
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE PREDATORY GOURMET

CHAPTER ONE

The long black Mercedes limo made its way along a winding wooded drive in the dark of a moonless and sultry summer night. Seated in the back was mistress Diana. Dark haired with steel blue eyes, regal in her bearing, she wore her favorite little black leather dress, so soft and supple due to the source of the leather and black stiletto knee boots, also made of that same hide. Imperious in her manner she was lustful, cruel and utterly depraved. Those last three adjectives were a self-description in which she took great pride. One would have guessed her age to be 35 or so but then then was a seeming ageless quality to her beauty and a strange, alluring glow.

In the seat facing her sat Tessa, statuesque, green eyed, red-hair cut short and butch, her similar dress and boots were of cowhide because she had yet to earn ones made of that special skin. Tessa was Diana’s protégé.

Kneeling at their feet facing sideways, naked and with hands cuffed behind him, young David. Dark haired, blue eyed, handsome, fit and trim he was the latest of the many males who had been seduced and lured into the dreadful fate awaiting him, of which he had yet no inkling. In his case it was Tessa who had been the seductress and he was her first victim. He thought he was to know the fulfillment of his wildest fantasy, to become the sex slave of dominant women. He should have been careful what he wished for.

Diana and Tessa had connected by way of a dark website Tessa had found in the midst of her search for sexual fulfillment. She had found “normal” vanilla sex to be a disappointment. Her first few male partners had been ever so typical, hopping on top of her and satisfying themselves within the minute, leaving her sullied by their cum and frustrated. When she tried to assert herself by forcing cunnilingus from later partners she had scared them off and had earned a reputation at her small private college as a “ballbuster.” She was shunned by all males there and was involuntarily celibate and frustrated almost through her senior year. Her fingers were her only recourse and the could only just take the edge off her lust.

Randy and aggressive she scared off all male schoolmates, prowling the local bars with predatory intent until she came across young David, a fetching freshman, dark haired, blue eyed, handsome and ever so naïve, sweet and submissive. His parents were devout Catholics and his upbringing had been strict and sexually repressive.

They met in the favorite local watering hole one Friday at happy hour. Tessa sat at the end of the bar on a stool, alone and avoided with three empty stools next to her. It was December and she wore a long, warm black leather trench coat with nothing on beneath it and black stiletto heeled boots.

David entered the bar and his eyes fell upon her. Their gazes locked and she sensed somehow that he would be the one. This was a portent of the instinct she would develop for detecting the innately submissive male. She just crooked a finger at him as her eyes bored into his and, as if in a trance he approached and sat down next to her.

She introduced herself and he managed to stammer his own introduction as he sat with his chin perched on her sharp-nailed index finger, still staring mesmerized into her deep green eyes. She didn’t waste any time.

“Well David, I know a place that’s much more comfortable and private. You are coming with me!”

She took his hand and he followed, giving all the resistance of a toy balloon. Her apartment was just down the street within easy walking distance. She led him inside and turned to face him. Tessa was six feet tall and preferred footwear that added to her height. David was an average height male, perhaps five foot nine. She towered over him as he gazed into her eyes, entranced. She pointed toward the doorway into the kitchen.

“Fetch us a bottle of red wine and two glasses David.”

He left the room to obey and she slipped off her coat, then enthroned herself in her big black leather recliner, assuming a lewd and provocative posture leaving nothing to the imagination. David came back and nearly dropped the bottle and glasses at the sight of her resplendent nudity. He stopped in his tracks. She pointed to the coffee table.

“Come and pour the wine David!”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, spilling a bit because his eyes strayed to her as he poured. She pointed to the floor in front of her.

“On your knees David!”

Her words seemed to turn his knees to rubber and soon he knelt at her feet.

“Now David, what’s wrong here? The situation is quite unequal. If you think for a moment I think you will see the problem!”

For a minute or two he just knelt there with his eyes going over her everywhere, enthralled.

“David?”

Then a realization seemed to come to him.

“I should be naked too?’

“Yes David! It’s quite unfair for me to be parading my flesh so shamelessly while you kneel there dressed. Strip naked now!”

His hands went to work as if driven by a will not his own and soon his clothes lay in a pile beside him except for his white briefs. He knelt blushing and then his cock rose to full erection and popped through the fly. Tessa slapped the arm of her chair and gave out a bawdy laugh.

“My David! I think you like me!”

Her tone of voice changed to one of command.

“But I said naked! What are you waiting for!”

He slipped out of the briefs and soon they lay atop the pile of his clothes. He knelt, still blushing, his organ jutting, bobbing, dribbling precum onto the floor.

She parted her legs wide and rested her ankles on the arms of the chair. His eyes were riveted upon her auburn pussy. She beckoned him forward and he knee walked to with her reach. Grasping his hair she held him at bay, watching. He inhaled deeply and she could see how her scent intoxicated him by the hunger and longing that came into his eyes. He strained forward, but she held him back for just a minute, enjoying the tease though she longed herself to feel his first taste of her.

When she could bear no more she tugged him forward so his face plunged deep into her oozing crevice. And then she felt it, what the others had denied her in their squeamish selfishness, an adoring tongue, eager to serve her, casting about upon her lady parts, begging for her guidance, surrender complete.

She rolled her hips and felt his cupped tongue sliding up and down, hearing him swallow deeply as he gathered her ooze with each pass, his hunger for it growing palpably. She put both hands behind his head and pressed him against her so his tongue slid deep into her cavern as she hissed a command to swirl it about. Shudders of delight ran through her as it went on and on, heightened by the passion of his worship.

A tingling in her clit told her it was time and she fed that pink pearl to him, directing him to lick and suck. She felt his lips close upon her apex and his tongue’s tip upon the orb. Orgasm rocked her as she cried out with ferocity, gushing a geyser into his willing mouth. He sighed as he gulped it down.

She lapsed into afterglow, semi-conscious but feeling his tender kisses over her mount and silken inner thighs. Long had she dreamed and fantasized over this and now it had come to its fruition, exceeding her own imaginings. He was hers now she was sure, to enjoy to her heart’s content and in any way.

But the evening was far from over so she decided to waste no time breaking new ground. He needed to show her deeper submission and willingness to abase himself for her pleasure. Emerging from her sweet stupor she pushed his head back, taking hold of his hair. She shifted so her anus was close before his face as she spoke.

“David, that was a fine job of licking and very satisfying to me. But now you must show me your willingness to lick me wherever I tell you to, no matter where that may be. Right now that means you must lick my anus.”

She saw his eyes go wide as the focused on her orifice and he pulled back from it, shaking his head, trying to free himself from her grip.

“But it’s unclean! It has some…poop on it!”

“That’s beside the point David! I told you to lick me there and you will lick!”

He twisted his head and pulled free of her grip. “No!”

“Very well David! You will have to learn obedience the hard way!”

She stood up and shoved him forward so he was bellied over the seat of the chair. His shirt lay nearby on the floor and she picked it up and used it to tie his hands behind him while holding him down with her foot on the back of his neck. She picked up his belt. It was narrow but made of a thick leather and would do nicely.

The first lash across his tender behind made him scream and she felt a wet warmth blossom between her thighs. After three more lashes it became a hot tingling itch and she whirled the belt, making it whoosh, every rotation bringing a loud crack as his ass reddened and the skin split in places. He howled and sobbed through it all, finally breaking down and bawling like a baby. Satisfied with the punishment she had inflicted she dropped the belt, pulled him back from the chair and hopped onto the seat, grabbing his hair again and presenting her anus.

“Now David, I repeat, you will lick where I tell you to lick!”

With a moan of resignation he obeyed, lapping softly at her soiled orifice to clean it with his face pressed into her oozing cunt.

“That’s very nice David! It feels so good! Don’t stop!”

His submission and the delightful sensation of his tongue upon her hole soon had her urging him to lick harder. His tongue wriggled in her orifice, working its way deeper and soon her arousal mounted to an unbearable pitch. She tugged him upward by the hair to her apex and his tongue fell upon her pearl with passion. She sensed his growing desire to please her. It was a delightful evening of oral pleasuring, ending with her complete orgasmic satisfaction. As she lay slumped in the chair with her legs draped over his shoulders while he continued his oral worship, licking softly between her thighs, going low to caress her hind hole, planting tender kisses on her mount with her selfish lust satisfied her thoughts turned to him and what he might be feeling. The delight he had provided inclined her to give him a reward. She pondered for a few minutes before coming to a decision as to what would be fitting in terms of their relationship. There would be pleasure and release for him, but with appropriate degradation that would keep him in his proper place. She put a hand to his forehead and pushed him back so he knelt at her feet. She knew enough about the nature of male sexuality to ask the pertinent questions first.

“How are you feeling now David, do your balls ache?”

“Yes!”

“Badly?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Would you like relief from that ache David?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Have you ever used your hand to give yourself relief?”

He blushed and hung his head, no words needed in answer.

“So, you are ashamed about that are you David?”

He kept his head bowed but answered: “Yes.”

“There really is no need for shame David. It’s quite normal and natural. I will give you a chance for relief. You may decide if you wish to accept it. I want you to come close to me and use your hand in the way you know how. You may give yourself relief but there is a catch. When you ejaculate you will deposit it here, upon my pussy. You will surely make a frightful mess and I will expect you to clean it up with your tongue and swallow every bit. If you find this to be more than you can handle I will send you home still aching. And I will forbid you to use your hand no matter how much you ache until the next time we meet here. If you weaken and masturbate I assure you I will know because your shame will show when I put the question to you. If you thought your earlier punishment was severe that will pale before what you will suffer. Now the choice is yours!”

He hesitated, took a deep breath, gulped, but then, with a sigh of seeming resignation he moved toward her, cock in hand. He held his tip close to her cunt and began to stroke. It took less than a minute for him to erupt, giving out a moan of sweet relief and spurting heavily over her crotch. Then he seemed to wilt and wither as if out of shame and fell to his knees with face just inches from her sullied pussy. She gave him a tug forward by the hair by way of wordless command and soon she felt his tongue lapping at her. She looked down and watched as he scooped his cum up with cupped tongue and swallowed. She felt a trickling down over her anus and pushed his head down to make sure he caught it, soon feeling his tongue stroking upward to gather in the last of his load.

And it developed into an ongoing relationship, a sexual awakening for both, Tessa getting in touch with her dominant sexual orientation and David with his submissive one. She continued to demand ever deeper submission and she was delighted by how eager he was to degrade and humiliate himself for the sake of her pleasure. But their relationship was to be cut short by a sudden turn of events.

They lived apart, she in her apartment, he in a dorm room at the college. Most of their trysts were at her place but on occasion they would meet in his co-ed dorm room when David’s roommate was elsewhere.

The school year was at an end and roomy had already left for home. So Tessa paid him a visit at the dorm. David was expecting his parents to arrive the next day to move him out for the summer. It was something of a farewell tryst though they had made plans to get together often over the next three months.

Tessa lay across the single bed with her dress hiked up with David on his knees with his face buried in her cunt, giving tongue love to her anus. They had carelessly left the door unlocked in their passion.

But David had been mistaken about when his parents were to arrive. They had in fact arrived that very day and made their way to his dorm room. The door was open and they barged in, only to stand in shock and outrage at what met their eyes.

The two were oblivious to the intrusion, David because those comely thighs were clamped tight upon his head, deafening him, and Tessa because she was in the throes of orgasm, eyes closed, lost in her delight. Only when her thighs parted and her eyes opened did each see his parents looming above them, eyes wide in horrified condemnation.

Tessa put her feet on David’s shoulders to shove him back and away. She pushed her skirt down and stood, an expression of shameless calm on her face. David cowered under his parents’ glare as his father thundered, pointing toward the door: “Leave harlot!”

Tessa slipped between them, shouldering both aside. She walked down the hallway a bit but stopped to listen as his father thundered on.

“Shame David, shame! We were afraid you were too young to leave home and be left to your own devices but we chose to trust you because you had always been a good boy. Now you have betrayed our trust in the most disgraceful way! You will come home with us now for the summer and never again will you lay eyes upon the slut! You will never return to this academy of iniquity and in the fall it will be off to the monastery of Saint Alphonsus with you!”

And David was whisked away home to be confined to his room, never to emerge unless closely watched by parents, never out of their sight. In September he was sent to that most strict and repressive monastery to lead a life of penitence and atonement.

CHAPTER TWO

Tessa missed him so much, his sweet submission and the orgasms he had provided. But her only real concern was her own pleasure. She accepted that she was shallow and selfish when it came to men and felt no shame about it. But there was still the matter of sexual gratification and her fingers would have to serve for the time being.

She took to surfing the dark web, seeking out dating sites and such that might cater to her inclinations. She also indulged in videos that whetted her perverse appetite, males being subjected to whippings, the strapon cock, and assorted cruelties being inflicted upon their tender and precious organs. Excretory degradation also fascinated; slaves being forced to ingest the bodily wastes of their mistresses. Her tastes become more and more jaded and she sought out the extremes, her frustrated lust rising by the day, fingers always busy as she sat at the keyboard but getting scant relief despite multiple orgasms. She knew only one thing would do, having a male subject to her will and whim.

Then she was to know eventual epiphany when she came across a website called the “Predatory Gourmet.” Intrigued, she clicked and opened it, finding herself staring a few simple words above another link to be clicked:

“If you are here it can only mean you seek the ultimate state of dominance over the male. Rest assured you will find it here. You will find fulfillment of your deepest darkest desires with males at your disposal for any purpose. And even your wildest fantasies and imaginings will likely not encompass what we know as the “Triple D.” It cannot be described; it can only be experienced. Click the link for the video conference and be introduced to mistress Diana.”

Her hand trembled on the mouse as she clicked. And on the screen appeared dark mistress Diana, stern of countenance with piercing steel blue eyes, she exuded dominant power, even sending a slight chill of fear up Tessa’s spine which was soon dissipated by Diana’s warm smile of greeting and replaced by an instant sense of bonding, blue eyes riveted upon green as Diana spoke.

“Greetings dear. And what might your name be?”

“Tessa mistress Diana.”

“You may skip the ‘mistress’ part Tessa. All women are equal here. Only male slaves must address their mistresses so. Now let’s take some time to explore your tastes and inclinations to see if you are ready for the many and varied pleasures to be found here at the Predatory Gourmet.”

The interview was frank and pointed, covering the gamut, probing Tessa’s desire for the pleasures to be had with and degradations to be inflicted upon the male. Could only nod with eagerness and answer Yes! To each, the gleam in her eyes growing apace. Diana took note and was quick to extend an invitation.

“I believe you should pay us a visit Tessa for a free sampling of the delights to be had here with the male slaves at our compound. There is, of course, a substantial membership fee. Our clientele consists mostly of women of wealth, many in high places in business and politics whose identities might surprise you. But if you are of more modest means there are ways for a young thing such as you to gain membership free of charge. Would this coming Saturday be suitable? I will send a limo. Shall we say noonish for lunch?”

Tessa fairly gushed in her eagerness to accept.

Tessa had graduated college that June with a degree in IT technology. She had found a job as a web designer and her salary was adequate for a comfortable lifestyle but she had doubts if it would cover the cost of what she suspected was reserved for the elite.

It had been on Monday and the wait through the week was excruciating in its heated anticipation. Tessa refrained from use of her fingers and did all she could to focus on work. She wanted her lust to be at a rolling boil on Saturday, suspecting she might be satisfied as never before. But she could have no inkling of the revelations she was to experience.

The limo arrived half an hour before noon. The windows were tinted opaque. The door opened automatically and when she entered she found they were opaque both ways in the passenger compartment including the window between her and the driver. She felt a bit uneasy but settled in for the ride. The route seemed a bit tortuous, a lot of twists and turns. Then the car stopped as if waiting. It pulled forward again and seemed describe a half circle before coming to a halt.

The door opened again and she found herself in front of a vast mansion built of dark stone with white Doric columns holding up the roof over the wide front portico. And there stood mistress Diana, wearing an elegant black leather, calf length dress and stiletto heeled boots, holding out her arms in welcome. In person there was a subtle, yet unmistakable glow about her. Tessa all but ran into the welcoming embrace.

“First a tour of the mansion, a light lunch and then a tour of the grounds and facilities? What say Tessa?”

“Lead on mistress Diana!”

“Just Diana, please Tessa dear!”

She led Tessa through the big, iron bound oak doors and into a spacious foyer with a black marble floor. There was a wide curved stairway, also black marble, leading to the second floor. To the left was a wide opening in the wall and beyond a sizeable hall with an enormous stone fireplace in the opposite wall. Diana led her that way first.

“We have some very pleasant gatherings here in the hall Tessa. Parties and banquets et cetera. Now let’s pay a visit to the boutique to get you properly dressed.”

They walked back through the foyer to the right hand side. The boutique was visible through another wide opening and withing Tessa could see an array of black leather garments on numerous mannequins. There were assorted dresses, body suits, corsets, boots, gloves.

Tessa took the leather of a dress between her fingers, finding herself amazed by its soft and supple texture. She looked to Diana, who just nodded.

“It has an amazing feel doesn’t it Tessa dear. Wait until you wear one of the garments, so comfortable! And please choose anything you like here on the house!”

Tessa cast her eyes about and focused on a mannequin clad in a corset that left the breasts and loins exposed with stiletto knee boots. She pointed it out to Diana who went to where a bell hung from a rope by the doorway. She gave it a tug, ringing the bell. Soon a tall, perhaps fortysomething woman, blond haired, blue-eyed, wearing a mini-dress of the same leather emerged from the rear of the boutique. She held a tape measure. Diana pointed to the ensemble Tessa had chosen.

“Please measure her up Inger. Tessa, please strip so Inger’s measurements can be precise. No need for false modesty here.”

Tessa had worn just a floral print sundress with nothing on underneath. She swept it off with one motion and tossed it aside, exposing her creamy skinned and resplendent nudity. Diana nodded admiringly, as did Inger.

“You are as fine a specimen as we have seen here in a long time Tessa dear!”

Inger departed, soon to return with an ensemble fitted perfectly to Tessa’s form. She donned the outfit with hands trembling in anticipation. They led her to a mirrored alcove and she gushed at the sight of herself, full breasts uplifted by the corset, shapely hips exhibited, ginger pussy creating a thrilling focal point to her body, the boots accentuating her height.

Then they moved on deeper into the boutique, past a dividing wall and into an area that brought a gasp of excitement and a blossoming of wet and tingling warmth between her thighs.

To the right a naked male mannequin hung by its heels, body zebra striped with lurid welts. A mistress mannequin stood a distance away, wearing a cat suit that left her dark pussy and shapely ass exposed. She stood with legs apart in a firm stance, arm held back with a snake whip in hand, ready to inflict the next lash upon her hapless “victim.”

And to the left another male mannequin lay bound naked to a table by wrists and ankles. Upon his silicone molded genitals were assorted instruments of torture, a ball crushing vise, gleaming alligator clips running up the length of his cock’s underside, his glans a pincushion full of fine needles and a shiny steel rod run down his pee hole. The face was contorted in an expression of unspeakable agony. A mistress mannequin stood beside the table holding another needle out to pierce him who knew where.

Tessa spun slowly on her heel, taking it all in, the mannequin displays, the array of assorted whips, canes and electric prods that festooned the walls. Her gaze fell upon Diana, who stood smiling at her.

“We do have quite a plethora of accessories to make your time with a slave complete! One more thing to have a look at Tessa!”

They went through a door in the rear into a small room, more like a closet. Arrayed on one wall were all manner of faux cocks in three tiers, six to a tier, displayed in rows by style and size from left to right. Each was L shaped  with a vaginal insert for stimulation of the mistress’s clit and G. And each had a pair of big false balls below. Diana enlightened Tessa regarding each style.

“Our collection for fem-cocks runs the gamut from pleasurable to punitive Tessa. These along the top row are simple vibrators. This one on the left we call the ‘starter’. It’s one and a half inches diameter by eight in length. It’s used to deflower virgin slaves. The pain of the entry is substantial if driven in hard. But many, perhaps most mistresses prefer to deflower with the next larger size, the two by ten. Slaves are gradually upsized as they become stretched, all the way up to the three by eighteen.”

She pressed a button at the base of the starter cock, making it pulse and hum, then switched it off and went on to describe the row of cocks below. The cocks appeared identical to those above but the difference was soon revealed when Diana pressed the button on one of them. The shaft took on a corkscrew motion while the vaginal bulb thrusted back and forth, again with that pulsing hum.

“These fem-cocks are of a more advanced design Tessa, just recently invented by some of the brilliant women who have joined our little community. They provide the mistress with truly exquisite orgasms and quickly reduce the slave to a state of an abject, cock addicted bitch once he is made to come himself dry from the relentless pounding on his prostate. These are becoming the most popular means of deflowering slaves.”

Then Tessa took a good look at the lower tier and her eyes widened at the implications. The shaft of each big cock had inch long, forward poking spikes covering it from tip to base. She looked to Diana with an expression both quizzical and with gleam in her eyes.

“These fem-cocks are punitive in nature Tessa. Most slaves are lured into our clutches through the seductive wiles of mistresses. But one of our important roles is the imposing of justice upon the abusers of women, be they anything from mere cads to outright rapists. These types are abducted and first subjected to gang rape with the larger sizes of these fem-cocks. To be fair to all we have to hold a lottery to choose which mistress will be privileged to be the first to ram one of the up the ass of a richly deserving scumbag. But enough of this for now. Let’s have lunch!”

Lunch was already laid out. There were platters of sliced whole grain bread, cheese slices and on of what appeared to be ham, as well as a bowl of potato salad and two bottles of red wine, one already uncorked.

Diana sat down and went to fixing herself a big ham and cheese sandwich, inviting Tessa to follow suit. They each took a help on the potato salad and poured a tall glass of wine. Tessa had forgotten breakfast in her excitement and took a ravenous bite of her sandwich. If the meat within was ham it was by far the best she had ever tasted and it seemed to spark a strange craving.

She took a big gulp of the wine and another bite, barely able to chew in her eagerness  to swallow. A wolfish urge took hold of her and she devoured with ferocity. When she swallowed the last of it she looked at Diana, who was just finishing her own sandwich, savoring the last bite with a strange gleam on her own eyes. Diana smiled and nodded, knowingly, approvingly, though Tessa felt a touch bashful at her voracious behavior. Diana read her emotion and spoke with reassurance.

“No shame in enjoying the finest ham to be found anywhere Tessa dear. Help yourself to the rest if you please!”

Tessa didn’t bother with bread or cheese. She just grabbed the remaining slices and shoved them into her mouth with rapacious appetite and then, breathlessly: “Is there more Diana?”

“That’s all for the time being dear. You will have to wait for dinnertime. Let’s take a tour of the complex.”

First they took a stroll around the vast grounds, which were surrounded by a high stone wall. There were flower beds and shrubbery everywhere among the finely manicured lawns with naked males busy weeding and trimming. They passed close to where one of them was at work with his back to them, forking up picked weeds to be tossed into a cart. He happened to turn and face them and Tessa gasped when her eyes fell upon his limp penis dangling over a scar where his balls had been. Diana chuckled.

“The first sighting of a eunuch slave can be a shock Tessa. Castrated males are docile and subservient. And slave labor does so much to keep maintenance costs down.”

Once recovered from her shock Tessa felt a wet warmth between her thighs. One of her fantasies had been of putting a male’s balls under the knife and it seemed that fantasy might yet be fulfilled here in mistress Diana’s domain.

There were sheds and barns beyond the manicured lawns and beyond them cultivated fields of assorted produce with other eunuchs busy among the rows. Diana explained.

“We are food self-sufficient here Tessa. Our grains and produce are grown out there and our protein source you have tasted once already.”

And when Tessa looked out past the fields she saw tall trees forming a dense forest. Diana explained.

“We have quite a large tract of forest surrounded by a high electric fence, well over two square miles. It provides us with a special recreation. At times we allow one of the scumbag males to ‘escape’ by leaving his cell door conveniently unlocked. He will invariably flee into what he believes will be the concealment and safety of the woods, which will allow him to make his way to freedom. Mistresses pay generous fees for the privilege of the man-hunt to follow. Bows and arrows, crossbows or air powered dart guns are used to shoot projectiles with needles dipped in a stinging potion. The beast is pierced repeatedly by these as he flees in panic from the huntress, suffering prolonged pain and terror until the huntress gets the clear shot to the cock or balls that will finally bring him to earth.”

Tessa just stared at Diana with a gleam in her eyes.

“Yes Tessa dear, I will see to it that you have your chance to be the huntress as soon as possible! My own name reflects my passion for the hunt, for to the ancients Diana was goddess of the hunt.”

There was a windowless oblong building one story high and about 40 wide by 100 feet long located to one side of the mansion about 100 feet from it. Tessa pointed it out and asked Diana what it was for.

“Now we are getting down to brass tacks Tessa. That is the dungeon that houses our sex slaves. It’s connected to the mansion’s basement by a tunnel. There are pleasure chambers in the basement where the mistresses enjoy the well trained slaves. And the mansion has 20 bedrooms where mistresses can spend the night with a slave included in the fee. Let’s go in there and each be fixed up with a slave to take to a pleasure chamber.”

Tessa felt a thrill and the wet, tingling warmth between her thighs again. There was a door centered in the side of the building and they entered. A few steps forward led to a corridor at right angles down the center of the building. Tessa looked to left and right. Cell doors were lined up along each side of it.

She looked to the right and about thirty feet down the corridor saw a dark haired, muscular young woman, naked except for black knee boots and a wide belt from which hung a coiled whip among other items. She was opening a cell door. A naked man stepped out into the corridor and stood at attention. His pate was shaven except for a lock of hair into which a brass ring was braided. And his body was also hairless from head to toe. Tessa enquired about this to Diana who explained.

“The slaves are subjected to laser epilation of the entire body Tessa, causing permanent hairlessness. We, of course, don’t want whisker burns on our sensitive lady parts. Every slave’s face is as soft as a baby’s bottom. And the removal of all bodily hair results in feelings of, shall I say, ‘hyper-nudity’, giving the slave a sense of enhanced vulnerability and also, more importantly, emasculation.”

Tessa just stared at the slave with mouth agape and nodding.

The slave’s ankles were hobbled by leg irons. The woman took a leather leash from her belt. There was double noose its end. She slipped the slave’s balls through it and gave a firm yank that made the slave grunt and double over a bit as his balls were stretched painfully tight and shiny. She led the slave past them toward the opposite end of the corridor where there was another door. Diana greeted her as she passed.

“Good afternoon Mona! Having a busy day?”

“Weekends are always busy mistress Diana! I’ve got three more mistresses waiting for slaves to be delivered to their chambers.”

Mona set a brisk paced down the long corridor, forcing the slave to hobble along, giving hard tugs on his balls to make him hurry up.

“Mona is working as a slave keeper to earn her way to full membership Tessa. It’s just one way to do it. But I have other plans for you more suited to your special aptitudes.”

Tessa’s head was already spinning from what she had taken in so far and she felt warm ooze from her tingling pussy trickling down her thighs. She wondered what might be next and was soon to find out.

There was a double door directly across the corridor. Diana led her by the hand to it and opened one side. They entered a large chamber. Straight ahead a naked male was hung by his heels, his body striped with lurid welts. Standing off to the side was a tall black woman, animal naked, with shaven head, drawing back a bullwhip to deliver another lash. She was broad of shoulder and hip but narrow of waist with rippling musculature. Her only hair was the dense nappy bush at her loins. She completed delivery of the lash, wielding the whip with obvious practiced skill, flicking her wrist at just the right moment to place a measured lash with unerring accuracy on the slave’s balls, evoking a howl of agony that trailed off into sobs. Diana chuckled and expressed her appreciation.

“Wow! That was a good one, Lena! But you never miss do you?”

Lena coiled her whip and stepped over to join them. Diana made introductions.

“Tessa, this is mistress Lena. She is in charge of the breaking, training and discipline of our slaves. Lena, this is Tessa, a young one whom I believe will make an excellent procurer.”

Lena held out her hand and Tessa shook it, eyes wide, heart racing. Diana swept her hand around the chamber, inviting Tessa to look around it. Several other mistresses were busy subjecting slaves to various ordeals. Lena elaborated.

“My staff and I are always occupied with our breaking and training. It’s relentless. The slave you see hanging here is a newbie getting his first whipping. A sound flogging is the first phase of the process. Let’s go see what the other mistresses are up to.”

Closest to them was a very hefty blond haired woman, also animal naked with a slave bound face up on a padded bench. She stood with his head between her knees looking down at him as they approached. She held a digital timer in her hand. Lena greeted her.

“What’s up Bertha? Is this one making any progress in his breath holding?”

“I’ve got him up to three minutes Lena but it’s taken a while. Now I’ll set my timer for three and a half minutes.”

With that she plopped herself down upon the slave’s face, burying it in her lush golden haired cunt, wriggling her behind to get his face deep into her oozing, smothering tissues. Lena explained.

“Large ladies tend to have a fondness for facesitting Tessa. They like to settle down full weight and not have their pleasure interrupted by a slave needing to breathe. It’s pretty well known it takes a woman about seven minutes to achieve orgasm by way of a fully trained tongue so that is the standard we set for a slave’s breath holding. The training is grueling of course. Let’s watch!”

The slave was bound around the waist by a wide leather strap and his arms were pinioned by another wide strap across the chest. But his legs remained free. Tessa wondered about that but would soon know the reason.

The slave lay still under Bertha at first, having been well conditioned to hold his breath for a couple of minutes. But as the three minute mark approached he began to squirm and soon his legs flailed wildly as he fought in vain for breath. Lena, Diana and Bertha all burst out laughing and Tessa could only join in. The slave hung on for what seemed like about thirty more seconds and sure enough, Bertha’s timer beeped. His crazed thrashing ceased and he lay still. Lena enlightened Tessa.

“We leave their legs free just to watch them kick Tessa. It’s so amusing!”

Bertha rose and broke open the packet of smelling salts she had held in her other hand. The slave lay senseless but the salts under his nose made him jerk awake and look around in confusion and terror, bringing more mirth from the mistresses. Bertha gave him short shrift after checking her stop watch.

“Better slave Charles! We made some progress there! Three minutes and thirty seconds! But take a deep breath because I’m coming down again! And if you can make it to four minutes and make me come you will be rewarded!”

Bertha reversed her position so she straddled his head facing his feet. She lowered her smothering bulk upon his face with the timer set at four minutes. Bertha moaned in her  enjoyment and rolled her hips as slave Charles went to work with his tongue. The minutes passed. At the three and a half minute mark his breath began to give out and all were again amused by his wildly thrashing legs. Bertha leaned forward, took a grip on his cock and began to stroke it.

Bertha gave out a deep breathy sigh of orgasmic satisfaction just as the timer beeped at four minutes. Her big body sagged, bearing down remorselessly upon poor slave Charles as she was rendered unable to continue the stroking of his organ. But Lena knew well how to complete the process and give the slave his reward. She put her artful hand to his cock and just as he passed from consciousness he was granted the pleasure of erotic asphyxia as he moaned and spewed a creamy load out over his belly . Bertha firmed and stood and held the salts under his nose. Then she enlightened Tessa while she scooped up the cum with her fingers and fed it to slave Charles.

“Often a reward is a far better motivator than fear of punishment Tessa.”

Lena, Diana and Tessa moved on to the next training station, leaving Bertha to her fine work. Another naked black mistress, this one with a big Afro hairdo was seated on a throne with legs spread wide, ankles  resting on the arms. A slave knelt before her with his face buried deep in her nappy cunt. The mistress’s head lolled and she sighed in the midst of what had to be exquisite pleasure under the tongue of the slave. But she did manage a moment of eye contact with Diana and waved her hand in greeting. Then she shuddered and convulsed as orgasm took her, letting out a brutish snarl of satisfaction and planting the spike heels of the stiletto boots she wore against the slave’s shoulders to shove him away.

She went limp, feet dropping to the floor and she savored for a moment before sitting up to greet them and make introduction. She held her hand out to Tessa.

“Mistress Liza here, and you would be?”

“Tessa’s my name mistress Liza. Mistress Diana has been kind enough to invite me here for the weekend.”

“I trust you are enjoying yourself then Tessa?”

“Well, it’s so exciting and I’m getting more horny by the minute!”

Diana chimed in.

“I’m quite sure Tessa will be a most welcome addition to our little community Liza. I’m giving her a quick tour for starters. Once we’ve visited all the training stations we’ll be enjoying some slaves together in the chamber. How is slave James’s progress in mastering the oral arts?”

“He’s getting there Diana, but it might be a two or three weeks before he’s up to standard. Say, I wonder if Tessa would like a turn with him? The poor thing must be randy as a she goat by now!”

Liza hopped out of the chair and waved her hand over it in invitation. Tessa didn’t have to be asked twice. Slave James, like all slaves, was shaven headed with a ring braided into his topknot. Tessa hooked her finger in the ring and dragged him to her, plopping down in the chair and pulling his face into her crotch.

Tessa gasped and shuddered when she felt the tongue got to its duty. Slave James might be a bit short of standard but she wondered how much better it could get. Not one flick or lick was wasted, each giving a thrill of delight. And the passion of his worship! She yanked him up by the ring to her apex and her tingling, turgid clit, feeling his lips close around it and his tongue upon it. Orgasm rocked her, and then, after the first supernal surge, she felt the tender trembling of his tongue upon her tender pearl, triggering a second climax, a third and then she lost count and just rode the waves of ecstasy. Satisfaction set in and she shoved him back and away, legs draped over his shoulders while she savored.

Unbidden he leaned back in and she felt the tender caresses upon her nether orifice. She lost herself in the rapture of rimming for a while, but soon her lust rekindled and she rolled her hips to press the orifice to his mouth, urging harder licking. She felt his tongue slip past her sphincter and wriggle in and out. A minute or so of it had her clit tingling for more and she yanked him back up to the top, giving out another high-pitched gasp as she felt his finger slide in down below where his tongue had been, sparking a hot tickle that seemed to run up into her clit like electric current. The orgasm was shattering, brutish and repeated as that trembling of the tongue set her off over and over. She gushed, the juice of her pleasure spurting upward into his mouth and she heard him gulp and swallow with seeming thirst. Then she melted, draped as if boneless over the chair.

She drifted in a haze for a while, eyes closed. Then her vision cleared and she saw Diana and Liza smiling at her. Liza solicited her appraisal.

“Did you find his service satisfactory Tessa?”

Tessa just grinned and rolled her eyes.

“If this is what you call ‘not quite up to standard’ Liza I can’t imagine what is!”

“Our standards are rigorous Tessa. Only perfection will do. Slave James’s tongue has yet to be fully lengthened and strengthened.”

Diana put in her two cents.

“We will be enjoying fully trained slaves later on Tessa. Then you will know what ‘up to standard’ means. Now let’s move on to the rimming station.”

They were making their way clockwise around the chamber. In the next corner stood a black leather upholstered horse and draped over it was a voluptuous, brown skinned, raven haired daughter of the Indian subcontinent. The horse was designed for optimal comfort, well padded, with knee rests along its sides. On his knees behind her was a slave with his face buried to the ears between her sumptuous, shapely cheeks. Tessa could see he wore a testicle vise and the mistress held some kind of remote control in her hand. Her head lay upon the cushioned front end of the horse, her eyes wide open but seemingly glazed over in a state of rapture. Lena spoke to her softly, politely.

“Please excuse us mistress Indira. We have a guest who would like to make your acquaintance.”

Indira raised her head and shook it as her eyes regained focus. She smiled warmly as Lena made introductions and then inquired as to the slave’s performance.

“How is slave Jason performing thus far Indira? I know you were having some trouble with his tongue strength and fatigue.”

“Much improved Lena. He has gotten to the point where he can penetrate the orifice deep enough to swirl his tongue around the inner rim most pleasurably. And I only have to put the squeeze on him every ten minutes or so to motivate his efforts.”

Tessa looked to Diana with quizzical expression and she explained.

“You can see the vise on his balls Tessa. It’s battery powered and activated by the remote Indira holds in her hand. When slave Jason’s tongue fatigue sets in she presses the button and the vise clamps down quite painfully, motivating the slave to fight his fatigue and resume desired the pleasurable movement. Once this is achieved the mistress just naturally eases off on the button and immerses herself in the rapture of a proper rimming. The goal is for the slave to reach a point where his tongue never tires. Perhaps you would like to take a turn upon the horse if mistress Indira would be so kind as to relinquish it?”

Indira dismounted and Tessa took her place. She found the horse to be exquisitely comfortable, allowing her total relaxation. Indira handed her the remote and barked a command for slave Jason to get licking.

Tessa gasped as his tongue slid in deep and swirled about. She found that it induced a pleasant daze and lapsed into the same sweet stupor Indira had shown. But the rapture waned after some minutes, irking her and making her press down on the button hard. Slave Jason yelped and moaned as the cruel jaws closed upon him and Tessa soon felt the renewed delight. Her grip on the remote relaxed and she fell into her sweet stupor again. Several times the cycle was repeated. In the end she found herself quite aroused and rolled her hips, rubbing her cunt over his face. He seemed to take that as his cue and went down low to find her clit. A deep and satisfying orgasm soon followed and she melted over the horse, feeling his tongue back where it had been before. She gave him one last squeeze and enjoyed for a few minutes more, then dismounted. Indira quickly took her place. There was to be no rest for slave Jason’s tongue.

They moved on to the next station, one that made Tessa’s eyes widen in surprise and befuddlement. A slave lay face up on a leather padded table, bound by wrists and ankles with a wide belt tightened across his waist, rendering him immobile and helpless. And lying on top of him in the 69 position was a petite, golden-skinned, black haired mistress of Asian extraction. Her pussy covered his face and he licked her as she sucked his cock with lascivious skill. She held a stop watch in her hand. Tessa gasped when she saw the full length of his organ withdrawn from her mouth as her head rose and fell. She nudged Diana who turned to see her with eyes even wider and mouth agape. Diana chuckled.

“Yes Tessa, that is a full two by twelve incher. Slave John is one of the privileged few. His size accords him license to enter all three of our pleasure orifices to service us. The only catch is that he must master iron self-control lest he ejaculate prematurely and leave the mistress unsatisfied. Mistress Midori is in the process of training him to acquire that self-control. Failure of that control is punished by the ruination of his orgasm. Midori is highly skilled in the erotic arts and can push a male over the brink of insanity with her cruel teasing and edging.”

Midori shuddered and came with his cock full down her throat. She heard Diana and let the cock flop out of her mouth. Diana made introductions and Midori explained the process to which slave John was being subjected.

“Slave John has just successfully completed the expected ten minutes of my deepthroat fellatio. Now it’s on to phase two. If I dare say so myself, my vagina is heaven for a cock and can reduce a slave to a state of babbling lunacy. Let’s see if slave John can master himself for ten minutes in there.”

She dismounted from his face and shifted forward to straddle his groin. Taking hold of his long organ she aligned it with her vagina and impaled herself upon it, taking the full length into her with ease. Slave John moaned in mad delight as she enfolded him and kept on moaning though Midori stood stock still. Diana explained.

“Midori’s internal musculature is very well developed. She is massaging his organ and will likely take him to the very brink of ejaculation before frustrating his urge to come. Then she will move on to torture him with pleasure in other ways.”

Midori got her feet under her and rose until just the slave’s tip was inside her. Then she settled down and commenced a slow rising and falling along his length. His shaft glistened with her golden ooze. Diana described to Tessa what was unseen.

“Of course she continues the erotic massage as she rises and falls Tessa. This bestows maddest delight upon the slave’s organ and puts him to a stern test.”

Slave John gritted his teeth and panted, spittle flying as he strove to master himself. Midori showed him no mercy. Minutes passed. He sobbed and begged for release but held himself under control despite her every effort. She changed her tactic, settling down over him, sitting on his groin with him deep inside her. She went to wild gyrations and rolling of her hips, no doubt massaging all the while. Still he held on until Midori’s own lust boiled over and she fingered herself to a wailing climax.

Midori rose from her heavenly impalement. Diana nudged Tessa and spoke softly.

“Now it’s time for phase 3, the most difficult challenge. Let’s see if slave John can withstand it. If not, he will suffer the consequences and hopefully learn a lesson that will teach him the wisdom of self-control!”

Slave John’s member was still as stiff as a stick. Midori turned around so she faced him, grabbed his shaft and aligned it with her anus and again impaled herself, the entire length disappearing into her. Again she remained motionless at first, obviously using her rectal and sphincter musculature to massage his cock. The result was obvious as slave John gritted his teeth and whimpered as he strove to resist.

And resist he did until Midori looked to her small audience, shrugged and smiled, then commenced the wild rising and falling in the midst of gyrations and massaging that would prove to be poor slave John’s undoing, the consequence of failure familiar and soon to befall him. His babbling, gibbering vocalizations bespoke the weakening of his will and his passing into the state in which he was oblivious to all but the prospect of relief from the dreadful ache in his balls.

A small boxing glove lay on the table off to the side. Lena put it on her right hand and stood with her fist raised high, eyes riveted upon his balls. Diana spoke aloud to Tessa, knowing slave John was in that oblivious state.

“The glove is weighted with lead shot to make the punches all the more agonizing Tessa. Just watch!”

Slave John moaned in anticipation as he felt just the first moment of the surge of hoped for pleasure and release. But that pleasure was cut cruelly short when Lena’s gloved fist crashed into his pulsing balls. He howled in disappointed torment. Three more vicious punches fell before Lena was satisfied with his chastisement.

Midori let his limp organ flop free of her and shifted forward to hold her orifice above his mouth. Lena gave his tender balls a flick of her finger that made him open his mouth to yelp. He had blown quite a load into her rectum and she squeezed the big, brownish white slug into his mouth. Lena clamped his jaw shut with her hands and Midori pinched his nose, forcing him to swallow.

The last training station completed their circuit of the chamber. A tall and statuesque blond mistress, naked except for thigh high black stiletto boots, stood with a hefty femcock jutting from her golden bush. On his knees before her was a slave. Lena explained and made introductions.

“Mistress Greta is schooling slave Alex in the rudiments and finer points of sucking the femcock. Greta, please be introduced to young mistress Tessa, soon to be a most welcome addition to our little community. How is slave Alex progressing?”

Greta smiled warmly at Tessa by way of greeting and gave her assessment.

“He’s coming along pretty well Lena. He has mastered the one and a half by eight and I’ve just started him on the two by ten this morning and I must say I am both pleased and proud. He is an apt and willing pupil and spares no effort. Just watch!”

She snapped her fingers to get his attention and simply pointed to the femcock. Without the least hesitation or reluctance he opened his mouth wide, leaned in and took the femcock into his mouth, pressing forward until it stopped at his gullet. Greta snapped her fingers again and he put his hands on her hips and pressed forward again. The big mock organ slid down his throat until his nose was buried in her luxuriant bush, pressed tight to her pubis.

“He must be eager to impress you and the other mistresses Lena. Not a gag or a retch. He was having a bit of trouble earlier. Now let’s get down to it!”

She pressed the button at the base of the femcock, making it pulse and hum. Slave Alex’s head went back and forth, taking the shaft full length with growing ease as his gullet became adjusted to the size. And the effect on Greta was obvious, her head lolling as she gasped and sighed in growing pleasure with the femcock vibrating within her. She hooked two fingers in his head ring for leverage, and rolled her hips, ramming the femcock down his throat over and over. And he took it so well and willingly, his submission and longing to please his mistress evident. Greta came with one final ramming down his throat, orgasm striking with knee buckling force. He wrapped his arms around her hips to keep her upright as the waves of ecstasy coursed through her. Her back was arched and her arms dangled limp behind her as she lapsed into afterglow.

Upon her firming she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him back, the glans exiting his gullet with a pop like a champagne cork, apparently a familiar sound, drawing mirth from every mistress within earshot.

With their tour of the training chamber complete Diana inquired of Lena which fully trained slaves might be available to be taken to the pleasure chamber.

“I believe slave Steven in cell 19 and slave Allen in cell 24 will do nicely Diana. Both have been denied orgasm for nearly a month so their balls should be aching severely. And both are ready to be upsized to the next largest femcock. This will provide Tessa with an experience quite similar to the deflowering of a virgin slave.”

For Tessa’s benefit she explained.

“Slaves subjected to prolonged orgasm denial give the best head Tessa. Their pent up desire makes them serve our pleasure with fitting passion. And they know they might just be rewarded by way of the femcock and get relief if they serve to our satisfaction. Chamber twelve has been reserved for you.”

“Thank you Lena. We will fetch them from their cells ourselves.”

There were several testicle stretcher leashes hung beside the door of the chamber. Diana took two of them and handed one to Tessa. They made their way along the corridor to cell 19. Diana threw the bolt and opened the door. Slave Steven knelt in the doorway, seemingly ready and willing to be leashed and led away. His cock was in a chastity cage, his ankles hobbled by leg irons. Diana stooped to slip the double noose of the leash over his balls and gave it a firm tug that turned them tight and shiny. And soon the balls would acquire that shade of plum purple, the mistress’s favorite color.

Slave Steven compliantly rose to his feet and shuffled along behind them as they made their way to cell 24. Slave Allen also knelt in the doorway when the door was opened. Diana showed Tessa how to slip the leash over the balls. Tessa gave it a hard yank that made slave Allen moan and double over from the pain in his aching balls.

They led the slaves along the corridor to the door opening onto the tunnel that led to the mansion’s basement. They set a brisk pace down the long tunnel, forcing the slaves to shuffle along behind them, straining to keep up, enduring painful jerks to their balls when they fell behind. Tessa was mad with lustful anticipation, feeling a tingling fullness and warm, squishy ooze between her thighs as she walked.

They came to a door at the end of the tunnel and when it opened Tessa’s ears were greeted with a sweet cacophony, cracks of whips, howls of pain from the slaves struck by them, cries of orgasmic ecstasy from mistresses and few quavering moans of consuming pleasure, seemingly from slaves. She looked to Diana with eyes wide and gleaming.

“Sounds from the chambers are piped through speakers and can be heard throughout the mansion Tessa. We find it creates a proper ambience. The volume can be turned down in the bedrooms, but most mistresses find they can sleep quite well with this erotic serenade in their ears once satisfied by their rental slaves, of course.”

They arrived at the door to chamber twelve. Diana opened it and they led the slaves through. She shed her long dress, revealing her nudity save for her thigh high boots held up by a garter belt. The dense raven bush at ger loins made served as a lovely focal point to her goddess body. Tessa looked around, finding the chamber to be much similar to the training chamber, well-appointed with furnishings and devices for the restraint and torture of slaves. Whips of various types festooned parts of the walls as well as electric prods. Canes were contained in tubular stands. There was an array of femcocks like that in the boutique. And set around the room’s perimeter were the furnishings, a torture table, an X shaped cross, a queening bench and rimming horse, as well as another padded horse she surmised that a slave could be bellied over and bound down to be sodomized. And two throne chairs were set upon a three step dais along one wall.

A mechanical hoist hung from the ceiling in the center of the room. Diana directed her to make slave Allen kneel beneath the hook that dangled down from it. She made slave Steven kneel off to the side. The control box for the hoist hung a few feet away. Diana lowered the hook to floor level and hooked it to slave Allen’s leg irons. Then she pressed the button to raised the hook and soon slave Allen hung helpless by his heels. She removed the chastity cage from his cock and unhooked the leash from the ball stretcher, leaving his aching purple balls hopelessly vulnerable. Then she explained things to Tessa.

“Both of these slaves are fully trained and unfailingly obedient and submissive. They give pleasure with adoring subservience. Nevertheless, even the best behaved slaves need a sound whipping occasionally to keep them honest or just because a mistress is in the mood to wield the whip.”

She led Tessa over to an array of whips and handed her a long cat-o-nine tails, then selected a pair of snake whips for herself. They returned to where slave Allen hung and Diana continued.

“The cat is good for the novice flagellist because no finesse is required, just a  strong arm and cruel intent. Just go to work on him now Tessa. “Paint him pink” for me, so to speak. Then I’ll add the zebra stripes with my snake whips.”

Tessa got the idea right away. She wound up and gave slave Allen a hard stroke across the chest, feeling gratified by his cry of pain. And sure enough, a wide pink swath appeared upon his hide where the lash had struck. She laid the lashes on with methodical ferocity, enjoying the slave’s howls of torment with each lash, each stroke more satisfying than the one before,

Her lust reached a fevered pitch and his pussy throbbed and tingled. Slave Allen’s head hung at what seemed just the right height. She stepped up to him and pressed his face against her bush. Diana was quick to offer help. She used the control button to lower him to just the right height, then slipped her hand between Tessa’s legs, hooked her finger into the slave’s head ring and pulled his head up between Tessa’s muscular thighs. Tessa clamped him hard between them and reached behind her to hook her own finger into the head ring.

Unbidden, slave Allen’s tongue went to its duty with knowing skill and adoring passion, seeming to sense her urgent need. She gasped as the supple organ slithered upon her lady parts just so and a minute sufficed for orgasm to rock her to the depths. Her knees went to rubber and Diana had to quickly take hold of her shoulders to steady her as she passed into the convulsive throes.

It took some minutes until Tessa could stand unaided. When her body firmed she looked slave Allen over and saw he was only half painted. She promptly went back to work on him, making sure to lay the cat across his organs more than once, feeling a renewed hot tingle in her pussy from his high-pitched shrieks of agony. She paused to look him over. Diana pointed out a few missed spots that were promptly painted. He was pinkened from ankles to shoulders. Then it was Diana’s turn. She asked Tessa to give the slave a spin and soon the ball bearing in the hoist hummed as slave Allen rotated.

Tessa just stood with mouth agape as Diana exhibited her flagellist skills. First the whips just whirled in a blur, not striking flesh yet, just letting slave Allen feel the ominous breath of them upon his tender hide. Then, with her one step forward, the searing leather bit flesh. Lurid welts appeared as if by magic all over him as he howled in his torment. Tessa saw his organs flick as the whip tips struck cock or balls with unerring precision and measured cruelty. Diana too felt her lust rise to a boil and requested Tessa’s assistance. Slave Allen soon found himself again with his head clamped between comely thighs and he did his duty unfailingly, providing his mistress with deep and consuming release. Tessa had to likewise grab her shoulders to steady her. Diana expressed her gratitude.

“Thanks for your support Tessa! My that was of good one! Wielding the whip does induce rare arousal at times. I haven’t administered a good flogging for over a week. Now give him another spin and let me finish him up!”

Tessa complied, watching until the striping was complete, it’s pattern elegantly erotic. Diana lowered slave Allen to the floor and released him. He crawled away to kneel aside and await whatever was to follow. Then it was slave Steven’s turn to know the searing leather. But his ordeal would be different.

Diana hung him by the wrists and raised him so he rested on just the balls of his feet. She removed the cage and leash as before, then clamped his ankles tight together. Then she went to a shelf along the wall and returned holding two toothy nipple clamps, each with a walnut sized weight attached. The clamps had small thumb screws that allowed them to be tightened to the satisfaction of the torturer. Slave Steven flinched twice as she clamped him, then shuddered and whimpered from the biting pain as she tightened each clamp to her liking. Then she enlightened Tessa.

“The whips will get him hopping Tessa and the nipple weights will be flipping and flopping, adding a pleasing extra touch to his suffering. Let’s each grab a single tail and go to work!”

They went to the array of whips and each took a six foot whip that was braided tight and hard to cut the flesh. Diana gave Tessa brief instruction.

“Like the cat the single tail is good for the novice. Just take a firm stance with your feet wide apart and swing from the shoulder. If you really want to hit hard step into your strokes for maximal force. Let me demonstrate.”

Diana stood with feet apart and sideways to slave Steven. She held her whip arm back, the whip laying out on the floor behind her. Then she stepped forward with her back foot as she swung with all her might from the shoulder. Slave Steven howled and hopped as the searing lash made a crimson stripe across his ass. And the nipple weights did indeed flip and flop as he hopped about, grimacing from the cruel bite. A second stroke, again across the behind got him hopping again.

Tessa added the third lash, quick on the uptake, and soon the leather flew in flurries as he hopped and spun around in a seeming futile effort to dodge the rain of lashes. Tessa took aim at his organs, cackling with glee when her whip’s tip flicked his cock’s tip or was laid hard across his stretched out balls. Diana made sure to target his gonads as well.

Slave Steven was reduced to a bawling blubbering wreck at about the same time the mistresses lapsed into pleasant exhaustion and were randy and ready for some head.

Diana released slave Steven and made the two slaves kneel side by side facing the two throne chairs some 20 feet away. She invited Tessa to take a seat beside her and they climbed the steps and assumed the posture of offering with legs parted wide.

Then, with just a snap of her fingers Diana commanded the slaves to grovel across the floor and clamber up the hard oaken steps. Slave Allen buried his face in Diana’s oozing cunt and slave Steven did likewise in Tessa’s.

And it was then that Tessa came to know the attentions of a fully trained oral slave. The slithering organ was everywhere at first, not one supple stroke wasted, finding every spot that pleased and excited without fail. With her being randy beyond her wildest imaginings, the first orgasm struck within the minute when his lips enclosed upon her apex to suck and lick her pink pearl. A convulsive surge seemed to radiate from her clit throughout her body and out her fingertips and toes.

When she melted gelatinous and quivering in the chair amidst the haze of afterglow her only awareness was of that tongue giving sweet and tender caresses to her anus, preparing her for the next bursts of ecstasy. Through the fog she heard Diana’s own primal shriek under slave Allen’s tongue and it roused her to further pursue her own pleasure.

She rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over slave Steven’s face to let him know she was ready. And then she knew the fullest of his rigorous training when she felt his finger slip into the lower hole, his tongue slide deep into her cavern while his nose was pressed to her clit. Most amazing of all three of these delights was feeling that long organ’s tip on her G, a feat of unimagined prowess. Finger fucked; tongue massaged; and nose rubbed, sending tingling waves throughout her until orgasm consumed like a tsunami, wave after wave. With a quick exit from her cavern and shift to her apex, slave Steven laid his tongue just so to her pearl, making it tremble like an aspen leaf in a gentle breeze. Orgasm followed orgasm beyond her capacity to count until the last of her lust was expended and she lay draped over the chair semi-conscious.

She heard Diana finish just a minute behind, her ecstatic vocalizations of mad intensity but clearly coming from one long accustomed to such. Tessa looked over to her mentor and saw he dig her sharp heels into slave Allen’s shoulders and give him a shove that sent him tumbling down the steps. Tessa could only follow suit and both mistresses looked down upon the prostrate slaves with amused contempt. Tessa could only wonder what delight might be next and was soon to find out.

Diana stepped down from the dais and hooked a finger of each hand into the head rings of the slaves, tugged them up to their knees and dragged them as the knee walked  behind her toward the torture table and the X shaped cross that stood in close proximity to each other. Tessa hastened to follow.

The slaves knelt side by side. Diana slapped slave Steven’s face to get his attention and snapped her fingers, pointing to the table. In meek submission he clamber up onto it and laid himself spread eagled, ready to be bound. He trembled in obvious terror. Diana did likewise to slave Allen but pointed instead to the cross. He too responded with complete submission, standing himself with his back to it and spreading his arms and legs, only a slight whimper bespeaking his fear of what he knew was to follow.

Tessa assisted Diana in binding each slave by wrists and ankles and a wide belt across the waist, rendering them helpless and at their mercy. Tessa recalled the display in the boutique, the slave mannequin bound to the table with the paraphernalia of torture upon his organs and a warm tingle of growing excitement blossomed in her pussy despite her recent plethora of orgasms.

Diana went to a shelf on the wall where several finely crafted wooden boxes sat. She took two of them and set them down on a small table that stood between the cross and the torture table. She opened the boxes, revealing the instruments of male genital torture.

“You saw a representation of the use of these in the boutique Tessa. Now we will put them to use upon these slaves. The organs that dangle from the body of the male are so sensitive and so precious to them. It’s so convenient that it hints at some kind of ‘intelligent design.’ But we will talk more about that later.”

Slave Steven still wore the weighted nipple clamps. Diana put a pair upon slave Allen for the sake of equalizing the suffering of the slaves. Then they began installation of the instruments of torment upon each slave.

Both slaves were subjected to the studded testicle vise. Diana invited Tessa to tighten the wingnuts to the maximum. The internal stops on the devices prevented the balls from being crushed flat and necessitating castration. Diana explained as the slave writhed and whimpered in their agony.

“The viability of the balls must be preserved. The oral attentions of eunuchs are tepid at best. Slaves with functioning balls retain their capacity for the sexual desire that ensures proper passion in their oral service. They are denied orgasm for weeks or even months with the pleasure of the femcock as their reward if they endure the ache in their balls without complaint or begging for relief. Now let’s turn our attention to the cocks!”

Slave Stephen was subjected to the alligator clips along the tender underside of his organ with Tessa doing the honors. She felt a surge of pleasure in her pussy each time a clip bit into the sensitive flesh and slave Steven yelped and squirmed. Diana made sure she put the last clip just so upon the frenulum, the ultra-sensitive tab of skin just below the glans and they stood back to watch as slave Steven writhed in torment as the agony seemed to double by the second. Then Diana took out a long slender sounding rod with a ball on its end and dipped it into a jar of cooking oil laced with red pepper. She ran it down his pee hole and he howled from the burning sting along and within his length.

Then they left him to lie there sobbing and turned their attention to slave Charles, whose ordeal was to be worse if possible. Diana went back to the shelf and returned holding a board made of a soft wood about six inches wide and a foot long. She explained its use to Tessa.

“Slave Allen who is crucified bodily here will now be subjected to penile crucifixion.”

The torture kit contained a small hammer and a box of shiny, thin stainless steel nails two inches long. Diana placed the board under his cock and instructed Tessa to hold the cock in place for her. She poised the tip of a nail above the left side of slave Allen’s glans and gave it a tap with the hammer that sent it through the tender flesh of his tip and into the board below as he gave out a scream of unspeakable agony. A second nail driven through the right side held the cock firmly down to the board. Then Diana stretched one side of his scrotum up onto the board and nailed it in place, repeating the process on the other side as he whimpered and sniveled. Now his organs were held helpless and at her mercy for the rest of the torture.

Diana inserted a dipped sounding rod into slave Allen as she had into slave Steven, with the same agonizing result. The nails were nearly as fine as needles and no hammer was needed for the next phase of the torture. Diana showed Tessa how to pierce the needles in a crisscross fashion along the underside of slave Allen’s cock. Half a dozen such piercings were applied, Tessa feeling a hot twinge in her pussy with each piercing as slave Allen flinched and blubbered and pleaded for the mercy of which there was no hope. The last pair of needles, of course, pierced his frenulum, inflicting the same second by second redoubling of torment. It was time for the slaves to earn their deliverance from their torment.

The cross was tethered to the ceiling and could be lowered flat to the floor by releasing a catch at the bottom. Soon slave Allen lay flat on his back upon it. Diana took a seat upon his head facing his feet and invited Tessa to mount slave Steven in similar fashion.

“The slaves know they will be released from their suffering once they have satisfied us Tessa. Just enjoy the tongue and remove one device after each of your orgasms.”

Tessa was amazed at the level of her own arousal. That and slave Steven’s desperation to end his agony combined to induce an orgasm of soul shattering intensity. She rewarded him by sliding the cruel sounding rod from his cock. He moaned in partial relief and she shifted to plop her anus onto his lips. Being well trained he was quick to run his tongue deep into her rectum and slither it about until her arousal peaked again and she fed him her clit once more. This earned him removal of the lowest clip on his cock.

On it went thus through five more cycles of rimming followed by cunnilingus to orgasm until all that remained was the crushing vise on his balls. Tessa looked over to Diana and saw here prying the nails from slave Allen’s scrotum, the vise being the only thing left upon him as well. The mistresses eyes met and they exchanged leering grins before each pressing their assholes to the lips of their slaves for the final pleasuring. Their wild and atavistic cries harmonized beautifully as they came together, bonded forever as sisters.

And after those final exquisite orgasms the slaves were granted mercy and the cruel vises were removed. But there was to be no respite for the slaves. Diana declared it to be time for the finale of their session in the chamber.

“Well Tessa, I do believe the time has come to strap on the femcocks and get these boys properly stretched out!”

They released the slaves from their bondage and set them on their knees side by side. The mistresses stepped over to the array of femcocks that hung on the wall. Diana picked out a two by ten wriggler and handed it to Tessa as she explained.

“As I mentioned earlier Tessa, these slaves have become a bit loose in the hole after taking the starter cock for quite some time. Upsizing is as close to a true deflowering as we can get and I would like you to have this experience to whet your appetite for the deflowering of your first slave.”

Diana took the same sized cock for herself and they returned to where the slaves were kneeling. Diana held out her cock to slave Steven and he took it willingly, even eagerly in hand. She stood with her legs parted wide and he installed the mock organ upon her with practiced yet trembling hands. Tessa looked to Diana with quizzical expression and expressed her surprise at the slave’s apparent excitement at the prospect of being sodomized by the big dick.

“It seems like he totally wants it Diana. But won’t it hurt him?”

“Indeed it will Tessa! But it’s also a chance for him to come. That overshadows all for the male. And this will be the slaves’ reward for their selfless service to us. Their balls are throbbing and aching by now. Our cocks will give them their relief. They remember well the hurt of their deflowering, but even more so the pleasure that followed. Believe me, there would be nothing more cruel than taking them back to their cells in their present state. Just listen!”

She looked down at slave Steven who gazed up at her with longing in his eyes.

“Slave Steven, I was thinking perhaps we would spare you two the pain of these big dicks being rammed up your asses and just take you back to your cells. What do you think?”

Slave Steven prostrated himself before her and kissed her boots while pleading to be fucked and slave Allen followed suit upon Tessa. Diana looked to Tessa with a smug and leering expression.

“Are they not pathetic beyond words Tessa? And also just adorable? And delicious!”

She gave Tessa a sly and enigmatic wink. Then she bent down, hooked her finger in slave Steven’s head ring and pulled him back up to his knees while leaning over him and speaking close to his face.

“Or would you rather have us fuck you until we wring every drop of cum out of your worthless balls?”

“Yes mistress! Please! Please fuck me dry!”

Slave Allen rose to his knees and echoed slave Steven’s words as he gazed up at Tessa with pleading eyes. Then he installed Tessa’s femcock and, upon Diana’s command, he climbed up on the torture table and assumed the “position” on elbows and knees, head across his forearms, ass raised in offering. Diana granted him the mercy of a dollop of lube upon his orifice and waved her hand to invite Tessa to mount the table.

She didn’t need to ask twice. Tessa was up behind him on her knees, her chest heaving from excited breaths. Diana was much impressed with her lack of hesitation in pressing the big dick to his hole and ramming it in a third of the way.

Slave Allen cried out at her cruel and stretching intrusion. Tessa answered with another driving thrust, followed by others that drove the cock to its depth inch by inch as he sniveled and whined. Soon bush tickled butt as the cock was seated deep. Diana called out to Tessa.

“Press the button!”

Tessa remembered the button at the base of the cock that would activate the pulsing vibrations and the corkscrew wriggling both within her and slave Allen. She pressed and gasped at her own surge of pleasure as slave Allen moaned in his. Then she rutted hard upon him as he squealed like a piggy from the mingling of pain and delight. But pleasure soon overshadowed pain as he squealed on.

Tessa felt her own orgasm welling up and gave one last thrust that plunged the cock full depth again. Then she knelt stock still and let the device take over, the pulsing and wriggling inside her propelling her the rest of the way as slave Allen was likewise propelled. He succumbed with a wailing moan of mad delight and emasculated surrender, the sweetest sound ever to fall upon Tessa’s ears. It set her off into supernal waves of ecstasy as slave Allen’s big creamy load splattered onto the table. Her muscles turned to jelly and she fell forward upon him just as his body slacked limp from the force of the orgasm. He collapsed as well and they lay there long in a languid stupor.

Tessa firmed, pulled out of him and rose to stand looking down at him, filled with a sense of triumph and empowerment. She switched off the femcock. He rose to hands and knees and she stood staring, amazed at his meek submission as he turned about and first lapped up his ejaculate, then knelt up and took the soiled cock into his mouth and down his throat to clean it. Diana clapped her hands and laughed aloud. But she told Tessa she had not yet finished.

“Now please put the cock to slave Steven as well Tessa! Be my guest! Stretch him well! I’m not above taking seconds!”

Tessa gave slave Allen a sideways shove with her foot that sent him rolling from the table. He hit the floor and lay there in a heap, whimpering. Diana gave Steven a hard kick  in the behind by way of wordless command to climb up and assume the position.

Despite the intensity of her orgasmic sequence, Tessa found herself hot and ready for a second go. Slave Steven bent over and offered his ass. Diana lubed him and Tessa rammed her femcock home. Soon slave Steven lay piled on top of slave Allen, both slaves unmanned and sniveling, assholes red and sore.

But the slaves were to have no respite. The mistresses sat on the edge of the table, resting their feet upon the piled up slaves, giving them playful gouges from their sharp bootheels and chuckling. After a few minutes Diana declared it to be time for the second round.

“It’s time for the boys to show us what practiced whores they are Tessa. Seasoned whores excel at riding the cock!”

She laid back on the table crosswise and took hold of her femcock so it jutted upward and told Tessa to do likewise. Then she barked a command to the slaves.

“Hop up here boys and ride!”

Tessa was amazed at the alacrity the slaves showed in mounting the table and anally impaling themselves upon the femcocks. They faced away from her and she watched astonished as their tight asses rolled and gyrated as they rose and fell along the thick shafts that pulsed and wriggled inside them, driven by their mindless urge to come. And, needless to say, she was well pleasured herself by the device within her.

She felt orgasm welling up as she gasped and panted and she heard Diana’s quickening breath as well and sensed she was on the brink. She felt Diana take hold of her hand and murmur.

“I’ll hold back for you dear! Let’s all come together!”

And so they did, the slaves first propelling themselves to ejaculation and giving out those sweet sounds of emasculation that never failed to trigger a mistress. Cum spurted far and wide across the floor amid a chorus of orgasmic vocalizations. The slaves dismounted and busied themselves lapping up the splatters without regard to which was whose. Diana and Tessa stood over them, directing them to spots they had missed and when the floor was spotless the slaves rose to their knees to suck.

While the slaves were busy with the cleanup Diana said they would each have one more load left in them and proposed a most degrading way to extract it from them. Tessa cackled wickedly as Diana described it.

Diana commanded the slaves to climb up onto the table and assume the 69 position with their cocks in each other’s mouths. Slave Allen laid on his back and slave Steven laid on top of him. Tessa knelt behind slave Steven and pressed her cock tip against his orifice. Diana hoisted slave Allen’s ankles up onto her shoulders and aligned her cock with his hole. At Diana’s signal, a wave of her hand, both mistresses rammed their cocks home and rutted with abandon while the slaves sucked each other, eager to enjoy their final ejaculations. The double stimulation of the sucking and the grinding of the cocks upon the prostates soon achieved the desired result. The slaves’ moans of delight and release as they filled each other’s mouths with cum set oof the mistresses as well.

Diana and Tessa pulled out and stood beside the table. The slaves lay wilted and spent, one on top of the other, sobbing softly. Diana chuckled in smug contempt as she looked down on them.

“Once their last loads are wrung from them Tessa, the slaves are overcome with a withering shame and humiliation, the cruel truth of their existence. They have become abject, cock addicted sodomites who will soon be longing again to be taken by the femcock, having been purged of every vestige of their “manhood” delusion. Let’s get these pathetic creatures back to their cells.”

The slaves were weakened and drained, so much so that they could not walk but could only grovel with heads hanging low. They were hurried along by gouges from sharp heels and kicks to the ass and balls as they made their way down the corridors to their cells. Once they had been deposited there Diana proposed dinner and Tessa found herself famished as well as pleasantly satisfied.

Dinner was to be served on a broad balcony in the rear of the mansion’s top floor, overlooking the grounds of the compound. The day had been hazy and humid and sun was sinking low in a blaze of crimson over the rolling hills in the distance.

On the right of the balcony was a brick charcoal grill with coals already glowing bright red. To the left, close to the railing, stood two rimming horses. The heavy round oak table was centered and two bottles of red wine, already opened, and two tall, stemmed glasses stood upon it. They took their seats and Diana poured the glasses to the brim. Tessa drained hers with a few gulps, feeling the warmth of the wine suffusing her. She sighed in contentment and eased back in her chair. Diana just sipped at her glass and regarded Tessa with an affectionate smile that hinted at things to come.

Soon the door onto the balcony opened and a eunuch slave entered the balcony, pushing a cart bearing the repast. He was escorted by a young, dark haired slave keeper, naked save for boots and gear belt.

On trays upon the cart Tessa saw some cut up vegetables, peppers, onions, mushrooms etc. and some potato wedges glistening with olive oil along with a basket of rolls. But most intriguing were the four sizeable, inch-thick oval steaks, well marbled, each with a round bone in the center.

The slave keeper stood by while the eunuch chef first laid the potatoes and vegetables on the grill. After a few minutes they were roasting well, giving off their fragrance. When the vegetables were close to done the chef laid the steaks on the grill and the air was filled with the fragrance of roasting meet, a fragrance the like of which Tessa had never known. She inhaled deeply, drinking it in and looked to Diana with eyes wide. Diana just smiled in a strange and knowing way.

“Just wait until you taste it Tessa dear!”

The eunuch chef served up the meal, laying the trays on the table. The steaks were rare with blood running. The young keeper escorted him from the balcony but not before Diana called out to her.

“Give us an hour for dinner Inez. Then fetch us slaves Marvin and George, two of our best rimmers.”

Inez nodded. “On it mistress Diana!”

Tessa turned her ravenous attention to the food, first sampling the side dishes and munching a roll. Then she picked up the knife and cut a good chunk off the steak. Again, her eyes widened as she sunk her teeth into the most succulent and delectable meat ever to grace her tongue. She felt a surge of voracity as she chewed, savoring the blood that oozed from it, letting it run down her chin. With a gulp she swallowed it down and hacked off another big piece. She looked to Diana as she shoved it into her mouth. Diana looked back, smiling, a gleam in her eyes. She cut off a chunk of her own steak and blood ran over her chin as well as she savored, chewing slowly, eyes glazed over in seeming rapture.

Tessa polished off the steak in a ravenous trance, taking big gulps of wine  between bites, then quickly speared a second from the platter and fell to again like a hungry she wolf. Diana was close behind her, spearing her own second helping, eyes shining with the light of the beast of prey.

Soon both plates were emptied and they leaned back in their chairs with looks of sated gluttony. After a couple of minutes Tessa shook her head to shed the sweet stupor induced by the meat and asked the obvious question.

“What was that Diana? Never in my life…!”

“It’s time to stop hinting and beating around the bush Tessa. You have tasted man meat; some nice thigh steaks I had specially cut for you. The ‘ham’ we had for lunch was man meat as well, just not in sufficient quantity to spark the lifelong craving. We are predators here and the male is our prey. It is the ultimate fate of every slave to provide us with this special nourishment. I mentioned the ‘Triple D’ when we first met online. It means simply that every slave is destined to be Devoured, Digested and Defecated. Soon you will begin the experience the second ‘D’ as your body assimilates the nutrients. It is a sensation only man meat can induce and brings a feeling of rare empowerment. And in the morning your body will expel that which it cannot use as waste to fill the mouth of another slave.”

Tessa just sat staring, rapt, as Diana continued.

“Women who feast upon man meat together experience a powerful and profound sense of bonding. Do you feel it Tessa?”

Tessa could only nod, mesmerized by the implications. She did indeed feel it, a sense of sisterly devotion. She already felt prepared to risk her life for Diana. Speechless, she just listened.

“And our garments Tessa. My dress and boots, your outfit. All are of man-hide, the softest, most supple leather to be found. We make fullest use of every slave, for pleasure, for sustenance, and for utility. Every garment, whip and leathern accessory is of man-hide.”

Tessa sat silent for minutes on end and began to know the truth of Diana’s words. She felt a stirring within her belly, a euphoric suffusing of her entire being as the man meat passed through her, that empowerment of which Diana had spoken along with a predatory lust. She knew then that the course of her life was to change forever.

An hour had seemed to pass quickly and Inez arrived, leading two slaves by the balls. Diana thanked her and invited Tessa to mount one of the rimming horses beside her so they could enjoy well-trained slave tongue while she indoctrinated Tessa in the tenets of the predatory cult. And a cult it was revealed to be in every sense of the word. Diana began with the foundational principles.

“We of our sisterhood hold that the deity, the creatrix, is female and she created Woman in her image and likeness. She created the male as a lower life form with no purpose other than to be subjugated and enslaved and give both pleasure and nourishment to her faithful daughters.”

Diana continued as Tessa listened, spellbound. Revelation was to follow revelation, each more shocking and wildly exciting than the one before.

“But our Divine Mother also presented us with a challenge meant to test our resolve to show the fervor of our worship. She created the male to be a brute driven my mindless lust and a mania to enslave and subjugate Woman. And the male has succeeded in this to a large degree. But, as Woman, it is our sworn duty and crusade to reverse this condition and bring about a properly ordered world. Much progress has been made toward this over the course of recent centuries. Indeed, if the male at large knew how much progress you might say penises would pull in like the heads of frightened turtles and testicles would ascend into the cavities to which they had earlier descended to take refuge. But it is all a very secretive matter at this time. You would be amazed to discover how many women of power and wealth have converted to our creed. The pleasures of male enslavement and, of course, a hearty meal of man meat never fail to persuade.”

“Evidence of the rightful superiority and the divine right to supremacy of the female abounds. I hinted earlier at the concept of ‘intelligent design.’ Compare and contrast the bodies of the genders. The Female form is one of graceful curves, while the male’s is angular and then there are those repugnant appendages to which he is so attached. The balls in that wrinkled sack generate the lust that the male acts upon with that vulgar jutting organ.”

“The male may be a powerful beast Tessa, driven by his lust, but that lust is also his greatest weakness. He does most of his thinking with the ‘little head’ and is fundamentally dull witted and easily duped. Males fall into our clutched with comical ease, either by seduction or abduction. The process of breaking and training has been perfected over the years and never fails to result in a slave who not just submissive out of fear but is instead a willing and passionate giver of pleasure. Deflowering by way of the femcock seals the deal, providing a truly transformative experience. Indeed, our slaves come to be inculcated in our creed and accepting of their status in accordance with the Divine Mother’s will as providers of both pleasure and nourishment. Their meek submission as the go to slaughter is a beautiful thing to behold.”

“And moreover Tessa, the lust of the male is far exceeded by the lust of Woman with one key difference. We females are in control of our capacious lust until we have the male in our clutches and at our mercy. Then our lust can be unleashed and we can enjoy the limitless ecstasies our Divine Mother has imbued us with as a birthright gift to her daughters. You have only just scratched the surface of these yourself.”  

Tessa found herself entranced, mesmerized. And the soft and worshipful caresses upon her anus from the slave behind her filled her with the sense of female and male in proper relationship in a well ordered world. Diana went on to a revelation that eclipsed all preceding in its profundity.

“Now Tessa, you must suspend all disbelief of what I am to tell you next. What would you guess my age to be?”

Tessa turned and gave Diana a long look up and down at her flawless skin, firm physique and lustrous hair, a woman in her prime of vigor and sexuality. She hazarded a guess.

“I would say 35 Diana. You must take great care of yourself.”

“I’m flattered Tessa but can take no credit at my age of 128 years!”

Tessa gasped as she stared at her in disbelief. And there was more, much more.

“Yet I am just a youngster Tessa, compared to our founding mother and prophetess Theodora, author of our holy book and still with us hale, hardy and I must say randy at age 253, along with our other founding mothers of similar longevity. Each of them ceased to age upon achieving her epiphany.”

Tessa just shook her head in refusal to believe but Diana went on.

“It has been found that the aging process ceases for a woman who achieves total sexual fulfillment through exerting her dominant will over the male and whose source of protein is man meat. You as well will cease to age if you stay here with us and continue your consumption of this vital protein.”

It was all so incredible and wildly exciting. And the slaves tongue upon her orifice had raised her arousal to the point of crescendo. Her body cried out for orgasmic release if only to clear her mind. She rolled her hips to rub her wet cunt over the slave’s face, the signal for him to turn attention to her clit. The orgasm was so sweet and deep and consuming, inducing a pleasant state of exhaustion after a day that would be stamped in her memory forever. She melted over the horse unable to move. Diana took note. She urged her own slave to shift his tongue to her clit and enjoyed her own final climax of the day. Then it was bedtime.

It had been slave George who had been rimming her and Diana said she should take him to bed with her. It was some distance to the bedroom in Diana’s living space and she found herself a bit weak and wobbly from the amazing, but exhausting day so she put the slave on hands and knees and mounted his back to ride him there. He bore her with an ease that suggested it was not the first time he had served as a steed.

The bed was vast in width and length and she let the slave join her there. She flung herself down on her back and he threw the covers over them. She lay with legs parted and he laid himself between them, head pillowed on her pussy. She drifted off into the most sweet, refreshing sleep she had ever known.

Morning sunlight coming in the window woke her and she stirred. The slave was still in his position and she felt his tender tongue upon her lady parts. But her need to pee caused discomfort and she told him to wait while she went to the bathroom. His response both astounded and thrilled her: “Mistress I will drink!”

She felt his lips enfolding her apex, hesitated, and then released the golden flow, feeling sweet relief. She heard the slave gulping, swallowing as if with thirst. Her flow ended and then his tongue was upon her clit just so, taking her to the brink of orgasm and over it within the minute. As she lay in her afterglow she felt the supple and sensitive organ upon her anus, coaxing her back to arousal.

When her proper pitch was achieved there was transition to the triple stimulation, finger in down low where the tongue had been, tongue deep in the cavern to massage the G and nose pressed to the clit. The consuming orgasmic sequence left her uncommonly relaxed yet energized as never before. She pushed slave George back and away and sat up in the bed, stretching and breathing deeply, eager for what the new day would bring.

She felt the call of Mother Nature and made her way to the adjoining bathroom, slave George following on hands and knees. She lifted the lid of the commode but then heard slave George’s voice.

“Mistress I will eat!”

She turned and saw him lying on his back with mouth wide open and remembered Diana’s words about the three Ds. It dawned on her that she had completed two of them, devouring the meat of the man and digesting it during the night. Now the cycle was to be completed. She squatted with her anus poised just above his mouth and let nature take its course.

She felt the stool pass from her and shifted backward a bit to watch the slave as he ate it down inch by inch with apparent hunger. When finished he motioned with his tongue and she knew it to be his offer for it to serve as her toilet paper. She lowered herself and knew the enjoyment of being scrupulously cleaned.

Again she was filled with a sense of epiphany, a sense that she was indeed born to this and after searching for her true self for so many years she had found it.

Slave George joined her in the shower and bathed her every square inch tenderly with a loofa. As he was drying her off a pleasant aroma wafted from the kitchen and she knew it right away to be frying man ham. He stomach growled as her addictive appetite whetted.

Slave George went to hands and knees, offering himself as her steed for a ride to the balcony where breakfast would be served. She basked in the euphoria of it all. This was the life!

Diana was already at the table. The mid-morning air was crisp and refreshing. Scrambled eggs and toast were laid out on the table, along with a small platter heaped with what looked like some nicely browned and appetizing sausages, some of them rather large. Then Tessa looked at them closely and her jaw dropped. She stared at Diana, who nodded to confirm Tessa’s surmise.

“Yes Tessa. Cock sausage is hard to come by due to each slave having only one. But I made sure there would be plenty for us this morning. It helps that some slaves yield up larger sausages.”

Diana smiled approvingly as Tessa speared half a dozen and wolfed them down with a predatory gleam in her eye. She sighed as her craving was satisfied for the moment and turned her attention to the eggs and toast, accompanied by several more sausages.

Breakfast was late and leisurely, more like a brunch. Diana then invited her for a tour of the most secret of the places within the compound. First they made their way to a far corner of the basement that housed the butcher shop. There was a glass case with young women behind it filling the orders of several mistresses who had arrived to shop for man meat.

Tessa looked down at the array. There were thigh steaks like she had eaten the night before, rump roasts, tenderloins, meaty calf portions, tubs of man-burger. Her eyes fell on a small bowl containing what appeared at first to be meatballs, but then it dawned on her what they had to be. And next to that was a metal tray with smoked cock sausages of varying sizes laid out in it . All the meat cuts had price stickers on the trays. Not surprisingly the “meatballs” and “sausages” were the most highly priced. Tessa pointed to them and looked to Diana, who read hungry gleam in her eyes.

“Yes Tessa, the ‘meatballs’ and cock sausages are the most prized delicacies and always in rather short supply. Not to worry. Meatballs will be served at dinner this evening and they will be as fresh as they can be! And in the morning there will be more breakfast sausages.”

“Where does all this man meat come from Diana?”

“That’s the next part of the tour Tessa.”

They exited the mansion through a back door and made their way to a large, low brick building, They entered a door at the end of the building and Tessa saw a long row of low cages, each confining a male who had a tube running down his throat. She looked to Diana with quizzical expression and she explained.

“When a eunuch slave completes his term as laborer he is put in one of these pens to be force fed and fattened for slaughter.”

Just then there was heard a piglike squeal of pain and terror coming from behind the row of cages. It was followed by silence.

“Just another pig-male bound for the butcher shop Tessa! And more man-hide to be made into garments for the boutique. Now let’s head over to the dungeon to pick out a couple of slaves to enjoy for the afternoon to work up an appetite for our ‘meatball’ dinner!”

Two more slaves ready to be “upsized” were ready and waiting and the afternoon in the chamber was as long and delightful as the day before, if not more so. Then they retired to the balcony for the evening meal.

Tessa gasped, wide eyed, mouth agape at what awaited there. Four slaves were bound by wrists and ankles to the balcony railing, each with a ball gag in his mouth. And their balls were clasped tight, shiny and purple in steel clamps. Her pussy throbbed and tingled at the sight of it.

The slave-chef from the evening before stood by a butcher block, calmy cutting up peppers, onions, mushrooms and tomatoes as if it was all nothing extraordinary. Inez, the young slave keeper stood by.

Tessa gaped for a full minute before turning to Diana wide-eyed. Diana chuckled.

“I told you ‘meatballs’ were on the menu for this evening Tessa and that they would be as fresh as can be. Just grab the knife there on the table. You can have first pick of the biggest, meatiest ones!”

After recovering from her initial shock and hearing Diana’s words she felt the hot tingling in her pussy escalate and a ravenous hunger in her belly. She picked up the knife from the table and approached the first slave on the left. He writhed in his bonds and sniveled as she took hold of his balls and gave them an appraising squeeze. But then she moved on to the next slave and did likewise. After she had fondled each set of balls for size she turned to the second slave, eyes laser focused on his balls. She grabbed them, pulled them out to stretch the sack and, with a slow, sawing motion sliced them away as the slave screamed into his gag.

Diana brought a stainless steel bowl over for her to drop the balls into and Tessa’s attention was turned to the fourth slave. He whimpered in panic and squirmed in a futile effort to evade the cut. Tessa came, a gush of her juice running down her thighs to puddle on the floor as she made the cut. She dropped the severed gonads into the bowl, handed Diana the knife and took the bowl from her. Diana made quick work of the other two sets of balls. She took the bowl from Tessa and laid it on the butcher block. The eunuch chef calmly fished the scrotal sacks out of the bowl and dropped them one by one into a deep fryer that stood by the side. Diana explained.

“The ball sacks have two uses Tessa. Once stretched out and tanned they make fine little pouches to hold our makeup and such. But they are also a crispy delight when deep fried and served with a tangy dipping sauce. Our chef will now prepare us each a nice kabob with these big, succulent “meatballs”.

Inez looped the necks of the newly minted eunuchs together with a rope and released them from their bonds. She led them away in a line as they moaned and whimpered. Diana gave out a smug snicker as she watched them go.

“They will be stitched up and begin their terms of slave labor first thing in the morning Tessa. Four other eunuch slaves will go to the fattening pens and four fattened piggie-men will go to slaughter. It’s a never ending cycle. The supply of man meat must be maintained.”

The chef put the kabobs on the grill to roast while the mistresses enjoyed the fried scrotums as an appetizer while partaking heavily of the wine. Then the roasted balls were served and proved to be delectable beyond Tessa’s capacity for words. And if she had gotten a sense of empowerment from her previous consumptions of man meat these were eclipsed by order of magnitude.

When the meal was finished Diana left the balcony briefly and returned, leading slaves Marvin and George by leashed and stretched balls. The mistresses draped themselves comfortably over the rimming horses and Tessa enjoyed slave Marvin’s tongue upon her orifice while Diana made another revelation.

“Most mistresses keep personal slaves Tessa and I am no exception. You have not met my personal yet because he is quite new and just in the beginning phases of his training so you would find his attentions substandard. He is new due to a religious practice of ours. Upon every equinox and solstice one of us offers up her personal slave as a sacrifice to our Divine Mother. The slave is subjected to some severe torture, being rather cruelly castrated and skinned alive among other things. His suffering is atonement for the crimes and sins of his gender at large. Then beheading ends his suffering and he is prepared to be roasted on a spit for a ritual feast of man meat. My personal slave of several years was sacrificed just weeks ago on the summer solstice. He was a delight and a treasure but each of us must be willing to offer sacrifice of one we cherish to show our devotion to the Mother.”

Tessa just stared into space, listening.

“Beginning tomorrow you will begin your own search for a personal slave for you to train and enjoy until he meets his own fate upon the altar. You may quit your job because it will be replaced, as I mentioned earlier, by another career, procurer of man meat. But finding your first personal slave will be your initial priority.”

Tessa just nodded as something came to her memory in a flash.

“I think I know just where to look Diana.”

CHAPTER THREE

Brother David labored with hoe in hand, weeding the monastery’s vast vegetable garden under the sweltering August sun, clothed in the hair shirt of penitence he wore to atone for giving in to his sinful lust. It chafed his skin relentlessly and the heavy chastity cage he wore stretched his balls and made his cock sore from the spikes within it. His back bore the scars of the self-flagellation to which he had been sentenced because the taste and scent of Tessa’s pussy lingered in his memory and in his dreams, causing his bedsheets to often be sullied by his spontaneous ejaculations.

It wasn’t hard for Tessa to located the monastery. She spent days casing it to come up with a plan to “rescue” David. She lurked in various places under concealment in the woods surrounding the compound, hoping to catch sight of David among the monks who came and went within it. But a high stone wall surrounded three sides of the compound, making it difficult to see within unless she climbed into nearby trees with binoculars. She finally did catch a glimpse of him as he made his way past some outbuildings, beyond which there appeared to be a large garden plot.

Fortunately, the rear of the compound was bounded by just a high chain link fence, topped by barbed wire and overgrown with vines. It ran along the edge of a dense patch of forest. Tessa found a road, or rather some overgrown ruts that led through the woods a short distance from the fence. She drove along it and parked her vehicle, then slipped through the trees toward the fence. She found a concealing thicket and peered through the branches. There was David, hoeing away, singing hymns while grimacing from the irritation of the hair shirt. He worked his way along row after row, coming ever closer to the fence. He labored from dawn until dusk, working the rows farthest out last. Tessa kept her silence even as he made his way along the last row, just twenty feet or so away. But she would make her move the next day, same time.

Tessa enlisted Diana to accompany her on the mission. They took a limo with Inez driving. The sun was low in the sky as they approached the spot chosen for the abduction. Tessa had a plan to ensure that force would not be needed. Tessa exited the limo and shed the man-hide dress she wore. Naked except for lug soled black jack boots and a belt from which hung a testicle leash and handcuffs, she snuck up to the fence, holding wire cutters in hand.

The heavy duty wire cutters made short work of the fence and soon there was a hole in the wire and vines big enough to walk through. There was David, close to the fence, eyes to the ground as he scooped the weeds from the soil, singing softly. Tessa slipped through the hole in the wire and cat footed her way toward him. He was so lost in his religious ruminations she was nearly arm’s length from him and he still didn’t notice.

“David!”

He jumped in his surprise and turned to her, dropping the hoe, and dropping his jaw as well at the sight of her, naked and brazen as could be.

“David! Take off that dreadful thing you are wearing and come along with me, now!”

He cast his eyes to the ground at first as he spoke.

“Never! You are an occasion of mortal sin! I weakened and fell into your thrall, giving in to my sinful, lustful urges! Now I must repent to save my immortal soul!”

But, in spite of himself, his eyes rose to look at her and she could see the repressed desire in them, especially when they strayed to rivet upon her ginger pussy. Losing patience, she grabbed the hair shirt by the collar and yanked it away with one motion, tossing it aside with contempt. Then she saw the welts of self-flagellation across his back.

“Oh my sweet David! What have they done to you?”

She decided the play her trump card then and there. Putting a hand between her legs she scooped her fingers full of the poon she oozed in her wild excitement of the moment and rubbed it across his face, under his nose.

His knees buckled and he fell to the ground onto them, at first with head hanging low in obvious surrender. Then he rose and turned to her, leaning to press his face into her bush. She felt his tongue slithering in her crevice, finding her clit. Her own knees buckled from the force of the climax. The orgasm was intense, but brief and as he knelt beneath her she slipped the leash onto his balls and cuffed his hands. A firm tug on his balls urged him to his feet and he followed her to the hole in the fence and the waiting limo, unresisting.

They slipped into the limo and the door slid shut. Inez gunned the engine and they made a fast bumpy ride down the ruts for a mile of so until they came to an intersecting paved road. Diana and Tessa sat facing each other across the space between the seats. David knelt before Tessa and pressed forward with tongue extended toward her cunt. Still filled with excitement, she parted her legs and enjoyed his tongue, finding he had retained her every lesson from before. She enjoyed a deep and consuming orgasm, then pushed him gently away and made him turn to face Diana.

“David, this is mistress Diana, a new friend of mine who I have come to love as if my sister in a very short time. In the new life we are to lead together I will expect you to give pleasure to other women as well as myself. I’m sure mistress Diana would love to enjoy your sweet tongue. So please go to her and give her pleasure as you would to me!”

Diana hiked up her man-hide dress, exposing her raven pussy, parting her legs wide. David hesitated so Tessa gave him a shove toward her to confirm her command to service her.

David’s eyes fell upon Diana’s waiting cunt and he found himself enthralled at the sight of it. He abandoned all doubt and hesitation and groveled across the few feet separating them. Diana reached out when he came near and grabbed his hair to tug him face first into her crotch.

David’s head spun from her scent and taste, different from Tessa’s but equally intoxicating. All thought of repentance vanished and he gave himself over without reservation to the new life before him, willing slave to women of pure erotic power and dominant will. He poured passion into serving Diana and was consumed by worshipful joy when she passed into the throes of her ecstasy. A gush of her salty pleasure juice flooded his mouth and he swallowed with thirst.

Diana pushed him away tenderly and he bowed low before her. He heard Tessa’s voice.

“Isn’t he adorable Diana? I was just getting things started with him until his prudish parents caught us in the act and he was whisked away to that dreadful monastery. I had nearly forgotten what a delight he was until he just reminded me.”

Diana nodded, smiling, that predatory gleam in her eyes.

“He will make fine slave indeed Tessa. He’s so sweet and tender I could eat him!”

“Yes indeed Diana! Succulent and delectable!”

They looked at each other, exchanged sly winks and cackled, the literal meaning of their words lost on David. Little did he know then nor could he have then believed it would be his inevitable fate to become a slavish creature without will of his own who would submit without limit to provide his mistresses with their pleasures and in the end willingly offer himself up to be devoured, digested and defecated as a sacrifice to the Goddess whose divinity he would come to accept without question.

CHAPTER FOUR

Very soon Tessa was to sally forth on the prowl, seeking man meat. But she saw to it that David was initiated into the training regimen. She went with from station to station in the training chamber, introducing him to the training mistresses and familiarizing him with the exercises.

A few days later, on a Saturday evening, she set out on her first predatory prowl, driven by Inez in a limo to a street lined with bars. Young and tender man meat was the preference so she went to a crowded college watering hole near the university. She wore a fetching little black man hide dress with nothing on underneath and black man hide stiletto knee boots, and a long blond wig.

She shouldered her way through the reveling crowd, jostling some males rudely aside as she did so. They would turn to her with annoyance but her imposing, intimidating physique made even the bigger, muscular ones back off.

She had her radar on, knowing what she sought. And it locked on like a tractor beam when her eyes fell upon a slim, blond haired, blue eyed specimen who sat at the far end of the bar on the last stool. Such a pretty and tender thing! Their eyes met but he disengaged and looked down and away, blushing, his inborn shyness apparent.

Tessa had felt a wet warmth and a tingle between her thighs at the first sight of him and she stalked forward like a predatory cat. Her mouth watered as she looked far forward in time to when her teeth would sink into his tender flesh. But more immediate was her urge to feel his sweet tongue down low upon her.

He glanced up, meeting her sultry stare again, seeing her stepping slowly toward him with lustful gleam in her eyes. He looked away and fidgeted on the bar stool, took a deep drink of the cocktail he held and then looked around as if seeking an avenue of escape. But, as she drew near he looked up again and those glowing green eyes held his blue ones captive. His shoulders sagged in resignation and he trembled, blushing. But, looking down, Tessa was pleased to see the telltale bulge in his pants. This first one was going to be so easy! Almost too easy.

She seated herself on the stool next to him and held her sultry gaze, holding out her hand. He took it in a loose grip and she shook it.

“Hello sweet thing! I’m Tessa and who might you be?”

He stammered his introduction

“Aaron.”

“Well Aaron, you look a bit lonely this evening, hiding back here in the corner. I would think a handsome young devil like yourself would have his way with the ladies.”

Her voice was low pitched, seductive, yet somehow warm and kind. It disarmed him and loosened his tongue, aided by the several gin and tonics he had already downed. He made a confession he was shocked by even as he made it.

“Well Tessa, I have never ‘been’ with a lady before. I’m just not sure I know what to do as much as I long to do it. I’m from a small town and my life has been so sheltered.”

“A virgin then Aaron? How sweet and really quite endearing. Most guys your age have already had their way with a lady.”

She chose to make her next move aggressive and brazen, reaching out to lay her hand upon his erect organ.

“I would be happy to help you overcome your shyness dear!”

She looked around briefly to make sure nobody was watching and lifted her skirt slightly, flashing her lady parts while directing his eyes downward with a nod of her head. His eyes followed her nod and he gasped at her shameless exhibition. She dropped her skirt but went on, her voice husky, breathy, ever more seductive.

“I know a place we can go that’s more private, quiet and very comfortable. We can relax and let nature take its course, so to speak. Come along with me now!”

When she reached out and took his hand, tugging him from his seat on the stool it seemed like his feet had landed on air. His heart hammered and his organ stiffened while a faint ache came to his balls. He had known that ache in more severe form after his few make out sessions with some virginal farm girls back home in his prudish and religious home town. Only the use of his hand brought relief, unless feelings of guilt made him resist and forgo until he managed to somehow fall asleep. But then, more often than not, he would be lost in lurid dreams and awake in the wee hours, sighing in pleasurable relief as he ejaculated untouched. That same guilt would cause him to deny himself relief for weeks at a time.

Tessa had deftly relieved him of the phone in his back pocket and dropped it on the floor. She shouldered her way through the revelers again with Aaron in tow. There was an apartment nearby within walking distance reserved for mistresses’ trysts with prospective slaves. It was down a dark and winding alley free of any security cameras, its entrance door a section of brick wall cleverly concealed, opened by way of pressing a brick bedside it.

When they entered the apartment Tessa wasted no time, relying on shock and awe to soften Aarron up. She stood facing him just as few feet away and with one sweeping motion shed her little black man hide dress, and with the other hand the wig, revealing her resplendent nudity and the bright auburn hair that matched the hair down below. She was pleasantly surprised, or perhaps not, when he fell to his knees at the sight of her. Stepping forward, she put a hand behind his head and pressed his face into her fragrant ginger bush. She heard him sigh in surrender.

She pushed him away and stepped back, looking down at him, seeing the entrancement in his eyes and the tent pole in his pants. She spread her legs and used her fingers to part he labia as she spoke in breathy, lustful tones.

“Would you like a taste of me Aaron?”

He managed to reply amid panting breaths.

“Yes! Please!”

“Then I suggest you strip naked first! It’s just not fair for me to be parading myself like this without reciprocation!”

His hands fairly flew as he obeyed and within the minute his clothing lay in a heap on the floor as he remained on his knees before her. She grabbed his hair and half dragged him to a nearby recliner, plopping herself down with legs apart and knees raised to her breast, as she tugged his face into her tingling oozing pussy and ordered him to lick.

And lick he did with adoring subservience. Her instincts had been infallible, at least in this case. There was no doubt of his innate submissive nature. She could feeling his pleading for guidance as to how best to please her in every caress of his tongue. It inflamed her beyond enduring, but she took just a moment to ensure the focus of his efforts.

She pushed him back a bit and used her fingers to part her labia again while directing his attention to the pink pearl at her apex as she hissed her instructions.

“Do you see it there Aarron? Lick me there now!”

As he gazed upon her his eyes fell upon the turgid orb and there was no doubt in his mind as to her meaning. He leaned in and took it between his lips to suck as he licked and was consumed by adoring ardor when he comely, silken thighs closed tight upon his head as she shuddered, her mad primal wail muffled to his ears by her muscular clench as she gushed his mouth full of the salty juice of her ecstasy. Held inextricable, he could only gulp it down and felt the first budding of addiction.

With a deep sigh of purest satisfaction Tessa’s thighs parted and her feet dropped to the floor. She tousled his hair with tenderness while he showered kisses upon her mount and thighs.

From there matters progressed delightfully. She introduced him to some of the orgasmic enhancements, finding him eager and willing for each, especially the selfless act of the anilingus. Two more exquisite orgasms put her in the mood to grant him release and reward.

She pushed him away and leaned forward to take a firm but gentle grip on his balls. He flinched.

“Do they ache Aaron?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Would you loke the ache to go away?”

“Yes! Oh God! Please!”

“Very well then Aaron. But first two things. You must learn to address me as ‘mistress’ and it must be ‘oh Goddess’ rather than ‘oh god’. That will be explained to you later. Do you know how to use your hand to ease your ache? I’m well aware that most young men do.”

“Yes mistress!”

“Good. You may now use your hand for your relief with one stipulation. You must ejaculate onto my cunt and lick it up when you are finished. Then you will lick me again for my pleasure! Now begin!”

She eased back in the chair with knees raised and legs parted. He blushed crimson as he took hold of his organ and began to stroke it. But somehow he found this humiliation sweet and thrilling and within the minute he felt the welling up in his balls. Just in time he moved up close and aimed for her cunt. But, such was the power of his need, his first three spurts overshot and splattered up over her belly and breasts. As his coming waned the remainder fell upon her in a trail back to her pudenda. Self-imposed denial and the wild eroticism of the moment combined to result in an ejaculation of rare quantity. He wilted in shame and in fear of her anger for having sullied her so. But instead she clapped her hands and gave out a bawdy laugh.

“My oh my Aaron! That was quite impressive. And I can tell you really like me! But you have made a frightful mess! Get started down there and lick me. Clean me up and make me come. Then you must clean up the remains up above!”

Her orgasm was strangely soft and sweet under his now rather practiced tongue and upon her climax she pulled him up by the ears to complete the cleanup. A large puddle had filled her naval cavity and he sucked and slurped and lapped until it was cleansed, then licked his way up to her firm, full breasts, each splattered with cum like glaze on a pastry. He scooped and sucked his way up to each nipple and when his lips closed upon her left one and she felt his tongue she guided his hand to her right one to tweak it, surprised at her own growing arousal after her already multiple climaxes. She shoved him down, putting her feet on top of his head to push it down to her bottom to put tongue to her nether orifice to ensure her proper arousal for the final orgasm of the evening.

In the end she slumped gelatinous in the chair with his head pillowed on her mount. She felt his tongue softly caressing the inside of her thigh and knew then and there he was already ripe to begin his life of enslavement.

She picked up her phone and sent a quick text to summon Inez for the pickup, then donned her dress and wig. She cuffed his hands behind him and leashed his balls. There was another door exiting the apartment, leading into the stockroom of an erotica boutique, through the store and out onto a remote side street free of security cameras. Aaron was still jaybird naked. She led him by the hand out into the doorway of the shop, saw the limo parked out front and leaned out to reconnoiter. Finding the coast clear she slipped out leading Aaron, the car door swinging open by remote. She pulled him in and Inez hit the gas.

Upon return to the mansion Tessa was beside herself in eagerness to present her prize to Diana. She knocked on the door of Diana’s quarters and heard her call out for her to enter. Diana was comfortably installed upon her rimming horse with a her slave’s face pressed deep between her shapely cheeks, but she shoved him back and away with her fanny and came to greet Tessa with a hug. She looked with a leer at Aaron and waved her hand in invitation to come and sit down.

They settled onto the sofa, one on each end. Diana was favorably impressed by the way Aaron went to his knees with head bowed, seeming to already accept his station in life. Tessa’s account of the seduction was brief and breathless as Diana just sat smiling and nodding. In the end Tessa pointed to Diana as she spoke to Aaron.

“Slave Aaron, this is my dear friend and mentor mistress Diana. I love he as second and better mother than my first. You will now give her pleasure just as you have given me this evening and you will hold nothing back!”

Diana parted and raised her legs to offer her pussy and was delighted by his seeming haste to serve her. She could sense his inborn submissive nature upon the first tough of his tongue. She enjoyed what Tessa had taught him and soon slumped limp and languid in her satisfaction.

After a minute or two she sat up and gave her appraisal.

“Fine work bringing in your first one Tessa. He’s a delight, although a bit skinny. But we have ways of correcting that later do we not?”

The two mistresses chuckled and licked their lips. Diana went on as if Aaron was not there.

“Not every seduction will be quite so easy dear. But I’m sure you have what it will take. Now put him away in a cell for the night and in the morning turn him over to mistress Lena and the training team.”

Aaron’s mind reeled as Tessa led him by the balls down the long corridors, her long legs setting a pace that made him struggle to keep up as she cruelly, indifferently, yanked him by the balls when he fell behind, seemingly as if he was a mere object. How could the woman he had come to adore in a whirlwind now treat him thus?”

And indeed, for her own part, and somewhat to her surprise and a bit of guilt, Tessa found him to be just that, a mere piece of man meat, first to be enslaved for pleasure, then for labor, and finally to be devoured, digested and defecated. But her guilt soon vanished as she remembered the creed of the Divine Mother. His cruel fate was divinely ordained.

Tessa went on to become an apex predator. Male after male  vanished as if into thin air. All were known to have first been in the company of a tall and statuesque woman, sometimes blond, sometimes brown haired, sometimes brunette. But, thanks to the cunning devices of the Predatory Gourmet they were never seen again.

CHAPTER FIVE

Missing persons detective Flora James sat at her desk, fuming in frustration at her captain’s demands that she and her partner Bart Bledsoe get to the bottom of the ever more frequent disappearances of young males within their jurisdiction. Each case seemed the same, a vanishing in thin air, the only common thread being their last sighting in the company of tall women of varying description.

Flora, age 28, was African-American, skin the color of dark chocolate, hair in a short, natural do, middle height, her shapely curves formed by rippling musculature. She was driven, disciplined, focused on advancement in the department.

And in her private life Flora was a frustrated sexual aggressor. She frequented several online dating sites and periodically met with men for dates with clear intent of sex being the evening finale. But she put nearly all her dates to flight with her demands that they perform orally upon her voracious nappy cunt and also her anus before they were to have any chance to come themselves. Her fingers had become her best friends and most reliable lovers, though they just took the edge off her persistent lust.

Bart was her polar opposite, a blond and blue eyed WASP who just did the bare minimum, spending most of his workday with feet up on his desk sipping whisky-laced coffee. She could barely contain her contempt for him but had to admit he was handsome in his dissolute way.

A blatant sexist and closet racist, he made more than his share of lewd innuendos. Worst of all when the cops gathered in the favorite after-shift watering hole Brad and his cop cronies would sit around a table in the far corner, boozing it up. Their raucous laughter and lewd boy talk were easy to overhear. Brad was the leader of this wolf pack and loved nothing more than to regale the boys with tales about his “dates” and the degradations and humiliations to which he had forced the poor women to submit. Perhaps most galling of all were his repeated and vociferous expressions of scorn for the selfless oral act for which Flora had a long-frustrated craving.

Flora would have liked to turn him in to internal affairs but some of those officers were among that boy’s club. And, without proof or pressing of charges by the victims it could all be dismissed as “locker room talk.”

Their partnership was tenuous and tense to say the least and only with great restraint did Flora suppress her loathing and somehow managed to work with him on the rare occasions when he actually chose to do his job.

Not surprisingly it was Flora who chose to take direct action. It seemed most of the disappearances were from local bars or mass beer parties around the campus. She went on the prowl at random night after night, keeping her eyes peeled for any sign of the perp or perps.

By pure happenstance, Tessa was on the prowl again herself in a crowded bar, zeroing in on a fetching, dark and handsome piece of man meat when Flora walked in just behind her. The scenario matched exactly the many she had seen on security camera footage, the woman sidling up to the young man at the bar, the brief flirtation, the woman leading the young thing out the door and down the street.

Flora had slipped through the partying crush to sneak up close, ready to follow when the time came. But as the young victim was led toward the doors a fracas broke out between some football players that got between her and her quarry. She was knocked sprawling and buried under a couple of muscular bodies while Tessa and her prize exited and had vanished by the time she could get to the door.

She grimaced in frustration, yet still was encouraged, believing her persistence would lead to another opportunity.

And indeed it did. There was a wild wing-ding in progress in a nearby park, beer swilling students gathered en masse, a perfect hunting ground for Tessa. Flora strolled by and saw the revelries. She felt sure her subject would be there on the hunt so she mingled with the mob with her head on a swivel.

Sure enough, her eyes soon fell upon a tall brunette leading a red-haired young thing through the crowd and out toward the street. She fell in behind and followed, threading her way through passersby. She saw the couple enter an alley up ahead and across the street. But traffic delayed her crossing and by the time she got to the alley and looked down it there was nobody. Yet she noticed the alley was a dead end. How could they just vanish into it?

There were a few dumpsters along the left side and the back doors of some businesses next to them. The right side of the alley was just a blank brick wall. The next morning she made her way to the businesses that had their fronts on the street opposite the alley and made pointed inquiries. But she was just met with blank stares and shaking of heads that were convincing. She chose another strategy.

For a full week she lurked behind a dumpster near the end of the alley until near dawn to see what she could see. And then, at just about closing time for the bars she caught sight of a tall blond leading a young Asian man by the necktie down the alley. She gasped when she saw the woman press a brick in the right hand wall, whereupon a secret, cleverly concealed door swung open. The pair stepped in and the door swung shut. Flora ran to where she thought the door was but, so cleverly was it crafted, she could not even find a crack.

She walked toward the alley’s entrance and turned left and left again to round the corner. She made her way along the store fronts until she reached the erotica shop. It appeared to align with the secret door in the alley. She lurked in the doorway of another shop a few doors down, beyond the door to the erotica shop.

Tessa had found young Ming to be a quick and easy surrender. She introduced him to the rudiments of oral pleasuring and spent a couple of hours enjoying his tongue before calling Inez to bring the limo to the erotica shop.

Flora waited impatiently until she saw the limo pull up in front of the erotica store and stop. She was quick to get her phone out and snap a picture and saw the couple exiting the shop and getting in. She ducked back out of sight in the doorway. The limo drove off. She cursed because she couldn’t get to her car to follow then and there but now there was a clue she was sure would lead to the solving of the mystery.

When she ran the limo’s plate she found it was owned by what proved to be a shell corporation called Triple D Enterprises. There was an address. She went to the business strip mall to find a locked and empty office with no sign of any activity at the desks or computers.

Grimacing again in frustration she returned to the precinct and put out a BOLO on the limo with strict instructions to just observe and report its location.

But lady Luck smiled on Flora. Diana had been driven in the limo to her favorite cosmetics boutique and she always took her time picking things out. The limo was parked in the lot out front.

A squad called in the location and Flora jumped in her car and tore there with lights and siren on until the last few blocks. Then she slipped into the parking lot and backed into a space a few cars down from the limo.

Diana emerged from the shop carrying her purchases and the door of the limo swung open. She slipped inside and the limo drove off with Flora tailing it expertly. After a while the limo passed from the city limits and into the countryside along remote, winding roads. It finally turned off into a wooded private drive. Flora pulled up there and saw it disappear around a curve.

Rather than follow further she took note of the address and returned to the precinct to research the property and zero in on it with Google maps, intrigued by the sight of the compound, the vast roof of the mansion, the many outbuildings, the farm fields and the large tract of forest.

And she researched Triple D enterprises and found a website. The stock in trade was fine kinky leather apparel and sex toys, strapon dildos, whips, chastity cages and the like. Best of all there was a brief video featuring mistress Diana, the very woman she had seen exiting the cosmetics shop and entering the limo. All pointed to the likely prospect of getting to the bottom of the male disappearances.

The next day in the late morning she set out for an unannounced visit, not bothering to tell Bart where she was going. Rather than navigate by GPS she had printed off the Google maps directions. And she turned her phone off, somehow feeling a need for secrecy.

She drove up in front of the mansion, got out of the car and banged on the door with hard aggression. The door opened and a young and statuesque young blond haired, blue eyed woman in a short finely crafted black leather dress stood in the doorway. Flora flashed her badge as she stepped boldly over the threshold and demanded to see mistress Diana. The young woman asked her to please wait a moment and made her way up the curving stairway to the mansion’s second floor. Flora stood fuming impatiently until the young woman reappeared at the head of the stairs and beckoned.

Flora mounted the stairs two at a time and followed the young woman to a door just ahead at the top of the stairway. She opened the door and waved Flora in and left, closing the door behind her.

Diana sat at a spacious walnut desk, eyes fixed on the screen of a laptop computer, ignoring Flora for the moment. There were two black leather upholstered chairs set before the desk. Flora stepped up and took a seat, uninvited, flashing her badge again and introducing herself. When she rested her hands on the chair’s arms she found the leather strangely soft and sensuous.

Diana’s gaze turned to her and when her steel blue eyes met Flora’s a knowing smile came to her face. And for Flora’s part it seemed those eyes had pierced her soul. Needless to say, Diana was uncommonly perceptive about certain things and in one glance into Flora’s eyes she knew her better than she knew herself.

“And what brings you here this fine morning detective?”

Flora fidgeted in her seat under Diana’s penetrating stare and she stammered as she spoke, feeling both discombobulation and a strange excitement.

“I’ll cut right to the chase ‘mistress Diana’. We have had a rash of disappearances of young males and strong evidence points directly to you involvement. I would like conduct a search of your premises immediately.”

Diana scoffed. “Just like that? No warrant?”

“I can get one today if I have to. But wouldn’t it be easier to let me have a look around and fess up? I’m pretty sure I’ve got you cold! It would go so much easier on you if you cooperate!”

Diana just chuckled and shook her head. As always when she worked at her desk she had a slave underneath it giving the oral caresses to her pussy, ready to bring her to orgasm with a snap of her fingers. Her radar never failed to detect a woman latently of like mind and inclination and she had zeroed in on Flora’s powerful dominant vibe in a heartbeat. It was time for the poor dear to get in touch with her true self. Diana sprung her trap.

“Well detective, I will be happy to show you around everywhere. But only after you have had some of this!”

She slipped a finger through the slave’s head ring and pushed her richly upholstered man hide executive chair back from the desk, dragging the slave with her, his face buried in her raven cunt. Flora nearly fell from her chair at the sight of it and she gasped as a wet and tingling warmth blossomed between her thighs. She stared wide eyed with mouth agape. Diana gave out a lusty laugh.

“Don’t be bashful detective. Slave Charles here has been rigorously trained to give the most exquisite head. Just say the word and slip off those panties!”

Flora’s long suppressed and frustrated desire overwhelmed her in an instant and her panties lay on the floor before she even realized she had dropped them. And slave Charles was already groveling toward her. Her heart hammered and her breath came out in panting as she hiked up her short skirt.

A wave of mad delight washed over her as the artful tongue went to its duty. Every slithering movement found its mark, building her arousal to crescendo within the minute. And orgasm of unimagined power rocked her as she gave out a primal shriek, then melted in afterglow.

She roused from her sweet stupor, eyes clearing to the sight of Diana smiling at her with warm empathy as she spoke.

“I have a few matters to clear up here. Then we you can conduct your ‘search’. In the meantime slave Charles will be happy to continue if you like. Just ease back in the chair and relax and enjoy!”

Flora was still a bit dazed and slave Charles was still plying his tongue, just tender and adoring caresses upon her lady parts. She leaned back and found the chair reclined comfortably. Slave Charles took the liberty of hoisting her knees upward and resting her ankles upon the chair’s arms, exposing her from top to bottom. She gasped when she felt that tongue caressing her nether orifice, the pleasure she had always fantasized about but had never been able to extract from any of her dates.

She glanced at Diana, who was bent over her laptop, absorbed in her work and ignoring her so she just relaxed and gave in to the enjoyment of the slave’s well practiced tongue. His soft caresses gradually accelerated and she felt his tongue slithering in deep and wriggling about and in and out. The neural connection to her clit soon became apparent and her pink orb tingled. She hooked a finger in his head ring and pulled him in while ramming her hole against his lips.

The tingle in her clit became too much to bear and her entire body all but screamed for release. With an upward tug on the ring she directed him to her pearl and she gasped when he slipped a finger in where his tongue had been, finger fucking her gently while his lips closed upon her apex as commenced to lick and suck. Orgasm rocked her with a power beyond her wildest imaginings, one brutish climax followed by another and another and then she lost count under his artful tremulous tongue.

Afterglow persisted for minutes on end this time as Flora seemed to drift in a pink haze filled with a sweet contentment. Diana just continued her work at the computer, waiting patiently. Soon it would be lunch time with man meat on the menu. She texted the kitchen to prepare lunch for two.

Flora finally emerged for her fog and regarded Diana with eyes wide in wonder. Diana was quick to offer her invitation to lunch. Flora hesitated. Fraternization with suspects was strictly forbidden, but then had she not already violated that in spades? She accepted and followed Diana to the balcony overlooking the grounds.

The table was set with potato salad, green salad, whole grain bread and a platter of cold cuts, these being roasted and seasoned slices of man rump. Two bottles of red wine stood already opened, glasses filled to the brim at each place setting.

Flora found herself famished and was not bashful about filling her plate, including a sandwich piled high with the cold cuts. She took a big gulp of the wine, then sampled the side dishes first. After another deep drink of the red she took a big bite of the sandwich.

She gave out a sigh of profoundest delectations as she chewed and felt a strange sense of suffusing euphoria as she wolfed the sandwich down. After draining her wine glass she looked to Diana who sat watching with a warm and knowing smile. Flora expressed her amazement.

“What is this Diana? I’ve never tasted anything that came close!”

“Let’s just say our deli creates the finest cold cuts to be found anywhere. If you’ve had your fill, please proceed with your search. We can start in our boutique.”

Needless to say, Flora was captivated by the wares to be found in the exquisite emporium. Her eyes traced the arrays of whips and canes and then the displays of leather apparel. Diana offered her the outfit of her choice free of charge. One mannequin wore a crotchless catsuit that also exposed the breasts. That one caught her eye. Inger quickly took her measurements and son returned with one her size. She shed her clothes and slipped into the suit. Inger zipped it up the back. Flora marveled at the supple softness of the leather. Diana smiled and nodded.

“Yes Flora, so glad you appreciate it. Our tanning process is a closely guarded trade secret!”

The continued the tour of the boutique and Flora gasped at the sight of the whipping and genital torture exhibits. Her eyes went back and forth to each, mesmerized. Diana practically had to drag her away the see the array of femcocks. These fascinated as well, her gleaming eyes going down the line of sizes left to right as if she was imagining ramming each into the tight tender hind hole of a virgin slave. When she focused on the largest, the three by she expressed her doubt that any slave could take the big member whole length. Diana was quick to explain.

“Slaves are subjected to progressively larger femcocks as they become stretched. Most slaves never get to that point before…well…I’ll get to that shortly. But from time to time a slave does achieve that feat just before…um, things will be explained shortly Flora dear.

Tour of the boutique completed they made their way to the rear of the mansion and out the door. The cool breeze and the warm sun caressed her bare breasts and pussy, the sensations being accentuated by the rest of her being enfolded by the soft leather.

Diana led her back to view the farm fields and the laborers. She pointed out the building that housed the fattening pens and the butcher shop but dismissed them as just granaries and warehouses. Flora couldn’t be bothered to question her.

Diana wondered how Flora would handle seeing her first eunuchs but felt confident of her reading of Flora’s dominant inclinations. No doubt there would be shock at first but it would pass.

Several naked slaves were weeding a patch of waist high corn with hoes. Diana barked out an order: “Slaves! Fall in at attention!”

The slave obeyed in an instant, dropping their hoes and emerging from among the corn stalks, lining up shoulder to shoulder. Flora’s jaw dropped at the sight of the limp dicks dangling over the scars where the balls had been. She took a step back and looked to Diana with eyes wide in shock. But she couldn’t deny to herself the wet warm tingle in her pussy at the sight. Diana chuckled.

“You have experienced the attentions of an intact male slave Flora. Our slaves go through a progression here, first enslaved for our pleasure, then castrated to provide labor and a third final stage with which I will acquaint you after dinner this evening. You will join me of course?”

Flora could only nod, transfixed by the sight of the line of slaves as she hiked up her skirt with one hand and fingered herself with the other. Diana gently pulled her hand away.

“It is a bit…exciting isn’t it Flora? Have you entertained castration fantasies? I wouldn’t be surprised if I have read you correctly.”

Flora had to admit to herself she had indeed entertained those fantasies, usually upon an encounter with some selfish jerk who left her sullied and unsatisfied after a date or when she saw rapists being mollycoddled by the so called criminal justice system. She stared at the line of eunuchs with a malevolent gleam in her eyes and her fingers found their way back to her oozing pussy as she daydreamed about making the cruel, emasculating cut.

Diana pulled her hand away again and admonished her to have patience and follow her to the next phase of the “search.” She led the way to the building that housed the training chamber and the slave cells.

The tour of the training stations had Flora on the verge of coming untouched. After they exited the chamber Diana asked her which had been her favorite. It took some time for Flora to think about it, but then she somewhat surprised Diana with her answer.

“Diana, I have had my share of cocks stuck in me but never one of a size that could really satisfy. Of course I want to partake of everything I just saw in the training chamber but it was that big dick that really made me wet and tingly.”

“Not a problem dear. If you hanker for cock it is cock you shall have and in an abundance that will amaze you. Come along now to a pleasure chamber and I will make the arrangements.”

They made their way through the tunnel that lead to the mansion’s basement and entered a chamber. Flora looked around at the furnishings and devices, thrilling at their implications. Diana spoke into the intercom.

“Mona, three studs and a cuck to chamber four please!”

A few minutes later the chamber door opened and slave keeper Mona led a procession of four slaves into the room. Flora gaped at the sight of three muscular brutes with their ten to twelve inch cocks fully erect. Bringing up the rear was a smallish, wimpy looking man with four inch “erection.” The three studly slaves stood shoulder to shoulder and the wimp went to his knees before them. Flora looked to Diana wide-eyed and Diana explained.

“We women have three orifices in our bodies where a dick can go Flora. There is nothing more pleasurable than having all three filled at once with cocks of sufficient size. As I might have mentioned, stud slaves are the privileged few. They are allowed to enter our bodies to service us and also permitted to come with full and unbridled pleasure. They are allowed to keep their balls longer than the typical slaves, only surrendering them when their erectile capabilities wane. Please be introduced to slaves Peter, Rick and Brock. Soon you will be enjoying Peter’s peter, Rick’s prick and Brock’s cock!”

Diana could contain her bawdy laugh and Flora could only join in. Her eyes went from one stud to the next, blond and blue eyed Peter with his thick 2 X 10 inch member, black Rick with his curved 12 inch shaft and dark-haired handsome Brock with the biggest cock. Then her eyes fell upon the kneeling wimp and she looked back to Diana with quizzical expression.

“Oh yes, of course Flora. This is slave Harold. His pathetic penile inadequacy has relegated him to the status of cuck slave. It isn’t his fault that he was born with that useless dicklet and it’s not quite fair that this degrading duty befalls him but since when is a slave entitled to fairness?”

Flora looked at Diana, nodding but still seeming puzzled so Diana elaborated while pointing at the big jutting organs which were now bobbing up and down and dripping precum into small puddles on the floor.

“You can surely see how randy the studs are Flora. They are all at hair trigger in anticipation of entering a pleasure orifice and will surely ejaculate prematurely if permitted to enter in this state. It is slave Harold’s duty to perform fellatio upon them to get that nuisance out of the way. He has been rigorously trained to perform the act to perfection and will, of course, swallow the cum. Then he will suck the studs back to erection and they will be ready to service you properly. Please watch as slave Harold does his duty. It is quite amusing! Slave Harold! Suck!”

Diana encouraged Flora to step over to get a side view of the proceedings and she took her own place opposite to get the best view herself. Flora gasped in surprise when slave Harold opened wide and took Peter’s peter down full length at a gulp. His lips closed upon the base of the cock and his tongue reached out to lick the balls. He worked hip lips upon the shaft and kept licking until Peter could bear no more and began to gullet fuck him with abandon. Within the minute he grunted in brute pleasure and held slave Harold by the head ring so that just his tip was within Harold’s lips. Flora could see the cum duct pulsing as Peter pumped his big load into Harold’s mouth until the cream spilled down his chin. Harold swallowed with a gulp and then gathered the dribbles on his chin up with his fingers and licked them clean.

Peter’s organ went limp and slave Harold wasted no time in turning his attentions to slave Rick. And Rick’s long prick slid down with the same ease as Peter’s. This time slave Harold’s head went back and forth with increasing speed, his nose bumping Rick’s pubis until Rick gasped and put a hand behind Harold’s head to hold him with the cock down the throat all the way. Rick grunted repeatedly in pleasurable release as he spurted his load right into slave Harold’s stomach. He pulled out and his organ drooped limp.

Harold was upon Brock immediately and performed a much slower fellatio, running lips and tongue along the length of the shaft, making brock’s head loll in rapturous pleasure. When Brock gave out the deep sigh that signaled his impending ejaculation slave Harold held the tip of the cock inches from his wide open mouth and Flora watched with a gleeful gleam in her eyes as the cum spurts shot into the open mouth, each swallowed before the next shot. Slave Harold sucked up the cum dribbles that clung to the cock tip and the organ went limp.

Flora clapped her hands and howled with laughter, then chuckled as slave Harold went to work sucking each stud back to erection. When all cocks jutted firm studly Peter laid supine upon the upholstered table and held his big member upright. Diana offered her invitation to Flora.

“Climb aboard dear and enjoy!”

Flora was quick to hop onto Peter and vaginally impale herself, giving out a gasp of purest delight as she enveloped the thick diameter. Stud Rick promptly climbed up from behind, ready to slide his organ into her hind hole. Diana called for a pause so she could apply a bit of lube to the glans before Rick rammed home. Flora gave out a little yelp of mingled pain and pleasure as her hole was stretched. Rick rolled his hips, driving the long shaft ever deeper.

Finally, stud Brock went to kneel on the table with Peter’s head between his knees and offered his cock for Flora to suck. Her eager lips closed upon the glans and he shoved his cock in deep to press against her gullet, insistently. Flora gagged a bit and the throat reflexively clenched until she heard Diana’s words of encouragement.

“The deepthroating of the cock adds great enhancement Flora. Just try to open up to it. You’ll be surprised!”

Heeding her words, Flora closed her eyes and found a way to relax her gullet as brock pressed harder. There was a sudden giving as the big glans slid past her clench and a third of the shaft vanished. Brock kept thrusting and soon her lips were closed upon the base.

Then commenced the triple rutting, Peter driving upward, Rick humping hard from behind and Brock taking hold of her hair for leverage and gullet fucking. Flora just gave in to it all, basking in the mad delight of the triple penetration. And Diana’s words rang true as she felt tingling waves of pleasure seemingly transmitted from her fucked throat to her lower parts, enhancing all.

Soon the orgasmic waves coursed through her body, long ecstatic sequences. She rode them, immersed in the euphoria, losing all track of time. The three studs were trained to work as a team and to come simultaneously. Flora felt the extra swelling of each big organ in each orifice as ejaculation impended. Soon Brock’s cock pulsed in her gullet as he pumped his big load right down into her stomach while Peter and Rick each filled her other pockets with their creamy loads.

Flora melted into an afterglow filled with satisfaction beyond her imagining as she felt the cocks go limp and fall from her body. She rolled sideways onto her back and the studs went to stand side by side again with limp dicks dangling. Then it was time for slave Harold to perform his other needful duty.

Flora remained on her knees with her legs spread. A slug of cum dangled from her well fucked pussy, threatening to drip onto the table. But slave Harold knew if he allowed this severe punishment would be warranted. He all but dived beneath her face up and took the cum wad into his mouth with a gulp. Then he proceeded to lick the leavings from her labia and suck them from her cavern. Finally he laid with his open mouth just beneath Flora’s anus. Diana let her know what to do next.

“Press down and squeeze out the load Flora! There’s nothing slave Harold likes better than a cum load from the rectum.”

Flora was finding rare delight from inflicting these degradations on such a pathetic excuse for a man. She pressed hard and felt the load slither through her orifice and cackled lewdly when she heard slave Harold gulp it down.

But slave Harold’s duty was far from done and he knew the drill quite well. The studs were waiting with dicks dangling. He went to his knees before Peter and took the limp organ between his lips. He was an artful cocksucking slut and soon Peter’s peter jutted full and firm.

Then it was on to Rick’s prick and barely a minute sufficed to stiffen him like steel. And soon after Brock’s cock protruded, randy and ready. Diana inquired as to whether Flora had been well pleasured and satisfied. When she replied in the affirmative Diana was not bashful about taking her own turn with the studs. Each would surely have at least one more load of cum to expend.

Flora just stood by watching while Diana was serviced. It was clear she was long accustomed to enjoying cock to the fullest but her mad ecstasies were no less intense for all that.

When the slave Harold had cleaned up the cum and the studs hung finally limp, not to rise again despite slave Harold’s efforts Diana summoned Mona to fetch two common slaves to the chamber and lead the studs and slave Harold away. The day was yet young and Diana wanted to introduce Flora to the pleasures of wielding whip and cane and applying the prod and the instruments of genital torture.

Mona arrived with slaves Albert and Calvin in tow. She led the studs and slave Harold away. Soon the two slaves were hung up, slave Albert by the wrists with toes just touching the floor and slave Calvin by the ankles. Diana selected a pair of snake whips and handed Flora a single tail. They stepped over to where the slaves hung trembling, fully aware of what awaited and Diana gave instruction.

“Just swing from the shoulder Flora, while stepping into your stroke. It’s a good idea to visualize the slave as a male you loath and despise if there is such a one in your life. Perhaps soon you might actually have him hanging here ready for you to reduce him to a sniveling, sobbing wreck! Now begin!”

It didn’t take long for it to dawn on Flora who she would love to have hanging helpless and at her mercy. Her partner Bart! She turned her attention to poor slave Calvin and closed her eyes for a moment, focusing, letting her loathing build. When she opened them it seemed as if it was indeed her lazy, swinish lecher of a partner hanging there. She wound up, holding the whip far back with legs apart and swung with all her might, stepping into the stroke as Diana had suggested. There was a resounding crack as a lurid welt appeared across slave Calvin’s chest as he gave out a howl of agony. Wet tingling warmth blossomed in her pussy and she felt suffused with a rare satisfaction that made her eager for the lashes to follow.

She flailed at him with mad abandon as his screams echoed in the chamber, being sure to target his dangling tender organs. His pathetic and craven pleadings for mercy only incited greater cruelty within her and she poured on the lashes. The flogging only ceased when he broke down into blubbering sobs and she came hard, the gush of her ecstasy trickling down her thighs and puddling on the floor between her feet. Her knees went rubbery and Diana had to grab her shoulders lest she topple.

“My Flora! You must really have some pent up rage against someone!”

Flora stood catching her breath for a moment, then: “It’s my partner! What a swine of a sexist pig!”

“Well Flora! Slave Albert still hangs untouched. I’ll put some finishing touches on slave Calvin while you start in on him. Perhaps you can achieve the same result!”

It took Flora a bit longer to get warmed up but soon her pussy tingled warm and wet again as slave Albert suffered under the lash. But she couldn’t induce spontaneous orgasm again. Once she had broken him and Diana had reduced slave Calvin to a sobbing wreck once more the mistresses enthroned themselves and enjoyed the tongues of slaves desperate to avoid further flagellation.

Once both mistresses were satisfied Diana summoned Mona to take them back to their cells. Diana and Flora made their way to the balcony where dinner was to be served. Three places were set at the round table and Flora looked quizzically at Diana. But no words were needed because just then they were joined by a tall and statuesque redhead, the very woman flora had been pursuing. She was naked except for thigh high black stiletto boots. Diana made introductions.

"Flora, please meet Mistress Tessa." As you might have guessed by now, she is engaged in the acquisition of slaves for the dungeon. She has unerring “radar” that helps her identify the best prospects and has never failed in her seductions and abductions.”

Tessa enfolded Flora in a warm and sisterly embrace which Flora found herself reciprocating, seemingly by reflex.

They sat down at the table. Three bottles of red wine stood already open beside tall, stemmed glasses. Diana poured and proposed a toast to Womankind.

Then the eunuch chef made his entrance, accompanied by Inez. He pushed a cart laden with food, salad fixings, large potatoes and six inch thick oval shaped steaks with rings of bone in their centers. Having been earlier introduced to the sight of eunuchs the shock to Flora was lessened, but still she stared, intrigued.

The coals in the grill were red hot and ready. First the chef sliced the potatoes, basted them with olive oil and laid them on the grill to roast. Then he busied himself slicing and chopping the salad fixings.

The three women lapsed into girl talk, Flora mostly just listening and she was regaled with tales of Tessa’s conquests and the pleasures to be had in the chambers with properly trained slaves, especially the use of the femcock. This last brought a gleam to Flora’s eyes and Diana assured her she would be strapping on and putting cock to a slave very soon.

When the potatoes were roasted golden brown the chef laid the steaks on the grill, just three minutes or so each side. He laid them on the serving platter and a puddle of blood formed around them.

Flora found herself famished and was not bashful about filling her plate generously. Diana and Tessa followed suit. She munched the salad and potatoes with hunger first and then looked up at her companions to find them staring at her with food as yet untouched, looks of seeming anticipation in their eyes. Their gazes seemed fixed on the grill marked steak on her plate.

She took the hint, cut off a healthy chunk and shoved it into her mouth. No meat that had ever passed her lips could compare to its succulent delectability. A perfect medium rare, perhaps erring toward the rare, warm and bloody perfection. Even after her multiple orgasms in the chamber she felt the wet warmth of lust blossoming between her thighs.

She devoured the remainder, never looking up from her plate, blood running down her chin. When she looked up she found Diana and Tessa smiling and nodding, obviously awaiting her reaction. And her answer to the unspoken question was wordless as well. She just speared a second steak with her fork and fell to again. Diana and Tessa each gave out an approving guffaw, took big gulps of wine and set about devouring their own steaks, voracious, with blood running down their chins as well.

Soon all three women eased back in their chairs, steaks devoured, gluttony sated. Only the blood filled platter remained. Flora grabbed it and hoisted it to her lips, imbibing the man juice, giving out a sigh and tossing the platter back onto the table with a resounding thud. She slumped languid in the chair, speechless, basking in a euphoric contentment no meal in her life had ever given her. When finally able to summon up words they were half coherent, disjointed in a breathless tone.

“So good! Never in my life…! Perfection! I feel…! What was that?”

Diana beamed as she sat upright in her chair and spoke the words that would alter the course of Flora’s life.

“Best to bring it all out into the open Flora. You have enjoyed your first real feast of man meat. The cold cuts at lunch were just a sample to whet your appetite, some slices of man rump. It’s obvious you found the thigh steaks to be grilled to perfection!”

She eased back in her seat again to await Flora’s reaction. There was shock at first, the dropping of the jaw and the widening of the eyes. But then her expression composed, going blank for a moment. Slowly, the gleam filled her eyes and her lips curled, baring her teeth as a predatory rictus came over her face. The beast of prey was spawned within her. And her ears, mind and heart were opened as Diana began her inculcation in the tenets of the cult and its creed.

And the creed was easy to embrace, the prospect of limitless orgasmic pleasure, a steady diet of addictively delectable man meat and open ended longevity.

The mistresses retired to Diana’s living quarters where Flora’s indoctrination continued. Diana ordered up three fresh slaves for the to enjoy until bedtime. Well trained and tireless tongues caressed lady parts with tender worship. Flora basked in the rapture of prolonged rimming and became particularly fond of TTAO, the application of “two tongues at once” upon clit and anus as she straddled the head of one supine slave facing forward while he performed the cunnilingus while offering her ass to the second who laid on top of him and put pleasing tongue deep into her nether orifice.

Diana gave Flora her pick of the slaves to share her bed. She mounted slave Edwin’s back for the ride to the bedroom. The bed was vast, oversized in width and length. She laid down on her back with legs apart. Slave Edwin pulled the covers over them and lay between her legs with head pillowed on her pussy, ready to serve at moment’s notice.

Flora lay awake for a time despite pleasant exhaustion as she enjoyed the sensations of the second of the three Ds, digestion. She could feel the man meat passing through her physic, its special nourishment being absorbed, imbuing empowerment, suffusing her with the euphoria and predatory lust she would feel ongoing.

In the morning slave Edwin bestowed the waking pleasures, the imbibing of her pungent nectar and the sweet oral attentions bringing the orgasms that would start her day out right. Then it was to the bathroom where the cycle was completed, culminating in the third “D”, the defecation of the remnants of man meat her body could not use into slave Edwin’s hungry and willing mouth. As his tongue cleansed her orifice she marveled at the depth of submission instilled in the slave even though he knew full well that one day it would be his remains that would pass through the anus of a mistress into the mouth of another slave.

After slave Edwin joined her in the shower to bathe every inch of her with a loofah and then spread soothing lotion everywhere over her she mounted him for the ride to the balcony where a late breakfast, actually brunch, was served, eggs, hash browns and healthy portions of man ham.

It was a leisurely two hour meal with slaves under the table paying homage to the pussy while the got better acquainted. Then it was time to finish Flora’s “search” of the premises. First they went to the building Diana had dismissed as mere granary and storage.

Flora stared with her mouth watering at the slaves in the fattening pens and felt a tinging excitement when she heard the final abject squeals of fattened piggy-men as they were put to slaughter. They entered the butcher shop and she witnessed one such, squirming and squealing, held down upon the butcher’s block by the strong arms of four young mistresses before getting the fatal stick that bled him out.

Her wide eyes were everywhere as she watched the butchering and processing of the man meat.

Then they visited the butcher shop where several mistresses were making their purchases. She perused the various cut of man meat, the familiar thigh steaks, the tenderloins, chops and rump roasts, her mouth watering again. And water it did all the more when her eyes fell at last upon the “meatballs” and cock sausages, her pussy tingling, wet and warm. She looked to Diana with a wordless question. Diana just laughed, understanding.

“Yes Flora, meatballs and cock sausage will be on the menu this evening!”

All was now revealed and the returned to the balcony to discuss Flora’s role in the propagation of the cult. Diana held forth.

“Like Tessa it will be your duty to procure man meat. But yours will be a different emphasis. While Tessa preys upon the innate submissives you will ensnare the resistant, recalcitrant and incorrigible males, especially those committing crimes against the female. We have sufficient connections and infiltration of the police department to get you reassigned to the sex crimes squad. In cases of rape you will ferret out the offenders but instead of making an official arrest you will set them up to be abducted into our clutches to be subjected to proper punitive measures before they are processed as man meat. And in those many cases where the perp might be arrested by others but escapes justice the way they so often do in the male biased legal system you will likewise find a way to lure them into our tender mercies where justice will be served. And there will be a recruitment component to your duties as well. The victims will be given the opportunity to exact personal vengeance upon their abusers.”

Diana paused a moment before continuing.

“But enough of this for the time being. Let’s turn our attention back to the slaves. Flora, I’m sure you might have been wondering when you might have the chance to put the femcock to a slave. Let’s all strap on and work up our appetites for that meatball and cock sausage dinner you have been hungry for!”

They leashed the slaves up by the balls and led them back to the pleasure chamber in the basement. Diana had chosen these three for a reason. They were ready to be “upsized” to the next largest femcock so Flora could have an experience resembling a deflowering.

They wasted no time getting the fearsome mock organs strapped on. A range of skin tones were available and Flora found one that matched hers near perfectly. There was a mirrored alcove in the chamber and once slave Edwin had dutifully installed her new femcock she stepped in to admire herself. She felt a suffusing of empowerment as she stood staring at herself with big dick jutting, looking for all the world as if she had been born thus endowed. In a flash her mind turned to her partner Bart and she resolved that one day soon she would have him bent over, offering his virgin hole to be ravaged and emasculated by her. With the powerful assistance of her newfound friends she had no doubt his fate was sealed.

Slave Edwin knelt waiting patiently for her attentions. She stepped over to him and pressed the femcock to his lips while also pressing the button that would make it pulse and hum upon her lady parts. What a thrill when the slave opened wide to take in the offered organ and leaned forward, taking it down the throat with stunning ease. He closed his lips upon the very base of it and let it throb within her for a moment or two, giving her lust a chance to boil over.

She put a hand to his forehead to push him back so just the flared glans was between his lips, then hooked a finger into his head ring to pull him forward, her wordless command to commence the blowjob that would bring her to orgasm.

Soon his head went back and forth in rhythm with her brutish thrusts down the gullet and he added a swirling of his head to help grind the vaginal insert against her parts to add stimulation. The brutish orgasm struck upon one last savage ramming down his throat. Her knees went all wobbly and the ever dutiful slave threw his arms around her hips and held her with the femcock driven deep while she savored afterglow.

And when she firmed and pushed him away he didn’t have to be told to turn, bend over and offer his ass. Though she knew he must have already taken the femcock hard and often she could see how he trembled and his orifice twitched and puckered in his seeming fear. She knew then that he did indeed fear the tearing, stretching pain of the upsizing and it pleased and aroused her.

She dropped to her knees behind him. Diana stepped forward with a tube of KY and squeezed just a dollop onto the glans. She chuckled.

“Just a small mercy for the poor thing Flora. He’s a sweet slave and also has monetary value as a rental. I can’t have him out of commission by being split when you ram that thing home.”

Flora nodded as a leering grin came to her face. She had always kept her nails long and sharp pointed and used topical ointments to harden them. Thus, when she took hold of his buns for leverage the claws sunk deep and made blood trickle. She looked down briefly at the juxtaposition of the big dick and tight hole and remarked upon it gleefully to Diana and Tessa who cackled in response.

Taking a deep breath she pressed the glans to the orifice and poised herself for the upsizing thrust. There would be no mercy other than the slight lube. A visualization of it being Bart who was bent over and offering his virgin ass came to her and her pulse quickened with her rising lust. Gathering all her strength and cruel intent she rammed forward. Poor slave Edwin/”Brad” gave out a piercing bitch-like scream as he was stretched as never before. He had foolishly clamped down in his fear rather than relax to help accept her and the big glans just passed his clenching as it entered, then stopped dead. More ramming thrusts would be needed to drive it to its depths.

Flora was happy to oblige. Her strong glutes propelled her hips forward in a second ramming the got the first piggy squeal from him as she drove the shaft in another few inches. She added gyrations to her subsequent thrusts to stretch him further. He loosened and soon the big dick went in and out with greater ease, her belly slapping his butt as she rutted with abandon.

At the last his squeals took on a different tone as pleasure mingled with pain and then eclipsed it and he lapsed into the high pitched panting of a bitch in heat. It was all sweet music to Flora’s ears and she felt the welling up of orgasm but remained just on the razor’s edge until slave Edwin gave out the deep and quavering moan of helpless delight and emasculated surrender that triggered her. He moaned deep again with each spurt of cream that splattered the floor beneath him while Flora’s high pitched wails made sweet harmony with him.

She melted in her afterglow and only the big shaft embedded within him to its depth prevented her collapse to the floor. She finally firmed, pulled out and stood with the device still humming within her, the shaft soiled and blooded.

The other two slaves, Oliver and Norman knelt nearby and to Flora’s surprise and amazement slave Oliver demonstrated his profound state of submission by taking the femcock into his mouth to clean it. Slave Edwin’s cum puddle lay heavy on the floor and slave Norman went to lick it up. Flora looked to Diana wide eyed.

“Yes Flora, our slaves know the drill quite well. Now two more slaves await their upsizings and the femcock never tires! Have at them dear and welcome. Tessa and I aren’t too proud to settle for seconds. We’ll fuck them all drive err the evening ends! Slaves! To the 69!”

With swift obedience slaves Norman and Oliver assumed the commanded position, slave Norman on top, slave Oliver on his back, each taking the other’s cock in mouth. Slave Norman’s ass was offered and Flora was quick to mount him in the standing position. Diana stepped in to put a lube dollop on his hole and Flora drove into him hard and deep.

His squeal upon her ruthless intrusion was muffled by the cock in his mouth. He whimpered as  she drove the femcock ever deeper, gyrating to stretch him. His high pitched mewling as she ravaged him escalated with the transition from pain to pleasure and morphed to rhythmic moaning as he filled slave Oliver’s mouth with his load, which was duly swallowed. Flora came hard, triggered by the thrill of his emasculation.

Flora pulled out and was pleased by slave Oliver’s alacrity in taking the cock that had been up Norman’s ass into his mouth to clean it. Flora looked to Diana with eyes wide.

“Our training regimen never fails to produce slaves who are eager and willing to submit to any degradation Flora. Slave Oliver has waited patiently for the femcock. See now how he offers his ass? These slaves have been long denied orgasm and they are like bitches in heat from their longing for the femcock! They fear the pain of the upsizing of course but they know it will ultimately mean relief for their aching balls.”

Flora looked down to see the slaves had again taken the 69 position with Oliver on top, whimpering softly with cock-filled mouth in his anticipation. Flora’s lust boiled up again and her taking of him was brutish, her shapely ass driving and grinding until he filled Norman’s mouth with his spurting cream.

Then all three mistresses fell upon the slaves, bent on fucking them dry. They were ravaged and spit roasted until six cum puddles lay upon the floor and they were set to work lapping them up regardless of who’s was whose. The mistresses dragged then into a pile on the floor and planted their feet upon them as they exchanged triumphant high fives and flaunted their femcocks, cackling in their glee.

Then it was time for a late dinner. They retired to the balcony where six slaves were bound to the railing awaiting the harvesting of their “meatballs.” The eunuch chef was busy preparing the side dishes and salad. Diana handed Flora the knife and offered her first pick of the balls.

She went from slave to slave, squeezing and kneading to find the two biggest pairs. Once she settled on them she approached her first choice with knife at the ready and found a deep satisfaction in the severing, realizing it had been a latent, deep seated fantasy now fulfilled. The terror in the eyes of the gagged slaves and their mumbled pleas to be spared the knife made her pussy feel all full and tingling. And the consumption of the “meatballs” brought a suffusing sense of empowerment far greater than her previous meals of man meat.

CHAPTER SIX

Flora’s transfer to the sex crimes squad came within the next week. She gathered up her belongings from her desk, boxed them up and gave Bart a middle finger salute as she walked out the door on her way to the new work station. He had no inkling of his inevitable and dreadful fate as he sneered and returned the flip off.

The first case she had to deal with was ever so typical. Rodney “Rod” Morris the 25 year old scion of a wealthy family raped his young date with the help of drugs. Rod liked his name and was pleased to call himself “the Rod” in crude reference to his erect penis. He loved to regale his sycophant pals with tales of how he used his “rod” to violate and degrade the unfortunate young women he lured into his clutches. And he was vociferous in his scorn for the selfless act of oral pleasuring.

The young woman, a red haired beauty named Erin, did at first have the courage to press charges but then there was intimidation and bullying by the family’s sharky lawyers and she refused to testify.

Flora was quick to contact Diana who promptly assembled an abduction team. The young perp was waylaid by four strong young slave keepers while out on a run through a secluded area of a wooded park.

In cases such as this a “fair trial” was held to satisfy the cause of justice. A courtroom was set up in the main training chamber complete with judicial bench, witness stand, jury box, tables and chairs for the prosecution and defense and seating for fifty odd mistresses who wished to observe the proceedings.

Diana served as judge, Lena as prosecutor and Tessa as defense attorney. Twelve mistresses chosen at random formed the jury. All mistresses were clad in their finest kinky attire.

Slave keepers Inez and Mona led Rod into the chamber by his tightly leashed balls. He hobbled along behind them naked in shackles. He was made to kneel before Diana’s tall bench and she fixed him with a menacing glare as she called the court to order and read the charges held against him.

“Rodney Morris, you are charged with use of a date rape drug to take your loathsome pleasure with your victim Erin. You are further charged with multiple other such violations to which you have been known to boast. If found guilty your punishment will be the most severe prescribed by our laws. How do you plead?”

“The Rod” was of a brash and arrogant sort and even his rough handling and helpless predicament had not put a damper on his egotism and contempt for the female. His plea was in keeping.

“Not guilty you fucking cunts and if you don’t let me go this instant I’ll see the lot of you thrown in the slammer! My family is quite well connected!”

Mona and Inez had stood by and were quick to act. Mone shoved his head down to bend him over and Inez delivered a brutal kick up between his legs from behind that struck his dangling balls hard and put him on the floor curled up fetal and moaning. His façade crumbled and his cowardice was revealed as he rose to his knees again sniveling. Diana called for Erin to be first witness.

Erin took the stand and Lena asked the first question.

“What happened to you on that unfortunate evening Erin?”

“I was raped!”

“And is the man who raped you here in this courtroom? If so, point him out!”

Rod quailed at the pointing of Erin’s finger. Lena yielded the floor to the defense but Tessa just shrugged and said she had no questions. Rod had felt vain hope from knowing he had a “lawyer” but it was dashed then and there.

Flora was next to take the stand and she testified as to the results of her investigation of Rod’s other alleged crimes, which, though unproven according to the mainstream legal system were held culpable under the somewhat less lenient legal system of the cult.

Diana called for closing arguments. Lena’s argument was scathing in its condemnation. Rod again felt a feeble flicker of hope when Diana called for the “defense” to present her case. But Tessa didn’t bother to rise from her chair instead just saying with a sneer: “Why would I speak in defense of such a scumbag?”

Diana referred the matter to the jurors. There was no need for them leave the room to deliberate. Twelve fingers pointed at Rod and twelve voices dripping with loathing spoke in unison: “Guilty!”

Diana pronounced sentence immediately and Rod’s face whitened progressively in starkest terror as she spoke.

“Rodney Morris, you have been tried and found guilty of a heinous offense against your victim Erin and moreover against Woman at large! I hereby impose the most severe and fitting punishment! You will first be anally gang raped by your victim for the sake of her personal vengeance, the arresting officer as her reward for bringing you to justice and ten more mistresses representing our aggrieved gender. This will be followed by torture to be inflicted upon your testicles until you beg to have them severed from your body. Finally, you will be suspended over a slow fire to roast alive until done to a turn, whereupon your flesh will be consumed in a communal feast!”

Rod recoiled in horror and flung himself to the floor, blubbering pleas for mercy, promising to repent and reform. This would lead to an extra touch of cruelty and humiliation. Diana spoke words that were to bring him hope, false though that hope would prove to be.

“The court recognizes the accused’s words of repentance. We are not without capacity for mercy here. He has boasted often of his rejection of the selfless act of cunnilingus. Let him now seek to prove the sincerity of his words by performing the act upon victim, arresting officer, judge, prosecutor, defense attorney and jury. Should his efforts be persuasive his sentence will be commuted to one of life long sexual servitude!”

As if on cue two eunuch slaves carried a throne chair into the chamber under the supervision of two slave keepers. One of them carried a tray upon which sat three glass jars, one empty and one of each holding white marbles and the other black. These were set upon the judicial bench. Rod gaped at the limp dicks that dangled over the nothing where the balls had been, realizing further the manner of women who now had him helpless and at their dreadful mercy.

The chair was set before the judicial bench. Rod was informed that a white marble placed in the empty jar was a vote for mercy while a black one was a vote for his cruel death. Erin was invited to take a seat, parting her legs and resting her ankles on the arms of the chair, offering her auburn pussy.

Rod whimpered as he hastened to bury his face there, inhaling her feral musk, tasting the piss salt that clung in her pubes. These had been his anathema but now were the hope of his deliverance. His attentions were clumsy but his desperation made up for any lack of finesse. Erin’s orgasm struck within the minute, so powerful and consuming she had to be helped from the chair on wobbly legs. When her legs firmed she took a black marble from the jar and placed it in the empty one. Rod’s heart pounded in terror.

Flora took Erin’s place. She found a fierce and vindictive delight as his tongue flailed about, driven by craven terror. She grabbed his hair and rolled her hips, forcing him against her tingling clit until her shattering climax tore a primal shriek from her depths. But, to his relief she put a white marble in the jar.

She yielded the throne to Diana, who was to partake of a pleasure quite familiar to her. And it was all a cruel pretense to give Rod false hope of reprieve, motivating him to provide a most exquisite pleasure. The orgasms to be achieved from having such a bully and coward in this state were second to none. Diana’s exultant cry of ecstasy bespoke her accustomed vengeance upon just another of his loathsome ilk. She dug her sharp heels into his shoulders to shove him back to make way for Lena, then selected a black marble. Brad’s terror mounted.

On it went until all mistresses had enjoyed the abject attentions of his tongue. The white and black marbles were mingled in the jar and were then to be counted by Diana. Of course, it had been prearranged that he would lose the vote by just one marble. The marbles were counted out slowly to add to his terrified suspense. There were seventeen of them and when the last was held invisible in Diana’s hand before she revealed its color. She opened her hand to show him the black marble of his doom and he pissed the floor.

They wasted no time in carrying out the sentence. Soon he found himself strapped belly down to a horse in the temple with mistresses seated in a circle to witness and participate in the gang rape. He would be subjected to the ravages of the punitive femcock, a 2” X 12”  with forward projecting, inch long mini-cocks molded into the shaft to inflict untold hurt. His victim Erin was invited to be first to ram the spiked femcock up his ass. Flora was to get seconds for being the one to bring him in. Ten more mistresses were chosen by way of a lottery to take turns exacting the vengeance upon him.

Erin was filled with healthy rage and lust for retribution after being indoctrinated in the tenets of the creed, becoming an instant convert and zealot. She first stood before the perp, flaunting the fearsome femcock before his eyes, taunting and terrorizing him. Then she went around behind him to administer the cruel and richly deserved entering thrust. Diana handed her a pair of gloves fitted with gleaming claws at the fingertips that would give her leverage once she had sunk them deep into his ass cheeks. Lube was a mercy he would not be granted.

His organs were encased in a leather pouch, a shocking device strapped to his balls. He would come willy nilly from the ravaging and when his load was spurted into the pouch it would complete a circuit and cruel jolts of current would be run through his balls.

Erin pressed the button to make the big dick pulse and hum. Her eyes were alight in gleeful anticipation as she raised her gloved hands high and brought them down hard in a two handed slap that sunk her claws deep. He howled and blood trickled. She pressed the big, flared glans against his tight hole. She was a muscular and athletic specimen of womanhood and her strong glutes drove her hips forward hard. He had foolishly and futilely clenched his orifice to resist and a high pitched bitch squeal of agony was torn from him as the cruel device drove deep. Cheers and applause echoed in the chamber in appreciation of Erin’s superb deflowering.

But inches of spiked shaft remained to be driven home and he sobbed and sniveled as her strong hips undulated and gyrated, sinking it in ever deeper until her bush touched his behind. She lapsed into frenzied rutting, the spiked shaft showing bloody when drawn back for the succeeding thrust. His piggy squeals brought peals of laughter from the mistresses.

Despite the pain, the relentless grinding upon his prostate induced ejaculation. His cum filled the pouch and triggered the ball shocker. Erin came upon his first scream, giving out a primal and triumphant shriek. She drew back and out to stand watching as his body lurched from each powerful jolt to the balls as he howled in his torment.

Flora stepped up behind him while Erin went around in front with the bloodied and soiled device jutting. She grabbed him by the hair and tilted his head back. Flora rammed her femcock home and he opened his mouth to cry out, whereupon Erin shoved her cock down his throat at one thrust.

He was spit roasted without mercy, taking the cruel femcocks up the ass and down the throat until all the mistresses had satisfied themselves.

Then, without delay he was bound face up on the torture table so Lena could go to work on his balls. She was expert at wringing maximum agony from any slave who found himself at her mercy.

Thin, foot-long skewers were heated red hot with a blowtorch. Lena too one and ran it sideways though both of his balls as his scream echoed in the chamber. She repeated this until no room remained for another as he howled and blubbered in purest torment. She ran more skewers through the tip of his cock for good measure. It would be naught but roasted  sausage soon enough. He could have spared himself more agony by begging for the knife that would sever but somehow could not bring himself to part with his precious jewels until Lena attached two of the skewers to a nearby storage battery and ran current through them. Finally he begged for the merciful cut.

But his respite would be brief. They released him from the table and four mistresses seized him arm and leg and carried him out back to the wide patio where the roasting coal glowed red in the firepit.

Lena knew just how to run a spit up a slave’s ass and out his mouth without piercing any vital organs that would bring the premature mercy of death. His ankles were bound to the spit and it was locked into a rotisserie that would turn him slowly until done. He would roast from the outside in, knowing the prolonged, unspeakable agony that was considered his due.

Upon his demise Lena poked a meat thermometer into him and declared him done to a turn. He was laid out on the vast butcher block that was the temple’s altar and the mistresses fell to like a pack of starving she wolves, ripping the tender, succulent man meat from his bones with their fingers and stuffing it in their mouths. Every edible morsel was consumed. His bones were thrown to the vicious guard dogs that patrolled the compound at night.

In the end Diana, Tessa and Flora lay in chaise lounges digesting their gorges. Ample red wine aided their bodies in the processing. Each could feel the man meat being assimilated as it passed through them, providing the special nourishment that would give them life and vigor in perpetuity.

Flora’s musings as she basked turned to the future and on the one male she became determined would be another such feast for her and her sisters. Bart’s fate was sealed then and there. But that fate would be different than Rod’s though the end would be the same. She would first break him, train him, make him adore her like onto the Goddess, and enslave him for her pleasure for perhaps some years. Then he would be offered up as a sacrifice to be devoured, digested and defecated in a communal feast.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Flora began surveilling Bart when her off time could be spared. She followed him furtively, both to uncover proof that his actions matched his words and to devise a way to lure him into her clutches.

And the truth of his boasts was revealed on night when she followed him home from a bar as he dragged a drugged and stumbling young victim along with him to have his vile way with her.

Flora watched through a back bedroom window, her fury rising by the minute. Seemingly by design, girl was sufficiently conscious to be forced to her knees to perform a fellatio. Bart forced his cock down her throat and gullet fucked her with a leer distorting his features.

That was enough for Flora. She called Diana to request an abduction squad, of which one was always ready at a moment’s notice. Soon a black, windowless van pulled into the alley behind the house and four strong young slave keepers jumped out. They jimmied the back door and Flora watched with glee as they fell upon Bart, gave him a few hard kicks to the balls and hauled him from the house to the van.

Flora went in to aid and comfort dark haired Mia, his unfortunate victim. She helped her to her car and followed the same routs as the van back to the compound.

Upon arrival Bart was taken to the training chamber and Mia was given the chance to exact personal vengeance with whip, cane and cattle prod while Bart hung from his heels bawling like a baby. He soon got an introduction to eating pussy, Mia first, then Flora and the members of the abduction squad, as each mistress took a seat on the throne. Then the femcocks were strapped on and he took all six down the throat until each woman took her orgasm. But Flora reserved his virgin ass for herself at a later date. Mia became an instant convert to the cult.

They bound Bart to the X shaped cross, put a ball gag in his mouth and left Flora alone with him in the chamber so she could enlighten him as to what the future held in store. She still wore her femcock. It bobbed and jiggled, mocking all manhood, while she paced back and forth and spoke.

“I have endured working with you despite my suspicions of your loathsome conduct. Those suspicions have now been confirmed. As it happens, I have recently found some new friends who know how to deal with your type and justice will now be served. You are fortunate in a way because most of your ilk get much shorter shrift. It is my prerogative as the one who exposed you and arranged for your capture to have my way with you as I see fit.”

Bart squirmed in his bonds, bug-eyed with mingled rage and terror, spewing muzzled obscenities. Flora continued.

“You will first be subjected to our regimen of breaking and training. It never fails to reduce even the most incorrigible and recalcitrant male to a creature without will of his own, willing, dare I say eager, to submit to any degradation our whim might devise.”

She took hold of her femcock and flaunted it at him.

“Upon completion of your training this will add the final touch of emasculation. I will drive it up your virgin ass and make you my bitch. In spite of yourself you will come and any remaining vestige of your “manhood” delusion will spurt out of you along with your load. You will become my cock-addicted sodomite slut and slave and long for the next time I take you every waking minute of your life. And, whether you can believe it or not you will come to adore me, worship me as your personal goddess. I will enjoy your enslavement for as long as it suits me. My newfound sisters and I adhere to a certain creed, the belief in a female deity who created Woman in her image and likeness and the male as a lower life form meant to serve her. Periodically we offer up a sacrifice to our Divine Mother in the form of a favorite slave. I will offer you up to be roasted alive and become a communal feast of man meat, to be devoured, digested, defecated and forgotten!”

Bart howled into his gag in disbelieving fury and stark terror while Flora just stood watching, cackling with glee and flaunting her femcock. Then she left him hanging on the cross to think about it overnight. His training would commence bright and early.

Flora participated fully in his breaking and training, going from station to station each day. She learned so much from the training mistresses because all of them had been training slaves for many decades and some such as Lena for more than a century. But it still took a good two months for Bart to be “up to standard” in everything. Flora sent out invitations for the mistresses to assemble and witness his deflowering.

On the eve of the event Diana invited Flora for a late dinner of meatball kabobs. She wanted to let Flora know how pleased she was with her progress as a mistress.

“I am so proud of you Flora! It’s clear you are innately possessed of the dominant will that is the key to being an exemplary mistress. You have proven your mettle by taking on a resistant and incorrigible male and bringing him to the brink of ultimate enslavement. Your femcock will take him over that brink tomorrow evening.”

“Thank you so much Diana! My real life began the moment I met you!”

“It was destiny Flora. All women of our inclinations find each other eventually. Over the many years since my conversion to the creed I have preferred the challenge of enslaving the likes of Bart. Resistant and recalcitrant males make the most satisfying slaves once they have been transformed. Bart will surely be but the first of many you will enslave, enjoy and finally offer up as sacrifice over the limitless years that lie ahead of you. His man meat will nourish you and become forever embedded in your tissues, just as it will all of us who partake of the feast.”

Deflowerings were held in the temple upon its alter, a massive butcher block on which the man meat was laid out for the ritual feasts. But for deflowering ceremonies it was covered with a scarlet silk cloth.

The ceremony was well attended, mistresses arriving from far and wide to bear witness to the new mistress’s first deflowering.

Flora led Bart into the temple by his leashed balls, stretched tight, shiny and deep purple. Her femcock was hung around his neck by the straps. She had chosen an upsized cock, wanting to make the event more special. They had rehearsed every detail of the ritual leading up to the moment of the deflowering thrust, especially the deep throating of the upsized mock organ. She was so pleased with Bart’s efforts in learning to take the big thing down the gullet in one smooth motion.

There was a short stairway at one end of the altar. She made Bart climb it on hands and knees and followed on foot. He was suitably meek and submissive due to the training regimen and knelt facing the audience. Diana, Mistress of Ceremonies joined them there to give a brief homily.

“Welcome ladies, sisters! This evening we will all bear witness to the final epiphany of slave Bart, once and incorrigible abuser of women, now on the threshold of becoming an exemplary slave thanks to the efforts of mistress Flora and our training staff. There is no greater joy in the Divine Mother’s heaven than that which comes from such a transformation. Bart, like all of his ilk, was truly just a lost sheep waiting to be found by a proper sheperdess. His place in the Mother’s heaven will be assured when he is offered up as sacrifice to nourish us at the time of mistress Flora’s choosing. So, without further ado let the deflowering proceed!”

Diana remained on the altar to assist in the preparations. Flora removed the femcock from Bart’s neck and handed it to him. He installed it upon her with practiced hands. She made him bend over on elbows and knees facing the audience and use his hands to part his cheeks, exhibiting his virgin hole. Flora went to her knees beside him and held her fearsome femcock in juxtaposition to emphasize the contrast between tight virgin hole and upsized femcock. She looked to the audience with a lascivious grin. There were muted cackles, giggles and lewd murmurs of anticipation.

Flora made him kneel sideways to the audience and stood with the femcock jutting towrd his mouth. She wanted everyone to have a good view of the shaft disappearing down his throat. With a snap of her fingers she pointed to the cock and he opened his mouth to accept it. His lips closed upon the glans and, upon another snap of her fingers he leaned forward, taking it down with ease, the cock vanishing down his throat until his nose was buried in her nappy bush.

Flora hit the button and the femcock pulsed and hummed. He commenced the fellatio, head going back and forth faster and faster, slobber dripping while Flora just stood with hand on hips at first, wanting all her sisters to see what a willing cocksucker he was. But her arousal soon mounted and she slipped a finger into his head ring and worked his head back and forth, ramming and gyrating with her hips. The pulsing of the femcock upon her lady parts had its effect and orgasm struck with knee buckling force. Diana had to step up and take hold of her shoulders lest she topple from the altar.

She pulled back and the glans exited his gullet with the champagne cork pop that always brought mirth from the mistresses. Well-rehearsed, he wasted no time in assuming the position, turning and bending over, resting forehead on forearms, ass raised in offering. Flora gave him a couple of sideways kick to make him turn so his ass faced the audience. She wanted her sisters to see the big dick plunge into his virgin orifice.

He was tall and his ass was raised high so she meant to take him from the standing position, driving down into him. Diana provided a dollop of lube onto his hole. Flora straddled his up-raised ass and aligned the glans upon his orifice for the entering thrust.

She grasped the base of the femcock to hold it steady and then drove down hard and without mercy as he screamed from her cruel, stretching intrusion. A third of the length disappeared into him. She paused for a moment to gather herself then drove down hard again and again, forcing the shaft in deeper inch by inch. When its full length was in him she drew back and out all the way to show the audience his gaping hole. Whoops, cheers and applause echoed in the chamber.

She plunged the cock in again and its full length vanished into him as another scream was torn from his depths. Then he gave out delightful, mewling bitch squeals of pain as she rutted with abandon. All eyes were riveted upon the big shaft going in at out in escalating rhythm. All ears were attuned, awaiting the moment of epiphany when the pain would morph to pleasure and he would surrender any remaining vestiges of his manhood delusion in the throes of an orgasm that would enslave him to the femcock for life.

Bart’s tears trickled over his forearms as he sniveled, whimpered and sobbed, wondering if he had been torn wide open by the big dick that ravaged him. Suddenly, he gasped in surprise at the twinges of hot pleasure he felt deep within as the femcock achieved its desired effect. First the pleasure comingled with the pain, but soon the pleasure eclipsed all. He had been long denied orgasm and the deep ache in his balls had been his constant companion. Now he felt a welling up in those stretched and purple orbs and then a surge of mad delight as they contracted and gave forth his first creamy spurt down onto the altar cloth. More waves of ecstasy followed, timed with each succeeding spurt, each accompanied by a quavering moan of emasculated surrender. A thick creamy puddle accumulated on the scarlet silk.

His vocalizations triggered Flora, consuming her in her own surge of triumphant ecstasy. She had put the femcock to other slaves and found it an exquisite delight but all that paled before this, the taking at once of her new slave’s virginity and manhood. Bart collapsed belly down as he turned to jelly when emptied of his load and she also melted as they crumpled to the floor together. She lay on top of him with femcock still embedded fully and she gave him a few more languid thrusts as if to gave final affirmation of her possession and dominance.

The audience rose in standing ovation as whoops and wolf whistles rang out. They lay there for a few minutes until Flora firmed, pulled out and stood. Bart rose to his knees, knowing his next duty. He sucked the soiled organ clean and then bowed to suck up his load. As instructed he left a share of it upon the cloth to mark it with a lingering white stain. It would hang on the wall in Flora’s apartment to commemorate the deflowering. It would be joined by numerous others as she acquired and deflowered new slaves over the course of the many years to follow.

There was an after party held in celebration. Eunuch slaves carried tables and trays laden with food and drink in abundance. A throne chair was also brought in and Bart was placed before it on his knees. Each mistress in attendance would have her chance to enjoy his tongue while others stood around eating, drinking, gossiping and engaging in lewd girl talk at the expense of the inferior gender.

EPILOGUE

Bart was to become an exemplary slave whose transformation by Flora from sexist pig and rapist greatly enhanced her reputation in the cult. The only problem was his being so much in demand for slave swaps that she had to lay down the law and impose some limits lest she not have time to enjoy him herself.

A year or so later upon the summer solstice Tessa offered up her sweet slave David as a sacrifice to the Mother. So much was he in the thrall of his mistress and so accepting of his place in the world he had come to willingly inhabit that he surrendered himself without hesitation. Tessa’ heart puffed with pride when he spoke a few words before the preliminary tortures commenced: “Mistresses, may my agonies bring you pleasure and may my flesh give you nourishment. I offer myself up with a will for the glory and exaltation of our Divine Mother!”

All were so pleased and impressed that it was to become a ritual oration by every slave before succumbing to the sacrifice. It was a testament to the power of Tessa’s dominant will and her status within the cult was much elevated.

He was led among the assembled mistresses who poked and pinched him, laying claim to their preferred portions. His man meat was of a rare succulence and tenderness.

Three years passed, years of unalloyed delight for Flora and her adoring slave. She strictly rationed the femcock, putting his cock in a cage and denying him orgasm for a month at a time, so much enjoying the rising intensity of the cunnilingus he provided day in and out. The he would get his reward, taking the femcock until she wrung out every drop of cum.

Unfortunately his endowment, despite his earlier boasts about his size, was insufficient to bestow the privilege of entering her body’s orifices. But he made up for it by becoming a willing and adept cuck, performing his duties to perfection when she summoned the stud slaves to service her. His skillful deepthroating purged the studs of their premature ejaculations in record time and he cleaned up their loads from her orifices with seeming hunger.

But, inevitably, in the course of Flora’s investigations and apprehensions of sex offenders she began to feel a certain itch for another conquest. Her interest was piqued by young Drake Evans, a dark and handsome habitual cad and date rapist. She saw to his apprehension and his training commenced forthwith. Upon its completion Bart would be offered up for the sacrifice and ritual feast.

Drake’s training took a few weeks longer than usual due to a stubborn streak. Bart’s only hint of what was to come was how Flora encouraged and at times even forced him to gorge himself at every meal to fatten and tenderize him. But the hint escaped him as his waistline expanded. He was so addled and enthralled with the daily intimacies with his adored mistress no thought of anything else could enter his mind, even though, like all slaves he was well aware of his ultimate fate and was a well indoctrinated and devout worshipper of the Mother.

He was given no warning. On the morn of the winter solstice Flora informed him as he knelt before her that he was to be sacrificed that very evening. At first he weakened and flung himself at her feet to beg for reprieve. She couldn’t deny herself a bit of cruel enjoyment and told him she might reconsider if he performed an exceptional cunnilingus, though it was all to be solely for her own pleasure. Thus motivated he performed an exceptional oral pleasuring indeed, but all hope was dashed when she claimed it to be substandard.

He lay prostrate and sobbing for a while, kissing her feet and pleading. But then she reminded him of his known duty to submit to the will of his mistress and to that of the Mother. He was to have a place in heaven with her if he offered himself up as a willing sacrifice.

“Slave Bart do you love me?”

He rose to his knees to speak.

“Yes mistress, more than life itself!”

The import of his own words hit home and he knelt up straighter as his resolve filled him.

“Do you love our Divine Mother?”

“Yes mistress! Just as I love you!”

“Do you want to make me happy and proud of you?”

“Oh yes mistress!”

“Then offer yourself up slave! You look absolutely delicious now that I have fattened you. I can almost taste your succulent and tender man meat as I devour you! I can already almost feel my body taking its life prolonging nourishment as I digest you. And then there is the moment of cleansing as I pass from my body the remains of you I cannot utilize into the mouth of my new slave as I defecate you!”

She called Diana and Tessa to join her on his final day and they partook of his tongue to heart’s content and later gave him reward by way of their femcocks for his willing sacrifice.

Just before the sacrifice he was led among the mistresses for them to lay claim to their portions. They poked and pinched, commenting favorably on what a well fattened and meaty specimen he was.

Then Flora led him by his stretched and purple balls into the temple. Though he trembled in terror at his coming ordeal he held his head high as he mounted the altar steps, knelt to face the mistresses assembled for the feast and spoke the ritual words.

The feast that followed was a memorable one in the quantity and quality of man meat devoured. The mistresses lay long in pleasant torpor as they digested. The morning would bring the satisfying purge of the defecation.
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