighborhood.

Naïve young Alex approached the van and when he came up close the side door slid open and two pairs of strong arms seized him and pulled him inside. The door slid shut and the van drove off at moderate speed. Alex struggled briefly in the grip of what he soon realized were strong, muscular women. Then there was a stinging in his neck as the needle of the syringe sunk in and he soon knew no more.

Slender, tow-headed, blue eyed virgin, 18 year old Alex still lived with his parents. Alex had recently had an experience that bent his mind and left it still reeling. All through his young life, even pre-puberty he had harbored fantasies of being enslaved by powerful dominant women. His parents were strictly religious and tried to pretend sex did not exist or at least was not to be spoken of. They put restrictions on the family computer to limit his web browsing to what they deemed appropriate and chaste.

But Alex was smart and tech savvy and once he had earned enough money from his part time job bagging groceries and stocking shelves he secretly acquired his own laptop and worked his way around so he could browse at will in his walk in closet, finding websites devoted to his deepest longings. He posted his profile on more than one.

Then one day an email appeared from a woman who commanded him to go on Skype for a meeting with her. She attached  photos of herself, a raven-haired, olive skinned, dark eyed beauty. The photos were lurid, showing her dressed in kinky outfits that exposed her ample breasts, shapely behind and hairy pussy. She ordered him to appear before her naked at the appointed time. She gave her name as Mistress Ariana.

Their meeting was to be late on the coming Saturday night. It was Thursday when he got the email and the time intervening was a torment of anticipation mingled with fear. The woman seemed to have an iron dominant will that compelled him. He acquired a persistent erection he had to hide as best he could and his balls began to ache.

Feeling a sense of things spinning out of control he was tempted to decline the meeting, but in the end, as instructed, he at knelt at attention before the computer in his closet, jaybird naked, erection jutting, waiting for Mistress Ariana to appear on the screen.

When she did he drew in beath at the sight of her sitting enthroned, wearing a black leather corset and stiletto knee boots, her lady things fully exposed, the living embodiment of his every fantasy. And her voice carried a sultry tone of command that riveted him and brooked no contradiction.

“Well young Alex. Your profile has come to my attention on our website and it appears you have the makings of an exemplary sex slave. But you must be vetted and tested to ensure that your submissive nature is genuine and you are not just pretending. To this end you will obey my commands without question and you will address me as ‘mistress’. First you will assume the positions I order you to take so I may inspect your body.”

She ordered him to turn sideways to the left, then to the right and then about face. Then she ordered him to bend forward with head on the floor and reach behind himself to spread his cheeks apart. It was all some humiliating but it carried a thrill that dizzied him and made his balls ache all the worse. At the last she ordered him to stick out his tongue and he saw her eyes widen perceptibly and her face take on an expression of pleasant surprise. And this was continued when her eyes fell upon his cock.

But she made no comment, just dismissed him, first telling him to go and buy a set of long leather shoelaces for their next meeting which was to be the same time the next evening. The screen went dark.

He was puzzled by her last command by dutifully went to buy the leather laces and had them lying on the floor before him at their next meeting. The purpose of the laces was revealed when she ordered him to tie them around his balls in a tight figure 8 that spread them wide apart and made them turn purple, worsening his ache dramatically. She told him he was to keep his balls bound that way until given permission to release himself.

She was seated in a thronelike black leather chair. Parting and raising her legs to expose her womanhood she zoomed the view in so her hairy, ragged pudenda filled the screen.

“Tell me what you think of what is before your eyes Alex!”

“It’s beautiful Mistress but it scares me too!”

“That’s to be expected Alex because one of these will soon have total power over you and become the center of your universe. Your life as you know it will be over. Now, would you like to taste me?”

“Oh yes Mistress! If only you were here and I could!”

“That pleases me Alex. Now look lower, to the very bottom!”

His eyes went low to take in the sight of her dark nether orifice. She puckered and relaxed it in a lewd rhythm. He could see she was lightly soiled.

“If it pleased me for you to lick me there Alex would you do it?”

At first there was some revulsion at the thought but then his desire welled up and he nodded.

“Yes Mistress! If it be your will!”

“Well said Alex! Those are words for you to live by. Performing that selfless act will be proof to your mistress that your love and submission are deep and real and that you care nothing for yourself but only for her pleasure. And I see that you are quite erect. Do your balls ache?”

“Yes Mistress. So badly!”

“Do you realize coming will relieve that ache Alex?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“But you will refrain from using your hand to get release won’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“I hope you can live up to your words Alex because if you weaken I will know, no matter how you try to hide it and the consequences will be severe! Now we are finished for the evening. Same time next week! And keep your balls bound tight!”

A week! And what a week of sweet torment it was! He would lie long awake at night as wild fantasies filled his mind and they filled his dreams as well when he managed to sleep at despite the dreadful ache. More than once he awoke from such a dream with hand on cock and stroking, nearing the brink. But he would steel himself, fearing the consequences.

But the night before the next meeting, in the midst of a dream of being on his knees before a thronelike chair with naked women, Mistress Arianna being first among them, taking their seats by turn and presenting their pudenda to be tasted and served he dreamed that he came, only to awake suddenly to the realization that he was ejaculating heavily with no way to stop himself.

The next day was filled with terror and he was tempted to skip the meeting. But the will of Mistress Arianna seemed to compel his obedience and at the appointed time he knelt naked and trembling before the screen. Mistress Arianna’s face appeared and within seconds an expression of anger and contempt came over it. Her words sent chills of fear up his spine.

“I know guilt when I see it Alex and guilt is written all over you! You did it didn’t you! You came without my leave!”

“It wasn’t my fault Mistress! I didn’t even touch myself! I was dreaming you…and other women. I was giving pleasure to them with my tongue! And suddenly I was coming! I couldn’t help it!”

“So now you are making excuses Alex? This will only add to the severe punishment you have already earned! There is no excuse for coming without my permission! I was even planning on granting you release this evening! But that is not to happen. Instead, you will be punished. First you will go and find some needed items, a wooden spoon, a clothes pin and a rubber band. Now go!”

Alex crept out of the closet and into the kitchen first, going first to the drawer where he knew the wooden spoons would be, finding one with a long handle. He took pains to be silent as he could lest he wake his parents and be caught prowling the house naked. There was a junk drawer in the kitchen where he found a strong rubber band. Then it was to the laundry room where he found a box of wooden clothes pins.

He returned to the closet to be greeted by Mistress Arianna’s impatient glare. He knelt and placed the items on the floor in front of him. Arianna shook her head in annoyance.

“What took you so long? But never mind. Pick up the wooden spoon Alex!”

He obeyed and then the first of his punishments was revealed.

“Now you will take the spoon and give yourself a hard whack, right on the tip of your cock!”

He looked to her with eyes wide, timorously, questioningly. Her expression grew even more stern and her iron voice compelled him.

“Are you deaf Alex? Whack your cock now!”

He raised the spoon high and brought it down hard on his glans, the sharp, stabbing pain making him tip forward onto his hands. He looked up at her to see fury in her eyes.

“You call that hard Alex? Give yourself another one like you mean it! Show me your penitence for your loathsome behavior!”

He steeled himself, rose back to kneeling at attention, his cock still jutting before him, and raised the spoon higher before bring it down with all his might. This time the pain put him on the floor, moaning and curled up, cradling his now wilted organ between his hands. He heard her steely voice again.

“That’s more like it Alex! Now kneel up again. Your punishment is far from over!”

Whimpering,  he rose to his knees again to await her next command.

“Now Alex, lift your cock up out of the way and give your left testicle a whack just like the one to your cock!”

Compelled by the force of her dominant will, he obeyed, raising  the spoon even higher and bringing it down all the harder on his tightly stretched, already aching orb. Again, he went to the floor, curled up and moaning. But she gave him no respite.

“Up again Alex! And give yourself another one to your right nut!”

Resigned, he forced himself to obey her again and soon he was lying fetal with hands cupped around his tender and tormented organs. She let him lie there groaning for a minute or two, then ordered him to kneel again and gave instructions for the next phase of his punishment.

“Wrap the rubber band around the tip of the clothespin so it will pinch extra hard Alex!”

He obeyed and the followed her next command.

“Now clamp the clothespin on the underside of your cock, just below the tip.”

He pulled out a little tab of skin and let the clothespin clamp down on it. A searing sting blossomed that seemed to double by the second and he bent over, whimpering in his torment. But she barked another decree.

“Kneel up straight now Alex and listen to me!”

He rose to attention with the pin clamped tight on his organ suppressing his whimpers the best he could while she began a long lecture on the subject of self-control and the weaknesses of the male.

“Your male organs are objects of temptation Alex. Your balls produce the selfish urges and your cock acts upon them. But you must understand that you are a lesser being created by our female deity to serve us and you are undeserving of the pleasure that coming gives you, even though it is a tepid and paltry pleasure compared to that of the mistresses it will be your duty to serve. All males lack the necessary self-control and we have devices that prevent any foolishness day to day. But spontaneous ejaculation can only be prevented by your exercise of self-control.”

On and on she went, elaborating on the subject and digressing to other matters, all in regard to his duty to submit obey and give pleasure to the superior beings placed above him by divine right. All the while he knelt sniveling softly from the stinging torment of the pin clamped to his organ. She ended her tirade with permission to remove the pin and scheduling another session for a week later. The screen went dark.

The intervening week was pure torture, fear mingled with longing to kneel before her again and drink in the sight of her exquisite womanhood. His balls ached as never before and he walked slumped over as if cannon balls hung from them. His parents eyed him with suspicious puzzlement but he fended off their queries, telling them implausibly that he was fine. It took every ounce of his will to keep himself from ejaculating, most of the nights being sleepless.

On the evening of what he did not know was to be his final meeting with Mistress Ariana he knelt before the screen wondering what might be next. Arianna’s face appeared and as she looked him over her eyes became warm and kind and she smiled at him.

“I see you have been a good boy this week Alex and have refrained. Good boys get rewarded. Now go to the kitchen and fetch the biggest, widest pan you can find.”

He obeyed, mind reeling in puzzlement over what to expect. He found a big wide pan and slipped it out of the cabinet, being careful not to bang it on anything and wake his parents, making his way back to the closet and laying the pan out on the floor before him its long dimension pointing toward the screen.

“That will do fine Alex. Now you may stroke yourself and get release Alex. You may do so without guilt or fear of punishment because you have my permission. Just make sure every drop of your semen falls into the pan.”

He was hesitant at first, stroking slowly, but soon his urgent need took over and he jerked himself hard. He was so much at hair trigger that just a score of strokes set him off. His balls were still stretched tight and he felt his cum surging through his constricted ducts and could sense that the impending spurt might carry far and even splatter upon the screen. He could only imagine Mistress Arianna’s wrath as such a thing so he forced his cock downward to aim it at the pan.

The first shot landed at the far end, a creamy gout of a volume that surprised him and, to be safe he pressed his cock down lower. The six subsequent spurts struck the pan dead center, except for the last one which, as his ejaculation weakened, barely landed at the near end.

He wilted and fell forward onto hands and knees, hearing Arianna’s next shocking command.

“Now Alex! Lick up the mess you have made like a good boy and swallow it! Every speck and drop!”

Already knowing the withering shame that can follow the male orgasm and having spent his longing onto the pan with his cum he first could not bring himself to submit to this degradation. But when he looked up and saw her impatient glare and remembered his punishment from the week before he resigned himself and leaned low over the pan, lapping up his creamy product, finding not so repugnant as rich and sweet. And when he lapped up the last and rose to look at Arianna he was relieved to see the warm kindness still upon her face.

“That was perfect Alex. You have proven yourself beyond all doubt. You may untie your balls, but remember, self-control! Goodbye! For now!”

The screen went dark, leaving him bewildered because she had made no mention of another meeting. He made haste to untie his balls, sighing in relief as the painful stretching was eased.

Days of confusion passed. He tried emailing her but she ghosted. And the nights were agonizing, his cock stiff as wood and his balls still aching. He would lie long awake, gritting his teeth and lying with his hands pinned under his back to keep them away from his organs. She had said goodbye but only for now and he knew she would see the guilt in him whenever they might meet again and his punishment was stamped in his memory.

A month passed. His evening walks and cold showers helped but barely. Then came the night when he was seized and dragged into the van.

Mona sat in her recliner regally naked except for stiletto heeled black ankle boots. Tonight, was the night. Her new, tender, virgin young slave was soon to be delivered. She couldn’t help fondling herself but managed to refrain because she wanted above all for her first orgasm of the evening to be under the tongue of that sweet young thing.

She had left the front door unlocked. Soon she heard it open and then heard the sound of bootheels on the hardwood floor. Eva and Greta entered the living room carrying her new young prize. They laid him belly down in the center of her big soft Persian rug. He was unconscious. Then both her friends came to her, giving warm hugs, telling her to have a wonderful evening and to please call them in the morning with details.

Alex lay still for a while. Mona resisted the urge to give him a heel jab to wake him. Instead, she eased back in her chair and assumed the position, parting her legs and draping them over the arms of the chair so the first sight to greet her new slave’s eyes would be the pussy that would come to be the center of his universe.

Soon he stirred and raised his head, shaking it a bit to clear it. Then his eyes turned to her and indeed they felt first upon her pudenda and grew wide. Then he looked up into big blue eyes that seemed to penetrate his soul.

“Where am I?”

“You are at my house Alex.”

“Who are you?”

“I am Mistress Mona Alex.”

“Why am I here?”

“Because you are now to be my slave Alex.”

“But I’m scared! I want to go home!”

“Shush Alex! Stop pretending. You know you want to be here. Mistress Arianna has vetted and tested you.”

He fell silent for a moment, recalling the skype meetings. Then:

“Why am I naked?”

“Because I wish it so Alex. You will have no further need for clothing. And I am naked as well because I want to acquaint you with my body and teach you to give me pleasure. And you want to give me pleasure Alex. Deep down you know you want to be my slave because it is in your nature. I have chosen you and you are mine!” 

He rose to his knees to face her and Mona’s eyes grew wide when they fell upon his organ, a solid 10 X 1 ½ that belied his small and slender body. This had to be one of the surprises Greta had mentioned. A cock that could service her! But he still showed an annoying hesitancy.

“But when can I go home?”

“You are trying my patience Alex! Come here!”

There was iron in her voice much like that in Mistress Arianna’s and he let her will take command of him. He groveled across the few feet of floor that separated them and found himself with eyes fixated upon her cunt as he approached. It seemed to draw him forward and he had to admit that he longed to taste her, surrender to her and serve her. Her pussy was large, dark protuberant labia riving her raven haired mount, a long ragged crevice, the lips slightly parted, showing pink inner tissue. He came within inches of her and extended his tongue but she took hold of his hair and held him from her. The musk of her filled his nostrils and his organ stiffened almost painfully and that familiar ache began in his balls.

Mona looked down at her new young prize, her own lust rising. She could tell that he had caught the scent of her by the way he strained forward with eyes riveted upon her parts.

“Now we are getting somewhere Alex. You have abandoned you foolish reluctance and you want so much to taste me don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!” His voice trembled.

“I want so much to feel your tongue upon me Alex but we have all night, in fact we have forever so we will begin very slowly and softly. Be gentle and adoring. Make me feel how you long to please me.”

She let go her grip and he fell forward from straining to reach her and his face plunged into her lush wetness, becoming engulfed in the depth of her lush canyon. He reached out with his tongue and cupped it, scooping upward, gathering her amber poon, dizzied by the scent and taste of her. Any vestige of pretense vanished and he surrendered to the reality that this moment was one he had longed for all his life.

Mona gasped in her delight as she felt that surrender in the first touch of his tongue. Here she was with the tender young man who was to be her very own to enslave and possess. And a virgin both ways into the bargain. She thrilled at the thought of taking both of those virginities from him, wondering which to take first.

He lapped about in her crevice, seeking the spots that would give her delight and soon the second surprise was revealed when his tongue found her cavern and plunged deep, finding her G. She moaned and shuddered as his tongue’s tip massaged it and she murmured instructions.

“Don’t stop Alex! It feels so good! But go slowly! I want to enjoy it for a while. Then you can make me come!”

Alex was overcome with worshipful joy at knowing he could give her such pleasure. He nuzzled deeper into her lush tissues and caressed the soft mound at the roof of her cavern with tender passion, urged on by her sighs and moans.

At first she rolled her hips in a slow rhythm, but sound the cadence escalated as her arousal mounted in her growing need for release. At length she took hold of his forelock and pulled him up so his nose pressed to her pearl while commanding him to put his tongue hard to her G. As her lust rose to a boil she gripped his hair tight and painfully, jerking his head back and forth so his nasal tip rubbed her clit while he ground his tongue hard in her depths.

Orgasm rocked her in a deep, convulsive wave of brute ecstasy and she wondered if her neighbors could hear the feral sound that was torn from her depths. With a deep earthy grunt of utter satisfaction, she went limp and passed into languid afterglow.

Alex rested his head on her sated mount, delighted at bringing her to that ecstasy but wanting to do more. Then he recalled his Skype meeting with mistress Arianna and how she had told him going down to the very bottom to lick would express the depth of his loving submission.

Mona still slumped in the chair with legs spread wide, revealing herself from top to bottom. He went down low, licking across her soft perineum and down between her cheeks to find her orifice. When his tongue fell upon it he found her in need of light cleaning and first turned his attention to gently swabbing away the flakes and granules from her seams and creases.

He heard her sigh in growing enjoyment as his tongue’s caresses roused her from her stupor. He felt her grab his hair and she pressed his face deep into her oozing cunt while giving instruction.

“Harder Alex! Lick harder! I want your tongue inside of me!”

He formed his tongue’s tip into a hard point and pressed it against her clench, swirling it around. With a soft moan she relaxed herself and he plunged in deep, feeling and tasting to soft tissues of her rectal lining. She gave another order, hissing through teeth gritted in growing pleasure.

“Deeper Alex! And don’t stop!”

He strained for every millimeter of penetration, all the while slithering his organ within her, urged on by her panting breaths as her excitement rose.

When she could go not another minute without release she pulled him upward to plunge into her cavern again, barking another command.

“Your finger Alex! Put it where your tongue was! Then fuck me with it!”

She felt his digit slide in and begin going softly in and out while he again massaged her deep pleasure spot. She yanked his nose up to her pearl by grabbing his hair again, this time with both hands, jerking him up and down hard, grinding his nose tip upon her. The triple stimulation set her off into a chain of savage climaxes, each one tearing a shriek from her depths until her lust was slaked and she melted.

Mona floated in a pink haze of contentment. Her first evening with her sweet new slave had exceeded all of her expectations. Satisfied with oral delights her mind turned to the matter of his penile virginity. She found herself in a quandary. Should she or should she not take that from him that very evening. It seemed too soon but she was intrigued by his sizeable cock and wanted to enjoy it in some way. A plan formed in her mind as it cleared from her daze.

She sat up. Alex knelt close before her between her legs and she reached out and took hold of his big stiff organ.

“You have such a nice big cock Alex. Is it true, as I have been told, that it has never been inside of a woman before?”

“Yes mistress. It is true.”

“Would you like it to be inside of me? Now?”

“Oh yes mistress! Please!”

“Very well Alex! You may enter me!”

She shifted position so her cavern aligned with the tip of his organ. He hesitated at first but she encouraged him by taking his hips between her hands and pulling him forward. His organ slid into her, filling her so perfectly!

“How does it feel Alex?”

“It feels so good! So warm and soft. I’m scared!”

“Why Alex?”

“I’m afraid I will come if I even move just a little and you will be angry and punish me.”

“You are right Alex. I forbid you to come. I will be very angry if you give in to your urges and punishment will be severe. But your also cock feels wonderful inside of me. A perfect fit! I want you to stay inside of me but you must control yourself!”

Indeed, his organ gave her delight, even though he moved not a muscle. She yielded to temptation and worked her inner musculature, squeezing and massaging it, giving herself delight. She saw him gritting his teeth and trembling, desperate to hold back and not incur her wrath and her punishment. When she sensed he could hold back no longer she ceased her ministrations for the moment.

She let him settle down, then resumed the maddening and heavenly clenching and releasing, continuing longer this time, challenging his resolve. Three more times she took him to the brink, then asked a question.

“Do your balls ache Alex!”

“Yes! So much! May I please come mistress? Please?”

“You may not Alex! And you must never again beg me to let you come! But I want to come now! Hold still and control yourself!”

She used her fingers on her clit to ease herself while she massaged his organ, the fine filling of her cavern enhancing. When she came she felt herself clenching rhythmically upon him and nearly causing his eruption. But he kept control.

“Now pull your cock out of me Alex! We are done with that now.”

He lingered for a while, reluctant to exit the heaven between her thighs, but finally pulled back and out, his organ glistening with her secretions.

It was getting late and she was pleasantly satisfied and ready for bed. But first she informed him of the rigor he was to endure and what his reward was to be if he endured without complaint and did not fail her.

“Every day for the next month you will enter me in that way and I will tease your cock without mercy. You must maintain your self-control. Some mistresses put cages on the cocks of their slaves to prevent masturbation but I want you to prove your love and devotion by adhering to the ‘honor system.’ And spontaneous ejaculation will be punished as severely as if you had flagrantly used your hand. But, if a month passes without transgression your reward will be my body. You will surrender your penile virginity by coming into every place within me you cock can go.”

Then she mounted his back to ride him to the bedroom. He strained under the bulk of her hefty body but bore her willingly and determinedly. She laid down on her back diagonally on the king sized bed and had him lie between her spread legs with her pudenda for his pillow then pulled the covers over both of them.

She drifted off immediately into the refreshing sleep of a satisfied mistress. Alex lay awake for a while, arms wrapped around her comely thigh, resting his head on her mount, loving the tickle of her pubes on his nose, drinking in her scent, listening to her soft and steady breathing. He could not deny he was in the heaven he had always dreamed of, slave to a mistress he had come to adore in just one evening. He planted some tender kisses upon the pussy that had become beloved to him and on the insides of her thighs feeling joy when she sighed in her sleep from his caresses. Then he laid his head upon her hairy mount. Took a few deep breaths to take in the scent of her once more and drifted off.

Morning came and she stirred beneath his head. And soon he was introduced to his matinal duty. Her waking words were stern and brooked no refusal of that duty.

“Alex, every morning you will help me start my day right by giving me cunnilingus. But first you must drink from me. Get your lips around me, up at the top and get ready. Do not spill a drop and sully my bedsheets!”

At first there was shock and revulsion at the thought of it but then his love prevailed and he encircled her with his soft lips where he knew the flow would come from. Her salty piquant flow filled his mouth but instead of being repulsed he felt a thirst. It came from Her! She had gathered much within her overnight and he guzzled every drop and wished for more when the flow ceased. Then he gave tongue worship through three deep and satisfying orgasms.

What was to be the morning routine continued in the bathroom where his tongue was her TP after she used the commode. Then it was time for her shower. The stall was spacious and the water cascaded from a fixture in the ceiling. It poured down over her while he knelt at her feet and bathed her  with fragrant body wash.

It was only mid-June and school was out so she had the whole summer ahead to enjoy him before turning him over to mistress Arianna at the Cuckold Academy for needed training. After he prepared her breakfast she assigned him household chores to keep him occupied when he was not servicing her.

And service her pussy he did periodically throughout the day. Then there was the self-control regimen. He would spend extended periods of time with his organ in her vagina while she teased and edged him without mercy. She decided to worsen the ache in his balls by binding them with leather thongs that stretched his scrotum tight and shiny and she particularly loved how his balls came to look like ripe and purple plums.

After lunch that first day she piled up every pillow in the house down the center of her bed and laid herself comfortably belly down with her ass offered to his tongue. She called Greta to chat while she enjoyed his deep rimming. Greta greeted her warmly when she picked up.

“Great to hear from you Mona! What are you up to now?”

“My slave Alex has his delightful tongue deep in my rectum Greta. But there is an issue. His tongue may be naturally long but it does tire and interrupt my enjoyment of it. He has to rest a while before continuing.”

“That’s not acceptable Mona and points up the need for rigorous training. I wonder if you would be interested in testing a recent invention created for the very purpose before it’s put out on the market. It’s called the ‘Motivator.’ It’s a battery powered ball squeezer operated by a remote. I’ll have one dropped off for you. Call me when you get it and I’ll give you a tutorial. Then try it out and put a review on the website.”

“I’m intrigued Greta. I can’t wait!”

The device arrived the next day and Mona eagerly opened the box to find intriguing contents. She called Greta on facetime for the tutorial.

“The basic operation is simple Mona. Put the balls between the jaws of the vise and then press the button on the remote. The jaws will close down painfully on the balls. So, when your slave’s tongue tires, press the button. When he is properly ‘motivated’ and begins to rim you in the way you find most pleasing you will naturally let up on the button. The jaws will loosen. Enjoy until the next time his tongue tires. Then just press again. It might take a week or two of long sessions but eventually his tongue will become tireless and he will be able to rim you perfectly for extended periods without the slightest interruption of your enjoyment.”

And there were other features that Greta explained.

“There are stops that prevent the jaws from closing all the way and squashing the balls flat Mona. But these can be removed and the device can be used in punitive mode so that the balls can be destroyed in that way. The box also contains some spikes with threaded shanks. Noticed the threaded sockets in the jaws. The spikes can be screwed into the jaws so that when they close the testicles are first painfully pierced before being flattened. In either case, of course, castration follows because the balls are wreckage.”

Mona could only stare at the device in fascination, turning it in her hands to inspect it as Greta continued.

“The name of the device has a double meaning Mona. It can be used to motivate improved rimming and other oral service by squeezing the balls. But it can also be used to motivate through terrorizing slaves. The device is scheduled to be used to perform the punitive castration of a slave who was caught willfully masturbating by his mistress recently, for the third time. She had him on the ‘honor system’ with no chastity cage in order to test his self-control but he failed miserably and must now suffer the consequences. The mistresses will convene accompanied by their slaves, who will have to watch the proceedings and be ‘motivated’ to give better service and maintain self-control.”

Mona had just one question: “May I attend the castration Greta?”

“Of course, Mona. And please bring Alex along so he can witness the ‘consequences’ and be motivated. But for now, just have fun with your new toy!”

She ended the call and Mona wasted no time attaching the device to Alex’s balls. She cuffed his hands behind him to render him helpless.  First she just had him kneel before her while she tested it, pressing the button and watching as the jaws slowly closed and whimpered from the crushing pain. She pressed the button that loosened the grip, then tightened it over and over, becoming more and more aroused.

Then she led him to the bedroom and piled up the pillows on the bed so she could lie in comfort, offering her ass to his tongue. Without having to be told he knelt behind her and put his face between her ample cheeks, plunging his long tongue deep. At first there was no need to “motivate” him because it was pure delight, but then the inevitable happened. His tongue tired  and her pleasure waned.

She pressed the button, motivating him to fight the fatigue and rim her to her expectations. Greta’s words proved true. She lapsed into the sweet rapture from his tongue wriggling and slithering deep inside her with urgency and soon her finger let up on the button and she enjoyed for several minutes until he flagged again and had to be “motivated.”

On it went back and forth. Several times her arousal peaked and she rolled her hips to rub her cunt in his face as the signal to suck her pearl and bring her to orgasm. After two hours she was pleasantly satisfied with her new toy and the session came to an end. But she decided that there would be a two hour session like that every day until he could rim her nonstop with need of “motivation.”

The month passed as the ache in his balls grew to ongoing torment from the periods of vaginal insertion of his cock and her merciless edging. That and the other profound intimacies with the body he adored had him on the brink of resorting to his hand. But he steeled himself and endured until the night of blessed and heavenly relief she had promised.

Mona was herself in a state of anticipation. She chose to make it an evening of passionate eroticism on her thick Persian rug. She had him pile up kindling and logs in the fireplace and lit the fire, giving the room a soft and flickering amber glow. Then she enthroned herself regally, animal naked, and showered praise upon him as he knelt at attention before her, his outsized organ jutting, his balls still stretched and purple, as they would remain.

“Alex, you have passed my every rigorous test with flying colors and I am so proud of you. How you managed to endure I will never know. But you have and tonight you will receive your promised reward. First we will perform the act of mutual pleasuring known as the 69. Lie on you back now and prepare yourself.

He obeyed as always, without delay or questioning. She mounted him, lying on top, lowering her cunt slowly over his upturned face.

Alex lay looking up as her pudenda descended. The very sight of it almost made him come spontaneously but he managed to suppress it, even when her feral musk filled his nostrils as her pussy went ever lower. Her mount pressed down and his nose probed into her oozing crevice. He shook his head a bit to nuzzle deep into it, his small head engulfed nearly to the ears. Then there was only one thing to do, shower passionate oral worship upon her beloved lady parts.

He went to work with his tongue in the manner he knew well to please her and then he felt a heavenly caress upon his organ as she took it in her silken mouth. First there was a slow sucking along half his length. Then he felt a pressing against his tip and a giving as his long organ slid to its depths down her throat. The clench of her gullet upon his member was heavenly as her head went up and down. He answered her pleasuring with his own redoubled efforts.

Mona thrilled with delight as always from the attentions of her sweet young slave’s tongue and when she took him down the throat she felt that same tingling connection with her clit. Her head went up and down ever faster and the sensation mounted apace. She felt herself nearing the brink but held back a bit. Her goal was for them to come as one and she wondered how close he was to erupting. But her desire overcame her and she increased the cadence of her sucking, bent on propelling herself over the brink.

Then an idea came to her that might lead to success. She took one of his stretched balls in each hand and, just as she felt the first welling up of inevitable orgasm she gave them a firm squeeze. She felt a supernal extra hardening of his organ and raised her head so just his tip was in her mouth. Her reward was a spurting of luscious creamy cum that filled her mouth to near overflowing just as climax rocked her.

So delicious and so much! Her denial and teasing had caused accumulation of a copious load within him. She held it in her mouth during afterglow, bathing her tongue in it, savoring, before gulping it down with relish. She resumed her seat in the chair and called for him to kneel before her again as she spoke loving words.

“That was perfect Alex! I wanted so much for us to come together! And your cum was so rich and delicious, and so abundant! Now it will nourish my body, impregnate my cells and make you a part of me! I can feel it already! But this was just the first leg of your trip ‘around the world.’ Now you will enter my vagina with permission to come. But, because you already come once some considerable effort will be required for you to ejaculate again and this effort will serve my pleasure.”

She looked down and saw he was only half erect.

“Stand up and come here Alex so I can suck you and get you properly hardened!”

He obeyed, rising and stepping forward as she leaned forward herself with mouth open to receive his organ. She coaxed him to rigidity with lips and tongue, taking him down her throat to maximize erection. Then she laid herself down upon the rug on her back, legs parted wide and knees raised to her breast in invitation.

“Hop on Alex. Your penile virginity will soon be at its end!”

Knowing well the paradise between her thighs from the edging sessions he was upon her in a heartbeat, taking the missionary position. Mona felt his big member slide in to her depths. Such a perfect fit and of a size matching the studs from the stable! And the preliminary fellatio proved infallible in delaying his ejaculation. Driven by his desire from the heavenly enfolding of her cavern he rutted with abandon, harder and harder in pursuit of his release. But it long eluded him and Mona was driven mad with pleasure, passing into a long orgasmic sequence, wailing and moaning.

Alex panted for breath, near exhaustion. Mona’s mad cries of ecstasy spurred him to supreme effort and finally he gave out a grunt of relief and collapsed upon her. She felt the organ pulsing within her as he expended with a force and quantity that made the semen gush out from her and trickle over her ass.

His ejaculation ceased and he rolled to the side, gasping for breath as if having run a mile at a sprint. For her part Mona lay in sweet and contented afterglow, looking forward to being serviced this way any time she pleased. Then she felt the cum running down over her anus, risking the sullying of her fine rug. She grabbed his head and forced it down between her legs while barking a command.

“Lick up your mess young man before it gets on my rug!”

He obeyed, licking and scooping the cum up with cupped tongue as she squeezed all that remained within her out. Then it was time for the final leg of his journey around. She pushed him aside and rolled over, going to hands and knees, presenting like a bitch in heat.

“Alex, you have earned the honor of entering one last place inside of me. Come around front and let me suck you again to get you ready.”

He went to kneel in front of her, offering his limp organ and she took it in mouth, coaxing, teasing until it rose, stiff and randy. He went around behind her again and she reached back to take hold of his member and guide it to her nether orifice. 

“Now Alex! Stick it in me!”

He drove forward and half his length slipped into her.

“Deeper Alex! All the way!”

He pressed forward harder and soon his belly touched her behind.

“Now fuck me Alex! Hard!”

He needed no further inciting as the tight clutch of her upon his organ had its effect. She would relax her hole when he drove in for maximal penetration and then would clench as he withdrew. Then she reversed it. His rutting took on a frenzied pitch and then she just clenched so her orifice ran tight along his length both going in and out. She fingered her clit to take herself over the brink as well

This served to extract the last from him and he plunged in all the way and gave forth his final abundance into her depths as she gave out her primal wail. His cock went limp and slipped out of her, not to rise again that evening. But he had one last duty.

“Lie on your back now Alex and open your mouth!”

Obedient and unquestioning as always he lay with mouth open wide as she squatted over him, aligning her anus above him. With a pressing down she squeezed out the big brownish white slug. It fell into his mouth and upon her command he swallowed.

Then she sat herself down on his chest with her cunt close to his face and spoke tender words.

“This is how I reward good behavior Alex. And you have satisfied me well in return. At times you will have to wait long for your reward and endure your aching balls. But release will be granted by and by.”

Then her tone turned more threatening.

“You will surely be tempted to resort to your hand when you ache becomes severe. I must make you aware of the consequences. The first offense will be punished severely and the second more so. But regarding  the third offense the rule is ironclad. I will have no choice but to make a eunuch of you. Your castration will hurt me as much as it hurts you so please maintain your self-control!”

They retired for the evening and the next morning after morning cunnilingus, breakfast and a bath she piled the pillows up on the bed and installed herself upon them to be rimmed while she called Greta.

Mona was plagued by vague feeling of guilt over allowing Alex to enter her body everywhere his cock could go. She confessed this to Greta in great detail.

“Greta, my sweet Alex endured a month of denial without once complaining or begging for release and all of it on the honor system. It touched me deeply and I felt compelled to reward him. That reward was the enjoyment of my body without limit. His cock went into me everywhere. First it was a 69 and we came together. His load was huge, delicious and rich. Then I welcomed him into my vagina and he serviced me proper until he let go his second load. I made him lick up his mess and then I took it from him in my hind hole. I came so hard as I fingered myself and he spent his last into me. And I made him swallow the cum I squeezed out into his mouth. He swallowed. My question is was it wrong to permit him such entry?”

“Goddess no Mona! Remember the first precept: That which give the mistress pleasure is righteous altogether. You slave is yours to do with exactly as you please. You have had the good fortune of laying claim to a slave with a cock that can satisfy. The vast majority of mistresses do not permit their slaves’ cocks to enter them because they are of inadequate size and cannot possibly get it done for them. I have to admit to feeling a touch of envy and I have no doubt others feel the same. So, when do you pan to deflower your tender virgin?”

Mona sighed in enjoyment from the attentions of Alex’s tongue and thought for a moment.

“It’s the first of August and I go back to work at the end of the month. I suppose I should just deny him coming until the last day or so and then deflower him. After that I will turn him over to the Cuckold Academy to have them refine his techniques and train him to suck cock properly so he is ready when I want to summon the studs. And I think I can get by with just two studs because Alex’s size is comparable.”

“Sounds like a plan Mona. And it is essential that he be denied release for the month. You will cause him to ejaculate when you deflower him and the quantity of semen ejected is an important component of the entertainment value for the mistresses who will bear witness.”

“Oh, he does produce impressive quantity Greta. And I will be sure to tease him and edge him to make his balls ache and build up his load.”

“Great Mona! And don’t forget to bring him in to Madame Eva’s to be fitted for the right size cock. Do it at least a week before so you can train him to suck and deepthroat it as a preliminary to his deflowering.”

Mona did all she could to make sure Alex was in dire straits in the month leading up to his deflowering. She would make him insert his cock into her vagina so she could edge him without mercy for hours at a time. And she increased the frequency of the cunnilingus she demanded because she knew the taste of her pussy aggravated the ache in his balls.

A week before the blessed occasion she took him to Eva’s emporium to be fitted. First Eva had him climb up onto the examining table and bend over in the position. She used her hands to spread his cheeks apart and peered closely at his virgin orifice.

“Mona, he might just be the tightest virgin I have ever seen. I think I will have to use my pinky to judge the size. It’s important that stretching of his orifice be kept to the absolute minimum prior to the deflowering.”

She lubed her pinky with some KY and gently inserted it, then finger fucked him softy. Alex moaned in pleasure and rocked back and forth in rhythm. Eva chuckled.

“He likes it Mona! You are going to have a fine little bitch here! Now let’s make your selection.”

She had Alex climb down from the table and crawl to where the cocks were lined up along the wall.

“Now Mona! Let’s let Alex make a selection first!”

Alex’s eyes traced along the array and he pointed to the second smallest cock. Eva laughed.

“They always pick that one or even the smallest Mona. But Alex, you must understand that every slave’s choice is subject to the veto of his mistress!”

Both women laughed and Eva got serious about making the selection.

“He is so tight Mona. It’s important that there be significant pain upon you deflowering thrust but you also don’t want to split him wide open. The one and a half inch diameter is the most common starter size but I think the one inch diameter by ten length would be best. I assure you he will know quite well he is being fucked. And there’s a bonus. You will soon stretch him, especially if you add some gyrations to your thrusting and before you know it he will be ready to ‘graduate’ to the one and a half. Each graduation is much like another deflowering and if you start small you may enjoy one extra graduation.”

Mona took her new cock home and Greta joined her to help with Alex’s training in the deepthroat and to rehearse the ritual of the deflowering. But instead of the one incher that would be used to take his virginity they had him take a one and a half down the gullet to help prepare him for sucking off the studs when that duty called. They held the rehearsal in the living room. There was more than just the physical act involved. The ritual of deflowering was much like a marriage and there were vows to be taken on Alex’s part.

The first order of business was the installation of the cock. Alex learned to slide the vaginal bulb in deep and fasten the straps that held the cock firmly in place. He fumbled a bit and had to repeat the procedure several times to get it right. When he mastered it Mona presented the cock to be sucked. She pressed the button to begin the pulsing vibrations.

Alex was diligent and eager to please his mistress. He sucked with adoring passion, running lips and tongue along the length, making Mona quiver in delight. He gagged and choked at first when Mona tried to ram the cock down his throat but he hung in there and soon the flared glans passed his gullet and slid in to the depths with his face buried deep in Mona’s luxuriant bush. And when she grabbed a handful of his hair for leverage and throat fucked him without mercy the dear sweet young thing selflessly ran his tongue along the underside of the humming, vibrating organ to enhance the pleasure of his mistress and hasten her knee buckling orgasm. Greta had to grab Mona by the shoulders lest she topple to the floor.

“Wow Mona! He really did the job for you, and on the first try! This will be done as a preliminary to the deflowering before the assembled mistresses and I’m sure there will not be a dry pussy in the house. He’s such a natural. Now let’s practice the assuming of the position!”

She turned to Alex and gave instruction.

“After you suck your mistress off it will be time for the special moment. Your mistress will snap her fingers and point to the floor. That will be your signal to turn away from her and bow low, putting your forehead on the floor and raising your ass. Use your hands to spread your cheeks and offer your virginity to be taken. Now do it!”

Mona snapped her fingers and pointed but Alex obeyed slowly and hesitantly. Mona showed her disapproval with a hard slap to his ass and Greta barked at him.

“Straighten up, turn around and do it all over Alex! Your obedience to the command must be immediate, showing no hesitation. Rather, you must show your willing eagerness to give up your virginity to mistress Mona! Now, we will practice until you get it perfect. And you will get a hard cane stroke every time you do it wrong!”

Greta had brought along a cane for just that purpose and she picked it up from where it lay upon the end table. Mona pointed to the floor as described but caught him off guard and again the was hesitation in his presenting of himself. Greta gave him a harsh stroke across the ass. Then it was back up to try again. Ten tries and ten cane strokes later Alex got it down pat. They continued rehearsing, especially the vows, until perfection was achieved in every detail.

The special evening came and Eva sent her limo to pick them up and drive them to the amphitheater. Eva led the way, wearing her finest regalia, revealing black leather corset and stiletto heeled black thigh boots with Alex groveling behind her with the fine walnut case that held Mona’s cock on his back. Mona followed, clad in fetching black stockings, garter belt and black spike heeled pumps.

The mistresses had assembled, some fifty odd of all ages, races and sizes, all in various phases of nudity, cunts invariably exposed. The scent of woman aroused hung heavy in the air.

The small procession reached center stage and Eva lifted the case from Alex’s back and set it on a small high table off to the side. She opened it to reveal the instrument of his deflowering. Mona stood and Alex knelt facing her in profile to the assemblage. Alex’s organ was full erect and jutting. His balls were stretched extra tight, shiny and purple. There was much murmuring and pointing when the size of his cock was revealed. Eva addressed the audience in her role as Mistress of Ceremonies.

“Good evening ladies and welcome to another joyous occasion when yet another male surrenders his true virginity and his so called ‘manhood’ to the cock of his mistress. Young Alex here might just be the most tender and tempting young morsel to ever bend over and take it upon our stage. And his boner is just a bonus!”

Gales of lewd and bawdy laughter broke out. Eva continued.

“Alex will now speak vows of love and submission to Mistress Mona.”

Alex gazed upward at Mona with adoration in his eyes and vowed eternal and limitless submission and obedience. Mona responded with words asserting her ownership of him. Then it was time.

Alex knee walked to the table where the cock lay and picked it up. He went to Mona, who stood on the turntable with legs parted and installed the organ with practiced hands. Mona pressed the button and the hum was heard clearly as Alex opened his mouth wide to take the big member in and begin to suck. Mona just stood with hands on hips for a while to enjoy to enjoy his willing oral worship. The table was set to turning and all got a good view.

But the deepthroat was de rigueur and Mona soon put a hand behind his head to force the cock down his throat. He was well prepared to take it and opened his gullet so that it slid in smoothly full depth until his nose was buried in her bush.

Then Mona grabbed his hair in both hands and went to rutting down his throat, bent on propelling herself to orgasm without delay. The caresses of his lips and tongue and the clutch of his gullet sent heavenly sensations to her lady parts by way of the wondrous device. A couple of minutes sufficed as she panted through gritted teeth, throwing her head back and arching her spine as the surge of ecstasy coursed through her. A primal wail was torn from her depths as her knees went to rubber. Eva was quick to step forward and take hold of her shoulders. She leaned forward, held up by Eva and the cock still full down Alex’s throat until afterglow passed.

When Mona firmed she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him away. The cock fell from his mouth, dripping heavily with his slobber. Without delay Mona snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor. Alex’s obedience was instantaneous and he was in the position on his knees, forehead on the floor, hands parting his cheeks. Mona dropped to her knees behind him. Eva offered her KY to lube the cock but it still dripped heavily and Mona waved the offer away. Her eyes were alight with lust and a touch of cruelty. Alex was going to take it with only his spit as lube.

Mona took a moment to gaze at his tight pink orifice, the lustful gleam in her eyes heightening. She moved aside as the table turned so all could see the tight pink virgin orifice that was soon to be impaled and ravaged.

Then she knelt behind him and dug her sharp nails in deep, drawing blood. There would be scars forever on the sweet behind to commemorate the moment. She pressed the tip of the organ against his vortex, drew her shapely hips backward and the drove forward in a merciless thrust. Alex screamed as half the length of the cock plunged into him. With grinding gyrations of her hips Mona drove it ever deeper, stretching him as he sobbed and whimpered, until her belly touched his behind. She then drew back until just the glans was within him and held out her hand to Eva for some lube.

She had satisfied her desire to put the hurt to him so he would have no doubt who was boss. Now it was time to make him love her cock and long for it. She lubed the shaft abundantly and her next penetration was slow and gentle. The cock slid in all the way with ease now because she had stretched him well. With a slow, rolling motion of her hips she fucked him tenderly. His whimpers of pain morphed to those of pleasure and soon they were making sweet love together, Mona’s hips rolling and gyrating as he answered that with his own movement, rocking back and forth and grinding his fetching buns, the pulsing vibrations of the cock taking them to the pinnacle of mutual delight. He babbled words of love to his mistress and begged to be fucked harder.

The assembled mistresses looked on. There was not a dry eye or pussy among them. They were witnessing one of the most passionately erotic deflowerings ever. Young Alex was indeed the sweetest, most submissive and adoring young slave within memory to succumb to the cock of his mistress.

The coitus had risen to a near frenzied cadence. Alex felt Mona’s pulsing cock going in and out ever faster, her thighs slapping against his. Suddenly, a hot itching pleasure filled his rectum and he felt the welling up in his balls that signaled his inevitable ejaculation.

Mona was prepared for the moment. She grabbed his shoulders and pulled him upward so they were back to belly and threw an arm across his chest. He gave out a quavering moan of helpless ecstasy and emasculated surrender. The constriction of his ducts from the tight stretching and the length of his cock served send a four foot long white string arching through the air. It was followed by five more of equal quantity and distance as Mona gave out her own triumphant and ecstatic wail. As the table turned the last two spurts were straight at the audience, nearly splattering on the feet of the mistresses in the front row. The mistresses howled in their mirth and applauded.

Then the spurts weakened and his organ went limp, leaving a trail of cum upon the floor and turntable. Mona let him fall forward onto his hands and knees and she knelt behind him with cock still inside, savoring. She had prepared him well for the moment, teasing and edging him without mercy over the month preceding his deflowering so he would build up a huge load for the edification and delight of her new friends and sisters.

She pulled out and pushed him away and he knew his next duty, to grovel across the floor lapping up his abundant cum, which lay scattered far and wide. She switched off the vibrations and stood over him, directing him to any drops he missed. When finished he knew his next duty without having to be told and sucked her soiled organ clean, then removed it from her and placed it back in its case.

Then he laid himself upon his belly so she could plant a foot on his back and raise her arms in triumph. The audience went wild, a standing ovation to acknowledge a truly memorable deflowering. Eva stepped forward to address the assemblage.

“My oh my ladies! That was special! And I know what you all are thinking. You can’t wait to get a chance to enjoy this sweet young thing yourselves, nor can I. But that cannot happen until slave Alex has been through the rigorous thirty day training regimen at Mistress Ariana’s cuckold academy. There he will learn tricks and techniques to enhance your pleasure.”

Greta came from backstage carrying a jar filled with golden discs, each with a number stamped on it. She set it on the table next to Mona’s cock case. Eva continued.

“Mistress Mona has generously agreed to two slave swaps per week. And the only way to be fair is to hold a lottery to determine the order of things. Please step up and draw a token from the jar. It will have a number on it representing your place in line. And each mistress here this evening will also have a chance to sample slave Alex’s quite exceptional natural tongue endowment while the after party is in progress. The number on your token will be your place in line for that as well. Now let’s bring out the refreshments and get this party started!”

That was the signal for eunuch slaves to come from backstage carrying folding tables and large trays full of  hors d’oeuvres and bottles of wine. Alex knelt with eyes bugged out at the sight of the eunuchs, the reality of the “consequences” being revealed to him.

Eunuchs also brought out and set up a throne chair with a peculiar feature. A rod extended from beneath the seat with a faux cock set at right angles to it. Mona and Eva led Alex to the chair and had him straddle the rod and align his hind orifice with the cock. Then they pushed him down by the shoulders to his knees, anally impaling  him upon it. Eva cuffed his hands behind his back and leaned over to speak to him. Enlightening him as she did all slaves who were freshly deflowered.

“Every woman holds a unique beauty between her thighs Alex and that is to be the object of your worship any time it is presented to you. Now each mistress in her turn will take her seat to be pleasured and you must strive to give each complete satisfaction to give honor and prestige to your mistress Mona!”

The words were barely out of her mouth before mistress Emma, a hefty black woman took her seat and offered her big nappy cunt to be serviced. Heeding Eva’s words, Alex buried his face in her deep lush crevice and went to work with his long and supple tongue. Her feral perfume and the richness off the poon that oozed heavily from her dizzied and intoxicated him. First he caressed her everywhere, top to bottom, offering his tongue for her delight anywhere she might wish him to use it. She settled him upon her anus first and he ran his tongue in deep, feeling joyous at her moan of utter delight as he slithered and wriggled it.

She kept him at it long, his face buried deep in her oozing canyon, feeling the tickle of her pubes upon his cheeks. She began to roll her hips with urgency and tugged him upward to her cunt by his hair. He found her cavern and plunged tongue in deep to find the G. His tip found that soft mount and massaged it, bringing high pitched sighs of purest elation from her. He managed to press his nose to her clit and rubbed it hard while working his tongue tip all the harder. Her great chocolate thighs clenched tight on his head and she arched her back as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy. He heard her bestial cry of atavistic delight through the muffling of her flesh. The clench tightened as the waves of pleasure continued and his breath grew short. Just before he passed from consciousness the great gams parted as she relaxed in her satisfaction. She slumped limp and languid in the chair for a minute or so, then dismounted to make way for the next mistress.

Immediately the soft fuzzy raven pubed pussy of Kiku, a petite Japanese mistress was offered to him. He offered tongue everywhere to her as he had to Emma and she guided his efforts to her cavern so he could run his tongue in deep to massage the sweet spot while she fingered her clit. Just as she approached her climax she tugged him upward by the hair so that he enfolded her apex with his lips. She shuddered and lurched and gushed the salty juice of her pleasure into his mouth. He gulped it down with thirst, feeling its power suffusing him.

Kiku dismounted and the reddish golden snatch of Erica, a tall and statuesque Germanic mistress was offered to him.

On and on it went and every one of Eva’s words rang true. Unique beauty did indeed lie between the thighs of every mistress and he surrendered to the will of each with adoring passion. It seemed it would never end and he fondly hoped it would go on forever but finally the last mistress was satisfied. A ring of amber poon was caked around his cheeks and chin and across his forehead and his stomach was awash with that and the woman cum that had gushed so abundantly from all of them. And he felt the ultimate truth of his enslavement, that he was a lower life form whose purpose on earth was to serve the pleasure of Woman. He was first the property of his beloved mistress Mona but he also was slave to woman at large, every mistress to be worshipped as a goddess. He had sensed this from the marrow of his bones almost from birth and had now known his epiphany.

In the end Mona stood by the exit with Alex kneeling beside her as the mistresses stood in line to pay their respects to the newly minted mistress. Each showered praise upon Alex and expressed her eager anticipation of the slave swap to come. Ariana and Sophie brought up the rear and Mona turned Alex over to them to be taken to the Cuckold Academy at Ariana’s home to complete his training. Mona encouraged them to enjoy Alex in any way they pleased.

They took him home and put him between them in the oversized bed for the night. In the morning Sophie awoke first and tugged Alex’s hair to wake him as well. She laid upon her back and guided him to where her ginger pussy waited. He knew his morning duty and enfolded her with his lips where the golden flow would come from. He guzzled her salty pungent nectar with thirst and then turned his attention to her morning orgasms.

Ariana woke in the midst of the cunnilingus and waited patiently while Sophie received her pleasure. Then she took her own turn, sighing in relief as she poured out her elixir into his mouth and then felt that exquisite natural tongue going to its work upon her engorged lady parts. She shuddered and quivered her way through three deep and satisfying climaxes.

Then they threw back the covers and had him roll onto his back. Their eyes riveted upon his rampant erection and each of the reached out and took the shaft in her hand. There was room for yet another had along the length. Ariana looked to Sophie with a gleam in her eye.

“I must have some of this Sophie. How about you?”

“My pussy is throbbing and tingling for it already Ariana. Let’s push back the beginning of his cuck training to tomorrow and spend the day enjoying him. We’ll each take him around the world and wring every drop of cum out of him!”

“Sounds like a plan to me Sophie!”

They took him to the bathroom and used his tongue for toilet paper after they relieved themselves and then it was into the whirlpool spa where he bathed each of them adoringly. The breakfast prepared by Arian’s eunuch chef was already laid out and they feasted, Alex getting their scraps and leavings.

Even after their waking orgasms they found themselves randy again and Alex found himself laid supine upon the big thick rug in the living room immersed in the silken skin and luscious pussies of these lustful beauties. They had drawn straws to determine first dibs on his cock and Sophie got the honor. He felt his organ slide into her satin pocket and looked up to see Arian’s exquisite raven cunt descending toward his face. There was nothing to do but extend his tongue full length upward so she could impale herself upon it.

She sat facing Sophie, rubbing her clit on his chin as he massaged her G. The three of them came as one, the women giving wild voice to their ecstasy as he pumped an abundant load deep into Sophie, feeling his balls contracting with each spurt.

They wasted no time before switching places, Sophie lowering her cum filled ginger cunt over his mouth to ride him facing Ariana, who had first enveloped his limp organ in her velvet mouth to coax him to erection before mounting him to slide his organ into her own heavenly cavern. He knew the truth of his future, to be a slave, a sex plaything, a means to the pleasure of Woman and he surrendered himself to that fate with whole heart. He resolved that he would do anything to please the earthly goddesses who ruled his life. On and on went the menage a trois until he had ejaculated into every orifice of each of them and was wrung dry of every drop of cum.

The next morning his vow to himself to do “anything” would be sorely tested.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The three muscular studs stood shoulder to shoulder, their big dicks hanging limp, eyes glazed over in the trance induced by the mind control chip. Alex was on his knees before the first one, looking aghast at Ariana, who sat enthroned to his left. Revulsion filled his voice in response to the command she had just uttered. Sophie sat nearby.

“You want me to suck other men’s cocks? I’m not gay!”

Ariana rolled her eyes and shook her head.

“That’s totally beside the point Alex. We know you are not gay. That was made obvious by how hard your cock was when we rode it last night and how you hungered for our pussies. The point is that it is your duty to prepare studs to service your mistress properly. That means you must perform a fellatio to extract the stud’s premature ejaculation so he can rut long and hard upon your mistress and service her properly before coming again. All three studs must be prepared in this way. Moreover, it is a test of your submission to the will of your mistress. It gives the mistress pleasure to know her slave will submit to any degradation or abasement she might wish to command.”

Her next words were stern and brooked no further refusal.

“Now Alex! Take that cock into your mouth and suck it! Get it hard and deepthroat it. We know you can do that because we all saw it at your deflowering. You must cause the stud to ejaculate and you must swallow it, in the spirit of your submission to your mistress! Think only of your love for her and how happy she will be! And I must add that your hesitancy in obeying my command to suck the stud will be reported to your mistress and you will surely be punished!”

Alex shuddered at first, then steeled himself, heeding Ariana’s words. He closed his eyes and envisioned Mona’s smile of approval as he took the limp organ into his mouth and began to suck. He found himself to be already skilled from his sucking of Mona’s cock and the dick in his mouth began to harden immediately. Before long it rose to near vertical and he could feel the bulging veins under his tongue. He heard Ariana urging him on.

“The deepthroat now Alex! Take it down deep enough that you can lick his balls!”

He pressed forward and the long thick organ slid home. Then he extended his long tongue to lick the balls and the stud moaned in growing pleasure. Ariana grabbed his hair and began to work his head back and forth, letting go when he got the message. Back and forth his head went as he ran lips, tongue and tight gullet over the shaft. Soon he felt an extra stiffening of the organ and the stud gave out a lusty grunt as he erupted. Spurt followed warm creamy spurt as the cum filled his mouth and trickled out the corners and down over his chin. He heard Sophie’s barked command.

“Swallow Alex! Swallow!”

Suppressing his revulsion, he managed to gulp the big load down. Cum still clung to his chin on both sides and the mistresses used their fingers to push it into his mouth. Ariana ordered him to kneel before the second stud and repeat the performance.

Soon the second big dick was hardened and shoved down his throat. Abandoning all his dignity, he put his hands on the stud’s hips and his head went back and forth in a quickening cadence. The stud’s panting grunts signaled his impending ejaculation and Ariana put a hand behind Alex’s and pushed his face against the stud’s belly while giving further instruction.

“Take this load right down your throat Alex! Let him shoot it right into your stomach!”

The stud erupted with his cock full down and Alex felt the pulsing of the organ in his gullet and his belly filling as the copious load was ejected. The stud gave out a grunt of brute satisfaction as the last spurt was shot and went limp. Ariana wasted no time commanding Alex to serve the third stud.

Even Alex’s growing skill at the fellatio could not wring the cum out of the last stud very easily. Long hard sucking yielded no result until Ariana found the solution.

“Stroke his cock with one hand Alex and squeeze his balls with the other! Hold the cock away from you so we can see the cum shoot into your mouth!”

Alex obeyed, running one hand back and forth along the length while grabbing the big balls and giving them a hard squeeze. He held the tip of the cock a few inches from his wide open mouth and Ariana and Sophie giggled in glee as they watched the six creamy spurts flood his mouth. They made him show them the big load that bathed his tongue before ordering him to swallow.

Ariana and Sophie were not about to let three prepared studs go to waste so they ordered Alex to suck the studs back to erection so they could be serviced. They flipped a coin to see who would go first and it was Sophie who mounted the stud who was laid back in the chair with his cock jutting up. She sighed in enjoyment as the big member slid into her vagina and gave a little yelp of mingled pain and pleasure as the second stud came up behind her and entered her anus. The third stud went behind the chair and stood offering his cock to her and she took it full down.

The rutting was prolonged and delightful to the mistress and the three well trained studs came in unison within all three of Sophies orifices. Sophie swallowed the rich cum load with relish and then rolled over to lie on the stud face up with her legs apart, letting the cream pie pour down over her anus as she barked an order to Alex.

“Cleanup time boy! Get down there and scoop it up!”

His obedience was instant and he cupped his tongue to scoop the load up and swallow. She squeezed out what remained in her and he scooped and swallowed again. Then she ordered him to lie on his back with mouth open so she could squat over him and squeeze the load from her rectum. The brownish white slug nearly overflowed his mouth and he gulped it down.

Then it was time for Alex to re-harden the studs so Ariana could have her turn at being serviced. He performed his duty well, having accepted his necessary role in assisting the mistresses in their pursuit of pleasure.

The two women took turns with the studs until Alex’s best efforts could not make them rise again and they were drained of every drop of cum. Then the studs were dismissed and it was bedtime.

The next day Alex’s training regimen continued, emphasizing proper use of his tongue. He was an apt pupil and had a head start due to his already long oral appendage. But he still needed strength and endurance training which was accomplished by prolonged rimming sessions, hours spent with his face Ariana and Sophie’s shapely cheeks as they lounged belly down over comfortable padded horses designed for the purpose. And sometimes it pleased them to put him on his back so they could anally impale themselves on his tongue and make him work it hard within them. Soon he held a tireless instrument of pleasure in his mouth that a mistress could enjoy indefinitely.

Then there were the techniques of oral orgasmic enhancement, the “triple delight” of tongue upon the G, nose upon the clit and finger fucking in the hind hole and the tongue flutter upon the clit with finger again in the anus, bringing chains of exquisite orgasms. Ariana and Sophie were long accustomed to these pleasures but never tired of them.

They had denied Alex orgasm for two weeks of the training and they were so pleased with his performance that they rewarded him with the woman cock, spit roasting him while he was on hands and knees, one cock up the ass and the other down the throat. Out of respect for Mona’s right to “graduate” him personally they used the same cock size he had been deflowered with.

His training was complete in thirty days, a third of the time for a typical slave and they delivered him back to his mistress as a finished product. Mona took a week off from work under pretense of illness so she could enjoy him to hearts content.

On Friday night she summoned the studs and was delighted at how he willingly and eagerly took the big dicks down the throat and swallowed the cum in his devotion to her pleasure. She fucked the studs dry and fed Alex every drop and dollop of their cream except for what she took down her own throat. Saturday night he got the reward of her cock and she fucked him dry.

Sunday morning, she called Greta and waxed effusive over how pleased she was with her sweet young slave. But there was one issue, his reluctance to suck cock upon Ariana’s command. Punishment was due. Greta suggested a trip to Madame Eva’s chamber. She would join Mona there and the three of them would give him a stern lesson under the lash. Mona agreed and Greta came by to pick her and Alex up for the ride to the emporium.

The three mistresses whipped him until he was zebra striped with welts and broke down in tears and Mona was satisfied that he had suffered enough. His erstwhile unblemished hide would bear those welts forever. Then they each enthroned themselves in their turn and made him show his penitence with his well-trained tongue.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Greta was much gratified at how well the first match she had made had gone. She had several more matches in various stages of progress and all those were moving along well through the stages. She had thrown herself into her work with passion, getting a great sense of fulfillment from helping women to make their birthrights a reality and even more from putting the feet of males upon the proper path, making them accept their status as lower life forms created to serve Woman.

Then there was the matter of Nub. She had slave swapped with Ariana multiple times and had taken great pleasure in having her way with Franki. The feminization added an extra dimension to her enjoyment and she came to the conclusion that this would be Nub’s fate as well. She never tired of hearing from Ariana of that special moment when she had severed Franki’s little thing and she acquired an itch to experience that herself . His worthless little nubbin just had to come off and then he would be transformed into a fetching little slut bitch. She closed her eyes to envision the slut bitch kneeling before the studs, taking it down the throat, slurping up the creamy loads, all to ensure that Greta could be properly serviced by cocks that could satisfy. Nub’s fate was sealed.

The formal arrangements would be made after a special event that cropped up suddenly.                                                                        

Slave Paul, property of Emma, a shapely and muscular African American mistress, gasped in horror as his third unauthorized ejaculation spurted all over his belly and onto his bedsheet. The rising delight he had felt while stroking himself as he recalled the cunnilingus he had performed for his mistress at bedtime morphed to purest dread when the fleeting pleasure passed. He lay upon the thin mattress in his cell, dreading the morning when his offense would inevitably be revealed. He had first chosen the spiked chastity cage over the honor system, fearing his own weakness. But the cage proved to be torture, especially when he was in deep intimacies with his chocolate brown goddess. His organ would swell within the cruel confines and sometime the spikes would draw blood.

He had finally begged to be put on the honor system, knowing full well its danger and having witnessed one slave suffering the “consequences.” But, like all males he was weak and at the mercy of his urges. The taste and scent of his mistress’s exquisite nappy cunt made his balls ache most dreadfully as he went through long periods of orgasm denial. She liked him to serve her several times each day.

Inevitably, his hand had strayed to his cock as he lay half asleep in his cell, his face caked with the poon of his mistress and her musky perfume flooding his nostrils with every breath. His first two offenses had earned him severe whippings and being bound to the torture table while every device in the kit was used upon the offending organs.

After that he knew his balls hung by a thread and he resisted his urge for months, his mistress granting release only once a month. She would make him ejaculate onto her cunt and then lick up his mess and bring her to orgasm. But in the end his weakness got the better of him. Ironically, his jerked himself the very day before he was to be granted release.

The dreaded moment came when the door of his cell swung open and his mistress rousted him from his cell to perform the morning cunnilingus. He crawled out of his cell after making a futile effort to cover the incriminating stain on the sheets. But his mistress wasn’t fooled and made him turn the sheet back over to show how it was sullied by his cum. She looked down at him with contempt and slapped her forehead speaking words filled with disdain through curled lips.

“Men! They are all alike. So weak, so stupid. You couldn’t endure one more night even knowing I would be granting you release the next evening? I thought you must have surely learned your lesson from the punishment of your first two offenses! But no! You just couldn’t keep your hand away from that worthless organ of yours. What do you have to say for yourself slave?”

“Mistress! I am so sorry! I know I am weak and unworthy! Please don’t cut my balls off!”

“No lame and self-serving apology will suffice slave. Your balls are forfeit and the castration will be punitive in nature. I have been informed that there is a new device available that will make the punishment particularly agonizing and I will have the honor of its first use. Your balls will be taken tomorrow night.”

He bowed down to kiss and lick her booted feet, babbling and blubbering pleas for mercy. She chose to take advantage of his abject state to have some enhanced enjoyment. She hinted at a reprieve if he was an especially submissive slave and gave exceptional pleasure. It was all false hope of course, but she took great delight in his desperation to please her and the day was quite a delight. At bedtime she locked him back in his cell and took to her bed uncommonly satisfied.

She slept until noon and a bath under the hands of her still obsequious slave and breakfast prepared by him she sent an email to Greta informing her of her selection of a replacement slave. She had been perusing the available one’s ever since slave Paul’s second offense, believing his third and final one would be inevitable. She would have the new slave delivered the day after slave Paul’s castration.

Then she drove with him to the amphitheater to await his unmanning. He was put in a cage for the day that only allowed him to be on hands and knees. It was set up on the stage beside the X shaped cross to which he would be bound for the procedure. Mistresses began to arrive early to taunt him over his impending fate.

As the appointed time drew near the cage was opened and four strong young mistresses dragged him from it as he kicked and screamed. They bound him to the cross and his organs dangled limp and vulnerable. The mistresses amused themselves by inflicting preliminary torments upon them.

One mistress would stroke and fondle his organ to erection while another stood ready with a cane raised high. When he was full hard she would bring it down in a vicious stroke to the glans that wilted him and brought stabbing agony. Then they would harden him again and repeat. Cane strokes and whip lashes also struck his balls.

Finally, the slaves owned by the mistresses in attendance were herded in naked on hands and knees and made to kneel before the cross so they would have a good view of the fate awaiting any who might fail in their self-control. Madame Eva took the stage to act as Mistress of Ceremonies. She was in her ultimate regalia, black leather corset that left her breasts and cunt revealed, her highest heeled black thigh boots held up by garters. She had her long blond locks piled up high upon her head. Withal she towered over the cringing slaves, the embodiment of all menacing female cruelty. It was the signal for the mistresses to take their seats and enjoy the proceedings. First madame Eva subjected the kneeling, cowering slaves to a tirade.

“Once again we are gathered to witness a slave suffering the consequences of his lack of self-control. Three times slave Paul here has succumbed to his urges, taken his cock in hand and given himself forbidden pleasure and release. His cock could have remained safe in a cage but he chose the honor system instead because the cage hurt his little weewee too much. Twice he was punished with utmost severity for his giving in to his lust and he was well aware of the ultimate consequence. The very night before he knew his mistress planned to grant him release he weakened. This is further proof that the male is a lower life form and fit only for enslavement and subjugation. Let all of you take a lesson from what you are about to witness. Those foolish enough to choose the honor system would be well advised to seek the refuge of the cage. If your mistress has imposed the honor system upon you let this spectacle help you steel yourself to resist the urges driven by the organs you are about to see destroyed and severed! The new device that will be employed is not called the ‘Motivator’ for nothing!”

The cruel device sat upon a small stand next to the cross. Eva picked it up and showed it first to the audience. The jaws of the vise were fitted with the sharp spikes. Then she turned and held it before slave Paul’s eyes. He whimpered futile pleas for mercy and writhed in is inescapable bonds.

But then his mistress Emma stepped forward onto the stage, resplendent in her chocolate nudity. She held a squeeze bottle of warm olive oil. Eva addressed the audience.

“Before his  ordeal begins slave Paul will be granted one final ejaculation by the hands of his mistress.”

Paul’s organ hung limp in his terror. Emma lubed her hands with the oil and tossed the bottle aside. Under her skilled ministrations he was soon fully erect and then the edging began. She would stroke him to the brink and then let go, leaving him gasping in his frustration. Her artful hands could reduce him to a state in which all thought of his impending fate was driven from his mind and being male, all he could think about was coming. And she taunted him in the midst of it.

“How long will it be slave? How many times will I take you to the edge and deny you? And you know what awaits you when you inevitably come! Perhaps you can resist your urge to keep your balls for a little longer? I think not!”

She slowly took him to a state in which he was oblivious to all save his longing to come. She kept him thus for a good while as he moaned and whimpered and pleased for release. At the last she coaxed him gently to the very brink, then gave him the few hard strokes that would set him off and stood back with a leering grin on her face.

After the first surge of heavenly release reality came crashing in upon him and he made a futile effort to suppress his coming. But willy-nilly four creamy spurts were ejected from his organ. They landed just in front of the kneeling slaves. Eva pointed to the closest slave and then to the cum puddle and he knew well enough to stoop and lap it from the floor.

As the last cum spurts of his life splattered upon the floor slave Paul moaned in despair, knowing he was soon to suffer extreme torment and then be made a eunuch at the hands of his mistress. Eva stepped up to him holding the dreaded device, the jaw spread wide, the cruel spikes gleaming. She slipped his balls between the jaws. There were straps attached to the vise to hold it in place and two mistresses came from the audience to fasten them around his waist and thighs.

His balls now rested on the spikes of the lower jaw. Eva held the remote control in her hands. She turned a dial that set the timer, then pressed a button. It would be a full hour between the time the spikes pierced slave Paul’s scrotum and the point at which his balls were squashed flat and utterly destroyed. The interim would be purest agony for the slave who yielded to his urges and failed in his self-control. Just as the spikes began to pierce him Eva grabbed his hair and leaned in close to speak to him, her words audible to all.

“Now you will have time to contemplate whether or not your fleeting pleasure was worth the consequences. You do have a choice in the matters that follow. If the pain becomes too great to bear you may beg for your balls to be severed to end your ordeal.”

By then the spikes were already biting deep, through the scrotum and into the testicles. Slave Paul began to writhe and mewl and snivel in the growing torment. Minute after minute passed as he howled and screamed, sweet music to the ears of the mistresses, most of whom had fingers between their thighs, fondling. But all would refrain from taking their release by way of their fingers, saving their building lust to be satisfied by the tongues of the terrorized slaves after the procedure had been performed.

Despite his agony slave Paul showed a stubborn reluctance to part with his balls, even knowing full well it was futile to cling to them because their destruction and severing was inevitable. But at 45 minutes he broke, crying out for the mercy of the cut.

Mistress Emma stepped up to him holding the gleaming razor sharp knife while Madame Eva applied a clamp between his balls and the vise that would cut off blood flow. Eva took hold of the vise and pulled the balls out ward and Emma slipped the knife between clamp and vise and severed the gonads with slow sawing strokes so slave Paul would have memory of the parting with his manhood.

Eva pressed a button on the remote that spread the jaws apart and Emma lifted the mutilated balls from the spikes and held them before slave Paul’s eyes bring further sobs of despair.

Doctor Helen the surgeon was in attendance and she stepped forward with her bag of instruments to suture the wound. When finished she removed the clamp and slave Paul’s cock dangled limp over the nothingness where his balls had been.

The next order of business was to auction him off to the highest bidder to begin his life as a eunuch slave. He was stood up on a box and first subjected to taunts. The bidding started at a penny and the winning bid of 99 cents was placed by Patsy, a hefty brown haired woman who owned a hog farm. The auction was not meant to garner money but to add to slave Paul’s humiliation by reminding him of his worthlessness. He would live out his days as a nutless shoveler of pig shit.

Then Madame Eva turned to the slaves who knelt cowering and delivered a closing tirade.

“Coming without permission is perhaps the most abhorrent offense a slave can commit! You should be grateful that your mistresses let you come at all because lower life forms such as you are really unworthy of that pleasure. We would cut the nuts off all of you were it not for the fact that your longing to come makes you behave in ways we find pleasurable and amusing, especially in the way you give much better head the longer you are denied. I hope witnessing the fate of poor slave Paul will motivate you to save yourselves from yourselves. Those of you on the honor system should beg your mistresses for the refuge of the cage. Any of you who still remain on the honor system should take what you have seen this evening as motivation to strengthen your resolve. Now go to your mistresses and use those tongues that have been trained so long and rigorously to  let them know you have taken what you have witnessed here to heart!”

The slaves turned away toward the seated mistresses and groveled across the floor, each seeking his own. Ever pussy was wet and pulsing and tingling, at hair trigger to enjoy the first orgasm. Tongues found clits and G spots and cries of ecstasy echoed within the minute. Then tongues went down to the anus to make obeisance, showing the mistresses their slaves knew their place.

The mistresses came until they couldn’t any more. In the midst of the pleasuring eunuch slaves had brought out tables food and drink and also multiple throne chairs. The satisfied mistresses were thirsty and famished. A pleasant social hour followed.

Several of the slaves in attendance had been subjected to the feminization procedure by Doctor Helen’s skilled hands. One of these was her own slave. Greta saw Helen seated on a throne, her bare feet upon a footrest with her slave busy licking them while she relaxed in her contentment and sipped wine. The slave was a cute blond with a shapely ass that had been fabricated by the good doctor. Greta made her way over to her with Nub groveling behind her.

Greta made Nub drag another chair over so she could sit facing Helen. Then she made him kneel in front of her facing Helen as well. Helen’s eyes could not fail to focus on his stubby nubbin. She grinned derisively and shook her head.

“How can I help you this evening Greta?”

“Well Helen, I have been fascinated for a long time by the likes of your slave here…named?”

“He was Jud at first now Greta but now it’s Judi.”

“To get right to the point Helen, I would like to have Nub transformed in the way if he chooses to submit to it in order to please me.”

Nub turned to look at her with terror in his eyes and whimpered “please no mistress!”

Greta gave him a stern look.

“So that’s your choice Nub? You refuse?”

“Yes mistress! That is my choice. Please don’t cut my cock off!”

Helen chuckled as another leering grin came over her face.

“But mistress Greta, as we all know, every slave’s choice is subject to the veto of his mistress!”

“Yes indeed it is Doctor Helen!”

Greta looked down at Nub, who cowered as he sensed what was to follow.

“Slave Nub! I hereby invoke my veto! I will cut off that stubby thing and Doctor Helen will work her magic! What possible need do you have for that little thing anyway? You can’t even satisfy me with it. And look on the bright side. You will still have your balls and will be able to come when I put my cock to you. You will be such a pretty thing and all the other mistresses will want to fuck you too. You will be treated to more of the woman cock that ever before. And I can’t wait to see my cute little suck slut kneeling before the studs I have summoned to service me, taking the big dicks down the throat and slurping up the big loads of cum so they can be properly prepared. I will be so happy! Don’t you want to make me happy? Don’t you love me Nub?”

He nodded in resignation as he gazed upon the beauty of her resplendent nudity as she sat in the chair with legs parted. His eyes focused upon the luscious golden pussy he would still be able to worship as always. And he would still know the ecstasy she could bestow upon him with her cock. There could be only one reply.

“Yes mistress! I love you! Take my cock if it will make you happy and let me be transformed according to your liking!”

“Thank you slave! I knew you would see it my way in the end. Doctor Helen, when will you be available to perform the procedure?”

“Why wait mistress Greta? First thing in the morning, eight o’clock sharp! Bring your cock along. It will play an important role in preparing him for the procedure.”

Greta couldn’t sleep at first when they got home, consumed by burning anticipation of what the next day would bring. Only several orgasms under Nub’s loving tongue served to relax her sufficiently. Doctor Helen sent her limo to pick the up after Greta called her to say she was too excited to drive. The limo pulled into the garage and the embarked naked for the ride.

When they arrived at her office she greeted them at the door and then led  them to the surgery room. Nub carried the case that contained Greta’s cock. When the entered the room Greta say Doctor Helen’s cock lying on the operating table and there was a broad yoga sticky mat lying on the floor. Greta looked to Helen with curiosity.

“He needs to be drained of all cum before the procedure Greta. So, let’s put our cocks to him until we wring out every drop!”

Greta was madly aroused and needed no urging. They each stood with hands on hips while Nub installed their cocks. Then Nub assumed the position on hands and knees, ready to be spit roasted. The women enjoyed multiple orgasms as they fucked Nub dry. Doctor Helen gave out a satisfied sigh.

“A good fucking steadies my hands for the Procedure Greta. I hope you are feeling relaxed and ready too!”

Greta sighed as well and nodded.

“Then let’s get him up on the table and get this show on the road!”

Nub had been fucked to the point where he could not stand. They made him lap up the abundant cum he had shot all over the mat and then lifted him bodily onto the table face up. Then they strapped him down by wrists and ankles and wide belts across his waist and thighs so he was utterly immobile and their mercy. Then they put a ball gag in his mouth.

Only a large scalpel lay upon the table. Helen explained.

“Today it will just be the severing of the organ Greta. The cut will be made without anesthetic so he will feel the pain and always remember the moment he parted with his penis. Then I will administer a local to the affected area sedate him. I’ll give him give him overnight to recover from the trauma and begin the reconstructive surgery in the morning. I invite you to watch if you like. Several surgical procedures will be needed and then a good month of healing so you will need to procure a slave to keep you satisfied in the meantime.”

Greta nodded.

“I’m sure madame Eva will rent me one.”

“Fine! Now without further ado let’s get this done! First I will tie off his cock to prevent exsanguination. Then I’ll make a mark on the organ where you should make the cut. I’ll need a little of the nubbin left to fix him up with a pee hole.”

Helen tied off the nubbin at its very base and then made a mark about half an inch from the tie..

“Now take hold of the little thing with your fingertips Greta and pull it out to stretch it. Then take the knife and cut slowly with a sawing motion to prolong the pain that will be stamped in his memory.”

Greta’s heart hammered as she took a grip on the nubbin with her fingertips and pulled. But she found her hands to be steady. A lurid gleam came to her eyes as she looked at Nub’s little organ, moments away from being severed by her hand. Then she put the razor sharp blade upon the mark Helen had made and sawed the little thing off while Nub writhed in his bonds, his scream muffled by the gag. Greta came hard, her gush splattering on the floor, as she felt the little cock part from his body. It pulsed briefly between her fingertips then went soft and still. She took a moment to gaze rapt upon it, then held it before Nub’s eyes so he could see the reality of his loss. He moaned in despair.

Greta tossed the severed nubbin into a stainless steel bowl that lay on the table. The organ would be dried and mounted on a plaque for her to hang on the wall above her mantle at what passed as “full erection” for the pathetic little thing. She would love to ease back in her recliner and  bask in the memory of the moment, gazing at the little thing she had taken from him while Nub knelt before her with tongue busy between her thighs.

Helen was quick to administer the local to spare poor Nub further pain. And she injected him with a sedative that knocked him out. Then she pressed a red button that hung from a cord mounted in the ceiling and her young assistant came to wheel Nub away to his room to recover. The surgeries would begin the next day.

Greta came to watch every phase. On the first day Helen slit Nub’s scrotum right down the middle and tucked the balls into the pockets from which they had descended when Nub reached puberty. She stitched them in place and the fashion his scrotum into a very real facsimile of labia.

The reconstruction of the penile stump was the most delicate operation. Helen inserted a catheter and then skillfully cut away the erectile tissue that remained outside the body. Then she stretched the penis skin over the wound and sutured it around the catheter tube. When all was healed the tube would be pulled and Nub would have a pee hole in the “pussy.”

Then there were the breast and hip implants and the collagen injections that would give Nub a pleasing female form. Finally there was laser epilation to permanently remove all hair except for on the head and the loins.

Greta went home and had Madame Eva deliver slave number 4 from her harem to tide her over while nub healed. It was a long month and slave 4 was used hard but that just kept Greta from losing her mind while she awaited Nub’s presentation.

The long-awaited day came and Doctor Helen sent her limo to pick Greta up. The ride felt like eternity. Helen greeted her warmly and led her to the presentation room where a red silk curtain covered an alcove in the wall. Greta stood before the curtain with her pussy warm wet and tingling in anticipation.

Helen pulled a rope that hung beside the curtain and it rose to reveal her handiwork. Greta’s heart fluttered and skipped beats as she look upon the thing of beauty that was to be her prized possession.

Nub wore a wig of matching hair color for the time being until the hair grew out and a fetching pink lace teddy. The lips were full and red. Below the chin there were pert and perfect little tits. The waist was slender but the hips had a pleasing spread and curvature. The shapely thighs framed what could only be described and a hot hairy little pussy. The finely tapered legs ended in feet wearing pink high heeled pumps.

Helen ordered Nub to turn for a posterior view and Greta gasped in delight when she saw the exquisite lyre shaped behind that Helen had fashioned for her. Nub looked for all the world like a shameless little slut eager to perform any act no matter how demeaning just to please the mistress. Greta renamed the new creation “Nubbi.” 

Helen gave Greta a pair of nipple clips on a chain and Greta clipped them onto Nubbi’s tits and led her new slut bitch to the limo. Inside the car was a gift wrapped package with a card attached signed by Ariana, Sophie and Madame Eva. The note said: “It’s time for a graduation. Enjoy!” This left no doubt as to the contents.

The limo whisked them home and Greta all but dragged Nubbi by the tits to the living room, her slut bitch carrying the package. She shed her leather trench coat, revealing her nudity and settled into her favorite armchair with Nubbi kneeling at her feet. She eyed the beauty up and down and first spoke tender words.

“Nubbi, your sacrifice has made me so happy! Now I can be sure you love me without limit. You are just adorable! Are your balls aching? I would think they are, tucked up tight inside you after a month without coming.”

“Yes mistress! They hurt so bad!”

“Not to worry dear. I will take care of that for you. But first I want to feel that tongue. I’m ready to come right now without even a touch I’m so excited. Then I’ll fuck you and you can know how it feels to come through your new pussy!”

She eased back in the chair and parted her legs, raising them to rest her ankles on the arms, exhibiting her golden pussy. She was elated by the look of longing in Nubbi’s eyes when the fell upon it. In a moment Nubbi’s face was buried deep in her lush oozing crevice and she felt the tongue she had trained go to duty, slithering about, finding the spots that pleased her one by one, offering to serve wherever and however she wished.

When the tongue went low to her anus she put a hand behind the head and pressed against the lips to urge service there. The tongue slid in deep and its wriggling in and out soon had her ready to come. She tugged upward by the ears until the tongue found her cavern and a roll of her hips commanded that it go deep. Nubbi knew well it was time for the triple delight and she felt the finger slip into her lower orifice while the tongue massaged her G and the nose rubbed her clit.

Half a minute sufficed to evoke a surge of ecstasy. She convulsed, shuddered, gave out a bestial snarl and went limp. Afterglow was a pink haze and she felt Nubbi’s tender kisses upon her mount and inside her thighs. Such a sweet and tender thing was now her prized possession! Her selfless and adoring slave had sacrificed all to please her and would now be rewarded.

She pointed to the package and no words were needed. Nubbi unwrapped it and open the fine wooden case to reveal the 2 X 12 cock within. Nubbi’s eyes grew wide and turned to Greta with mingled fear and excitement showing in them. Greta smiled with eyes gleaming.

“Yes Nubbi. Tonight, I will deflower my tender virgin all over again. Now be a good slut and install my cock. You know how don’t you?”

Nubbi did indeed know and soon Greta stood with the fearsome organ jutting. She looked down at her slut who stared at the big organ, know what was to be the next duty. Greta cackled wickedly.

“You know I want my deepthroat blowjob first Nubbi! Open wide and take it!”

She pressed the button that started the pulsing vibrations and gasped in delight when Nubbi’s eager lips closed upon the organ’s tip and the tongue caressed it. She thrusted with her hip so the cock slid in and pressed against the gullet. Nubbi’s head went back and forth, lips running along the shaft, tongue’s tip caressing the sensitive underside. Great enjoyed for a while but then grew impatient for the completion of the act. She pressed the big, flared glans against Nubbi’s gullet with a hand behind the head.

“Come on Nubbi! It will be a challenge. I know it’s big but if you love me you will take it down!”

She pressed harder and Nubbi gagged but persisted. The throat suddenly opened and the shaft plunged to three quarter depth. Another thrust of Greta’s hips and Nubbi’s nose was in her bush. Greta took the head between her hands and rutted hard. The clutch of the gullet on the so much bigger cock sent wave upon tingling wave through her and soon orgasm rocked her with knee buckling force. Her bones seemed to melt and Nubbi was quick to take hold of her hips and guide her so she collapsed into the chair, half conscious.

When she firmed she ordered Nubbi to pull the sticky yoga mat out from under the couch so she could have traction and leverage while she ravaged the near virgin orifice. Nubbi  was quick to obey and  was soon in the position on the mat waiting to be sodomized, trembling but still willingly offering ass.

Greta went to her knees behind her plaything and first ran her hands over the shapely hips and behind, so smooth and flawless. She took a moment to hold the head of her big dick close to the tender pink orifice it was soon to enter, delighted by the disparity in size. Though Nubbi had been fucked hard and deep with the smaller size she could tell her intrusion with the big mock organ would bring suitable hurt before the pleasure set in. She coated the big glans with a dollop of KY lest she split the poor thing wide open.

Taking position on her knees behind she again caressed the lyre shaped loveliness before digging her sharp nails in deep for purchase, marring the perfection, bringing small trickles of blood. She gathered herself, drawing her hips back and then rammed forward. Nubbi cried out from the tearing, stretching pain and broke down into sobs as a third of the shaft disappeared within. 

Hard, gyrating thrusts soon buried it to the depths, Nubbi’s silken ass feeling the tickle of the mistress’s bush. Greta knew well how to give it and Nubbi knew how to take it, knowing the pain would pass and the pleasure would follow. But still there were sobs and snivels and tears before the stretching, relaxing and the burning tingling delight that would precede the eruption.

Soon they were in the midst of sweet lovemaking, rocking back and forth in rhythm, their pants and moans in sweet harmony. Waves of consuming pleasure were transmitted through Greta’s body by the clutch of Nubbi’s orifice upon the high tech member. Suddenly Nubbi gave out a quavering groan of utter ecstasy as a big creamy load cascaded from the faux pussy and puddled on the mat. It triggered Greta’s own brutish climax as she gave out a bestial sound and collapsed forward, Nubbi collapsing beneath her onto the belly, still impaled.

Greta lay in afterglow her hips still rolling slowly as if to assert her possession and dominance. When she firmed, pulled out and stood Nubbi knew the drill well and stooped over the cum puddle to slurp and lap it up. Greta waited patiently with the bloodied and soiled member jutting. Nubbi sucked up the last of the semen and rose to kneel and suck the cock spotless, then removed it and put it back in its case.

Then Greta took her sweet slut to bed with her that night feeling a satisfaction and fulfillment she had never known before. Her adoring slave had sacrificed every shred of dignity just to please her. And in the morning she planned to summon the studs to see her slut perform and prepare them to service her.

Upon waking she gave Nubbi the morning drink and enjoyed that familiar and enjoyed that now even more adoring tongue. Three orgasms filled her with relaxed confidence. After a bath and breakfast, she went to her laptop and to the Stud Stable website to see what was available for the evening. Some of the better hung studs had yet to be summoned so she chose the biggest ones left and arranged for them to arrive after dinner around 7:00.

Then she dressed Nubbi in a fetching and revealing French maid’s outfit that exposed tits and pussy and put the slut to household chores. As she watched Nubbi going about the assorted tasks she grew randy but refrained from indulging in the tongue, saving her lust for the evening.

The three studs were delivered punctually by one of mistress Sophie’s young acolytes. Their vacant eyes lit up with lust and the sight of the pretty thing kneeling with ready and eager mouth. The big organs rose to near vertical.

Nubbi wasted no time, having to stand and bend over to take the first big dick from above, such was the angle of the erection. The cock disappeared down the throat and then it was to the knees. Back and forth went the head with rising rhythm and within the minute the stud gave out the lust grunt that signaled ejaculation. Nubbi held just the tip between the lips and let the big load spurt in. Greta could see the pulsing urethra as the load was expelled. Trickles ran down Nubbi’s chin as the mouth overflowed. Nubbi turned to Greta with mouth open wide to show the tongue bathed in the creamy flood and then swallowed deeply and with sluttish appetite, tongue reaching out to slurp up the spillage.

The two remaining studs had looked on with their lust building and Nubbi had the second full down the throat in a heartbeat. This one soon came with his cock full down, pumping his plenty direct into Nubbi’s stomach.

The third one was sucked to orgasm within half a minute, so aroused was he from the spectacle of the first two blowjobs. Nubbi held the cock a good foot from wide open mouth and stroked the shaft as all six creamy spurts shot straight in. Again, Nubbi turned with mouth open to the mistress the load before gulping it down. Greta gave out a bawdy laugh and clapped her hands in appreciation of her slut’s performance.

Al three studs hung limp but Nubbi wasted no time in taking the first in mouth for the hardening. Soon all three were rock hard and ready again. Greta ordered Nubbi to get out the sticky mat so she could be serviced upon it so that the studs would have leverage and traction in their rutting.

One stud laid down on his back on the mat and Greta was upon him to vaginally impale herself. The second stud came up behind on his knees to mount her and ram his cock up her ass. She went to hands and knees and the third stud knelt in front of her and offered his cock. She took it down to the balls and the rutting commenced.

The studs were rock hard thanks to Nubbi’s sluttish attentions and Greta was serviced like never before, passing into the throes of spasmodic ecstasy. The studs were trained to come in unison and big loads were pumped into all three of Greta’s recesses. She enjoyed one final orgasm from feeling the pulsing of the big dick down her gullet as the cum was expelled.

The studs dismounted and Nubbi was on the spot, going behind Greta, bending down as she squeezed the heavy cream from both of her lower orifices. Nubbi slurped and scooped it in with cup tongue and turned attention to the re-hardening, which was accomplished with dispatch.

On it went until all three studs were used up and drained. Unable to stand, they lay in a heap for a few minutes until Greta and Sophie’s acolyte kicked them to urge them to their feet so they could make their exit.

Greta collapsed into her recliner feeling satisfaction as never before and Nubbi licked her feet while she savored her memory of the evening. She decided the new slut’s social debut would be assisting the entire chapter of the mistress network in being serviced by two dozen studs. She sent out invitations the next morning for the event to be held that Saturday night.

All RSVP were positive and the mistresses gathered. Sticky mats were laid out on the floor and the two dozen studs were herded in to stand in a circle. Greta dressed Nubbi in a scarlet silk teddy that exposed tits and pussy, along with matching stockings and garters. She led Nubbin into the hall by a forked leash with clips attached to the nipples. Greta made Nubbi kneel before one of the studs in the circle and dropped the leash.

The little tart went to duty with sluttish hunger, taking the first big dick to the balls and finishing the job in half a minute. Then in was on to the next and the next. The studs stared with gleaming eyes at the artful slut as the circle was rounded, fondling their big organs in anticipation of the trollop’s attentions. One by one Nubbi ingested their premature ejaculations and soon every mat on the floor had writhing panting naked bodies upon it and mistresses wailed and shrieked from the mad ecstasies of having their every orifices filled with satisfying cocks.

Nubbi rushed to each mistress to do cleanup and then the studs stood in the circle again to be re-hardened for the next batch of mistresses. In the end the studs were used up and lay in a tangled heap with Nubbi kneeling beside, belly bulging from the ingestions of mass quantities of cum.

Nubbi’s tucked away balls were aching badly from the excitement of it all. Greta sensed it and bent down and whispered promise of a reward.

“Do your balls ache Nubbi?”

“Yes mistress! They hurt so bad!”

“Not to worry sweetie! Our cocks will take care of that for you!”

Nubbi’s reward for the fine exhibition was to be strapped belly down on a leather horse while the mistresses donned their cocks and began a spit roast gang bang, woman cocks going in an out of throat and ass until every drop of cum was wrung from Nubbi’s faux pussy.

Nubbi’s fame spread far and wide as one of the finest of suck sluts whose services were much in demand, much to Greta’s profit and pride.

EPILOGUE

The mistress network thrived and spread ever wider due to Greta’s matchmaking and recruitment. Mistress Mona did her part, using her position as high school teacher to identify prospective slaves and put their profiles on the website. Ariana and Sophie franchised the Cuckold Academy and Stud Stable in multiple locations nation, and ultimately worldwide. Doctor Helen schooled other surgeons with dominant inclinations in the transformative procedure and many a slave made the supreme sacrifice. More and more the  ultimate goal of complete male subjugation seemed to be in reach.
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