
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE LILITH CHRONICLES: BOOK ONE

PROLOGUE

CATSKILL MOUNTAINS NEW YORK 1855

Lilith Stone, prophetess and first Reverend Sister, chief priestess of the Cult of the Divine Mother beheld the two hundredth young couple before her whom she would soon pronounce to be Wife and slave husband. The milestone filled her with pride. Under her tenure two hundred males had seen the light and accepted their status as lesser beings whose only purpose under heaven was to serve Woman without reservation or limit. Better yet, two hundred strong women of all ages and descriptions had embraced their dominant will to power over the male.

And another milestone would follow this one. It would be the founding of a new Temple in Philadelphia where Helen, whom Lilith had groomed for years, would take her place as Priestess and Reverend Sister. The Cult of the Mother was spreading like wildfire as more and more women were introduced to the delights of male subjugation.

The tall and statuesque auburn-haired bride stood proudly and splendidly nude with her fetching dark-haired young groom kneeling beside her.

The whole congregation was in attendance, naked wives seated in a semicircle of thronelike chairs three deep in tiers, naked slave husbands on their knees beside them with chain leashes clipped onto the golden rings pierced into the tips of their penises. Lilith’s fourth slave husband George knelt off to one side, tethered to a ring in the wall of the cavern that served as the temple by a chain clipped to his penis ring.

Lilith herself stood resplendent and regal in her nudity, save for the scarlet sash of her office, bearing in gold the circle and cross signifying Woman. It crossed over one shoulder and passed between her ample breasts and down over her hip. 55 years old but timeless in her beauty thanks to her ongoing state of complete sexual fulfillment, she wore her raven hair short, her eyes were a sparkling steel blue, her skin creamy and flawless. Tall, with broad shoulders her slim waist widened into the exquisite curvature of her hips. Comely thighs framed the dense black thicket at her loins and tapered to slim and muscular calves.

The very one-sided vows were made, the young man promising total submission and obedience to the will of the bride and absolute devotion to serving her pleasure, to helping her achieve the High Ecstasy that could only be reached when Woman and man were bound in holy matrimony as ordained by the Mother. The bride merely acknowledged and accepted her groom’s obeisance for as long as she found him pleasing.

Then, with well-rehearsed hands, the groom installed upon his bride the long and thick mock male organ, molded from sterling silver, that she would use to deflower him and showed fitting submission by taking it in mouth to suck it and get it wet to ease its entry into his virgin hind orifice.

When satisfied by the ritual fellatio the bride pointed to the mattress covered by a scarlet sheet that lay before the temple’s altar. Her groom groveled there obediently and went to elbows and knees with forehead across his arms, raising his pert posterior in offering.

The bride knelt behind him with the faux phallus jutting, dribbled a heavy wad of her spittle down his crack and when it pooled in his anus she pressed the flared glans against his hole and threw her shapely hips forward in the deflowering thrust.

The scream that was torn from the young and tender groom as his virgin hole was stretched was only the second sweetest music to Lilith’s ears. The sweetest music was soon to follow as, inevitably, the groom’s pain morphed to pleasure as his bride rutted hard, propelling them both to the climactic moment.

Lilith closed her eyes and lost herself in the sweet harmony, the groom’s quavering moan of supernal delight and emasculated surrender, the bride’s primal wail of boundless and triumphant ecstasy.

Lilith quivered through her own sweet soft and spontaneous orgasm, a trickle of the juice of her pleasure running down the insides of her thighs and puddling on the floor. As she stood trembling in afterglow her mind turned back to how it had all begun.

PART ONE: 1820

Lilith’s beliefs about sexuality and the relations between Woman and man were informed by two life experiences.

Her father, Charles, was a wealthy man, owner of some of the first iron mines in the Catskills. He and her mother Joan, a meek and submissive woman he had married for her family’s money, lived in a mansion in New York city but also owned a spacious country home in the mountains near the mines.

Charles was a lusty brute, a drunken philanderer, notorious for his taste for consorting with whores or other loose women. One night, at age 18, Lilith overheard a bedroom argument between her parents, one of the rare times her mother tried to take a stand against her domineering father.

“Charles, please!” she heard her mother say. “Not tonight! Aren’t the whores and slutty barmaids enough for you? Can’t you wait to stick your thing in one of them?”

“Joan! You are my wife and it is your duty! A man must have his satisfaction and I want it now! Open your legs woman and receive me! It will all be over in a trice!”

Joan sobbed as she submitted. “At least the Lord has some mercy!”

The Lilith heard his brutish panting as he rutted for just a minute or so and the swinish grunt of release he gave out as he ejaculated into his long suffering wife.

Then there was her piano teacher Edith, a tall and Rubenesque blond haired woman of 45, and her husband Mark, a sweet and gentle man, ten years her junior, seemingly under the thumb of his strong willed wife. But they seemed so happy together.

One afternoon Lilith popped in on Edith unexpectedly to pay the fee for her lessons that her stingy father had neglected to remit. The front door was open as usual and she was accustomed to just walking in. When she entered the foyer she heard breathy sounds and high pitched panting coming from somewhere inside.

Both curious and concerned for Edith’s safety she passed through the parlor and down the hallway where the bedrooms were. She came to a door that was slightly ajar. What she heard was coming from the room beyond it. Ever so slowly she pushed the door open farther. The hinges were well oiled and gave out not a squeak.

Her eyes grew wide at what she saw, Edith lying nude upon her back with knees raised up to her ample bosom and legs parted wide. Mark, also nude, lay on his belly with is face buried deep in his wife’s luxuriant golden bush. And the sounds Lilith had heard were those of a woman in the midst of exquisite delight.

She stared rapt as Edith’s delight escalated into writhing and rolling of her hips. Mark seemed well attuned to her and Lilith could see his tongue caressing passionately on the upper regions of her cunt. Suddenly, Edith shuddered and convulsed, giving out one, the two then three ecstatic shrieks before letting out a deep and satisfied sigh and going limp.

But Mark’s duty was not yet done because when Edith roused from the sweet stupor of afterglow she raised her legs high and parted them again while pushing her husband’s head downward in silent command. Mark went low and Lilith had to suppress a gasp as he began to lick her hind hole.

Matters proceeded, Mark licking long and quite pleasingly if Edith’s sighs of enjoyment were any indication. Then her breathing accelerated and became tremulous as her excitement mounted. She grabbed a lock of his hair with one hand to tug him upward and with the other pushed one of his hands down, signaling him to do another thing that made Lilith draw in breath, surprised, shocked.

It was clear this wasn’t the first time Mark received this sign because in response he slipped a finger into Edith’s anus while going upward with her tug to lick her again where he had set off her climax before. But that first orgasm paled before what followed.

Edith let out a deep breathy moan and Mark’s head vanished between her hefty thighs as she clenched them together and locked her ankles, passing into the throes of ecstasy, crying out over and over as orgasm followed orgasm until her limbs flopped down and she seem to go to jelly. Mark showered tender kisses over her mount and the insides of her thighs, murmuring words of love.

Edith first lay with eyes closed in her pleasant daze but then her bright green eyes opened and stared full on into Lilith’s blue ones, then she gave her a smile and a sly wink. Lilith fled, running out the door, mounting her horse and spurring it to a gallop for home. A warmth, a tingling and a wetness blossomed between her thighs as she rode.

She lay awake that night, feeling guilt at her desire. But sleep finally came until she woke suddenly to find herself with a hand under her nightgown and between her thighs, fondling herself, fingers feeling a hard and sensitive little nubbin at the top of her pudenda. She felt a pleasure welling up, tried to fight it but could not and just gave in. A cry of delight was torn from her depths. Soon her mother opened the door to check on her but Lilith said it was just a nightmare and mother went back to bed. Every night thereafter for a week this was repeated, though she learned to suppress her cries of ecstasy.

Then it was time for her next piano lesson and she wondered how she would face Edith. But her teacher acted as if nothing had happened. Lilith, however, played off key with trembling hands until Edith put her hand on top of Lilith’s on the keyboard to stop her.

“Alright Lilith dear, I know we have to talk about it. Come sit in the parlor.”

They sat down on each end of the sofa. Edith spoke while Lilith sat staring at her, rapt, both shocked and excited.

“I wanted you to see what you saw Lilith, even though I wasn’t expecting it just then. My husband gives me that pleasure upon my command several times each day, in the morning when I awake, at bedtime and two or three times in between according to my need.”

She went on as Lilith just sat wide-eyed, nodding, feeling warm and wet again between the legs.

“I have come to certain beliefs over the course of my life Lilith. The most important is that if there is a deity that entity is female. And we women were created in her image. Males are the inferior gender, as evidenced by their brutishness and shallow, selfish lustfulness. There are some rare males who understand and accept this. One of these is my husband Mark. I sensed this in him when we met and wooed him and finally outright seduced him.”

“You might not know it but I am once widowed. I am not a virgin. My first husband was a typical male and I had to submit to his organ entering me. He would mount me willy-nilly, satisfy himself and leave me sullied and disgusted. My marriage was arranged at the behest of my parents. Luckily, my husband was killed in a fall from his horse when he was quite drunk one night. I was left with a small significant inheritance and my teaching has allowed me to keep myself in an acceptable but modest manner.”

“I have always felt strong sexual desire and was determined to marry again and have another man in my life but was adamant that the relationship be on my terms. I had a friend, a woman much older than I, who was of like mind to me. She was married and, in our private moments she told me of the pleasure her husband gave her by licking her ‘down there.’ She seemed to sense my frustration and deprivation and one evening she invited me over for dinner and introduced me to her husband in the most wonderful way.”

“My friend, Diana, was naked when I arrived at her home. I was shocked but intrigued and when she encouraged me to undress I did so with mounting excitement. We sat down on each end of the sofa much like we are now. Then she called out for her husband, Ely was his name. He entered the room naked as well and I gasped in surprise but felt a heat between my thighs.”

“Diana ordered him to kneel before me and told me to part my legs. Then she commanded that he serve me and do everything for me that he did for her. For the first time I felt the caresses of an adoring tongue upon my lady parts. And I could tell that Diana had schooled him well. He knew just what to do to arouse me to the brink and then take me over it. And, as you saw with Mark and I, he didn’t stop after my first ecstasy but went down low to put his tongue in that most intimate and secret place, the place that most shun as vile. He showered his worship there, letting me know he worshipped all of me without limit or reservation. When his attentions there had me on the brink again he did that thing you saw and drove me mad with delight until I all but melted. Today I will pay things forward Lilith.”

She called out for Mark to come and join them. When he did Lilith’s surprise and arousal took a quantum leap. He was naked and when she looked to his loins she saw his organ was enclosed in a finely crafted silver cage. She stared for a long time but then caught movement from the corner of her eye and saw Edith shedding her clothes. Edith looked at her and gave her another sly and sultry wink as she tossed aside the last of her garments and stood regally naked, with a key hung on a gold chain around her neck.

“Don’t be bashful, Lilith dear!”

Lilith felt her hands begin to loosen her clothing as if driven by a will not her own. Soon her clothing lay in a heap on the floor and she settled back down onto the sofa, slouching with legs apart and fingers busy between her legs.

“Now you will know the pleasure I have every day and at will Lilith. Mark! You know what to do! Do it now for my friend Lilith here and do everything!”

Mark was on his knees before her, leaning in with long togue extended. Lilith couldn’t wait and reached to grab his hair and pull him in. She let out a long, shuddering gasp as she felt the first caresses of a trained and adoring tongue. Nothing she had done to herself with her fingers even came close.  She felt a flooding slippery wetness and heard him slurping as he licked upward, gathering the flow and swallowing with hunger.

In her upbringing she had been taught that what lay between her thighs was shameful and dirty but she could tell that to Mark it was an object of passionate worship. Not one tongue stroke failed to send shivers up her spine and more and more his tongue strayed to that little nubbin she had felt under her fingers. Every time it touched there a thrill ran through her. Soon he had it clenched softly between his lips, massaging it with them and he putting his tongue to it just so.

She felt like a lake swelling in a spring flood, pressing hard against a dam ready to burst. And burst it did in a supernal torrent that tore a primal shriek from the depths of her soul. Her bones seemed to melt and she passed into sweet a daze, feeling as if floating in air. Her limbs flopped down and her head lolled.

But in the midst of her stupor, she felt Mark raising her legs so her knees were against her breast and then, to her astonished delight she felt slithering caresses to her nether hole, that place of ultimate shame. She was consumed by the special intensity of this guilty pleasure. But Mark’s caresses gave her to know that to him it was a place of special reverence. His wriggling organ slipped deep inside her and all guilt vanished as she passed into a rapture, unaware of anything but that probing, swirling little organ.

But then she was aroused from that rapture by the pulsing and tingling of her clit as it all but screamed for the tongue. She reached down to grab a lock of hair and pull him upward and mimicked Edith by pushing one of his hands downward. He knew ell what to do and she felt his finger slip gently in where his tongue had been.

Moments later his tongue eased her over the brink and she felt trembling and fluttering of it upon her sweet berry that triggered wave after wave of ecstasy beyond her counting. On and on it went until her desire was expended and the room spun as she passed from consciousness into a netherworld of blissful contentment and a sense of communion with something divine.

Awareness returned and she looked aside to see Edith smiling at her, beaming. Edith saw both epiphany and pleading in her eyes.

“Yes Lilith, I know how it feels. It’s a bonding and communion with the Divine Mother. I know she is up there looking down on you with the same joy as I am now. And don’t worry dear sister. I will share him with you until you can find one of your own. Then I trust we will share with each other!”

Then Lilith’s eyes turned to Mark, focusing on the cage. Edith chuckled.

“Lilith, you must be well aware by now of the ongoing and free floating lust of the male. Early on in our relationship I reciprocated pleasure one for one. If he made me come I would let him come too. But then I began to withhold his release more and more, expecting perhaps three orgasms for myself before giving him permission.”

“Mark would never inflict himself on me the way my first husband did, but, like all men he lacks all control. At first I trusted him to curb his lust and not seek self-gratification but not long after we married I opened our bedroom door one day and caught him naked on his knees in the midst of spurting his seed as he stroked his organ. Needless to say, this warranted punishment. I ordered him to remain there on his knees and went to the kitchen and fetched my biggest wooden spoon. I made him kneel up straight with his hands behind his back and a dozen stern whacks of the spoon to his things put the fear of the Mother in him. But I knew that alone would not be enough. Mark is a silversmith by trade so I drew him a picture of the cage you see on him and ordered him to make it for me.”

“The cage prevents the kind of selfish foolery I had to witness. And the denial of release seems to add passion to his attentions. Couldn’t you feel his desire as he served you?”

Lilith could only nod as she sat wide-eyed and mesmerized.

“The longer I deny him the more his passion grows, as does my pleasure. His balls start to ache cruelly but he endures without complaining out of his love for me, knowing his suffering adds to my pleasure. But I do love him dearly and I know he must have release from time to time for the sake of his health and well-being. So once a month he is granted relief. It is the last day of the month and time for his release. Would you like to watch and join in?”

Lilith could only nod again, feeling her lust already beginning a simmer that she knew would soon rise to a boil.

Edith beckoned for Mark to come and kneel before her. She took the key from around her neck stooped to unlock the cage and remove it. His organ must have been painfully suppressed within it because it sprang to full erection, doubling in length when Edith pulled the cage free. She set it aside on the end table, leaned forward and kissed him tenderly on the forehead.

“Go ahead sweetheart! Ease yourself!”

He took himself in hand and moved closer to Edith who slumped down on the sofa with legs parted and moved her golden loins forward as if offering herself. After a month’s denial Mark’s release was accomplished in perhaps a score of strokes. He gave out a sighing grunt as a creamy jet of his strength spurted up across Edith’s breasts. Another followed onto her belly, pooling in her navel, and three more heavy ones covered her golden bush and ragged crevice like a glaze on pastry. Edith laughed, warmly and kindly and he leaned forward and began to lap up the goo, first from her breasts and belly, having to suck it from her navel, then down to where it lay upon her cunt.

He sucked it from her dense pubes and cupped his tongue to lick upward to gather it from her cleft. When finished he went to serving her, bringing her promptly to a deep and satisfying climax. Then he drew back as if awaiting her next command. Edith looked to Lilith. Whose blue eyes were wide and gleaming.

“He usually has at least three good shots in him before he is drained Lilith. Would you like to join in? He should be ready again in a few minutes. Mark! Stroke yourself!”

His hand went to his now limp organ and he began to coax it to rise. His eyes turned to Lilith briefly as if captivated by her exquisite nudity, but then he blushed and glanced at Edith and bowed his head as if in shame, fearing her jealousy. Edith just laughed and reassured him.

“Mark darling, if Lilith sparks your desire it is perfectly fine with me. She has just now become a dear friend and sister to me and I want you to serve her with the same passion as you do for me. As I said, I will be sharing you with her. Please do not hold back!”

As she spoke Lilith could see his member hardening and rising and she crooked a finger to invite him over to her. He knee walked over and knelt between her parted thighs beginning to stroke himself again. It took longer this time and he had to exert a bit to extract his next load, but he spurted again with equal force and quantity. Lilith giggled as the creamy gusher splattered over her belly and breasts. Then she guided him through his clean-up duty, having him start at the bottom, sucking his product from her bush and navel, then up to her breasts where she had him linger a bit to lick and suck her nipples, making them harden as her lust was further inflamed.

Then she gave his head a downward push and he lapped up his spunk from her cunt. She felt it trickling over her anus and pushed him down lower, loving his obedience to her will. He cleaned her nether orifice and then turned to its adoration. She could feel his hunger for its taste and his passion to please her.

For some time, she was torn between her delight at his anal attentions and the growing urgency of her need for release. That need soon won out and she tugged him upward by one ear while pushing his hand down to let him know she wanted the finger. She thrilled as she felt the digit slip inside her as his tongue fell upon her clit with worshipful ardor. She crossed the divine threshold, her strong comely thighs clenching his head between them as she passed into paroxysm, orgasmic waves surging through her one after another as atavistic cries were torn from her depths. With a deep breathy moan, she went limp and languid, letting sweet afterglow consume her.

Mark backed away and knelt awaiting his next duty. Edith clapped her hands a laughed lustily and approvingly. Lilith expressed her surprise at the quantity of semen he produced.

“Yes Lilith. A month of denial will do that. But I think he will need a bit of stimulation to harden for his last shot Lilith. Let’s give him a little show!”

She turned and knelt on the sofa, showing off her behind and her pussy and wiggling her hips. Lilith giggled and did likewise, sidling up against Edith. They flaunted their fannies in his face and his hand went to his cock as his eyes went from ass to ass. He knew he was pussy whipped beyond all hope and the sight of the two hairy cunts whose taste he craved inviting him to lick soon had him rigid and ready.

Edith looked back and saw him stroking the length of his jutting organ and had an idea. She urged Lilith to climb onto her back so their asses were vertically aligned. Mark needed no instruction. He moved in close, jerking himself vigorously to extract the last of his strength. With a deep moan he erupted, managing to aim his spurts so they landed between Lilith’s lovely cheeks and dribbled down her crack, over her anus and the down onto Edith until both assholes and cunts were frosted.

His duty was clear to him and he went low at first, cupping his tongue below Edith’s pussy and then licking upward, gathering his cream into a big mouthful and swallowing. Next her swabbed her anus and swallowed again. Lilith’s raven snatch awaited and he scooped her clean there and went upward to lick her anus.

Then, knowing his mistresses would want their pleasure he ran his tongue up and down, wriggling it about until he brought each to her climax. They rolled apart and lay slouching in afterglow. Then ordered him to fetch a long ottoman and they put their feet up on it so he could lick them. Back and forth he went from foot to foot, licking soles sucking toes and massaging with his hands. The two women sighed in contentment. Edith made an offer Lilith could not refuse.

“I’ll give you the key to my house Lilith, and please stop by any time you want to enjoy him. If I’m giving a piano lesson he will be in the back bedroom. If I’m not busy I’ll join you and we can think of new ways to have fun with him. But we must get to work right away at finding you one of your own. You could keep him here and we can have some wild times.”

The next day the two of them mounted their horses and rode the city streets slowly. Male eyes turned to them, especially to Lilith in her beauty and Edith gave her hints as to which males might be likely prospects.

“The ones who stare at you brazenly with lust in their eyes are not the ones you want. My term for them is “pig male” and I do have some ideas about how their ilk show be dealt with. Watch for the ones who stare at first but blush and look away. They are the sensitive and submissive ones. Try and single one out that you find most appealing and we can find a way for you to get him alone. It won’t take much. My Mark surrendered to me at the first taste of my pussy.”

They took several such tours over the next few days as Lilith found some likely prospects. But then life took a sudden turn. Her father had a crisis in one of his mines where the workers were refusing to dig into a rock face that seemed ready to collapse and crush them all. He made his way there in a carriage and insisted her mother come along, no doubt to ensure his lust could be satisfied after he had bullied and threatened the miners into submission. He drove the carriage recklessly around a curve on a mountain road along a steep ravine and it rolled over the edge, killing both of them.

Lilith found herself alone in the world but also a wealthy heiress. As such she was plagued by multiple fortune hunting suitors. She had no taste for the business of running the mines so she sold them for a healthy profit, being naturally shrewd. And, to escape the suitors, she sold the house in the city and moved to the country house to find peace and tranquility. She invited Edith to come and live with her there and she accepted. They shared Mark but Lilith knew it was urgent that she find, enthrall and enslave a man of her own.

PART TWO: ISAAC’S FALL

Young reverend Isaac Barnes was pleased to accept his first pastorship right out of divinity school at age 22 in a remote parish in the Catskill mountains. His flock was small but his zeal was large. He preached fire and brimstone very Sunday, focusing most heavily on sins of the flesh. But he himself was torn by his own feeling of guilt when his shame hardened behind the pulpit at the sight of the buxom and voluptuous young wives and wenches among his flock, even in the midst of his most fiery condemnations of those who gave in to their sinful lust. Sometimes he would lose himself in dreams of their naked flesh against his and would awake to find himself in the midst of forbidden spontaneous pleasure as he sullied his bedsheets. Then he would fall to his knees in abject repentance.

It was all he could do to suppress the bulge in his trousers when he stood by the church door to shake hands with his parishioners as they exited the church. A few ample bosoms would always brush up against him, clearly not by accident. He was a handsome specimen, tall, broad shouldered, blond-haired, green-eyed and he sensed correctly that some of the young wenches had designs on him. But he was shy and repressed, fearful of his own urges and the possibility of giving in to wanton lust and sin.

He roamed the mountain roads on horseback visiting members of his flock and seeking out those who shunned attendance at Sunday services, believing them to be in urgent need of hearing the word of god and finding salvation.

Lilith and Edith were happy in their solitude and Mark spared no effort to keep both of them satisfied. But Lilith’s longing for a slave of her own grew more urgent and frustrating by the day. There were trips to the city to seek out a likely one but it was hard to conceive of a way to lure any of the prospects into her sultry clutches. A year passed, one summer to another.

Both women loved the freedom their remote home gave them, the house situated well back from the country road. In the warm months they usually just went naked, enjoying the caresses of summer breezes upon their bodies. There were some shrubberies and flower beds out by the road and Lilith loved to tend and nurture them. When she was out there she wore just a thin short and billowy white muslin dress in case of passersby. The gate across the drive to the house was always locked.

One breezy summer day Isaac rode by the house he had passed many times in making his rounds. It was mysterious and intriguing to him, the gate always locked and no one to be seen. But this day, as he approached he saw a woman in a white dress with her back to him stooping over a flower bed, pulling weeds. The breeze blew the dress tight across her lovely behind and he felt himself rising in that shameful way.

His horse stepped on a rocky patch in the roadway and the woman heard the hoofbeats and rose, turning to face him. Her raven locks hung down over her shoulders and the dress was cut low, showing cleavage between full firm breasts. And her flashing blue eyes pierced him to the quick. He tugged the reins almost involuntarily to stop and stare.

Then an errant puff of wind caught the dress and the skirt blew upward, exposing the black triangle at her loins. She made no effort to cover herself and stood frank and shameless with her eyes still riveted upon him in what he could only see as lascivious invitation. The gust of wind passed and the skirt fell down to cover her. Near panicked, he spurred his horse to a cantor down the road. Just before a bend he turned, still feeling her eyes upon him, and yes, there she was, that lewd expression evident even from a distance.

It came to Lilith like a flash of lightning when her eyes met those of the fetching specimen she knew to be the young preacher. He was to be the one! When her skirt blew up in the breeze she felt no need to cover herself but instead watched with inward glee as her soon to be prey blushed crimson. The bulge in his trousers was visible to her even at the distance and it gave him away.

She told Edith of the brief encounter and they hatched a plot to seduce him. There would be no subtlety, just shock and awe and sweet surrender.

A few days after that, in the late afternoon, Isaac again rode by the gate but this time it was open as if in invitation. He rationalized his true motive as he turned from the road and up the drive and tried to suppress or at least ignore his hardening shame. Could the young harlot have possibly seen the light? Could she be ready to accept the word of god?

As he approached the house he still saw no one. He want up to the front door and knocked, then waited some time, but no one answered. Thinking perhaps the woman might be out back he made his way around the house, still seeing no one and made his way toward the stable and barn. Then he heard the sound of a snapping twig behind him and her turned.

There she was, but there was no dress this time. She stood proud and bold, fully and exquisitely nude, that same leer upon her face. He tried to overcome his shock and burning desire with words of righteousness but only managed a few incoherent stammers before falling silent and standing transfixed.

Lilith’s eyes went downward to see his trousers looking like a tent with a center pole. There was a spreading wetness at its peak. She knew then that it was a foregone conclusion. He would be hers. She looked forward to the special moments that were soon to follow. She spoke to him in a voice of sultry allure.

“Good afternoon Reverend. Such a hot afternoon at that. How would you like a cool glass of cider? Please come and join me on the veranda in the shade!”

She turned and he tried again to preach, but the sight of her sumptuous hips and behind captivated and he followed like a lost puppy. The veranda was indeed cool and pleasant. Two upholstered wicker chairs sat facing each other and she invited him to sit while she disappeared inside the house. He sat trembling and sweating with his hat in his lap, feeling things spinning out of control but unable to tear himself away to save his soul.

She returned with two tall glasses filled with golden cider. His mouth was dry and he took one and guzzled half of it barely noticing and not caring that it was hard. He took a deep breath and swilled down the rest.

She sat before him with legs slightly apart, just giving a peek at the hairy mystery between those comely thighs. He sat fidgeting looking down there, then away, over and over while she just sat with an expression like that of a cat ready to pounce on tender prey as she spoke.

“Well Reverend Barnes, it seems we have an inequality. Here I sit naked before you while you remain clothed. Don’t you think you should return my favor?”

Isaac struggled hard against a force of will that made his trembling hands go to his clothing. A power seeming greater than any virtuous zeal he could muster made his hands go from garment to garment until they lay in a heap beside him and he stood in just his drawers with his bulge comically evident.

At first Lilith just gave out a gleeful laugh but then her eyes flashed into his and she spoke in a tone of command that weakened his knees.

“Off with them Isaac! I want you naked! Let me see your things!”

He sighed in resignation as that force made his hands lower the last thing hiding his jutting shame and kick it aside. She looked at it, nodding appraisingly.

“My! You have a nice one! But don’t get any ideas about putting it inside of me! I have something else in mind. Get on your knees!”

The joint went rubbery at her words and he found himself kneeling, eyes still riveted down below. She continued in that sultry tone of command.

“You like what you see down there Isaac? Would you like a closer look?”

He could only nod with mouth agape. The cider was also taking hold, weakening him past the point of no return.

“Well come here then!”

He knee walked to her and when within her reach she took hold of his hair and pulled him forward while parting her legs fully. Mesmerized he gazed upon the hairy mount, riven by the ragged pink gash and a slight breeze through the veranda carried her scent to his nostrils, the feral fragrance and the animal magnetism of her womanhood breaking his will. He leaned forward but she held him back, but gently.

“Soon you will know the pleasures of the flesh that you fear will threaten your immortal soul. But fear not Isaac. The so called god of yours is just an idol. Soon you will come to worship the true deity and She will bring joy and fulfillment in your life once you come to understand the proper order of things. Do you want to taste me Isaac?”

His reply came in a tremulous gasp: “Yes! Oh yes! Please!”

She took his head gently between her hands and pulled him in all the way. Her animal perfume made the world spin and as his tongue was immersed in her oozing cleft her taste cast its spell and he abandoned all.

Lilith was dizzied herself by the delight of first feeling a male succumb to her will. His passion for worship was the driving force in him and now she could feel that passion turning from his false god to the true One, with she being an avatar of the Divine Mother on earth. With tender patience she guided him in his duty, loving his seeking eagerness to please. His fervid surrender made up for any lack of training in the arts of pleasuring Woman and Lilith soon felt the welling up of orgasm.

Isaac felt a worshipful joy beyond any he had felt in the heights of his former zeal when those strong silken thighs clamped together on his head as Lilith passed into the throes of her ecstasy. His lips enfolded her clit and a salty gush filled his mouth. He swallowed with thirst and felt a suffusing and a deepening of surrender to which there seemed to be no bottom.

Lilith drifted in the haze of her afterglow, tenderly tousling Isaac’s hair and looking forward to not just the next pleasuring she planned very soon but to the years of delight she was sure were to follow. Like Edith had with her Mark she would grant him release one to one at first and slowly withhold the pleasure until she caught him self-gratifying. Then it would be the cage. But now his submission and surrender had to be rewarded with pleasure to further enthrall him. She put a hand under his chin and raised him up to speak face to face.

“That was lovely Isaac! You have given me fine pleasure and made me very happy. Now it’s only fair that you have your own pleasure. Do your balls ache Isaac?”

“Yes! They hurt so much!”

“Then take your thing in your hand and stroke it Isaac! Soon that ache will go away!”

Many times, had Isaac stroked himself, but always his guilt and shame prevailed and he would deny himself, only to sully his bedsheets later as he erupted without touching himself amid his dreams. Now the command of this goddess who had come into his life from nowhere gave him leave. He grasped his organ and ran his hand back and forth along it.

Lilith slumped in the chair and brought her pussy close to his cock as he rubbed himself. It didn’t take long. Isaac gave out a sighing grunt of heavenly relief and heavy, creamy spurts erupted from him, splattering all over Lilith from tits to cunt. She nearly expired from laughter.

“Heavens Isaac! I can see you must really like me!”

Isaac collapsed forward onto his hands feeling wilted and shamed at first, the guilt he always felt after his nocturnal emissions. Lilith waited a while to let the moment pass, then leaned forward to kiss him gently on the forehead.

“Is it all better now Isaac? Did it feel good?”

He sighed. “Yes! So good! Thank you my mistress! I love you!”

Those words seem to come from him unbidden and gave Lilith a special thrill.

“I’m so happy that you love me Isaac! And I would love it if you would always call me mistress! But now you have a job to do because you have made quite a mess. Please lick up what you have expended upon me!”

He looked up at her with eyes wide in shock at her command but, to her delight, when his eyes ran up and down her body a light of desire came into them. Her bush was just before his face and he reached out with his tongue to lick, then enfolded her pubic locks in his lips and began to suck and slurp until all trace was gone. He made his way upward with lapping tongue and sucking lips, cleaning her scrupulously, finally up to her breasts where he cleaned her and then licked and sucked her nipples, making them hard and rekindling her desire.

She pushed him down to her pussy and no words were needed. His tongue went to duty, already more knowing and skilled, his capacity for the passionate adoration of his former deity now converted to his new Goddess. Immersed in that heaven between her thighs he performed the selfless act with fervor unbounded, her delight his only aspiration. Again, orgasm rocked her, filling his mouth again with her salty elixir and he felt euphoria such as he had only felt before when in a state of religious devotion, as this act now was.

She offered him a second release but this time turned to kneel on the seat of the chair so he could expel his strength onto her behind. It splattered all over her shapeliness and ran down her crack over her vortex. She spoke in a tone of command.

“Lap it up Isaac! Every drop! Everywhere!”

She felt him licking over her cheeks first, then down the top of her cleft but she sensed hesitation when he drew near her hind hole.

“I said everywhere Isaac! Now lick!”

She heard him sigh in resigned submission and then felt his tongue and lips on that special place, licking and sucking. She felt herself cleaned and but then he drew back.

“Did I say stop Isaac? Continue!”

She felt his tongue again and playfully wiggled her behind in his face. Slowly his desire rekindled and his attentions grew willing and eager, all reluctance vanished. She lost herself in the rapture of the tactile sensation, but more in the new depth of his submission. Minutes passed, perhaps half an hour before her lust rose and her clit cried out. With a rolling of her hips, she rubbed her cunt over his face and pressed her berry to his lips. His lips and tongue did their work and her third orgasm left her sated.

She relaxed in her afterglow, loving the feeling of his tender and adoring kisses on her mounts and, best of all, upon her orifice. She wondered if he had any strength left to expel and turned to retake her seat, ordering him to fetch an ottoman that stood aside. She rested her feet, extending them toward him as he knelt there and commanded that he take himself in hand one more time and spurt his product onto her toes. He had to jerk hard for minutes but finally frosted her with an ample quantity. She was pleased when he didn’t have to be told to lick it from her sloes and from between her toes. She enjoyed his foot worship for a while, then told him to wait there and went into the house for a moment. She came back with a can of kerosene with a spout and a box of matches.

“Come with me now Isaac and bring your garments with you!”

He gathered up his clothing in his arms and followed her outside. It was now dusk. She led him to a fire pit in the back yard and told him to throw his clothing into it. When he obeyed she doused the garments heavily in the kerosene, lit a match and tossed it onto them. The fire blazed up high and began to reduce them to ashes. There, in the amber glow of the fire, came Isaac’s final capitulation.

“You will have no more need for clothing Isaac. You will remain here with me, always naked and ready to serve me!”

“But what about my church, my flock?”

“Forget about them Isaac! You are mine now! Did you like the pleasure we just shared?”

“…Yes, but…”

“Do you want to share those pleasures again?”

He sighed and his shoulders sagged. “Yes! I cannot wait!”

“Then you will remain here with me or leave and never taste me again! What will it be Isaac?”

He answered by falling to his knees and bending low to kiss her feet. An impulse took her and she sat astride him and made him bear her on hands and knees back to the house, up the porch stairs and on into the living room where she found Edith sitting enthroned in a big armchair with Mark’s face buried deep in her hairy cunt. Edith beamed and gave her a thumbs up, then settled back to enjoy her orgasm.

Lilith sat down in another chair with an ottoman and put her feet up. She pointed to them and Isaac knew to begin licking the dirt and the evening dew from them.

Edith roused from her afterglow and looked to Lilith in delighted amazement.

“Lilith! You have turned a preacher almost at the drop of a hat! The power of the Mother must be strong in you indeed!”

“It wasn’t all that hard Edith. The poor man had repressed his urges to the point he was ready to burst. All it took was a pinprick. He was a passionate worshipper of that false god. But now he is to be an even more passionate worshipper of me and of the Mother. He has spent all of his strength, all over me, and lapped it up like gravy I might add. But I’m sure his tongue will still work if you would like to try him later. And my, is he a fast learner!”

Isaac heard these words about himself with resignation. His faith had been shattered to pieces, but then this heavenly goddess who had come into his life like a lightning bolt had reassembled it according to her liking. Any guilt or shame from this were fading into the past. Upon hearing such he could only lick and suck her toes with greater fervor, admitting to himself there was nowhere he would rather be.

Edith dispatched Mark to fetch a flagon of port wine and two goblets and the two women engaged in bawdy talk as their slaves continued licking their feet. Edith horned up again and Lilith ordered Isaac to serve her and spare her no pleasure. Then, tired, tipsy and orgasmically sated the women mounted their slaves and rode them to the bedrooms.

The next evening after dinner when the retired to the living room to indulge in pleasures Lilith had an inspiration.

“Edith! It just dawned on me! Two slaves means two tongues! And don’t we have two places where a tongue is most delightful? Why not two tongues at once? You go first!”

It was hard to find a good position at first but then Edith had Mark lie on the floor supine with a cushion under his neck, tilting his head back so he could lick her cunt when she went to hands and knees and lowered herself onto his face. Then Lilith made Isaac lie on top of Mark and put his face between Edith’s broad and creamy cheeks.

The two tongues went to work and Edith gasped and shuddered in delight. Soon she was rolling and gyrating her hips, wiggling her broad ass in Isaac’s face and rubbing her cunt on Mark’s. Orgasm struck hard and quickly and she collapsed forward onto the floor with a deep sigh of purest satisfaction.

Lilith took her turn standing. She put one foot on the arm of a chair to part her legs wide and the two slaves took positions on their knees, Isaac now attending to her pussy while Mark had anal duty. The force of her climax buckled her knees and she toppled, the slaves dutifully guiding her into a soft landing on the chair.

Lilith was delighted with this new form of pleasuring but wanted to receive it in greater comfort and less strenuous positions. Her inventive mind went to work and a fine new invention came to be.

Mark was skilled with his hands beyond his silver smithing. First Lilith had him fashion a cage for Isaac’s cock, wanting to preempt any self-pleasuring he might be tempted to do. But then she put him to work on what her mind had contrived.

His tools had been brought along when they moved to the country house, which had a workshop attached to the stable out back. It was filled with tools of all kinds.

Lilith drew Mark a picture and let him do the rest. I took a week but then her presented them with a fine furnishing that would grace the living room and provide endless delight. It was a wooden horse with a spare saddle from the stable mounted on top of it. A long, broad opening was cut into the seat of the saddle. The stirrups hung down each side. The horse was tall enough that a man could kneel beneath the saddle and there were two leather collars attached together so that the two slaves could be strapped into it chin to chin with their heads tilted backward.

Lilith was delighted and made Mark and Isaac carry the horse to the living room. She had them kneel underneath it and strapped them in. Heart hammering in excitement she put a foot in a stirrup and mounted, settling her crotch onto the faces of the slaves. It was perfect! She could sit in total comfort as the two tongues went to work. But she came so hard she nearly fell of and Edith had to catch her.

Lilith dismounted and Edith hopped aboard. Her pussy and anus were farther apart than Lilith’s, but her always thoughtful slave had rigged things so the collars could be adjusted to suit the mistress. Lilith did the adjusting and Edith sat her hefty bulk down onto the upturned faces. She too nearly fell from the force of her climax and Lilith ordered the slaves to take the horse back to the shop so Mark could add a small modification, straps that could be buckled across the thighs of the rider to keep her aboard during her afterglow. Mark and Isaac spent a good part of each day thereafter strapped into the horse while their mistresses rode.

PART THREE: EDEN’S EMANCIPATION

A year of heavenly bliss passed summer to summer. The only cause for concern was the brutish, slovenly fat sheriff sniffing around, investigating Isaac’s disappearance. They had let Isaac’s horse run free and it returned home riderless. The sheriff insisted on searching the premises, but they hid Isaac and Mark away in the small, now abandoned, mine that lay up the side of the mountain behind the house. He left, still harboring suspicions but had no proof of anything. But they did see him riding by at times looking at the house, still suspicious of these two seemingly unmarried women living together.

One morning in June a wagon stopped before the gate. It’s driver called out loudly for entry. Lilith and Edith quickly dressed in their muslin dresses and went down to the gate. In the wagon bed was a black woman with chains on her wrists and ankles. She wore a rude gray shift made of some rough cloth. The driver, a surly oaf, stood holding a sheet of paper in his hand. He handed it to Lilith through the gate.

“Are you Lilith Stone?”

“I am.”

“Then please sign this to accept delivery of this slave woman who your Aunt Bess in Virginia has bequeathed to you upon her passing. She goes by the name of Eden. She is a feisty one, beware of her!”

A memory came crashing home to Lilith of a long journey south when she was just 5 years old. She recalled the fancy wedding of Bess, her aunt on her father’s side. Aunt Bess had doted upon her. And she also remembered the young black slave girl Eden, who, at just age 7, had menial chores to do around the mansion under the sharp tongue of Aunt Bess. Aunt Bess assigned Eden to be Lilith’s slave during her stay. Lilith helped her with the chores and they briefly became friends.

All the adults seemed to accept the white people’s mistreatment of the dark skinned people as normal, but Lilith, even then, saw only evil and cruelty. As she grew her sympathies came to be aligned with the growing abolitionist movement.

Eden was chained to the wagon and the driver unhooked the chain and grabbed her by the arm, dragging her to the back of the wagon. He shoved her off and she fell hard to the ground. Then, without another word, he drove away. Lilith spat in his direction and the she and Edith helped Eden to her feet. She held Eden by the shoulders, then hugged her.

“Come along now Eden, let’s go up to the house and get those horrible chains off of you!”

Eden was hobbled by the leg irons and the had to help her along to the workshop. Edith went to fetch Mark and Isaac. Eden’s eyes grew wide in wonder at the sight of the naked slaves, each with his organ in a cage. They worked together to free her. Then they stepped away and knelt. Eden rubbed her sore wrists and looked gratefully to Lilith.

“Missus Lilith I’m ready to work now. I cook, I clean, I sew and other things.”

“Nonsense Eden! There will be no more ‘missus.’ You are a slave no longer but a free woman, an equal, a sister. You will not lift a finger here. I think you can see who the slaves are in this house. They will serve you in every way as they serve Edith and myself. Soon you will know the full meaning of that and I’m sure you will be delighted. You may stay here as long as you like or go wherever you please. But we do hope you will stay. Now let’s get you a bath and something to eat.”

They went to the house and into the bathing room. Hot water was already in a cauldron over the fire in the fireplace and the two slaves poured it into the copper tub. Eden shed her shift and Lilith threw it on the fire. Only then did she come to realize the beauty of her new friend; her muscular physique set off by lovely curves, the enchanting and regal beauty of her face. Then she saw the whip scars on Eden’s back.

“My Goddess Eden what have they done to you?”

“I survived Lilith. That’s all that matters now. But I have a list of names in my head. Maybe someday I will have my vengeance.”

Lilith hugged her. Then she invited Eden to test the water temperature with her toe. She found it to her liking and slipped into the tub with a deep sigh.

Lilith ordered the slaves to bathe her gently and Eden basked in her delight. As she was bathed Lilith and Edith shed the scant dresses they always wore when clothing was required. Eden stared at them with quizzical expression. Lilith laughed kindly.

“We prefer to be naked most of the time Eden, especially in summer. It’s so much more comfortable and we don’t like to have anything between ourselves and the slaves.”

Eden rose from the tub and stepped out. The slaves died her tenderly with soft towels. Then it was to the kitchen. There was ham and butter in the icebox and bread in the breadbox. The Mark sliced ham and bread, buttered the bread and made Eden a big sandwich while Isaac fetched a jug of hard cider.

Eden was ravenous and Mark prepared a second sandwich while she wolfed down the first one, washing it down with gulps of the hard cider. She downed the second one with more cider and then sat back with her head lolling. Lilith knew exactly what she needed.

“Let’s get you to the bedroom for a nap Eden. Come along!”

Lilith had to hold her by the elbow on the way to Lilith’s bedroom. Mark and Isaac followed. She got Eden settled into bed atop the covers and turned to exit the room, leaving Isaac and Mark behind. She gave instruction to the slaves before closing the door behind her.

“Isaac, Mark, help her sleep. You know what to do!”

The two slaves knelt by the bedsides and began to plant adoring kisses all over Eden’s body, finding their way to her nipples, sucking and licking them until the wrinkled and hardened. Upon Lilith’s orders, Mark had installed a sling hung from above the bed to enable enjoyment of two tongues at bedtime. Isaac gently rolled Eden onto her side and Mark lifted her top leg and rested her foot in the sling so she lay comfortably with legs parted wide.

Then they went to their duty, Mark to her pussy and Isaac to her hind hole. She gasped as the waves of pleasure coursed through her and before she could prepare herself or expect it she came with a bestial cry of ecstasy. Then Mark and Isaac switched places and laid tender tongues to her parts again, gently coaxing her to another arousal.

Her third orgasm had the desired effect and she drifted off into the deepest and most refreshing sleep she had ever known. Mark and Isaac covered her and then laid down on each side of her, ready to serve her when she awoke. It was eight in the evening when she finally roused and they treated her to one more sweet soft orgasm before she rose and went to find her knew friends. Mark and Isaac followed.

She found Lilith and Edith in the living room, seated in armchairs with an end table between them sipping port. Upon the table was a flagon and a third goblet. Lilith waved toward the sofa as invitation to Eden to sit and Isaac filled the goblet and brought it to her. Then the slaves went each to kneel before his mistress. Lilith inquired as to how she was feeling.

“Mis… I mean Lilith, I could never have dreamed of anything coming close to it! Is it like this for you all the time?”

Lilith nodded. “Yes Eden. And it will be like that for you from now on. But now we must get to work on finding you a slave of your own.”

“I would love to have one such as these Lilith, but first I have some business with that wagon driver. His name is first on that list I have in my head. He stuck his thing in me whenever he wanted on the way up here!”

Lilith’s face contorted in outrage. “He what?”

“He had me chained! There was nothing I could do! But now maybe there is something I can do!”

“Indeed, there is Eden! He will probably stop at the Golden Pony Inn tonight. I hate to cut the evening pleasures short but if we saddle up now we can make it there by midnight. Mark! Isaac! Get three horses ready!”

There were men’s riding clothes in the stable and the all dressed in them to ride like men, not sidesaddle. They took the chains that Eden had worn with them and also axe handles. And they rode hard along the deserted road under the light of a full moon until the torches that lit the inn’s front door could be seen just down the road. First Eden slipped up to a side window to look in. There he was, swilling beer and laughing it up with some other louts like himself. Eden returned to report. Lilith laid the trap.

“He is sure to make a trip or two to the privy out back. I think I know how to lure him into our clutches. As with all males, his lust will be his undoing!”

Jake, the driver’s bladder felt ready to burst so he headed out back to relieve himself. The privy was at the edge of the woods behind the inn. As he drew near to it he saw that slave woman he had hauled north come out from the bushes. In the moonlight he could see she was stark naked. She crooked a finger and he could make out a come hither look on her face. She spoke with lewd invitation in her voice.

“I really did like having that big thing of yours in me! Now that I’m unchained I can show you a few tricks I know! Come along!”

She slipped back into the bushes. Always one to think with his dink Jake followed after taking time to piss in the bushes. He made his way through the thicket and when he came out the other side he was gang tackled and soon found himself on his back with his head pinned down under Edith’s crotch, her hefty bulk holding him helpless while Lilith and Eden rained blows with their axe handles on his elbows knees and balls. His cries of agony were muffled by Edith.

He felt his cloths being cut and ripped away until he was naked and then the cold iron grip of the chains on his wrists and ankles. Edith rose from him and Eden gave him one more whack to the balls. He opened his mouth to cry out and she stuffed a shred of his shirt into it. They hoisted him bodily, belly down over a horse, and tied him there.

Edith mounted one horse, leading the one bearing Jake, and Lilith and Eden rode together. They passed no one along the road and soon rode through the gate and up to the stable. They dragged him inside. There was a rope and pulley hanging from a beam in the ceiling that was used to lower hay bales from the loft. Eden tied the rope to the chain around his ankles and all three pulled on the rope to haul him aloft, naked, helpless, at their mercy.

There was an array of whips hung upon a wall and Eden went straight to it. She selected a long, thin buggy whip and turned to Jake with a light of vengeful cruelty in her eyes. Wasting no time, she swung hard and laid a red stripe across his ass, tearing a scream from him. Then she laid into him with fore and backhand strokes, zebra striping him as he screamed and then broke down into sobbing and sniveling.

She stopped to catch her breath, then her eyes fell upon his dangling organs. She dropped the long whip and went to the wall to get a long riding crop with lead weight in its end. Taking aim and winding up, she laid a stroke across his balls that brought a scream that made all his others pale. And then it was a furious flurry that left his organs black and blue and split open in places, his pathetic pleas for mercy only inciting her.

She paused again as if satisfied with is suffering for the time being, then looked to Lilith and Edith.

“Ladies! Be my guests!”

Lilith and Edith both undressed. Lilith picked up the buggy whip and Edith went to get another one. They laid into him with righteous wrath, making sure some lashes fell on his already ravaged organs, stopping only when winded from their exertions.

Eden wasn’t finished with him. She lowered him a bit, then found a pitchfork and held it upside down with the bulbous end of the handle between his cheeks as she spoke to him with lips curled in contempt and loathing.

“Want to know what it feels like to have something stuck in you boy? Take it!”

Taking a two handed grip she shoved downward, ramming the handle into his tight hole. She fucked him with it as he screamed and whimpered. Then, to their surprise, it seemed he started to like it and to their utter amazement he hardened and then he came, spurting heavily all over the floor. But this seemed to give no pleasure, only withering shame and humiliation. He hung there sniveling and emasculated.

As Lilith looked on a thrilling idea came to her but she put it aside in her mind for the time being.

Eden yanked the handle out of him and they all stood back, well pleased with the punishment they had inflicted. But Eden was not even close to finished with him. Her eyes turned to his battered organs.

“I think this stallion would be better behaved as a gelding! What do you say ladies?”

Jake whimpered and sniveled and begged at the sound of her words and Lilith and Edith just smiled and nodded approvingly. Eden went to the workshop and found a sharp knife. She returned and cut one of the buggy whips, using the thin braided leather to tie off Jake’s balls tight. Then she stood back and watched as the balls turned purple, then slowly black. She grabbed the balls and pulled as hard as she could, holding Jake out at an angle, then, with a quick stroke of the knife, she severed the organs. Jake swung from the rope screaming and sobbing.

Holding the warm severed balls of her erstwhile rapist and tormenter in her hand filled Eden with the satisfaction of vengeance fully exacted. She held her bloody trophies before his eyes and then threw them down into the dirt with contempt. One of the feral cats that lived in the stable sprang from its hiding place, grabbed the balls in its mouth and fled back under cover to enjoy its feast. Jake moaned in the depths of his despair.

Edith went to the house and fetched needle and thread and a jug of strong whisky. She doused the wound in it, bringing another pleasing scream from Jake. She stitched up the wound and doused him again. Then they chained him to a post for the night and went back to the house, taking some crops along with them, their lust inflamed. The slaves were used long, hard and unkindly that night and would bear many welts upon their tender asses for long after.

There was a small forge in the stable for shoeing the horses. They put Mark to work fashioning a small U shaped iron ring with eyes bent at its ends and a sharpened pin. Then they had him drill a hole into one of the heavy pig iron ingots used to form horseshoes in the forge.

Lilith thought it wise and fitting for the slaves to witness what came next. She had them kneel aside to watch as the tied Jake to the post, standing. Their eyes grew wide in fear at the sight of the nothing where Jake’s balls had been. Lilith put the tip of his limp and dangling dick between the eyes of the ring and Eden shoved the sharpened pin through it with sure and steady hands. Jake’s scream echoed from the rafters. She used a pliers to bend the pin to hold it in place. Edith doused his member with the whisky. Then they fastened a short chain to the ring and to the ingot, which lay on the ground at his feet. They untied him and removed the chains from his wrists but left the irons on his ankles. Then they stepped back to watch.

The implanting of the ring gave Lilith yet another idea but she put that one aside too.

He made as if to flee but then the chain tightened against the heavy weight, the ring threatening to tear off his tender tip. He bent and picked up the weight and tried to run but could only hobble clumsily because of the leg irons and Eden tripped him up with ease and he fell on his face. He knew then that escape was impossible.

The put him to labor, mucking the horse dung from the stable, feeding the horses, tending the large garden plot and doing other menial and degrading chores. To move he had to pick up the weight and hobble or drag the weight along the ground by his member. And, as the effects of his castration took hold he became docile as an ox. And they did harness him to a small cart to haul firewood and such around the property. Eden took special pleasure in putting the whip to him to urge him along as he hobbled, holding the weight.

PART FOUR: EDEN FINDS HER OWN

Liam O’Leary loved to fish the secluded pond formed by a beaver dam in the cold clear stream that ran along the base of the mountain. He knew he was trespassing on the property of the peculiar women who lived in the house not far away. But the trout were fat and plentiful and he took the risk.

He had just turned 18 that summer. Short, slender, ginger haired, he was a gentle soul, shy, virginal and often bullied by bigger and stronger youths. His secret fishing trips gave him some respite from all of that.

Eden had come to enjoy riding along the forest trails, barebacked, naked astride the horse, just holding onto the mane. She loved the sensuous feel of the breeze upon her body, the way it made her nipples harden. Always randy upon her return from a ride she would avail herself of the two tongues of the slaves to ease her.

She liked to carry a long, thin whip along. Lilith had alerted her to the possibility of finding poachers hunting game in the woods or fishing the stream that ran by at some distance from the house along the base of the mountain.

She had yet to encounter any such until that one warm, sunny and breezy afternoon. The caresses of the breeze had made her wet between the thighs. As she rode past the beaver pond just a short distance from the trail she saw him through a gap in the trees, a short and slender red-haired youth, barefoot and wearing a white muslin shirt and tan trousers cut off at the knee. He was hauling in a trout by a hand line. She slipped from the horse, landing silent as a cat and stalked along the faint trail that led to the pond.

Liam was engrossed in hauling in a fine trout when he felt the grip of a hand upon his shirt collar. He turned and looked up to see an ebony skinned woman of striking beauty glaring down at him with mingled annoyance and lust. He cowered under that glare, but also felt himself stiffening in his pants. His living in this remote place had sheltered him from the wider world. He had heard of the dark skinned people of the south but had never seen one. Could this be some dark she-devil who stalked the forest?

He tried to run but her grip was like iron. She woman-handled him onto his back and sat astride him, pinning his arms to his sides with her muscular thighs. He looked up into her wide set and stunning black eyes as she spoke.

“Well little boy! You have made a big mistake poaching in our pond. You will now pay a price you have no means to imagine! You will begin to pay that price by giving me pleasure!”

He lay looking up at her, terrorized but mesmerized as well. The she shift forward and he saw for the first time what lay between the thighs of woman. The sight of the dense nappy thicket, riven by the jagged black labial gash and the hot pink tissue deeper in transfixed him and when her scent came to his nostrils the world spun and he felt his impending capitulation. She pressed her oozing wetness over his face and he felt the soft caress of her lady parts on his cheeks. He heard her command.

“Now lick me boy! Nice and soft! Get a good taste of me and then I’ll teach you how to make me happy!”

And Eden felt a thrill at his utter surrender at his first taste. She knew then she had found her own. And such a sweet and tender one! What a delightful little pet he would be! His tongue began to please her, he slithered it about on her lush fleshy parts sending thrills up her spine. Best of all she felt from him an eagerness to learn, his tongue going everywhere as if pleading for guidance.

Liam lay with is face engulfed in the hairy mystery between her thighs, his terror ebbing as the scent and taste of her cast the spell. He gulped her amber poon by the mouthful, swallowing, feeling suffuse him with a deepening longing to please her. When she guided his efforts to a hard little nubbin near the top of her he was rewarded and felt a strange joy when she shuddered and gave out a primal and ecstatic cry that echoed through the forest. A salty gush filled his mouth to near overflowing but he gulped it down and its effect was final. He knew then and there that he was hers irrevocably and cared not what might come after so long as he could be with her.

But, for Eden it was just a preliminary. She shifted farther forward and pressed her nether hole to his lips. She felt hesitation and reluctance first. He turned his head away but she shifted her hips to bring his head back in line and then pressed down harder to let him no she would brook no refusal.

Liam recoiled at first when she pressed the thing he had been taught was vile to his lips. He turned aside but she made it clear she would not be denied. And his face was buried in that luscious place, her scent cloying his nostrils. Desire to please her overcame all and he showered the worship of his tongue upon her orifice.

Eden thrilled again when she felt the slithery caresses and settled herself down to enjoy, wordlessly making it clear to him he should continue without respite. She could feel his adoration escalating and her pleasure took a leap when she felt his tongue find its way deep inside her and begin to wriggle about. Just a few moment of this put her on the brink and she shifted to offer him her clit. She quivered her way through another exquisite orgasm that left her sweetly sated and looking forward to countless more to follow.

When her body firmed post-afterglow she stood and looked down on him, beaming.

“What’s your name?’

“L…Liam.”

“Such a sweet little thing you are and you are mine now aren’t you Liam?”

He lay staring up at her with worship in his eyes and nodded.

“Wonderful! Now I’ll give you the reward you have earned by giving me such delight and then I’ll take you home with me!”

She sat down, straddling his thighs and took his member in hand. It was stiff as wood and oozing clear precum. Barely a score of strokes caused him to erupt all over his belly as he cried out his thanks. She scooped up his product with her fingers and fed it to him.

Then it was time to take her young prize home and she wanted to make a proper and triumphant entrance for the amusement of her friends. She ripped his clothes off and a small knife fell from the pocket of his pants.

He had caught three trout and had them strung on a thin rope in the water. The trout he had been bringing in was still struggling on the hand line. She pulled it in and put it on the stringer. Then she wound the long thin whip around his balls until the sack was tight and shiny.

He was as docile as a lamb as she rolled him onto his belly, cut of a length of the stringer line and tied his hands behind him. She rolled him onto his back again and leapt astride the horse. A few sharp tugs on the whip urged him to his feet and she set off at a trot, holding the whip handle and giving it a jerk when he lagged behind. She noticed he struggled to keep up so she slowed a bit, not wanting to tear his balls from him. She knew those orbs sparked his desire and that desire would enslave him to her will.

Lilith and Edith, naked as always, were out in the yard supervising Mark, Isaac and the eunuch Jake in doing some weeding in the garden. They heard hoofbeats and looked up to see Eden trotting along with a fetching young specimen in tow by his now purple balls. Lilith laughed and looked him over appraisingly.

Lian fell to his knees, exhausted, then looked up, first at the two resplendently nude women, then to the naked slaves with their cocks in cages, and last at the one with chains on his ankles, a ring pierced through his cock’s tip and nothing where his balls were supposed to be. He quailed in fear, sensing the dire necessity of total submission and obedience to these women. Eden sensed his fear and bent over to reassure him.

“Don’t be afraid Liam! He was a bad man before I cut those off of him but now he is well behaved and serving his punishment for the evil he did. Your little balls are safe in their sack and I want them to be there because they cause your desire to worship me as you did so wonderfully.”

“Goddess Eden!” Lilith said. “He’s just adorable! So young! So tender! So teachable! I’m so happy for you! May we give him a try later? After you are done with him, of course!”

“His sweet tongue has already melted my bones Lilith. Be my guests!”

The day was hot and steamy but there were two Adirondack chairs in the deep shade of a big spreading oak. Lilith and Edith took seats in them and Eden first brought Liam to Edith and made him kneel. Edith parted her hefty thighs to offer her golden cunt. Eden pushed his face forward close enough that he could catch her scent and instructed him while holding him back.

“Now Liam, this is Edith, a dear friend who I love like a sister. Do you remember what you did to give me such delight? You will do the same for Edith now and your tongue will go everywhere that it did for me!”

“Liam’s head spun as he drank in Edith’s animal perfume, so like Eden’s yet different. Did all women cast such a spell with what lay between their thighs? In the end he did not care. Eden released her hold and he fell face forward into Edith’s most crevice. He laved upon her with his tongue, feeling the same passion as he had with Eden, then felt guilt and fear of her jealousy. He held back and Edith pushed him away. She looked up to Eden, shaking her head.

“He started fine, beautifully, but then he seemed to hesitate. I don’t think he yet understands how things are among us.”

Eden grabbed Liam’s hair and turned him to face her.

“Liam! Why do you hold back. Don’t you love my friend Edith?”

“Y…Yes! I do but…”

“But what?”

“I feel I’m falling in love with her like I did with you! Won’t you be angry?”

To his confusion all the women laughed and Eden hugged him to her breast.

“Oh, my poor dear Liam! You must understand that we are not like men. There is no jealousy between sisters! If you feel passion toward Edith you must show it! I demand it! No get your tongue back in there and serve her like you would me!”

Freed from fear and doubt, Liam buried his face again soon Edith convulsed and shuddered, passing into the throes of her ecstasy. Eden clapped her hands and petted his head.

“Now Liam. Serve her again. You know where you tongue went the second time!”

Without hesitation he went low, caressing the wrinkled vortex with a swirling tongue. Her hole was rather loose and he felt her relax it further so his tongue could go deep. She was soiled and rank but he didn’t care, feeling a duty to clean her. When all was swabbed away he turned to pleasuring her, slithering his supple organ in and out until he felt her grab his forelock and pull him upward to suck and lick her turgid berry. Joy overcame him when her great thighs clamped his head between them as she locked her ankles and came. He felt inspiration and let his tongue quiver on her clit ever so softly. Orgasm erupted again and then again and then he lost count, her body bucking and writhing and his breath giving out. He thrashed briefly to escape her grip but the darkness fell.

He woke to a gentle tugging on his cheek and the sight of Eden’s worried face. Edith and Lilith looked over her shoulder. But when he drew in a deep healthy breath they all laughed. Then it was Lilith’s turn and he did his duty to perfection. Her raven pussy had its own special scent and taste and it cast its spell with equal power. When Lilith roused from afterglow Eden has a question.

“I rewarded him with pleasure after he served me. Do you think he has earned further reward?”

Lilith and Edith nodded. Eden positioned him kneeling before Lilith and told him to take himself in hand and stroke. It took but a baker’s dozen of strokes. His balls were still bound by the whip and when he erupted the constriction of his ducts caused him to spurt wildly, all over Lilith. He wilted in shame and fear but the beautiful black-haired woman burst out laughing and clapped her hands.

“You must really like me Liam! But you have made a mess. Now lick it up and then give me some more tongue!”

He licked his strength from her breasts and belly and bush, then went down to serve her again. She came softly this time and let his head rest on her mount while she savored. Eden was quite pleased with her new treasure but suggested that Mark get to work on another cage. Her friends agreed.

PART FIVE: EPIPHANY

Life thereafter became heavenly through the remainder of summer, on into fall and into the winter. The slaves performed every chore around the house and yard and waited hand and foot upon their mistresses who lifted not a finger. Loving tongues brought them to orgasm at will. Every evening was orgiastic, the women enjoying the two tongued pleasure to heart’s content and teaching the slaves, especially the newbie Liam tricks to enhance their orgasms.

Lilith enjoyed it all wholeheartedly but felt a nagging desire for more. The idea that came to her when Jake got his comeuppance in the stable re-emerged in her mind one evening when Edith lay on her back on the floor with Liam on his elbows and knees eating her pussy. His fetching behind was raised and his cheeks parted. Lilith could see his tender pink hind orifice. She remembered how Jake had ejaculated when Eden penetrated him with the pitchfork handle. She resolved to pursue the possibility.

She drew something on a piece of paper and secretly showed it to Mark. His silver smithy had been moved to the basement for the winter and Mark went to work secretly under Lilith’s supervision. He constructed a special mold and poured the molten silver into it to form the objects that would bring the women to the High Ecstasies. Some leathercraft was also needed but Mark was multi-skilled.

Lilith saved her surprise for Saturday night. When they retired to the living room for evening pleasures Lilith first sent Mark to the basement. They were just sitting down to begin the enjoyments when Lilith announced that there would be a surprise.  Mark came back, carrying a wooden tray covered with a red silk cloth. He laid it on the coffee table and went to kneel before Edith. Edith and Eden looked at it with excited curiosity.

Lilith unveiled what lay beneath the cloth and her sisters’ eyes grew wide in amazement and delight. Three shiny silver faux cocks lay upon the tray, each half again the size of Isaac’s, who was the best endowed of the slaves. Each cock was seated in a thin leather harness with buckles. A big pair of false balls was below each shaft. The anatomical detail was exquisite thanks to Mark’s skill. He had used his own cock as a model, then just enlarged it per Lilith’s specification.

Also on the tray were three rings and pins, similar to the one pierced through Jake’s cock tip, but these were silver plated in gold, much smaller and quite beautiful.

“First I would like to express my appreciation to slave Mark whose skill has created these marvelous devices” Lilith said. “I believe our slaves remain virgins in the most important way. Tonight, we will take that virginity from them. Then we will all speak vows of holy matrimony to our Divine Mother and these rings will be implanted in our slave husbands to signify our ownership and dominance. How shall we decide which slave shall be first to be deflowered by his mistress bride?”

Eden and Edith could only vote in favor of Lilith. She beckoned to Isaac, who knee walked to her. She picked up one of the cocks and handed it to him, giving instructions as to how to install it. When finished he resumed his place on his knees before her and quailed at the sight of his raven-haired goddess with the big member jutting forth in mockery of all maleness. She exuded dominant womanly power as she pointed to her cock and gave Isaac her first command.

“First come here and suck it Isaac dear. Worship my cock for me. Show me you love it and will welcome it inside you when the time comes.”

Though fear showed in his eyes as he came forward, opening his mouth to accept the flared glans, Lilith could see his cock was stiffer than she had ever seen, standing straight up with precum dripping. She knew then her instincts had been right and a moment of sweet epiphany awaited.

She thrilled when her sweet and adoring slave took the cock into his mouth and began to shower worship upon it. He sucked and licked as if desperate to make her feel his caresses upon the inanimate member. And her arousal mounted as if indeed she could feel those caresses. She wondered how he would meet her next challenge. She took his head between her hands and pressed the member against the back of his throat while urging him on.

“I want it down all the way Isaac! Do you love me enough?”

She could barely contain her joy when he pressed himself forward to help slide the smooth shiny thing down. She answered with her own pushing forward. There was resistance and he gagged a bit but then something gave and it went half-way down. After roll or two of Lilith’s hips he found himself with the cock full down and his nose in Lilith’s bush. Edith and Eden gasped in delighted surprise.

She pushed him back so just the glans was between his lips and pressed forward again, the cock sliding in all the way with ease. Then it was back and forth, slowly at first, but her arousal began to mount and soon she was fucking his gullet with vigor, grinding her clit against the base of the shaft, her lovely behind gyrating with abandon.

She came with rare power and her legs went to rubber. Isaac, ever dutiful, threw his arms around her hips to hold her as she savored. When her legs firmed she drew back and the cock slipped free with a pop that brought giggles of glee from all. Isaac waited patiently, awaiting her next wish, sensing what was to follow. Lilith pointed to the floor in front of her.

“Now turn around and bend over Isaac dear! Let me see your virgin hole!”

He turned immediately, bowing forward, forehead resting on the soft, thick rug. Lilith caught herself.

“Oh Goddess. Not on my fine aubusson! Fold it over for me slaves!”

The three of them hastened to obey and soon Isaac’s head and knees were resting on the maple floorboards instead with his shins over the fold of the rug. Lilith knelt behind him; her own knees comfortably padded. The cock was still wet with his spit but she added some of her own, spilling it down his crack and letting it run down over his orifice. She could see he was trembling. She wondered how badly her deflowering thrust might hurt but didn’t really care. The thrill of the moment had her lust at a boil and she was determined that he come to know whose cock was paramount. A bit of pain would make it abundantly clear.

With that in mind she aligned the glans and threw her hips forward. He yelped at the stretching of his tight opening as the smooth and shiny member entered to just past the glans. She drove it deeper with her next thrust and his cry of greater pain heightened her lust. Her shapely behind pressed forward again, giving more pain and the shaft slid home all the way as he whimpered and pleaded for mercy.

But his plea went unheeded because his bride was now rampant in her desire and thinking only of her own satisfaction. She pulled back nearly all the way and rammed forward so the member went to its depths again. She went to rutting hard, grinding her clit against the broadened base of the shaft, the cadence building as he sobbed and sniveled. Her pleasure mounted with his pain, but even in its midst she wondered if she was right about things. Would he come under the ravages of her cock?

But soon, to her joy, his whimpers and snivels seemed to transition from those of pain to those of pleasure and he began to rock back and forth in rhythm with her rutting. The, suddenly, came the moment of epiphany. Her ears were treated to a quavering moan from his ultimate depth bespeaking supernal pleasure and utter emasculated surrender as he spurted his plenty onto the floorboards.

It triggered within Lilith an orgasm of celestial power bringing a sense of communion with the Divine. Thenceforth it would be known as the High Ecstasy, only to be achieved in that moment of triumph when the male succumbed utterly to the cock of Woman.

The force of her climax made Lilith go all to jelly and she fell forward over Isaac, bearing him to the floor. She lay upon her belly on top of him, the cock still in as she jabbed him a few more times, as if to affirm her dominance. She stood and he rose to his knees. Upon her command he sucked the silver member clean.

Eden and Edith each took their turns, donning their cocks, and knowing the same soul exalting and transformative experience. Then the women stood shoulder to shoulder with slaves on their knees before them as vows were taken. Lilith went first with Isaac. She had been composing the vows in her mind for a long time. He repeated each phrase as she spoke.

“I Isaac…accept my station as a lesser being…created by our Divine Mother to serve Woman without limit or reservation…I will submit, obey and give pleasure for so long as the wife our Goddess has placed above me shall find me pleasing.”

Lilith’s vow was brief: “I accept you, Isaac, as my slave husband for so long as I find you pleasing.”

The two other couples repeated the same and it was time for the implanting of the rings. Each groom was tied down to the coffee table so his bride could place the eyes of the ring each side of his glans and run the needle through to hold it in place. The grooms were given a wooden spoon to bite down on during the procedure.

All three women were overcome by it all and filled with worshipful zeal for the Mother. And Edith and Eden were united in their belief that Lilith was Her divinely inspired prophetess and should take on the titles of Reverend Sister and Chief Priestess. Lilith could not refuse.

They sat together in silence for a while. Then Lilith spoke and they hung on her words as coming through her from on high.

“We are only three now but I am determined there shall be more. We will spread the creed of the Mother by any means necessary until the day, perhaps in the dim future, when all women are exalted as is fitting and all males are subjugated and enslaved.”

There could be only one reply: “Amen!”

PART SIX: FIONA

Their marital bliss made the winter pass by quickly and the early spring was a joy. The heat of summer came in later May.

But the task before them was daunting, three women against the male world. They knew it would be hard going at first and decided to let it be one woman at a time.

They began their search in the village where the Golden Pony in was located, just five miles down the road. First they rode the streets, observing the people, especially the women, in their day to day lives. They became focused on a buxom, red-haired freckle-faced thing seemingly in her twenties when a dark haired and handsome young man crept up alongside her as she walked along the street.

He gave her a pinch to her behind and her quick, backhanded blow to his balls put him down on the ground moaning, though he laughed in the midst of his moans. The young woman walked along and entered the Golden Pony. They tied their horses out front and followed her in, intrigued by the possibilities this feisty young woman presented.

They took a table in the back corner of the barroom with a good view of the whole place. The young woman donned an apron and began to wait tables. Soon that young man entered and sat down at a table with a group of loutish looking men a bit older than he. One of them beckoned to the young barmaid and she went to the table to take his order. Her young tormenter reached out to grab a tit and got a hard slap across the face. The barroom erupted in laughter. But as the young woman turned from the table they saw a hint of a smile and she turned back to the young man with a coquettish glance.

Their curiosity was piqued and when she came to their table to wait on them they felt her out. Lilith spoke first.

“That young rake must be the plague of your life. What’s your name?”

Something about the three women made Fiona let her guard down. They exuded strength and confidence and seemed to glow in a way only one other woman she had known did.

“Fiona Ma’am. Yes! He is annoying, but he’s so cute and I do want him. I just want it to be on my terms.”

She took their orders for food and drink and left the table.

“She has some possibilities, don’t you think,” Lilith said. “But what about that young man? Could he be a suitable husband.

Edith had her doubts. “He shows a lot of pig-male tendencies.”

Eden offered her assessment. “That’s true but I think he could be broken of them. He seems under the influence of those others who are certainly pig-males, but he’s young and could be turned.”

They overheard the lewd talk of those men at the table who loudly voiced their scorn for the licking of the lady parts. Their young protégé joined in, looking pointedly at Fiona as he spoke.

Fiona brought the women a tray with their food. Lilith invited her to come and talk to them when she could take a bit of a break.

Fiona was perplexed but intrigued by her feeling of kinship with the three strangers. It reminded her of her relationship with her Aunt Maude, a vibrant and vigorous woman who seemed to have a blissfully happy marriage to a man who was very much under her thumb. She was Fiona’s confidant and when Fiona came of age and began to feel the blossoming of her sexuality it was her aunt to whom she turned for guidance regarding those passions. She was the woman who had that glow, that same aura as the three women she had met in the barroom.

She asked her aunt what was the secret of her marital bliss and Maude confided it was the tongue pleasure her husband gave her upon her command. She spoke freely of the intensity of her orgasms and the depth of her satisfaction. Her husband was utterly selfless in his devotion and would serve her for weeks on end asking for nothing in return, though she knew his balls were aching dreadfully. Her dear aunt has passed unexpectedly from a ruptured appendix.

In her bed, Fiona fantasized endlessly about Ethan, the plague and joy of her life, but in those fantasies she was always eased back comfortably in a soft, upholstered chair with him on his knees with his face pressed deep in her ginger pussy, giving passionate tongue worship to her lady parts. She would find fingers going between her legs and she would caress herself to orgasms that dampened but did not quench the fires. He often begged to stick his thing in her but she would have none of it.

Her lunch break came and she went to join the three women at their table. They introduced themselves as Lilith, Edith and Eden. Lilith, to whom they seemed to defer as their leader got right to the point.

“Fiona, what is it with you and that young man?”

Again, Fiona felt the strange sensation of her guard going down but it felt good to unburden herself and tears fell as she spoke.

“I want him so much but he drives me crazy! And I want him only on my terms, as I said before.”

“What are those terms Fiona?”

“I had an Aunt; Maude was her name, now departed. She was so happily married! Her husband catered to her every whim with just a snap of her fingers. I once asked her the secret and she told me of the tongue pleasure her husband gave her. And all three of you seem so much like her! Anyway, those would be my terms! I want him sorely but most of all I want him on his knees and giving me that love! But it seems so hopeless.”

Eden chimed in. “Fiona, you could have it all your way with our help. Would you like that?”

“Oh yes! Please! But how?”

“We’ll get to that in good time. And some fairly extreme measures might need to be taken, but in the end I think you will be more than happy with the outcome. First he will have to be lured into our clutches. I’m sure you could manage that!”

Lilith offered an invitation.

“Before any of that Fiona you must come to our house this evening for dinner and to spend the night. It’s just five miles up the road from here. There are some people you must meet. Shall we say seven o’clock? Or earlier if you can manage. Dinner will be ready.”

Lilith described the route to the house but Fiona already knew of it having ridden her horse by more than once, that lovely yet mysterious house with the gate always locked, set back from the road among the wide-spreading oak trees.

Fiona finished her shift at five and wasted no time going home to mount her horse and head down the road, pushing the horse to a lope that tired it by the time she arrived at the gate. Her three new friends were there to welcome her, wearing just breezy white muslin dresses and barefoot. They approached the house and Fiona dismounted and went in the front door with Lilith and Edith while Eden led her horse to the stable. It was too soon for her to meet Jake the eunuch.

The air inside was filled with the fragrance of food and a flagon of red port and four goblets sat on the round oak table. Lilith filled Fiona’s goblet first and then the others sat down and poured their own. Fiona burned with curiosity and took a big swig of the port, then another and another until the goblet was drained. Her friends looked on, smiling at her and Lilith clapped her hands three times and loudly.

“Dinner is now served Fiona!”

Fiona gasped and nearly fell from her chair from the wine and the sight of the three naked men who entered the room through the kitchen doorway, each bearing a tray holding food. And her jaw dropped when she looked to their loins. Mark had modified the cock cages so that they enclosed the shaft but let the pierced glans protrude. And the cocks were standing full erect despite the weight of cage and ring. She could only gape and stare mesmerized as a wet tingling warmth and a pulsing blossomed between her thighs.

All three women stood as Lilith spoke.

“Let’s get comfortable for dinner shall we? Summer’s heat has set in early this year.”

With that all three women shed their dresses with one sweeping motion and stood naked. They all stared at Fiona as if waiting for something and the realization came to her. Her hands trembled as she pulled her blouse over her head and dropped her skirt, then stopped, blushing crimson, still wearing her underthings. Their stare took on a sense of impatience and she sighed and shed the rest. The doors and windows were open to the evening breeze and she felt it caressing her soft skin and her nipples, which wrinkled and hardened. They smiled at her in kind understanding and she noticed their own nipples were like onto hers.

Lilith waved her hand toward the three men who were laying the food out on the table as if it were all routine.

“Meet our husbands Fiona, and yes, as you can see, our slaves!”

Lilith dismissed the slaves, sending them to the living room to wait. Fiona all but collapsed back into her chair in her shock and Eden refilled her goblet. She took another big gulp to steady herself and then realized she was famished and a big juicy steak and a potato lay upon her plate. She took up knife and fork and attacked it, her haste born of both plain hunger and anticipation of what she sensed might await her in the living room. She polished off the last of her meal and took one more big drink of wine. Looking up she saw the others were not far behind and soon they all sat back in their chairs looking sated, at least as far as food was concerned. But their eyes gleamed with another appetite yet unsatisfied.

Lilith rose from her chair.

“Now let’s retire to the living room and get things started!”

Lilith took her arm and led her. Her legs were a bit wobbly from the wine and her heated desire. They entered the living room. The slaves were on their knees, the tall blonde one before one of the two big armchairs, the older one before the other and the young redheaded one before one end of the sofa. Each woman took a seat before who was obviously her own slave. Lilith invited Fiona to take the unoccupied end of the sofa. As she sat down her eyes fell on a tray that lay on the coffee table covered by a scarlet silk cloth.

Lilith wasted no time with preliminaries. She pointed to Fiona and without having to be told her tall blond slave knee walked across the room and knelt before her as Lilith spoke.

“Now Fiona, you will be introduced to the pleasure you have longed for. My husband will serve you. Please relax and enjoy!”

Isaac went down to his hands and knees and leaned toward her loins with tongue extended. Fiona’s heart hammered as she parted her thighs wide to offer her pussy. She felt him nuzzling into her dense ginger bush and then the first caresses of a well-practiced and worshipful tongue. She drew in a shuddering breath and raised her knees to better offer herself.

The wriggling, slithering organ made its way around her lady parts with not one stroke of it wasted, each touch bringing a thrill of delight. She reached out and grabbed a lock of his long hair in each hand and went to rolling her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over his face as the exquisite tongue work went on unabated. Almost by accident it caressed her clit and she held him there. She felt his lips close upon it to suck while he licked and orgasm struck like a lightning bolt. She quivered and convulsed as a primal shriek was torn from her, followed by another and another, each rising in pitch. Then there was a melting and her limbs flopped limp as she passed into a sweet stupor. She knew not how long she lay semiconscious, but when she roused she saw Lilith’s smiling face above her.

“I trust Isaac’s service was satisfactory Fiona. I gave him strict orders to spare no effort. But he is not finished! Isaac! Continue please!”

She still lay limp and languid with legs parted wide and she felt the nuzzling again and the caresses of the tongue, which now went lower, then lower still, until she felt the caresses of it upon her place of shame. Her surprise made her draw back a bit, but the tongue followed, its caresses passionate and adoring, sending tingles up her spine. She gave in to it with whole heart, raising her knees to her breast again and feeling a deeper probing into her darkest depths.

Amazement at his selfless devotion to the worship of this reviled part of her made her lapse into a dazed rapture that went on and on until she was woken from it by the demands of her pulsing clit. She grabbed a hank of hair to pull him upward and gasped as she felt his finger slip into her hind hole. Then his tongue was upon her clit and half a minute served. A first orgasmic wave coursed through her but that was just the start. The tongue quivered softly against her pink orb, triggering climax after climax as mad cries were torn from the depths of her soul. Then again there was the melting and this time all went to black softness and she knew no more save sweet contentment.

Light returned and she sat up. Her three friends sat looking on and beaming. She turned to Lilith, wide eyed.

“I get the feeling you found that pleasant Fiona,” Lilith said with a chuckle. “But that was just a preliminary. Have some more wine and we can chat a bit. I’m sure you will horn up again soon. There’s much more in store!”

They spent a good hour talking, mostly hatching a plot to lure Ethan into their clutches. The thought of having him on his knees and serving her finally got Fiona aroused again. Then she was introduced the pleasure of two tongues, standing with a foot propped on the arm of a chair while Mark performed the cunnilingus and Liam rimmed her. She toppled into the chair from the force of her climax, spent a few minutes recovering, then had the two slaves switch duties.

Following was more conversation, raunchy girl talk as they downed more port. There was a chamber pot in the corner and they all made a few trips to relieve themselves. Lilith had another idea but chose to save it for another time. Fiona had another epiphany ahead of her. She had been looking curiously at the cloth covered tray and Lilith decided it was time for the unveiling.

She got everyone’s attention and then whisked the scarlet cover away. Fiona’s eyes widened and she drew in breath at the sight of the gleaming silver mockeries of maleness that lay on the table. There were four of them now.

“Yes Fiona, you are to have a cock now,” Lilith proclaimed. “Which of our slaves would like to fuck with it first?”

Fiona’s head was spinning but she also felt her pussy arousing. She stood and looked from slave to slave, finally focusing on young Liam. She just pointed to him and without a word he went to the tray, picked up the cock with her name engraved in it and went to kneel before her, offering it. She took it in her hands and gaze upon it rapt. Then Liam reached out for it. She handed it back to him and he installed it upon her.

Her excitement took a leap when he opened his mouth, took it in and began to suck it, showering worship upon it with lips and tongue. Then he pressed forward and she saw the shaft go in and down until she felt his nose pressed against her pubis. Her hips began to move in rhythm, unbidden, and soon she was rutting down Liam’s gullet in gleeful abandon. Orgasm soon rocked her and her knees buckled. He threw his arms around her hips to help her keep her feet as if she had done so many times before.

When her legs firmed he helped the other slaves fold the rug back and then assumed the position on elbows and knees with his fetching ass raised, offering himself. Fiona could easily guess where her cock was meant to go and dropped to her knees behind him.

Lilith, Eden and Edith were quite impressed by her lack of hesitation as she aligned the mock organ with Liam’s hind hole and drove forward with her shapely hips. Liam’s hole was well stretched from much use so it slid in with ease.

Fiona was much surprised by the young slave’s eagerness to take the cock. She fucked him hard, gyrating her hips and he moaned in growing pleasure, and begged to be fucked all the harder. She obliged and soon he gave out that sweet sound of male surrender and unmanning that never failed as a trigger. Fiona came with an intensity that eclipsed any of her previous orgasms. She knelt behind Liam with him still impaled until afterglow passed. When she looked around she saw the others had donned their cocks and Mark and Isaac were busy sucking their wives.

Fiona pulled her cock out and stood. Liam had spilt his plenty on the floor and he lapped it up and then turned to suck Fiona’s member clean. Eden beckoned for him to come and suck her. Fiona was still a bit wobbly from her climax and she settled onto the sofa to watch.

“You’ll get a lot of practice with your cock this evening,” Lilith said. “We’ll want you to be experienced and confident with it when you deflower Ethan tomorrow night. If you see a hole where you cock can go just stick it in. These slaves are going be fucked until we wring every drop of strength from them and until we can’t come any more either!”

Soon Edith had Mark in the position and was fucking him hard. Fiona got the idea. His gullet was available and soon Mark found himself being spit roasted. It became an orgiastic free for all, the slaves shooting their loads onto the floor and being made to lick up each other’s puddles. In the end the slaves lay in a heap on the floor, drained of every drop and their mistresses slumped limp and languid in their utter satisfaction in the chairs and on the sofa. Then it was bedtime and Lilith generously provided Isaac to share Fiona’s bed so she could be served during the night and be properly welcomed to the new day.

Fiona lapsed into the most refreshing sleep she had ever known, filled with dreams of Ethan and his coming surrender. Sunlight through the windows woke her. Isaac lay crosswise to her on the broad bed with his head pillowed on her thigh. When she stirred he immediately went down to serve her, his practiced tongue inducing a deep and sweet orgasm. She rose, invigorated as never before, and looking forward with excitement to the day’s end when she would have Ethan on his knees in subjugation.

On impulse she made Isaac go to hands and knees and she mounted him, giving him a firm slap on the behind to urge him to bear her to the dining room. Her three sisters were already there and breakfast was served. She took a seat and gave voice to her delight.

“Is it like this every day for you? No dream I have ever had has even come close!”

Lilith nodded.

“Yes Fiona! And tonight, we look forward to the surrender of another male. It will be great to have a proper foursome. Now let’s review the plan for this evening.”

After breakfast Fiona mounted her horse and rode in haste back to the inn to begin her day’s work. She was late and got a chewing out from Martha, the stern and matronly brown haired owner, but was forgiven. A long day’s work lay ahead of her and it was hard to keep her mind on things as she looked forward to what was to come that night. But then she had to ask Martha’s leave to take some days off of work, making up a tale of a family crisis. Martha grudgingly agreed. Fiona was by far her best serving wench.

Ethan was in the barroom at the table with his loutish friends when Fiona slipped him a note. He read it and his cock nearly tore through his pants as it hardened. She was going to relent and let him have his way! He just had to meet her in the bushes next to the privy out back at dusk. He tucked the note in his pocket and managed to make as if it was nothing though his balls began to ache in his anticipation.

The time came and he excused himself. He was a bit drunk and unsteady on his feet and he stumbled and fell in his haste. When he got to his feet he saw her standing naked in the moonlight just at the edge of the thicket. He ran to her, stumbling again, and he saw he slip back among the bushes. He made his way through to the other side and saw he standing by a tree with arms open.

He raced toward her but found himself being tackled and grappled to the ground by three strong women. His clothes were cut and ripped from his body and when naked he was bound hand and foot with chains, hands cuffed behind him, and tossed belly down over a horse and tied down to it. The horse took off at a gallop and he heard the hoofbeats of others ahead of it.

After what seemed an eternity of being bounced up and down on the back of the galloping horse it came to a halt. He heard a latch being thrown and the creak of hinges as the gate was swung open. Then there was another brief ride and he again heard the squeak of hinges as the stable door was open, followed by the sound of hooves on cobblestone. He was untied and he fell to the ground onto his back. He lay there for some time, hearing murmured and whispered words between the women.

Then two pairs of strong arms took him under the armpits and raised him to his knees. The stable was lit by several large torches on poles stuck into gaps in the cobblestone floor. In that amber glow he saw Fiona standing before him a few paces away, splendidly nude, a study in creamy skin, lovely curves and ample breasts. His eyes riveted upon the dense ginger bush at her loins and, despite his fear and confusion, his organ stiffened and rose. Then he saw the long thin whip in her hand and he quailed inwardly.

She stepped toward him until only two paces were between them and his eyes went back and forth from her lovely face and sparkling green eyes to her hairy womanhood. Her words filled him with mingled love and terror.

“Ethan, I must confess that despite your rude and loutish behavior toward me I have wanted you from the first. You are quite handsome and fetching and the sight of you has always made me warm and wet between my legs. I want us to be lovers but it must be on my terms. We will get to those terms directly but first I am afraid you must be punished. You must suffer the consequences your behavior has earned. I know you were under the bad influence of those pig-male friends of yours but that is no excuse. When I think you have suffered enough we will discuss the terms of our relationship.”

So focused was he upon her pulchritude he had not at first noticed the people standing behind her, the tall, dark-haired beauty, the hefty, blond and the shapely and muscular black woman he had seen Fiona talking to in the barroom. They too were resplendently nude and kneeling by the side of each was a naked man with a cage upon his cock and with a ring pierced through its tip. And a chain leash was clipped to each ring. He swallowed hard and his eyes went back to meet Fiona’s. Her green eyes gleamed with anticipatory lust.

The black woman went to a place along the wall where a thick rope was tied off to a cleat. The rope went upward at an angle to above his head. She began to pull on the rope with her clearly powerful arms and soon he felt a tugging at his ankles and found himself being hauled aloft upside down.

He hung with his head level with Fiona’s cunt. He could just see that, her legs and her hand holding the whip. Then the nappy cunt of the black woman into his view as she stepped over to stand beside Fiona and he saw she held a whip as well. He heard Fiona’s voice.

“You must suffer under the whips now Ethan. A part of me doesn’t want to do this but I know it must be done. Your behavior just cannot go unpunished!”

He heard a whooshing sound and a second later a searing lash fell across his ribs. He saw the black woman walk around behind him and another lash stung his tender behind with ferocity. Then the lashes fell every second, each meant to inflict agony. His screams echoed from the ceiling beams.

While Ethan lay upon his back, Lilith and Edith went to the house to fetch the slaves, believing they would benefit from watching Ethan’s punishment. Lilith made Isaac carry one of the Adirondack chairs into the stable. Eden had taken Fiona aside to coach her.

“I think we should first whip him until we make him cry Fiona. Then you should put the crop to his things until you make him cry again. I’m pretty sure that will break him. But then you will have to test him to see if he will surrender and submit to performing the selfless act for your pleasure. You will know form the first if his contrition and surrender are absolute. If not we will haul him aloft again and give it to him double.”

Ethan was zebra striped with welts before he finally broke down into blubbering sobs. Eden called a halt. Fiona grabbed him by the balls and spoke to him again.

“Now Ethan, I must turn my attention to these things of yours. I know it is these balls that are the source of your urges and they motivate your bad behavior. And I know how you long to stick this cock into me, as you have told me so many times. Don’t expect that to happen any time soon!”

She stepped back a bit and he saw the riding crop in her hand. She raised it and a cruel stroke struck his balls, making him howl in agony. Then there was a harsh whack to the tender underside of his cock that made him scream again. There followed a flurry of strokes that went on and on, inflicting unspeakable torment until he broke down again.

He felt himself being lowered until he lay upon his back. Then the black woman hoisted up to his knees. He looked up and saw Fiona a few paces away, draped in the wooden armchair with her ankles resting on the arms, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can. She crooked a finger at him and Eden gave him a shove from behind.

He knee walked toward her, clumsy in his chains until he came within her reach. She grabbed him by the hair and pulled his head down so his face was just inches from her cunt. The animal magnetism of her hairy secret transfixed him and her scent wafted to his nostrils. He felt his bruised and sore organ stiffen like wood and he leaned forward despite himself. She spoke to him in husky, breathy voice.

“Now Ethan, these will be the terms of our relationship. You will now use your tongue to please me and you will do so in a way that says you love me and you are sincerely repentant. You have loudly spoken of your scorn for this selfless act. You must abandon that attitude and submit and surrender. Now taste me!”

She let go her grip and he fell forward face first into her lush and oozing wetness. Her scent flooded his senses and his tongue got its first taste of her amber poon. His surrender was instant and utter upon that first taste. What a fool he had been! Had his swinish friends ever seen or smelt or tasted what now captivated his very soul?

He lapped and licked and knew helpless joy when she moaned in growing pleasure, rubbing her heavenly parts over his face. Adoration suffused him and he plied his tongue everywhere in silent plea for guidance about how to better please her. And he cupped his tongue to scoop and swallow mouthfuls of her poon. She put a hand behind his head and pressed his face into her crevice and his tongue plunged into her salty cavern. He swirled it about and strained with all his might to probe deeper. His reward was a deep sigh of utter delight and he redoubled his efforts.

Fiona’s heart nearly burst when she felt his surrender at the very first taste of her. Unlike her friends’ slaves he was clumsy and untutored, but his passion more than made up for it. And she could feel what she had longed for, his adoration and his contrition. She just let him lick for a while, loving his hunger and hearing his slurping and swallowing of her ooze. Her delight took a leap when his tongue probed deep into her and swirled about. Soon her clit all but screamed for his attentions.

Ethan felt her hand grip his hair and pull him upward. He found his tongue upon a little pearl and heard her gasp in delight even greater as he licked it. Both her hands gripped his hair painfully as she rammed her pubis against his lips, demanding. It dawned on him that beneath his tongue was the epicenter of her pleasure. He took it between his lips to suck as he licked. Worshipful elation overcame him when she shuddered and those silken thighs clenched tight upon his head. Through the muffling of her flesh, he heard her high pitched wail and the salty juice of her pleasure flooded his mouth. He gulped it down, feeling it deepen his surrender.

Something instinctive inspired him to let his tongue press softly upon her precious orb and make it quiver just so. He body writhed as waves after wave of ecstasy coursed through her as she gave shrill voice to each, riding them until she pushed him away and slumped gelatinous in the chair. Her legs parted and he showered tender kisses upon her parts and inner thighs as she lay sighing softly and tenderly tousling his hair.

Lost in her sweet stupor, Fiona was suffused with joy unimagined. She had known sweet pleasure under the tongues of Mark, Isaac and Liam, but nothing could have prepared her for the mad euphoria of his surrender. But one more test lay before him if he was to be spared more time under the whip.

Afterglow passed and she pushed him backward while spreading her legs and raising her knees. She was pleased when she say his eyes fixed upon her ladyparts as if hypnotized. She knew he could see everything, especially her most intimate spot.

“How did you like the taste of me Ethan?”

“I…I…was in heaven every second! How could I know? I can’t believe I listened to those louts I called my friends”

“Do you love me Ethan?”

“Oh yes! More than my own life! How could I have treated you so? I always adored you! I was such a fool and all because I wanted to fit in with those swine. Pig-males! You are so right! And I am so sorry! Please forgive me! I am yours now and will do anything you want me too!”

“Anything Ethan?”

“Yes! Anything! I swear!”

“Then look at me Ethan! Down there! To the very bottom. Will you lick me there? If you will do that you will prove the truth of your words and you will make me so happy!”

He looked down and beheld her orifice. He knew men thought it a place of revulsion and filth, but in his adoration of her he saw only a lovely pinkish brown blossom that drew his tongue forward to taste its sweetness. Without the least restraint he leaned in and laid tongue to it, burying his face into her now beloved cunt with his nose up her nookie. He felt flakes and granules under his tongue and his only thought was to first cleanse her with loving care.

Fiona felt the flood of exultation as his tongue went to its adoring strokes, proving once and for all the depth and sincerity of his devotion. The whip would surely be spared. His caresses first fell upon the surface, giving tingling delight, and then she felt his tip probing to go inside. She relaxed herself a bit and she felt it slide in deep, then begin to wriggle and slither, bringing water to her eyes. She lost herself in the rapture until her clit cried out.

She grabbed his hair in one hand to tug him upward and with the other pushed one of his hands down, hoping he would get the message. And he did! She felt his finger slipping into her hind hole as his tongue fell sweetly upon her pearl. He seemed to read her mind. His finger went gently in and out as he licked and sucked her clit and when she went over the brink his tongue once again went to that quivering and he got another deep draught of her elixir as she passed into the throes of a multi-climax that went on and on.

She passed from consciousness and he feared he had overdone things and harmed her. But at length she awoke, sat up and held him to her breast, then kissed him on the lips and all over his face.

With that Lilith stepped in and said it was time to get back to the house. They extinguished the torches and Lilith headed the procession though the moonlit yard, the slaves led by the leashes through their cock rings. Fiona took up the rear, grasping Ethan by the balls and leading him along.

Lilith pulled Fiona aside when they got into the house to speak with her.

“I know you love him Fiona and I love my dear Isaac too. We all love our slaves very much. But you must not let on so. He must be kept in his place. Now tell me, how did it feel?”

“Like nothing I could ever imagined Lilith!”

“I know dear! There is nothing quite like that first moment of surrender. The only thing that exceeds it is the High Ecstasy you will know when you deflower him. If you enjoyed putting the silver to the slaves last night just wait until Saturday night when you take your vows and take his virginity and his manhood as well! And if any trace of the pig-male remains in him your cock will purge it utterly and permanently.”

It was bedtime and Fiona retired with her sweet new slave under the covers ready to serve her. But she slept the night through. She woke up horny and wanting tongue love but also with an urgent need to piss. The chamber pot was across the room. She lay for a while, torn between her needs. Then an idea came to her, though she was surprised at herself because of how brazen and perverse it seemed. And, most of all, she wondered: did he love her enough? She struggled inwardly for a minute or two and then gave in to her impulse.

He still lay asleep so she woke him, lay upon her back and guided his face between her legs.

“Ethan! I’m so horny and I want your tongue and I have to piss really bad too. But I’m just so comfy and I don’t want to get up and go to the pot. Do you understand and do you love me enough to do what I want?”

Her meaning seemed crystal clear to Ethan and he remembered his vow to do “anything.” Now he was confronted with the true meaning of that word. But her pussy was just an inch or two from his nose and her scent cast its spell. He gave in to it with his only fear being that he might fail her.

Fiona received her answer when she felt his loving lips enfold her where the flow would come out. Not for the first time did her heart nearly burst. She let go.

The piquant flood filled Ethan’s mouth and his only surprise was at the thirst he felt. It came from Her! It was strong and filled with her powerful essence. As it filled him he felt the deepening of his adoration and longing to submit to any sweet indignity that might please her.

Fiona didn’t quite know what to do. The act seemed so wild and reckless and she had no idea how the others would accept it. She chose to keep things to herself for the time being. They went to join the others for breakfast. Ethan knelt by her side. Her sisters gave her quizzical looks.

“You have a glow about you this morning Fiona!” Lilith said. “Quite mysterious, but a good thing no doubt. Can you share?”

She fended off Lilith’s curiosity by petting Ethan’s head and giving him a kiss on the cheek.

“I’m just so happy Lilith!”

Lilith seemed to take her at her word but her expression was skeptical.

It was a lovely summer day and Fiona wanted some intimate time alone with Ethan so she had him prepare a picnic lunch and they set off down forest the trail that led to the trout pond, about half a mile distant. He carried the basket and blanket. She looked forward so much to the time coming soon when she could lead him along by his cock ring. She settled for tying a slip knot in a leather thong and

tightening it firmly around his balls so that the sack was tight and shiny and the balls turned a lovely shade of purple. It gave her a delightful feeling of ownership and dominance and sometimes she picked up the pace as they walked along and would yank on the cord playfully and a bit cruelly to make him keep up.

They reached the pond and he spread out the blanket. By then she was randy and she giggled gleefully and she tripped him up so he fell backward onto the blanket and she sat down on his head, facing his feet. She pressed her hind hole to his lips and thrilled with joy when he wriggled his tongue in deep and began to pleasure her. When her arousal peaked she shifted to offer him her clit and he finished her, getting a mouthful of her salty orgasmic gush.

Then she lay upon the blanket while he massaged her back, behind and thighs, showering her body with adoring kisses everywhere. She turned over onto her back so he could continue and in the end he had his face between her thighs and her served her with sweet softness to another deep and exquisite climax.

Then they just lay on the blanket for a while looking upward at the drifting white clouds in the cornflower blue sky. The day grew hot and she took him by the hand and urged him to take a dip in the pond. The water was chilly but bearable and quite refreshing.

They laid down again to dry out and then it was time for lunch. He opened the bottle of wine and she drank from it straight. There was a big sandwich and some cold bake beans and some cookies. She ate her fill first, about half of everything while he lay on his belly licking her feet. She let him finish off thee leavings.

The wine she kept to herself and she slowly drained the bottle as the afternoon passed. Inevitably the wine had its effect. Tipsy and giggly she made him lie on his back and squatted over his face with her cunt just above his mouth.

“Open wide sweetie! You must be thirsty and I have a nice drink for you!

His mouth opened wide with an instant obedience that brought joy to her heart. She let the golden torrent pour down and he guzzled all with a thirst, never spilling a drop. She rolled onto the blanket and just laid on her back with eyes closed for a while, basking in the sweet delight of being loved so profoundly.

In the late afternoon it was time to go back to the house. Fiona was a bit unsteady on her feet after downing the whole bottle so she had Ethan go to hands and knees and mounted him. He bore her back to the house without complaint.

Lilith looked out the window and saw them returning, Ethan groveling along with Fiona on his back. Her head lolled and the vapid grin on her face bespoke quite a pleasant time on the picnic. Lilith felt pride in having introduced another to the delights and vowed that more would soon follow.

The slaves were busy in the kitchen preparing the evening meal when they entered the house. Fiona sent Ethen off to help them and joined Lilith and the others in the living room. Lilith sat on one end of the sofa with Edith and Eden in the armchairs.

“I sense you had quite an enjoyable picnic,” Lilith said.

Fiona gushed. “Oh, Goddess yes! He is so adoring, so obedient and submissive! I love him so much but I can tell he loves me more!”

“That’s the way it’s meant to be Fiona. Have you let him come yet?”

“Why no. It never occurred to me. All I could think of was my own pleasure.”

“Again, that’s the way it’s meant to be Fiona! We deny our slaves coming for a week at a time. Every Saturday night the cocks come out and that’s when they get their release if they have behaved properly. They long desperately for the cock and always do. And the quality of their tongue loving grows each day leading up to Saturday as their longing and desire escalates. Their balls begin to ache terribly from that longing too.”

Fiona nodded, then yawned deeply. Lilith noticed.

“Just lie down dear, rest your feet on my lap and take a snooze before dinner. But one more thing. I know you are keeping a secret of some kind and it is something that gives you that glow. I mean to get it out of you and soon!”

Fiona drifted off while Lilith massaged her feet in a motherly way. She gently woke her for dinner. The nap had refreshed her and she ate with appetite. They retired back to the living room while the slaves cleaned up. Fiona was a bit nervous because it was time for Ethan to learn that he would be shared with her new friends.

The slaves returned and each went to kneel before his mistress. Fiona sat on one end of the sofa with Edith on the other. She remember Lilith speaking of the aching balls and had a question for Ethan. She took his chin in her hand and looked into his eyes.

“Ethan, do your balls ache?”

“Yes mistress! So badly! I can barely stand it! They would ache so much in the time before this when I would think of you and dream of you! I would have to use my hand to make it stop!”

“Have you used your hand since Ethan? You have been out of my sight once in a while.”

“Oh no mistress!”

“Why not?”

“I just knew you wouldn’t want me to!”

“…knew you wouldn’t want me to what?’

He hesitated, then: “I just knew you wouldn’t want me to mistress!”

“That’s better! You will address me as ‘mistress’ from now on! And your balls will have to continue aching for the time being. Now it is time for you to understand something Ethan. These women are my friends, really my sisters in the spirit of things and as such I love them dearly. They would like you to serve them now. I expect you to give them every pleasure you have given me. You may begin with Edith!”

Ethan turned toward Edith and saw her slump down in her seat and part her hefty thighs. He went to her and his eyes fell upon what was between them, her big, golden haired cunt with large and protuberant labia. She crooked her finger to invite him to serve her and he leaned in close. Her scent came to his nostrils, an animal perfume so like Fiona’s yet different too. And it had that same effect, dizzying and intoxicating him. And she so resembled the large nude women he had seen in certain paintings he had seen. More than once the thought of them had made his balls ache and he had used his hand.

Impatient, she put a hand behind his head to press his face into her and his first taste sparked a hunger to serve her with a passion like onto what he felt for Fiona. But this brought a sudden feeling of guilt and his ardor cooled. Edith pushed him away, seeming annoyed. He heard her speak to Fiona.

“He’s holding back. I think you know why Fiona. Get his mind right!”

He heard Fiona’s stern voice as he still knelt close with his face between Edith’s thighs.

“Ethan! Why do you withhold your true worship from my dear sister Edith? Do you not find her beautiful?”

“I do mistress!”

“There were some paintings I saw sometimes naked women so much like her. Large women with such lovely curves and breasts. They made my balls ache. I used my hand!”

“If you find her so beautiful why do you hold back?”

“I felt such passion, like I was falling in love! I felt guilty and thought you might be angry!”

To his surprise all the women broke out in gales of mirth. Fiona’s voice was more gentle now.

“Ethan! Part of me is so glad you feel that way but you must understand that there is no jealousy between sisters. Each and every of my sisters will enjoy you to heart’s content with my full approval. If you feel like you are falling in love then you are expected to do so for the time she is enjoying you. How else can you give her pleasure with whole heart? You are mine first but in truth you belong to all of us and any of my sisters may enjoy you so long as she has my permission. And that permission is implicit. Now begin again and fall in love with Edith with my blessing!”

He needed no further leave and leaned in again, his face engulfed in her lush and oozing tissues. He let her scent and taste transport him, feeling as if in heaven just as he had with Fiona’s pussy under his tongue. He now knew much of how to please Woman but there was much unique to Edith’s cunt, the big labia and her vineyard grape sized clit. He took her ragged lips between his own lips, licking and suck and felt joy when she sighed deeply in her pleasure. He plunged his tongue into the wide maw of her cavern, straining for every fraction of his tongue’s penetration while swirling it about.

He felt her lust rising to its boil and she tugged upward by his ears to offer her grape to his tongue and lips. He fell upon it with ardor and her great thighs clamped on his head as her first ecstasy struck. And he knew well by then to let his tongue tremble upon her clit. She wailed her way through orgasm upon orgasm until satisfaction came and she went limp and languid, lapsing into a daze. He rested his head upon her mount awaiting her next wish.

His duty was far from done. She roused and pushed his head downward while raising her knew to her breast and he knew well enough to go low and caress her anus with a tongue growing ever more skilled. Her ring was loose and his tongue slipped in deep with ease, wriggling, swirling slithering. She moaned in her celestial bliss and crossed her ankles, locking them and pressing his face deep into her oozing crevice as he rimmed her hole. She kept him at it long and he abandoned all concern for time and let his full being focus on her pleasure.

At length there was the inevitable peaking of her lust and she tugged him upward by a hank of hair with one hand while pushing his hand down with the other, a sign that he should put his finger where his tongue had been. He slipped it gently inside her while he sucked her grape until the hefty, fleshy thighs clenched upon him again. Then there was the quivering of tongue on clit, the tender finger fucking of her nether and the chain of ecstasy that turned her all to jelly. Her thighs parted and he planted adoring kisses everywhere between them while she savored.

She pushed him away gently and he heard a snapping of fingers. He looked in the direction of the sound and saw Eden with her legs parted with ankles resting on the arms of her chair. He groveled to her in haste and beheld her beauty, so exotic, her skin so rich and dark in its color, her luxuriant nappy thicket, riven by her coal black and ragged labia, those parted, showing the hot pink within.

He drew close and nearly swooned from his first whiff of her feral perfume. With a hand behind his head, she pushed his face into paradise. He cupped his tongue to scoop and swallow her poon feeling its effect in the rising of his passion. There was no trace of guilt or hesitation now, just worshipful subservience. Twice he served her with tongue and lips and finger in the manner expected which he had come to know so well.

When she lay slack and semiconscious he heard a “pssst” and turned in that direction. There was the exquisite, creamy skinned, raven haired Lilith in the position of offering with a lewd come hither look upon her face, stunning blue eyes gleaming. He hastened to her and nuzzled deep into her lush and dense raven thicket, letting her perfume drunken him. Deep within he found her luscious parts and used his ever growing skills to put her in the state she craved, boundless bliss then sweet contentment. She rose and took his head between her hands, then gave him a tender kiss to the forehead and looked upon him with kindness as she spoke.

“You understand now Ethan! You will surely be a fine slave and husband!”


He looked up at her in puzzled surprise. “Husband?” Then he heard Fiona’s voice behind him.

“Yes Ethan. Saturday night we are to be married and you will belong to me completely. You will wear my ring!”

He looked at the cocks of the other slaves who knelt waiting patiently and felt a twinge of fear when he thought of the pain that must have come with the piercing.

But then it was time for the usual orgiastic evening pleasures and Eden came to grab him by the hair and put him to work with his face between her shapely chocolate cheeks tonguing her hind hole as she stood with a foot propped on the coffee table, Mark doing duty with his tongue upon her pussy. Edith put Isaac and Liam to the same labor, Isaac fore and Liam aft.

While they were busy Lilith came and sat beside Fiona on the sofa and handed her a silvery cock cage.

“I had Mark make one up for him. It’s only Tuesday and I worry that he might be overcome by his ache and use his hand during the night when you can’t stop him. The male will inevitably weaken and resort to his hand if left uncaged. That would ruin everything and your wedding would have to be postponed for a week. He must be denied coming and be in a desperate state of ache when you deflower him. Then his orgasm will be of greatest intensity and will enslave him to the silver cock irrevocably.”

When Eden was finished Fiona called him over and he knelt meekly while she installed the cage upon him. Then the evening pleasures continued to their fruition and it was time for bed. In the morning upon their waking Ethan got a deep draught of her strong golden morning vintage before welcoming her to the new day with his tongue. Fiona decided that her wedding night would be the best time to divulge her secret.

The days before the wedding seemed eternity to Fiona. Even the regular attentions of Ethan’s tongue and those of the other slaves could not fully dampen the fires. And the passion of Ethan’s attentions grew by the day from his deprivation, as did the ache in his balls. During the night his hand would go to his cock while he was lost in his anticipatory dreams of her pussy, only to find it gripping the cage, release impossible. He felt as if there were cannon balls in his sack and he walked hunched over as he went about his assigned chores.

The blessed evening came at last. A particularly sumptuous evening meal was served and they retired to the living room as usual while the slaves cleaned up. The tray was on the coffee table, three silver cocks under the scarlet cloth. But Fiona’s cock was in the table’s center on a small stand, also with a scarlet cloth draped over it. All four women were randy in their anticipation and each put her slave to a cunnilingus to ease her. Then it was time.

Lilith stood by the coffee table beckoned for Fiona and Ethan to come to her. Fiona stood and stepped over, but made Ethan grovel. He looked both quizzically and timorously at what lay upon the table, so mysterious and perhaps menacing. His eyes focused on the cloth that covered something in the table’s center. Lilith reached down and unveiled it and he drew back with a gasp.

Before him was a gleaming silver mockery of his own modest manhood, but so much longer and bigger around. It was molded to a perfect resemblance, even to the ridges of the veins and the wrinkles in the false balls that hung below. It was fitted with black leather straps and buckles. He sensed what was to come and his hind hole clenched in fear. He heard Lilith’s voice.

“Are you a virgin Ethan?”

“I…have known woman only twice Mistress.”

“But I think you are still a virgin in the most important way Ethan. Tonight, your bride Fiona will take that virginity from you to consummate your marriage after the taking of the vows. Then the ring will be implanted in the manner you see in the other slaves and you will be hers. Let the vows be taken before our Divine Mother!”

Ethan’s head was spinning as he knelt, repeating Lilith’s words, gazing up at his beautiful bride, so proud and regal in her nudity. Their eyes met upon the first words and those green eyes transfixed him. He felt fear at first as he spoke the words that commended his life to her without limit or reservation, but he found release from that fear in the abandoning of all but his total devotion to her and his acceptance of his station as a lesser being, as the vows proclaimed.

When the vows were completed he bowed low of his own accord to kiss her feet. She stooped to take him by the hair and pull him upward to his knees while she looked into his eyes with love.

“It’s time now Ethan. Help me put my cock on. Pick it up and I’ll instruct you.”

His trembling hands nearly dropped the sacred thing. She held the shaft in one hand, pressing the widened base against her pubis while he tightened the straps and buckles, hands still shaking. She pointed to the floor in front of her and he knew to go and kneel there. The tip of the cock was just a hand’s width from his lips. A chill went up his spine at her words.

“Open your mouth darling! Take it in and suck it!”

In his fantasies he had dreamed of her being upon her knees before him, taking his member into her mouth to suck it and serve his pleasure. Now the tables were turned in a way he could never have imagined. He hesitated, looking up at her, and was met with an impatient glare. He remembered the vows just taken and found refuge from fear and confusion in fulfilling them.

He closed his eyes and leaned forward with mouth open wide. She guided her cock into it and he went to licking and sucking with heartfelt passion, showering worship upon it. Then she put a hand behind his head and pulled him forward so the glans was pressed against his gullet and he knew a fuller measure of devotion was expected. He gagged a bit but managed to open himself so his gullet gave nd the cock slid in a third of the way. A rolling thrust of her hips drove it in half way. Then, with both hands on his head she thrust again while pulling him in and he found his nose buried in her fragrant bush.

Then it was back and forth and in and out as she rolled and gyrated her lovely behind, propelling herself to climax. He put his hands upon the swelling curvature of her hips and helped her along. Orgasm struck as she rammed the cock down his throat one last time and she held him with his face buried in her bush as she passed through its throes. Then she pushed him back and away.

Upon Lilith’s cue slaves Mark and Liam rolled back the fine rug to expose the wood floor boards. Fiona looked down upon Ethan who knelt looking up at her, not sure what to do next. She enlightened him.

“Now dear husband, my sweet slave, turn and kneel upon the wood. Bend yourself over to rest your head on the floor, raise your behind and offer me your virgin hind hole. Be quick about it! Your spittle on my cock will be all you get to ease my entry! Even now it dries!”

In haste he turned to obey and Fiona beheld his fetching buns and his quivering pink orifice. She dropped to her knees upon the padding of the rolled up rug and summoned up a good mouthful of her own spit, then spewed it onto his crack and let it run down over his hole. She placed the flared glans against it, dug her nails into his hips for purchase and poised herself for the deflowering thrust.

Ethan felt something much too large pressing to enter his virgin orifice and foolishly clenched himself to resist. But the driving thrust of Fiona’s shapely and muscular behind drove the member in deep willy-nilly. He gave out a howl at the tearing stretching agony. And she took him with such confidence and authority he knew he was not the first that she had taken in this way. She left no room for doubt as to who was boss and whose cock was to reign.

After a pause as she gathered herself he cried out again in torment from another dire pang then another and another as she drove deeper, and deeper and deeper until her thighs touched the back of his and he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind. There was a drawing back and another plunge, this time to the depths at one thrust.

Then it went to a rutting frenzy, her hips driving and gyrating, stretching him, bringing snivels and sobs and tears until, to his befuddlement, there came growing twinges of pleasure mingled with the pain as she ravaged him. Slow but sure the pleasure overshadowed the pain and became his sole sensation. He rose to hands and knees so he could rack back and forth in rhythm with her rutting, whimpering words of love, begging her to rut on.

He felt a hot itching within his rectum, a welling up in his aching balls and felt his organ stiffen and strain against the confines of the cage. Then he erupted in sudden and heavenly release, feeling his balls contracting as his plenty spurted from him onto the floor. He let out a quavering moan as supernal delight consumed and transported him but then faded as a wilting shame and humiliation replaced it. And he heard Fiona’s primal shriek of highest ecstasy as he collapsed onto his belly, emasculated and withered, but knowing he would soon long again to be taken in this way.

Fiona came down on top of him, gelatinous in her own satisfaction. She kept him impaled and fucked him slowly and tenderly while whispering words of love into his ear. The High Ecstasy had far exceeded her wildest imaging and she felt the polarity between them, her heights of dominance and his depths of submission, all within a bond of love.

She rose, pulling the member free and reached down to grab his hair and tug him up to his knees so the sullied silver was before his eyes. Communication was now near telepathic and he knew his next duty: suck it clean. When finished he helped her remove it, then knelt watching as the other slaves cleared the other cocks from large coffee table. Fiona pointed to the table.

“Lie down now darling. It’s time to implant my ring.”

Obedience was now reflexive in him and he laid himself down and spread out his limbs so he could be bound down helpless. Wrists and ankles were tied to the table’s legs and wide belts were buckled across his thighs and just above his organs, rendering him immobile. He was given a scrap of leather to bite down on.

Fiona held the U shaped ring with eyes and the sharpened pin before his eyes. Then she poised the loops in the ring with his glans between them and held the pin in position for the piercing. She gazed upward toward the heavens speaking the ritual words Lilith had composed.

“With this ring I take ownership of thee as my divine right as ordained by the Holy Mother!”

With steady hands she stabbed the pin through his tender tip as he ground his teeth hard into the leather and writhed in his bonds. The pain would stamp this moment of transcendence forever into his memory. Fiona used a thin pliers to bend the pin at each end to hold it in place.

A celebratory orgy followed. Each mistress got her chance to put the silver to Ethan to welcome him totally into the Mother’s fold. Wine flowed freely and Fiona soon felt the itching need to reveal the secret Lilith had suspected she held.

With a snap of her fingers, she pointed to the floor. Ethan knew the signal well and laid himself down supine with mouth open wide. All gaped in astonishment as Fiona squatted with her cunt hovering just above his maw. She released the golden cascade and thrilled as her loving slave guzzled every drop to perfection. And the same burning question came to he minds of Lilith, Eden and Edith as they looked down into the timorous eyes of their kneeling slaves: “Does he love me enough?”

Isaac was the first to be tested. Lilith put a hand to his forehead and shoved him backward, making it clear that he must lie on his back and open. She squatted, holding her womanhood within sight of his eyes and let her vintage pour down from her ragged cleft.

It filled his mouth to near overflowing before he summoned the will to swallow. There was slight spillage as the flow continued and his mouth was filled again. Lucky for him it was on the floorboards and not on the fine rug. But in the end he quaffed all with only slight loss. Lilith’s heart nearly burst in her joy at this new way of affirming his love. Edith and Eden quickly took their turns and poor Liam did spill near a tablespoon, though not from lack of trying. It did earn him a few stern slaps to the balls from his slightly disappointed mistress but then all was forgiven.

Lilith looked to Fiona. “I knew that glow of yours was from something special you were hiding but I never dreamed!”

It became a routine thing about the house, not just a convenience but a love affirming moment to be enjoyed several times throughout the day.

In the morning at the breakfast table Lilith held forth about her visions of the future.

“We have created a beautiful little world here good Sisters. But his world must burst its boundaries! It must spread far and wide, gathering Sisters and slaves uncounted into the fold of the Mother’s love. Where shall we begin?

PART SEVEN: THE SPREADING OF THE CREED

The presenting problem was simple: How to find likely converts. They spent that day brainstorming and finally focused on two individuals.

Fiona presented the first likely prospect, Martha, wife of Aaron, the owner of the Golden Pony. But it was abundantly clear he was owner in name only. There was no doubt who was in charge. Tall, broad hipped, big breasted, brown haired Martha henpecked her slender, wimpy husband without mercy. She did indeed order him around like a slave. Fiona divulged what she had observed.

Sometimes when she arrived to work early Fiona would hear Martha’s commanding voice coming from the kitchen and would sneak up to the doorway to spy on the goings on. Martha would have her husband groveling, scrubbing the floor while she berated and kicked him, sometimes sharply to the balls. And other times during the day Martha would be tense and annoyed with her husband’s bumbling efforts to perform his chores to her satisfaction and she would order him to accompany her into the storeroom and close the door tight. Perhaps half an hour later Martha would emerge, smiling and looking relaxed, smoothing wrinkles from her skirt and Aaron would come out behind her, wiping his face on his sleeve and tenderly rubbing his behind as if it was sore. Fiona now knew enough to suspect the obvious. She proposed that Martha be invited to dinner one evening at the house along with Aaron. All agreed it was a capital idea.

The next morning Fiona returned to work at the inn and at day’s end extended her invitation. Martha knew of the fine house five miles up the road among the spreading oaks and of the three mysterious women who lived there. Her curiosity was piqued and she accepted, though she concealed her burning anticipation. Fiona told her to come at seven and just go in through the back door into the kitchen and sit down at the table. Dinner would be ready and Fiona and the others would join her shortly.

They decided to waste no time with preliminaries and get right down to business. Martha arrived with Aaron and sat down at the big table with him standing next to her. The room was fragrant with the aroma of roasting beef.

A door opened and her eyes widened and her jaw dropped at the procession that entered the room. Lilith led the way, stark naked and leading naked Isaac by a leash on his cock ring. The others followed in similar state. Before she could speak each woman took a seat at the table and the naked male she led went down to hands and knees and crawled underneath it to take position with his head between her knees. Lilith broke the silence.

“Warmest welcome Martha. Fiona here has told us you properly stern and demanding of your husband and know how to keep him in his place. We are of like mind regarding the male and invite you to join our little circle of friends. Please undress if you like and have your husband do likewise.”

Martha still sat silent and wide-eyed, but then a gleam came to her blue eyes and her hands went to her bodice. She stood and loosened it, then slid every stitch she wore down onto the floor while giving Aaron an impatient glare. He got the message and his hands busied themselves on his own garments until he stood naked. Another pointed look from Martha brought him to his knees. She pointed under the table and he groveled there and turned to face her as she sat down and pulled her chair in close. Lilith nodded and smiled.

A big pewter flagon filled with port sat in the center of the table with pewter goblets at each place. Lilith filled her goblet and passed the flagon along to Edith who poured and passed it along. All took a deep drink or two. Empty stomachs and strong wine loosened things up. Martha could tell from the slight grimacing and heightened breathing of the women that tongues were busy between their legs

“Well Martha, what say,” Lilith queried. “Will you be joining us?”

Martha reached under the table and took Aaron by one ear and pulled him forward closer between her legs, sighing as she felt his sweet tongue go softly to duty. As she spoke she gently tousled Aaron’s hair.

“I always wondered if there were others like me. I always felt different and alone. I seduced my husband into marriage because I found his temperament to be to my liking. I had to endure him sticking his thing in me early on but soon laid down the law and told him he was to give me the tongue pleasure only.”

“He is a bumbling incompetent, but at least he was able to learn to give me pleasure. He inherited the inn because he was an only child. I took charge from the start. He accepted my authority and is sweet an adoring. He is given menial chores that are within his limited capabilities. Sometimes he bungles even those and it irks me so…

Fiona broke in: “You make a trip to the storeroom with him!”

Martha burst out laughing. “Yes indeed I do! Twenty hard strokes of the cane on his behind and his tongue on my lady parts serve to ease my annoyance with him. And I’m pretty sure he often bungles on purpose just so I will take him to the storeroom. I can tell he craves the taste of my cunt and is willing to endure a caning just so he can lick it. He serves me at waking and at bedtime and several times during the day. Not every trip to the storeroom or woodshed is punitive. Sometimes you just need a quick one right?”

Lilith had a question: “Do you ever grant him release?”

“I let him use his hand once in a while under my supervision. I make him spurt onto my pussy and lick it up, then make him bring me to my delight. He complains of his balls aching but I ignore that. He gets his release when it pleases me to grant it. I do still catch him using his hand from time to time without my leave and then the cane is put to his things. He refrains for a time but he never really learns. But I see you have found a solution to that here, those cages on the cocks.”

“I was getting to that,” Lilith said. A China hutch with drawers was within her reach and she opened one and took out the cock cage she’d had Mark make up in a hurry for the occasion. She rolled it across to Martha. “Here you go Sister!”

Martha made Aaron come out from under the table and stand up while she installed the cage. Then she ordered him back under and chuckled. “Problem solved!”

Lilith had one more question, one she was almost afraid to ask: “Does he drink from you Martha?

The question caught Martha off guard and took her aback. Before she could compose herself her crimson blush revealed the truth so evasion was out of the question.

“Yes…I make him do that. I have for years. He likes it. Sometimes he begs for a drink. Is that wrong?”

They answered by way of warm smiles and shaking of heads. Lilith could only express her pleasant surprise.

“No! No! No Martha. You were way ahead of us in that. We just started last night! I’ll wager there might be things you can teach us!”

Martha sighed in relief.

They each drained another goblet and were famished. Dinner had been ready from the start and the slaves were dispatched to serve it. They fell to it, too ravenous to speak and when sated sat back and relaxed, still in silence. Then Lilith suggested they retire to the living room where a surprise awaited Martha that would change her life.

The tray covered with the scarlet cloth lay upon the table but Lilith wanted to talk a bit more before the unveiling. She broached the subjects of the superiority of Woman and the Divine Mother. Martha just sat nodding, taking it all in. The she spoke her piece.

“I have always believed Woman to be superior and having a higher power while the male is a lesser being, as you say. The idea of a Goddess, a Divine Mother is beautiful but I am a skeptical person. Can such be true?”

Lilith nodded in affirmation. “Oh yes it is Martha and tonight we intend to make a believer of you. We would like you to take new vows of matrimony as ordained by the Mother and then consummate your new marriage to Aaron in a way that will make you a most true believer. Then you may implant a ring in him such as you see in our slaves to signify your ownership of him.”

With that she took hold of the scarlet cloth and unveiled what lay beneath. This time there were five silvery cocks lying upon it. Lilith had put Mark to work making up some extra ones in anticipation of new converts.

Again, Martha gaped, speechless, at the big shiny mock members, each so much bigger than Aaron’s little thing. She felt her pussy warm and wetten. She was worldly enough to understand what was before her eyes. Sometimes she had playfully inserted two or three fingers in Aaron’s hind hole and fucked him with them and he seemed to like it. She had often dreamed of what it might be like to have a cock and stick it deep inside him to affirm her dominance. That dream could now come true. And the thought of having the ring in his cock to lead him by made her tingle between the thighs.

Lilith pressed the issue: “What do you say Martha? Would you like to have a silver cock? Would you like to deflower Aaron and make him yours completely?”

Martha could only nod slowly, still staring at the cocks.

Lilith rose and signed for all to do likewise, save for the slaves, who knelt beside their mistresses. Martha stood with Aaron on his knees facing her while Lilith voiced the phrases of the vow for him to repeat. He hesitated at first and Martha gave him a slap upside the head. Then his voice firmed and he spoke the sacred words.

Martha took up the cock from the table and handed it to him. Lilith and Eden each gave their slaves a push, urging them to help instruct Aaron in the installation of the cock upon his wife. Then they rolled the rug back. He found himself kneeling with the big tip just inches from his face. He Martha’s voice in its long familiar tone of command.

“Open your mouth and suck it husband!”

Ever obedient he opened wide and leaned forward, taking the big tip between his lips. She pressed forward and it slid in deeper. He had worshipped his wife’s pussy for years. He feared and adored her in almost equal measure and began to suck and lick in accordance, feeling happiness when she sighed in delight and petted his head tenderly.

Martha thrilled as Aaron showered his oral worship upon her member. Though it was inanimate, her imagination served to make it seem she could feel his caresses. She gyrated her hips to rub her clit against the leather enclosed base of the device, her pleasure growing. And only having it down his throat all the way would do. She pressed against his gullet. He gagged and drew back, but she was relentless and pressed harder, giving him a slap across the face like so many times before when his obedience was less that instant.

Impatient, she threw her hefty hips forward and his gullet gave, the flared glans making a soft pop as it slid in. More rolling thrusts drove it deeper and deeper until his face was in her dense thicket. Her lust rose and she began to rut down his throat, grinding hard upon her clit. She felt the welling up of orgasm and let it take her as she rammed the cock down all the way, threw her head back, giving out a wail of animal pleasure. A gush poured from her cunt and trickled down her thighs as her legs went rubbery. She grabbed his ears and held on tight until she firmed.

She put a hand on his forehead and pushed him back. The cock slid out with a louder pop that drew soft giggles from the women. The member dripped with his slobber. Martha spoke again in that tone of command.

“Turn around and bend over husband! It’s time for me to fuck you!”

He looked at the big member and cowered.

“It’s so big dear wife! Will it hurt?”

He heard more giggles from the women and then her stern voice again.

“What difference does that make dear husband? I’m going to fuck you with it and that’s that! Now turn around and offer yourself!”

With a tremulous sigh he obeyed, turning, bending forward and resting his head across his forearms, ass raised. She went to her knees behind him, gave his ass a slap and pressed the member against his puckering orifice. Taking a firm hold on his hips she drove forward with her own and Aaron screamed at the stretching intrusion. Martha showed no mercy, just rammed the cock in deeper, making him scream again.

Ruthless, she ground her hips while thrusting to stretch him further until no silver showed between them. Then she went to fucking hard, bent on propelling herself to the orgasm she could already feel brewing. He sobbed and sniveled and whimpered, exciting her all the more, as he writhed, trying in vain to escape her.

But then, to her surprise and delight his whimpers morphed into those of pleasure and soon he was writhing in that pleasure and moving in rhythm with her. She felt climax welling up and it hit hard when his moan of helpless pleasure and emasculated surrender fell upon her ears. A primal and feral sound was torn from her depths and the High Ecstasy consumed her as she saw a shining vision of the Mother of whom Lilith had spoken and became a true believer.

She leaned over his back in afterglow, her mind turning to the times she had caught him using his hand and how she had been tempted to just cut off those pesky balls and be done with it. That would put an end to his “hand parties” but she also knew it would make his attentions tepid. Now the realization came that she could use her cock to emasculate him as surely as if she had cut his balls off and she could do it over and over.

With that thought she pulled the cock out and stood. Aaron rose to his knees and her finger pointed at the puddle of cum he had spent onto the floor and her stern glare made it clear he was to lick it up. And when he finished and rose to his knees facing her the soiled member was close and she pressed it against his lips in silent command that he suck it clean.

Then Aaron found himself seized by the strong arms of four women as they hoisted him bodily onto the coffee table face up. He was strapped down securely and a piece of leather was shoved into his mouth.  He saw Martha’s hands before his eyes with the ring in one hand and the pin in the other while she spoke the ritual words: “With this ring…”

Her hands moved downward in the midst of the sentence and just at its end he felt the stabbing agony in his cock’s tip as the pin was run through it. He ground his teeth into the leather as the moment was burnt forever into his memory, along with another memory equally strong and enduring, the memory of the heavenly delight bestowed by his wife’s new cock that had made him adore her all the more. Already he yearned for the next time she would take him.

With the ring implanted Aaron was then made to understand he was the common property of all mistresses if his mistress wife gave permission. One by one the other four mistresses ritually requested that Aaron serve their pleasure and Martha gave each he leave. First Edith enjoyed his tongue, then Fiona, then Eden and finally Lilith. Then orgy broke out until all were spent.

In the morning they sat around the breakfast table with slaves beneath, brainstorming, plotting and planning the further spreading of the faith. Martha had some ideas.

“As innkeeper I do have my finger on the pulse of the village and countryside surrounding. And gossip flows freely from drunken lips. Fiona has her own eyes and ears. Between us we can surely ferret out other likely candidates. Even now I can think of three strong women who rule the roost at home. I’ll feel them out.”

Fiona spoke her piece.

“I think by now I know the signs of younger males ripe for enslavement and also of younger women of dominant nature. I’m sure I can find ways to put the two together through some subtle or not so subtle matchmaking.”

Edith had one immediate likely prospect.

“I know a woman in the city, Alma Clark. She’s about five years my senior, a rare beauty and a woman of wealth. I taught her piano for a while ten years ago and had occasion to meet her husband. They seemed very happily married, much in the way Mark and I have been, if you catch my drift. We became rather close and I was tempted to reach out but then her husband passed unexpectedly. She never remarried. I wonder if she’s lonely…”

Lilith told Martha and Fiona to pursue every lead. Then she proposed a visit to Alma as soon as possible. With Isaac and Mark along, they took a carriage ride into the city the next day and got a room in City Hotel for the night. They rehearsed their scheme and the next day made their way to Alma’s fine house with slaves in tow, slaves wearing minimal garments. Edith hoped she would be well remembered.

They knocked on the door and were greeted by a tall, slender and dark haired young maid with a stern and protective air about her. Tersely, she asked them to state their business. Edith introduced herself as an old friend and offered apologies for showing up uninvited. The maid left them standing in the foyer and went inside. Soon she returned with a much softened expression on her face and welcomed them. They entered, following her but leaving the slaves to wait in the foyer.

The maid led the to the parlor and invited them to sit on the sofa that faced a large and thronelike chair, obviously favored by the lady of the house. She said Madame would join them shortly.

Five minutes later Alma entered the room, smiling kindly at Edith. Tall, statuesque, with long flowing silver hair and a face of classic beauty, Alma carried herself with a regal dignity. She wore just and elegant robe of scarlet silk tied off at the waist. She apologized for her attire.

“I had just finished my bath when my maid Irene announced your visit. I didn’t want to keep you waiting Edith. We were such good friends years back. How has life been treating you? And who is your friend? She looks familiar.”

“Uncommonly well Alma! Very well indeed. And this is my dear friend Lilith Stone. Perhaps you remember, her father owned the mines and was a man of wealth and influence, now departed along with his wife.”

“Oh yes! I do recall seeing Lilith here and about but we were never introduced.”

They fell to reminiscences and Edith steered the subject to Alma’s late husband. Her eyes glistened as tears welled up when she spoke of him and her loneliness was evident. Edith pressed the issue, angling for an opening.

“Yes Alma! Such a sweet and gentle man. And I could see how he adored you. Tell me Alma, are you lonely? Do you still have certain…needs?”

Now tears flowed down her cheeks.

“So long! So long it’s been since I have felt a loving and adoring touch. I was deluged with loutish, fortune hunting suitors when I was widowed but how could such replace my dear James?”

Edith nodded.

“Would you like to feel that again Alma, that loving touch, that adoration? It could happen now, this very minute if you like?”

Alma was taken aback.

“Yes! Of course! But how? Who?”

With that Lilith clapped her hands loudly as a cue. Isaac and Mark entered the room, naked, having shed their clothes in the foyer. As instructed they went before Alma and fell to their knees. She gaped at the sight of the caged cocks with the rings pierced in their tips.

Memories came back of her marital secrets. If people had only known how behind closed doors she dominated, humiliated and degraded her James and how he seemed to adore her all the more for it. She had made him serve her over and over each day while denying him his own pleasure and release until her whim dictated that she grant it. His passionate worship escalated by the day, making her ever more reluctant to grant him the relief that would cool that passion for even a short while. And she did catch him using his hand once in a while and her wrathful riding crop would exact its vengeance upon his organs. He would tearfully beg forgiveness after such punishment and serve her with even greater ardor. And he would promise to refrain but always fail. The cages on the members of the slaves were the obvious solution to that same problem.

Lust rose in her, a wet itching heat between the thighs. She stood and took a step forward; eyes riveted upon the kneeling slaves as she shed her robe to reveal her pale resplendent nudity. Even at her age of 50 her skin was flawless and her large breasts firm and jutting. A study in exquisite curvatures the dense salt and pepper thicket at her loins formed the focal point of her body.

Lilith spoke in tone of command.

“Isaac, Mark! I believe mistress Alma would like some attention. I think you know what to do!”

Mark approached from the front while Isaac knee walked his way behind her. Alma gasped and tweaked at her nipples as Mark nuzzled in her bush and planted adoring kisses inside her thighs. Isaac’s tender lips caressed her shapely behind, covering every inch. Slowly he found his way to her cleft and worked his way downward toward her orifice while Mark’s tongue slipped into her wet crevice. Isaac pressed his face deep between her creamy mounts and his tongue found its target.

Alma parted her legs wider and put a hand behind each head to press it deeper into her intimate places. The caresses of well-trained tongues dizzied her and she grabbed their hair for balance. A scant five minutes served for orgasm to rock her to the depths, turning her legs to rubber as the room spun. Strong arms clasped around her to ease her down into her chair where she slumped in a sweet stupor, half conscious.

She shook her head to clear it and sat up to see the smiling faces of Edith and Lilith. The slaves bowed low to kiss her feet. It was more minutes before she could speak.

“How I have missed that! You knew didn’t you Edith? That one is your husband Mark isn’t it. I suspected the same of you but didn’t dare ask. Foolish of me in retrospect. I’ve had to use my fingers to keep my sanity, barely!”

She gave out a bawdy laugh.

“And my James had a delightful tongue but only one! You must have this all the time? Both of you?”

Lilith nodded.

“Yes indeed Alma and we want you to have it also to your heart’s content and much more besides. You have no idea! Women like us must join together to claim our divine birthright! You are welcome to enjoy our slaves without reservation until you can find one of your own. I know it’s soon to ask but can you think of any likely candidates?”

Alma looked thoughtful for a moment, then her eyes lit up.

“Well! There’s my young coach driver Ben. Quite a fetching young thing and, come to think of it I see adoration in his eyes when he looks at me; much like the adoration in the eyes of my James. I’ve dismissed it because we are not of similar social standing but now I think why not?”

“Convenient that he drives your coach,” Lilith said. “I would like you to join us at our house for dinner and some…entertainment tomorrow evening.”

“I would not miss it for the world!”

They took their leave. Unknown to all the maid Irene had been secretly watching the goings on. As matters proceeded her hand slipped down inside the waistband of her skirt and she fondled herself while staring rapt. She came in time with Alma and only her hand over her mouth and Alma’s mad orgasmic cry served to prevent others hearing hers.

The next evening at Lilith’s was sweet delight. Young, sandy haired, blue eyed, handsome Ben’s seduction was swift and sure. He poured out his pent up worship upon Alma’s luscious silver cunt, just as he had dreamed during so many nights of longing. And, as well he came to worship the other women who were to rule his life. Plans were made for a wedding that very Saturday night.

Alma came home the next day around noon and Irene served her lunch. Then Irene lingered instead of going about her other duties. She was shaking and blushing. She was Alma’s close confidant, almost like a daughter.

“What’s the matter child?”

Irene spoke in a trembling voice.

“The other day milady. With your visitors. I saw! I’m so sorry for spying! Please forgive me! But now I can’t help myself! I want that!”

“Oh, my dear Irene! There is nothing to forgive! If you want that you shall have it! There is something very special happening Saturday night at the home of my new friends. And I know you will be most welcome. Their goal is for all women to have that pleasure.”

The blessed ritual was held without fail that Saturday night. Ben succumbed to the silver cock and was enslaved to his mistress, wearing her ring.

Young Irene came to know the delights her new life was to bring. She enjoyed the tongues of all the slaves and donned the cock. And a yearning was born in her to have a slave of her own. Eden set about helping her. She had an idea.

Sunday dawned, a lovely, soon to be hot, summer day. After breakfast Eden took Irene aside and invited her to take a ride down the forest trail to the trout pond. She had a feeling. They mounted the horses barebacked, nude themselves. Eden took a length of leather rope along. Irene felt burning curiosity and anticipation.

The rode at a walk, silent on the soft ground. They approached the pond and Eden put a finger to her lips for silence and slipped soundlessly to the ground, signaling Irene to do likewise. The crept down the faint path that led through the woods to the pond, stopped behind the trunk of a big tree right at the edge and peered around it.

“Sure enough. Two young farm boys, barely of age sat on the bank holding fishpoles. Eden chose a different tactic this time: shock and awe. She stepped from behind the tree, tugging Irene’s hand so she would follow. Side by side they stepped with stealth toward the two who were intent upon watching their lines. When five paces away Eden let out a “pssst!”

They young men turned as one, spinning around onto their knees. Eyes grew wide and jaws dropped at the sight of the two naked beauties who had appeared from nowhere. Eden could see they were both naïve and virginal, tender and easy prey. She stepped slowly toward them and Irene followed her lead. The youths were transfixed, rooted on the spot. Eden took the one on the right, a blond haired and blue eyed young thing and Irene strode toward the other, dark haired and brown eyed. When Eden came within reach she took the blond one’s head between her hands and pulled his face into her nappy bush, then rolled her hips while working his head up and down, rubbing her poon over his face. She felt him yield and surrender to her scent and taste.

Irene took Eden’s cue and did the same with the other. A mad thrill ran through her as the young man succumbed and she sensed the power of her womanhood and dominant will. Almost as one they pushed their young prey unto their backs and sat down on their faces, commanding them to lick. And they came in near unison as well, the young tongues, though untutored, nevertheless served with passion.

Irene saw Eden reverse herself and press her hind hole to his lips while taking his organ in her hand and stroking it. She followed suit, feeling the sweetness of his tongue upon her orifice marveling at how she had so quickly induced such surrender. She enjoyed his rimming until her clit cried out and shifted to offer it to his tongue.

Irene heard Eden’s ecstatic wail and glanced over to see the young man’s member spurting his strength up over his belly. She had continued the stroking herself and felt the extra stiffening portending her new slave’s ejaculation. Her own desire rose to crescendo and she came, filling his mouth with her salty gush just as the young thing erupted with a force that propelled the creamy stuff onto her belly and breasts. She heard Eden giggle at the sight of it.

Eden dismounted and knelt beside the blond one, scooping his cum up with her fingers and feeding it to him. Irene laid down on her back and made her slave lick his leavings from where ever they lay.

Both young males were enthralled and enslaved by their sudden and wild introduction to the erotic and meekly permitted Eden to tie the rope she had brought tight around their balls. The women mounted and led the young things home, Irene now with a slave to call her own, Jared and the other, Adam, would be given to any aspiring new mistress who might be in need of one.,

And thus, the faith was spread. Martha’s suspicions of the women she had spoken of proved true and they came into the fold with ready-made slave husbands. Fiona reached out to three prospects of her own and Ethan’s persuasive tongue did its job to perfection. Young Adam was bestowed upon the first to join and the others two soon used their wiles and newfound dominant wills to ensnare their own. Joyous weddings were held, slaves were deflowered, rings implanted.

It was now a full blown congregation, a baker’s dozen mistresses and their slaves. The house could hold no more and there were sure to be more and soon. Then Lilith remembered the old mine up on the mountainside. Multi-skilled slave Mark had taken on some of the young slaves as apprentices of sorts and they went to work in the mine, transforming it into a temple, a place of worship, and a dungeon for the imprisonment of any male who stood against the Mother and her Daughters. The dungeon would not be empty for long.

PART EIGHT: WOE ONTO THE PIG-MALE

Sheriff Oscar Blunt was under increasing pressure from local families over the strange disappearances of multiple young men in his jurisdiction. Fat, lazy, loutish, swinish, he yet fancied himself to be quite the lady’s man and his repugnant advances were the plague of the young women in the village of Wyndham, ten miles from Lilith’s house where his jail was. His de facto headquarters was the town’s tavern, the Cock’s Roost.

The list of disappearances had grown lately. A young preacher had even vanished first without a trace. His suspicions always focused on that house full of seemingly unattached women five miles up the road. He had confronted one or the other of them more than once by the gate and was stonewalled. And he had no evidence, just suspicion born of their not being properly married and under male control. He had asked the local judge for a warrant to search the place but was denied because he had no real evidence.

One day after being berated by several families he decided he’d had enough. He deputized a young shiftless man named Jasper, a drinking buddy and sycophant, to come along with him to investigate more aggressively and warrants be damned. They headed out, Oscar telling no one of his plans. First they rode past the gate. The hefty blond woman was standing just inside of it plucking weeds from a flower bed. Oscar just gave her a cold stare and they rode on down the road, out of sight, into the forest to the bridge where the stream crossed the road. They dismounted and tied their horses to the rail and crept through the woods back toward the house.

Edith had heard their hoofbeats while she was out by the road with naked Mark, supervising his weeding. At her sharp command Mark dived into a thick stand of tall flowers and was unseen as the sheriff and Jasper rode by. When they passed from her sight she sent Mark scurrying back to the house to give warning that the sheriff was snooping about.

Oscar and Jasper snuck up to the edge of the yard and crouched behind some bushes. What they saw made Oscar’s eyes grow wide in righteous indignation. Two women he hadn’t seen before were standing over four naked men who were on hands and knees weeding a vegetable garden. The men fitted the descriptions he had gotten of those who had disappeared. Then a naked man came into view who was harnessed to a cart. That tall black haired woman who seemed to own the place urged him along with a whip. He passed by close enough for Oscar to see his lack of balls.

His heart hammered and his blood boiled. Now he had the bitches! He would get a warrant, form a posse and the long arm of the law would have its way. They would raid the place. He crouched there for a few more minutes, gloating, and then there was a hard blow to the back of his head. He saw stars and then all went black.

Eden and Fiona stood over the two unconscious males holding heavy hickory sticks. They alerted Lilith and slaves were put to work dragging the sheriff and his flunky to the stable.

Oscar awoke to find himself naked and hanging by the ankles, his hands bound behind him. And standing nearby he saw a group of several women, naked too. He could only see them from the waist down, hairy pussies of varying colors. Closest to him stood that tall black woman he had seen sometimes and another shorter shapely one with a ginger bush. Fear filled him when he saw the long whips in their hands. He cast his eyes about and to his left he saw Jasper also hanging upside down, stark terror in his eyes. And kneeling a bit farther away were numerous naked men with golden rings implanted in their cock tips. He saw who he thought must be that dark-haired women approaching to stand between the two with the whips. He heard her voice, dripping with contempt and loathing.

“Just go to work on them until they cry. I’m not sure what I want to do with them yet. I’ll think about it while I watch.”

Then the flogging commenced, searing lashes biting his flesh from before and behind. He realized there were other whip wielding women behind him and Jasper, two of them flailing at each of them. The lashing was relentless and he first howled in torment but then went to sniveling and whimpering, begging for mercy, which only incited greater cruelty. Lashes started striking his dangling organs, eclipsing the agony of before. He broke down into pathetic and hopeless blubbering and sobbing, hearing the same from Jasper. As if at a signal the flogging ceased and he hung whimpering.

Then he heard the voice of that dark-haired woman who seemed to be the leader again.

“This one is fat and he stinks. There is no pleasure to be had from him. And we know his reputation for lustful advances. Take his balls and be done with it!”

Jasper hung there consumed by terror. He heard Oscar’s cry of pain and despair as the cut was made. His horror redoubled when he saw the severed balls tossed onto the floor and the feral cat darted out to grab them and scurry back to its hiding place. Eden and Fiona lowered the sheriff and dragged him by the feet into a horse stall and slammed the gate shut. He would become a beast of burden, harnessed in tandem with eunuch Jake to a larger cart. “Oscar the Ox” would lead a life of toil under the whip.

Then Jasper heard that cruel woman’s iron voice again.

“This one is a reasonably presentable specimen and there might be ways to get some enjoyment from him. Let’s let him have his chance to give tongue pleasure and then we’ll vote on whether or not he gets to keep his balls.”

Lilith called the women into a huddle. There were thirteen of them so a tie vote was impossible. She told them of her plan to terrorize Jasper for the sake of some cruel amusement and all of them cackled wickedly. Jasper heard and his terror mounted further.

He was lowered to the floor and kept bound with the rope on the pulley still tied to his leg irons. Eden and Fiona took him under the arms and raised him to his knees. Two of the naked men carried a wooden armchair forth and placed it just two paces in front of him. A full figured, brown haired woman settled herself into the chair with her legs spread wide, ankles resting on the arms, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can.

She gave him a leering grin and beckoned him. He hesitated and got a shove from behind, sighed in resignation and knee walked the short distance between them. When he came within her reach she grabbed his hair and pulled his face toward her crotch. Her scent wafted over his nostrils as he heard her command, spoken in a voice oozing lustful contempt.

“Lick me boy! See if you can give me pleasure and then I’ll vote: Cut or keep!”

Scorn for this act was a daily topic among the hangers on in the tavern, including, of course, the sheriff. They would hurl taunts at any woman about how they would never lick them between the legs but rather expect their cocks to be sucked. Now the fate of his balls hung upon performing the scorned act to her satisfaction.

She pulled his face into her oozing hairy slit and her scent flooded him and, despite himself his cock stiffened. He stuck out his tongue to taste her and felt a weakening and a yielding. His shameful secret was that he was still virgin and what lay between the thighs of woman was yet enigma to him. Never had he suspected the allure of that hairy mystery. He lapped about with his tongue; efforts spurred at first by terror but then by desire as well, ingesting mouthfuls of her poon and feeling it changing him. He cast about, licking everywhere with a growing sense of worship, seeking the places and movements that might please her. She began to guide him and he could sense her building lust.

The there was a further testing of his submission. She pushed his head back and raised her knees to her breast and spoke to him through gritted teeth.

“Look down to the bottom boy! You will lick me there too if you know what’s good for you!”

He looked low to her place of shame, the puckering vortex he had never laid eyes upon either. With a sigh of resignation, he put tongue to it, finding her soiled, sensing her expectation that he clean her. His face was pressed into her oozing hairy cunt. And somehow this degradation evoked an even greater feeling of surrender.

After some minutes, her lust seemed to peak and she pulled him back upward by the ears. He felt a turgid little nubbin under his tongue and knew to lick it and suck it. Her strong thighs clenched of his head and she gave voice to her ecstasy, then went limp in afterglow. When she firmed she stood and the chill hand of terror clutched his heart at the one word she spoke: “Cut!”

No sooner had she spoken than a slender, dark haired woman slipped into the chair and shoved his face into her cunt. He used every art he had learned in his brief introduction to the lady parts and she came hard but again he heard that dreaded word, accompanied by a cruel chuckle: “Cut!”

On it went, cunt after cunt presented to him, each unique, the nappy black one, the salt and pepper one, the ginger one. He kept mental count of the votes to cut or keep and they totaled to six of each. He had counted thirteen women. The last woman to present her pussy to be served was the tall, dark haired leader. He served her with abject terror and adoration until she gave her primal wail. She stood and he felt a pulling on his feet. He knew he was being hauled aloft again and terror gripped him tighter because he thought it could only mean one thing. She had yet to voice her vote.

He hung there in dread, seeing her pussy just a pace before his eyes. He knew the fate of his balls hung on the whim of this cruel beauty. Then he felt pain and relief at once as she gave his balls a harsh slap and called out: “Keep!”

Lilith then pronounced the sentence he would serve as punishment for his pig-male behavior.

“This one is to lead a life of punitive enslavement. He will be imprisoned in the dungeon and any Sister who happens to be in a cruel mood may have her way with him to get it out of her system. Our dear, sweet husbands should not have to bear the brunt of our anger.”

Jasper was lowered to the ground and an iron ring was pierced into the tip of his cock. A heavy weight on a chain was attached to the ring. Eden clipped a chain leash to the ring and she and Fiona led him up the hill on the trail that led to the mine. He hobbled along in leg irons, carrying the weight.

They reached the entrance to the mine, now fitted with heavy, oaken iron bound doors. They entered a narrow passage that widened into a broad circular chamber, its ceiling shored up by massive oak posts and beams. This was now the temple nave.

There were ten side tunnels that had been dug into the walls of the central chamber as the miners had followed the veins of ore. One of them went in a hundred feet with numerous side tunnels of its own. These had been made into cells, iron bars across the openings with swinging doors. Jasper was led into the first cell and left there with just a pile of straw to sleep on and a meager blanket to cover himself with. There was a chamber pot as well. He was to be the first of what came to be known as “utility slaves” whose sentences of castration were suspended but kept hanging over them as motivation to submit, obey and give pleasure.

Filling the other dungeon cells with pig-males became second only in importance to finding new converts.

Over five years the cult of the Mother grew, slowly at first, but then growth accelerated and Lilith found herself at the head of a flock of forty mistresses with their slave husbands. Eyes and ears were everywhere. Pig-males who raped and abused with what they thought would be impunity would instead find themselves hanging upside down from a beam in the temple nave to suffer under the whip and be adjudicated, “cut or keep.” Most often it would be their victims who would cast the deciding vote after the perp had performed upon them the selfless act he had scorned. If the vote was “cut” it would be that same victim who would do the honors. And those erstwhile victims would become converts with fanatical zeal for righting the wrongs inflicted by the pig-male. Six

Late on evening, Alec Rogers, age 30, sat at his customary table in the Cock’s Roost tavern with his sycophant pals surrounding him, all leaning in close to listen as he recounted his latest rape in a hoarse half whisper. Every few minutes the gang would lean back in gales of mirth at the indignities to which he had forced young Helen to submit.

Unknown to him, the keen ears of Molly Ames, a new serving maid and recently married convert, were taking in his every word as she went about her duties. Molly had taken the job at the tavern for the express purpose of ferreting out the likes of Alec. She knew Helen, another citizen of Wyndham. He rambled on, blissfully unaware of how soon comeuppance awaited him. Buxom, blond, blue-eyed Molly would also serve as bait.

Tall, dark, handsome Alec ended his tale and leaned back in his chair, taking a deep swig of ale, a smug grin on his face. His eyes fell upon Molly and he hardened in his pants. She would be next and soon.

It drew near to midnight and Alec downed the one final ale Molly had served him. She gave him a coquettish look as she bent over to put the mug down before him, giving him a glimpse of the ample breasts that were half exposed by her low-cut red dress. She whispered an invitation.

“Out back, behind the shed, ten minutes. I’ll be waiting!” She reached under the table and patted his hard thing. He had not seen her slip the knock-out potion into his ale. Over the next ten minutes he drained the mug, then headed out the back door, thinking his rubbery legs were from the ale.

He rounded the shed and there she was, jaybird naked in the moonlight. Just as he made a move toward her things began to spin and go blurry. He crumpled to the ground. Eden and Fiona emerged from their hiding place behind a hedge and the three of then picked up Alec and carried him to a buckboard wagon that was parked nearby. They tossed him in and covered him with a sailcloth and drove away slowly and unseen.

Helen, age 20, Alec’s most recent and final victim was tall, statuesque, chestnut haired with big dark eyes; also, a virgin and naïve. Strong willed, no shrinking violet, she had fought him like a tigress after he had lured her behind that very shed by way of his blandishments and tried to force her virtue. He had no choice but to draw his knife and use that threat to subdue her. He made her lie on her belly, pulled a short rope from his pocket and bound her hands behind her.

Then it was up onto her knees to suck his cock, the knife held to her throat. He made her swallow what spurted from him. After forcing her to suck him to hardness again he threw her to the ground, hiked up her skirt, tore off her undergarments and put his shaft to her.

When satisfied he cut her bonds and walked away without looking back as she lay sullied and degraded, weeping. She knew there was no recourse for her. The fat sheriff had recently vanished without a trace and even if not he was often seen with Alec in the Cock’s Roost drinking and laughing it up. She would have to swallow her shame and try to live with it. But a vengeful rage was also born in her.

A few days later Helen was in the marketplace buying foodstuffs when Molly pulled her aside, telling her she knew of her ordeal and commiserated. Helen broke down in tears in Molly’s arms and Molly gave her to know there could be vengeance and justice. She invited Helen to Lilith’s house that evening for dinner and some “entertainment” of which she spoke with a gleam in her eye. Helen’s rage had been boiling within her and she accepted the invitation, curiosity piqued.

Dinner was served and she was introduced to Lilith, Edith, Fiona and Eden. After the meal and ample wine, they retired to the living room and then the naked slaves were brought forth and made to kneel in line before her. The other women shed their clothing and just looked invitingly at Helen, who took her cue and did the same, eyes riveted all the while on the slaves, feeling a warm tingling between her thighs. She sat back into her chair. Lilith spoke to her kindly.

“Helen, we know of your ordeal and deeply sympathize. We have invited you here to welcome you into a properly ordered world with the male in his fitting place. This evening, if you wish, you will be treated to the pleasure that is you divine birthright. Alec, your tormenter, is confined here and tomorrow evening you may know vengeance and justice. But without further ado…”

Eden offered her Liam to Helen for the evening, then excused herself and made her way up to the mine to have some sport with slave Jasper. She had a cruel and vengeful streak due to her treatment at the hands of her white masters and poor Jasper was to be her whipping boy in their stead.

Liam groveled to Helen, nuzzled into her bush and planted tender kisses between her thighs until she parted them and raised them to her breast. The first caresses of a worshipful tongue were forever stamped in her memory. The wriggling slithering organ seemed to know every spot that would bring delight and within the minute tender lips were clenched upon her berry and that tongue was coaxing her along relentlessly to her crescendo. A stranger to the ecstasy, she gave out a primal wail and convulsed, quivered and went limp, molding gelatinous into the chair.

One by one the slaves served her, tapping a wellspring of orgasmic delight she could never have imagined. The tongues even caressed her hind hole with adoration. Then the silver cocks were unveiled and the orgy broke out.

In the end Helen slouched in an armchair, sated and languid. Her ravaging and mastering of the slaves with her new cock filled her with a sense of iron will and dominance. Her thoughts turned to the morrow and her vindication. A perfect plan of ultimate vengeance was hatched in her fertile mind, transformative, revolutionary.

Alec languished in a cell in the mine, still bound hand and foot. Time seemed to pass at a snail’s pace. Torches mounted in the wall of the tunnel where his cell was, gave all an amber glow. After time, a tall black woman and a shorter, somewhat plump one with ginger hair, both naked, came to the cell door. Each carried a big bucket full of steaming hot water towels and rags. The black woman also held a bar of lye soap and a straight razor. The other held a coil of thin leather rope.

He was doused with one bucket of the nearly scalding water. They soaped him down and scrubbed him with the rough rags. Then the black woman shaved his face. The second bucket was dumped over him for a rinse and he was dried off with rougher towels.

The short redhead put a noose in the end of the rope and slipped it around his balls, then yanked it painfully tight. They led him from the cell and he hobbled behind them, being tugged along harshly when he fell behind their brisk pace.

They entered a large circular torch lit underground chamber shored up by massive timbers. A rope with a hook on the end of it hung low in the chamber’s center. He looked up and saw a pulley with the rope running through it fastened to beam high above. They led him to where the hook hung and made him lie on his belly. Then he heard a squeaking overhead and felt his feet being pulled upward. Soon he hung upside down with his head a yard off the floor.

All this height allowed him to see was the hairy cunts of the two women. Then he saw the hairy legs of two naked men who carried a large, thronelike wooden chair. They set it down about five paces away and turned to leave. Terror gripped his heart when he saw there was nothing where their balls were supposed to be. Little did he know one of them was his drinking pal the sheriff.

The people started entering the chamber, more nude women of all descriptions. And each led a naked man by a leash clipped to a ring pierced through his cock’s tip. The women led the men off to a place behind the chair and made them kneel in a semicircle. Then they formed a circle around him at perhaps ten paces distance. He could not count them but they were many. A hush fell.

Two women approached him, one with a dense raven bush, the others of a chestnut color. That one grabbed him by the hair and pulled him up so he could see her face. Helen! And on that face and in those big dark eyes was a leer of lust and loathing. Her lip curled in contempt as she spoke.

“Justice will be served tonight Alec!”

The other woman grabbed his balls and gave them a hard and painful twist while she spoke to him.

“You may or may not have these when things are concluded Alec. Much depends on if you can show sincere remorse and repentance!”

Then she spoke to the assembled women, retaining her grip.

“Witness now the punishment of Alec, rapist and flagrant pig-male. Will these balls be spared or will they be severed? Your vote will decide!”

He saw that black woman come into view holding two long whips in each hand. She handed one to Helen, one each to the dark and red haired women and kept one for herself. Then they spread apart in four directions and he could see only legs and loins and hands. Helen was straight before him and he saw her take a wide stance with her feet. The long whip in her hand trailed behind her. Then she swung it with a whooshing sound that was echoed by other similar ones from three directions. The searing lashes bit him as one and his scream echoed in the chamber.

One and on the merciless flogging went, many a lash falling upon his organs, until he was zebra striped with red and bleeding welts, sobbing and blubbering without inhibition. The lashing ceased but then he saw Helen holding a thin wooden cane in her hand. She came close and pulled him up to face her again and spoke in a voice dripping disdain.

“Now your tender and precious parts will get my special attention! You have enjoyed using them to defile and degrade women haven’t you? Persuade yourself if you can that the pleasure you have taken with them is worth what follows!”

The cane whistled through the air and struck his balls full force, the agony eclipsing that of the flogging upon just one stroke. She rained her strokes in a flurry on his orbs and the tender underside of his cock until he broke down again into sobbing pleas for mercy. She stopped.

“What Alec? I couldn’t hear you?”

“Please! No more!”

“No more of what? Oh! You must mean this!”

She unleashed another flurry of strokes until he felt as if his organs were mere pulp and he broke down in a manner utterly craven and pathetic, any trace of his “manliness” gone. Then there was merciful respite. He felt himself being lowered to the floor and when he lay upon it Eden and Fiona hoisted him up to his knees. He saw Helen seated on the wooden throne, beckoning him with a leer and a crooked finger as she sat with legs apart and ankles resting on the chair’s arms. Eden gave him a sharp kick to the behind to urge him to grovel to her.

He crawled across the floor; eyes focused between her thighs as he approached. His organ had entered woman’s intimate place time and again but he had never deigned to even glance at what was between the thighs of his conquests or victims. Now the hairy mystery was revealed and he felt its magnetism, much to his shock, he who had scorned the act he knew would now be expected of him.

And he knew giving pleasure to this erstwhile victim of his was the key to escaping further of the torment had had just endured. He came within her reach and she grabbed his forelock to pull him close, but then held him back. Her feral fragrance flooded his nostrils and despite himself he strained forward with tongue reaching out. How could he have known of the animalistic allure that now enticed him?

With a soft and knowing chuckle she let go her grip and he pitched forward, pressing his face into her oozing cunt. His first taste of her brought incipient surrender and under her guidance he found the spots that pleased and aroused. A tug on his ear led him to where her berry hid beneath the apex of her labia and when his tongue touched it and she drew in breath in her delight he knew the time was near. After tender licking and sucking her long silken thighs clamped upon his head as she arched her back and cried out, a salty gush spurting out into his mouth. He swallowed and he felt it cause a slight chink in the armor of his pig-male mindset.

Her body slacked and she drooped in her savoring, but soon roused from it and he met another test of his submission. She raised her knees higher and pushed his head lower so his eyes fell upon her nether orifice. He heard her speak through gritted teeth, a snarling tone.

“You will lick me there now! You remember the whips and my cane? And no doubt you saw the fine “gentlemen” who carried in this throne?”

Warning taken he steeled himself to extend his tongue and put it to her soiled vortex. Confusion came over him as he tasted it. Was there a strange sweetness upon his tongue? Did he feel a hunger for that taste? Why did he feel a twinge of joy when she sighed in delight as he licked her? What was happening to him?

He yielded to his own admission that he was feeling as if in heaven with his face buried in her cunt, nose up inside her cavern, tongue finding lusciousness in that place he had once thought vile. And his sore and bruised organ was as stiff as a stick. He showered wriggling worship upon her.

Her breathing quickened as her arousal mounted under his attentions and he felt a tug on his hair as she drew him back up to her apex to again find her berry. He heard her command, spoken with clenched jaw: “Your finger! In my hole!”

He surprised himself with his immediate obedience as he gently slid a digit into her. She gasped and reached down to take his wrist and pull back and forth on it, urging him to finger fuck her while he sucked her clit. The orgasm that rocked her left him awestruck and this time he was filled with that mystifying joy at having given her such bliss.

But then there was befuddlement, because when she roused from her afterglow she just stood and stepped aside while a hefty brown haired rather plain woman took her seat and presented her big hairy cunt to him. He drew back slightly and, impatient with his hesitation, she grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her oozing and hirsute crevice.

Fear took hold, especially from his memory of the eunuchs he had seen, and he came to realize what kind of women now held him captive, helpless and at their mercy. He sensed his own balls would be forfeit if he failed to serve the pleasure of the earthy and lustful creature who was now rubbing and ramming her pussy in his face in silent but threatening command.

He used what he had learned under Helen’s brief tutelage to satisfy her, going down to lick the bottom as he knew was expected if he wanted to preserve his fruit. No sooner had he finished her than he was presented with the nappy raven cunt of that cruel, whip wielding black woman. Was he fated to serve each and every woman in this assemblage? Indeed, he was. When he finished Eden Alma’s salt and pepper bush tickled his cheeks. On and on it went in a seeming eternity until the last of them slumped languid and sated in the chair. Like many of them, she petted his head tenderly before she rose, making him feel hope his balls were safe. But he had served 41 mistresses and now his balls hung in the balance.

Then terror struck again when he felt a pulling at his feet and realized he was being hauled aloft again. Was it to be another whipping and more cruel strokes of the cane upon his organs? When he hung suspended again he saw before him the raven pussy of that woman who seemed to be mistress of ceremonies. She turned slowly as she spoke again to the audience.

“Now Sisters! The time has come. Give voice to your votes be they cut or be they keep!”

Her meaning was clear enough. The voting commenced as he hung there consumed by fearful suspense. He heard each vote spoken loudly going clockwise around the chamber, echoing from the timbers: “Cut!” “Keep!” “Cut!” “Cut!” “Keep!” “Cut!”

He dangled there, his face caked with their amber poon, his belly filled with that and their salty ejaculate, the heady elixir of Woman’s pleasure, a powerful essence he felt suffusing him, changing him. And a sincere and deep sense of remorse and repentance came over him. But was that too late? Would his balls be taken despite it?

He had lost all count of the votes but they seemed near even. The voices of the women went full circle. Helen and that dark haired one still stood close by. He heard the steely voice of the latter as she offered her vote. He had served her along with the rest and her pleasure had seemed deep and satisfying. So, his heart sank when he heard “cut!” Then she addressed the assemblage.

“It seems our victim and aggrieved party has the deciding vote. What will it be Helen? Cut or keep?”

His heart hammered in his chest and his pissed himself in his dread, drawing gales of laughter. And then he broke down into sobs and tears of relief when he heard Helen’s voice: “Keep!”

The dark-haired one spoke again.

“Now Helen, you also have say in the sentence he will serve as punishment. What will it be?”

His mind reeled at the words following.

“I claim him as my own! I will break him, train him, bend him to my will and make him adore me without limit or reservation. Then our wedding date will be set. He will suck my silver cock and with it I will deflower and unman him. I will implant my ring and we will be wife and husband, mistress and slave. I will enjoy our marital pleasures until I feel an itch to find another to enthrall and enslave. When that one succumbs to my will and we are to be wed it will be then that I take Alec’s balls as my final vengeance!”

CHAPTER NINE: THE ITCH

Alec was put into a cell for the night and all retired. Helen joined Lilith, Eden, Fiona and Edith for breakfast the next morning. She had spoken bold words the night before and was determined to fulfil them but had to admit to some uncertainty as to how. Lilith herself, though experienced in the arts of male subjugation, wasn’t sure herself.

“You are breaking new ground Helen. We have reduced pig-males to a state of terrified submission by way of the whip and cane and by the threat of castration but no Sister has ever even tried to reform an inveterate pig-male and make a suitable slave husband of him. Our husbands have all been males with innate desire to submit and serve. Does anyone else have any Ideas?”

Eden chimed in but she had only a theory.

“You have tortured and terrorized him Helen, which was fitting and just. But the goal is not pain for the sake of pain. That is just a means to a greater end. That end is his willing submission and enslavement. Perhaps the time for mere cruelty and pain has passed, though with some exceptions. Maybe it is time for him to know kindness and pleasure for a week or so. Then we can move on to a mingling of pain and pleasure that will befuddle him. That might bend his mind as much as the whip and crop. And he has imbibed heavily of the essence of Woman. We have come to know how that can weaken the will of even the worst pig-male. Go to him after breakfast and bring him to the house. We’ll bathe and shave him, lay him out on a soft bed and bind him down to it. Then we’ll make things up as we go along.

Helen went to fetch Alec from the dungeon. She took along thin leather rope. When he saw her come to the cell door he cowered in the corner but she could also see how his eyes feasted upon her nakedness. She entered the cell and went to him, speaking gentle words and coaxed him to stand up. He was still chained, irons on his ankles, hands cuffed behind him. She tied a noose in the rope and slipped it over his still sore and tender balls, indulging herself by tightening the noose with a sharp yank that made him yelp. She led him hobbling down to the house still unable to resist tugging on the rope, just to hear him yelp some more, wanting to make him think further torture awaited him.

A bath had been prepared and she helped him into the tub and bathed him with tenderness, sensing his confusion at her kindness after last night’s cruelty. Then she led him to the bedroom where Lilith and Eden helped her bind him face up onto the bed, ankles tied to the posts at the head of it and a long rope tied fully around the bed and across his chest. His hands were still bound behind him and pinned beneath his body.

Alec’s heart raced as he lay there in terror, surrounded by those cruel and lustful beauties, helpless and at their mercy once again. He could only wonder what new torment they might have in store for him. He saw Helen climb onto the bed and then she sat upon his chest looking down at him, though not with rage and cruelty in her eyes like the night before, but rather kindness and warm desire.

She shifted forward so her pussy was inches from his face and her scent flooded his nostrils, compelling him to strain upward with tongue extended in spite of himself, but it was just out of reach. Helen laughed, but kindly and put a tender hand to his cheek as she spoke.

“You hunger for it now, don’t you Alec? I’ll bet you never dreamed such a thing. You may taste me now and give me pleasure. Then we will do some things you will enjoy very much!”

She shifted forward and planted her cunt over his face. He had learned much through servicing forty one mistresses to save his balls and Helen got the benefit. His adoring subservience and skills soon had her at the brink and she guided him to her pink pearl to finish her. She gushed heavily in the midst of her primal wail and was pleased at how he swallowed it with seeming thirst.

Then she reversed herself and put her anus to his lips. His tongue wriggled in deep. While he rimmed her Lilith and Eden doused their hands in warm peanut oil and began to fondle and tease his cock and balls.

Alec felt their ministrations as he lay with his face between Helen’s shapely silken cheeks. The stroking of his cock and the kneading of his balls soon had him craving release and those knowing hands would coax him to the very brink and then withdraw just as he felt the first twinge that signaled coming. His balls began to ache from his need. Helen shifted to feed him her pearl again and the caresses to his organs grew ever more maddening. They took him to the brink one last time and held him just on the edge until Helen cried out and came. At just that moment a few quick strokes along his length sent him over the edge and he knew heavenly relief as he felt his strength spurting up across his belly. Helen turned again to sit on his chest and looked down at him with tenderness as she spoke.

“Did you like that Alec?”

“Yes! So much! Thank you!”

“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it but we are far from done with you. Now give me some more of that tongue love to my hind hole and we will start all over!”

She moved forward far enough to press her anus to his lips and settled down over him. His nose was deep in her musky cavern and he gave in to the sweet indignity. Those artful hands went back to their work upon his organs. On and on went the heavenly ordeal until he ejaculated for the fourth time, the last one being just a few clear spurts and then dry spasms. He was emptied. His cum lay thick upon his belly and they scooped it up with their fingers and made lick it off of them. By then it was afternoon and Helen led him back to his cell.

Over the course of a week the same was repeated until he began to take it for granted that he would enjoy coming without inhibition. First Helen would tease and taunt him while sitting upon his chest, holding her cunt just out of reach and giggling as he strained upward to reach it. She would taunt him for his newfound craving for the taste of pussy, never failing to remind him of his erstwhile rejection of the selfless act. Then she would cover his face with her cunt and the heavenly torment would begin. It was maddening, but irresistible delight.

Eden told Helen of ideas for the next phase of Alec’s breaking and training. Some pain would be introduced to the process.

After that week of unalloyed pleasure Helen fetched him from the cell again in the morning and led him to the house. He was hard and hungry for the taste of her and looking forward to his delights. They bound him to the bed again and Helen mounted him as usual. Her now beloved pussy engulfed his face and he felt the artful ministrations of Eden and Lilith.

As they coaxed him to the brink he humped upward with his hips in expectation of sweet release. Lilith picked up a cane she had hidden under the bed and raised it high in her right hand as she stroked his shaft with her left. When she felt the extra hardening that portended his coming and heard him moan in anticipation of the first wave of pleasure she brought the cane down in a cruel stroke across his balls. His scream of shock and torment was muffled by Helen’s lush tissues and his orgasm was ruined, agony replacing his delight.

Helen came and sat back, looking down on him with an expression of cruel amusement.

“Now you will never know what it is to be Alec, pleasure or pain? We’ll continue now until I am satisfied and you are drained.”

They let him come the last three times without the cane and Helen took him back to the cell. The next morning, as he was led down to the house his mind was reeling. Every night he had been dreaming of the heavenly pleasures the next day would bring but now anticipation of pleasure and fear of the pain whirled alternately through his head. When the thought of pleasure came to the fore he would hurry along behind Helen and there would be slack in the leash on his balls. Then fear of the pain took hold and he would hang back and she would yank him along, impatient to get her own pleasure.

But when he was bound down and she lowered herself onto his face her scent and taste drove all else from his mind and he served her with passionate adoration. He felt the hands go to work on his organs and the inexorable progress toward his release. The mistresses knew well that the prospect of coming will drive thought of anything else from the mind of the male. This time they first spared no effort to drive him mad with desire by way of their artful hands and just let him come. But then it was the second time that the cruel cane fell. His surprise at the ruination of his delight was no less than the first time.

After a week of this it was time for a third phase that Eden devised. Helen mounted his face and got her pleasure while he was teased along, kept on the edge of coming but denied release altogether. Helen led him back to his cell with balls aching unbearably and he was kept in that state for a week. His cock was caged while in his cell even though his hands remained bound to ensure against any attempt at self-gratification. This went on for another week, complete denial, and he hobbled back and forth from cell to house hunched over as if carrying cannon balls in his sack.

In the fourth week of the regimen all three were mingled. On the first day he was mad with longing, desperate for release and the ministrations of their hands took him over the brink straight away and as he gave out a great sigh in his expectation the cruel cane fell across his balls.  Eden and Lilith took their turns riding his face to remind him that any pussy presented to him was to be the object of his worship. And in the midst of it he was made to drink from them. Any day could bring anything and everything and his brain became addled, not the least from his imbibing of their gushing cum; the only thing clear to him the simple rules, submit, obey, give pleasure, take nothing for granted. And, above all, he adored Helen without reservation.

At the end of week four Helen deemed him ready for the proposal of marriage that was to become the established ritual. In the morning he was bound to the bed again and they each rode his face while the others teased him until his balls ached desperately. Then they took him to the living room where Edith and Fiona joined them to bear witness.

Helen enthroned herself in an armchair with Alec on his knees before her. They removed his bonds and he remained with head bowed in submission. Helen began. Her words would astound even her Sisters. 

“Alec, do you love me?”

“Oh yes Mistress! More than my life itself!”

“That makes me very happy Alec. I love you too and I want us to be married. Would you like that?”

“Yes mistress!”

“That’s wonderful Alec! But you must understand the terms of our marital relationship and the nature of our wedding ceremony. Please bear with me. This is complicated and you will have a life-altering decision to make. After I finish I will make my proposal.”

On a small table beside the chair was something draped with a scarlet cloth. Helen unveiled it and Alec’s eyes grew wide at the sight of the silver mock organ. The size of it put his own “pride and joy” to shame. He gulped and trembled, knowing where the big thing was meant to go. In front of it he saw the ring such as he had seen the other slaves wearing in their cock tips. He heard Helen as she continued.

“Yes Alec, may think you are not a virgin, but you are in the most important way. On our wedding day I will deflower you with the cock you see here.”

“It’s so big Mistress! Will it hurt?”

“Yes Alec, and it must at first, if nothing else as your punishment for sticking your thing in me against my will. And you will suck it for me too. But then, as I fuck you, pleasure will soon follow. You will come with a delight that will eclipse any you have known and you will be enslaved to my cock, longing every waking minute for the next time I will take you. Then I will implant the ring to make you my own to have and hold. But you will also be shared generously with my Sisters.”

“We Sisters hold that the Deity is female, our Divine Mother. She has created the female to reign supreme and the male as a lesser being meant to serve her. You must accept your lowly station in life.”

Alec swallowed hard and trembled but had to admit to himself he would accept any terms he could conceive of just to spend his every day in deep intimacies with the goddess body he had come to adore. Helen went on.

“This is the most difficult part Alec. We will live together as wife and slave husband and I assure you that years of marital bliss lie ahead. But I also assure you that one day my eyes might fall upon another and I will feel a certain itch. Breaking and training you has been the joy of my life so far and I would so much enjoy to have that experience again. In the event of that we will be divorced in a special way. I can feel your love for me in everything you do for my pleasure and I know our parting will be torment for you. Therefore, as a mercy, I will take your balls to extinguish your desire so you may live in peace. I will then hold an auction and sell you to one of my sisters to serve her, perhaps as a gardener or stable groom. You will be treated kindly so long as you attend faithfully to your duties.”

Then Helen spoke the words that astounded.

“But before I unman you there will be a reward for your years of worshipful service to me. I will offer my body to you for you to enjoy in every way. You know I have three places within me where your cock can go and you may have all of them until every drop of your strength is expended. Then there will be the severing. Now Alec. I will soon ask the question. If you say yes it will bring joy to me but if you say no I will be heartbroken and you will be taken back to the dungeon to lead a life of punitive enslavement. I will never again acknowledge that you exist. Decide now Alec! Will you marry me?”

He knelt trembling in puddles of sweat, his mind reeling. But in the end there could only be one answer. The ache of desire in his balls did much to influence his decision. Spending years with her, worshipping her day in and out was worth the price, even of his balls. He flung himself at her feet and showered kisses on them while babbling: “Yes!” “Yes!” “Yes!”

It happened to be Sunday evening and Lilith declared the wedding would take place the following Saturday night as was customary. Helen led him back to his cell where he was to remain in isolation and, above all, denied orgasm. She went back to the house and joined her Sisters in the living room. Wine was poured and there was silence for a long time as they tried to process what they had witnessed. Lilith broke the silence, asking if any of the others were feeling the itch that had been sparked in her. Eden and Fiona confessed to it as well. Edith, now in her fifties was willing to stick with Mark, being well content with his loving servitude. He would be her “Last.” But the others, in their years of highest sexuality, were all feeling an urgent itch for a “next.”

Lilith turned to Helen with admiration and pride in her eyes.

“Helen, you are a born leader and an innovator. I see our Sisterhood expanding apace and one day there will be need for more temples and Sisters with missionary zeal to spread the word of the Mother. You have the makings of such a Reverend Sister.”

Helen’s heart nearly burst upon this accolade and she went to kneel before Lilith and kissed her hand.

On Friday evening the ritual was rehearsed in fine detail.

The wedding was uncommonly joyous. The repentance and redemption of a pig-male had seemed an impossibility. But now an especially loathsome one had seen the light. Helen was held in highest esteem among the Sisters.

The strong and confident young bride, splendidly nude as were all in attendance, led her meek submissive naked groom into the temple by a leather leash wound tight around his balls that parted them and stretched them, turning them a lovely shade of purple. The forty-odd Sisters were assembled and seated in a circle, naked slaves at leash and kneeling before them.

Lilith stood in the circle’s center. On a small table beside her, covered by a scarlet cloth were Helen’s cock and the ring and pliers. Behind her was a featherbed, laid on the floor, also covered in scarlet silk. She held out her arms in welcome to the couple and they went before her, Alec falling to his knees next to his bride. Lilith addressed the congregation.

“Beloved Sisters! We are gathered here in the sight of the Mother to join Helen and Alec in the bonds of holy matrimony. Every wedding is a joy but this one is special. Alec, a once inveterate pig-male, has seen the error in his ways and surrendered himself. The just punishment of the Mother can be harsh as administered by her Daughters and Alec has known that punishment. But he has shown true and sincere remorse and penitence. The Mother will forgive any who see the light and welcome them into the fold of Her love. Without further ado let the vows be taken!”

Alec and Helen turned to face each other. Helen’s heart swelled as her groom looked up at her with adoration in his eyes as he vowed his limitless submission and worship, adding words that expressed his willingness to surrender his balls to her at the time of her choosing.

Then Lilith unveiled the cock and handed it to Alec. With well-rehearsed hands he installed it upon his bride and without hesitation took it in his mouth to suck it and then take it full down his throat. The ritual fellatio brought Helen to an orgasm the buckled her knees as her primal cry echoed off the stout beams. Alec knew to wrap his arms around her to hold her upright until she firmed. Then she pointed to the featherbed and Alec hastened to grovel to it and assume the position.

Helen went to her knees behind him. Her silvery cock was dripping with his slobber and she dropped some of her own spittle down his crack and watched it run down over his trembling virgin orifice. Wasting no time, she rammed her cock home as he screamed from the stretching tearing pain.

It was a memorable deflowering. Every watching mistress now her slave’s face buried between her thighs and giving tongue worship.

Helen rutted with abandon until Alec’s cries of torment morphed to gasps and whimpers of unalloyed pleasure. Then he gave voice to his celestial bliss and emasculation as he spurted his plenty onto the featherbed. If any trace of the pig-male remained in him it was utterly purged. The moment would be forever stamped in his memory.

In sweet harmony Helen let out her own cry of High Ecstasy and, in chorus, her Sisters passed into the throes of their own. Then the sighs of sweetest satisfaction filled the air of the temple.

Helen rose and pulled Alec to his knees by the hair. As rehearsed he suck her cock clean, removed it, and set it back on the table. Then he picked up the ring and pliers and handed them to his bride. The Lilith removed the sullied sheet from the featherbed and folded it. It was to be given to Helen to hang on her bedroom wall as a memento.

Alec laid himself upon the featherbed supine and reached out toward the corners with arms and legs. Iron rings had been mounted in the floor at the corners for these occasions. His wrists and ankles were bound to them and he was given a piece of leather to bite on.

Helen mounted him at the waist, facing his feet, holding the ring and pliers. Her hands trembled a bit at first from the thrill but she mastered herself and held the wire loops of the ring steady with his glans between them. She poised the pin, took a deep breath, and ran the pin through with firm confidence. Alec writhed and gave out a cry of agony that was muffled by the leather in his teeth. This moment too would remain in his memory forever.

The eunuchs carried in two thronelike chairs and Helen held court, well-wishers coming to sit and chat for a few minutes each. Alec knelt by her side with head bowed. Slave swap appointments were made. Slaves brought in tables, food and drink and the celebratory orgy was legendary.

And the very next morning Lilith, Eden and Fiona, along with many of the longer married Sisters each began in their own way their quests for a “next.” But the isolation of the house in the mountains severely limited the number of likely candidates. Lilith and some of the other more wealthy Sisters contributed funds for the purchase of a comfortably appointed house in the city that could be freely used by Sisters to stay in while they went on the prowl for suitable prey. They could bring their likely ones there for seductions and trysts while in the process of courtship. Slave husbands could be locked up in cells down in the basement so the Sisters would not be denied their marital pleasures. Several young acolytes, converts who had yet to find husbands served as household staff and slave keepers.

Lilith installed herself there and went on the hunt, stalking the city streets and barrooms. She lured several possibilities to her bedroom and had her way with them but found them wanting. She did write down their names and descriptions and where each might be found and pinned the information to a wall in the kitchen so others might check them out.

Then one evening in May she happened by one of the better drinking establishments and someone caught her eye that she thought might be the one. A fetching, dark haired young thing sat at a table in a back corner with two pints of ale before him, head held low. His sadness was evident and his face was uncommonly handsome in a sensitive way. He drained one of the pints and laid his head across his arms, visibly sobbing. She sensed vulnerability and moved in for the kill, stalking like one of the tawny lionesses that roamed the Catskills.

Jared Hill was heartbroken. Rumors that his betrothed Marcia had been unfaithful with Bart, a man he loathed, had proven true. He had seen them walking in the park hand in hand. They went behind the bole of a big tree, out of his sight, and he crept up on them. He rounded the tree trunk and caught them in the act. Marcia had her back to the tree, her skirt hiked up. Bart’s pants were around his ankles and he was rutting hard upon her. And Marcia was panting in her lust and urging him on with obscene vocalizations.

Marcia saw him first and gave him a look of scorn and contempt. Then Bart turned to him with a smug grin on his face. Marcia slipped off the ring he had given her an threw it in his face. The shame of being a cuckold overcame him and he ran from the park and finally stumbled into the barroom. He was of modest means and only had enough coin in his pocket for two pints of ale. He drained both and laid his head on the table upon his crossed arms, weeping.

Suddenly he felt the touch of a hand on his head, ever so kind and gentle. He looked up and there was a dark haired woman of regal beauty looking down on him smiling, with tenderness in her deep blue eyes. She spoke to him in a soothing yet somehow sultry tone that captivated him. And there seemed to be a glow, and aura about her.

“One would think a handsome young devil like yourself would have the world by the tail. Why so sad?”

Despite his anger and hurt, and newfound distrust of women, her tone disarmed him and he poured out his story of heartbreak and humiliation. She spoke again.

“I don’t know if that ale will do the trick. Some whisky might.”

“I’m short. It’s all I could get with what I had in my pocket.”

“Not a problem!”

She signaled to a barmaid who came to the table. His benefactress ordered a bottle and two glasses. Then she turned back to him, holding out her hand.

“I’m Lilith and you are…?

“Jared.” He took her hand and rather than shake it he bent to kiss it.

She poured two shots and they drank and she poured another two and they drank again. Then she just filled his glass and he downed it and held it out for more. She obliged twice more and while the whisky took hold she continued her seduction.

“The slut was unworthy of you to begin with Jared.”

“But I loved her so! How could she?”

He broke down into drunken sobs at first, head on the table, then gritted his teeth and straightened up.

“You must think I’m so weak Lilith, crying like a baby!”

“I think you are sweet and sensitive and not afraid to show your feelings. I find that very attractive in a man. She was a fool to dump you for that jerk! But her loss will be my gain!”

He looked up at her with eyes wide in disbelief. Could he have really heard those words from this goddess like apparition? Her blue eyes met his hazel ones and cast a spell against which he had no will to resist. She held out her hand.

“Come with me Jared. I know a place that’s much more comfortable where we can get to know each other better.”

He took her hand and she led him out the door. A hansom cab was passing by and she haled it. It was about two miles to the house, but the route was circuitous and she pulled the side curtains shut so he couldn’t follow it. They arrived in the back alley behind the house and she led him straight to her suite. She meant for there to be no subtlety to her approach.

Two armchairs sat facing a sofa in the middle of the room. She invited Jared to take on of them and went to the sideboard where there was a decanter of whisky and glasses. She poured him on and handed it to him. The door to a walk-in closet was behind him and she walked past him and went inside, closing the door behind her. She emerged from it nude and without a word went to lie upon the sofa in a lewd and provocative posture. Jared gaped and dropped his glass. Her sultry voice commanded him.

“Jared, do you think it’s fair for me to be showing myself to you while you sit there dressed? I want you naked! Then we can get to know each other so much better!”

He could only stare at first but then those blue eyes pierced his and his hands seemed compelled by a will not his own. He stood and soon his clothes save for his drawers lay upon the floor. His organ poked comically within them and he stood with face crimson. Her look became impatient.

“I said naked Jared!”

He nearly tripped as he hastened to drop his drawers and then he stood with his organ jutting near straight up, a dribble of precum running from it. Lilith let out a bawdy laugh.

“I was beginning to wonder if you really liked me Jared, but now I see you do! Come here!”

He stepped toward her and she turned to sit in the center of the sofa with legs slightly parted. He came to within her arm’s length.

“On your knees now Jared!”

He dropped as if his knees had melted. She leaned forward, pressed her lips to his and invaded his mouth with her tongue, engrossing him in a deep wet kiss that spoke of lust and possession, feeling his will break from its power. She disengaged and gently, but inexorably pushed his head downward while parting her thighs wider.

Jared found himself with face just inches from the hairy secret between her thighs. He was a virgin and had been saving himself for his true love Marcia on their wedding night. A whiff of her animal perfume came to him and as he gazed, mesmerized, he felt its primal allure drawing him forward and he reached out with his tongue to perform the act all his friends said no real man would stoop to. But she put a hand to his forehead and held him back.

“You are a virgin aren’t you Jared?”

“Y…y…yes!”

“Well do you like what you see down there?”

“Oh yes! It’s so beautiful! I never dreamed… All my friends said it was wicked and vile, only fit to stick one’s cock in for pleasure and no real man would ever lower himself to taste it. But I want to!”

“That’s lovely Jared! You are the rare and special kind of man who is of right mind about this. And if you taste me it will give me pleasure, so much pleasure! Do you want to give me pleasure Jared?”

“Oh yes! Please!”

“Then you may taste me Jared! You may give me pleasure!”

She withdrew the hand that held him back and he all but fell face first between her thighs. He stuck his tongue in deep and nearly swooned from the sensations, the taste, the scent, all so lush beneath the tongue. He scooped and swallowed some of the thick ooze that flowed from her and thrill with adoration when she gasped in delight. He licked upward toward her apex and tasted what he knew must be the piquant salt of her piss. It only sparked the fires of his hunger. He felt a helpless and willing surrender to her power.

Lilith felt that surrender and knew then and there he was the one. So passionate, so adoring, and yet to know woman; soft clay to be molded to her liking. Though untutored in the arts his passion more than made up for it and he plied his tongue about her parts, seeking, exploring. She sensed his wordless plea for guidance and obliged him, directing his attentions to the places that pleased until she could bear no more and guided him to her apex where her pearl awaited. No orgasm was ever sweeter than the one that rocked her under the tongue of her new prize. She passed briefly from consciousness from its power and when she roused she felt his tender lips planting kisses on the silken skin of her thighs and his nuzzling deep in her bush.

She took him in her arms and drew him to hold he head against her full and firm breasts. Then she let him back down to his knees and reached below to take his organ in hand and stroke it softly, taking him to where she could feel him hardening more, nearly coming.

“Has any women ever given you pleasure this way Jared?”

“No! I feels so good!”

“Have you used your hand to give yourself pleasure Jared?’

“Y…y…es! Was that wrong?”

“No poor thing. I understand and you are forgiven. But you must never again use your hand that way again without my leave. We will be seeing more of each other, much more, and I will permit you to use your hand or I will use mine to give you pleasure so long as you see to my pleasure first. Now I have much more to teach you this evening so please go down and taste me again!”

She dropped his cock and he all but dived down and buried his face again. He plied his tongue about her parts and he felt her pushing his head downward while she raised her knees up to her breast. This forced his lips lower until they pressed against her place of shame. He drew back but she grabbed his hair with both hands and held him there.

“Do you love me Jared?”

The answer came to his lips unbidden, what he had to admit had been true from the first moment he beheld her beauty.

“Yes! Oh yes! So much!”

“You say so Jared, but I need more than words! If you lick me there I will be sure. It will make me so happy and you will give me so much pleasure. Refuse and you will break my heart and I must ask you to leave and we will never be together again.”

Her scent was flooding his senses and her words brought swift surrender. He put tongue to her, hesitant at first, only to find a taste that brought another hunger because it was the taste of Her. He wriggled his tongue upon the vortex and found her in need of cleansing and he set about it, thrilling at her sighs of growing pleasure. He felt her hole relax a bit and he probed inside as far as he could go, loving the taste of her depths. Her ring clenched and relaxed upon his tongue in rhythm and she moaned softly in her rapture. He lost himself in the heavenly indignity of it all, his face buried deep in her cunt, nose pressed into her cavern, tongue tasting her most intimate spot, as worshipful joy filled him. He resolved that he would do anything she might wish him to for her pleasure.

He felt her desire rising to crescendo. A tug on his ear urged him upward to where he knew her pearl was hidden and just a scant minute passed before those silken thighs clenched upon his head and her back arched as she gave out her wild cry and gushed his mouth full of her salty elixir. He swallowed with thirst as she went limp and languid in her afterglow. Minutes passed as nuzzled in her bush and gave tender kisses to her thighs.

She roused from her sweet stupor and sat up. He raised his eyes and saw her regarding him with a smile of deep affection that bespoke her satisfaction. She reached down and took his organ in a gentle grip.

“You have made me happy Jared, so very happy and now you have earned your pleasure!”

Mistaking her meaning he rose and tried to put his member between her legs. A harsh slap across the face and a rough shove backward let him know he was mistaken.

“Jared! I said you have earned pleasure but it will not be in that way! One day, our Divine Mother willing, you will be allowed to enter me but that is a long story for another time. Now please come close to me again, sweet thing. I’m so sorry I had to slap you.”

His mind reeled in confusion, especially at her mention of some “mother.” But he beheld her beauty and he look of invitation as she held her hand out and he knee walked into her reach and thrilled as he felt her gentle grip again. His organ was stiff as a stick and oozed heavily from his pee hole and he realized his balls were aching dreadfully and had been since his first taste of her.

She gathered up his ooze and used it to coat his shaft and make it slippery. Then the artful ministrations commenced while she held his organ inches from her pudenda. Heavenly release followed soon and he erupted in spurt after spurt as his ache was relieved. He dropped to hands and knees and saw her cunt with his expended strength covering it like a baker’s glaze on pastry. He heard her gentle laughter as she petted his head tenderly.

“Did that feel good Jared?”

“Oh yes! Oh god! I love you so much!”

“That would be “Goddess’ Jared. I will explain that further in due course. But my! Haven’t you made a bit of a mess down there. I think your tongue would be perfect for cleaning it up! When you finish you may pleasure me again and show me how well you have learned your lessons this evening.”

His first reaction was of revulsion at the degradation she commanded but he recalled his resolution and came to the realization of what the word “anything” might mean. And her luscious parts were inches from his face and he felt that hunger again.

His jack had been abundant and her thicket was dense and it clung deep. He had to lick and suck long and hard to cleanse her. When finished he drew back and she combed her fingers though her bush, scooping out just a bit he had not found. He licked it from her fingers and she took his hair in hand and pulled his face into her crotch. Then she eased back to enjoy, making it clear no instruction would be given and he had to use his newly acquired arts to please her. His tongue went everywhere and to her satisfaction, bringing her to the evening’s final orgasm. Then she dismissed him

“That will do for now Jared. You have been delightful but it’s time for you to go. My carriage will be waiting out back. Write down your address before you leave. I will summon you by post when I want to see you again.”

“When will that be? I must know! Please!”

“Soon. Very soon Jared. Now go! And Jared, you must control yourself. I forbid you to use your hand. If you do I will know even if you try to hide it. I will be most displeased and there will be consequences!”

He knew that was all the answer he would get. There was a small table by the door with inkwell, quill and paper on it. He wrote down his address, gave her one last look filled with love and longing and left the room. The carriage was waiting out back as she said, a young blond woman wearing livery in the driver’s seat. She tersely asked where he was to be taken. He told her and climbed aboard. The side curtains were drawn, but when he tried to open them he found them to be nailed shut. The location of the house would remain a mystery.

His head was spinning all the way home. Her scent lingered and his face was smeared with her amber poon. He was stiff and throbbing by the time he arrived and his balls were beginning to ache already. They reached the boarding house where he rented a room and he went upstairs to it, stripped and flung himself down on the bed. Sleep seemed impossible. In desperation he dressed again and crept downstairs. There was a locked cabinet where liquor was kept, but the lock was old and he knew how to pick it. Several bottle of whisky were inside and he purloined one, hoping the landlady wouldn’t notice or suspect him.

After he downed a third of the bottle the whisky overcame him and sleep came, filled with heavenly dreams of Her. In the wee hours he awoke to find himself with cock in hand and stroking, close to the edge. He steeled himself to cease, recalling her admonition and somehow fell back asleep.

In the morning he had to go to work at his job as a clerk in a dry goods store. He could not bring himself to wash her scent from his face and came to work unshaven and disheveled. And his balls ached dreadfully, the ache aggravated by each indrawn breath. He lasted until noon and left work, pleading illness, saying he might be ill for some time and would return when better.

He nursed the bottle of whisky until bedtime and it helped him sleep, though again, in the wee hours, he had to fight down the urge to use his hand. When would he see her again? Time passed at a snail’s pace, another day, another night. Then, to his joy, there was an envelope in his mail slot in the foyer. He tore it open and found he was summoned to meet with her that very evening a seven. Her carriage would come by. He availed himself of the common bathing room and shaved himself meticulously.

Lilith was well pleased with her first tryst with Jared. She knew he would have him irrevocably in her thrall by and by but didn’t want to rush things. He would have to burn and suffer for a while before they met again.

After she dismissed him that evening she still had unfinished business. A thin white silk rope hung by the door and she gave it a couple of tugs. The rope was fed through to a bell in the basement that was above the door of the cell where her slave Isaac was kept. Elaine, the young, ginger haired slave keeper on duty heard the bell and fetched Isaac from his cell, leading him up to Lilith’s room by the ring on his cock.

Lilith already had her silvery organ installed when he was brought to her and without having to be told he went to his knees to suck it. She tilted her head back and closed her eyes, envisioning Jared there on his knees before her on their wedding day, showering oral worship on the big member that would soon be thrust into him. She came hard and Isaac dutifully turned and assumed the position.

She dropped to her knees and stripped Isaac’s slobber from the shaft with her hand so she would take him dry. Then she aligned the glans with his well-stretched hole and ordered him to clench it tight. Closing her eyes, she again fantasized that it was Jared before her, his tender, tight virgin hole trembling as he awaited the driving thrust that would deflower him, unman him, and enslave him as the High Ecstasy consumed her.

She rammed the cock home into Isaac and his cry of pain portended the one Jared would give out upon her painful entry on the blessed day she knew was soon to come. As she rutted upon Isaac she wondered how he would take it when told the days of his balls were numbered. The thought of it all excited her uncommonly and she propelled herself to a deep and satisfying climax as Isaac spurted his plenty onto the floor. The he shared her bed, but as she lay in the dark with him lying crosswise, his head pillowed on her hairy mount as she tenderly stroked his head, she fell to sleep dreaming it was Jared’s hair she tousled.

Every evening, even after her trysts with Jared, she would enjoy her marital pleasures with Isaac but now another had replaced him in her heart. She pitied him and knew he would be devastated when told it was at an end between them. But he would have his reward and then the knife would give him peace and serenity.

Upon her second tryst with Jared, she schooled him in the enhancements and embellishments of the tongue pleasure, the finger in the hind hole, the flutter of the tongue upon the pearl. The finger into the cavern to massage the G. She gave him release and dismissed him to three more nights of longing and aching torment. After the next tryst she gave him no release and it was four nights to see if he could refrain from using his hand. She suspected not and if his resolve failed so be it. He had need to learn the consequences of yielding to his selfish lust.

That fourth night proved to be his undoing. Cold baths and purloined whisky had helped him endure the first three but on that last dreadful night as he dreamed of her taste and scent he awoke to find himself stroking and already in the midst of spurting. The next day her summons was in his mail slot. And he felt as if it were his summons to hear his sentence of hanging.

The carriage ride did indeed feel like a ride to the gallows. He entered the back door and went to her room to find her as usual, naked and enthroned in her a big leather armchair. He couldn’t meet her eyes as he went to kneel at her feet and await her command. He heard the snap of her fingers and looked up to see her pointing to her cunt, the message clear. He groveled to her and buried his face deep in the heaven between her thighs, giving abject and contrite worship.

But she took a painful grip on his hair and pulled him upward to face her, rage, disgust and, worst of all deep hurt in her expression.

“You did it Jared didn’t you? I can tell! Your attentions lack the passion to which I have become accustomed when we meet and it can only be because you have used your hand! How could you? All I ask is that you control yourself a bit and await my permission to have you pleasure. Have I not granted you that pleasure after you have served me?”

He went to the floor and showered kisses on her feet in his contrition.

“Please forgive me! I am so sorry! I love you so and I am mortified that I failed you. What can I do?”

“You can accept the consequences of your vile behavior with good grace and humility. Now stand up!”

He obeyed and was shamed by his jutting erection. She looked at it with repugnance and pulled a slim wooden cane from underneath the chair. Rising to her feet she stood to the side of him, raised the cane high and brought it down in a merciless stroke upon his glans. The agony of it made him bend over and fall to his knees. She ordered him to rise and stand up straight, then gave him a side-armed stroke across the balls that made him go to the floor and curl up fetal, cradling his balls in his hands.

Three more times she ordered him to stand and take strokes to his organs. Her anger cooled a bit but her lust boiled over. He lay upon the floor moaning and she grabbed his hair and dragged him over to her chair, where she settled in with legs wide apart, holding his face before her cunt.

“Make me feel your penitence Jared unless you want more of the cane!”

She pulled his face into her oozing crotch. He sobbed as he served her in abject desperation to show his remorse. It gave his attentions the passion she craved. He used every trick she had taught him to perfection through a long stint of oral worship that finally left her sated and persuaded. There would be no more cane strokes but his punishment would be prolonged in another way and she would demand further proof of his love and submission.

She made him fetch an ottoman for her to rest her feet on while he licked them and sucked her toes. There was a flagon of port on the table beside the chair and she poured herself a goblet full and drank deeply while she spoke to him. She sat in silence, just enjoying, for some time and planning her next move.

“You have felt my anger Jared but much worse was my hurt and disappointment. I thought you loved me but how can I be sure if you cannot restrain yourself, knowing full well how important your restraint is to me. You selfishly satisfied yourself and when you came here to serve me your attentions were lacking in the ardor that pleases me and maximizes my pleasure. I told you my pleasure is first and foremost in our relationship. I have inflicted pain on you to soothe my anger but now I must have further proof of your penitence and your love.”

The wine had its effect and it was time. She ordered him to lie on his back. He obeyed instantly and she stood over him with his head between her feet and looked down upon him. Then she lowered herself so her cunt hovered inches above his face.

“You must now prove your love by drinking from me Jared. You will open your mouth and accept what flows from my body. Do you love me enough Jared? If not you must leave and we will never see each other again. I will be heartbroken Jared. Do you care?”

He looked up, first at her face in its ethereal beauty, then at the pussy he had come to adore, the thick raven tuft framing her protruding labia. There was but one thing to do. He opened wide and no sooner did he than a golden torrent poured from between her ragged lips. He braced himself for revulsion but when its piquance filled his mouth a thirst was born for it instead. It came from Her.

He swallowed deeply and was refilled again, swallowed again and gulped down the last of it as he watched the last dribbles come from her. Without having to be told he raised himself to suck and lick the droplets that clung on her lips and pubes. And he felt the power of her essence suffusing him, just as he had when ingesting the other products of her body and there was a deepening of his surrender to a point he had not imagined. He looked up and saw her sweet smile.

She sat back down in the chair and he rose to his knees. There was a small wooden box on the side table and she picked up and opened it. Inside was a small silvery cage-like object. She explained.

“Jared I know you are properly repentant and you have proven you love. But there is only one way for me to be sure you will not weaken again. You must be caged. You will wear this at all times unless I remove it when I choose to grant you release. Come here and let me put it on you. Then you must leave. You will not get release again until I see fit.”

She locked the cage on and dismissed him. Two weeks of aching torment followed half way through which he lost his job due to his absenteeism because he couldn’t steel himself to go to work and he lay abed in a drunken stupor much of the time. He wondered how he would pay his rent and it was due. That morning there was an envelope in his mail slot and he rushed to it thinking it was her summons but it only contained money, enough for his rent and a bit extra.

Little did he know that Lilith herself or one of her young acolytes were secretly following him about, watching his every move. One of them had seen him being turned away from the door of the dry goods store by it’s owner. Lilith became his secret protector and benefactress. She also wanted him utterly dependent upon her.

The blessed summons finally came and he bathed and shaved in haste. He was barely able to walk upright when he entered her suite. There she was, enthroned and resplendently nude as always. He groveled to her and without a word she parted her thighs and he buried his face between them.

Lilith thrilled at the passion he served her with after his long denial and after enjoying three exquisite orgasms from every trick and moved she had taught him she showed him mercy, removing the cage and bending down to stroke him off. She felt the stiffening that portended his spurting and leaned back in the chair. He erupted with rare force and ejected his strength all over her body from breasts to belly to bush. He looked up at her in fear at having sullied her but she just let out a bawdy laugh.

Then he was ordered to lick up his mess and she gently held his head and guided him to every speck before making him go down to serve her one more time.

After that she used her hand to coax him hard again, then turned to kneel on the chair seat, presenting her behind. She ordered him to stand and jerk himself until he spurted all over her, on the cheeks and down the crevice. She felt it run down over her anus and onto her cunt, threatening to dribble onto the fine leather of her chair and she barked a command that he lick down low to catch it. He scooped it up with cupped tongue and swallowed, then went to lapping up the rest from her crack and mounts.

At the last he emptied himself utterly when she put her feet up on the ottoman and had him spend upon them before licking it up and then continuing to caress toes and insteps and soles with loving tongue. All the while be babbled words of loving gratitude for her allowing him to end his torment.

She had found him in early May and her courting of him continued through June and July. Their trysts became more frequent, every two or three days but she denied him release most of the time, sending him home aching and burning, granting him release seemingly at random. She knew she had to be patient and sure he was utterly and irrevocably in her thrall before she proposed marriage. The moment of that certainty came after she had summoned him every day for a week but denied him release. On the seventh evening her arrived in a truly desperate state, entering the room nearly doubled over from his ache.

“How do you bear the ache Jared? And why do you bear it? You need only say the word and I will uncage you. But then, of course you would have to leave and it would be over between us.”

“I bear it because I love you more than life itself and you are like a goddess to me. I go to heaven every time you let me worship you, do those things to give you pleasure. I accept that you are on a plane above me in the order of things and I am so unworthy yet you permit me intimacies with your celestial body. I endure my suffering to atone for failing you, for using my hand without your leave, for taking pleasure that is only yours to give. If it be your will to never grant me pleasure again it matters not. If it be your will I will submit to anything to prove my love. I will worship you with profoundest fervor and expect nothing in return.”

She did indeed make him worship her with fervor that evening and gave him nothing in return. And she was elated because she knew the time was ripe: “If it be your will.” Her proposal would be made the following evening.

He was summoned the next day and arrived as usual to see her as always, enthroned and regally naked. But his time there were some mysterious things on the table beside her chair, something covered by a scarlet cloth and an hourglass. He looked at them quizzically as she spoke.

“This evening will be a moment of truth for us Jared. You spoke lovely words to me last night and those words have persuaded me to propose marriage.”

“Yes Lilith…my Goddess! Of course, I will marry you! How can I refuse when I love you so!”

“First hear me out Jared. You must be made aware of the terms of our marriage and accept them with eyes open and of your own free will.”

“You have perhaps heard me use the word Goddess in passing. I belong to and am the leader of a confederation of women, my Sisters, who hold that the deity is female, our Divine Mother, who created Woman first and only later the male as a lesser being meant to serve Her. That would be the condition of our marriage. Your role would be to submit, obey and give pleasure without reservation.”

He nodded. “Yes! Have I not done so ever since we met. Nothing would make me happier than to be your slave!”

“You do use the correct word Jared. You would in fact be my slave, my property. But there is more Jared.”

She pulled away the scarlet cloth that covered what was on the table. Jared gaped at the sight of the silvery mock organ that sat upon a small stand. It was half again the size of his own modest endowment. His eyes were riveted upon it as she continued.

“I am delighted that you are a virgin Jared, both in the way you understand that word and in a way you yet do not. On our wedding day you will kneel before me and take vows. Those vows are much like words you have already spoken to me, acknowledging that you are a lesser being created by our Divine Mother to serve me. Then I will use the instrument you see here to deflower you, to take from you the virginity that is most important and consummate our marriage.”

She saw him fidget and break out in a sweat as he took in her meaning. Then:

“It’s so big! Will it hurt?”

She suppressed a chuckle, thinking “Funny how they all say that! It’s so cute!”

“Yes Jared. It will and it must I’m afraid. I will take you hard to make sure you understand who is in charge in our marriage. That is the bad news. The good news is that the pain will pass and then you will know pleasure that will eclipse any pleasure I have given you by far. You will come with an intensity that will utterly enslave you to my cock. And I will enjoy what we call the High Ecstasy, the gift of the Divine Mother to her Daughters. Thereafter, you will spend your every waking moment longing for the next time I will take you. If you behave yourself I will take you every Saturday night. But and disobedience or substandard submission will result in the cock being denied you and you will ache until I see fit to give you release. Can you accept this condition Jared? If not, please leave.”

He quailed visibly, swallowed hard, but nodded and stayed there on his knees. She picked up the ring that lay on the table beside the cock.

“After I have deflowered you I will pierce this ring into the tip of your cod to signify my ownership of you. Can you accept this condition Jared?”

He gulped, but nodded again, eyes wide, trembling. She had saved the final and most severe condition for last.

“We will then begin our married life together Jared. And I am looking forward to a blissful one with you. Your adoration of me so far has given me great delight and when the High Ecstasy is added for me life will be sweet indeed. Our marriage might last for life. As of now I foresee that but things might change and perhaps another might catch my eye and I will feel a certain itch for the thrill of seduction and conquest I have known with you.”

“In that event I am afraid there would be divorce. I know our parting would condemn you to a life of tormented longing if nothing was done to spare you that. Therefore, out of mercy, I will castrate you to put an end to that torment and longing. You will be sold to another of my Sisters and you will become her eunuch slave and be given work to do in keeping with your abilities. You will be treated kindly, clothed, fed and housed.”

Now he trembled, mind reeling, but still held his ground. She continued.

“But there is a bright side to this Jared. You will have remained a virgin as you have understood the word. Before I take your balls I will give you the gift of my body for you to enjoy in every way. I know you long to have your organ enter me. How could you not? And you will be permitted to enter me and come in every place your organ can go. This will be your reward for the selfless love you have given me. You will be drained of all desire and the severing will keep you in that state and you will know peace and contentment.”

He fidgeted, still trembling, and seemed to be forcing himself to remain and not flee. The time came for the final question.

“I know my words have been frightening to you Jared and now you must decide. Do you love me enough? I will now turn the glass. You have until the sand runs through to give me your answer. Yes will bring me joy, no will break my heart and you must go and we will never see each other again. Jared, will you marry me?”

Waves of terror and confusion ran up and down his spine as he watched the sand run through the glass, fearing to look up at her. To become her husband and slave meant heaven on earth. But was it worth the price of his balls? The sand was running so fast! He took a deep breath, finally looked up at her and his fate was decided when he beheld her beauty and saw the love in her eyes. His balls seemed a small price to pay. Just before the last grains ran out he flung himself at her feet, gasping “Yes!” and showering kisses on them.

She reached down to draw him upward and press his face between her thighs and he performed a sweet and adoring cunnilingus as he poured out his worship with a passion as yet unknown. Her orgasm came as a wave of joy that made the room spin and go dark as she knew the “little death” from which she resurrected looking forward to years of heavenly bliss. She waste no time whisking him away in her carriage to the country house where the wedding would be held very soon in the temple.

But first there was the matter of her “divorce” from Isaac. She had a young acolyte drive him out to the house the next day. It would be difficult informing him of his ordained fate. She hoped the gift of her body would help him to resign himself to the loss of his balls. She devised the salutary ritual of divorce in her mind.

Isaac was crushed, of course when she told him. He sobbed and pleaded for one last chance to change her mind. She knew it was cruel, but she could not resist letting him perform the cunnilingus that he hoped would persuade her to spare his balls and forsake her marriage to Jared, even though the conclusion was foregone. The orgasm was exceptional, but in no way changed her mind.

Invitations were sent out to all Sisters for the ritual of divorce and the wedding that were to be held in the temple.

On the day of the divorce at sunset the Sisters assembled in lines along each side of the trail that led up the hill from the house to the temple. Slave husbands were not in attendance. Lilith and Isaac came out the back door, both naked, Lilith leading him by a leash clipped to his cock ring. Lilith walked with head held high, Isaac stepped along with head bowed in despair. Sometimes he hung back and she had to urge him along with sharp tugs to the place where he would meet his fate.

They passed through the gauntlet of Sisters, who closed in behind them and followed. A mattress covered by a purple sheet lay on the floor in the temple nave and beside it was a foot-high table three by six feet, fitted with leather straps with buckles. On another small table beside, it lay the ceremonial knife and a clamp that Edith’s skilled husband Mark had devised at her behest.

The chairs were set out in a circle surrounding and the Sisters seated themselves. Lilith led Isaac unto the mattress, turned to face him and removed the ring from his dick. He hung limp as he stood there trembling.

Then, without a word, Lilith went to her knees and took his member full into her mouth. The Sisters gasped as one. Her lips and tongue showered lascivious caresses upon him like onto those of a practiced courtesan and he began to stiffen. He head lolled drunkenly and his breathing heightened. Lilith drew back and saw him jutting full erect, then took him in mouth again and pressed forward so that his cock slid full down her throat. He moaned in growing delight and gripped her hair in both hands as he began to rut down her gullet, the impending fate of his balls seeming forgotten.

Being male, all thought of anything but coming was now driven from his mind. To be receiving the fellatio from the one to whom he had given submissive pleasure for so many years put him in a mindless rapture. Soon he felt the welling up in his balls and she felt his extra stiffening and held just his tip between her lips as he erupted. She hummed sounds of delectation as his creamy abundance filled her mouth. She leaned back and opened wide so he could see her tongue awash in his goo and swallowed deeply and with relish.

Then his cock was in her mouth again to harden him for enjoyment of her next orifice. When he was stiff to her satisfaction she laid back on the mattress with legs parted wide in invitation. Virgin Isaac flung himself down upon her and entered, knowing for the first and last time the delights the vagina can bestow upon the penis.

His animal nature took hold and he rutted like a beast. It being the second time, he lasted long and finished by lifting her ankles to rest them on his shoulders, and then rutted all the harder, driving Lilith mad with pleasure as well. His ramming over her G sparked a rolling orgasmic sequence and her wails of atavistic delight echoed from the timbers. With a brutish grunt of pleasure, he erupted within her and fell forward, spent for the moment.

Though devoted to serving as his wanton slut for the time being Lilith reasserted her dominance by commanding him to go down and lick up his mess. The she rolled him to his back and began sucking again to ready him for her last passage. It took longer to harden him for the third round but her wicked mouth soon succeeded.

She went to hands and knees and presented herself like a bitch in heat. He knelt behind her, seeming uncertain what to do. She had to explain.

“Dip your thing in my nookie to make it slippery Isaac! Then stick it in my hind hole!”

Understanding inflamed his lust and he slid his member in deep and then withdrew it, dripping with her amber ooze and traces of his cum. He aligned his glans with her orifice, then drove forward with his hips, heedless as she cried out in pain at his entry.

It hurt but Lilith urged him on. Never had she dreamed she would enjoy having a male organ within her but now she reveled in the delight of it. Knowing Isaac was to pay for this pleasure with his balls gave her leave to indulge without inhibition.

He plunged in until her orifice clenched around the base of his cock. Then it was back to animal rutting. She fingered herself to orgasm several times. At first she opened herself when he drove forward and clenched as he withdrew, then reversed that order to see which would set him off. It proved to be the second and she heard him grunt as he plunged to her depths and then felt him pulsing as he emptied the last load of his life into her.

She moved forward to disimpale herself and then pushed him backward so he lay supine. As one more assertion of dominance she squatted over his face with her hind hole above his lips and ordered him to open wide. With a squeeze of her rectum the brownish white slug of cum within her spilled forth into his mouth. Obedient to her implicit command he swallowed.

Then she stood, stepped over to the low table beside the mattress and pointed down to it.

“Come here Isaac. It’s time now!”

He groveled to the table with head down in despair but laid himself down upon it and offered no resistance as they strapped him down to it by wrists and ankles and with a wide strap across his belly to hold him immobile. Lilith sat on his chest, facing his feet. Eden handed her the inventive clamp device that would clamp his balls off tight and cut off blood flow. Lilith had practiced its use. She slipped the jaws over his balls and gave it a squeeze that stretched his balls out away from his body as if offering them to the knife. She waited until they turned purple, then nearly black.

Taking a firm grip on the balls, she picked up the gleaming curved, razor sharp knife and held it to her breast as she gazed upward toward the heavens and spoke the ritual words: “May my long beloved Isaac know his peace and his serenity! Praise the wisdom and mercy of the Mother!”

With a quick and merciful stroke, she sliced the orbs away. He flinched as he felt the brief pang that marked his transition from man to eunuch, a moment that would be forever stamped in his memory. Then she stood and held his severed balls before his eyes, reveling in the warm feel of blood dripping through her fingers, affirming her dominance over him and his utter and final submission to her. He sobbed in despair.

Then he was unbound and stood up on the table to be auctioned off. Bidding started at a penny and Alma purchased him for a dollar as a reminder to him of his lowly station.

An after orgy followed. Because no slave husbands were there the dungeon was emptied of utility slaves, now numbering 25. By then there were fifty odd sisters so the slaves found themselves doubled up upon and used hard. Witnessing the castration had brought out a cruel streak in the Sisters and inflamed their lust. Special studded cocks had been fashioned for use on these slaves and they were made to squeal like the piggies they were. Every slave was brutally spit roasted and all went back to the cells with very sore hind holes, some with bellies full of shit they were fed by the Sisters lest they lose their balls as well.

The wedding was to take place two days later, Giving time for the ceremony to be rehearsed. Jared had to be taught to deepthroat the cock and recite his vows. Lilith also shared him with Eden, Fiona and Edith, making him give them tongue worship to get him used to being enjoyed by any and all women.

The sun rose on the joyous day, a warm bright August one with a gentle breeze that caressed the nipples and turned them hard and wrinkled as the Sisters again formed a gauntlet along the trail to the temple, this time with husbands kneeling behind them, planting kisses on their behinds and running their tongues up their cracks.

Lilith led her sweet and handsome young groom by a leather strap wound tight around his sack. It spread and stretched turning it tight and shiny, the balls turning a lovely and lurid purple. All Sisters sat in a circle with slaves on their knees before them, faces between their thighs as all prepared for a deeply emotional and erotic ceremony.

Helen had been ordained by Lilith to preside. Silence fell in the temple and she began.

“Dearly beloved. We have gathered here today to witness a salutary event in the history of our Sisterhood. Lilith, our prophetess and first Reverend Sister has moved on from her first marriage to take another she finds more pleasing to be her next husband. This is affirmation of our divinely ordained reign over the male. With the help and guidance of our Divine Mother may others soon follow in her footsteps.”

“And is not Lilith’s groom a fine and handsome one? Every male who sees the light and surrenders himself brings joy to the Mother and she welcomes him into the fold of her love. Jared will now know the happiness that comes when one of his gender abandons the futile delusion of ‘manhood’ and submits himself to the proper order of things. Now let Lilith and Jared be joined in Holy Matrimony!”

Jared gazed upward at Lilith as he knelt before her, the Goddess who was to reign over his life, and spoke his heartfelt vows. Then, as rehearsed, he installed the silvery cock upon his bride and opened his mouth to take it in and suck it.

The fellatio was performed to perfection and the deflowering brought tears to the eyes and orgasm to the loins of all Sisters in attendance. Jared knew the pain of it but then the mad delight that would enslave him to Lilith’s cock forever. Lilith reveled in the High Ecstasy that only the deflowering of a virgin could bring. Then there was the implanting of the ring and Jared felt the stinging pang that would forever mark in his memory the moment he came to be owned by his bride.

Afterward Lilith sat enthroned with Jared kneeling beside her, an empty chair facing them. She watched as the celebratory orgy that followed every wedding ceremony broke out in worship of the Mother. Soon there was a writhing pile of naked bodies on the floor. Satisfied Sisters took breaks from the revelry to come and sit with her to wish her well and arrange for future slave swaps.

When all Sisters had paid their respects Lilith took Jared by the hand and led him to where the revelers lay. She gave him a shove that propelled him onto the fleshy, undulating heap and he disappeared into it as if consumed by a ravenous multi-limbed beast. Then, among the teeming mass, she spied a fetching, tow headed specimen whose tongue was unoccupied at the moment. She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him down so his face was in her oozing cunt and vanished herself among the celebrants.

EPILOGUE

Thereafter the Sisterhood thrived and prospered, infiltrating far and wide. The tongues of the slaves were infallible in creating converts to the cult. Innately right mined males were enslaved at will and pig-males slaves filled the dungeons. Lilith and her contemporaries passed in their time into their heavenly reward. But others carried the creed forward with zeal. The turn of the century came with the faith spread to every corner of the land. The new century brought new strides taken toward what came to be called simply “the Day”, that being when at last the entire male gender succumbed to subjugation and enslavement.

To be continued.
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