
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER ONE

PIRATE QUEEN OF THE CARIBBEAN 

Driven by strong trade winds under the light of only the stars, the dreaded pirate ship Lady Lilith sliced through the emerald waters of the Caribbean in pursuit of the small and lumbering merchant ship that was fated to be the next prize. The Lilith was the terror of the Caribbean and the Spanish main at the turn of the 18th century. It’s advanced design allowed it to sail rings around any wallowing merchantman or the ponderous men of war sent to pursue her.

On the quarterdeck stood Luna Mars, the tall and statuesque, raven locked, blue-eyed captain. She was naked save for black thigh boots and a wide belt from which hung a cutlass, manacles and a short thick whip. Broad of shoulder, narrow of waist, shapely of hip, comely of thighs her skin was bronzed all over by the tropical sun. Muscles rippled beneath that bronzed skin. At age 45 she had the feline grace of a woman half her age. And covering her face was the black leather mask that concealed her public persona, a wealthy heiress who mingled in high society.

Her crew was all female, made up of escaped black slave women, wives who had fled their abusive husbands and any other woman with zeal for vengeance upon the male oppressor. All were attired in a manner similar to the captain, though each to her taste. And the acquisition of “booty” was the prime pursuit.

The “booty” that was most prized was not gold doubloons, pieces of eight or jewels. Rather it was males of pleasing physique and countenance suitable to serve as pleasure slaves for women of a certain inclination. Secret auctions were held at random ports along the coast or on islands so the ladies could procure for servitude those who could give complete satisfaction of their peculiar lust.

The merchantman making slow headway was routine prey, easy meat for the Lilith and the women of her crew, each a strapping amazon capable of woman-handling any male into submission.

The attack was swift and ruthless as the Lilith closed upon the prize. First it was a broadside of chain shot to destroy the rigging and immobilize the ship. Then it was alongside as grappling hooks were tossed to bind the ships together. Complete surprise had been achieved, thanks to the speed of the ship and the darkness.

The assault was aggressive, the crew leaping over the rails cutlasses in hand. Soon all hands aboard the prize were held at bay, backed up against the rails and quarterdeck and disarmed to a man.

All were lined up for Luna’s perusal. Only a select few would be chosen as captives to be enslaved. That fate mostly fell upon the officers, they being better groomed and cleaner and more desirable. And most officers were arrogant misogynists which made their breaking and training so much more amusing. The common sailors ran to being filthy and smelly, except for an occasional young thing. Four of the ship’s crew were found to be suitable for sexual enslavement, the haughty and arrogant captain, his executive officer, a fetching young midshipman and the strapping first mate.

They were stripped naked, bound and hauled onto the Lilith. Three others, ugly but with brutish strength were also taken to be made eunuchs and become beasts of burden. The rest of the crew were also made to strip and their clothes were tossed overboard.

Luna went below deck holding a lantern to find the captain’s quarters and see what kind of more conventional booty might be found there. She found coinage in a drawer, probably the ship’s payroll and some other valuables.

The she heard a shuffling sound behind the door to a closet. She pulled it open and cowering within was a blond-haired, blue-eyed young thing with just peach fuzz on his face. She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him out, forcing him to his knees. He was short and slender with creamy white skin, a tantalizing morsel indeed. She leered as she looked down at him.

“And who might you be young one?”

“Tom! The cabin boy for the last four years. But today being my eighteenth birthday, I am of age to become a sailor!”

“Well happy birthday Tom! But a cabin boy you will remain! You will be my cabin boy now and you will learn to serve me in certain special ways! Now strip yourself naked Tom! My cabin boy will have no further need for clothing!”

He whimpered in his terror as he undressed. When he was naked she stooped to cuff his hands behind him. In that same closet she found one of the captain’s black belts. She looped it around the base of his organs for a leash and led him out on deck, feeling warm and wet between the thighs as she looked forward to what a sweet little pet and plaything he would be, a fine addition to her personal harem.

The merchantman was put adrift, perhaps to wash up on the jungle coast, perhaps to be found by another vessel. No matter, the Lilith had claimed her prize and sailed away into the night. The destination was one of the many tiny islands that sprinkled the azure sea. An extinct volcanic caldera, rocky, steep sided and seemingly uninhabitable.

Wide patches of jungle foliage grew down to the waterline in places and the Lilith approached one of these and hove to. Multiple naked eunuch slaves appeared on each side of the greenery wearing leg irons, guarded by young she-pirates with cutlasses and whips in hand. The slaves took hold of ropes and pulled, revealing two vine covered bamboo trellises that opened to expose a wide crevice in the rock. A longboat rowed by a twenty eunuch slaves came out and a rope was tossed to the young black pirate who worked the tiller. She tied it to the stern and cracked her whip over the heads of the slaves to urge them to row.

The Lilith slipped through the rocky gorge with just a yard to spare on each side. The trellises closed and the ship entered the deep blue-green lagoon within.

The first order of business would be the processing of the new slaves. The dreaded plank was run out over the water. The four soon-to-be pleasure slaves were made to stand by the rail looking down into the deep clear lagoon. The three brutes destined to be eunuchs were tied down supine on top of the rail. Their scrotums were tied off tight and they were castrated one after the other by Ella, Luna’s tall and muscular black first mate, strong right arm and best friend. The four other slaves were soon to be unmanned as well but in a manner quite different.

The bloody severed balls were tossed into the water below the plank. Soon the sharks began to circle and the balls were devoured. But the sharks lingered, blood still in the water.

Luna gave Ella the privilege of first pleasure with the new batch of slaves. She stood by with her new cabin boy kneeling by her side. Tom was trembling and being properly terrorized by what he witnessed. She would enjoy him later in the privacy of her quarters.

There was a throne chair along the opposite rail. Ella took a seat, parting her legs to exhibit her luscious and nappy cunt. The four were made to kneel before her. Ella presented them with their choice.

“Slaves! You have two options, eat or be eaten!”

She pointed to the young midshipman.

“You first boy! Come have a taste of me! Or would you prefer to be tasted?”

The youth groveled to her, pissing the deck along the way. When he was in her reach she grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her oozing crotch, commanding him to lick. His terror provided sufficient motivation and Ella was horny as always during such proceedings. She came hard within the minute and shoved him away.

The first mate took his place. He had to lick harder and longer, but soon enough Ella cried out in brute ecstasy. The exec followed and she first made him go down to lick her anus for a while to rekindle her arousal. When inflamed again she tugged him up to her apex by the hair and he sucked her clit to her satisfaction.

All the while the captain had knelt grimacing in rage. When it came to be his turned he snarled his refusal.

“No true man or captain will submit to such indignity!”

Luna laughed: “You prefer to be eaten then? To the plank with him ladies!”

Four of the crew seized him and put his feet upon the plank and shoved him halfway down the length. Luna took cutlass in hand and joined him there. He retreated as she prodded him with the point until he stood with his heels hanging over the end of the plank, looking down at the circling, hungry sharks. Discretion proved the better part of valor. His shoulders slumped and he bowed his head, then took a step forward. Luna walked back and stepped off to the side waving her hand in mocking invitation.

The captain walked back along the plank, down over the rail and went to his knees before Ella. She gave out a lustful chuckle and pulled his face into her cunt. The submissive desperation of the captain’s attentions proved to be the most pleasing of all.

Then it was time for the slaves to be subjected to the anal rape that would shatter their delusions of manhood. Luna called out to the crew.

“Maties! Break out the cocks!”

Two crew members went below deck and emerged, each holding an armful of white faux cocks molded from the sap of the rubber tree. They were L shaped with elongated bulbs to be seated within the vagina and the big mock organs were molded in fine anatomical detail. Straps depended from them to hold them in place. The slaves quailed at the sight of them, guessing rightly as to what was to transpire.

There were pillory holes below the taffrail of the ship and the new virgin slaves were soon bent over with their necks clamped in. They had a fine view of the still circling sharks. Leg irons were mounted to the deck below each pillory and soon all had their ankles bound with legs wide apart, helpless and at the mercy of the lustful crew.

Luna shed her belt and left Tom kneeling on the deck and made a quick trip to her quarters to fetch her own cock, this one plated in gold. She reserved for herself the privilege of deflowering the once arrogant captain who she would soon reduce to a sniveling emasculate and cock addicted bitch.

Luna decided Tom should learn to install her cock. He would be spared deflowering for the time being, but she would get to that in due course. He was quick to learn and soon she stood with her big golden organ jutting. Ella strapped on as well, along with two others. They approached the bent over slaves, flaunting the big dicks as their fellow crew members cackled. Luna taunted them as they trembled.

“Avast ye swabs! Prepare yourselves for a jolly rogering!”

A measure of mercy was granted in the form of some coconut oil smeared upon the cocks so the slaves would not be split wide open. The size was such that the pain of entry would be severe regardless.

Luna looked down at the captain’s hind hole, watching it pucker and loosen. She saw him clench tight as if that might somehow prevent his unmanning. She just chuckled lewdly and gave his ass a hard, two-handed slap. Her nails were long and hardened and filed to sharp points, just for the purpose at hand. She sunk them deep into his pampered white ass for purchase. Blood trickled down.

She aligned herself for the deflowering thrust, knees forward and bent, the length of the shaft showing between his ass and her shapely hips. With a driving forward of her strong thighs and glutes she plunged the big dick into him halfway. His scream brought whoops and catcalls from the crew.

More hard thrusts seated the cock to the hilt. Then there were gyrations of her curvaceous ass to stretch him well. He moaned and sniveled, prideful no longer as she ravaged him. When she had him loosened to her satisfaction she went to rutting with hard, deep, plunging thrusts and grindings.

And then, as she rammed deep and rubbed against his prostate, what had been pain morphed to pleasure ever so gradually. In the end he was mewling and squealing and she gave him hard slaps to the ass and mocked him.

“That’s the way captain sir! Squeal like the little piggy you are! You like it now don’t you my bitch boy! Come for me now! Spill your plenty on my deck!”

The words were barely out of her mouth when he gave out one final deep moan of helpless pleasure and emasculated surrender. His organ spurted abundantly upon the deck and he sagged in his bonds, whimpering in his humiliation. Luna came herself with a ferocious and triumphant sound. Then she pulled out of him and waved her hand in invitation to the crew.

“Have at them now ladies! Don’t stop until you wring every creamy drop out of them!”

Ella had her cock at the ready and the executive officer was next to take the shaft. Two other of the crew rammed their cocks home in unison with Ella’s thrust and three screams echoed over the waters. A fourth sea-woman impaled the captain for a second turning. The gang rape would go on until the entire crew of thirty was satisfied and puddles of cum lay beneath each slave. Then they would be released to swab the deck with their tongues and suck the soiled and bloodied cocks clean.

Luna turned to look at Tom who knelt wide-eyed and aghast at the spectacle. But she noticed that despite all his organ was stiff and his endowment of a size that belied his small stature. Luna found herself still randy despite her taking of the captain. She thought some time with her sweet young cabin boy might just hit the spot. Taking a grip on his hair she dragged him to her cabin and took a seat on her throne chair with him kneeling at her feet. Though looking at him made her pussy warm and wetten and tingle she chose to pursue matters slowly and savor every moment. She slumped a bit in her chair and let her legs part, exposing her raven haired cunt with its protuberant labial gash. Tom stared upon it mesmerized, as if such a sight had never met his eyes, which proved to be the case.

“Are you a virgin young Tom? Have you ever known woman?”

“I have not.”

“Now Tom, you must learn to address me properly as your captain. Repeat your answer fittingly!”

“I have not, my captain!”

“Much better Tom! I have a feeling you will be a fine cabin boy and we will get along famously. Now look up at me Tom!”

He raised his head and was smitten by her piercing, steel blue eyes boring into his.

“Do you think I’m beautiful Tom?”

“Oh yes my captain!”

“Do you think you could love me Tom? It would make me very happy!”

He felt himself melting under her gaze and there could be only one reply: “I already love you my captain!”

“That’s wonderful Tom! And if you love me you must surely want to give me pleasure! Am I right Tom?”

“Oh yes my captain!”

“Very well Tom! Now look at me again, down there, and come closer!”

She reached out to take hold of his hair and pull him close, face just inches from her cunt.

“Have ever seen what a woman has down there before Tom?”

He had not, having only heard hints and suggestions about what his beneath the skirts. He knew it to be hairy but had never beheld its glory. Now’ as he gazed upon her pudenda its scent filled his nostrils, a feral perfume that dizzied him. He felt himself stiffening more and a faint but growing ache in his balls.

“No, my captain, I have not!” This was in a tremulous voice filled with a mingling of fear and helpless long desire.

She used her fingers to part her labia and exposed the lush lady parts. He gazed rapt at the sight of her pulsing pink pearl, the maw of her cavern, amber poon glistening within and down at the lowest her brown puckering orifice.

“This Tom, my pussy, is the favorite part of my body because it can give me so much pleasure in so many ways. But to have this pleasure I must have help Tom; help form someone who adores me and will do anything to please me. Do you think you can be that someone Tom? Do you want to learn to please me?”

He answered with a sobbing gasp as he strained forward against her hand.

“Oh yes my captain! Please let me help you! Please teach me!”

“Wonderful Tom! Now it is your tongue that you must use to give me pleasure. You must be very tender because my pussy will be ever so sensitive at first. Now you may taste me! But remember, be gentle!”

She took away her hand and he plunged face first between her legs. His senses were flooded with everything, the silken softness of her thighs upon his cheeks, the tickle of her pubes, the scent and taste that dizzied and drunkened him, casting their spell. He heard her words of instruction.

“Lick now Tom! Lick and swallow! Feast upon what flows from me and let it do its work upon you!”

He scooped upward with tongue cupped, gathering that ooze and indeed he felt it, every mouthful making him ravenous for the next and her sighs of enjoyment spurring him. Pleasing her became everything to him and he cast about with his tongue in wordless plea for guidance, a plea that was answered by further directives.

“Deep inside with your tongue now Tom. Swirl it about! Yes! Just like that! Don’t stop Tom! You make me feel so good!”

When is tongue plunged into her Luna gasped in delighted surprise at the depth of its penetration. It’s tip found the spot deep within that only the rarest of slaves could reach. He sensed her delight and massaged the soft mound at the roof of her cavern, driving her near mad.

He swirled and wriggled inside her, scooping and sucking in more of her secretions with a hunger that only grew. His member throbbed and the incipient ache in his balls had grown the near unbearable. Then she urged him to finish her, tugging him up to her apex by the hair. He felt the turgid orb there and no words from her were needed. He took it between his lips to lick and suck and soon she shuddered and those strong silken thighs clamped tight as she passed into the throes of ecstasy. Worshipful joy overcame him at giving her such bliss.

When afterglow passed his tutelage continued. He yielded willingly to the sweet abasement of going down low to give worship to her hind hole, though the thought of such an act would have repulsed him before his tasting of her and the inebriation that followed. In the end she slumped limp and languid in the chair as he pillowed his head on her hairy mount, awaiting her next command.

Luna was herself immersed in sweetest satisfaction. What a treasure he was! And though she longed to be the one to deflower and possess him she knew he must remain virgo intacta in both ways and reserved for a very special purpose and person. He would become her personal pet for the time being. She would enjoy his tongue to heart’s content and refine and perfect his skills in preparation for his destiny.

CHAPTER TWO

After the successful raid it was time for Luna to resume her public persona. Her personal schooner was at anchor in the lagoon. She first spent the day taking part in the breaking of the new batch of slaves. She also took time to strap Tom down to a table and implant a golden ring in the tip of his penis so she could clip a leash on and lead him along with her. A special pliers spread the sharpened tips of the ring apart and when she released it he flinched and whimpered as the points pierced his tender glans and joined together tight. Luna also stretched his balls with leather thongs in a figure eight, spreading them wide and stretching them shiny and purple. This was the adornment of all slaves.

She boarded with Tom and a skeleton crew. At sunset the schooner was towed out through the cleft by the longboat rowed by the eunuchs. She set sail southward for her home on Barbados. On the way Tom was fully introduced to his duties as cabin boy, spending most of the voyage with face between her thighs or cheeks perfecting and refining his oral techniques.

The crew remained behind on the island. It was a salubrious paradise. There were branching caverns going deep into the volcanic rock. Within them were living quarters and the dungeons and chambers where slaves were broken and trained. Ella was in charge of that and the erstwhile slave women and abused wives were eager participants. They took great delight in putting the bullwhip to each batch of newly captured white males, especially those black women who themselves bore the scars of the lash.

The women enjoyed lives of leisure. They lounged about in cabanas on ledges overlooking the lagoon, where they swam and dived from towering perches with great daring and skill. Each had rippling musculature from long and rigorous workouts. There were slaves to serve their pleasures upon demand and eunuchs did all the menial tasks.

Luna’s schooner reached Barbados just before dawn and it slipped through a narrow gap between headlands into her private cove. Her white pillared mansion stood on a ledge overlooking. There was a long curving stairway leading upward to the house. Luna much enjoyed tugging Tom along it by his sore peter, which was fully erect.

Exhausted from the long day and sleepless, but very pleasant night, Luna took Tom to bed with her, putting him under the covers and ready to serve her in the morning, or perhaps during the night if she woke up horny and in need. That happened and Tom’s attentions were so sweet, adoring and satisfying she chose to make him her regular bedmate.

Tom was introduced to other duties in the morning. Luna liked to begin her day with an orgasm or three by way of a slave’s tongue. But first Tom had to see to her first urgent need. He balked at first when she told him of her expectation that he imbibe the golden beverage she had stored within her overnight. But rather than threaten him with punishment she just reminded him of his promise to please her in any way and told him how her feelings would be hurt if he declined to perform this act for the sake of her comfort and convenience. The dear sweet thing rose to the occasion and enfolded her with his lips where the golden flow would pour forth. He choked at bit at first but soon, as she expected, he acquired a thirst for it and guzzled it down.

Then it was to the cunnilingus. She let him “have his head”, let him serve her of his own accord without instruction to see if his prior lessons had been taken to heart. His tongue went everywhere for her with tender passion, bring her to a deep, consuming and satisfying orgasm that made her gush a fountain of her salty pleasure juice into his mouth. He gulped it down as if loath to let even one drop escape him.

Refreshed and fortified to face the new day she rose from the bed and made her way to the chamber pot. She was pleased when she just pointed to the floor beside it and Tom slid from the bed and groveled to her. She made him remove the lid and hold it while she used the pot and he knew to place it back on when she finished. Again, he balked at the next degradation she demanded when she presented him with her anus and ordered him to clean it. But rather than show anger she reminded him again of his promise and told him how his tender tongue would be so much kinder to her sensitive orifice than the dry and rough paper commonly used. Her appeal to his conscience again served to secure his submission and she thrilled at the sweetness of it. He was indeed a precious thing who would one day serve a higher purpose in the secret world in which she reigned supreme.

Animal naked she made her way to the dining room where she knew breakfast would be served, Tom in tow by the ring in his organ. Her aunt Enid, her mother’s youngest sister, was already seated at the table, naked as all occupants of the household were during private times.  She was age 55, her long hair salt and pepper gray upon her head also and down below. Tall and regal of bearing like all women of Luna’s family she had one of the harem slaves on his knees under the table giving tender attentions to her lady parts as she enjoyed her meal.

Enid was in charge of the household when Luna was off ravaging the seas. She ruled with an iron fist to ensure that every pleasure slave and eunuch performed every duty to perfection. She would give a report to Luna regarding these performances and punishment or reward would be given accordingly.

Luna took her own seat at the table and put Tom to his duty underneath. His oral worship was so exquisite she longed to keep him for her personal pet forever but in time she would have to part with him, surrendering him to another so he could serve his ultimate purpose.

Breakfast finished it was time to retire to the dungeon for inspection of the slaves Luna kept for her personal use. They went first to the library, leading the slaves by their dick rings. Behind the desk was a wall lined with bookshelves. Luna removed three volumes from a shelf and reached into the cavity created to turn a key. With a pull she swung open the portal to a secret world, a large chamber well equipped and furnished for the purpose of inflicting cruelties upon the male.

Along the wall opposite the entrance was a line of seven waist-high doors. They were numbered 1-7 left to right. The slave Enid had in tow was number one and she set him on his knees before his cell. Then the mistresses proceed to swing the remaining doors open and the slaves within groveled forth and knelt at attention. Each wore a golden wire cage upon his member to prevent any forbidden self-pleasuring.

An assortment of black leather boots stood along the wall nearby and Luna donned a pair of thigh-highs with tall heels. She strode back and forth along the line of slaves, glowering down at them, the clicking of her heels upon the stone floor ominous. The slaves quailed and cowered, wondering what might befall them at the hands of their cruel mistress.

The slaves were a source of income when Luna was absent or not using them for her own pleasure. While she was at sea they had all been rented out to local mistresses and each had acquired merits and demerits. Starting with slave one Enid gave her appraisal of each.

“Slave one’s performance was exemplary. Mistress Alicia was well satisfied. Slave two, however, has acquired a mark of demerit. About face slave!”

Slave two obeyed, turning to exhibit his behind, and Luna saw the X that had been branded on his left cheek. Five more such brands were on his right cheek. Luna ordered him to about face again and scolded him.

“This is quite a disturbing and disappointing pattern slave two! You have used up all the room on your right cheek and have started on your left. If this continues and you acquire ten marks you will suffer the consequence. What is the consequence slave?”

The slave cringed and whimpered his reply.

“My balls will be forfeit my lady!”

“Indeed, they will be slave! Let us hope this mark will motivate you to elevate your performance. And a sound whipping will be called for to reinforce the message!”

Slave three’s performance had been satisfactory but slave four had an issue that Enid explained.

“This one is in need of upsizing mistress Luna. Mistresses have complained about how their cocks slide into him much too easily. Every mistress prefers that there be pain upon her entering thrust. Even if they deny this one lubricant and take him dry he barely feels the cock entering.”

Luna reserved for herself the privilege of upsizing slaves and deflowering the new ones. Slave five was of the latter category, a newbie and a virgin. This would soon be dealt with in a public manner along with slave four’s upsizing.

Slave six had also passed muster but slave seven had a dire issue that made Enid shake her head in disapproval and contempt. The slave knew what was to be revealed and he bowed low, face to the floor, trembling as Enid spoke.

“This one sullied his sheets a couple of nights ago despite wearing his cage. I don’t know what is to be done with him.”

Luna put her bootheel on the back of his head and pressed down, forcing his face into the floor as she berated him.

“Slave seven, you know full well that ejaculating without permission is perhaps the most grievous offense. We do everything we can to help you avoid it by caging your cock. But now I find out that you have just shot off in the middle of the night. Did you get pleasure from this slave? Be truthful! I have an ear for prevarication!”

“Yes my lady! It felt so good! It had been so long!”

“So that’s your lame excuse? Other slaves refrain until deemed worthy of release! Explain further how and why this occurred!”

“I was dreaming of tasting you my lady! I couldn’t help it! I awoke in the midst of it and could not stop it!”

Luna’s heart softened a bit at these words that fed her female ego. How could she be totally angry that one of her slaves could come at just the thought of her. She chose to first terrorize the slave and then let him off the hook, after a fashion.

“I am tempted to make you surrender your balls for this slave! Do you agree?”

The slave slave’s sniveled reply served to save his balls: “If it be your will my lady!”

“Your acceptance of the ultimate consequence has earned you mercy slave, at least for this first offense. But there will yet be severe punishment inflicted upon your offending organs!”

CHAPTER THREE

After a successful voyage Luna liked to have a homecoming party in the chamber. It would be attended by all sisters of the Cabal within the locale, some fifty-odd in number.

There was an abundance of males who were inheritors of wealth despite their being weak incompetents. Women of the Cabal would entice them into marriage, sexually enslave them and get control of the money. The husbands were henpecked, pussy whipped puppets who were seen and not heard when attending social affairs. In private they were in a state of abject servitude, used for the pleasure of their wives and also swapped with other ladies of the Cabal.

Many of these women had migrated to the tropical regions to enjoy the perpetual summer. They led lives of leisure when not participating in secret orgiastic pleasures.

The Cabal was devoted to the elevation of all women. They recruited new members from the lower and middle echelons of society, seeking out women of dominant orientation and introducing them to the pleasures of slave ownership. Many were married and had their husbands under their thumbs. The Cabal helped them unbridle their latent lust and reduce their husbands to servitude.

Then there were the women in the opposite situation, tyrannized and abused by their husbands. They were assisted in turning the tables. Husbands would disappear under mysterious circumstances and be presumed dead. In fact, they were kept in bondage within their own homes after their wives had broken and trained them and emasculated them by way of the rubbery cock.

Finally, there were the numerous black slave women held as chattel by the white male dominated order. The women of the Cabal purchased as many of these as feasible and set them free. They inhabited the big mansions, still posing as slaves for the sake of appearance, but were equals in all regards to their sisters of the Cabal. More than a few of their cruel masters and overseers were likewise disappeared and enslaved. And their erstwhile chattels much enjoyed applying the bullwhip in retribution for the scars they themselves bore from the lash.

The ladies began to arrive at Luna’s mansion on the appointed evening riding in coaches drawn by horses. Their slave husbands were crouched on their knees below eye level. Several mistresses and their slaves rode in the coaches, including the women of more modest station and the erstwhile black slave women. All were to partake of the evening’s pleasures as equals.

They disembarked from the coaches in the rear of the mansion, concealed by high walls. The women wore elegant gowns with voluminous skirts and led their naked slaves at leash by the rings in their cocks. Some slaves had their balls stretched and spread, tight, shiny and purple by thongs. Other hobbled along with their balls clamped behind them in wooden humblers, those balls also the lovely shade of purple favored by the mistresses.  And each slave had his mistress’s faux cock hung around his neck by the straps for later use.

Food and drink were laid out in abundance in the mansion’s great hall. First the ladies mixed and mingled, sipping wine and nibbling delicacies. Their slaves dived under their skirts from behind with only their feet showing and used their tongues and lips to give tender worship to the behinds of their mistresses. They knee walked behind them as the ladies moved around the room engaging in conversation that became ever more lewd and bawdy.

After an hour or so it was time for the first of the evening’s entertainment. Luna’s harem slaves were to be the objects of this, punishments meted out and, of course, the upsizing and deflowering. Comfortable chairs were brought in by eunuch slaves and arranged in a circle. The mistresses took their seats and their slaves dived under their skirts to apply their tongues to the lady parts while the mistresses enjoyed the spectacles to follow.

Slave two, who bore the new mark of demerit on his behind would be dealt with first. All of Luna’s harem had at least one mark of demerit on their behinds but slave two was farthest along in his progress to the ultimate consequence.

Aunt Enid led the slave into the center of the hall, at leash by his ring. His hands were cuffed behind him and he wore leg irons that made him shuffle along behind her, struggling to keep up. She gave him hard yanks on the ring to urge him along, each yank making him yelp. There was a block and tackle hanging from the ceiling. Two young black mistresses were quick to release the rope from the cleat on the wall and lower it so the slave could be hung by his ankles. They put the hook on the leg irons and strong arms hauled him aloft. His chastity cage was removed so his organs would not be spared from the braided leather.

Four black mistresses fetched bullwhips from where they were hung on the wall and took positions around the dangling slave. In unison they wielded the long whips and the cracks upon the slave’s hide were heard as one. His first scream brought gasps of delight and cruel cackling laughter. Then the whiplashes landed at will upon him, making him howl in torment and jerk and flinch. One of the mistresses stepped over to him and gave him a spin.

Lashes were aimed unerringly at his organs as he spun around the circle of whippers, but these strokes were pulled a bit lest his balls be splattered like ripe fruit. He would lose those balls by and by, but his time had not yet come.

The slave’s cries of agony were sweet music to all and the tongues were busy beneath the skirts. Soon wild orgasmic cries rang out here and there and more and more mistresses shoved their slaves back, stood and shed their gowns with one sweeping motion, revealing the stark nudity beneath and settling back down to enjoy further cunnilingus as the cruel flogging continued. And on it went until the slave was a blubbering wreck and all mistresses were naked and draped limp and languid in their chairs, sated for the time being.

They relaxed, making their slaves go down to the bottom hole and rim them while the flogged slave was lowered, released and put aside.

Then the spontaneous ejaculator was led into the hall by Enid. His cage had been removed and she tugged him along by his ring. She carried a finely crafted mahogany box containing the instruments for inflicting torment upon the male organs. A lithe and sinuous naked young black woman named Sheila followed them.

A high table was carried in by four eunuchs and set in the center of the hall. The limp cocks of the eunuchs had heavy brass rings hung from their tips that stretched the organs, making them hang low and swing as they walked. Leather restraints were attached to the corners along with a wide leather belt at the mid-point. Enid led the slave to the table, placed the box on it and ordered him to lie upon it. Instead, he backed away in his dread of the certain torment that awaited him. He pulled against his dick ring, stretching his organ out to the limit while Enid pulled to force him back.

Luna had the solution. She opened the box and took out a cutting pliers. With two quick snips she cut the ring and slipped it out of the glans. The slave fell backward into the arms of the black women who had administered the whipping and they seized him bodily and laid him on the table while he kicked and squirmed.

But his resistance proved futile and soon he lay on his back, strapped down and helpless. Then Sheila went to work on him. He was limp in his terror but she took him into her mouth and coaxed him to erection with artful lips and tongue. She sucked until he forgot all about his predicament and the tortures soon to follow and began to hump upward against her sucking in an effort to come. Sheila took him to the very brink and pulled away just as he gasped in anticipation of release.

Within the box was a jar of coconut oil. Enid dipped her fingers into it and lubed his shaft. Sheila mounted the table, straddled his groin, facing him, looking down at him with a leer as she aligned his organ with her nether orifice and anally impaled herself upon it. The slave moaned from the unexpected pleasure of being enfolded within her tight pocket. The orgasm he was to have within her would be far less pleasurable than the one he had in the midst of his wet dream.

Then she began to fuck him, rising and falling along his length while he gasped and panted. Enid added more oil to his shaft to make Sheila’s ministrations even more maddeningly delightful. Then she went to where the canes were hung, selected a thick one and went back to the table, holding it up and at the ready for the climactic moment.

The slave had witnessed the cruelty to follow inflicted upon other slaves, though he had yet to experience it himself. He knew well his inevitable orgasm was to be ruined by a wicked stroke across his balls in the midst of it. He steeled himself in an ineffectual effort to resist coming. But his weak will was no match against Sheila’s practiced skills. Her exquisite, lyre-shaped behind rolled and gyrated as she rose and fell along his shaft, taking him to the brink and making him panic in anticipation of the agonizing stroke, then easing up, leaving him gasping in mingled frustration and relief.

But it was only a matter of time. His will to resist waned every time she took him to the edge and finally his longing for release drove all else from his mind. In a flurry of gyrations, she took him over the brink and he moaned in anticipation of his longed-for orgasm, the cruel cane forgotten. Enid knew the perfect moment to strike and brought the cane down in a vicious stroke upon his aching balls, denying him all pleasure and replacing it with purest torment. He gave out a sobbing howl of agonized disappointment that trailed off into whimpering. Sheila fingered herself to her own mad climax.

His next degradation followed when Sheila dismounted. She shifted forward and held her anus above his lips. Enid gave him a sharp tap across his sore balls that made him open his mouth to yelp. Sheila squeezed out the load he had spurted inside her into it. The slave swallowed it down, obviously not for the first time.

The nether hole was often employed to tease and torment slaves, edging them without mercy until their lust drove the inevitable ruination from their minds. Mistresses would perform the act solo, riding the cocks of the slaves facing away, holding a wooden spoon at the ready for the ruining blow. But the vagina was spared penetration to avoid unwanted impregnation. Only slaves of a very special nature were granted entry into the sacred cavern.

But this had been just the first stage of the slave’s punishment for the most grievous offense. His offending organs were to be subjected to the remaining items within the box.

Enid did the honors while Luna took the seat of honor on the slave’s face. He would suffer until he satisfied her.

The first instrument of torture was a wooden testicle vise, the jaws being two pieces of mahogany fitted with thumb screws to tighten them on the orbs. Cruel spikes were embedded in the wood. Enid pulled the balls into the space between the jaws and began to turn the screws ever so slowly. The slave whimpered and writhed as the pressure bore down on his balls and the spikes began to bite in. Enid kept turning until the balls were flattened between the jaws.

The slave knew well that only the pleasure and final satisfaction of the mistress who rode his face would be his deliverance and he set about using his well trained and tireless tongue to this end despite know the crushing of his balls was merely the preliminary. Luna ground her juicy cunt on his face and came for the first time with a ferocious cry of ecstasy while Enid proceeded to the second phase of torture.

She took out a thin silver rod with a ball at the end of it and dipped it into a vial of coconut oil infused with cayenne pepper. She slid the rod’s balled end into the slave’s urethra and slowly worked it deep and deeper while the slave squirmed, his screams muffled by Luna’s lush tissues. And yet, in the midst of it he still plied his tongue upon her, bringing her to a second mad climax.

Next Enid took out a spiked steel wheel fitted with a handle. She ran the wheel back and forth along the sensitive underside of the slave’s cock, bearing down, making the spikes pierce the skin drawing blood. She was handed a bottle of strong rum and she doused his organ with it, the fierce sting of the alcohol bringing added torment. And all the while his tongue was at duty, inducing yet another brutish orgasm in Luna.

Finally, Enid removed the last means of torture from the box, a small golden pitcher with a multi-wicked red candle inside. She lit the wicks and let molten wax accumulate within the pitcher as she continued tormenting the slave’s member with the spiked wheel.

When satisfied with the quantity of wax gathered within the pitcher she removed the vise from the balls and poured the contents over the slave’s tortured organs, coating cock and balls with the searing red wax. The slave writhed in helpless torment and his mad scream was muffled by the lush tissues of Luna’s cunt. This brought Luna’s final savage orgasm, a surge of ecstasy so powerful and consuming that she passed out and had to be helped from the table and eased into a chair to savor and revive. The slave was released from his bonds and put aside to keel and await further duties.

There followed an interlude during which the mistresses unbridled the lust pent up within them from watching the proceedings. Slaves were used in varying ways, some edged within the nether hole to have their release ruined, mistresses acting as seconds with cane at the ready. Other mistresses mounted the heads of their supine slaves facing their feet and stroked their cocks while enjoying the tongue, milking their slaves to ejaculation and giving them the whack with the wooden spoon at the moment of mutual climax, the slave suffering while the mistress knew delight.

And then there was the two-tongued pleasure. A slave would lie supine, his mistress would mount his head facing forward and begin to enjoy his tongue while a second slave would lie upon the first and press his face between her cheeks to find her orifice with his tongue and give it worship. Mad cries of womanly ecstasy echoed in the hall.

Luna just sat watching, feeling her lust gradually return to a boil in preparation for the evening’s finales, the upsizing and deflowering. When the orgy wound down with mistresses sighing in sweet satisfaction she stood and invited all to take their seats again.

Enid led the slave soon to be upsized into the hall by his dick ring, uncaged but with his balls stretched tight, shiny and purple by leather thongs. Around his neck hung the fearsome mock organ that would be used by Luna to stretch him. The virgin slave followed, led by Sheila, the cock that was to deflower him also hung around his neck, his balls stretched likewise. He was put to the side to kneel and wait while Luna gave her attention to the one to be upsized.

Luna stood with legs spread apart. Enid forced the slave to his knees, took the cock from around his neck and handed it to him. He was well familiar with the drill and he installed the cock upon her, first sliding the vaginal bulb into her, then fastening the straps that would hold it firmly in place while she ravaged his behind.

And there was a needful preliminary. Not only would the cock plunge deep into his ass. It would also first go deep down his throat. The slave was no stranger to this either, having knelt in abject submission while performing the fellatio many time before. But he quailed at the size of the member before his eyes, knowing he would have to take it full down willy-nilly and bring Luna to orgasm into the bargain.

Impatient with his hesitation, Luna grabbed his hair and pulled him to her, pressing the glans to his closed lips. Enid provided the solution with a sharp kick to his balls that made him open up to cry out in pain. When he did Luna shoved the cock into his mouth and forced it against his gullet, his hair grasped in both her hands in a painful grip. He gagged at first but a driving thrust of her hips rammed the glans past his gullet and more grinding gyrations forced it deeper and deeper.

With a moan of resignation, he seemed to find the will to relax his gullet and let the cock slide in until his nose was buried in her bush. Then his head went back and forth and the cock went in and out as Luna forced him to suck her, keeping her grip on his hair. Then came his ultimate test of submission when she let go so he could suck of his own accord. He knew the ordeal would have no end until he satisfied her. Taking a hold on her hips he pressed forward, the cock now sliding in with growing ease. He added spiraling motions to his sucking, grinding the shaft against her clit. Luna rolled and gyrated her hips as well until orgasm rocked her with stunning force. She gave out a howl of mad delight and her knees went all wobbly from the force of the climax. Enid stepped up to hold her by the shoulders and the slave wrapped his arms around her hips with the cock down full length until she firmed and pushed him back an away, the cock flopping free with a pop.

The slave looked upon the big member and cowered at the sight of it. But his training took hold and he assumed the position on elbows and knees, forehead on forearms, ass raised in offering to Luna. Enid dipped her fingers into a jar of coconut oil and lubed the shaft, then trickled a bit down the slave’s crack. This would be his only mercy. Sheila placed a small rubber mat behind the slave to spare Luna’s knees from the hard stone floor and give her traction. Enid handed Luna a pair of black leather gloves with sharp silvery claws fitted into the fingertips. Luna put them on.

Luna knelt behind the slave and looked around at her sisters with a leering grin before pressing the tip of the cock against the slave’s orifice. She dug her sharp claws deep into his buns, blood trickling. He bore many scars from other mistresses taking the same grip.

The two inch, foot-long shaft was fully exposed between Luna and the slave’s ass. Those with a good side view were privileged to see the cock driven in to half its length by the thrust from Luna’s powerful glutes and thighs. The slave’s scream bespoke his being deflowered anew. More rolling grinding thrusts soon made the shaft disappear within him.

Luna drew back until just the tip was inside of him and then drove to his depths again, the first of a series of ruthless gyrating, plunging, stabbing thrusts that reduced the slave to whimpering sobs. Soon the cock slid in and out of him with ease and Luna’s lovely behind went to a graceful rolling motion as she rubbed her clit upon a protuberance at the base of the shaft meant to help propel her to her climax.

Soon, and inevitably, the slave’s whimpers and snivels transitioned from those of pain to growing pleasure. Luna rutted harder in her own mounting excitement. The slave’s will broke and he cried out pleadingly in a high pitched squealing tone.

“Harder my lady! Please! Harder! Make me come! Make me come! I love you my lady!”

This brought Luna to her crescendo and a flurry of rolling thrusts that took the slave to the brink as well. Upon his first deep moan that signaled him crossing the threshold she reached under his chest to hoist him to his knees. The watching mistresses were much entertained by the long arching string of creamy cum that spurted through his constricted ducts. It splattered onto the floor some eight feet distant and was followed by several more, the latter of them weakening, leaving a frosty trail that ended below his purpled balls.

And the two of them made sweet and harmonizing sounds of mutual ecstasy, the slave with sobbing moans of mingled delight and emasculation, Luna shrieking in triumph over her unmanning of him. When finished she pushed him forward onto his belly and stood to put a foot on the back of his head and press his face into a puddle of cum, raising her arms in celebration. Wild cheers and applause broke out.

The slave knew his next duty well, having performed it many times. He took the soiled cock into his mouth and sucked it spotless. Then he turned and bent over to lick up his ejaculate. But Luna stopped him. She had other plans. The slave removed the cock from her, hung it back around his neck and crawled off to the side to kneel and watch.

Luna pointed a finger at the virgin slave who knelt cowering in his fear. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her. He hesitated and Enid gave him a sharp kick from behind between his legs onto his balls and with a sigh he knee walked to where Luna stood.

The slave had been well rehearsed in every phase of the procedure except for the act of deflowering. He installed the cock upon Luna with practiced hands and. She snapped her fingers again and pointed to the cock. He opened wide to take it in and gave oral worship to it, licking sucking with passionate submission. Luna put a hand behind his head and pressed forward as he signal to him to take it down his throat.

The cock slid down with ease and the fellatio that followed was perfection, an act of worship upon the mock organ that was soon to bring him to his epiphany and complete his irrevocable enslavement. Luna rubber her clit upon the protuberance at the base of the cock while grinding and thrusting down the slave’s gullet. At the end she grabbed his hair in one hand and rammed the organ to it’s maximal depth while enjoying her brutish climax. She grasped his hair in both hands for balance as she savored. When finished she shove him back with a hands to his forehead, grasped his hair in one hand again and tilted his head back while she spoke to him.

“Now slave! The time has come! Soon I will put my cock to you and take your virginity and with it your manhood! First I will hurt you but then there will be pleasure that will make you a pathetic sodomite who lives only for the next time you will be taken. There will be no going back to what you were. You will belong to me and to all the ladies here in attendance! Do you want this slave? It’s your last chance to change your mind!”

These words were spoken as a matter of form because the regimen of breaking and training never failed. The slave replied as all slaves did at this moment. No slave had ever changed his mind.

“Yes my lady! Take me! Enslave me! I love you!”

“Very well then slave! Assume the position!”

As rehearsed repeatedly the slave turned and bent over into the position of offering. Luna went to her knees behind him and Enid dripped just a dollop of oil on the tip of the cock and another small trickle down the slave’s crack, just enough to ease the entry a bit while ensuring the proper pain.

Luna looked around the room with a lustful gleam in her eyes that was returned by every other pair of eyes. Deflowerings were quite routine but the mistresses never tired of watching a slave being reduced.

Luna gave him a two-handed slap to the ass to sink the claws in deep. Blood trickled again. Her lovely and muscular ass rammed forward and the slave gave out a howl that tailed off into sobbing whimpers. She made quick work of him, hurting him more at first, then inducing the enslaving delight. As before she pulled him upright when he came, so that he spurted his plenty far, mingling it with the puddles and splatters of the previous slave as they again made sweet harmony amidst their pleasure. She pulled out and stood while the slave sucked the organ clean. Luna added an extra touch of humiliation by making the slaves lick up their mingled cum puddles.

Luna looked around the circle of mistresses finding every eye alight with a lustful gleam, awaiting her word. She wasted no time giving it.

“Ladies! Let the jolly rogering begin!”

Now the ladies took their cocks off the necks of their slaves and handed them to them to be installed. The slaves were quick to this work, each having been long denied release, balls aching, longing to be sodomized. The either began the fellatio or just assumed the position at the option of their mistresses.

Cocks plunged deep, down throats and up asses. Soon every slave was mounted like a bitch and rutted upon without mercy. Some of the mistresses chose to upsize in honor of the occasion and howls and screams upon their entry mingled with the moans and whimpers of the slaves and the mad cries of ecstasy from the mistresses.

The orgy would go on until every slave had been fucked dry of cum. Ejaculate was spurted and splattered all about, on the floor and upon slave and mistress alike. On it went for hours until the last slave spent his final strength. Then it was cleanup time, the slaves lapping up every random wad of cum from floor or chair or body of slave or mistress until all were spotless. Then slaves were sorted out and led to the carriages for the ride home.

CHAPTER FOUR

Young Tom had been put aside to kneel and watched the proceedings, wondering the while why he was being spared the cruelties and humiliations. When the orgy ended Luna came to him and led him to the bedroom by the leash clipped to his ring.

He was bewildered by her gentle but absolute and unquestionable dominance over him. Her only demand was that he give her oral pleasure at will. She schooled him diligently in the arts of orgasmic enhancement through use of the tongue.

She taught him to flutter upon her clit with it and induce rolling waves of ecstasy, these further enhanced by his finger inserted gently in her anus. And his length of tongue allowed for the triple delight, tongue massaging G, nose pressed to clit and rubbing, finger gently fucking the hind hole. Orgasm would pile on orgasm until she lay limp and gelatinous in her satisfaction.

And there were long rimming sessions with Luna draped comfortably belly down over a padded horse she had made precisely for the purpose, Tom’s face pressed between her lovely cheeks, tongue deep in the nether orifice, wriggling, slithering. At first there was tongue fatigue and she did give him a few stinging strokes of the cane to spur his efforts when they flagged. But in just a week his tongue was tireless, able to continue the most pleasing motion indefinitely.

She kept him caged and stretched for a month, enjoying the escalating passion of his attentions, despite the ache she knew was growing in his balls. When he followed behind her as she made her way around the mansion and the grounds inspecting the labors of the eunuch slaves in keeping all ship shape he hunched over as if carrying cannon balls in his sack. And, through it all he never once complained or begged. She decided he had earned release.

That evening she sat naked in her throne chair with him kneeling at her feet. Using the key she always wore on a chain around her neck she unlocked the cage that enclosed his member and slipped it off. His long-suppressed erection sprang up. She giggled and was surprised again at the size of his endowment, having forgotten during his confinement. He would serve his high purpose well when the time came.

There was a bowl of coconut oil on a table beside her chair and she dipped her hand in and leaned forward to take hold of him and begin stroking as she spoke to him.

“Tom, you have been such a good boy. I know you must have endured a dreadful ache for so long but you never complained or begged and you served me so delightfully with your tongue, better every day. Now you will receive the pleasure and release you have earned. And it’s necessary for your health and well-being. One day you will fulfil the high purpose which is your destiny and you must be in peak form when the time comes. But now, please enjoy your reward!”

She pulled him close with his cock between her legs, aimed at her cunt, stroking harder and faster, adding a bit more oil with her off hand. She felt a sudden extra stiffening and he gave out a deep moan of heavenly relief as he spurted his creamy plenty all over her pussy. He toppled forward onto elbows and knees, forehead on the floor.

She reached down to take his hair in a gentle grip and tug him upward so her sullied cunt was before his eyes. His cream had soaked her bush and was running down her ragged pink crevice toward her anus. She spoke in a tone of command.

“Get busy Tom! Lick it up! Start at the bottom so it doesn’t soil my fine chair!”

Indeed, her anus was now awash with his cum and he all but dived in to go low and scoop upward with his cupped tongue, gathering it in and swallowing. Then it was another upward scooping to clean her cleft. Her bush was covered as if by a thick baker’s glaze and he had to suck lick long to get every trace.

Then she pushed his head down between her legs and put a hand behind it to press his face into her crotch. He didn’t need any words of hers to know her desire. His heart swelled with gratitude for the mercy and pleasure she had granted him and he gave her the triple delight of the nose, tongue and finger, making her come until she slumped molded into the chair.

He thought this would be the last of things but soon found out differently. When she was roused from the sweet stupor of afterglow matters continued.

“Tom, that was wonderful and you have earned more pleasure. Have you ever used you hand upon yourself for release?”

He blushed crimson in shame and his nod was unnecessary.

“Yes Tom, that is a shameful act when done wantonly and selfishly. But this evening you have my permission to use your hand without guilt or shame. Here, dip your hand in the oil and then you may stroke yourself. I want to watch you squirt. I find that most amusing. And I think you know where to aim your cock!”

He dipped his hand in the bowl and took himself in hand. He found he was half-hardened before even touching himself. She leaned back and spread her legs to exhibit her lady parts and he found his eyes riveted upon that as he began to stroke. The sight of her pussy and his knowing he could soon taste her again inflamed him and he stroked ever harder, soon feeling the welling up in his balls. He recalled her command that he aim and managed to master himself to that end, holding his tip a foot from her cunt.

He looked up to see her eyes fixed upon his cock and when he erupted and splattered all over her snatch, up onto her belly and her breasts he feared her anger at being thus soiled by him. But instead, she gave out a bawdy laugh and clapped her hands. The she eased back in the chair, looked at him with a gleam of lustful amusement and gestured downward with her chin in wordless command. He knew to get busy licking again, starting at the hind hole, working upward over her doused labia, sucking upon her pubes, then to her navel where his cream had pooled. Her full breasts were frosted heavily and he lapped up every drop. Then she fed him her nipples one by one for him to suck and lick. Her felt them going all hard and wrinkled as her arousal mounted. When at her preferred pitch she shoved him down to serve her.

After coming she bent down to take hold of his limp organ and stroke it again, first dipping her hand in the oil. He stiffened soon and she knew he still had more of his strength to expend. She meant to extract every drop from him before putting him back in his cage to endure another month of denial.

When he was at fell erection she told him to take over the stroking. Then she reversed herself in the chair, turning to kneel on the seat, presenting her ass. It didn’t take him long to become aroused by the sight of her exquisite posterior and soon he was jerking hard and fast, bent on inducing his final ejaculation.

At last, he erupted, spurting abundantly at first all over her cheeks and down her crack. But at the end there were just dry spasms proving him to be emptied. He didn’t need to be told his next duty. First he lapped up his leavings from her shapely mounts, then turned his attention to her cleft, sucking up what had gathered there before going to her orifice lick it clean and begin the rimming he knew she would expect.

Luna quivered and moaned when she felt his tongue slide in so pleasingly deep and begin the wriggling, slithering movements that gave her pure delight. She rested her chin on her arms and lost herself in the sweet rapture bestowed by his tireless tongue, losing all track of time. But inevitably there was the peaking of her arousal and she rolled her hips to rub her cunt over his face, the signal to bring her to orgasm. His tongue fluttered on her clit while he slipped his thumb into her hind hole up to the first knuckle and finger fucked her tenderly. The deep and consuming climax sated her for the evening and it was off to bed.

Tom lay crosswise to her under the covers, head pillowed on her thighs, feeling the tickle of her bush upon his nose and drinking in her scent with every breath. As always, he was anxious, uncertain if he had given her full satisfaction until she drifted of into that deep refreshing sleep. Only then could he drift off himself, already longing for his first taste of her in the morning.

Tom became her pride and joy. Sharing was a long held tradition among the sisters of the Cabal and in keeping with that his tongue served any mistress who happened by the mansion. His reputation grew and visit became ever more frequent. But Luna did not begrudge and every guest left on wobbly knees and went home with fond memories.

For his part, Tom came to enchantment from the wonder and mystery of what lay between the thighs of woman, finding each to have her own unique beauty and animal allure. When he knelt before a mistress and she parted her thighs he never knew what would meet his eyes but it never failed to arouse his passionate adoration. He would first press his face into her lushness and caress with tender tongue, awaiting her guidance as to how best to please her.

He was always caged and aching in an upward spiral. Each pleasuring of a mistress not only worsened his ache but grew his hunger for the next cunt to be offered him. And every orgasmic gush he imbibed whetted his thirst for the next one. Those mistresses he served in the latter days of his month’s denial benefitted from his most passionate adorations.

Luna looked forward to the blessed day when she would give him as an ultimate gift to the one who was the joy and light of her life.

CHAPTER FIVE

There was a soiree at the governor’s mansion one fine evening and Luna made an appearance in her public persona. The Lilith had sallied forth again a week ago and yet another dismasted ship with naked and humiliated crew had been found adrift on the sea, officers abducted. There was outrage among the government officials, wealthy plantation owners and merchants. And sly winks were passed between the members of the Cabal in attendance along with their secretly enslaved husbands. Admiral James Howe of the royal navy called the room to attention to make a vow.

“These depredations are intolerable to say the least! I vow that I will not rest until I see that harridan and all of her henchwomen hanging by their necks from the yardarms of my man o’ war, the HMS Vengeance, with their feet kicking in their death throes!”

Luna cast her eyes around the room hers meeting those of her sisters, giving and receiving more winks and speaking with her inner voice.

“Game on admiral! And I will not rest until I have you pilloried at the rail to be jolly rogered within in an inch of your arrogant pig-male life! I will personally see to your breaking and training and the emasculated wreck you are to become will fetch the highest price at the next auction! Or better yet I’ll castrate the one of my harem slaves who is most deserving of it and let you take his place in my harem!”

Howe was young to be of his rank, just 35. Tall, blond and blue-eyed he had a deserved reputation as a serial seducer who left a trail of used, abused and abandoned women. He began to make preparations for a month long punitive expedition to commence within the week. The Cabal had many a spy along the waterfront and it soon became known to Luna where he would search.

The Lilith sallied forth after he had left port and struck twice while he was casting fruitlessly about the island studded sea, taking two more merchant ships and ten more males to be enslaved. He was first to come upon one of the dismasted ships with its naked and humiliated crew. Lilith and her cohorts had bellied the captain and the officers over the rail of the ship and jolly-rogered them long and hard, just so the crew could tell the tale. Howe turned purple in his frustrated rage.

Howe sailed back to the harbor and anchored there while racking his brain for a way to ensnare the pirate queen. One afternoon when a fresh offshore breeze was blowing the Lilith dashed by the harbor mouth under full sail. She was spotted and the alarm was raised.

Howe hastened to get his ship underway and head off in pursuit. His quarry looped around for another pass just as the vengeance cleared the harbor mouth. Then it became a merry chase, the lumbering man o’ war in futile pursuit of the nimble smaller ship, built for speed.

The Lilith went on a zigzag course just out of cannon range. Howe had the bow chasers fire over and over, cursing as the cannonballs splashed short. Through his spyglass he could see her on the stern, waving and throwing mocking kisses while her ground his teeth and cursed.

Luna knew the Lilith would be blasted to kindling by the heavy cannon of the Vengeance if she tried to attack on the high seas. Howe would be taken on land at the time of her choosing. But in the meantime, she would taunt and tantalize and humiliate him upon the waves.

And she engaged in “social intercourse” with him in her public façade, even flirting with him while her sisters in the Cabal hid their smiles and winked at her. But his response to her flirting was tepid and tempered, as if he sensed her strength of will. Predator that he was he preferred younger, easier meat that he could use, abuse and discard.

CHAPTER SIX

Enid was Luna’s strong right arm on land, just as Ella was at sea. She took charge of recruiting women into the Cabal, often accompanied by helping them to turn the tables on males who had abused them. Sweet vengeance would be exacted by long-suffering wives upon their erstwhile tormentors.

Enid went about the town day in and out with eyes peeled and ears attuned. One Saturday morning at the market Dirk Gibson and his wife Lisa caught her attention. Dirk was a muscular, dark haired brute, a slave overseer at a sugar plantation. Lisa was tall but thin as a rail, blond, blue-eyed, much under his thumb and bootheel.

Enid witnessed him slapping Lisa silly because she had forgotten to procure his jug of rum before they made their way home from their shopping trip. Enid felt that hot loathing within her at the sight of it. Dirk’s comeuppance was a foregone conclusion.

Sheila served as Enid’s spy. She set about following him and her and them everywhere they went and also crept up to their house to spy and eavesdrop at their bedroom window. Her own righteous rage boiled up one night when she witnessed Dirk standing naked with his cock hard and jutting, Lisa naked on her knees before him. He slapped her and berated her for not sucking cock to his satisfaction.

“Now you worthless bitch! You will take it in your mouth and down your throat! You will make me spurt my strength and you will swallow every drop! Then you will suck me hard again because you have two other holes in you where my cock can go and I will be using both of them!”

Lisa sobbed as she took him in her mouth and he forced his organ against her gullet. She gagged and retched, but her gullet finally gave and his organ slid down to its depth. Brutish throat fucking caused him to ejaculate and he pumped his load down her throat, grunting in swinish satisfaction.

Sheila ground her teeth and clenched her fists as she watched Lisa suck him back to erection, only to have him rut her vagina to a second coming, then suck him hard once more so he could ravage her hind hole. He grunted in the loathsome way as he pumped his load deep within her. Then he made her squat and held his cupped hand under her crotch so she could squeeze his cum out of her orifices into it. He made her lick his hand clean and then kicked her aside and ordered her to fetch his rum jug.

She brought it to him and he took a long, chugging pull. Lisa threw herself on the bed and curled up fetal, sobbing in her degraded humiliation. Dirk flopped backward onto the bed and was soon snoring. Sheila grimaced in her rage and slipped away to report back to Enid and hatch the plot that would result in Dirk’s just deserts and Lisa’s vengeance.

The first step was to enlist Lisa into the plan. One morning after Dirk had set off to work on the plantation Enid and Sheila paid her a visit that was to change her life.

They took a coach to the house, driven by a muscular young blonde acolyte. When the knocked on the door it took some time for Lisa to answer and they knew why at first glance. She had a black eye and bruises on her arms and had trouble walking. It had obviously been a long night of “lovemaking” with Dirk. They sat her down at the kitchen table and Enid wasted no time getting to the point.

“You don’t have to live like this my dear. We are here to help you. There are women here on this island who know how to deal with the likes of your husband. You will come with us now to start a new life. After a while you will have a reunion with your husband under quite different circumstances.

Enid stood and held out her hand to Lisa. Lisa took it and she was led out to the coach. The house was in an out of the way place and nobody saw them leave. Lisa ducked down while they drove through the town on the way to the waterfront. They reached the dock where a sloop was tied up. Ella was waiting on board with a crew of five to sail them out to the island. Lisa was hidden below deck. But there would be another passenger on the sloop. Enid and Sheila departed to lay a trap for Dirk and abduct him.

They took the coach to the mansion and exchanged it for two horses and a pack mule. Their subterfuge would be simple, taking advantage of mindless male lust.

Dirk was overseeing the efforts of slaves on a cane field surrounded by forest. He stood with his back to the trees ten paces from the edge of the woods. Suddenly he heard a “pssst!” behind him and turned to see Sheila standing there stark naked. She flaunted her pussy at him and made other gestures of lewd invitation.

One of the perks of his position was having his way with the slave women any time he felt like it. And he always thought with his cock far more often than with his brain. The chance for a quickie in the bushes was not something he would pass up.

Sheila retreated into the woods, still giving him come hither gestures and he dropped his whip and followed. There was a small grassy clearing just out of sight among the trees and he came upon Sheila, lying supine with legs parted. His pants were down in a twinkling and he flung himself upon her. But before he could enter her Enid emerged from her hiding place with a sturdy length of tree branch and one whack across the back of his head knocked him out cold.

Sheila fetched the horses and mule while Enid bound him hand and foot. Despite his size they managed to heave him up over the mule belly down. Then it was back to the mansion and the coach. They laid him out on the floor and headed to the harbor again. He was carried into the hold of the sloop unseen by Lisa. He would be saved for their eventual reunion.

Lisa was brought up on deck once the sloop was underway. Her eyes widened when they reached the island and the verdant gates were swung open to the let the sloop slip into the lagoon. She saw women sunbathing, diving from the cliffs and frolicking in the deep clear waters.

She was rowed ashore to the docks by the entrance to the labyrinth that housed the slave dungeons and the crew’s living quarters. Ella first led her to a chamber where a warm bath was ready. She settled into the tub with a sigh, already beginning to feel at home. When she finished her bath there was a hearty meal of lobster, fish and wine served up for her along with Ella’s warm welcome.

“You need to rest and get some meet on those skinny bones Lisa. Eat up child! All you want.”

Lisa fell to, ravenous, mumbling with her mouth full about how Dirk had rationed her food because he liked her weak and thin. She gulped down ample wine as well. When stuffed and sated she drowsed and Ella had to half carry her to a bed chamber. She flopped down on the bed, drifting off when her head hit the pillow.

Ella woke her gently in the morning. There was another leisurely bath and then breakfast. They were both naked and that seemed to be the normal order of things here. Ella took her hand and led her into the winding cavern lit by torches. Sas they walked along mistresses rode by, mounted on saddled up slaves, moving at varied gates, the trot, the canter, the gallop. Crop and sharp spur urged the slaves to maximal efforts. Lisa stared, wide-eyed. Ella chuckled.

“Yes Lisa. A well trained slave makes a fine steed. Once a month we have a slave race along the rocky and narrow trail that encircles the lagoon. Your husband is of a physique that would make for an exceptional steed once broken and trained.”

They continued through the labyrinth. Faintly, Lisa heard the sound of whips cracking, cries of men in torment and wails of female ecstasy echoing in the cavern. A wet warmth blossomed between her thighs.

Ella led her into a branching cavern where she saw whips and chains and other devices she could only puzzle over hanging on the walls. Ella slipped a black leather hood over her head, blindfolding her. Frightened, she reached to remove it but Ella took hold of her hands to restrain her as she spoke words of reassurance.

“Don’t be afraid dear. You are among friends; the best you will ever have. No harm will come to you here; quite the contrary. Just relax and trust me!”

She took Lisa’s hand again and led her farther into the cavern. Lisa heard the creak of hinges as a door was opened and the closing of it behind her as Ella led her through. She was gently guided for a few steps and then Ella took hold of her shoulders, turned her around and gently pressed her back until she felt the edge of what seemed to be a table.

Strong but gentle arms took hold of her and hoisted her up onto it. The top was comfortably padded in soft leather. Then her legs were lifted and she felt her ankles being bound softly but immobile. Her hands were taken and her arms spread out, her wrists put in more soft restraints. She squirmed in fright but Ella spoke kindly into her ear.

“Trust Lisa! Trust! Just relax and enjoy!”

Soon she felt a tender and worshipful caressing of her lady parts by a slithering something ever so supple and sensitive. She gasped and shuddered in sudden delight. The caresses continued, ever more focused, seeming to find every spot that sent waves coursing through her. There was a plunging into her cavern and the massaging of a spot deep inside her that made her quiver and moan.

She rolled her hips and a hot tingle blossomed at her apex and, as if this were a known signal, she felt that wonderful something plying itself artfully upon the little orb she had sometimes caressed herself when in private to release. But nothing could have prepared her for the release that followed, a surge of ecstasy that rocked her universe. And a soft fluttering upon her berry continued, more of the same coming in wave after wave. Her body lurched and convulsed and she felt a gush burst from her as he lust was spent and she passed from consciousness and drifted, as if upon a cloud.

She was roused from her sweet stupor by a sensation both shocking and delightful, the soft wriggling in her anus. She felt the caressing thing slide into her and swirl about, making her eyes water as she sighed and writhed in her bonds.

Soon her little orb screamed for further attention and she rolled her hips again. Then there was a tripling of the delights as she felt something else slip into her hind hole while that thing slid deep in her cavern again and something rubbed at her orb. The ecstatic surges that engulfed her eclipsed the previous and again she rode the waves until sweet oblivion fell.

When she woke she found herself free of the bondage. Ella looked down at her, beaming. She sat up and looked down to the foot of the table. There knelt a naked man. His member was enclosed by a golden cage from which it’s tip protruded. A ring was pierced crosswise in the tip and a golden chain was clipped to it. She looked to Ella, confused and amazed. Ella laughed gently.

“Just an introduction to the pleasures that are your birthright Lisa! These pleasures and more will soon become an everyday thing for you. You will take them for granted but you will never tire of them. The male you see before you has been properly broken and trained. Through a long and rigorous process, he has been made to accept his purpose in life being to submit, obey and give pleasure. Like all males he resisted at first but his is now a willing slave and happy in his lot. No male’s soul can be at peace until he surrenders himself to the proper order of things. But now let us move on to other matters. Follow me Lisa!”

Lisa hopped down from the table, feeling a sense of confidence and empowerment she had never known before. The made their way down the cavern to another door. Ella opened it and they entered another chamber. It was lit by whale oil lamps in sconces along the walls, imparting an amber glow. A naked man hung by his ankles from the ceiling, hands cuffed behind him. His body was zebra striped with welts in various stages of healing. His cock was uncaged but his balls were stretched and spread, tight, purple and shiny. The walls were festooned with whips of all descriptions. Lisa’s eyes widened as she took it all in. Ella explained.

“The women you have met so far are members of an association we refer to simply as the Cabal. We are devoted to righting the wrongs of this world as they are inflicted by the male upon women and to putting the world in its proper order. We hold it to be self-evident that the male is a lesser being, a lower life form, fit only for enslavement for the pleasure of woman.”

Ella went to the array of whips and selected two snake whips and a cat ‘o ninetails with knots at the end of the cords. She came back to stand beside Lisa and continued.

“We may safely presume that nearly every male has committed offenses against women born of his selfish lust. Hence every male must atone for these transgressions through pain. The whip is just the first phase of this atonement and as a new member of the cabal you must become proficient in wielding whips of all descriptions.”

She handed the cat to Lisa and went on.

“The cat ‘o nine is best for a beginner because no finesse is required, just a will to inflict severe pain. As you can see, this slave has felt the whip often. He was a particularly loathsome specimen, not unlike your husband, so his atonement is ongoing. He is whipped periodically and then made to prove once again his penitence. I invite you to close your eyes, remember and visualize every cruelty and degradation your husband inflicted upon you. Then I am sure you will know what to do.”

Lisa did as Ella suggested, immersing herself in memories of Dirk’s cruel abuse. Now freed from fear of him, she soon felt the welling up of rage. When she opened her eyes to her perception it was Dirk hanging there helpless and at her mercy.

Gritting her teeth, her face contorted in contempt and loathing, she wound up and put every ounce of strength into a lash across his back. He howled in pain as pink swath appeared across his skin, red dots appearing from the knots in the cords. Lisa felt wet warmth between her thighs and a rush of exhilaration as she wound up for another stroke.

That one fell across his chest, getting a satisfying scream out of him. Then it was a rain of lashes as she broke a healthy sweat. Ella urged her on.

“Don’t neglect his organs Lisa!”

The cat had yet to fall upon his cock and balls. Lisa took aim and laid a brutal stroke upon his tender parts, his scream eclipsing the ones before. She gave him half a dozen more there and then passed into a frenzy as she painted the rest of him luridly pink and polka dotted. Only when he broke down into pathetic blubbering sobs did she drop the whip and stand slumped in exhaustion. Ella took over from there.

“Now Lisa, I will give him some finishing touches and show you the level of proficiency you will acquire in wielding the whips with daily practice. Please give him a spin!”

Lisa gave the slave a hard push that sent him spinning fast. Ella whirled her snake whips overhead in a whooshing blur. Then she took a step forward and the searing leather struck the slave’s hide like a buzz saw. She called out to Lisa.

“Another push! Keep him spinning!”

Up and down his body the lashes struck as he spun screaming. And when his front passed by as he spun Ella’s lashes struck his organ unerringly, redoubling his howls of torment. Soon he was again reduced to bawling like a baby. Ella gave him a few more lashes for good measure, then let him cease spinning. Then she grabbed his hair and lifted his head so he could face her as she spoke to him.

“Do you repent your despicable ways slave?”

“Yes mistress!”

“Would you like to be spared another round under the whips?”

“Yes mistress! Please!”

“Very well then slave! By now you should know what to do!”

Ella pointed to a throne chair that sat along the wall.

“Please take a seat Lisa. Spread your legs out and show him that tasty pussy!”

Lisa was quick to comply, feeling vengeful lust boiling within her. Ella lowered the slave and tugged him up to his knees by the hair, facing Lisa. Whimpering pleas for mercy, he knee walked his way to her and when he came close he buried his face in her crotch.

Lisa gasped in surprise and delight as the well trained tongue went to its duty. His honed skills and his desperate terror combined to make her shudder in exquisite bliss. His attentions were both wordless pleas for mercy and expression of deepest contrition. And underlying all was what she could only perceive as adoration. All combined to raise her lust to crescendo and push her over the brink. Orgasm rocked her body, welling up from her depths. A primal wail was torn from her soul and all went blurry as she drifted as if on a cloud.

But through the fog of her afterglow, she felt a tender worshiping upon her lower orifice, again that mingling of terror, penitence and worship. And, like the slave who had served her earlier she was treated to the triple delight of the finger in the hind hole, the tongue upon her G and the nose upon her clit. It triggered waves of convulsive ecstasy that went on and on until she passed from awareness.

She slumped long in the chair, limp and languid. When she emerged from the stupor she put her feet to the slave’s shoulders and shoved him away, dismissive. He assumed a posture of submission, forehead to the floor, arms extended. She looked up and saw Ella nodding in her approval and beaming.

“So, what say you Lisa about your experience?”

“Amazing and confusing! I felt his terror and his contrition, but more than anything his adoration.”

“You will find this to be true of all properly broken and trained slaves Lisa. There is a process that never fails to reduce a male to this state. Pain and terror are integral to the process, but in the end it is pleasure that ultimately break the will and purges the slave of all traces of the pernicious “manhood” delusion. You will be schooled in all stages of this process and when you are ready you will be reunited with your husband and you will process him. Then you will resume your marriage with things in their proper order. Now, if you will be so kind as to relinquish the chair I would like my turn with this slave. Then we will decide if more time under the whip is called for!”

Ella took her seat while Lisa stood by watching. The slave did his duty likewise upon her. Lisa could tell that Ella was long accustomed to such pleasures but still seemed to revel in them as if it were her first time. Soon Ella too slumped gelatinously in the chair, purring while the slave planted tender kisses over her mount and cleft and inside her thighs. When she emerged from the fog she gave him a shove backward with her feet on his shoulders and he again assumed the submissive posture. They discussed the pros and cons of his performance, hinting strongly that he was to suffer again, chuckling wickedly at his trembling and whimpered pleas to be spared.

They chose to forgo the whips in favor of more oral pleasuring, making it clear to him that the whips awaited should his performance be substandard. If anything, his efforts exceeded those before and the spared him. He blubbered his gratitude for their mercy while licking their feet in turn. Ella tugged on a rope that hung from the ceiling. It would ring a bell down in the dungeon to let the slave keepers know they were finished with him. They left him there in the posture of submission and moved on to another chamber.

They walked a short distance down the cavern and came to another door. Ella opened it and Lisa stepped over the threshold. In the center of the room was a high wooden table and upon it lay a naked slave, bound spread-eagled by wrists and ankles with wide leather straps across his thighs and belly rendering him utterly helpless and immobile. His organs were exposed and totally vulnerable. They stood beside the table as Ella explained.

“These organs that dangle from the male’s body are ever so precious to him. He uses them to take him pleasure and to defile and degrade woman. They are also very sensitive, making it possible to inflict the most intense pain in various ways. You will now be schooled those various ways.”

There was a mahogany box on a shelf below the table. Ella picked it up and laid it beside the slave. She opened it and laid the contents of it out for Lisa to peruse. Among the devices was a short chain with fierce looking toothy clips at each end. Ella picked it up and explained.

“There are two other sensitive point upon the body of this slave Lisa.”

She clamped the clips one by one upon the slave’s nipples, the springs within them making then bite hard. The slave whimpered and writhed. There were small thumb screws on the clips that would tighten the grip if turned. Ella gave each a couple of turns and the slave cried out for mercy. Ella just cackled wickedly.

Then she picked up a small wooden vise consisting of two blocks, also with thumb screws for tightening it. There were sharp steel studs embedded in each of the blocks. Ella pulled the slave’s balls between the blocks, then invited Lisa to turn the screws.

“Tighten them down Lisa! Imagine it is your husband’s balls you are crushing!”

After a few turns the balls began to flatten and the cruel points drew some blood. The slave cried out and writhed in agony. Lisa felt a wet warmth blossom between her legs as she closed her eyes, visualizing Dirk being at her mercy and suffering this torment. She turned the screws ever tighter until Ella took hold of her hands to stop her.

“That’s enough Lisa! There is always a temptation to crush the balls to a pulp. This slave will lose his balls by and by but for now they serve our purposes there in his sack. Indeed, the slave can be made to suffer far more with his balls than without them. All slaves are fated for eventual castration and they are well aware of this. They live in terror of that dreaded moment and that in itself is torment. And it is well known that the balls are the source of the lust that makes the male such a loathsome creature. That lust causes the balls to ache severely when the slave is denied release. Slaves suffer in this state for extended periods of time. There is another cruelty inflicted on the balls to which you will be introduced in the next chamber. Finally, slaves are allowed to keep their balls so they can be subjected to this and other tortures. Castration actually is a deliverance of sorts. The slave becomes docile, flabby and at peace. Then a life of menial labor lies before him.”

Ella took the slave’s cock in her hand and continued as she stroked him to erection.

“Now we will turn out attention to the penis. This vile organ is what the male uses to violate our bodies for his selfish pleasure. Fortunately, it is hypersensitive both inside and out and the male can suffer agony to atone.”

Ella reached into the box again and took out another chain of five clips like those on his nipples. She explained their use.

“The underside of the cock is most sensitive Lisa. These clips inflict a burning sting that starts out as merely unbearable and worsens by the second. You always want to start at the base of the cock and clamp them on in succession from there. The last clip should be attached just under the tip, the most hypersensitive spot of all.”

Ella handed her the chain and put her finger on the spot where the first clip should be applied. Lisa opened the jaws and took a tab of skin between her fingers. When she let the clip bite into the tender flesh the slave howled and squirmed as the stinging pain worsened relentlessly. And each successive clip redoubled his agony. Lisa paused a moment before placing the last one just below his tip on a tiny tab of tender skin. It was clear by his reaction that this one eclipsed all the others in the torment it inflicted. He writhed and sobbed and blubbered pleas for mercy. But Ella calmly moved on the next torture.

She picked up a silvery rod of quarter inch diameter and a foot long. There was a jar in the box and she asked Lisa to open it and lay it on the table as she described what was to follow.

“The jar contains coconut oil laced with red pepper Lisa. Now I will dip the rod into it and slide it into his cock hole.”

But the slave was writhing wildly enough despite his bonds that Ella told Lisa to climb up on the table and sit on his face, looking down on his tormented organs. When she had taken her seat Ella also climbed up and sat on his thighs to hold him down so she could take hold of his cock and slide the rod in. She ran it in to near its full length and the ran it in and out slowly. The agony on the slave’s organ was now at its fullest measure. Ella invited Lisa to enjoy the result.

“This slave has been tortured in this way multiple times Lisa. He knows his only deliverance is to satisfy you.”

Indeed, Lisa felt the slave’s tongue at work between her legs with knowing skill, spurred on by his desperate straits. She hadn’t even noticed the rising of her lust as she had put torture to his organs. But now she found herself at hair trigger and the first orgasm rocked her to the core. After brief savoring she shifted forward and pressed her anus to his lips. She felt the long and strong oral organ slide into her and slither about with artistry and heightened desperation.

His anal attentions and the wild delight she took in his suffering as she imagined Dirk lying there in agony, forced to serve her pleasure soon had her clit screaming for his tongue. She shifted again and fed him her berry. His lips closed upon it to lick and suck and another shattering climax racked her body. Then she offered her anus to him again and rode him until her arousal reached crescendo. Her third orgasm severed to sate her and she settled down over the slave’s face to savor.

Unfortunately for the slave, Ella was not to be denied her turn riding him. She and Lisa switched places. Lisa worked the rod in and out of him while Ella enjoyed. After three orgasms she too went to jelly in her satisfaction and she relaxed upon his face, her lush tissues smothering him unconscious. While he lay senseless they removed the instruments of torture. The Ella prepared a cruel awakening.

There was a small golden pitcher in the box containing a multi-wicked red candle. Ella lit the wicks and waited for melted wax to accumulate. When satisfied with the quantity she poured it out onto the slave’s tortured organs, making him snap awake with a scream that tailed off into whimpering sobs. Ella pulled the rope that rang the bell in the dungeon and they left him lying there to be released by the keepers and taken back to his cell.

Ella and Lisa moved on to the next chamber. Within stood a slave standing with his ankles clamped in an iron stanchion with his hands cuffed behind him. His balls were clamped between the bars of an iron vise. They were fully exposed, stretched tight shiny and purple. His limp cock was dangling over the vise. On his head he wore a hood covering his eyes and ears. Ella told Lisa of what was to follow.

“This is the milking chamber Lisa. I mentioned earlier as special cruelty to be inflicted on the balls of this slave. You will noticed how he is hooded. He can neither see nor hear us. He won’t even know we are here until you take hold of his cock and begin to stroke it.”

There was a bowl of coconut oil on a small table nearby. A wooden cane lay next to it. Ella told Lisa to dip her hand in it and take hold of the slave’s cock. When she did the slave flinched, not in pain, but in surprise and seeming fear. Ella laughed.

“Now he knows we are here and he knows what is going to happen. He has been subjected to this after a month of orgasm denial many times during his life as a slave. He is trying in vain to resist becoming erect, but this is all in vain.

Lisa began to stroke him and he gritted his teeth in resistance, but to no avail. Inevitably he hardened to the fullest. Ella told Lisa to dip her hand in the bowl again and continue, giving further instruction as she picked up the cane.

“Stroke him slowly now Lisa, very slowly, tease him along. If you feel a slight extra hardening it means he is about to come. Then let go and pause for a bit, then resume your stroking. Eventually you will take him over the brink and I will have this cane at the ready to give him a harsh whack across the balls in the midst of his orgasm. He knows this is how things will end and will be trying to resist the desperate urge to come that results from his long denial. Being male, he will inevitably succumb to his urge and his longing to come will drive all else from his mind. Then you will take him over the edge and he will be lost in his anticipation of his pleasure and release. Then I will ruin it all for him with my cane and reality will come crashing in on him as he is denied his pleasure and knows agony in its stead. When the time comes with your husband it will be you holding the cane at ready while I do the stroking. So visualize and anticipate!”

Lisa quickly got the hang of it, stroking slowly, highly attuned the slave’s responses, feeling the first twinge of hardening that signaled impending ejaculation, letting go, dipping her and again, on and on. She could sense the slave’s tormenting dilemma and the excitement of it made her free hand stray to her pussy to finger herself. At least a dozen times she took the slave to the razor’s edge as he ground his teeth in resistance. Ella stood by with the cane held high, ready to bring it down when the time came.

Lisa’s fingering of herself finally had he near her own brink and, spurred by her lust she took him over the edge the next time she felt the stiffening. He gave in to his longing for release, mind empty of all else. Ella let him have perhaps two seconds of his yearned for pleasure before bringing the cane down hard on his stretched out balls. He howled in surprise and torment as a white string of cum spurted through his constricted ducts and flew far before splattering on the floor. It was followed by three more of equal strength and then the spurts weakened until the last of his load dribbled from his shriveled organ. He sagged in the stanchion limp and whimpering.

In the midst of it all Lisa watched with eyes agleam in lust and soon her fingers finished her and orgasm struck hard. Her knees went to rubber as she gave out a wail of animal pleasure. Ella had to grab her shoulders to steady her.

And the slave’s ordeal was far from over. Ella dipped her hand and took hold of him again, handing Lisa the cane.

“He should have at least one more good load left in him Lisa. I’ll make him forget all about what just happened. Soon enough he will be fixated upon coming again, oblivious to all else and you can administer the stroke. The male is so weak and pathetic is he not? Coming will always be uppermost in his mind and damn the consequences!”

Sure enough, Ella soon had the slave erect and lost in the rapture of her stroking as if his balls had not just been slammed by the cane. Lisa had her fingers in her cunt again as she held the cane high, visualizing the balls that were her target as those of her despicable husband. Ella took him over the edge and in the midst of his first spurt Lisa brought the cane down with all her might. His scream triggered her and Ella again had to rush to her side and hold her upright until the orgasmic waves passed.

But the slave had yet to expend the remainder of his ejaculate for the day so the milking went continued. Ella dipped her hand in the oil again and stroked him to erection as she spoke to Lisa.

“From time to time slaves are allowed to come with full pleasure unexpectedly during a milking session Lisa. This serves to give them false hope that just maybe a given milking will be one of those times. It encourages them to give in and come, only to have that false hope dashed by the cane stroke. I will now milk this slave and just let him come, sparing him the cane.”

It took long to bring the slave to the edge, being his third ejaculation but Ella’s hands were skilled and artful. She edged the slave half a dozen times while he gritted his teeth in resistance, fearing the cruel stroke to his bruised and sore balls. But, as always, he succumbed to her ministrations and sobbed in resignation as he let go and spurted. His shock and confusion over being allowed to come freely were almost as amusing as his torment when the cane fell. And that false hope was reinforced in his mind for the next milking. Ella pulled the bell rope to summon the slave keepers and they moved on to the next chamber.

Within was a naked slave kneeling on a mat made form the sap of the rubber tree. On a small table lay a faux cock of dimensions suitable for upsizing and a bowl of coconut oil for lubrication. There was also a pair of black leather gloves with gleaming silvery claws mounted in the fingertips. Lisa felt another surge in her pussy at the sight of it, though somewhat unsure what to expect. Ella enlightened her.

“This represents the final stage of the process of breaking and training Lisa. The cock you see lying there is what will ultimately reduce your husband to a state of emasculated servitude. In the end it is pleasure that seals the deal. This slave has been long in servitude. He was painfully deflowered with a smaller cock and has been “jolly rogered” as we like to say, long and often. He has been stretched to the point where a larger cock is needed to achieve the desired result for the mistress. The use of this larger cock on him will mimic deflowering. You need to experience this epiphany for yourself and become confident and aggressive in your use of the cock so when the time comes for you to deflower your husband you will mount him like a randy dog mounts a bitch in heat. He will feel the strength of your dominant will and surrender himself to you when you drive your cock into him and rut until the pain passes and he feels that ultimate pleasure.”

Ella went to the table and picked up the cock. She handed it to the slave and beckoned for Lisa to come close.

“This slave is well schooled in being a bitch and a whore Lisa. He is a shameless sodomite and yearns for the cock day and night for the pleasure it will give him. The woman cock has purged every trace of what he thought of as his “manhood.” Now he will install the cock upon you and then he will suck it and make you come. After that he will assume the position and be ready for you to mount him. Just stand with your legs a bit apart.”

She barked an order to the slave.

“Slave! To your duty now! You know the drill!”

Lisa was warm and oozing between the thighs and the vaginal insertion of the cock made her shudder in anticipation as the slave slid it into her. He buckled the straps tight and without a word took the tip of the cock into his mouth and began to suck with seeming passion to please her. She began to roll her hips as her lust mounted, pressing the tip against his gullet, but the cock would go no further in. Ella called out instruction.

“His throat must be stretched as well as his ass Lisa! No mercy! Ram it in until his nose is in that pretty golden bush of yours!”

She took his head between her hands and forced the big, flared glans against him, driving with her hips as he gagged. It took some time but his gullet finally gave with a pop and three fourths of the cock slid home. Lisa ground her hips, gyrating her lovely ass, working it deeper and deeper until his nose was indeed buried in her sweaty fragrant growth.

She drew back until his lips enfolded the glans, then drove forward again. His gullet gave with greater ease and after a few more ramming thrusts it slid smoothly in and out. She began to fuck him down the throat, rubbing her clit on that protuberance on the shaft, propelling herself toward the brink. The slave put his hands on her hips and helped her along, his head going back and forth ever faster and he worked his mouth in circles, grinding the protuberance harder and more pleasingly upon her pearl. Orgasm rocked her with knee buckling force but the slave knew his duty and he wrapped his arms around her hips to steady her as she arched her back and let out a primal shriek. She hung leaning backward with arms dangling limp, basking in afterglow, semi-conscious.

Finally, she shook her head and emerged from her sweet stupor. With a hand to his forehead, she shoved slave back so the glans exited with a loud pop. Both women giggled lewdly. Then it was time. Lisa was pleasantly surprised at the way the slave turned around and bent over onto elbows and knees, forehead across his arms. She didn’t have to be told to drop to her own knees behind him. She could see his pinkish brown orifice. It puckered tight and opened wide as if he was uncertain whether to welcome or resist her coming intrusion. Ella stood behind observing.

“He wants it Lisa, ever so desperately, because he knows how good it will feel when you make him come. But he’s scared too, just like a tender virgin. He has felt the pain of the deflowering thrust and no doubt the size of the cock you will use on him amplifies that fear. We should give him at least a bit of oil to make sure you don’t tear him up. But drive it in hard! Show no mercy! Let him know who is boss! And also visualize. Imagine it is your husband there offering his puckering virgin ass, trembling in fear of your entering thrust!”

Ella dipped her hand in the bowl of oil and stooped to spread it sparingly along the tip and shaft of the cock. That was all the mercy the slave would get. She also picked up the clawer gloves and helped Lisa put them on.

“These will give you firm purchase when you take him Lisa. Sink the claws in deep. Look at his ass if you will. You can he bears the scars of his first deflowering.”

Lisa felt a hot lust boiling up in her as she looked upon the slave’s cheeks and noticed the scars. She needed no further exhortations. Her eyes took on a cruel and lascivious gleam as she looked again at the tender orifice being offered to her, visualizing it as Dirk’s. She moved forward and pressed the big glans against the hole and gathered herself to drive it home. She found the mat beneath her knees would give her leverage and traction and, with a double hand slap she sunk the claws into the slave’s buns, making blood trickle down over his thighs.

Mat and claws gave her maximal leverage and she rammed the cock with every ounce of her strength. The slave screamed at her merciless intrusion as if in surprise that the pain exceeded even his worst fears. Half the shaft disappeared into him.

Lisa ground and gyrated her ass to sink it deeper into him as he gave out high pitched, mewling pants. When her thighs touched his she drew back and rammed to the hilt again before falling into hard rutting rhythm. The slave sniveled and whimpered in his torment. But soon there was the transition as the cock did its work upon his prostate. Shrill girlish cries of agonized delight were torn from his as he began to spill his cream upon the mat. Ella called out to Lisa.

“Keep giving it to him hard! He’s a long comer. Don’t stop until you wring every drop out of him!”

Lisa rutted on and the slave kept singing his sweet song of emasculation, sending Lisa into the throes of a multi-orgasmic sequence, their voices harmonizing, his alto bitch squeals, her soprano shrieks. Cream spurted down onto the mat beneath him, forming a thick gooey puddle as her frenzied rutting extracted all he held within.

Finally, he was spent and emptied and he collapsed forward onto his belly, face down and whimpering, the cum puddle between his spread legs. Lisa pulled the cock out and stood, looking down at him with contempt, feeling ultimate satisfaction. He laid there for a few minutes, still sniveling. Lisa looked to Ella, puzzled.

“Slaves long for the cock day and night Lisa. And they are denied it for long periods. But when at last they get what they yearn for and are fucked dry and their longing ceases for the time being and the realization that they have become abject sodomites overwhelms them and there is withering shame and humiliation. But their first taste of pussy rekindles their longing and the ache in their balls soon resumes.”

Ella gave the slave a sharp kick in the ribs and reminded him that he had yet to lick up his cum puddle and suck the cock clean. He bent over the thick, creamy wad and sucked it up from the floor. Ella guided him with her foot to a few drops he had missed. Then he rose and took the soiled cock in his mouth, deepthroating it to clean every inch of its length. Then he removed the cock from Lisa and set it back on the table. Ella pulled the bell rope to let the keepers know they were through with him.

They made their way out of the cavern to where cabanas were set along the cliffside and settled in to bask in the sun. A eunuch slave came bearing a tray with a flagon of wine and two goblets. Lisa stared rapt at his limp dick dangling over the scar where his balls had been. She mused over the what she had just experienced and its implications for the future.

“So, this is life for you Ella; slaves to wait on you hand and foot and submit to anything to serve your pleasure. How did this come to be?”

“It’s too long a story to get into now Lisa. And this is your life now too. You have just been introduced to the rudiments of the process of breaking and training slaves. In the next phase you will be given a newly captured slave to break and train yourself. And please use your imagination as you work your will upon him. Innovation is always welcome and should be shared. Any more thoughts Lisa?”

“Only that I never dreamed I could come so many times Ella. My husband care not a fig for my pleasure. He just used my body to satisfy himself. In my private times when he was out of the house I would use my fingers to ease myself while dreaming of something better I couldn’t even visualize. Now I know that something better had to be this. I am so grateful!”

“You have just been introduced to the gamut of pleasures to which your womanhood entitles you Lisa. A woman’s capacity for pleasure is all but limitless. What passes for the pleasure of the male is pale and paltry and tepid by comparison. Yet the male pursues it with mindless lust. It is the male’s greatest weakness and vulnerability and we exploit it to the fullest. It is that lust that we employed to lure your husband into our clutches. Be diligent and disciplined and cultivate your dominant will in the time between now and your reunion with him. Then, when the time comes he will succumb to that will and your marriage will continue in proper order.”

Lisa leaned over to give Ella a hug.

“Thank you so much Ella! It’s like I have gained the sister I never had!”

“You have gained many sisters Lisa. You will be surprised who some of them are. And they will protect and defend you to the death!”

CHAPTER SEVEN

Auction night! A dozen slaves to go up on the block, each in his turn, all fully broken and trained and ready to serve their new owners to perfection.

Fifty mistresses of the Cabal arrived at Luna’s mansion; each hell bent on acquisition. They came from far and wide, Jamaica, Puerto Rice, Cuba, and from all along the Spanish main. And they were of widely varied colors, ages shapes and sizes. Some erstwhile black slave women had even acquired the wealth necessary to bid. Ostensibly, for public consumption it was for a “bridal shower.” And indeed, there was a wedding in the offing, a newly minted mistress would soon be retaking wedding vows with a husband she had reduced to enslavement.

Each mistress was a woman of wealth who already owned at least one slave, typically more than one. The bids would run up high but all were more than willing to part with the funds because they would be used for the propagation of the Cabal. Each mistress had brought along her only or favorite slave for the orgy that was to follow the auction.

The mistresses were seated in a semicircle before the auction block. All were naked except for their preferred style of boots, thigh high, knee high, ankle high, all with sharp spiked heels, many wearing spurs.

The naked slaves were led in and first made to kneel with spaces between them so the mistresses could inspect. Their cocks were uncaged and each had a ring implanted in the tip. Their balls were spread and stretched with leather thongs, tight, shiny with a lovely deep purple shade.

The mistresses milled about among the kneeling slaves, perusing, appraising, touching, squeezing, fondling cocks and balls to ascertain which among them would be the focus of their bidding. To indicate their preferences each hung a chain around the neck of a slave with a golden disc with he name on it. They were free to hang as many discs as they pleased to give them multiple choices lest they be outbid for a given slave.

Then it was time for the ‘sampling of the wares.” Each mistress was given opportunity to receive oral pleasure from the slaves she had chosen as possible chattel. The mistresses resumed their seats and the slaves mingled among them, burying their faces between the thighs of their prospective owners and exhibiting the skill they had acquired during their long and rigorous training. Every tongue was artful, tireless, lengthened and strengthened. Mad cries of orgasmic ecstasy rang out all over as the slaves went through their repertoires. Each mistress offered the unique beauty that lay between her thighs with shameless pride and was worshipped as a goddess, enjoying multiple orgasms until sated.

Then the first slave went up on the block, a tender young dark-haired green eyed morsel. Luna preside as auctioneer, calling out the bid amounts as they escalated. It was a raucous affair, the bids becoming reckless, but all were willing to pay whatever price, bearing in mind the monetary interests of the Cabal for its strengthening and expansion.

This first slave was claimed by Bess, a hefty, gray haired former slave woman. He groveled to where she was seated and knelt before her. She spread her legs wide and pulled his face into her big nappy, oozing cunt, then clamped her fleshy chocolate thighs tight to hold him there in her service. The sweet young slave pressed forward to bury his face even deeper, moaning softly in his worship.

One by one the slaves were auctioned off. Each winning mistress took possession of her new chattel, each slave taking his place before his new owner with face between her thighs giving worship.

The losers did not begrudge the winners. Withal it was just another chance to commune with fellow mistresses and enjoy the attentions of well-trained slaves in addition to furthering the cause to which all were utterly devoted.

The slaves had been kept aside in other rooms in the mansion. When the auction concluded the were made to grovel into the hall, each with his mistresses cock hung around his neck by the straps. It became a free for all, pussies licked, slave asses and throats fucked until all lay upon the floor in a fleshy heap, mistresses fully sated, slaves drained of all cum.

Slowly the mass untangled and slaves were sorted out. Luna’s mansion could accommodate many for the night and local mistresses could lodge the rest.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Luna’s heart was racing with the coming of a day long awaited. She stood on the dock along her private cove watching a longboat rowed by eight eunuch slaves make its way through the gap in the headlands. The boat pulled up to the dock and the object of her profoundest love stepped onto it, her daughter Julia, just arrived from the Cabal boarding and finishing academy in England where she had been educated and indoctrinated with the tenets of female supremacy. She had left when her woman blood had first flowed and now returned upon coming of age at 18. In her earliest years she had been carefully sheltered from her mother’s “adult” activities, occupying a separate wing of the mansion and having playmates who were daughters of Cabal members.

Julis was the spit and image of her mother in her facial features and statuesque physique. But from her father, Lula’s sweet, slave/husband James who had sired her she acquired her bright red hair, creamy white skin and green eyes.

Poor slave James had perished of yellow fever during an outbreak and Luna still missed and mourned him. None of her slaves approached the passionate and worshipful delight of his attentions. His reward had been the entry of his penis into her body to fill her with his seed and start a child within her. Night after delight she had bestowed the heavenly delight of her vagina upon his penis, letting him come over and over with abandon until her pregnancy was confirmed. The lovely result of that union now opened her arms to welcome her mother with a joyous hug.

And the only slave Luna had found who matched the loving adoration of her sweet James was young Tom the cabin boy. He was to be Julia’s welcome home surprise gift and also the sire of her granddaughter when the time came. Thus was the Cabal propagated in its most profound manner.

That was why she had preserved both of Tom’s virginities and settled for the pleasures he bestowed with his tongue.

The young women of the academy were celibate during their education and indoctrination. But eunuch slaves performed the menial chores and they became accustomed to ordering the male around in a manner most demanding, sometimes employing the whips they wore on their belts. And they were made aware of what life would be like upon completion of their schooling, the sex slaves and the many pleasures. They chronically randy on that account and were encouraged to ease themselves with their fingers to quell their womanly lusts.

But now Julia would be given Tom for her to enjoy without limit or hinderance. The date of her deflowering of Tom and their wedding had been set for a month hence. In the meantime, Julia could enjoy the exquisite pleasure of his cunnilingus and get to know him intimately. The introduction would take place that evening after dinner.

Enid, Ella, Sheila and ten more of Luna’s closest friends joined them. All were naked except for their preferred footwear. After dinner they retired to the drawing room for the gift giving. Julia was showered with the paraphernalia and attire she would use and wear in her life as mistress. The second to last gift was the cock she would use to deflower Tom. And the final gift was tom himself.

Luna briefly absented herself and returned leading Tom at leash by his cock ring. His organ was uncaged and jutting erect, his balls stretched and purple. She put him to his knees before Juila and, as rehearsed he bowed low to kiss her feet as Luna made introduction.

“Julia, meet Tom, who has served as my slave while I trained him in preparation for you. He is adoring and submissive like onto your father and no slave’s tongue has pleased me more since my sweet James departed. He is now to be yours as slave and soon as husband. Your wedding will be a month from now, whereupon you will take one of the virginities I have preserved for you. In the meantime, you can become better acquainted with him and mold him to your personal liking. In the end, if you find him worthy, he will sire your own daughter just as my James sired you. That will be some years in the future. But now, would you like to enjoy your first cunnilingus?”

Julia looked down upon the fetching young creature who knelt before her wit head bowed, obviously ready to submit and obey without question. She took charge of things right away, snapping her fingers to get his attention. He looked up into her eyes and beheld her beauty. Precum dribbled from his penis, forming a small clear puddle. Julia nodded in approval.

“Well Tom, I can see you like me! Come closer now!”

He moved toward her as she parted her legs and rested her ankles on the arms exhibiting her exquisite ginger pussy bold as woman can. He was within her reach and she grabbed his hair in one hand and pulled his face to within inches of her cunt. He extended his tongue to lick but she held him back.

“You want very much to taste me don’t you Tom?”

He nodded while straining forward in his hunger. Her animal perfume flooded his nostrils and he sensed a familiar essence, that of Luna. Luna had denied him long and his balls had been aching long. Now that ache worsened and he whispered pleas to let him taste, straining forward all the harder. Julia giggled as she let go her grip and let him topple forward, face plunging into her hairy crevice.

She gave out a shuddering gasp as the artful tongue went to its duty. Nothing she had done with her fingers even came close to the heavenly ministrations she felt upon her parts. Every slithering stroke seemed to hit a spot that pleased as he cast about with his tongue, pleasing the while but also pleading for her guidance. She sensed his sincere and selfless devotion to her pleasure.

She felt her clit tingling, crying out for attention and as if by telepathy his tongue gravitated there so he could lick and suck. The first orgasmic wave surged through her and then she felt the soft fluttering of his tongue upon her pearl, bringing successive such surges as she writhed and gave out panting cries. One final, eclipsing surge coursed to her extremities and she melted into the chair semi-conscious.

Through the haze of her afterglow, she felt caresses down at her very bottom, Tom making his obeisance, showing her knew his place and only her pleasure mattered and his dignity not at all. It didn’t take long for her to rekindle and then she was treated to the triple delight of finger in the hole below, tongue probing deep to rub the G and nose pressed to her clit and grinding. She convulsed in multi-orgasmic waves until she melted again with legs draped limp over his shoulders in her sweet satiation.

She heard the other women clapping their hands in approval and woke from afterglow and looked up to see her mother beaming as she spoke.

“Welcome to your new life my child! It only gets better from here!”

CHAPTER NINE

As always after an auction the dungeon had to be restocked with slaves. So, the Lilith soon sallied forth again to that end and to further goad admiral Howe. Lisa and Julia went along to become initiated into the ways of piracy.


A slow and wallowing merchant ship soon fell prey. Chain shot dismasted it and the assault was swift and overwhelming. Six suitable slave candidates were sorted out from among officers and crew and also three unlovely, smelly soon-to-be eunuchs. They were stripped naked, bound hand and foot and offloaded onto the Lilith. Luna left a taunting note for Howe tacked to the door of the captain’s cabin.

They sailed back to the island and slipped through the gap into the lagoon. The three un-lovelies were tied supine along the side rail. Their balls were tied off tight, sliced away and tossed into the water to draw the sharks. Then the slave candidates were bent over the rail to look down as the sharks gathered. As usual they were given the choice: eat or be eaten. Lisa and Julia were given two of the six chairs set out on the deck so they could receive the cunnilingus. There was a lottery to determine which other four crew members would enjoy.

It never failed. This time it was the first mate who swore he would rather die than submit to the act he had vociferously scorned all his life. The plank was run out and his feet were put upon it. Ella jumped on behind him with cutlass in hand, poking him toward the end. And, as always, the circling sharks caused him to rethink his bravado. Luna accorded Julia the honor of receiving his attentions.

Once the ladies had been served the slaves had their heads and wrists poked through the pillory holes beneath the rail and watched the still circling sharks while they were jolly-rogered long and hard until the spilled their loads. Then they were released and each was made to lick up the load of another. Julia had much enjoyed her first jolly-rogering and was determined it would not be the last. Lisa put cock to a slave as well and swore she would become a member of the pirate crew.

The new slaves were rowed to the dock and taken to the dungeon. Lisa was given one for her to break and train and Julia the first mate so she could enjoy the crushing of his arrogant pig-male pride.

Howe was on patrol in search of the Lilith when he came upon the wrecked merchantman, the naked crew sitting on the deck with heads hanging in shame and humiliation. Howe went to the captain’s cabin, found Luna’s note and came raging out onto deck, cursing and swearing, near apoplectic as he read it:

“My dear admiral. It is my determined intent to make an abject sodomite of you. Resignation to your inevitable fate is your best course. Resistance will be both foolish and futile but no doubt it is in your nature to do so. Well and good. It will make the process of breaking you so much more pleasurable for me!”

The crew could only tell him the Lilith had sailed off to the west and out of sight.

Howe returned to port still fuming at the words of her note. His horse was ready on the dock and he rode off into town. Luna happened to be passing by in her carriage. She gave him a flirtatious wink and blew him a kiss. He gave her a curt nod and grimaced as he rode by. That woman again! There was something about her! He felt a slow burn of suspicion take hold of him.

CHAPTER TEN

Lisa made fairly short work of the breaking and training of her assigned slave, spurred by the knowledge it would soon be followed by her reunion with her husband and her exacting vengeance upon him. It had seemed hard at first to believe she could reduce an unregenerate brute like Dirk to a state of emasculated servitude. But her confidence had grown by the day, along with her skill with the whip and her muscularity from the rigorous workouts Ella put her through. Dirk would encounter a whole different version of her when the time came.

On the day she was to subject the slave to the humiliation of his public deflowering she put on her cock in the morning and stood before a mirror, looking at herself full face, then in profile left and right, seeing the big member jutting from her, feeling as if she exuded empowerment and dominant will.

That afternoon, with Ella assisting, she rehearsed the deepthroat fellatio with the slave until he could take it down all the way with ease. She refrained from orgasm, wanting to remain randy.

When it came time, she mastered the slave with an authority that impressed all in attendance, leaving the slave lying humiliated, sniveling and unmanned, face down on the floor. She put a foot on his back and raised her arms in triumph as applause rang out. She made him lap up his leavings, suck the cock clean and then mounted his back to ride him from the chamber.

After his capture Dirk had lain naked for days in pitch darkness within a dungeon cell. He could feel the irons on his ankles. He could not tell night from day nor measure the passing of time. Every so often he would hear the creak of hinges at the bottom of the cell door and he could see by the dim light from the corridor that bowls of water and mush were pushed into the cell. There was also a bucket for his waste which he was glad to shove out into the corridor to escape the stench.

At some random time, the door was opened. The light of the torches that lit the corridor was almost too much for his dark-accustomed eyes. Two muscular young women entered the cell and seized him, cuffing his hands behind him and slipping a leather leash around the base of his organs so they could lead him away. They also put a hood over his head and snugged it tight so he could neither see nor hear.

He was led along somewhere hobbled by the legs irons, getting hurtful yanks on his balls from one woman while the other gave him harsh kicks on the behind and up between his legs, striking his balls, making him grunt in pain, bend over and stagger. Suddenly they stopped him and pushed him forward until he felt cold metal against his organs. Then he felt his ankles being bound in iron and his balls being clamped also in the grip of cold steel.

But then he felt a slippery warmth on his cock and a soft hand stoking gently, coaxing him to erection. It felt like the hand was wetted again with the warm slippery stuff and then the stroking was artful, bringing growing pleasure to which he could only give in and he lost himself in it, sensing he was soon to come with great pleasure.

Soon he felt his ejaculation welling up in his balls and that first tingling of pleasure always preceding his shooting his load into his whimpering wife. But that tingle of pleasure was soon replaced by agony as a cruel blow fell upon his balls, ruining everything and tearing a scream from his depths as he spurted his abundant pent up ejaculate. He hung his head, mewling and sniveling from the dreadful pain and withering shame.

Then he was released and forced to his knees, then bent over until his mouth was pressed to the floor into a gob of sickening sweet goo. He knew it was his very own cum and searing cane strokes across his ass and harder pressing down of his face got the message through that he was expected to lap up his mess. He retched as he sucked in the first cum puddle. Then that hide guided him to the next and the next as he took more cane strokes when he was too slow about it.

At last, he had slurped up all and he was led back to his cell, unbound and unhooded and shoved roughly inside.

More time passed and again the young women arrived to bind him, deafen and blind him and lead him away. Now terror took hold as he knew what to expect. He was clamped in again and again there was that soft stroking hand, so irresistible. But he gritted his teeth, snarling in resistance, swearing he would not yield and suffer the same again.

It was to no avail. That hand seemed to know him better than he knew himself. It found just the right pressure and cadence and he felt himself weakening. He was taken to the very brink and then the hand let go, leaving him gasping. And he found himself hoping to feel that seductive grip again because the thought of coming was slowly edging any other thought from his mind.

The edging was repeated more times than he could count in his distraction. Then there was the welling up in his balls and the twinge but he now was oblivious to all but the prospect of coming. But the cruel and agonizing blow soon woke him from his oblivion to the torment of reality.

There were two more cruel milkings with the same cruel and humiliating outcome and then a third, but this one was to be far different. He was clamped in and coaxed to ejaculation with the same inevitability. But this time he found himself coming with the fullest of pleasure while that artful hand seemed to do all it could to enhance his enjoyment. The shock of it was almost as bad as the cane stroke. He wondered why.

As time went on it became clear. Most times when he was milked he got the cane but on just those few occasions he came without inhibition and wept in gratitude. Then it dawned on him it was a cruel trick to give him false hope of pleasure just before the cane fell as usual. Each trip to the milking chamber was now filled with terror mingled with that false hope.

Then one more time he was cuffed and hooded and led from his cell. But this time it was different. The turn from the cell was to the right instead of the left. He was taken some distance and then found himself having the handcuffs removed and being hoisted up by the wrists and left hanging.

He hung for he knew not how long. Then he heard the sound of squeaky hinges and what sounded like the opening and closing of another door within the chamber. And there was the sound of bootheels on the floor striding toward him, then around him. The hood was yanked from his head from behind and he looked around to find himself in a chamber lit by oil lamps that filled it with an amber glow. He saw whips hanging from one wall and other strange but menacing objects and furnishings.

He heard those footsteps again, circling around from his left. The figure of a woman came into view, naked except for black thigh high boots. He could see she was tall with blond hair cropped short. Then she turned and faced him. Recognition came slowly as he looked her up and down, noting her rippling muscles. Her blue eyes gleamed with lust and loathing and her lips were curled in a menacing rictus.

Then recognition hit home and he called out her name: “Lisa!”

“Yes dear husband it is I. Once I was helpless and at your mercy but now the tables have been turned. Over the coming days, weeks, months, however long it takes I will transform you into the proper kind of husband, one who has no will of his own and lives in a state of abject and groveling servitude, who adores me even more than he fears me. You will live for nothing more than to serve my pleasure. And I will have help in making this change in you from someone you may know”.

At that moment Ella walked through the door, naked and booted as was Lisa, and again there was recognition. Ella had been a slave woman on the plantation where he was an overseer and her body bore the scars of the lashes he had put upon her. She had been an “uppity” one and more than once he had raped her to show her who was boss. One day she had vanished from the plantation as if into thin air.

Being Dirk his reaction to the sight of his changed wife and former slave was frothing rage, curse words and filthy names. Lisa and Ella just laughed as he hung there in his helpless fury. But his wrath morphed to terror when he saw them go to where the whips were hung and each take up a pair of long bullwhips. It was clear what was to transpire and he recalled the agonized screams of Ella and the other slaves he had put to the whip. Like all bullies he was a coward at heart and the piss of fear spurted from him while the women laughed again.

Lisa stood before him within whip range and Ella walked around behind him. He saw a gleam of cruelty come to Lisa’s eyes as she unlimbered her whips and two searing lashes struck his hide in quick succession, making him howl in his torment. Seconds later two more lashes stung his back. Lisa added two more of her own and one of Ella’s wrapped around his body and struck his balls, tearing a sobbing cry from him.

He saw Lisa’s eyes focusing on his organs and soon her whip whooshed and its tip struck his glans with precision. The stabbing pain of it ripped a scream from his depths. The whips whirled and several more lashes found his tender tip. The it was up and down his body with all four whips, zebra striping him with lurid welts, some blood running from a few of them. And his organs were struck in the course of it all, either from the front or wrap around from behind.

It continued until he was reduced to blubbering sobs of despair, utterly broken. Then the flogging ceased and Ella went to where the rope that held him aloft was tied to a cleat on the wall. She lowered him to the floor and they cuffed his hands behind him and placed the hook at the end of the rope to his leg irons.

Two throne chairs were set along the wall. Lisa went to take a seat in one of them. Ella grabbed dirk’s hair and pulled him over there on his knees, placing him within Lisa’s reach. Then she took a seat in the other chair. Lisa parted her legs and rested her ankles on the arms of the chair, exhibiting her golden-haired pussy bold as could be. She reached out to grab his hair and pull his face inches from her.

“Well dear husband! How many times did I have to listen to you boasting in the tavern about how you would never deign to taste a woman? The whipping you have just been subjected to was intended to make you reconsider. You have stubbornly denied me the pleasure of the selfless act you will now perform for me. Refuse and you will find yourself hung up by the heels for a whipping that will make the one before feel like soft caresses. First you will pleasure me with your tongue and then you will pleasure my good friend Ella, the woman you have whipped and degraded in her former life. The we will confer and decide of further time under the whips is in order. Now lick!”

Dirk was well terrorized by the whipping and his attentions were abject and desperate. Lisa found vindictive delight as he slobbered around in her pussy in wordless plea for mercy. Orgasm struck quickly, brutish in its intensity. He backed away slightly mouth still open and a spurt of salty liquid was ejected from her cunt into his mouth. She shoved his face back into her pussy to make sure he had no choice but to swallow it.

When finished she put her foot to his face to shove him away with contempt and then used her foot to shove his head sideways toward Ella, who grabbed his hair and pulled his face into her luxuriant nappy cunt.

Dirk felt a burning sting of humiliation as he served her in his frantic terror, now helpless at the mercy of the one he had so cruelly abused. And he could sense the vengeful pleasure she derived from it all. Her feral scent added to his degradation. When orgasm rocked her she forced his mouth hard against her pubis and his mouth was filled with another gush of salty juice and again he had no choice but to swallow.

Ella put her feet on his shoulders, digging the heels of her boots in, and shoved him away with righteous scorn. She turned to Lisa to ask her assessment.

“What say Lisa? How was it for you?”

“Decidedly subpar Ella! I think another turn under the whips is called for!”

“My thoughts exactly Lisa! He has a long way to go before I fell properly avenged!”

Ella went to take hold of the rope again and haul away. Dirk was dragged by his feet, face down across the floor and then aloft, hanging helpless by his ankles. Lisa and Ella retrieved their whips and Ella gave him a hard push, sending him spinning wildly. Lashes like wasp stings rained upon his body, a goodly number of them finding his organs as he howled in torment. The faces of the women were contorted in contempt and loathing, teeth bared, eyes agleam in their ruthless lust as they poured on the pain, relentless.

The spinning ceased but Lisa gave him another push and the rain of lashes continued, twice as long as before. He was broken long before the flogging ended, a balling and blubbering, pathetic poltroon. Only the exhaustion of his tormentresses delivered him from the agony.

They tossed their whips aside and lowered him to the floor before taking their seats again and offering their cunts. He knelt looking at them, cowed, timorous. Lisa crooked her finger and pointed to her pussy. With a sigh of resignation, he knee walked the short distance between them and soon found his face buried again in her oozing snatch.

Her bush was aromatic from the sweat of her exertions and her thighs dripping wet as well. He began to lick but she held him back and spoke in a tone dripping her with her disdain.

“Slowly now dear husband. You have much to learn if you are to maximize my pleasure. First you will show me you have learned what is your place in the world by going down to lick my lower hole and clean it for me. You will lick me until I am aroused and want to come. This will be the signal that I am ready!”

She grabbed his hair and worked his head up and down while rolling her hips, rubbing her oozing tissues in his face. Then she shoved his head down to the lowest hole and ordered him to lick. Lisa had been willfully neglectful in her wiping that morning so Dirk could be introduced to his essential duty of using his tongue to keep her anus spotless. He retched and tried to pull away when he felt and tasted the soiling, but she held his hair in a painful grip and reminded him of the whips that lay ready on the floor. He moaned in resignation and she was pleased to feel his tongue soothing and cleaning her.

After three deep and satisfying orgasms that again gushed his mouth full Lisa shoved him away with her sharp bootheels and gave him over to Ella who likewise gave him a good taste of her hind hole before enjoying a couple more exquisite, gushing climaxes. Having her erstwhile tormentor reduced to this state added great zest to her pleasure.

But the flogging proved to be just the preliminary in Dirk’s first day ordeal. Next they laid him out on the torture table and used all the contents of the kit upon his organs, each taking a seat upon his face and enjoying his frantic desperation to please and satisfy them so the agony might cease.

Dirk was in a state of mingled terror and a humiliating bewilderment. He had imbibed heavily of the salty juice that had filled his mouth when they came. To his shame he felt both a weakening of his will and a creeping thirst and craving for more of that juice and the amber ooze they exuded into his mouth while he licked them. He fought against it but could not deny looking forward to the next taste of his wife and the black former slave woman he had believed subhuman. In spite of himself he became fully erect at the thought and felt a growing ache in his balls.

When they released him from his bonds on the table and hoisted him to the floor Ella suggested another stage of the ordeal.

“Would you be interested in beginning his equestrian training Lisa? It’s quite delightful to have a slave saddled up and to ride him hard under crop and spur. And the saddle has a special feature I’m sure you find most pleasing.”

They put Dirk on hands and knees. Ella went to the wall where the saddles and bridles hung on hooks and came back with one of each. The saddle did indeed have a special feature, a sizeable faux cock jutting upward from the seat. Ella strapped it onto Dirk’s back. Stirrups hung down from the sides. She put the bit into his mouth and clipped the collar of the bridle around his neck. As a final touch she clamped his balls into a wooden humbler vise back behind his thighs so his balls were stretched and purple and vulnerable. She invited Lisa to mount up.

Lisa straddled him and lowered herself onto the cock, shuddering with anticipatory pleasure. There was a protuberance at the base of the shaft that rubbed her clit. Ella stooped to put some big wicked sharp spurs on her ankles and handed her a big riding crop with lead shot in a bag at the end, designed to urge the steed to maximal efforts. Ella had her own crop in hand and called out as she gave Dirk a hard stroke across the balls, making him lurch forward and groan in pain.

“Ride him hard Lisa! Dig those spurs in! Put him through the paces!”

Lisa drove backward with the spurs and jabbed him hard into each cheek while giving him a stern whack across the ass with her crop. He groveled beneath her around the circumference of the chamber as she first made him trot, then canter, then gallop. Spurring him and cropping him on the balls. He collapsed onto his belly after the first time around but hard crop strokes and spur jabs urged him back onto hands and knees for another lap.

Lisa ground and gyrated her hips as she rode, enjoying the cock massaging her G and the rubbing of her clit on the bump. She came repeatedly, finally sated after three laps. Dirk collapsed again after she finished. They let him lie there gasping for breath and removed bridle and saddle and humbler. Ella gave her appraisal.

“I see a future derby winner here once you get him whipped into shape Lisa! Make sure you ride him hard and regularly. Later, when he has gained endurance you can take him out on the racecourse.”

The final stage of Dirk’s first breaking and training session was to be a thorough milking. They put the blinding and deafening hood on him and he moaned in anticipation of what he knew was to follow. They clamped him into the stanchion and Ella did the stroking first while Lisa held the cane raised and ready.

Needless to say, Lisa took great delight in bringing the cane down with all her might upon his balls to ruin his pleasure, remembering all the times he had pumped his load into her, grunting in his swinish pleasure. Twice more he was edged to the point he was oblivious to anything but coming and had his orgasm ruined by the cruel stroke.

When released from the stanchion he collapsed to the floor, unable to stand from the cruelties inflicted upon him. They put the wooden humbler back on him so his balls were helplessly vulnerable and made him grovel back to his cell while the gave his balls kicks to urge him along. He crawled into his cell and laid himself down on the thin, straw stuffed mattress, sobbing in his humiliation.

Then it came to him, the sense of the weakening of his will. And it wasn’t so much the tortures he had endured as the feeling that those woman juices he had imbibed so heavily were having their effect. Long had he scorned the act of oral pleasuring of woman but now he felt his organ stiffen from the memory of it and the lingering of their feral scent in his nostrils. He gritted his teeth and shook his head but to no avail. He fell asleep and lapsed into sweet dreams of his next taste of pussy.

Morning came and he heard the creak of the cell door’s hinges as it was opened. Two strong looking naked, booted, young black women stood outside of it, each holding a bowl. They laid them on the floor before him and he saw one held water and another the kind of mush he had fed to the plantation slaves. One of the women barked an order.

“Eat! Drink!”

Despite the degradation he found himself famished and slurped up the mush and drank the water in the posture of a dog. While he was bent over the bowls they cuffed his hand behind him and when he finished they rolled him onto his back and stretched his balls tight with leather thongs in a figure eight around them. Then a noose was slipped around them and yanked tight to be the leash that led him. Sharp kicks urged him to his feet and he was led away through the cavern, hobbling in his legs irons, to a chamber where they doused him with cold water and scrubbed him with soapy sponges. He was allowed to relive himself into a hole in the floor and was led away again to the chamber where Lisa and Ella waited, whips already in hand. The slave keepers gave him a shove forward onto his belly. He rose to his knees and pleaded for mercy.

“No! Please! I beg you! Not the whips!”

“Ella’s lips curled in scorn as she spoke to him.

“How many times did I and my sisters in slavery beg you for the mercy? I do not recall it being granted!”

“Please! I’ll do anything! Just not the whips! Please!”

Lisa put in her two cents worth.

“You spared me nothing good husband even though I begged you. Now you kneel before us, a craven coward and expect mercy? You say you will do anything? You are correct in that at least. You will surely do anything to avoid another whipping like the one that awaits you!”

They strung him up by the heels and gave him a hard spin. The whips whirled and cracked as he shrieked and howled and finally was reduced to a sobbing wreck. Then the mistresses went to take their seats, parting their legs, offering their cunts with gleams of lust in their eyes. He moaned in resignation and knee walked to Lisa, leaning in toward her crotch with tongue extended. But she grabbed his hair and held him back.

“Today dear husband you will be instructed in the finer points and enhancements of the selfless act. The lessons will be long and we will go slowly. Focus on acquiring the skills but do not neglect to make us feel your penitence for the wretched life you have led! Now first, get a good taste of me, Cup your tongue, go down low and scoop upward, gather a mouthful of my poon and swallow! Then repeat until I tell you to stop!”

She let go her grip and his leaning in caused him to fall forward face first into her oozing crevice. He cupped his tongue as instructed and scooped upward from the bottom, feeling his mouth being filled. And, to his own surprise, he felt himself swallowing with a hunger and going down eagerly for another mouthful. And as he went on and on, up and down he found her animal perfume dizzying him and he found himself feeling the beginning of true and sincere penitence for what he had inflicted upon her.

She gave out a shuddering sigh of growing pleasure as if she sensed his emotion and it spurred him to make his attentions all the more adoring. She took hold of his head to hold him still and gave more instruction.

“Now stick it in deep in my cavern and swirl it around!”

He obeyed, feeling more worshipful urgings, finding he loved the feel of her lush tissues under his tongue and the salty taste of her. She moaned and quivered from his attentions and it drove him to redoubled efforts to please, though he still felt some traces of his base nature resisting his growing surrender. All that was vanquished when she urged him upward to her apex and commanded him to lick and suck her pink pearl. Her silken thighs clamped together on his head as she arched her back, quivered and convulsed, crying out in primal ecstasy as she gushed a salty fountain into his mouth. To his further surprise he found himself gulping to get every drop and swallow. There was no denying it now. He craved it, thirsted for it, felt it suffusing him to the depths of his being and he knew epiphany.

She relaxed in her satisfaction and he planted tender kisses between her thighs and on her crevice and golden mount as she savored afterglow. Then she shoved him sideways with her foot toward Ella, whose nappy cunt was tingling and throbbing in her anticipation.

As he knelt before her he gazed upon the dense nappy bush, the ragged coal black labia, between her thighs, now seeing a thing of beauty and being drawn in by the animal magnetism of it all.

And his sincere words before he began her pleasuring almost made her come before she felt his tongue.

“I am so sorry for my cruelty! Now I know how wrong I was! Please forgive me and let me make it up to you in any way you please!”

Ella could only chuckle wickedly.

“So, your world has turned upside down and bottom is now on top! Now it is you who is slave and we women are your mistresses. You have spoken fine words but only actions will suffice! There are better uses for that tongue of yours! Use it now to please me and I will be the judge of your sincerity!”

Of his own accord he buried his face in her lush womanhood. Any skepticism she held vanished at the first touch of his tongue. He poured out his contrition with every lapping stroke and she knew it was now a changed man who served her. That was well and good but much rigor and training lay ahead of him before he could be deemed a finished slave.

After her first orgasm she pushed his head down low and made him put tongue to her hind hole, taking special delight in his subservient obeisance. She kept him at it long, relaxing and opening herself, urging him to probe deep and lick hard. But as came no surprise, his tongue tired and her sighs of pleasure waned. Lisa was attentive and had a remedy. She flicked his stretched out and aching balls with her fingers until Ella was lost in her rapture for another minute or two. But again, fatigue set in and it took hard slaps to his balls to urge him on. Finally, Ella’s arousal peaked and she guided him to her apex to finish her. The orgasm was deep, consuming and uncommonly satisfying because of the abject surrender of her erstwhile tormentor.

The matter of his tongue fatigue was dealt with directly. There was a padded horse in the chamber designed for the total comfort of the mistress while a slave had his face between her cheeks applying his tongue. Dirk was placed on his knees behind it and they tied his balls to a ring at its base.

Lisa mounted the horse first, settling in belly down and offering her hind hole to his tongue. Ella shoved his face between Lisa’s shapely cheeks and he knew well enough to begin licking. Ella fetched a cane and stood by, ready to use it and an incentive when his tongue tired. Every time Lisa raised her hand the cane strokes compelled him to redoubled efforts. He managed to bring Lisa to proper arousal and she rolled her hips and rubbed her cunt in his face to signal him to turn his attention to her clit.

Lisa dismounted. Ella took her place and Lisa took up the cane. Each of them took two more turns on the horse and Dirk was shown no mercy. By the time the finished his ass was lurid red all over and split open in places. And his tongue hung limp in its exhaustion, hanging from his mouth. They returned him to his cell for the night and the next morning all was repeated.

In the rigorous month that followed he was schooled in every art of oral pleasuring. And he spent hours each day with his face between either Lisa’s creamy cheeks or Ella’s rich chocolate ones. The need for the cane grew less by the day and in the end his tongue was a tireless instrument of pleasure, lengthened, strengthened, able to give exquisite delight indefinitely.

The it was time for one final affirmation of his enslavement. Though he would be spending most of his days at home as Lisa’s slave-husband it was held by the women of the Cabal that all slaves belonged in essence to all members and that they were to be shared. To this end there was a ritual to which each new slave was subjected upon completion of his breaking and training. He was put out for public use one day from sunrise to sunset.

At the entrance to the labyrinthine cavern on the island was a large circular chamber from which the corridors branched out. A throne chair was permanently set up there. And always there was a new slave on his knees before the chair with his hands cuffed behind him and his balls tied to an iron ring mounted to the floor. Above the chair hung two large sheets of parchment with a quill pen and inkwell sitting on a shelf between them. One the top of one sheet was written “Yea” and on the other “Nay.” There were two long benches flanking the throne chair for mistresses to sit on while waiting their turns.

There were always comings and goings through the chamber, crew members of the Lilith, Cabal members visiting from the mainland or other islands. Nudity was the common state save for footwear according to taste.

Every passerby was welcome to partake of oral pleasuring from the slave who was set out for the day. The slave was told a cruel lie to add zest to the proceedings. He was told each mistress he served would judge him according to the merits of his service and would place a vote upon either the yea or nay sheet of parchment by making an X with the pen. If the yeas outnumbered the nays at days end he would be allowed to keep his balls and begin his career as a slave. If the opposite were true public castration awaited him that very evening. In fact, all mistresses were in on the joke and would see to it the slave just barely succeeded in his efforts to preserve his balls. His terror and desperation would greatly enhance the pleasures.

On Dirk’s appointed day Lisa and Ella led him out into the chamber and set him before the chair. The informed him of the jeopardy of his balls, laughed and walked away.

He knelt there with mind reeling in terror and confusion. Soon two young slave keepers entered the chamber, one a tall and muscular black woman, the other a slender and petite redhead. The redhead took a seat in the chair in the spread-legged posture of offering, snapped her fingers and pointed to her cunt, making her wishes crystal clear. Dirk whimpered in fear and pressed his face into her ginger pussy, going to work with his well-trained tongue, spurred to its maximal use by his terror over his balls.

She wailed her way through a prolonged orgasmic sequence as he used every trick he had learned under Lisa and Ella’s tutelage. He felt sure he would gain a yea but his heart sank when she stood and made an X upon the nay sheet.

Her black companion took her place on the throne and he served her nappy cunt with even greater passion and subservience. Her orgasms exceeded those of the redhead but again she put her mark upon the nay sheet. He felt the cold grip of stark terror.

Next four members of the Lilith’s crew came by on their way to get the ship ready for its next foray. One was a brown-skinned, raven haired indigenous woman, two were white women, one blond, the other brunette, and another black woman. The brown woman took her seat in the chair, offering her raven snatch while the others sat on the side benches to wait their turns.

He served each of them in growing desperation, but only the black woman put her mark on the yea sheet. He felt despair descending upon him. Singly or in pairs or groups the women kept coming and after some time he had five yays but ten nays.

Then a very large and voluptuous black woman took her seat in the chair. She spread her thighs and he saw her pussy was in proportion to her size, big enough to engulf his face up to the ears. And when she put her hand behind his head to pull him in he found himself exactly thus. He plied his tongue upon her lady parts and when she pushed his head down low he gave worship to her anus as she moaned in her enjoyment.

When she rolled her hip to urge him to her clit he rose and enfolded the grape sized protuberance within his lips to lick and suck it. She passed into the throes of orgasm and her great fleshy thighs closed inextricably upon his head, cutting off all hope of breath. It seemed a certain death grip as she shuddered in her pleasure. His breath gave out, his lungs burning as the black descended. And, to his shock he found himself coming with mad intensity just as the lights went out. Then he knew no more.

Suddenly a sharp odor filled his nostrils and he snapped awake to see women standing around and seated on the side benches. They all nearly expired in their mirth as he looked around in mingled relief, confusion and terror. The big woman he had serviced gave her appraisal.

“That was some fine tongue work sweetie! It gets you a yea!”

On and on went the ordeal, woman after woman presenting her unique lady parts for him to pleasure. And gradually all his fear seemed to vanish and all that mattered was giving each and every one the very best of his tireless and practiced tongue, seeing what was between each pair of parted thighs as a thing of beauty and a place of worship. It was then that he began to acquire more yeas and he realized the key to saving his balls was in this selfless worship. And his imbibing of the gushed juice of their pleasure seemed to help banish the fear.

There was a bucket of water with a dipper off to the side and every so often he was given a drink and a dash of water in the face to rinse off the caked on poon. A few more heft women smothered him senseless in the course of things, but he knew as the dark fell that there would be a coming to and as resumption of his duty.

The day was near its end and when he looked up at the sheets the yeas and nays looked near equal but he couldn’t tell which exceeded which. Lisa and Ella returned and each took her seat to be served as the final pleasurings of the day. Women had gathered around to await the vote count.

Then it was Lisa’s privilege to count the votes aloud. She started with the nays, totaling 56. Then it was on to the yeas and again he felt the grip of fear. She counted slowly on and on until 56 and then 57! He collapsed belly down in relief. Again, he heard those gales of mirth.

Lisa and Ella released his balls from the ring and led him back to his cell. His legs gave out and he fell face down on the thin mattress. Lisa had some words for him before she locked him away.

“I wasn’t really going to cut your balls off today husband. I prefer that they remain in your sack for the time being because they are most useful to me there. The vote was entirely rigged.  We just wanted to have a bit of fun with you and make sure you understand your place in the world!”

His training was now complete except for the finale, his deflowering, which was to be one week hence.. In the morning he was taken to the chamber again for his introduction to the woman-cock. Earlier, Lisa had just one request.

“Ella, I want to use the bigger one on him!”

Ella grinned lasciviously and nodded assent.

“Of course, Lisa. The only rule is that the mistress should have things her way. And my, how he deserves it!”

So it was that when Dirk was brought into the chamber he found Lisa and Ella standing there leering at him with the menacing 2 X 12 cock sitting on a stand between them. He quailed at the sight of it, guessing the implication. Lisa chuckled wickedly.

“Well now dear husband, you may think you are not a virgin when in fact you are in the most important way. Soon all of my new friends, my sisters, will gather to watch as I take that virginity from you along with your so-called “manhood. This final stage of your breaking and training will purge you of any lingering traces of that delusion. Now you must learn to participate in the process of your emasculation. First you will learn to install the instrument of your unmanning!”

They uncuffed his hands and Lisa ordered him to take the cock in hand while she stood with her legs parted. Under Ella’s guidance he slid the vaginal bulb inside of her and, with shaking hands, managed to fasten the straps. Then he cowered as Lisa stood before him, exuding her dominant power with the big faux organ jutting from her golden bush in mockery of his own lesser endowment. She cackled lewdly.

“Quite impressive compared to your little thing isn’t it husband? And your little thing hurt when you would stick it in me. Imagine what you will feel when I stick this in you. But never fear! I will hurt you at first, but then I will teach you to love my cock and make a pathetic, cock craving sodomite of you! But first you must learn to suck it properly!”

She took a grip on his hair and pulled him to her, pressing the big glans against his lips. He resisted at first, But they had his balls stretched behind him in the humbler and Ella had a cane in hand. A sharp whack to the balls made him open his mouth the cry out and Lisa shoved the cock in until it stopped against his gullet.

“Suck now hubby! Worship it with your lips and tongue!”

Another whack on the balls gained his compliance and soon he was running his lips and togue along the shaft as his head went back and forth. But this was just a preliminary. Soon Lisa pressed the glans hard against his gullet, demanding, relentless, speaking in a snarling tone.

“Come on now hubby! Take it down all the way! How many times did I take it down the throat for you? Don’t you think you owe me?”

She kept pressing and another even harder whack to the balls caused his throat to open. The glans plunged past the clench of his throat, making him gag, and slid down a third of the way. Lisa Rammed with her hips to drive it deeper, over and over and inch by inch it went down until with one final hard thrust of her hips her found his nose in her golden thicket.

Then she pulled back until just his lips enfolded the glans and drove forward again. The cock slid past his gullet with greater ease and only a couple of hip thrusts served to seat it to its depth again. Soon it was going in and out with ease as Lisa throat fucked him with abandon, gyrating as she thrusted, rubbing her clit upon the protuberance on the shaft, propelling herself to climax. As it drew near she taunted him through gritted teeth.

“Come bitch! Make me come the way I made you come so many times with your filthy cock down my throat!”

Finally, orgasm buckled her knees and Ella was quick to take hold of her shoulders to steady her. She kept the cock rammed full down his throat as she savored.

Every day for the next week the ritual was rehearsed over and over to perfection, right up to the moment of the deflowering thrust. And the ritual was to include a re-taking of wedding vows in a manner fitting the new status of their marriage. Dirk had to memorize a rather lengthy speech. The vows would fit their personal situations except for the final words which were scripted. Lisa’s jaw dropped in near disbelief and her pussy grew warm and wet when Ella informed her of them. Ella nodded to confirm that Lisa had heard her right.

“Yes Lisa. That is the ultimate fate of every slave husband and it is marked by another public ritual. You will have your final vengeance and move on to other slaves. How long was your marriage? Five years? That will be the term of your remarriage. Dirk will take that final vow after the deflowering has unmanned him. You will be surprised at how deep and meek his submission will be.”

When the time came for the ritual they boarded Ella’s sloop and sailed to Luna’s cove. Upon the evening the mistresses gathered in Luna’s great hall to bear witness and be entertained. Each was accompanied by a slave, led by a leash on his cock ring, the cock of his mistress hung around his neck by the straps. The slaves were set aside to kneel and await the orgy that would follow.

Chairs were set up in a circle three deep. Luna stood in the circle’s center and would be Mistress of Ceremonies. Lisa led Dirk into the hall and through a space between the chairs by his stretched purple balls. Lisa would implant his cock ring at the end of the ceremony.

Lisa’s cock was hung around his neck and there was a buzz of excitement when the mistresses noticed the size of it. It was a rare deflowering when the starter size cock was skipped and all anticipated a most enjoyable spectacle. Dirk’s cruelty to Lisa was now public knowledge and all looked forward to a richly deserved comeuppance. Luna first addressed the assemblage.

“Ladies! You are no doubt aware of the nature of the marriage between mistress Lisa and her brute of a husband, the cruelty, the degradation, the way Lisa was used for the brutish and selfish pleasure of this miscreant. But punishment has been meted out as appropriate and the brute has been broken and trained. This evening you will witness the finale of the turnabout, the re-marriage of Lisa and Dirk on a proper footing. Slave Dirk will now recite his vows and then his true virginity will be taken, as will be any lingering traces of his so-called manhood. You have surely noticed the size of the member to be employed. Lisa has chosen thus in the interest of suitable vengeance. Hence, a pleasant time is guaranteed for all! Without further ado let us begin!”

Dirk knelt before Lisa, both of them standing on a rubber mat that would give her traction and leverage.. She removed the cock from his neck and handed it to him. With practiced hands he installed it upon her and he recited his vows as it jutted inches from his face.

“Dear wife I have tormented, abused and degraded you, thinking of naught but my own selfish pleasure. Your kind and beneficent tutelage has shown me the error of my ways and I will now surrender to you my true virginity and manhood as the prelude to my life as your slave husband. I will atone for my offenses by way of the selfless giving of pleasure according to your every wish.”

Lisa’s vow was brief and blunt.

“Then I take you as my slave and husband for as long as you please me.”

With that she pointed to the cock and snapped her fingers. Without hesitation he took the cock in mouth and those in the audience with a good side view were treated to the sight of the big organ sliding down his throat with amazing ease, all to the credit of Lisa’s training and diligent practice. His lips closed on the very base of the cock as his nose was buried deep in her luxuriant thicket.

The it was back and forth and in and out, nose bouncing of her hairy pubis as she rolled and gyrated her hips, grinding her clit on the protuberance as the cock passed over her G propelling her toward orgasm. She gripped his hair in both hands and rutted harder yet and all were impressed by the depth of his submission to her will. Rare indeed was a slave who could take such a big member down his virgin throat.

Lisa rammed the cock in all the way one last time, her grip in his hair fierce and painful as orgasm racked her body, making her quivered and her knees wobble as she gave out a shrill and fierce cry of ecstasy. Dirk wrapped his arms around her hips to steady her and remained with the cock full down as she finished and savored. When finished she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him back and away, the cock exiting with the pop that always drew cackles from the crowd.

Then, without need of command, Dirk turned and bent over with forehead across his arms and ass raised in offering. Luna dipped a finger in the jar of oil she held and took the liberty of sticking it in his hole with an appraising look on her face. She nodded and addressed the audience.

“I’ll vouch he is one of the tightest virgins yet. His rogering will be uncommonly jolly with that big dick! Have at him Lisa! Make a sodomite of him!”

With that Luna helped Lisa slip on the deflowering gloves with the sharp claws in the fingertips. She dropped to her knees behind Dirk, raised her hands and wiggled her fingers so that they claws caught the light and sparkled. Then, with a two handed slap she seated them deep into his cheeks for purchase. He flinched and yelped. Blood trickled down his thighs. Positioning her knees upon the mat for maximal leverage she poised herself for the deflowering thrust. Luna gave Dirk the mercy of a little more oil on the tip but that was all he would get.

Lisa looked down at his tight pink hole, watching it quiver and pucker in his fear. She had coached him to relax himself to ease her entry but she could see her words were not heeded. That was his problem.  With a shrug she pressed the big, flared glans to his orifice, dug her claws in deeper and rammed forward.

A scream was torn from his depths as he was cruelly and mercilessly stretched and a third of the cock disappeared into him. Lisa rammed again and another third vanished as he sobbed and sniveled. Several brutish, gyrating, stretching thrusts seated the shaft until he felt her bush tickle his buns.

Then there was a drawing back so his orifice enfolded just the glans and another driving forward that sent the full length in. Then there was rutting with abandon, the claws giving purchase and the mat leverage as she took him hard and with utter disregard for his pleading for mercy. He was reduced to high-pitched, girlish whimpers as she rutted on heedless of anything save her growing pleasure.

All the mistresses had their ears peeled to detect the sweet tipping point when the pain of it all waned and the pleasure began to set in. He whimpered on but with a subtle change in tone and soon was mewling in growing delight, pleading no more for mercy, but rather to be fucked all the harder, feeling the first hot twinges that portended coming.

It ended with his girlish squeals of surprised delight as he spilled his plenty onto the mat. The sweet sounds of his transition to sodomite triggered Lisa’s climax and they made sweet music as her fierce and snarling sounds of dominant triumph harmonized with his sissified vocalizations.

He collapsed forward onto his belly and Lisa stood with her foot upon his back, raising her arms, triumphant as a riot of cheers and applause broke out, a standing ovation over a most memorable deflowering.

Dirk had further duties and had been sternly instructed to execute them without having to be told. He rose to hands and knees and leaned over his abundant cum puddle to lick it up with Lisa’s foot on the back of his head, guiding him to every drop. Then he took her big soiled and bloodied dick into his mouth and down his throat to clean it.

As his ecstasy faded Dirk knew the post-deflowering shame and humiliation of the newly minted sodomite. The intensity of his coming had at one fell swoop addicted him to the cock of his mistress and he would spend his every moment longing to be taken by her again.

But there were more matters to attend to before the conclusion of the ritual. Lisa had to implant her ring in the tip of his cock to signify her ownership of him and he had to make the final vow that only one just emasculated by the cock could make.

Four eunuch slaves carried a table fitted with restraints out into the circle, the heavy rings in their dicks swinging. Dirk had yet to see a eunuch and he shuddered at the thought of what might lie before him, to be walking around with a forever limp dick dangling over the wound where his balls had been. Terror took him at the sight of the unmanned slaves and the table to which he knew he would soon be bound. Could it mean a castration more than symbolic awaited him?

Luna and Lisa hoisted him up onto the table and strapped him down, hand and foot and across the belly. Then Lisa held the golden ring she was to implant in his glans before his eyes and spoke ritual words.

“Husband, I now implant this ring in the tip of your organ to signify my ownership of you.”

Luna grasped the shaft of his cock to hold it still while Lisa fitted the ring into the pliers that spread the sharpened ends wide so they could pierce the tip and clamp together. She held it before his eyes so he could see the points that would pierce him then lowered the ring from his sight, held it so his tip was between the points and released. Dirk screamed and writhed as the sharpened points plunged into his tender glans.

Lisa clipped a leash onto the ring and they released him from his bonds. She gave his cock a tug that made him flinch and yelp and ordered him to climb down and kneel to recite his ultimate vow. He looked into her eyes as he spoke.

“Mistress I am yours now completely. All of me belongs to you and I will serve you without limit or reservation. And, at the time of you choosing I will surrender to you the orbs within my sack that have instigated all my wrongdoing.”

Lisa was ready with her reply.

“Five years have we been married husband and for five years I vow your balls will remain with you. Beyond that I may take them from you any time, for any reason or none, according to my wish and whim.”

The ritual was complete and Lisa stood with Dirk kneeling by her side as the mistresses lined up to offer congratulations. The eunuchs cleared the chairs away to prepare for the orgy.

The lust of every mistress was at a boil from watching the proceedings. They turned to the kneeling slaves and fell upon them like hungry she wolves. Each seized the first slave to come within her reach and set about to use him as she pleased.

Soon there was a writhing heap of naked bodies on the floor, slaves being taken up the ass and down the throat by the woman cocks or having their faces buried in ravenous cunts while also being ravaged from behind. Lisa shoved Dirk into the pile and he seemed to merge within its fleshy mass. Cock still on she dived in herself and found a vacant hole into which to plunge her dick. Luna stood by for a while, her own cock strapped on, and then caught sight of a hole unused and plunged in herself.

At the last the orgy subsided into a languid tangle of bodies, moans and sigh of satisfaction coming from the mistresses, whimpers of emasculation from the slaves. Slowly they untangled and the slaves were sorted out and all made their way home after a most enjoyable evening.

Lisa led Dirk to Luna’s carriage for the ride home to begin their married life on this new footing. She tugged on the leash from time to time to make him yelp from the pain in his newly pierced cock.

Home was to be a small but well-appointed house in a neighborhood inhabited solely by members of the Cabal. It was Luna’s gift to her in honor of her new way of life. The house they had lived in would be sold with the proceeds going also to Lisa who would earn her keep by taking part in the raiding of ships upon the sea aboard the Lilith.

They arrived at the house and Lisa flopped into bed, pleasantly exhausted. She made dirk slip under the covers to lie crosswise to her with head across her thighs. She knew her scent would inflame him and by morning his balls would begin to ache.

In the morning she awoke and sighed in relief as she flooded his thirsty mouth with her pungent nectar. Then she enjoyed three orgasms under his tongue to start her day on the right foot. She rose and used the chamber pot and made him cleanse her soiled hole with his tongue.

Then she dispatched him to the bathing room to fill the big copper tub with steaming water. He bathed her head to foot and she had him bathe himself in the used bathwater. When he finished she clipped a leash to his cock ring and led him to the living room to let him know what life would be like for him under the new terms of their marriage. She sat enthroned with him on his knees before her.

First she enclosed his cock in a gold plated cage that left his tip exposed for convenience in clipping on the leash. Then she took a chain with cruel, toothy clips on the end and a weight hanging from its middle and placed a clip on each of his nipples. He gasped and doubled over from the biting pain. But that pain was nothing compared to what was inflicted when she attached another weighted clip to the tender tab of skin beneath his glans. He sobbed and shuddered from the escalating torment, bending over again, worsening the nipple pain from the dangling weights. She ordered him to kneel up straight and began her lecture.

“To atone for your loathsome behavior, you will wear these over the course of every day while you are attending to your household duties. You will cook, you will clean, you will scrub the floor on hands and knees and do the laundry. I will inspect your labors to ensure perfection and if passed the clips will be removed for the evening, whereupon you will serve my pleasure until bedtime. If things are not spotless you will start that task all over. You will remain caged and your balls will ache until I see fit to uncage your organ and grant you release by way of my cock. Release will be denied until you have earned it through perfection in your house husbandry and the quality of your oral pleasuring. You will also satisfy any guests I might invite to entertain. If you are both perfect and lucky you will get release once in a fortnight. Any failure in your duties or whining or complaining over how your balls ache will be punished by a sound whipping and another fortnight of denial. Now get busy with my breakfast!”

So began a life of marital bliss. Dirk was adoringly subservient day in and day out. He did his chores diligently under her supervision and performed the cunnilingus for her several times during the day. His giving of head improved as every day of his fortnight’s denial passed as the ache in his balls worsened and his desire mounted. Sometimes she made denied him for an entire month, unable to deny herself the delights of his artful and tireless tongue. And he served her without complaint. When she chose to don her cock and take him he proved to be a pleasingly pathetic sodomite bitch, babbling words of loving gratitude as she ravaged his hind hole until he was emptied of his cream. If he was a very good boy she would invite friends over to spit roast gang bang him.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Luna’s red-haired daughter Julia found unalloyed delight with sweet young Tom, her mother’s gift to her upon her coming of age. She enjoyed the fruits of her mother’s tutelage of him to her heart’s content every day during the month before his deflowering, his tongue pleasing her in every way.

There was not a dry eye or pussy in the house on the day of their wedding/deflowering. Most of the mistresses in attendance had enjoyed his sweet attentions. An innate submissive such as Tom was a rare delight and all were aware of his special status as one who would serve to carry on the traditions of the cabal to the next generation.

Tom spoke his vows with the sweetest of fervor and worshipped Julia’s cock with lips, tongue and gullet until she was rocked by an orgasm the turned her knees to rubber. Then he assumed the position, whimpering in anticipation of Julia’s cock. She donned the clawed gloves while Luna lubed his tight and tender hole.

Luna had made Julia practice use of the cock on other slaves so when the time came she was confident and experienced. She dropped to her knees behind him and a two-handed slap of her gloved hands seated the claws deep as blood trickled.  Her deflowering thrust got a girlish squeal out of him as the shaft plunged in halfway. Then, ever so slowly and steadily she first put him through the pain of it, gyrating her lovely ass to stretching him. He mewled and whimpered as she took him and all listening were attuned to the moment when those vocalizations morphed to those of pleasure.

Soon he was babbling words of love and pleading with her to go harder and deeper. The cadence of her rutting escalated thighs slapping on thighs. Julia had planned the climactic moment, coached by her mother, and when Tom gave voice to his surrender of manhood with a quavering moan she put an arm under his chest to raise him upright. His cock lurched upward with the first spasm of his release and a long white string arched through the air. Everyone gasped, then cheered at the distance of its flight. It landed with a splat and several more followed, forming a thick and creamy puddle eight feet away.

But most pleasing to those watching he showed no shame from his pleasure, seeming to instinctively know his proper place and accept emasculation as only right and proper.. He disengaged from the cock and turned around to suck it as Julia knelt there, still in afterglow from her own shattering climax. When finished he turned to crawl to his cum puddle and lap it up.

He became the sweetest of sodomites. Julia could not deny him or herself the pleasure of fucking him daily. He was eager to take her cock in any position that pleased her. She would lie him onto his back on the bed and take him with his legs raised high and parted wide until they both came and he shot his load up onto his belly. She would scoop his product up with her fingers and feed it to him. He would stand bent over with hands against the wall and she would take him standing until he spurted his plenty onto the floor. She would have him lie supine floor and then hoist his legs up so his shoulders rested on the floor and his ankles were on her shoulders and then drive the cock down into him hard. He would hold his mouth open wide and would catch his cream in it when it spurted downward.

But her favorite was when he took the top for her like unto a practiced whore. She would lie on her back with her hands under her head and he would impale himself anally upon her cop. Up and down, he would go, his fetching behind rolling and gyrating, rubbing the cock’s protuberance upon her clit until they came as one. She would take hold of his cock and stroke it while aiming it at her tits so he would erupt all over them as she giggled. Then he would lap her tits spotless.

And she was generous in sharing him, swapping slaves with any mistress who might propose it and offering him up as the subject of gang bangs. He would take it down the gullet and up the ass and perform any position that might please the mistresses, especially taking the top.

Luna let Julia have a long honeymoon period with her sweet slave husband. But then it was time for her to learn the ropes on the Lilith so when the time came she could assume the role as the next pirate queen and wreak havoc upon the sea.

She stood with Luna on the quarterdeck, naked, booted and masked, learning to pilot the ship. After three months of this Luna let Julia take command in the taking of a prize. Luna was puffed with pride as the Lilith swooped out of the night upon a heavily laden merchantman. A broadside of chain shot ruined the rigging and soon the crew grappled the vessels together and poured over the rail. The captain, officers and crew were crowded against the forecastle at cutlass point and forced to strip naked.

Julia took charge of selecting which among them were to be enslaved. She had the men lined up shoulder to shoulder and inspected each with a lustful eye cast upon their male organs. As always the captain and officers and whichever of those among the lower ranks seemed suitable were chosen, this time a total of six.

Luna was prouder yet when Julia added her own touch to matters, having the second officer bent over the rail and bound so she could jolly-roger him to ejaculation before the eyes of all. This would add much to admiral Howe’s fury and frustration when he came upon the ship adrift upon the waves and was told of this indignity being inflicted upon an officer of rank.

And Julia was accorded the honor of giving the captain the choice of eating or being eaten while the sharks circled beneath the plank. Like most of his ilk the captain refused to submit to this indignity until Julia pressed him toward the end of the plank at cutlass point. He looked down at the circling sharks and came to know the better part of valor.

Soon he was on his knees with his face buried in Julia’s ginger bush, pleading for mercy as he slobbered in her cunt. She came hard and with deep satisfaction but then made him walk the plank once more until just the tips of his toes held upon the end of it and he begged for his life. Once more he knelt in abject submission and serviced her to another seismic orgasm.

Then the new batch of slaves was pilloried at the rail to be jolly-rogered. Julia made a sodomite of the once proud captain, ramming her cock in hard and deep until he expended upon the deck, whimpering in his emasculation. Luna let her participate in his breaking and training and awarded him to her as the first slave in her harem.

After a year Julia took command of a share of the Lilit’s raids. The admiral’s fury was inflamed by the new red-haired menace that roamed the waves. Julia took to taunting him during his futile pursuits of the nimble Lilith. She would stand naked upon the base of the bowsprit flaunting her pussy, knowing he was watching through his spyglass and grimacing curses.

Luna decided the admiral was ripe for his comeuppance and began to plot his abduction.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Derby time! All through the year Lisa had ridden her steed Dirk hard every day. She would take him out on the long, winding racecourse with its steep inclines and many switchbacks for rigorous endurance training. Steed slaves were given the mercy of leather chaps and gloves to protect them from the rocky surface but there was no mercy from crop and spur.

But, to Lisa’s ongoing delight Dirk was an eager and willing steed who never failed to respond to crop and spur with a vigor born of his love for his mistress. She would ride him until he dropped, but then, after a bit of rest, he would be up again to hands and knees and she would be back in the saddle with crop flailing and spurs gouging, urging him to greater efforts.

The derby was a two day affair with the first day devoted to time trials meant to establish which riders would get the advantageous positions at the starting line. A dozen mistresses vied for the prize. They raced in pairs for the trials.

Dirk was saddled up on hands and knees at the starting line with the saddle cock jutting upward. A horse tail on a stick had been inserted into his rectum to complete the ensemble of saddle and bridle and add a touch of humiliation. Lisa mounted him, impaling herself with a shuddering sigh. A muscular black mistress named Mara mounted her blond and blue-eyed steed beside Lisa and Dirk. The mistresses bumped fists out of mutual respect and the gun sounded.

The steeds sprang forward, neck and neck for the first fifty yards or so. The trail was wide enough at the start to hold four steed abreast but then narrowed so only one could pass. It was a race to gain that advantage and Mara’s steed lunged through the narrow defile just ahead of Lisa. Dirk put on a burst, keeping them right on the tail of their opponent.

The trail widened again and Lisa was determined to take the lead before the next narrows. She rained strokes of her crop upon him while gouging hard with her spurs. Dirk responded and forged ahead, his tail whacking the face of Mara’s steed as he shot through the rocky passage.

Lisa was rising and falling in the saddle in her excitement, pleasuring herself upon the cock. Mara was doing likewise and pulled neck and neck along a straightaway. But as they approached the next defile and orgasm distracted her and Dirk pulled ahead again, entering a narrow cleft that wound upward with multiple switchbacks, Mara’s steed right on his tail.

Lisa orgasmed just as they exited the defile, causing a lapse in her cropping and spurring and allowing mara to take the lead as they entered the back stretch. There was a widening in the trail there and soon the steeds were neck and neck, the crops of the mistresses flailing and spurs jabbing, blood and sweat trickling down the flanks of the steeds.

Lisa was sliding up and down the shaft in growing arousal form the thrill of the race and the willing submission of her steed to the urging of crop and spur. She came, her head lolling, and lost focus, allowing Mara to take the lead and enter the next and last defile well ahead.

The races were meant to be tests of equestrian skills, the mistresses training and conditioning of their steeds and also the ability of the mistresses to maintain focus while being pleasured by the saddle cocks. Inevitably every mistress would yield to her orgasmic urges in the course of a race and fall behind. Those who could keep these lapses to a minimum had the advantage.

Lisa recovered from her climax and regained her focus, putting crop and spur hard upon Dirk. Soon the were close enough behind Mara and her steed that the blond’s tail was over Dirk’s shoulder as the negotiated the narrow defile.

They emerged from the narrows and entered the wide home stretch, Dirk putting on a spurt of his own accord to bring them neck and neck. The excitement had both mistresses rising and falling along the shafts as they spurred and cropped with abandon. Lisa felt orgasm welling up within her but was sure Mara was in similar straits. She gritted her teeth, barely containing her urge. But Mara broke first, wailing in her ecstasy and nearly toppling from the saddle as she melted in her afterglow. Her steed veered off and fell behind just as Lisa crossed the finish.

Lisa let out her own orgasmic howl of triumph and toppled from the saddle as Dirk collapsed in exhaustion beside her. She enjoyed her afterglow for a while and then leaned over to kiss his cheek, her faithful and tireless steed.

Lisa won one of the two advantageous positions at the starting line. The next day she lined up there next to a blond amazon named Erica, mounted on her fine black steed. The gun sounded and Dirk’s burst of speed put them in the lead as they came to the first defile with Erica on their tail. The emerged into the widening of the trail and it was neck and neck.

But Lisa’s lust got the better of her and when she came and nearly fell Erica surged ahead, beating them to the next narrows. Lisa recovered herself and cropped and spurred Dirk into a burst that put them close behind.

It became a two steed race, the remaining racers falling well behind, or seeming to. Dirk rose to the occasion and they were first to enter the next narrowing, the one that zigzagged upward with many switchbacks.

Dirk kept the lead but barely as the entered the final straightaway. And then there was a surprise for both the leaders. Mara had been deliberately hanging back in the pack, pacing her steed for a final finishing sprint. Soon all three riders were neck and neck as they approached the line, each cropping and spurring wildly and also rising and falling along the shafts of their saddle cocks from the excitement of it all.

Erica broke first, shrieking in ecstasy as she went all wobbly in the saddle, falling back among the group of slower riders. Again, it was Lisa vs Mara in the race to the finish. And Mara lost it five paces from the line, her legs going limp and hanging down, crop falling from her hands as she had the shattering climax that proved to be her undoing.

Lisa crossed the line with her own climactic wail and Dirk collapsed onto his belly with her astride him, saddle cock buried to the hilt. Lisa fell sideways and flopped onto her back, sighing softly in triumphant afterglow.

The derby was a winner take all affair, the winner was the winner and the rest were losers. There was a wooden stage at the finish line and Lisa stood up on it with dirk kneeling by her side to receive the awards of a lovely blue sash and a heavy sack of gold doubloons.

Dirk’s reward was coming by way of his mistress’s cock. He installed her organ upon her, sucked it deep down the throat to get it wet and then assumed the position. Lisa took him hard and he cried out his love and gratitude as he splattered upon the planks of the stage.

But the rest of the mistresses did not take kindly to being losers and the blame and their wrath fell upon their failing steeds. A milking stanchion was set up on the stage and one by one the steed slaves were clamped into to it to get their retribution. First came fifty lashes with the mistress’s whip of choice. Then Ella milked them while their mistresses stood by with cane at the ready to ruin their orgasms with an especially hard and cruel stroke to the balls. Cum was splattered abundantly on the stage and the slaves were put to licking it up wherever it lay with any missed spots earning another cane stroke to the balls.

As was the case with any event an orgy soon broke out until the writhing pile of naked bodies lay still as mistresses sighed in their satisfaction.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The continued depredations of the Lillith were a thorn in admiral Howe’s side and his determination to see the pirate queen and her cohorts hanging from the yardarms reached a fever pitch. The consistent descriptions by the crews of the taken ships of the tall, dark haired masked woman made his eyes fall more and more upon Luna. And she flirted with him shamelessly. But he found himself secretly intimidated by her, which enraged him all the more.

He disclosed his suspicions to others and word of this reached Luna by way of the many spies of the Cabal. She decided it was time for the admiral’s comeuppance. She had been planning an abduction on land, settling for that rather than challenge the admiral’s mighty ship. It would be easy to lure him into the clutches of the Cabal using a young nubile as bait. But then an opportunity arose that was too good to pass up.

Spies informed her that Howe was soon to set sail for Jamaica for a vacation aboard his private schooner with a crew of just six and two young harlots who fawned over him. The Lilith was made ready and sailed forth to stalk him over the emerald sea. Julia joined them, having herself fallen under Howe’s suspicions. Luna put lookouts in the crow’s nest, keeping the Lillith just at the horizon, unseen by the unsuspecting admiral who was distracted by the pleasures of the flesh.

When far out to sea and under the dark of the new moon Luna struck. The Lilith appeared as if from nowhere at close range. Chain shot ruined the rigging of the schooner and grappling hooks were thrown to bind the ships together. The full crew of the Lilith poured over the rail, overwhelming the skeleton crew with ease and ripping off their clothes.

Howe was rousted from his cabin, naked, along with his also naked tarts and found himself with hands cuffed behind him, kneeling on the deck. Torches were lit and he found himself looking upon a tall and raven haired Amazon, naked except for thigh boots and belt from which hung her cutlass and a brace of pistols. And then there was the mask, which she promptly shed, regarding Howe with a leer of lustful triumph. He turned purple at the sight of her.

“You! I knew it all along! You bitch! The arm of the crown’s justice is long and I will yet see you hang!”

Luna gave out a derisive chuckle.

“A highly unlikely proposition dear admiral! I have informed you of my intentions and your fate is sealed. Without fail I will make you my personal sodomite and make you love me for it!”

Howe was seized bodily by four strapping young pirates, hauled aboard the Lilith and put down deep in the bilge along with his crew of six, all naked and cuffed. The two harlots were taken aboard as well. They were given a measured flogging as punishment, just enough to make them cry. Then Ella took charge of them and began to indoctrinate them into the ways of the Cabal.

Luna put on full sail and made for the island. She found her pussy wet, warm and tingling because she knew she would soon have the admiral on his knees in abject submission with his face buried there, performing the act he had always scorned so vociferously. The plank and the sharks never failed to reveal the coward under the guise of the bully.

They sailed through the narrow cleft into the lagoon and Luna wasted no time. Admiral and crew were dragged onto the deck and made to kneel side by side. Luna inspected them thoroughly and the three crew she found least appealing were tied down on their backs to the rail. Ella tied their balls off tight and castrated them, tossing the balls into the water below.

The plank was run out over the side. Howe and the remaining three sailors were bent over the rail to watch the sharks gather. Four throne chairs were set side by side on the deck. Luna invited the two erstwhile young harlots to take seats beside her so the could be introduced to the pleasures of membership in the Cabal. Julia took the fourth seat. Luna called out the fateful words as Howe and his cohorts watched the sharks circling and fighting over the bloody balls and sacks.

“Well gentlemen” What will it be? Eat or be eaten!”

The three common sailors were bereft of any pride and turned to grovel toward the women who sat enthroned with legs apart. They pissed themselves in their terror. Lula directed them to Julia and the new recruits. The young women gasped in their surprised delight as the sailors perform the act that had been ever denied them. They came soon and hard under the desperate tongues, as did Julia soon after.

The admiral remained kneeling and watching, stubborn in his pride. Luna expected no less but repeated her proposition in a tone dripping derision.

“Admiral! I won’t ask again! Eat or be eaten?”

Howe snarled a reply.

“Never! An officer of the line does not submit to this indignity!”

“Very well then admiral! To the plank with him ladies!”

Howe was hoisted by two young amazons who put his feet on the plank and stood him up, facing Luna, who stood with cutlass in hand. She prodded his belly with it and he stepped back toward then end of the plank, jaw still clenched, grimacing. Luna poked him until he stood with just his toes on the end of the plank. He looked down to the circling sharks and his façade melted away. His shoulders sagged and he bowed his head.

Luna took that as her cue and turned to step over to her throne, flaunting her shapely behind as she did so to taunt him. Meekly, he walked back along the plank and stepped onto the deck. Ella forced him to his knees and he groveled to Luna, who sat in the posture, offering her oozing raven cunt. When Howe came within her reach she grabbed his hair and held him back.

“Look at it admiral dear! Have you ever really looked? You will soon learn to give worship to any woman who offers herself so. And you may start with me! If you entertain any second thoughts the sharks still circle! Eat me like a man who doesn’t want to be eaten!”

Keeping her grip, she pulled his face into her crotch. The first touch of his tongue sent a quivering thrill through her. Having her arch foe finally vanquished and at her mercy gave special zest to an act to which she had become long accustomed. She could feel his desperate terror in the way he seemed to cast about to find a way to best please her. She chose to give instructions.

“Get your tongue in deep admiral! Scoop that ooze up and swallow! Get used to the taste of it. You will feast upon it daily!”

Howe’s humiliation was only exceeded by his stark terror. He knew submission to the iron will of this harridan was his only deliverance from horrible death. He obeyed he command and cupped his tongue while lapping upward, gathering in the ooze of her lust and gulping it down. But through it all he felt something strange and shocking. Each swallow seemed to bring a hunger for the next and her feral perfume intoxicated in a way beyond his imagining.

Luna sensed this from him and was not surprised, having felt the surrender of many a male at the taste of her. But this was special and she found her lust boiling up, perhaps too soon? In order to further test his submission and prolong the enjoyment she hissed another command in a breathy voice born of her mounting arousal.

“Go down now admiral! Put your tongue to my bottom hole! Remember the sharks!”

Howe shuddered in revulsion at her perverse demand but found his courage to be wanting again. He went low, feeling for the orifice with his tongue. He found it quite unclean. Repulsed, he tried to back away but her strong thighs clamped together to hold him and she rolled her hips, ramming her hole against his lips in a way that brooked no refusal. He went to work with his tongue dislodging the soiling and the grip of her thighs relaxed as he heard her taunting command.

“That’s right admiral dear! Lick it clean for me! I think you are beginning to understand who is in charge here!”

He swabbed with his tongue until she was cleansed, his nose up her musky vagina, face buried in her oozing crevice. Finally, she rolled her hips and took hold of his hair to guide him up to her apex. He felt the turgid grape there and knew it to be the epicenter of her pleasure when he heard her next command and taunting.

“There you have it admiral! Lick it and suck it and you will satisfy me! Do you even know what that is? Every woman has one and this is just the first one you will feel beneath your tongue!”

He obeyed with fervor, heartened by knowing this ordeal might soon be ending. Taking the orb between his lips to suck it and plying his tongue upon it he felt her body tense and quiver. She bucked and writhed, giving out a primal and triumphant shriek while clamping her thighs and grabbing his hair, forcing his open mouth upon her pubis. A gush of salty-sweet juice spurted upward, flooding his mouth and her grip gave him no choice but to swallow. She relaxed with a deep sigh of purest satisfaction and he lay with his head upon her hairy mount, feeling something strange and alarming, a budding desire to begin it all again, a thirst for more of that nectar.

Luna’s satisfaction was deep and sweet and it was just the beginning. So much many more delights lay ahead for her with the admiral in the course of his breaking and training. Now she wanted him to witness a bit of what was in store for him. She dug her sharp heels into his shoulders and shoved him back and away.

She stood up and saw that the three sailors were now pilloried at the rail and ready to be jolly-rogered. Julia and Howe’s former tarts stood close behind them with their cocks installed and wearing the gloves that held the deflowering claws, patiently waiting for her to be finished with the admiral. The cocks glistened with coconut oil. The eyes of the two tarts gleamed in lustful anticipation as they stared at the virgin male asses they would soon deflower. Their introduction to the pleasures had obviously turned them.

Luna grabbed Howe by the hair and made him look at his erstwhile crew, soon to be sodomized.

“Now dear admiral! You can watch while your doughty sailor boys are jolly-rogered into pathetic sodomites. I will render you my sodomite in my own good time, after you have been broken and trained to my satisfaction. These three will be broken and trained for sale at auction to some high born ladies of your acquaintance. But you will become my personal pet and plaything. Ladies! Have at them!”

The three women stepped forward and pressed their cocks against the virgin orifices with Julia taking the one in the middle. She took charge, raising her hand as had been rehearsed. At her signal all three mistresses slapped the asses to embed the claws and rammed the cocks home. All three sailors screamed at the cruel intrusion as the cocks plunged in a third of the way.

Julia coached the newbies, urging them to grind and gyrate, stretching the virgin holes as the cocks drove in deeper and deeper. Soon bushes tickled butts. Then all three drew back so just the glans were past the sphincters and rammed forward again in unison, the cocks plunging to the hilt. Then they went to hard rutting, using the claws for purchase and leverage. Blood trickled down the thighs of the sailors and they squealed like piggies.

The sounds were sweet music to all the Lilith’s crew, the slapping of thighs on buttocks, the squealing, mewling, whimpering and sniveling of the newly minted sodomites as their asses were ravaged. Then the music grew sweeter yet as the pain faded and the addictive pleasure took hold, the squealing and sniveling going on but with dramatic change in tone. 

Soon there was a harmonizing of moans, and snivels and whimpers as the sailors transitioned from man to sodomite in unison, consumed by the transforming pleasure, spurting their creamy plenty onto the deck. And the three mistresses joined in the harmonizing with their shrill wails of ecstasy.

The mistresses withdrew their cocks and the sailors sagged in the pillories, sobbing and mewling softly in their humiliated surrender. Julia released them and the flopped to the deck, overcome. But further degradation awaited. They were each made to suck clean a cock that had been up another’s ass. Likewise, they were all made to lick up another’s cum puddle. Their meek submission proved again the power of the woman cock to reduce a male to abject servitude.

A longboat rowed by six eunuchs came out from the quay. Luna, the admiral, Julia, the tarts and the sailors boarded. All the women laughed as the males looked aghast upon the limp dangling dicks of the nutless ones. Luna gave fair warning.

“Take heed gentleman. As you can see there are consequences for substandard zeal in your servitude!”

They reached the quay and balls of all four new slaves were bound and stretched tight with leather thongs and led at leash by those purple balls into the labyrinth. The three sailors were led away to be thrown into cells for the night. But Luna could not resist commencing Howe’s breaking and training then and there. She led him to the chamber reserved for that purpose.

Howe’s wretched pig male life had earned him harsh punishment as the first stage of his breaking and training. Ella joined Luna to share in the pleasure of it.

First it would be the whips and howe was hung up by the wrists in a manner that would add much to the amusement of the mistresses and also much to his helpless humiliation as the cruel leather seared his pampered hide. The hoist had a yard long bar extending from it with a pivot that would allow him to hop about in a circle in a futile effort to dodge the lashes that rained rained upon him. His ankles were bound tight and his toes just touched the floor.

Luna and Ella each selected a pair of snake whips. Howe’s eyes grew wide at their menacing leers. Luna had words for him before the flogging commenced.

“It is hard to imaging punishment severe enough for you but we will make an attempt to make our imagining real. As a preliminary you will suffer under our whips until you bawl like a baby. Then you will again have opportunity to perform the selfless act you have heretofore scorned to express your contrition and penitence. If you persuade us that your penitence is sincere and your efforts are not born of selfish desire to spare yourself more time under the whip you will indeed be spared. But that outcome is highly unlikely for the likes of you. No doubt at least one more round under the lash will be required to make your submission sincere!”

Howe managed to summon up some defiance and he spat and snarled a rejoinder.

“Never will I submit to you bitches and I will live to see you hang!”

Luna and Ella laughed him to scorn and Luna continued.

“You have entered a properly ordered world dear admiral, a world in which Woman reigns supreme and the male is subjugated and enslaved. The process we have developed for the breaking and training of males is quite infallible. Your defiance will only add zest and entertainment to the process. In the end, whether you choose to believe it or not, you will be reduced to a creature with no will of your own, a worshipper of what lies between the thighs of Woman and a cock-addicted sodomite. But enough talk! Let the process begin!”

First their whips whirled in a blur and they let Howe just feel the breath of them. He flinched and whimpered just from that, hopping about to avoid the whirling leather. But then each mistress took a step forward and the buzz saw lashes began to strike. Screams were torn from him as he hopped this way and that, dodging one pair of whirling whips only to come within range of the other. At times the mistresses were so overcome by mirth they could barely wield their whips. Well aimed lashes struck his organs often in the course of things, bringing howls of purest torment. Eventually exhaustion overcame him and he could no longer continue his futile hopping but the lashes kept striking. His hide was zebra striped with lurid welts, many of which drew blood and would leave him scarred forever, marking his ownership by the Cabal.

At last, he broke down into pathetic, blubbering sobs and Luna decided it was time for him to make his first attempt at deliverance from the lash. Her pussy was warm and wet and pulsing, ready and eager to feel his tongue. Ella was in similar straits.

They lowered him from the hoist and dragged him, bound hand and foot to the base of a three step wooden dais upon which sat two throne chairs. Then they stepped up to the chairs, took their seats and assumed the posture, legs parted, ankles resting on the chair arms. Luna barked a command.

“Get up here now and get busy with that tongue!”

Bound as he was, Howe hand to clamber up the steps, banging his knees and barking his shins. When he was within her reach Luna grabbed his hair and pulled his face close to her oozing cunt. She used the fingers of her free hand to part her labia so he could get a good look at her parts, the maw of her vagina, the pink and turgid orb at her apex.

“You have surely never deigned to look closely at a woman have you admiral. Take a good look at what is now the center of your universe. Every woman holds this beauty between her thighs, each unique and each to be the object of your worship! You will give worship to each of us now and we will pass judgement on the sincerity of that worship. If we sense only selfish desire to be spared further whipping another whipping of greater severity will be administered. Now lick!”

She pulled his face into her cunt and she felt his desperate terror as he plied his tongue upon her, scooping up her poon with cupped tongue as she had instructed him earlier and then going down to the bottom to lick that hole to show his abject submission. Having him again in this state was a sweet delight, this arrogant user of women who had determined to have her hung and who had so vehemently renounced the act he now performed. She let him lick, feeling smug self-satisfaction at his downfall, letting her arousal mount to the point of unbearable.

When every cell in her body seemed to cry out for the sweet release of orgasm she directed his attentions to her tingling pearl, commanding him to lick and suck. Orgasm rocked her as she clasped her hands behind his head to press her pubis against his open mouth so the gush of her ecstasy would fill it and he would be forced to swallow. It was well known that ingestion of this elixir served to weaken the will of the male and induce a deepening of submission.

She melted into sweet afterglow, body limp and languid, holding his head pillowed against her hairy mount. Uncommonly pleased with herself over the vanquishment of him, she had found his servicing more than satisfactory but he was not to be spared further time under the lash. Another round of the flogging would horn her up for further exquisite delight.

Howe rested his head upon her with mind reeling. The gush of her juice he had imbibed again brought that sense of deepening surrender. And his every indrawn breath flooded his nostrils with her animal perfume, making him stiffen in spite of himself. He found himself reluctant when she pushed him away to be handed over to Ella.

That black harridan also exhibited her nappy pudenda lewd as woman can, inviting him to take a good look before shoving his face into her oozing crevice. At first being forced to perform this subservient act upon one he would have despised as subhuman was a withering degradation. But each mouthful of the amber poon she secreted seemed the continue the alarming transformation he was feeling within himself. The scent of her also dizzied him and he found himself plying his tongue with eager passion as his member stiffened even more and his balls began to ache.

Ella felt this deepening surrender and felt vindictive triumph over one who embodied all loathsome bigotry. It was rare delight to participate in the breaking of such a one and she was sure Luna would share him with her generously once the process was complete and he lapsed into willing servitude, a broken sodomite who would offer his ass to her at her will.

Her orgasm was rare in its depth and consuming satisfaction. She melted into the chair in delicious afterglow and was pleased to feel him kissing her inner thighs and mount between pleading for deliverance from the whip. But once afterglow faded her appetite was only whetted for another such consuming climax and another round under the whip was sure to take his abject submission to a deeper level. She dug her bootheels into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him tumbling down the steps. Ella looked over to Luna who nodded in assent to her wordless message, a cruel leer upon her face.

They hung him up by the wrists again and each selected a long bullwhip for the next round. He stood there whimpering for mercy and Luna’s eyes riveted upon his jutting erection.

“Well, well dear admiral. I see the taste of our pussies is having the desired effect on you! That is one rock hard cock! And are your balls aching too?”

With a mewling sound he nodded and both women cackled. Luna continued.

“Soon enough you will spend days or weeks on end with your balls aching in your longing for you next taste of Woman. And each taste will only worsen you ache. Your cock will be caged to prevent self-release. And only when I think you have ached long enough will my cock give you relief. But at the moment I find that erection just disgusts me!”

With a flick of her wrist her whip snaked through the air and struck him square on the glans. He howled and sagged from the stabbing agony. Luna and Ella each flicked their whips in unison and each lash struck one of his balls, reducing him to a sobbing wreck.

Then Ella stepped around to take position behind him and the braided leather whirled again. He hooped up and down and all around in helpless futility and lashes were aimed at his toes to make him hop all the more. On the flogging went until not a square inch between his neck and toes was untouched by the searing lashes. At the last he hung limp by his wrists, letting the lashes fall as they might, once again blubbering in a manner that gave the mistresses to know he was ready for another turn at the cunnilingus. Sweat ran down their bodies from their exertions and their pussies were aflame with a fire that only the tongue of a slave desperate in his submission could quench.

The lowered him to the floor onto his knees and let him kneel with head bowed as Luna spoke.

“Before you serve us again take time to ponder the loathsome life you have led. How many women have you used to slake your selfish lust, only to discard them like trash, no doubt leaving some pregnant and disgraced while you went on your merry way to the next one? Probe the depths of your soul and come to terms with yourself! Contrition must surely lie somewhere within you.”

In his broken state he did indeed think back to all he had used so callously. He had long ago lost count of how many young and tender things he had dismissed after subjecting them to his lecherous whims, only to see them depart from him in tears. Shame welled up in him from somewhere deep inside and he looked up at Luna with timorous expression as he spoke.

“My lady, I believe I found the contrition you demand within myself. I beg to serve your pleasure and again so you may know the truth of it!”

“Very well admiral! Bear in mind the whips await you should you fail!”

Luna and Ella resumed their seats, leaving Howe to knee walk in his bonds to the base of the dais and clamber up again. When he reached the top he paused a moment to gaze upon Luna’s offered pudenda before leaning in to bury his face there and set to work with his tongue.

Luna felt it at the first touch of that tongue upon her parts, his utter surrender and sincere penitence. She had brought many a man to this epiphany but this was by far the sweetest of them, her arch foe on his knees in abject submission and serving her pleasure with worshipful passion. He would need further training in the fine points and enhancements to perfect his cunnilingus but his attentions of the moment sufficed to induce a seismic climax as she gave out a brutish, atavistic vocalization as her body convulsed and then melted into sweetest satisfaction.

She felt his tender kisses upon the insides of her thighs and her mount as she drifted in her afterglow. For her part he had earned sparing from further time under the lash. But she wondered if Ella would concur, if the attentions of the white enslaver in his present state would suffice for her to spare him as well. If Ella deemed him worthy of the lash once more Luna would defer and the cats-o-nine would come out to paint every square inch of him pink.

She passed him along to Ella, whose look of surprised delight at the first touch of his tongue told the tale. Her orgasm was bestial in its intensity but she could not resist digging her heels into his shoulders and shoving him back down the steps to make him think the lash awaited again. His pathetic pleas for mercy served to fulfil her satisfaction.

But Howe would undergo one final rigor before being put away for the night. They clamped his organs into a milking stanchion and put a black hood over his head that blinded and deafened him. Luna selected a wicked and whippy cane from the collection that hung on the wall. Ella dipped her hand in a pot of coconut oil and began an artful stroking of his rock hard organ.

He was randy and at hair trigger but Ella was skilled and knowing. She took him to the very brink and pulled her hand away at just the right moment, leaving him gasping. Over and over, she took him to that edge while he sniveled entreaties for release. Luna stood by the while with her cane raised and her eyes riveted upon his stretched, sore and purple balls. The next time Ella took him to the edge she nodded and Ella took him over it.

Howe gave out a deep sigh and gasped his thanks, anticipating his blissful relief and his pleasure. But Luna ruined it all with a vicious stroke of her cane across the balls. He howled in shock and unspeakable torment while Luna and Ella watched gleefully as he spurted with great plenty and distance through his constricted ducts, strings of cum arching high and far, each spurt bringing aching hurt instead of delight.

He sagged in the stanchion, whimpering softly. The unhooded him and released him from it, then unbound his ankles and leashed his balls so they could lead him to his cell to be put away for the night. Ella held the cell door open and Luna put a foot to his behind to give him a shove and send him sprawling onto the thin straw mattress that was to be his bed. For the first time he heard the slam of thee cell door and the sound of the bolt being throne, making it clear he was helpless, captive and at their mercy. His exhaustion brought sleep quickly in spite of all.

He was awakened in the morning to the sound of the thrown bolt and the creaking of the door’s hinges as it was swung open. Standing in the corridor were two muscular young slave keepers, naked but for boots and belts from which hung a whip and a cane. One of them was black and the other a blue-eyed blond. Each held a bowl, one containing mush and the other water. They placed the bowls on the floor and made him bend over to eat from them like a dog.

His balls were still leashed and the blond one took hold of it and gave it a yank to urge him to his feet. They led him down the corridor to a chamber where a cauldron of water was heating over a fire. Beside was another cauldron with cold water in it. A rope with a hook on its end hung from a pulley up above. The black keeper lowered the hook and the blond hooked it to the chain of the cuffs behind him. The black keeper tugged on the rope to lift his arms up behind him until he was on tiptoe and crying out in pain.

The doused him with hot, near scalding water and the scrubbed him with rough sponges. The rinse was the cold water that felt like ice water after the heat of the first dousing. The blond grabbed his hair and held his head back while the black keeper soaped his face and shaved his face smooth as a baby’s bottom with a straight razor.

The unhooked him and led him to the training chamber where Luna and Ella waited, standing by the torture table. The instruments of genital torment were laid out and ready. The keepers made him kneel by the table with a good view of the devices. Luna thanked them and dismissed them. The she enlightened Howe as to what awaited him.

“To begin your second day of the breaking and training regimen we will focus our attentions on those loathsome and hideous organs that dangle from your body. Those balls of yours produce your lustful urges and you act upon them with that cock. And you cherish those organs do you not? My spies overheard you in the tavern referring to that cock as your “pride and joy.”

She gave him a measured kick to the balls that doubled him over, then continued.

“One might be tempted to just slice those balls from your body and be done with it. But eunuchs are flabby, docile and boring. We can have so much more fun with you and make you suffer so much more with your balls still in their sack. You see here the instruments of torment we will soon employ upon your organs.”

One by one Luna picked up each device and explained its use.

“This vise will be clamped onto your balls. Notice the spikes inside? It will be tightened down hard and the spikes will sink deep. Nest we have this chain of sharp-toothed clips. These will be clamped to the tender underside of you cock, starting and the base of it. Each clip will be more painful than the one before and the final one I place on the tender tab just below your tip will bring an unbearable burning sting that will seem to redouble by the second. Last this shiny rod will be dipped in coconut oil laced with red pepper. I will run it down your pee hole to the hilt. Needless to say, the torment will be beyond your worst imagining. Now let’s get you up on the table and begin!”

They hoisted him up and soon had him bound spread eagled with a wide belt across his waist that utterly immobilized him. He whimpered in craven cowardice. Luna enlightened him further.

“We will each take a turn astride your face while you suffer. You will use your tongue for our pleasure until we both have our satisfaction. Only then will you be delivered.”

First came the cruel vise. Luna slipped it onto this balls and tightened it slowly as he mewled and sniveled from the squashing of his balls and the bite of the spikes. She paused for a moment as if pondering whether to give him another turn of the thumb screws. She steeled for just a half turn that made him sob.

Then he felt the bite of the first clip at the base of his cock. It hurt but the next one hurt worse. Then it was two more, each with an even worse sting. Luna paused again to let him feel the ever increasing hurt, then clamped the final clip onto the tiny tab of skin just below his glans. The sting of this one eclipsed all the others and he squirmed and bucked in his bonds, howling.

Finally, Luna slid the searing rod down the length of him and part way into his body, evoking a wail of agony. His cries of supernal torment were muffled when Ella mounted the table and lowered her lush oozing cunt onto his face.

He cast about with his tongue in manic desperation as she rolled her hips, smearing her poon over his face. His torment inflamed her and she shifted to press her clit to his lips and tongue. He knew well enough by then how to lick and suck and his mouth was filled with her salty gush when orgasm rocked her. Twice more she rode him to violent orgasms that left her sated enough to dismount.

Seconds later he saw Luna’s raven snatch descending to smother him again. She snarled her way through an orgasmic sequence, giving him gush after gush to drink until her body melted and her weight pressed down, depriving him of breath to add to his predicament. He nearly gained the mercy of unconsciousness but she rose just in time.

Then he felt the devices being removed one by one, rod first, then clips, then vise. He sobbed in blessed relief but soon found more was in store for him. The red candle in the golden pitcher had been burning all along and hot melted wax filled it near the brim. Luna dumped it on his organs and he screamed nonstop until the wax cooled. They peeled it off of him, painfully yanking out patches of his pubes. He lay upon the table moaning. Luna chuckled.

“Now tell me admiral, was the pleasure you got from perverted use of your organs worth what you have just endured? I would think not! You will be spared further attentions to your cock and balls for today but remember the devices are always ready at hand. The remainder of our session today will focus on attentions to our hind holes. A slave must always show his mistress he know his place by giving worship there with his tongue. And the necessary lengthening and strengthening of you tongue will be achieved by regular and prolonged performance of this act. Your tongue must become a tireless instrument of pleasure and be lengthened sufficiently to reach the sweet spot that lies deep within the sacred caverns between our legs that you loathsome penis will never enter. You will be assigned special exercises that are know to add extra length and you will perform them under close supervision for two hour-long sessions each day. But now let us proceed with the worship you will perform for that special enjoyment a tongue to the hind hole can provide.”

They released him from his bonds and hoisted him down from the table and to his knees. There was a black leather upholstered horse off to one side of the chamber designed so that a mistress could drape herself upon it belly down in total comfort in the perfect position to receive the worship of a slave’s tongue upon her anus. Luna took her place upon it, offering her shapely ass.

Ella grabbed his hair and dragged him to where Luna waited. She held his head for a moment to let him take in the sight of his place of worship, then shoved his face between Luna’s cheeks. Luna instructed him.

“You goal is the achieve maximal tongue penetration and the ability to maintain the motion your mistress finds most pleasing indefinitely. I want to feel your tongue probing inside of me while you wriggle in and out. No doubt your tongue will soon tire, but Ella will provide the motivation you will need to persevere in your efforts.”

Unseen by him Ella stood with cane at the ready. He began to lick, straining to get his tongue inside of her. Luna moaned in her enjoyment and pressed her ass back against him, wiggling her behind. But barely two minutes in his tongue tired and her pleasure waned. She raised her hand and Ella’s cane came into play, giving him a sharp whack to his already sore and tormented balls. He flinched and whimpered and redoubled his efforts.

But inevitably his untrained and unconditioned tongue faltered again, earning him another painful whack. He knew then that only supreme effort and the fighting against tongue fatigue would spare him further cruel strokes. He managed about five minutes of satisfactory service with Luna giving out sighs of enjoyment before his efforts flagged and the cane struck again.

He got slight respite when Luna’s arousal mounted to the unbearable and she rolled her hips, rubbing her cunt over his face and then pressed her clit to his lips. He sucked and licked in the manner he knew to get results and imbibed her heavy gush when she came. Then it was back to the ass worship.

Luna came twice more and he took five more whacks before she dismounted and Ella took her place. They put him through four half hour stints, each taking two turns with him. At the end his tongue hung limp and bedraggled over his lower lip.

Then it was time for the milking. The clamped him into the stanchion and hooded him. Luna did the stroking while Ella held the cane at ready. This time he knew what was to happen and he put up futile resistance, trying in vain to hold back from coming. But his will was no match for Luna’s artful and knowing hand. She edged him and coaxed him along, until being male, the prospect of coming made him oblivious to all else. He yielded to his urge, the waiting cane forgotten and the ruining stroke of it was as much a shock as before.

He launched his abundant load all over the floor. But his tongue was too limp and exhausted to lap it up. They laid him on his back, scooped up the cum with a knife blade and fed it to him. Then it was off to his cell for the night.

Day after day the process wore on. He was rigorously schooled in the arts of oral pleasuring, learning the enhancements that induced the multiple ecstatic climaxes to which his mistresses were accustomed. There were occasional whippings inflicted purely for the enjoyment of the mistresses. Two hours of rimming each day made his tongue tireless and the exercises lengthened it. And each day ended with a cruel milking. They sometimes let him come with full pleasure to further addle him, giving him false hope that the next milking might end that way. But almost always the cruel cane fell upon his poor beaten balls.

Luna devoted some time to making a steed of him as well. His height and strength made him well suited and she would taking him out on the trail and ride him to exhaustion in preparation for the next derby.

After some sixty-odd days there came the special dy when he went down to serve Luna and he probed into her cavern and reached her sweet spot. Thus, he was prepared to give the triple delight, the tongue upon that sweet mound, nose to the clit and finger in the hind hole. It was time to put him out for public use in the anteroom of the cavern but Luna and Ella withheld him for a few days so they could enjoy his newfound talents.

One morning the cell door opened as usual and the two slave keepers were there with the bowls of water and mush. They took him to the cleaning chamber for his ablutions but the, instead of taking him to the training chamber the led him by his leashed balls to the cavern’s entryway where the throne chair was set up. He was both mystified and frightened by the sights of the ring mounted in the floor before they chair and the two parchment sheets, one say yea and the other nay.

They made him kneel before the chair and bound his balls tight to the ring, his hands still cuffed behind him. Then Luna came and informed him of what was to follow.

“Today will be a day of testing dear admiral. Though you are destined to be my personal slave you are more broadly the property of all members of our little “association”. Both your pleasuring skills and the depth of your submission will now be judged by any woman who happens by and each will cast her vote as to whether you will go on with your lot as a pleasure slave or be castrated. Prepare yourself to give worship to each woman as if she were me. I would prefer that you succeed because I look forward to years of bliss with you as a slave devoted entirely to serving me. But if you fail I will also much enjoy severing your manhood and making a eunuch of you. Good luck!”

These words were barely out of her mouth before a muscular black amazon, one of Luna’s best crew members took her seat in the chair and presented her luxuriant nappy cunt. She put a hand behind his head and pushed his face into her lush oozing crevice. Driven by stark terror at the prospect of losing his balls he went to serving her using every art he had learned under Luna’s rigorous tutelage. He knew well by then the signs of a woman randy and at hair trigger After making obeisance to her anus for a minute he went up of his own accord to her apex and took her berry between his lips to lick and suck. Orgasm rocked her and he opened his mouth to accept and swallow her gush. His heart sank and his terror escalated when she stood and entered a vote of nay.

Meanwhile, Lisa had happened by and took her seat. In desperation he served her golden pussy only to have her vote nay as well. A hefty chocolate-brown goddess took her seat next, offering her big nappy cunt, a vast lush fissure that engulfed his face to the ears when he buried it there to give frantic worship. He went low to taste her hind hole and make obeisance there, anything for a yea vote. She enjoyed his tongue work there for a couple of minutes until her arousal reached fever pitch, then tugged him upward to her apes by the ears to feed him her swollen grape.

When orgasm struck her great thighs clamped tight as she gushed his mouth full and then shoved him down so his face was pressed deep into her lush sucking tissues rendering him breathless. As the black curtain began to descend he writhed by instinct in futile effort to extract himself but her death grip held remorseless, so rapt was she in the throes of her delight. The blackness fell final and he knew no more. Then there was a fierce burning sting in his organ that woke him. Ella had pinched him with her sharp nails upon the tender tab below his tip. His eyes opened to the sight of Julia’s ginger pussy awaiting his tongue. And he saw another yea vote earned.

On and on it went, one mistress after another offering herself. And as he gulped down poon and imbibed the gushes born of their ecstasy epiphany came to him, each pudenda presented to him he found to be unique in its beauty and intoxicating in taste and scent. The passion of his adoring submission reached a depth most profound. Yet every time he managed a glance up at the parchments the yeas and nays looked near equal.

Fifty seven women enjoyed him during his ordeal, the last being a blond-haired colossus whose mighty thighs held him fast in another seeming death grip as she passed into the throes of her climax. Again, the light of life went out and again that sting revied him. He looked up at vote count and could not tell at a glance if his balls were forfeit or not. He sagged in despair, resigned.

Luna first counted the nay votes one by one out loud, ending at 28. Next she counted the yeas as he held his breath. When the count came to 29 he sobbed in relief. The mistresses he had served had lingered to watch the proceedings to the end and all broke out in gales of mirth. Lune enlightened him as to the truth of the matter.

“My oh my admiral! It seems your balls are safe in their sack for the time being. Honestly this was just a little game we play with new slaves. The vote was rigged in your favor by one. As I told you before, you are of much better use to us with your balls than without them. We have a bit of a surplus of eunuchs anyway. And now you are ready for the culmination of your training. Tomorrow evening aboard my good ship the Lilith, you will be pilloried at the rail and I will make a sodomite of you as promised!”

Howe was released from his bonds and led off to his cell, stomach awash with poon and woman cum, his faced caked in a ring around his mouth with dried amber ooze. He lay in his cell in dread of tomorrow until exhaustion overcame him and he drifted off.

It seemed that much time had passed before the keepers came to feed and clean him and they led him to the chamber at leash, hands cuffed behind him, where Luna and Ella waited. Resting on a stand was a faux cock that put the size of his own “pride and joy” to shame. They made him kneel before it and he cowered at the sight of its length and breadth. Luna had chosen to upsize him for the occasion. Luna and Ella laughed and Luna informed him of what was to follow.

“Behold my cock dear admiral! Before I fuck you with it you must learn to suck it. No doubt you have subjected many a hapless young thing to this degradation so that must be avenged. You will be expected to give acceptable blowjobs in the course of your servitude and you will spend the day practicing the art before you are taken aboard ship to be sodomized. Now you will install my cock for me like a good sodomite and your lesson will begin.”

Luna promptly installed her cock and presented it to him, it’s tip just inches from his eyes. Upon her command he opened his mouth to suck it. It slid back and forth between his lips, not even half the length into his mouth when it bumped against his gullet. Luna informed him of her next expectation.

“Not good enough yet admiral! You will take it down all the way now! I want your nose in my bush!”

She pressed against the clench of his throat and he gagged but she was relentless. Ella stepped behind him to hold his head so she could force it harder. He gagged again but then his gullet gave and more than half of the shaft went in. Ella held him firm and Luna rolled and gyrated her hips forcing the cock in ever deeper. Soon his nose was buried in her luxuriant raven thicket and pressing against her pubis.

She drew back until just the tip was between his lips, then rammed forward again, the shaft sliding in more easily now, nearly to its depth. Another drive of her hips plunged it to the hilt. Ella let his head go and Luna grabbed his hair and went to rutting down his throat, grinding and driving, rubbing her clit upon the cock’s protuberance, propelling herself to climax. The thrill of having him in such a state made her uncommonly randy and Ella had to take hold of her shoulders to steady her when orgasm struck. She pulled the cock out with the usual pop that always brought mirth. Luna gave her appraisal.

“My admiral, but you are a fast learner! You will perform this act once more in front of the assemblage of my friends before I put you in the pillory and jolly roger you. Now come along. It is time!”

The led him from the chamber and along the corridors until they reached the entrance. He could see darkness had fallen. They led him out onto the quay where the Lilith was moored. The sky was cloudless, the full moon bright and the tropical night was sultry and still. Torches were set in sockets along the ship’s rail and lanterns hung from the yardarms imparting an erotic amber glow. He could see a large group of women standing on the ship’s deck. The gangplank was run out and they led him up it. To his shame he found himself fully erect and his hind hole puckered involuntarily half in fear and worse, seeming anticipation of his impending unmanning.

When they stepped onto the deck he gasped at the sight of the assemblage of women, so many of them high born ladies of the town with whom he had socialized often. All those in attendance were naked except for their choice of footwear. And the leered at him with lustful contempt in their eyes. Lilith made him kneel before them while she addressed them.

“Good evening ladies. We gather here for a long anticipated occasion. As I promised all of you repeatedly I now have our notorious admiral Howe naked on his knees and soon to be pilloried to the rail and jolly rogered into a sodomite.”

She pointed down at his erection and flaunted her own big jutting organ.

“Could it be the admiral is looking forward to what is to transpire? As you can see what he has called his pride and joy suffers in comparison to a real cock!”

This drew cackles and guffaws from the women and Luna continued.

“Now let me show you a new trick the admiral has just learned this very day as a preliminary to the main event!”

She made Howe turn sideways to the audience so they could get a good view of the cock disappearing down his throat when she took him by the ears and drove it down. All were impressed by his mastery of the fellatio and Luna’s mad orgasmic cry echoed in the night, getting cheers and applause. She put a hand to his head and shoved him back when she finished and the cock withdrew with that amusing pop, getting more cackles and guffaws.

Then Luna grabbed his hair and knee-walked him over to the rail. Ella opened up the hinged section of rail and they hoisted him by the armpits, putting his neck in the hole and clamping him in. They spread his legs apart and clamped his ankles into the irons mounted in the deck. Luna faced the audience with a gloating leer on her face, flaunting her cock while Ella spread his cheeks apart to show all his tight pink virgin orifice. It puckered and relaxed rhythmically as if he could not decide whether to resist her entry or give in and accept it.  Luna looked down at it and laughed.

“This might be the tightest hole I have ever stretched. It will surely be the most pleasurable! It seems he can’t make up his mind if he should let me in or not. No matter! He will take it willy nilly! Ella! A dollop of mercy please!”

Ella poured coconut oil down his crack so it ran over his hole, then rubbed a bit on Luna’s cock. Then she handed Luna the clawed gloves she would use for purchase and leverage. Luna donned the gloves and flaunted them, the claws gleaming in the moonlight. She took position standing behind him and pressed the glans against his puckering pink orifice. Spreading her arms wide she seated her claws in his cheeks with a hard two-handed slap. He yelped and blood trickled. Then she gathered herself for the thrust and rammed home.

His howl of agony from the tearing, stretching pain was music to the ears of all. He had foolishly clenched himself in resistance and paid the price. Half the shaft had plunged into him and Luna drove it ever deeper with grinding, gyrating thrusts of her shapely hips until her thighs touched his. She drew back until just the rim of the glans was in him and then rammed the whole twelve inches in at a thrust, making him cry out.

She sunk her claws in deeper and her shapely ass rolled and gyrated as she rutted with abandon, making him snivel and whimper. The audience took up a gleeful chant in rhythm with her rutting: Jolly… roger! Jolly… roger! With half shouting the first word and the other half the second, back and forth.

But Luna soon raised one hand to call for silence so everyone could her as Howe’s mewling squeals transition from those pain to those of pleasure. Fingers fondled pussies as he approached his moment of epiphany. When he gave out his quavering moan of mad delight and emasculated surrender and spurted in abundance onto the deck Luna’s cry of mad and triumphant ecstasy was echoed by all her sisters of the Cabal.

Luna pulled out and Howe slumped in his bonds, withered and wilted, shamed by his own pleasure, forced to face the truth of it: he was indeed an abject sodomite just as she had promised, already feeling the budding of longing for her cock to enter him again.

They released him from the pillory and leg irons and he collapsed on his back onto the deck. Luna put a foot across his throat and raised her arms as the audience went wild with cheers and applause. Then she stooped to grab his hair and drag him up to his knees. The soiled and bloodied cock was in front of his face and he showed all the depth of his vanquishment and submission by taking it in his mouth to suck it clean without having to be told. Taking it in down the throat to its depth he ran lips and longue back and forth along it until it was spotless. When he finished and looked up into her eyes awaiting her next command she just pointed to the creamy puddle.

“You have made quite a mess on the deck of my fine ship dear admiral. Lick it up!”

He bowed low to obey, slurping up the puddle of goo. But there were drops and dollops scattered about as well and Luna put her foot to the back of his head and guided him to each until the deck was spotless as the cock.

Luna removed her cock and tossed it aside. Then they laid him on his back for the implanting of the ring. Ella sat across high thighs and Luna mounted his face holding the pliers with the ring in their jaws. With one hand she held the cock upright and slipped his tip between the sharp point of the ring. There was a click as she released and he flinched and writhed, his short scream muffled by Luna’s oozing tissues.

They stood and Luna clipped a leash to the ring. A couple of sharp and painful yanks on it urged him to rise and follow her down the gangplank. The ladies of the Cabal fell in behind and they convened in the anteroom of the cavern where food and drink were already laid out.

The throne chair was in its place and before it a large faux cock jutted from the floor. Because he was no longer a virgin Howe was anally impaled upon it, kneeling with his balls strapped to the shaft. The ladies of the Cabal would each take their turn with him while the others ate, drank and cackled as they made cruel and raunchy jokes at his expense. When all had sampled him the party broke up.

Howe was Luna’s ultimate conquest and he became her primary slave and near adoring constant companion. She loved to lead him around by a leash on his dick ring and show him off to her sisters in the Cabal every chance she got. And she was also generous in sharing him.

His disappearance was the talk of the town and all the ladies of the Cabal expressed their shock and outrage along with all others, exchanging sly winks and hiding smiles behind their fans.

Instead of being confined to a cell he shared her bed and every morning awoke to imbibe her golden beverage before plying his worshipful tongue upon her to start her day right. It seemed his former life was forgotten and his birth was the moment of his epiphany by way of her cock. She was the center of his universe and her exquisite pussy was the epicenter of that universe and the place of his passionate worship.

She kept his organ caged, denying him release, enjoying the escalation of that passion as the ache in his balls worsened by the day. But she was so pleasantly surprised by the depth of his adoring submission and the quality of his tongue work that she could only deny him release for a fortnight at a time. Every other Saturday night she would reward his selfless service with her cock, rutting upon him until she extracted every drop of his cum and coming herself until she couldn’t come anymore.

He was the last slave she took ownership of and life was bliss for all years to follow.

EPILOGUE

Luna retired from her life of piracy, yielding command of the Lilith to her daughter Julia. The depredations of the Lilith continued unabated. Julia became known as the Red Menace of the Sea and no ship set sail without trepidation on the part of its crew. And Julia’s sweet slave Tom came along on every foray to be her loving cabin boy.

Years seemed to fly by and upon Julia’s thirtieth birthday it came to be time for she and Tom to fulfil their ultimate destiny, the making of a daughter to carry on the line. There was a lavish party that afternoon and just after sunset Julia took Tom to her bed.

She laid upon her back and pulled him down on top of her, kissing him deeply while reaching down to slip his cock into her heavenly cavern. He shuddered and gasped as it slid into her, feeling helpless in his delight, fearing he would come if he moved a muscle. He froze at first, then lay trembling upon her. She spoke softly into his ear.

“What’s the matter sweet thing? Don’t you like it?”

“I love it mistress! It feels so good. I fear I might come without your leave and I will be punished.”

She laughed in a tender tone and held him tight.

“Not to worry my sweet Tom. Tonight, you may come inside me with my blessing. And every night from now on you may come within me to your heart’s content until it is known that you have started a strong and beautiful girl child in me. You have been chosen for this because you were born pure and deep in your submission to woman, unsullied by any trace of the pig male. The seed of such a one as you never fails to bring forth the likes of my mother and I, women of dominant will. So please come now Tom and have the pleasure that is your birthright!”

With just half a dozen rolling thrusts he moaned in supernal delight and erupted with abundance. The force of his ejaculation made cum spurt out and spill in crawly trickles down her thighs and she giggled, taking delight in it. But he was contrite.

“I’m so sorry mistress for coming so soon and denying your pleasure.”

“Again Tom, not to worry! I know you will stiffen and rise again and will please me well for a second and even a third time I trust. Let me help you!”

She rolled him onto his back and deigned to take his limp organ into her mouth, using lips and tongue to coax him back to stiffening. Then she laid on her back again and let him enter. He rutted long and hard this time and most pleasingly, triggering multiple orgasms before he again shot his seed into her.

For the third round she sucked to revive him again and he remained rock hard through a long and wild romp. She made herself a shameless slut for him, taking him in varied positions, impaling herself upon his organ as he lay upon his back and riding him as waves of ecstasy coursed through her. At the last she went to hands and knees to offer herself like a bitch in heat and he rutted with mad abandon as she gave out wails of bestial pleasure. With a deep breathy moan, he emptied the last of his strength into her and they collapsed in a heap in mutual exhaustion, drifting off to sleep then and there, naked and entwined.

Thus, it went every night until Julia missed her monthly bleed. Soon she had the morning sickness and the soreness in the breasts and the nightly rutting ceased, at least for them.

But Tom’s duties continued. He was to become a seeding and siring slave. With he being that rare innate submissive the dominant genes of the mistresses would prevail when he seeded them. Any of the mistresses of the Cabal who wished to bear daughters got the benefit of his service. He went from mistress to mistress for long nights of mad rutting being passed along to the next when each mistress’s pregnancy was confirmed. Julia would make him available to any and all mistresses who wanted to be seeded for years to follow.

Luna came out of retirement during Julia’s pregnancy and her blond-haired, green-eyed beautiful granddaughter’s early childhood to ensure the supply of “booty” would continue. Salt and pepper gray of hair though she was she remained as vigorous and lustful as ever.

Upon Howe’s disappearance another admiral had come to take his place, one Charles Moore. No less and arrogant pig male than Howe he repeated the vow to see the she-pirates hanging from the yardarms at a soirée on evening. Luna, Julia and ladies of the Cabal exchanged winks and hid smiles as always when a pig male gave forth such braggadocio. And, like all of his ilk, his subjugation and enslavement became a foregone conclusion.

Moore pursued the Lilith with even greater zeal and greater frustration. Once when he came upon a dismasted merchantman a note in Julia’s flowing script awaited him predicting his inexorable fate of becoming her sodomite. She signed it “The Red Menace.”

Moore turned purple with rage upon reading it, cursed, scoffed, crumbled it and threw it overboard. Julia heard of his reaction by way of gossip. A leering grin came over her face as she visualized him pilloried at the rail, trembling, his virgin orifice puckering as he awaited the inevitable jolly rogering.

And that was the way of it on the shimmering, lukewarm blue-green sea for many a year.

THE END
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