
        
            
                
            
        

    
WAR OF THE GENDERS

A few light years away on a planet much like ours.

CHAPTER ONE

The flotilla of five mini submarines, each carrying eight mascs, except for one with nine, approached the forested shoreline with slow stealth. It was the wee hours of a hot summer night and the sky was overcast, perfect for launching a raid into fem territory. The mission: capture fertile fems for breeding and for pleasure.

The subs reached the point of running aground, stopped in virtual unison, and surfaced. Captain Kral  Benz, a tall and muscular physical specimen, blond haired and blue eyed, who was in command of the operation raised the hatch cover for a look around. His night vision goggles took in the sight of the empty beach. The wind was light, the steamy humid air nearly calm. He issued a terse order: “Go!”

Hatch covers popped open and forty-one men disembarked into chest deep water, waded ashore and crossed the beach into the trees with the swift athleticism of highly trained commandos. They rendezvoused just inside the cover of the forest and set out single file toward the fem village three klicks inland where recon had reported a goodly number of suitable sex and breeding slaves.

It was the 458th year after the Partition of the planet Zaron, fourth planet from its yellow sun, small in size with two main land masses separated by a fifty-klick channel that marked the boundary between fems and mascs. The planet’s atmosphere was thin, just enough so to make flight and airborne weaponry impossible.

Centuries ago, no one could remember why, the genders had reached a point of unresolvable conflict over equality of rights. A fierce civil war broke out, so destructive to both genders that a truce was called and the sexes agreed to divide the planet between them. The mascs migrated to the western continent while the fems stayed on the eastern.

Each side held onto its prisoners of war. The captive fems became breeding and pleasure slaves for the mascs. The masc prisoners were enslaved as the fems saw fit.

The mascs agreed to supply sperm for breeding to the fems and the fems agreed to deliver all boy children to the mascs. This arrangement lasted but 20 years. The fems held all the cards when it came to breeding and ceased to send boy children to the mascs, instead keeping them to be raised as breeder slaves. They had treacherously planned this all along.

One masc could be used to seed any number of fems so the largest and strongest mascs were milked for their semen and the rest became sex slaves or were castrated and put to labor. The fems’ greatest enjoyment came from dominating and degrading the enslaved mascs and forcing them to provide orgasmic pleasure. Inventive cruelties and humiliations were inflicted upon the mascs with glee.

Using selective breeding the fems grew large, typically about two meters tall and muscular, more than a match for a typical masc.

Facing extinction, the mascs turned to raiding fem territory to procure females for breeding and to satisfy their lust. It was not easy to capture and subdue the powerful fems and breeding stock was always in short supply, even with the selective breeding of fems who would produce triplets or even quadruplets. Raids were constant with a high probability of the raiders being killed or captured. Capture became the rule. The fems wanted fresh genes for their pool and the best specimens among the captured raiders were saved for breeding and the rest became sex slaves or eunuch laborers. The fems were cruel and lustful, taking great delight in forcing captives to perform degrading sex acts for their pleasure. They were endowed with the appetite and capacity for near limitless orgasmic pleasure.

The fems were sufficient onto themselves and made no attacks on the masc continent, seeing no need for the bloodshed that would ensue. They became adept at dealing with the pesky masc raids, the success of which continued to diminish. But yet the mascs persisted out of desperation and mindless lust. The capture of raiders became something like a sport for the fems, whose contempt for the mascs knew no limit. To them they were mere beasts to be enslaved for pleasure.

But there were still not enough masc prisoners for every fem to have a slave of her own. Fem troopers were eager to participate in ambushes to capture mascs so they could enjoy the rape and degradations that went with them. Other fems vied to be slave trainers who could get satisfaction from subjecting the mascs to the rigors that would prepare them for duty in the dungeon pleasure chambers. Those chambers were for rent to fems who had no other outlet for their lust. Their sexual frustration and ingrained loathing of the mascs made them cruel.

Kral crept along the forest trail at the head of his men. Their landing was on a remote stretch of shoreline klicks away from the barbed wire and fortifications the fems had put up to protect more populated areas. But detachments of fem soldiers were billeted everywhere and they patrolled relentlessly.

Things looked promising to Kral. They had made their way a klick inland and the glow in the sky from the lights of the village could be seen in the distance. He was a veteran of such raids and among the most successful, having led 10 raids that had brought in 100 fems.

But then he heard the thud of an object hitting the ground behind him. He whirled around and saw the gas grenade lying on the trail, already spewing out its contents. And he saw three more plumes of gas rising along the line of his men before the gas rose to his nose and mouth. His vision blurred and dizziness set in. Just before his legs went to rubber and all went dark he saw the fem troopers emerging from ambush.

Captain Brena Klamm, in command of the fem patrol looked on with lustful anticipation as her 20 troopers emerged from their concealment in the forest and began to strip the masc commandos naked and bind them hand and foot. Their balls were yanked up between their legs behind them and clamped into wooden humbler vises. They soon turned a fine shade of purple. There would be much pleasure for her troopers before the prisoners were led back to the village to begin their life of enslavement.

Kral regained consciousness slowly to find himself naked and bound, hands cuffed behind him and wearing leg irons.. His balls were stretched painfully back between his legs and the corners of the wooden vise gouged his behind. With great effort he rose to his knees to look around. Dawn was breaking, the sky had cleared. Though the light was yet dim he could see his men lying naked and bound as he was, scattered about on the ground with the fem troopers standing over them, holding the combination of rifle and tranquilizer dark guns that were their trademark weapon.

The fems wore helmets, short uniform jackets that ended at their hips. On their feet were knee high lug soled jackboots. They were naked below the waist, hairy pussies and sumptuous asses exposed. Each wore a belt from which hung a curved dagger, a telescoping cattle prod, and pouches for spare ammo and such.

Kral knew, if rumor were true, that he would soon find himself with his face in one of those hairy wet crotches or between a pair of shapely cheeks being forced to use his tongue to give pleasure under threat of immediate castration.

Brena looked around at her haul of captives with smug satisfaction, searching for the one in command. It would be her privilege to use him for her pleasure while her troopers had their way with the others. She did envy her troopers a bit because there were enough tongues available that each would be able to enjoy two at once. But using and degrading the one in command of this invasion of the land she loved would compensate.

Brena was an exceptional specimen of her kind, well over the average height, broad of shoulder, narrow of waist with wide hips, lyre shaped behind and hefty thighs. She had yet to encounter the masc she couldn’t womanhandle into submission with ease. She wore her raven hair long in a ponytail that fell nearly to her waist. Her steel blue eyes could pierce the soul of any masc who looked into them. Her face was of regal beauty with a permanent expression of arrogance, especially when a naked masc captive knelt before her.

Brena had been assured by her commanding officer that one more good haul of masc slaves would earn her a major promotion and a medal for meritorious service. She had no doubt that bringing in a whole platoon would be more than enough.

As she perused the prisoners her eyes fell on Kral. She had no doubt he was in command and would become an exceptional slave as well as a breeding masc. He was on his knees looking away from her and she came up behind him and grabbed his hair, twisting it painfully.

Kral turned to look up and found his eyes locked with a towering beauty whose lascivious leer did not bode well for him. Brena looked to her troopers and barked the order they all waited.

“Enjoy yourselves sisters! When you’ve satisfied yourselves we’ll haul them in!”

Then she dragged Kral by the hair, as easily as if he were a doll, over to where a spreading tree stood by the edge of the woods. The ground was covered with soft dewy vegetation. She threw him onto his back and pressed her booted foot down onto his chest and looked down at him with lustful anticipation in her eyes. His eyes traced the length of her long, tapered leg to her big hairy cunt. It exuded an animal ferocity and he had visions of it devouring him. But there was an animal magnetism to it as well that riveted his eyes upon it.. Brena laughed in contempt.

“What is your name masc, and what do you think are you doing here?”

Kral made bold to answer with equal scorn.

“Captain Kral Benz, fifth regiment of masc commandos. We are here to procure pussy you bitch! I’ve brought home my share of the likes of you and put my pecker to them! I’ll shoot my load into your cunt one day! I promise!”

Her answer was a foot across his throat, pressing down, cutting off breath.

“Well Captain, if you are like the other mascs with whom I’ve been acquainted you have never in your life given pleasure to a fem. That will be changing in just a minute!”

Indeed, Kral’s sexual experience was limited to inserting his big dick into bound, helpless fems to satisfy himself and to impregnate them. Sex was strictly rationed among the mascs due to the chronic shortage of females. His rank and his physique gave him sexual privileges the lower ranks could only dream of. But even he was limited to one seeding a week. The lesser mascs were lucky to have it once every couple of months or even a year for the least among them. All fems, whether captured or bred, were sex slaves.

Brena drew her wicked dagger from its sheath and continued her derisive tirade.

“You are quite the “cocky” one if you pardon my pun but any resistance is ill advised. Your balls are mine for the taking with one quick stroke of this and yours would not be the first pair of warm severed balls I have held in my hand. I would prefer to keep you intact for breeding and castrated males are worthless for pleasure. And our pussies have a power over you mascs that you will soon begin to experience.”

“This capture of you platoon will ensure my promotion to regimental commander, which affords me the privilege of having a person sex slave. In a most delightful process, I will break you and train you. As we go along you will succumb to the power of my will and you will come to adore me as your goddess. I know you can’t believe this and will resist at first. That is well and good. I will enjoy crushing your rebellion and one day I will feel your surrender.”

She shifted her feet to stand with his head between them and looked down at him with a leer, then lowered herself to sit on his chest with her cunt inches from his face. It exuded her feral perfume. To his own surprise Kral raised his head and extended his tongue to lick it. Fem slaves were always kept shaven and bathed and he had never before had the scent of hairy unwashed pussy fill his nostrils. A longing to taste her overcame him despite his efforts to fight it. Brena laughed in smug satisfaction and placed a hand on his forehead to hold him back.

“See masc, you already feel my power. You are to have a steady diet of my fem juices and your will to resist will be slowly eroded and you will succumb. Now taste me!”

She settled onto her knees, covering his face with her oozing snatch. Her scent and taste dizzied him and he plied his tongue upon her lush tissues with hunger even as he cursed himself for his own weakness.

Brena thrilled with delight as his tongue went to work. Many a masc prisoner had lain this way beneath her cunt, serving her pleasure but this one was special. Breaking, training, and owning him would bring special satisfaction because of his arrogant pride. And she could contribute a valuable seeding masc as well.

But Kral had no experience in oral pleasuring and his efforts were inept. She rose a bit and held the dagger before his eyes with a menacing glare. She used the fingers of her other hand to part her labia and show him the little swollen pink orb.

“Lick me there if you want to keep your balls! Make me come! Now!”

His terror of the knife was palpable as he put tongue to her clit. In a scant minute she felt the welling up of orgasm and just before she passed into its throes she pinched his nose between thumb and forefinger so he would have to open his mouth to breathe. She kept her grip as the great wave of ecstasy washed over her and gushed his mouth full of her cum. He choked but then swallowed it down. She relaxed in satisfaction and fell forward to rest on her hands with her cunt still over his face. She was pleased by the first small hints of his surrender as the effect of his first imbibing of her fem juices took hold.

Looking around, Brena saw her troopers having their way with the captives. A tall pine tree had fallen into the clearing years ago and several prisoners were lying bound along its trunk face up. Troopers straddled their faces, enjoying themselves immensely, each crying out in orgasmic ecstasy, then dismounting so another could take her place. Others stood with one foot on the log, legs parted wide with mascs kneeling in front and behind with their faces buried in pussies or between cheeks, giving the special pleasure only two tongues at once could provide. Some collapsed to the ground from the intensity of the orgasms and others would take their places.

Other troopers were cruelly tormenting captives with their cattle prods with special attention to their stretched-out balls. The captives wore leg irons with enough slack in them to allow the prisoners to hobble around and troopers chased them around the clearing, zapping their balls as they made futile efforts to flee. A sweet cacophony of orgasmic cries, gleeful cackling laughter and screams of masc torment filled the air.

Well pleased with her troopers, Brena turned her attention back to Kral. She reversed herself so his face was pressed into the cleft between her cheeks, then reached out to grab his cock, finding him fully hard and laughed wickedly.

“So masc! You cock betrays you. Here you are, stiff as a stick! You liked the taste of me didn’t you? Now you can have a taste of my asshole! I had to shit in the woods while we were lying in ambush and there was nothing for me to wipe with. I think your tongue will serve well as my toilet paper. My knife will make short work of your thing if you don’t lick me spotless!”

Kral’s mind reeled in revulsion as she pressed backward, forcing her anus against his lips. But he felt the cold steel of the blade against his shaft and steeled himself to obey her command. His tongue swabbed away the shit caked over her orifice and she moaned her enjoyment and pressed her ass harder onto his face.

“Now I want to feel your tongue inside me masc! There’s more in there for you to clean up! Get it in there deep!”

He felt the sharp edge of the blade at the base of his shaft and resigned himself to the degradation. But to his shame, his cock hardened even more and he found arousal from the press of her exquisite behind upon his face. He felt her hole relax a bit and he probed deep as he could with his long supple tongue and cleansed her. Then she ordered him to slobber and bathe her vortex with his spit while sucking and licking her immaculate. When satisfied with his cleaning she held her cunt above his mouth.

“Now masc! You will be needing some mouthwash before you serve my pussy again. I have a fine golden vintage that will do the trick. Open wide and drink or I’ll split your thing right down the middle!”

He felt the edge of the blade along the length of his underside and he opened wide. Looking up, he saw her cunt hovering a handsbreadth above his mouth. Suddenly a golden torrent poured from between her ragged lips and the pungent flood filled his mouth. He felt more pressure from the knife on his cock as a warning. Resigning himself, he gulped the first mouthful down and was filled soon again. Three more times his mouth was filled and each time he managed to take it down. Then she lowered her pussy to his lips and he knew he must lick and suck the leavings from her labia and pubes. She dropped her cunt onto his face to be pleasured again.

His face was buried in her pussy, nose up her vagina as he licked her clit and her felt his balls begin to ache the way they did on the day before his weekly release. To his humiliation, he had to admit to himself he was weakening and beginning to yield to her power. And his shame redoubled when, as she passed into the throes of her orgasm, he opened his mouth in spite of himself to accept and swallow her gush.

But Brena was far from finished with him. She rode his face to two more orgasms before feeling sated. Just before each orgasm she poked the point of her dagger on the tender spot just below Kral’s glans to make him open his mouth to say “ow” so her gush could fill it. He swallowed it down with what seemed a growing thirst. And she looked to her troopers, who she could tell had also satisfied themselves and were making casual sport of the mascs with their prods and using their mouths as their toilets.

It was time the bring the prisoners in. They were made to stand in a line and two-meter-long ropes were tied to each humbler and passed back between the legs of the prisoner behind and tied again so they were strung together by the balls. Brena brought Kral up to the front, tied a leash onto his humbler and passed it forward between his legs so he would lead the prisoner march.

The procession set off down the trail. Troopers walked along each side of the line with prods at the ready. The legs of the fems were long and the pace was fast. Their leg irons only allowed the prisoners to hobble along so keeping up was a challenge. And the cattle prods were gleefully applied to the cocks or balls if any prisoner lagged or stumbled, or for no reason other than sadistic pleasure. A chorus of yelps and howls of pain and cruel laughter filled the air as they marched along.

Brena set the pace, yanking Kral along when he slowed. Kral was at war with himself, unable to keep his eyes off Brena’s exquisite ass, and fighting his longing to press his face between those shapely cheeks. His cock was like an iron rod and hated himself for his weakness. Brena turned to look at him and a cruel gleam came to her eyes when she saw his erection. She turned and touched her prod to his glans, making him yelp and stumble, slowing down the line. A trooper behind him put her prod to his balls to urge him along. His cock went limp. But five minutes later Brena turned and saw him hard again, cackled wickedly and zapped him. On they marched and several more times he took the prod to his prick.

It was nearing noon when the village came into view through the trees and they were led into what appeared to be the town square and park. Tall shade trees stood amidst a thick green lawn. There was a broad wooden stage, about ten meters square, in the center of the park three steps above ground, with stairways leading up to it from each direction. In fact, the “village” was a fem military outpost meant to bait mascs into raids. There were also slave pens where newly captured mascs we kept while being trained to give pleasure before they were sent off to be either sold at auction or to serve in the pleasure chambers that could be rented by any fem with money to spend. A regiment of fem troopers was quartered there and Brena would take command of it after her portion ceremony the next day.

A row of low wooden pillories was at center stage with a wooden rail about knee high running parallel to it. The ropes that strung the prisoners together were removed and ten mascs were herded up onto the stage urged by the prods. The rest were made to kneel on the grass. The top jaw of the pillory was raised by a fem on each end, opening up the neck holes, and the prisoners were dragged forward and bent over the rail with their necks in the holes. The top jaw was dropped and locked in place, rendering the mascs helpless, bent over the rail with their asses raised high. Their humblers were removed.

There was a large weatherproof chest off to one side. It was opened and a 25cm by 5cm thick strapon cock was handed out to each trooper. They were shockingly realistic in anatomical detail, with big balls below and vaginal insertion bulb at right angles. Powerful batteries were in the faux scrotums and the cocks would vibrate to maximize pleasure for the wearer. The troopers gleefully strapped them on and flaunted them at the masc prisoners who knelt trembling on the lawn. Brena called out in an iron voice to inform the mascs of what was about to transpire.

“Now masc scum! You are to be introduced to the femcock! Most of you have made some of my sisters feel the inevitability of their rape. Now it will be your turn!”

A container of lube jelly was handed around and just a dab was placed on the end of each cock. Then ten troopers took positions, standing behind a prisoner, pressing the cock tips against the virgin male orifices. A trooper stood in front of them with hand raised. On a count of three she gave the signal and the ten troopers threw their powerful hips forward in unison. The mascs gave out cries of torment at the tearing pain of being so cruelly deflowered. Most of the cocks only entered about a third of the length and there was more and greater pain as they were forced in inch by inch until bush tickled behind.

Brena stood aside with Kral on his knees next to her watching in horror. She chuckled cruelly.

“You will be spared the femcock for the time being masc. I will be taking you later on. It will be a more special occasion to celebrate my promotion. Every masc prisoner gets the anal rape he deserves to begin his life of enslavement. Just watch. You’ll be surprised!”

Kral shuddered as he watched the troopers rutting brutishly on his men. Bellies slapped on behinds and the long cocks went in and out in a quickening cadence as the lust of the troopers rose to its peak. But then, most shocking of all, the masc prisoner’s moans of pain seemed to morph into moans of pleasure and one by one they came. Spurts of cum splattered the boards of the stage and each gave out a strange breathy sound of emasculated surrender. It seemed to trigger the troopers, who threw back their heads in near unison and gave out triumphant howls of orgasmic delight.

The troopers withdrew their cocks and stepped back. The mascs were released from the pillory and made to turn and kneel before the troopers. They were ordered to lick and suck the blood and shit streaks from the cocks. By now the threat of castration was implicit and they meekly obeyed. Then they were herded down from the stage with heads bowed in unmanned humiliation and another batch of ten was clamped in the pillory. Ten more troopers took their places behind them.

The deflowering of the prisoners was a privilege earned by the troopers who brought them in and each trooper had the honor of taking two slaves that day. Large puddles of cum lay on the floorboards after the last batch of mascs was taken. Those suffered the degradation of lapping it up. Then they were herded off to the slave pens to await the start of the slave training upon the morrow.

But Brena kept Kral with her and led him away to her personal living quarters. She planned to spend the afternoon giving him rigorous training and prepare him for the ceremony tomorrow when she would receive her promotion and medal. And then, in public, she would deflower Kral and claim him for her own.

Later, that evening, she would join her commander General Ulla Ganz for a celebratory private dinner. Ulla was both her revered mentor and good friend. And “shish kabob” was on the menu in honor of the occasion. It was a rare and special treat she had only heard about but had yet to taste. She would take her trophy Kral along to serve Ulla’s pleasure. He would need a crash course in the fine points of cunnilingus and other acts of pleasuring beforehand.

And, most importantly Kral would have to learn to suck her cock. A deepthroat fellatio to orgasm for the entertainment of those attending the ceremony was a required preliminary to his deflowering.

They reached Brena’s quarters and she led him to her big armchair and made him kneel. Then she removed the humbler and wrapped a leather strap containing a shocker around his balls. She settled into the chair comfortably, draping her long legs over the arms, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can. On an end table beside the chair was the remote that controlled the shocker. She turned it to maximum.

“I am going to uncuff you masc, but that thing around your balls will make sure you behave yourself. Let me demonstrate!”

She pushed the button and Kral felt as if his balls had been kicked by a mule. He hit the floor, curled up fetal and moaning. Brena uncuffed him and made him kneel again. No more words were needed on that subject.

“Okay masc, you have gotten me off several times, for the most part satisfactorily, but now you need instruction in the finer points before you serve the pleasure of the general. She is a most discriminating woman and expects not only abject submission but refined technique. I wish we had more time but we will do the best we can. And you had better learn fast. I don’t want to be introducing you to the general as a eunuch!”

She grabbed Kral’s hair and drew him toward her cunt.

“I know how the General prefers to have her pussy eaten. First you will extend and cup your tongue. Then you will go down low and lick upward, gathering her poontang in the cup of your tongue. You will then swallow and make sure she hears you do it. You will repeat until she gives you further instruction. Your licking will probably arouse her to readiness for her first orgasm and she will guide your attentions to her clit. You will lick hard and she will come quickly. Be prepared to accept and swallow her gush.”

“After she comes you must immediately go down to lick her anus. This will arouse her for her next orgasm. Make sure you get your tongue in deep and if she needs cleaning you will lick and suck until she is spotless. By then she should be ready to come again and she will let you know. You will slip a finger up her ass and gently fuck her with it while you lick and suck her clit. This should set her off very soon but then you must encircle her clit with your lips, accept her gush, and then flutter your tongue ever so softly on her clit. This should induce a multiple orgasm. Continue the flutter until she pushes you away. But be prepared to go back down to the anus and start all over if she wishes it so. Now let’s begin!”

She tugged him forward by the hair but, to his shame, he found himself leaning in to taste her mostly of his own accord, the scent of her dizzying him. He scooped up a quantity of Brena’s ooze onto his tongue and swallowed, then cursed himself silently for craving the next mouthful. Brena pushed his head back to stop him and he looked up at her to see a smile of smug satisfaction on her face.

“You’re feeling it aren’t you masc! It never fails! Ingestion of my poon is already weakening.  But you have no idea what awaits you. Now continue!”

He scooped another mouthful, swallowed, and then abandoned all pretense and yielded to his growing desire and hunger. There was even a creeping sense of adoration and longing to please her. In his depths he warred with himself but there was a rush of joy when she gave out a deep sigh of growing pleasure. Soon she was rolling her hips in answer to his lapping in her crevice and her breath came in panting gasps. She grabbed him by the ears as rammed her pubis against his lips. He knew by then to find her clit and give it all attention. And there was further shame deep within him when he had to admit he thirsted for the gush that would burst from her upon her climax.

Suddenly, she shuddered and convulsed, letting out a ferocious sound of brute pleasure and satisfaction. He encircled her with his lips and moaned in delectation when the elixir of her pleasure filled his mouth and he gulped it down. And again, there was that sense of weakening, another chink in his armor breached. She sighed and relaxed, legs still parted wide, exposing the entirety between her legs and, unbidden, he went down low to find her nether orifice. She murmured instruction softly.

“Very gently now! Just lick. Flat of your tongue.”

A feeling of worshipful tenderness overcame him even as he raged within against it. He caressed her vortex ever so delicately and thrilled when she tousled his hair with what felt like growing affection, as if for a pet. He also sensed an arrogant certainty of her growing power over him. He licked her as the minutes passed and soon her breathing elevated and she hissed further instruction through clenched teeth.

“Harder now! Get it inside of me!”

He probed against her hole with his tongue and he felt it relax so his slithering organ could slip inside her orifice. She rolled her hips, ramming herself against his mouth, demanding. He wriggled his tongue with all his might as she groaned her enjoyment.

Brena had been surprised with the depth of his tongue’s penetration that first time in the woods and now he probed even deeper and she wondered if he might be one of those special slaves who could give the triple pleasure. If so, Ulla would be most pleasantly surprised and it would add much to Brena’s prestige. She resolved to find out. But then fatigue set in on Kral’s tongue and her pleasure subsided. It was inevitable of course. Long and rigorous conditioning would be needed before his tongue would become the tireless instrument of pleasure it needed to be.

A thin, meter-long whip lay on the floor beside the chair and she picked it up and gave him half a dozen stinging lashes across the back while driving her ass against his mouth. The message required no words. He redoubled his efforts and pleased her for a few more minutes but fatigue set in again and the whip sang its song. He finally got her arousal to the proper pitch and she grabbed his hair and held his mouth at the maw of her vagina.

“Get it up my nookie now masc! As deep as you can go!”

She felt his tongue slip inside and, sure enough, it reached her G.

“Lick at the top! Do you feel it masc? Lick it hard!”

Indeed, he felt it, a soft mound of smooth flesh on the roof of her cavern. He put his tongue’s tip to it and worked it hard. She gave out a deep sigh. He found that his nose was pressed to her clit and she rocked her hips, grinding against it while barking a command.

“Finger up my ass now masc! Fuck me with it!”

She had never experienced the triple. Only rare slaves could perform the act. It was the ultimate oral pleasuring and she soon knew why. When she felt his finger go up her behind the sensation of all her pleasure points being worked at once maddened her with delight. Orgasm struck from her clit first, a surge of ecstasy but his tongue and finger kept working and she snarled a command.

“Don’t stop!”

Then the rolling G orgasm set in, wave after wave coursing over her. She rode them, crests and troughs, primal cries torn from her depths with each. There was one final burst, and a gush that poured from her and puddled on the floorboards. She went gelatinous, limbs flopping, feet hitting the floor, as she blacked out for a moment then passed into a daze, savoring.

She knew then that she would be the envy of all if the secret got out. Slave swapping was an expected courtesy among those privileged to own one. But she also knew she could not deny Ulla this pleasure and in the end her better instincts demanded that she share Kral with her sisters.

Kral rested his head on Brena’s sated pussy, his mind spinning in turmoil. He felt worshipful joy at giving her such bliss, even as he cursed himself again for his weakening. And an ache of longing had blossomed in his balls, the same ache he felt when the day before he seeded a fem. Coming brought relief. But every inhalation of her scent seemed to worsen the ache and letting him come seemed to be the farthest thing from his captor’s mind.

Brena recovered from her sweet stupor and then it was time to introduce Kral to the femcock. Hers was in a fine wooden box on the end table beside her chair. She opened it and took out the lurid instrument of pleasure, then stood, holding it out to Kral.

“Take it in your hands masc. You must learn to install the mechanism of you unmanning upon me.”

He took the device from her and she stood with legs apart so he could slide the bulb into her vagina. Then he fastened the straps to hold it in place. She stepped back a bit and posed herself for him with the fearsome cock jutting from her hairy loins. Awe and dread filled him. She exuded dominant power and he sensed he would succumb in the end, resist though he might. She gave out a knowing chuckle.

“Yes masc. You see it don’t, your future? You will not believe it but soon you will long for the femcock every minute of your waking life. The reality will not hit home until I deflower tomorrow. But first things first. You will suck it for me now. You will take it down the throat until my bush tickles your nose! Come here!”

He hesitated and she pointed the shocker remote at him with menace in her eyes. He sagged in resignation and knee walked until he was within her reach. She grabbed him by the ear and drew him closer until the tip of the cock pressed against his lips. But he refused to open at first so she set the remote to a reduced voltage and hit the button. He opened to cry out in pain and she rammed the cock in all the way to his gullet.

“Now suck it masc whore! Worship it with your mouth!”

She gave him another jolt to urge him on and he went to sucking and licking. She pressed a button on the front of the harness and a soft humming and vibration began. Brena drew in breath as the device massaged her tissues, making them swell and tingle. Hers was an advanced version of the femcock that transmitted the sensations of Kral’s oral caresses to her clit and G. She took hold of both his ears and pressed the flared glans against his gullet.

“Now deepthroat it slut! All the way down! Relax your throat! Lower your tongue!”

She forced it harder, making him gag. But he heeded her words, finding he could lower the back of his tongue a bit and open his throat wider. With a soft pop it slid in deeper, past his tonsils. She drove with her hips and half the shaft disappeared. One more thrust buried it to the depths and Kral’s nose was pressed into her fragrant bush. Then she withdrew until just the glans remained between his lips.

“Now make your throat a pussy for me bitch and run the tip of your tongue along my cock while I fuck you!”

She drove in hard and the shaft went halfway down, then thrust again to drive it home. Holding his ears, she worked his head back and forth as the cock went in and out full length, sending waves of delight coursing through her. Her lust built to crescendo and orgasm struck with force, buckling her knees. A fierce shriek of ecstasy was torn from her depths. She grasped his head between her hands to hold her balance with the cock buried to the hilt as her body went limp in satisfaction. She held that way for a minute, then pushed him away. The cock withdrew with a loud pop and she laughed.

“Not bad for the first time masc! I think you might give my commander a satisfactory blowjob this evening. You had better! And it’s about time we go to meet her. Wait till you see what’s on the menu. For me at least!”

CHAPTER TWO

Sergeant Blan Minz of Kral’s platoon lay in his slave pen with mind reeling in fear and humiliation. First there had been the ordeal and degradation of his capture when he had been forced to satisfy the lust of several fem troopers and they had used his mouth as their toilet, forcing him to both drink and eat just to save his balls. Then it was the cruel march to the village, taking jolts from cattle prods to the cock at balls it seemed every other step. Finally, it was the anal rape that reduced him to feeling emasculated as surely as if they had cut off his balls.

Blan had always carried himself with swagger. But after the rape he shuffled along to the slave pens with stooped shoulders and head bowed, feeling wilted. To his great shame, he had felt an intensity of pleasure he had never known when he spurted his cum while being ravaged by the femcock. And the worst shame of all was the feeling he fought every minute to suppress; the feeling that he wanted it again.

The pens consisted of little more than iron bars and tin roofs. There were several rows of them perhaps fifty meters long, holding possibly hundreds of prisoners. He was naked and in leg irons and his hands were free. But the one jolt from the shocker wrapped around his balls had made the futility of resistance crystal clear.

They had been thrown into the pens in the late afternoon and left there. Toward sunset a bowl of mush had been kicked through a slot in the bars at ground level and he had eaten with his fingers. There were two tin buckets in the cage, one for him to do his business in and the other containing a chunk of soap, a rough sponge and a safety razor. It was a warm muggy night and mosquitos plagued him at first but then there was a thunderstorm with strong winds that blew them away and he was able to sleep a few hours. Sunrise came and with-it humid heat.

Suddenly harsh female voices could be heard and also the dragging of something across the bars of the cells making and awful racket. The fem guards were walking along the lines of cages swiping their billy clubs and hollering for the slaves to stand at attention before the doors. There was a buzzing sound and the cell doors slid open. They were ordered to step out of the cells holding their buckets and form a line facing left.

Then they were marched into a flagstone courtyard in the center of the cell block. There was a large drain where they were ordered to dump their waste buckets. Then they were made to kneel in a line facing a long pipe with hoses attached to it.

The guards each grabbed a hose and one of them turned on a valve at the end of the pipe. Cold water spurted out and they were hosed down. Then they were ordered to scrub themselves and shave. The hoses were turned on again and they were rinsed off. Finally, they were told to stand and back up several feet and stand at attention with their buckets behind them.

Blan looked to his left and saw a fem officer much taller than the others approaching, followed by two guards, one of them tugging a naked man by a leash clipped onto a ring in the tip of his stretched-out cock. The officers’ pate was shaven and she wore the short jacket and was naked below the waist except for black stiletto heeled thigh boots. A dense wedge of ginger pubes was at her loins.

The naked man was made to stand with his back to the prisoners and all could see he had ten X shaped marks branded onto his buttocks, five on each side. The officer walked along the length of the line of forty new prisoners giving each a malevolent glare from her piercing green eyes. Then she spoke in an iron voice as she paced back and forth before them.

“Welcome masc scum. You are now our prisoners and our slaves. It will be your lot to serve our pleasures and I am Major Manka Fornz and will be in charge of your breaking and training. You will be rigorously trained to submit and to satisfy us and the whip and other methods of persuasion will not be spared if you are so foolish as to resist. Once you have been trained you will be put to service in the pleasure chambers giving pleasure to any of your fem betters who choose you. Only absolute obedience and submission and complete satisfaction will be acceptable. Failure to please will result in a mark of demerit, such as you see on the ass of this slave, being branded on your own behind.”

She pointed to the slave who stood facing away.

“As you can surely count, this slave his ten marks on his buttocks. That means he has failed ten times to satisfy and has suffered the consequences. Slave! About face!”

The slave turned to face them and all drew in breath in shock and fear. His limp and thin dick dangled, stretched to mid-thigh by the heavy brass ring pierced through the glans. And where his balls had been there was nothing, just a thin surgical scar. Manka continued her harangue.

“Your eventual castration is inevitable mascs! But if you learn your lessons well it will be delayed perhaps for years. This slave lasted five. Since he has been put to menial labor. Your first round of training will begin shortly. Prepare yourselves to submit to degradation you have never imagined possible. Eventually each of you will be required to serve me and I will render judgement upon you. You will be given three chances to satisfy me. If upon your third try you fail to show the unquestioning obedience and depth of submission I expect you will suffer the consequences!” She pointed to the eunuch’s groin, turned and left.

A big and brutish looking sergeant with short dark hair on her head and a thick, luxuriant bush stepped forward. Her creamy-white ass was a meter wide and she stood half a head taller than the rest of the troopers. Her eyes fell on Blan, standing at attention among the prisoners, and he cringed. She stepped up to him and grabbed him by the balls, twisting them painfully and dragged him in front of the line of prisoners.

“I am sergeant Gunta Klanz.  This one will now demonstrate how to properly lick my asshole! The whips will encourage him!”

She pointed a shocker remote at the device around Blan’s balls and pressed the button. He was felled and hit the ground moaning. She went to her hands and knees and spread out her cheeks. Two troopers grabbed Blan and forced his face between them. Her big crack was rank and unwashed and her anus soiled. Two searing whip lashes fell on his back and he knew licking was his only choice. He gagged as he licked the brown smears from the crannies of her orifice, which earned him more lashes. Steeling himself he put his all into serving her, even probing his tongue in deep when she relaxed herself and cleaning what was lodged in her passage.

He had licked a lot of trooper ass in the clearing after his capture and he recalled how they had enjoyed it. It was clear his only escape from the lash would come if he gave this cruel giantess her pleasure. He wriggled his tongue with all his might and she moaned in her enjoyment, rolling her hips. But his tongue tired and the lashes fell again until he summoned the will to continue the motion that pleased her. But again, his tongue tired and he felt the cruel leather. There were several such cycles.

Finally, she rolled her hips, rubbing her big oozing smelly cunt across his face. Then she rolled to her side while clamping his head between her massive thighs. She lay with his head clenched tight; his head up between her thighs from behind, his face buried in her hairy wet crevice and between her hefty cheeks. Breathing was impossible. She held him in the airless darkness until his breath gave out and he thrashed and writhed, legs kicking, bringing cruel laughter from the troopers. At the last, blackness fell and he knew no more. Then light and air returned for a moment and he heard her iron voice.

“Use that tongue to get me off masc or I’ll snuff the life from you!”

The great thighs closed again, all the tighter. Frantic, he slithered his tongue about, hearing her moans of pleasure. He knew enough by then to seek her clit and found it, a pulsing orb the size of an olive. Breath was getting short again and, in desperation he took it between his lips and sucked as he licked. Just as he could lick no more because his consciousness was slipping she convulsed in the throes of a brutish orgasm. He thought his neck might break in her iron grip as she thrashed about. Then she moaned in release and relaxed but the clench of her fleshy thighs still held him in a death grip. Blackness fell again.

Suddenly there was light and the sound of cackling laughter. The sergeant stood up and planted her booted foot across his throat. She spoke to the prisoners in that menacing voice.

“Just a little demonstration to let you know I can femhandle any one of you with little effort. Don’t make me mad or this big pussy coming down to smother you might be the last thing your living eyes will see. Now we will break up into groups of ten and you will be trained to perform the basic acts of pleasuring. Anything less than immediate submission and obedience will be punished with utmost severity.”

“The first group of ten will learn the rudiments of cunnilingus. The second will be trained in the art of rimming. Group three will learn to suck and deepthroat the femcock. The fourth will get toilet training. We will rotate through all four phases of training and then you will all be bellied over the rail to take the femcock up your ass. Now begin!”

A small shed stood by the fence. Troopers went to it and brought out the paraphernalia needed for the training. There were narrow mattresses for the comfort of the troopers, femcocks, whips. There was one trooper to train each prisoner.

Blan found himself in the cunnilingus group with a blond-haired, blue-eyed amazon leering at him with a mattress lying beside her.

“I am trainer Zula and you will learn from me to eat pussy. Remember, your balls could be forfeit at a word from me!”

She pointed the shocker remote at his groin and pushed the button, putting him on the ground moaning.  Then she grabbed his hair and dragged him over to the mattress, laying herself down on her back, legs parted, with Blan on his knees with his face inches from her golden cunt. Her fem scent filled his nostrils and he felt a hunger that shamed him as he leaned in closer, extending his tongue, though half his mind cursed him for yielding to the allure of her feral perfume. But she held him back to give instructions.

“So masc, you want to taste me then? Quite predictable. But you are here to learn and you will follow instructions. First you will scoop up my poon with your tongue and swallow it. You will repeat until I give further orders. Now begin!”

He plunged between her thighs with his tongue cupped, inserting it low in her crevice and scooping upward. He swallowed down the amber goo and went low to get more, loathing himself for how her fem scent and taste intoxicated and brought hunger for the next mouthful. Over and over he scooped up the poon as she rolled her hips in growing pleasure. She grabbed his ears and ground her wet cunt in his face with breath coming from between clenched teeth. Then she fed him her clit, commanding him to lick and suck. He felt withering shame as he warred with himself over his mounting desire to please her. He clasped her orb between his lips and massaged it while playing the flat of his tongue over it. Her breath came in pants and she arched her back, raising her hips from the ground and convulsed as a bestial cry was ripped from her depths. Her gush filled Blan’s mouth and he knew better than to spill it. He swallowed it down and felt its effect, a feeling of worshipful surrender at having given her such delight. With every dose of fem juice, he imbibed he had felt this gradual erosion of his will. He raged within against it. But she wasn’t finished with him yet.

“Two more orgasms masc! Go down and lick my asshole to get me horned up!”

She raised her knees to her chest offering her full crotch, ragged engorged labia fringed by reddish gold hair, her pink twitching orifice down below.. He gazed at it briefly and her scent and the sight of it mesmerized him. He shook his head to clear it and to resist but, in the end, succumbed and buried his face deep in the oozing wet, seeking with his tongue for her vortex. He found it, tasting the sweet funk of her shit. And he found himself liking it, licking with hunger to clean every bit from her seams and creases, then probing into her hole to scoop out what was in there. His shame steeled him for a moment and he drew back but then he felt a sharp jolt to the balls from the shocker. He buried his face again and abandoned all pride. His nose was in her musky cavern and his tongue’s tip felt the soft tissue of her rectum. He slithered and wriggled it in and out and felt a thrill at her moans of delight. She tugged him up to her clit by the ears and he satisfied her with growing skill and passion.

He brought her to her third orgasm and she planted her booted foot on his forehead and shoved him away with contempt. Then she stood and propelled him with kicks to where a raven haired and olive-skinned fem was poised on hands and knees, offering her deep brown vortex. Zula shoved his face between her sumptuous cheeks and went off to train her next “student.”

Blan knew well by then to get busy with his tongue without delay. Her anus was soiled, as were the others, obviously by design. And he felt himself yielding to her animal scent and the soft clutch of her exquisite cheeks upon his. A passion to please came over him and he worked his tongue hard until it tired and he flagged. But three sharp jolts of the shocker urged him on. She had lowered the power so he just got a painful zap instead of the mule kick. He plunged his tongue into her orifice and managed to overcome fatigue and lick harder.

“That’s better masc!”, he heard her say. “You have half an hour of rimming to go and you better make me happy or you get more of this!”

Three more times she zapped him at a higher setting. He fought the fatigue with all his will and she moaned her enjoyment until he could not go on and she zapped him again.

“You need a break masc? Well, you at least got me horny and my pussy is right there! Make me come!”

He drew back to look at her cunt. A dense raven bush surrounded her ragged black labia, parted slightly to show the hot pink within. He was driven by a hunger half his will fought hard against as he pressed his face into her wet hairy crevice and the feral perfume drove any thought except to please and worship her from his mind. She rocked and gyrated, rubbing her ooze in his face and he found her clit. His rimming must have done the job because she shuddered and came hard within seconds. He found himself cupping his mouth to accept and swallow her gush, all self-reproach abandoned. Again, there was that feeling of creeping surrender and he found himself planting soft kisses on her hairy mount. But three sharp zaps reminded him to return to his duty. He heard her cackling laughter.

“We’re breaking you down masc! I can feel it! It’s so foolish to fight it. All of you give in and yield to our power in the end!”

As the half hour passed he rimmed until his tongue could barely move, taking more zaps than he could count. She made him bring her to orgasm once more. Then it was time. She stood and turned to him as he knelt with head bowed, barely fending off final defeat. She grabbed his hair and raised his head so he could see a hefty brown-haired fem with cock installed beckoning him with a gleeful, lascivious grin. By way of a sharp kick in the behind he was urged to grovel to her. When within her reach she grabbed an ear and pulled him to her so the femcock was pressed to his lips as she spoke in a mocking tone.

“I’m trooper Berta masc. Now be a good slut and suck my dick!  You know deep down you want to be my bitch! Open up!”

A zap to his balls made him open his mouth to yelp and she rammed the cock in. She pressed the button and he felt the vibration.

“Now suck masc! Be my slut! Make me feel your worship!”

He caressed the shaft with lips and tongue, making her shudder as the sensations were felt in her cunt. She stood for a while with hands on hips to let him suck of his own accord, gauging the depth of his submission. He sucked both from fear and a desire to please that shamed him again. She put a hand behind his head and forced the flared glans against his gullet. He choked and gagged but she was relentless and soon his throat gave. The cock slid halfway down and she drew back and thrust her broad hips hard. Three fourths of the shaft went down and another thrust plunged it to the depths, burying his face in her dense, sweaty, aromatic thicket. She held him there, grinding her hips, rubbing it in his face, stretching his gullet.

Drawing back so just the tip was in his mouth she thrusted again and the full length went in. She snarled a menacing command.

“Let’s have my blowjob now boy! Back and forth, in and out, hard and fast! Get me off!”

She took his head between her hands and forced it back and forth quickening the cadence until she reached the desired pitch, then let go and ordered him to keep it up. Back and forth went his head as she panted in growing lust through clenched teeth. Suddenly a deep, quavering moan came from her depths, rising in pitch to a fierce and piercing shriek. Cum gushed down the insides of her thighs and trickled to the ground as she went wobbly and wrapped her hands around his head, holding him with nose pressed into her pubes to keep from toppling over. When she firmed she put a hand on his forehead and shoved him away. Then she took his head and turned it so he could see Zula waving to him in invitation to give her toilet service.

Other prisoners already lay on their backs with mouth open as troopers did their business into them. Berta gave him a kick in the behind to urge him to go join Zula. He groveled to her and she ordered him to lie on his back with mouth open then stood with his head between her feet looking down at him with a leer.

“Well masc, your pussy licking relaxed me so well mother nature has taken her course. First you get a drink from me and then a nice meal!”

He shuddered as her cunt came down to hover above his mouth. A golden, pungent cascade poured from her ragged crevice and filled his mouth to near overflowing. He knew he must gulp it down or suffer. She filled him again and he swallowed again, whereupon she shifted forward to place her anus above his mouth. It puckered and twitched, then bulged downward as the turd emerged from her and descended. It was big and firm and it filled his mouth, overwhelming him and she shifted forward to lay the remainder up over his nose and onto his forehead. Her laughter exuded sadistic delight.

“You had better learn to swallow faster masc! Major Manka abhors spilling. Now start eating!”

She gave him three sharp zaps and he started choking down the foul mass inch by inch. She was handed a wooden spoon by one of the troopers and she used it to push the turd along over his face as he swallowed. The last of it passed his lips and he managed to gulp it down. Then she lowered her anus over his face, presenting it to be licked clean. He swabbed away all that was on the surface and she pressed down on his tongue while relaxing her hole so he could scoop it from there. Finally, she made him slobber his spit all over it and suck to bathe her. She held a clean white cloth before his eyes.

“Am I clean now mask?”

He nodded.

“Well I had better be. If this isn’t lily white when I wipe myself you will be sorry! You have already earned a sound whipping!”

She passed the cloth over her anus and inspected it, then showed it to him. To his relief it was spotless. But then two troopers seized him under the armpits and dragged him to the whipping station. Three heavy wooden beams 10 meters long were set on posts three meters tall and pulleys with ropes were suspended from them. Several prisoners were already hung up by the wrists with their toes just touching the ground. Their legs irons were wound tight around their ankles. There was one whip wielding trooper in front of them and another behind. The troopers were skilled at their work and the whips whirled. Lashes fell with cruel precision with many striking the helplessly exposed junk of the hopping, writhing mascs. Peals of cruel laughter, the crack of searing leather upon flesh and the screams of the victims made sweet music for the ears of the fems.

Blan was hung up on his tiptoes and he saw Tula take her position in front of him with whip in hand, her eyes alight with cruelty. She held a wicked three-meter bullwhip and whirled it around with her eyes fixed on his groin. But then a white-hot sting struck his behind. He howled and hopped and saw Tula expiring with laughter. But then she recovered and her eyes fell on his junk. He saw the blur of the whip coming at him and then she flicked her wrist, making it snap with deadly accuracy on the tip of his cock. He squealed in helpless torment from the stabbing agony as a second lash seared his back.

The flogging went on, striping his body from shoulders to ankles with bloody welts. Many struck his cock or his balls, bringing pain beyond his worst imaginings. His pleas for mercy only as he hopped about in futility, trying to dodge the lashes, only incited greater cruelty and glee from these cruel harridans. He broke down into screaming and blubbering in despair of the torture ever ending. This seemed to satisfy his tormentresses and after Tula landed one more wicked lash on his balls the flogging ceased. They let him hang there whimpering. The chorus of lashes, screams and laughter continued as other slaves suffered under the whips.

At length he was lowered and made to stand in line at attention with the rest of the prisoners. They were marched to the stage in the park to be bellied over the rail and ravaged by the femcock. To his shame, he found himself fully erect and in a weak moment he recalled the pleasure of the first rape and wanted it again. But forced himself to firm up in his resolve to never surrender.

Blan found himself in the last group to be raped. He watched in resignation as his comrades were unmanned, crying out in pain at first from the cruel entering thrusts, but eventually moaning in helpless pleasure as they spurted their loads of cum onto the floorboards. They were herded down from the stage to kneel in the grass, stooped and withered in their humiliation.

Blan was marched up onto the stage with the last group of ten and soon found himself bellied over the rail with his head clamped in the pillory. In a last-ditch effort to salvage his manhood he gritted his teeth, clenched his asshole tight, and swore to himself he would not yield to the pleasure and would not come. He felt the femcock pressing against his hole and cried out when it was driven in deep and hard despite his clenching. The pain was not much less than from the first rape. He didn’t even know which trooper was taking him.

A second thrust buried the shaft all the way and he felt the tickle of pubes on his ass. Then he felt sharp fingernails dig into his ass cheeks and the rutting commenced. He sniveled and cursed from the pain of it at first, but as the femcock drove deep again and again he felt the first sharp twinge of hot pleasure. Her belly slapped against his behind in a frenzied cadence. He gritted his teeth and fought against it, but in futility. There was the welling up of ejaculation and then hopeless surrender as his cum gushed in thick wads and he moaned in heavenly release with each spurt.

He was released from the pillory, grabbed by the ear and turned to face his rapist on his knees. It was the hefty trooper Berta who had taken him. The femcock was smeared with blood and feces and she made him suck it clean. As a member of the last group he suffered the final degradation of lapping up the big puddle of come that lay beneath the rail.

The day’s training was at its end. Blan shuffled along toward the slave pens with head hanging low in defeat, his will now finally broken by the femcock. He couldn’t fight it anymore. They reached his cage and a trooper planted a foot on his behind and shoved him inside. He lay on his belly with his head across his arms, whimpering softly.

Morning came and they were all marched to the training area again. Blan shuffled along feeling wilted and beaten. They bathed and shaved and broke up into groups of ten, kneeling in a line. He looked up to see that it would be Berta giving him his lesson in cunnilingus. She stood with the mattress behind her. He groveled to her and she laid herself down with legs parted and knees raised. He leaned in toward her big hairy cunt and caught her primal scent. In abject surrender he yielded and buried his face in the oozing wet and began to serve her with worshipful passion, every shred of his “manhood’ purged and forgotten.

CHAPTER THREE

It was time for Brena to Join General Ganz for dinner. She got out a chain leash with a leather ball spreading stretcher on its end and looped it around Kral’s scrotum. She drew it tight until his sack was smooth and shiny and watched with satisfaction as his balls turned a deep shade of purple. His balls already ached from the desire he fought to suppress and his cock was hard. Brena noticed and gave out an emasculating chuckle.

Then she led him away to the general’s quarters. He hobbled along behind her in his leg irons, struggling to keep pace with her long strides. Once he cursed her and was rewarded with a zap from the shocker that put him on the ground and a hard stomp to his aching balls.

They arrived at the small but well-appointed house reserved for VIP guests. A trooper answered the door and led them to the roofed over patio at the rear of the house where the grilled dinner was to be served. There was another trooper there and the two stood by the doorway awaiting orders. Ulla sat in a comfortable leather armchair with her naked slave kneeling before her. He too wore a leather ball stretcher containing a shocker. There was a matching chair beside her and she invited Brena to sit. She settled in and made Kral kneel beside the general’s slave.

Ulla was full figured and voluptuous. She carried her fifty years with strength and exuded dominant power. Her long black hair was tied up in a bun atop her head. Piercing steel blue eyes riveted Kral as she regarded him with an expression of arrogant and lustful cruelty. But when she turned to Brena her eyes softened and a warm smile came over her face.

“So, my child, this is the one you have chosen for your own. He is a fine physical specimen and his sperm will be quite satisfactory for seeding.”

She turned to the slave at her feet and issued an order.

“Slave Bent! You will give colonel Brena a proper greeting!”

Responding in kind Brena ordered Kral to serve the general. She had given him strict orders to perform the triple and she tingled in hopeful anticipation of her mentor’s approval. Both women spread and raised their legs, resting them on the arms of the chairs, presenting their cunts to be serviced. Slave bent crossed in front of Kral and pressed his face between Brena’s thighs. Kral took his cue and groveled to the general. His eyes found her raven pussy, big labia swollen and protuberant in her lust. He felt himself drawn forward by its animal magnetism, hard as he tried to fight it. When he drew near enough the first whiff of her perfume stripped him of all will and he buried his face in it.

Recalling Brena’s instructions he first cupped his tongue and went low to scoop up her poon, running up to the top of her crevice and swallowing down the amber mouthful. He went down and repeated and she shuddered in growing enjoyment. He took several more mouthfuls before she put a hand behind his head, pressing his face into her and rolling his hips. He felt a strange and irrepressible sense of duty to Brena and, obedient to her wishes, he plunged his long tongue deep into Ulla’s cavern to caress her throbbing G while rubbing his nose on her swollen clit.

Ulla gasped in delighted surprise at the double and grabbed his ears in a painful grip, pulling him hard against her. He caressed he G while rubbing her clit harder and her panting breaths hissed out between clenched teeth. Kral continued as her arousal mounted to its peak, then slipped a finger into her wet pussy to lube it and slid it gently up her ass, finger fucking her softly. She lurched and writhed and her mad orgasmic cry echoed off the roof. Kral continued with his triple ministrations and the rolling ecstasies commenced. Shriek after wail after howl came from her depths as the fabric of her universe was shredded. With one final convulsive shudder she went to jelly and lapsed into a semiconscious daze.

Brena’s own orgasm followed soon after. She had been distracted from slave Bent’s attentions as she listened for Ulla’s reaction to her surprise. It told her all she needed to know and she enjoyed her climax whole heartedly, then waited for Ulla to recover her senses.

Ulla’s eyes opened and a vacuous and languid smile of pure satisfaction came to her face as she looked at Brena.

“You sure have hit the jackpot dear. We had better keep this between us or you will be so swamped with swap invitations you will never have him to yourself.”

“I’ll just make sure he does it only for you or me.”

“Sounds like a plan Brena. Now let’s see to dinner.”

She turned to the troopers at the door and nodded a signal to get things going. They went out through the door.

The patio was spacious and the roof over it was held up by multiple posts around its perimeter. The troopers reentered the patio after a few minutes leading a line of eight slaves in leg irons with hands cuffed behind their backs. The wore ball gags in their mouths. Bringing up the rear was a naked eunuch carrying a tray holding mushrooms, onions and peppers and other things. He was a talented chef and would prepare the feast.

Brena glanced at the groins of the slaves and saw their scrotal sacks were banded off tightly and their balls were stretched out and purple like ripe plums. She licked her lips in anticipation of the shish kabob.

The troopers bound the slaves to the posts one by one with wide leather straps around the throat, the waist and the ankles. There was an outdoor kitchen along the wall of the house. It was equipped with outdoor cabinets and a charcoal fire glowed bright in a masonry grill. A trooper went to a cabinet, opened it and brought out two stainless steel bowls and two sharp knives and laid them on the end table between Ulla and Brena’s chairs. Ulla waved her hand in a sweeping gesture toward the bound slaves.

“You’re the guest of honor dear. You get first pick.”

Brena picked up a knife and a bowl. She handed the bowl to one of the troopers and approached the first slave. She grabbed and squeezed his balls appraisingly, then moved on to the next slave doing the same. When she had inspected all of them she went to the third one she have evaluated, grabbed his balls and sliced them off with the knife. His scream was muffled by the gag. She tossed the severed balls into the bowl held by the trooper. Then she turned to the fifth slave who, knowing his impending fate, writhed in his bonds and mumbled pleas for mercy through the gag. But his balls were gone with a stroke and Brena held them before his eyes and licked her lips before tossing them into the bowl. The slave sobbed in despair. The second slave was next and then the sixth.

She went back and sat down while the trooper took the bowl of testicles over to the grill. Ulla laughed.

“Well Brena, I hope you helped yourself to the biggest ones!”

“I did leave you the second biggest pair Ulla. Mustn’t be greedy!”

Ulla laughed again and picked up her knife from the table. All the slaves’ eyes were wide in terror and they begged and pleaded. Ulla made short work of them with no need to pick and choose. The troopers unbound them and led them away to begin their lives at hard labor.

The eunuch chef went to work. He put the scrotal sacks aside, then ran skewers through the balls, adding the vegetables between them until four generous kabobs with four balls on each lay on a tray. He put them on the grill to roast.

Along with the vegetables on the tray were two more testicles from a castration that had taken place that afternoon. Ulla had ordered them for the occasion. The chef diced and minced them along with more peppers, onions, mushrooms and spices and stuffed them into the scrotal sacks. He rolled them in breading, closed them up with small skewers and tossed them in the deep fryer. They would make for a crispy appetizer when fried golden brown. One of the troopers brought three bottles of red wine and two glasses on a tray, opened all three bottles and went to stand by the door.

Ulla and Brena each downed a tall glass of wine at a gulp and refilled right away. That glass went down quickly as well. They were both famished and the eunuch brought the appetizers just in time, with a tangy dipping sauce. Four crispy, breaded, stuffed ball sacks each held off hunger until the entre’ was served.

Brena had never tasted masc meat before, had only heard about its rich succulence and flavor. The stuffed ball sacks had a delightful crunch followed by a flavorful juicy burst. And nothing she had heard about the taste of roasted balls did them justice. The balls were big and roasted to perfection, golden brown with a crisp outer layer and a center like pate’. She took her time to savor, washing each bite down with ample wine and feeling a predatory lust she had never known before building within her.

With the last swallow she eased back in the chair with a look of sated gluttony. Ulla still had one nut left and she offered it to Brena, who waved it away. Ulla shrugged and devoured it. They took a while to digest as the wine and, above all, the masc meat slowly brought their lust to a boil.

Kral had watched the goings on with stark terror. He had thought he knew the measure of the fems who held him captive but now they had shown new depths of casual cruelty. He saw their eyes turn to him and slave Bent with a gleam of voracious lust in them that sent a chill up his spine. Both fems raised and parted their legs, presenting themselves.

No words of command were needed. Kral groveled to Brena and pressed his face between her comely thighs, nuzzling into her hairy crevice and probing his tongue into the depths of her cavern. He found the soft bulge of her G and caressed it, driven by fear, but even more by a longing to please her he felt ever harder to suppress. That fear and his ever-growing craving for the scent and taste of her shamed him. From the beginning he had felt his masc pride waning with every mouthful of the amber poon and salt- sweet femcum he swallowed down.

And even now, as he served her, the ache in his balls worsened, yet the worse it grew the greater the hunger he felt. He rubbed his nose on her clit while massaging her G and it seemed he knew just when to slip in the finger to trigger the rolling ecstasy. Brena bucked and writhed and her gush spurted up onto his forehead, then trickled down, soaking the dense pubes along the side of her crevice. She rode the waves, giving out indescribable and ferocious vocalizations, then shuddered and went limp, sighing softly and tousling his hair with something like tenderness. He cursed himself for the feeling adoration that came over him and before he knew it he was sucking on her cum soaked pubes to get every drop that clung there. When finished he pillowed his head on her sated cunt awaiting her next command.

Ulla achieved a vigorous and satisfying orgasm under Bent’s well-schooled tongue. But Brena knew she owed her mentor reciprocation so she ordered Kral to serve her with the triple. The slaves switched places. Brena was content for the moment and just enjoyed slave Bent’s oral caresses upon her anus as she watched Kral do his duty. Ulla had her ecstasy, then slumped limp and languid in her chair and reached out to take Brena’s hand in gratitude.

The fems were satisfied for the moment but the meal of masc meat had made them near insatiable and before long their lust boiled up again. The slaves were in for a long evening. The fems reversed themselves in their chairs, kneeling on the seats, presenting their behinds for rimming. Ulla offered Bent to Brena and Kral pressed his face between Ulla’s creamy cheeks.

Bent was a fully trained slave with tireless tongue and Brena took delight in his incessantly pleasing caresses. She knew Kral’s tongue, though exceptionally long, had yet to achieve this level of endurance. But she knew her experienced and knowing mentor would get the best from him regardless.

She heard Ulla gasp in pleasant surprise and she knew Kral had plunged his tongue deeper into her rectum than she had ever felt before. Ulla moaned in purest enjoyment for a minute or so but then cursed through gritted teeth when his tongue tired and her pleasure faded. Three times Kral grunted in pain as Ulla jolted him the shocker to urge him on. Kral overcame his fatigue and probed even deeper while wriggling his tongue, making Ulla’s eyes water and her head loll in rapturous delight.

But three more times she had to shock him before he mastered his fatigue and rimmed her to the point of readiness for orgasm. She rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing snatch in his face and he went to find her clit to finish her. Brena had reached her own crescendo and the two came as one.

They shoved the slaves back with their behinds and turned around to take their seats again. The slaves knelt with heads bowed. They poured out the last of the third bottle of wine and Ulla called out for more. The eunuch fetched it. Kral felt the chill of fear again when he saw the nothingness where the eunuch’s balls had been.

Two more glasses each helped kindle their lust and they decided to enjoy the special pleasure only two tongues at once could provide. They took turns, standing with one foot on the seat of a chair and parting their legs wide with slaves kneeling fore and aft. Kral got anal duty because of the depths of rectal penetration his long tongue could achieve. Each fem came with a force that turned her knees to rubber, making them collapse into the chairs.

After more wine it was time for the slaves to get a whipping, just for fun. Several pulleys hung from the beams overhead. The patio was often used for orgiastic celebrations and multiple slaves could be hung up helpless and at the mercy of the cruel fems.

The two troopers took hold of the slave’s trailing leashes and yanked them by the balls to where two pulleys hung about three meters apart. Ulla ordered them to hang the slaves upside down. There were hooks on the ropes that hung over the pulleys and the troopers made the slaves lie on their bellies and placed the hooks on the chains of their leg irons. They hoisted the slaves high with their strong arms and tied the ropes off on cleats, then cuffed their hands behind them.

Then they fetched four six-foot snake whips from a closet and handed them to Ulla and Brena, who stepped over to where the slaves hung trembling. There were bearings above the pulleys that allowed the slaves to be spun around as they hung helpless. Brena and Ulla each gave their slaves a hard push that got them spinning fast. Then they stepped back to begin the artful flogging. Both fems had mastered the two-handed whipping. The whips whirled above their heads and with quick flicks of the wrists they inflicted fierce, stinging lashes with great precision. So skilled were they that lashes fell unerringly on the cocks or balls of the slaves even as the spun. Sweet music of screams and sniveling and pathetic pleas for mercy filled the soft night air as lashes cracked on tender skin.

A sound whipping never failed to make Brena warm, wet and tingling between the legs. The same was true of Ulla or any fem who wielded the whip. The flagellation would go on until lust built to the unbearable and then the slaves would be made to serve them under the threat of more. Brena felt her poon running down the insides of her thighs and dropped the whips. She lowered Kral to the ground and dragged him over to her chair with the hook still attached to his irons and the rope playing out behind him.

Kral looked up from where he lay on the floor, still moaning from the searing pain of the lash and saw Brena enthroned in her chair with legs spread wide presenting her rampant pussy, erectile tissues engorged to their fullest. All was implicit with greatest clarity: “Satisfy me or suffer more!”

He rose to his knees and plunged his face between her thighs, going deep into the cavern with his tongue to find her G while pressing nose to her clit. She got off hard in a scant minute, then offered her anus to his tongue. He went in deep, using everything he had learned to please her and in just a few minutes more she guided him to her clit. She came with a power he felt sure would sate her but to his horror he felt himself being dragged over the floor to be hung up for further whipping. She had signaled to the troopers to haul him aloft again.

She gave him another spin and the whips whirled. A slave had to understand that only the most profound submission would suffice to end his suffering. She whipped him double until he sobbed and sniveled in despairing torment. He was zebra striped with red welts and his cock and balls were black and blue. She lowered him onto his back and sat on his face. Three brutish orgasms finally left her propped on her hands with head hanging down in a pleasant stupor of satisfaction. The she felt the movement inside her and she knew it was time to make Kral understand what was meant by total submission. She raised herself to a squat with her anus just above his lips. She looked down at him with a pitiless leer.

“Now masc! I told you this time would come! Are you ready to eat? Open your mouth!”

Kral looked up her with eyes wide, appalled, his mouth clamped shut.

Brena lifted her hand and called to the troopers. “Bring me a knife!” One was promptly handed to her.

She looked back down at Kral who moaned in resignation and opened his mouth as she menaced him with the blade. A smug grin came over her face as she felt the turd coming from her.

Kral’s mind reeled in revulsion as the stool descended toward his open mouth. The warm foul mass made him retch as it passed his lips. He looked up to see Brena holding the knife with a look of implacable cruelty in her eyes. The turd pressed against his gullet and somehow he summoned the will to swallow, starting its gradual passage down his throat and into his stomach. Inch by inch it went down, even though he gagged more than once.

Brena had always felt deep satisfaction from inflicting this ultimate degradation upon a masc and this was more satisfying than ever. Kral would eat from her daily and, going forward, through pairing the act with pleasure, he would be conditioned to hunger for her feces. But this time forcing him through terror of castration was more than pleasing. The last of her excretion passed his lips and disappeared down his gullet. She lowered her anus close to his lips.

“Lick me clean masc! Then I have a drink for you! All that wine has had its effect!”

She felt him sucking, licking and slobbering, knowing she would expect to be spotless. When he ceased his efforts, a trooper handed her a clean white cloth and she wiped her behind with it and looked. It was unsullied. She looked down at him with lip curled in contempt, showing him the cloth.

“You’re lucky masc. You don’t want to know how you would have suffered if there had been the slightest spot!”

Then she lowered her cunt over his mouth again and ordered him to open it. He obeyed instantly, looking up at her ragged hairy gash. A golden torrent poured from it and the warm pungent flow filled his mouth. Some of it splattered to the floor but he managed to gulp the rest down and was filled again with her piquant vintage. Twice more he was filled and he swigged it down. He felt her fem essence weakening his will, same as her poon and cum. She chuckled smugly when he raised himself up unbidden to suck in what clung in her cunt hair.

“Good work masc! Your balls stay in their sack for a little while longer! But you gagged on my shit. You do not gag when I give you that undeserved honor! And you spilled a bit of my piss so this is what you get!”

She stood and gave his tortured balls a mean kick that curled him up fetal, moaning.

“We are not finished yet masc. You still owe the general a blowjob! Up on your knees!”

He rose to kneel, hunched over from the ache in his groin and looked up to see her holding out a femcock. She uncuffed his hands.

“Now be a good slave and install it on the general! Then you will suck her off! Remember what I taught you. She had better be satisfied!”

Kral accepted the device and knee-walked to the general who stood with legs apart awaiting installation of the big member. He aligned the bulb with her vagina and slid it in gently. It went easily into her already oozing cavern. He had just fastened the straps when she grabbed his ears and pulled him toward her, forcing the glans to his lips. He opened and she wasted no time shoving the glans back against his gullet. She pressed relentlessly and he knew he had to take it down all the way and right away.

Remembering Brena’s lesson he opened his throat. She put a hand behind his head and pushed while driving her hips forward and the cock slid in all the way until his face was buried in her bristling aromatic thicket. She held him there as she pressed the button and he felt the vibrations begin. Ten she shoved him back, and then forth and the rutting began.

Ulla thrilled in delight as the fellatio proceeded. The femcock transmitted the caresses of his lips along the shaft and the rubbing of his tongue’s tip along the underside, dizzying her into a blissful daze. How proud she was of her young protégé Brena! She felt the depth of submission she had instilled in the slave and the skills she had taught him in such a short time. Long before expected she felt her orgasm welling up. She rutted all the harder. It struck with force and she drove the cock to the hilt, holding there as the waves coursed through her and she gave out a ferocious cry of ecstatic triumph. Her legs failed her but the slave knew his duty and wrapped his arms around her hips to hold her upright. Her arms hung limp at her sides and she arched her back, letting herself go to jelly, savoring.

Kral clung to the general, holding her tight lest she topple to the floor. He dared not contemplate the consequences of allowing that. He heard Brena cry out in her own ecstasy and he surmised she had made slave Bent provide her with her own fellatio. The general’s body firmed and she pushed away. The cock withdrew with a loud pop and he heard all the fems laugh.

He turned to face Brena who, stood with femcock jutting, regarding him with what seemed like warm pride. He got a strange sense of happiness from knowing he had done his duty well. She came close to him and held his head against her with affection. He found himself planting kisses over her hairy mount and the insides of her thighs, feeling a deepening of that creeping surrender. She grabbed his hair and tilted his head back so he looked up at her.

“Good job masc! Keep it up and you may yet keep your balls become a proper slave. Now it’s time for you to see what I will do to you tomorrow!”

She turned his head to the side and he saw slave Bent on his knees, bowed forward with his head resting on his forearms offering his ass to Ulla, who knelt behind him, pressing the femcock against his hole. With a roll of her hips she drove the cock full length into his much-used orifice. Bent moaned in pleasure, shameless in his longing to be unmanned, and begged to be fucked hard. Ulla was happy to oblige and rutted with abandon until Bent let out deep sobbing sigh of emasculated surrender that triggered Ulla’s triumphant orgasm. Cum spurted from him, splattering on the flagstone floor. Brena forced Kral to lick it up and, on that note, the pleasant evening came to a close.

Brena Led Kral back to her quarters. She was pleasantly exhausted but wondered if she could sleep. Tomorrow would be a special day, receiving her promotion and deflowering her new personal slave. Anticipation burned in her.

There was a slave cell with a barred door in her quarters. She took him to it to put him away for the night. He was rampantly erect, which pleased her, but she feared he might play with himself during the night and come. That would be a waste of his sperm and also ruin her deflowering. She wanted an impressive ejaculation from him. She left the shocker and ball stretcher on him and added mesh chastity cage that had numerous sharp points within. Once she pulled it tight those points would dig in painfully and hold the cage in place. She locked him in the cell but told him to kneel facing the door.

She went to her bedroom, stripped off her jacket and boots and went back to the cell animal naked. She stood before Kral, resplendent and his eyes traced her body, showing his desire at the sight of her beauty.

“You like what you see then masc? Soon, once you are fully trained you will share my bed. Every night, believe me or not, you will fall asleep longing for your first taste of me in the morning. Now sleep well. Big day for both of us tomorrow!” She returned to the bedroom to take her rest.

The cell had a shower stall with integral toilet, a thin foam mattress on the floor and a meager blanket. There was a razor and soap and a toothbrush. Kral laid himself down, his head spinning from the events since his capture. His cock had hardened more at the sight of Brena in her exquisite nudity, even though his mind rebelled, and the cruel points dug in deeper. His hand went to his cock to try and slip the cage off but the points gripped tight. It would come off only if it took the skin of his cock with it. And he stayed hard in spite of himself. The ache in his balls was worse than ever. Resigned and exhausted he gave in to sleep.

He awoke in the morning to a mild jolt to the balls from Brena. She came to the cell door naked and ordered him to shower and shave meticulously. He cleansed himself and did his business, then went back to kneel in front of the door. There was a slot at the bottom of the door and she kicked a bowl of mush under it for him to eat. She had her own breakfast at the kitchen table and gave him leering looks.

Then she went to the bedroom for a few minutes and returned wearing her dress uniform jacket, an officer’s cap and a pair of black stiletto boots. She was naked below the waist as always. She opened the cell door and removed the chastity cage, then ordered him to lie on his back with mouth open. Squatting down, she gave him a long deep drink and was tempted to make him lick her to orgasm but refrained. She wanted to be horny for the ceremonial deflowering.

The proceedings were to begin at 10 AM and it was already 930. She clipped the leash onto Kral’s ball stretcher and urged him to his feet with sharp tugs that made him grunt from the pain of his aching testes. She handed him the box containing her femcock and they set out walking to the outdoor amphitheater where the ceremony would be held.

General Ulla, the outgoing regimental commander and several other officers of high rank were in attendance, sitting in comfortable chairs in the front row.  The rest of the regiment occupied bleachers behind them. Brena led Kral up onto the stage and made him kneel and bow low to the audience. Then she put him off to kneel on the side. His deflowering would be the finale. She took the seat of honor in the center of the front row. General Ulla took the stage as MC and addressed the audience.

“Good morning one and all! This is a special day for all fems, this regiment, and for me personally. Never have I been prouder to grant a more well-earned promotion to a more deserving sister in arms. Captain Brena Kral has shown exemplary resourcefulness and ruthlessness in the capture and subjugation of the masc raider scum who plague us day and night. Yesterday’s capture of an entire masc platoon is just the most recent of her admirable exploits. This outpost is a major bastion against masc depredations and its performance over time has been commendable to say the least. Colonel Marna Kompf has maintained the highest standards and is now moving on to take over another outpost closer to her home territory, at her request. I expect our newly minted Colonel Klamm to meet or exceed those high standards. Now, without further ado, please come forward Brena to accept your much-deserved reward!”

Brena mounted the stage and looked out over the assemblage. All eyes were filled with respect and admiration. She stood at attention while Ulla installed the insignias of her new rank on her jacket and cap. Ulla left the stage and took her seat. Brena addressed the regiment.

“Sisters in arms, I am proud but also humbled. Over the course of my career dedication to our fem nation has been the foundation of my life. Our struggle against the masc aggressor goes on and on. But, thanks to the devotion to duty shown by us all over the centuries, the masc is reduced to making desperate and pathetic forays that fail more often the not. With me today is one brutish masc who led the platoon recently captured and enslaved. I have claimed him to be my personal slave as a privilege of my new rank. Now, before you all, I will deflower and emasculate him. He has been found to be a physical specimen suitable for use in breeding so his sperm will be collected.”

Brena turned to Kral and pointed to the floor in front of her. The message was clear enough and he knee walked to her, holding the case that held her femcock. Brena stood with hands on hips and legs parted. He opened the box and installed the cock as he had been taught. The humiliation of being naked and about to be sodomized before the leering audience withered him but still his cock was stiff as a stick and his balls ached worse than ever in his longing for release.

Brena turned sideways to the audience and signed for him to do likewise, on his knees before her. She just pointed to the cock and he knew a blowjob was expected as a prelude to his deflowering. It was clear she expected him to suck her off while she stood with hands on hips. He dared not contemplate the consequences of refusal. But another emotion warred with his sense of disgrace. Part of him, a part that had grown ever stronger, wanted so much to please her and make this moment special for her. He looked at her, his eyes tracing her body, taking in her exquisite Amazonic beauty. She exuded dominant power as she stood proud with femcock jutting from her hairy loins, looking as if she had been born with it. He abandoned all pride and resolved to serve her with adoring passion.

He leaned forward and placed his hands on her hips, feeling a throbbing surge of the ache in his balls as he caressed her exquisite curves. He took a deep breath, opened his mouth and enclosed the flared glans in his lips, then pressed forward and took the shaft down full length until her bush tickled his nose. A gasp of appreciation came from the audience. He felt the vibrations begin as she pushed the button and he drew back so just the glans remained in his mouth, then took the cock down deep again. Slowly at first, he worked back and forth, running his lips along the shaft and the tip of his tongue along the underside. He felt a thrill of joy when she drew in breath and moaned in growing pleasure. He quickened the cadence. The cock now slid easily down his throat and he made it a pleasing pussy for her as she had commanded from the first.

Soon her hips rolled and gyrated in time with his caresses and she lost herself in the special rapture of a fine fellatio performed by an adoring slave. Before she expected it she felt the first twinge of impending orgasm. She took hold of his ears and answered his throating of her cock with driving thrusts of her hips until the surge consumed her and she let out a high-pitched snarl of brute ecstasy. Her knees buckled but her dutiful slave took her cock full depth and wrapped his arms around her lips lest she topple to the ground. Her body slacked as she passed into afterglow, her back arched and her arms dangling behind her. Kral hung on tight until she firmed. She regained her senses to find herself softly petting his head with deep affection. She pushed him back gently and, taken by a strange impulse, bent down to plant a tender kiss on his forehead. He looked up at her and she saw worship in his eyes. The audience was silent in appreciation of this epiphany. Owning a slave who gave pleasure out of love was a dream shared by all but experienced by few. All fem troopers aspired to it.

The it was time for the sine qua non. A fem trooper wearing the uniform of the medical corps stepped onto the stage carrying a large test tube with buckled straps on it. She slid Kral’s cock into it and fastened it in place around the base of his organs. She also handed Brena a tube of lubricant.

Brena coated just the glans with the lube and gave Kral a piercing look that issued her command without words being needed. He turned and bent over with forehead on his elbows and ass raised in offering. The size of the cock made it clear that pain awaited him first. He heard her knees hit the floor and then felt the first prodding at his tight hole. He felt her grasp his buns, her nails digging in deep for purchase, hurting. Did he feel trickles of blood? Then there was a tearing pain as she drove with her hips in a merciless deflowering thrust.  The passing of the glans through his virgin sphincter was excruciating but the pain subsided a bit when it went through into his rectum.

But a second thrust brought the agony again and he instinctively pulled away, trying to escape the impalement, pleading for her to stop. Brena had deflowered many a masc during her career and knew how to show them who was boss. She dug her nails in deeper while dragging him back and thrusting even harder. The cock was just a third of the way in. Another drive of her strong shapely hips plunged the cock in halfway and then she went to rutting with abandon, working it ever deeper until it was in him to its extremity. Her thighs slapped against his behind in a rising rhythm as her lust approached a boil.

Brena’s femcock had reduced more mascs than she could remember to the sniveling debris of what had once been a swaggering macho. There could be no mercy. She rutted on with ears peeled for the sound that would set her off.

Kral gritted his teeth and fought back tears as she fucked him ever harder. The cock went in and out of his stretched orifice more and more easily with each thrust and soon he felt a twinge of pleasure through the pain. It grew and the pain subsided as Brena’s rutting reached its quickest cadence. Soon there was naught but pleasure and he felt the welling up that signaled coming. Then there was a sharp, piecing surge of orgasm that made all those he had enjoyed within the vaginas of fem captives pale by comparison. His aching balls knew heavenly relief with each heavy spurt of cum. He let out a deep moan of helpless delight and surrender.

That was Brena’s trigger and she threw her head back and her primal shriek of triumphant ecstasy filled the welkin. Though she had climaxed with a masc impaled on her cock countless times, this time was special. Kral was to be hers to keep and he was the most desirable, and most arrogant masc she had ever mastered. Her bones seemed to melt as afterglow set in and she collapsed forward over his back. The force of his coming had wilted him and he collapsed onto his belly so she lay on top of him pleasantly spent as she prodded him a few more times to assert her ownership and dominance while whispering in his ear.

“You feel it now don’t you slave? You are mine now and you want to be mine! You can’t wait for me to stick my cock in you again and make you come like that can you? Do you want it again?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Do you love me?”

“Yes!” he whimpered.

She withdrew the cock and stood, then used her foot to flip Kral onto his back. She put her foot on his organs and held up her arms in triumph. Wild cheers and applause filled the air. The medical trooper removed the test tube from his cock and held it up to inspect it, obviously pleased with the quantity.

Then Brena squatted with her anus just above his lips to inflict the crowning degradation. She felt the movement within.

“Open wide and eat slave!”

He obeyed instantly and she let go, feeling relief and satisfaction as the turd passed from her into his waiting mouth. It came out slowly and he took it inch by inch, never gagging. When it passed from her she stood and looked down at him. A handsbreadth of it protruded upward from his lips but it was going down steadily. The last of it disappeared into his mouth and he swallowed deeply. She lowered herself to be licked clean and took delight in the tender worship of his tongue. She had no doubt she was spotless when she rose again to more applause.

There was a celebratory orgy and feast held afterward. Food and beverages were laid out on tables on the wide lawn behind the patio of the guest house and the slave pens were emptied for the enjoyment of the troopers. The troopers far outnumbered the slaves so the slaves would be used hard until every trooper had been satisfied.

The high-ranking officers were entertained on the roofed over-patio. Each had brought her personal slave. Brena held the seat of honor and each of her new peers came to sit with her for a while and offer well wishes and congratulations. Each was also treated to a cunnilingus from Kral. Brena had given him strict instructions to use every pleasuring technique she had taught him except for the triple.

All the fem officers had been much aroused by the deflowering and as they imbibed and became even more randy the slaves were shared freely and used hard. They were put to two-tongue duty and “spit roasted” on hands and knees, taking one femcock up the ass and another down the throat.

Brena was content to watch the proceedings with amusement, but she put Kral out for common use. He would have to become accustomed to being shared. She gave him strict orders to give pleasure and submit to her sisters in arms just as he would to her. Gradually, the lust of the fems was eased and the orgy died down. The slaves on the lawn were herded back to the pens and the officers led their slaves back to their quarters.

Brena retrieved Kral and led him home by the leash on his balls. She took him straight to her bedroom and made him kneel while she removed her jacket and boots. When naked she went to him, turned and pressed her lovely ass against his face.

“Kiss me there slave! Every square cm.”

A warm thrill ran up her spine as she felt his lips touching with worship as he obeyed.

“You have fallen far and fast Masc!. I had expected more resistance. I would have enjoyed crushing that and the outcome would have been the same. Tonight, and ever after you will share my bed. I look forward to teaching you how to say good morning.”

Her bed was king size. She made him turn back the covers and she laid herself down and had him lie perpendicular to her with his head pillowed on her upper thighs. With satisfaction she drifted off the sleep.

Kral lay awake for a while. He shifted so he felt the tickle of her bush on his nose and lips and caught her scent. His mind traced the happenings from his capture until this moment. Despite the degradation and pain that led up to it he found himself realizing there was nowhere he would rather be than lying there drinking in her perfume with each breath and longing for his first taste of her in the morning, just as she had predicted.

CHAPTER FOUR

Blan lay in his slave pen watching the dawn break on the thirtieth day of his captivity and enslavement. Every one of those days had been filled with humiliation, degradation and rigorous training in giving pleasure to his fem captors. He could now induce multiple orgasms through cunnilingus and rim their assholes indefinitely with tireless tongue in the manner they found most pleasing. The femcock now slid easily down his throat and his fellatio produced brutish and satisfying climaxes. He had mastered toilet servitude to near perfection and could accept and swallow everything without spilling. And he longed every minute for the femcock to make him come in that special way. He no longer had to be bent over the rail and pilloried before being taken. I simple gesture from a fem would have him on elbows and knees offering his ass. And if a fem would lie on her back with femcock jutting upward he would impale himself and ride it like a practiced whore until he propelled both of them to orgasm. His “maschood” was long forgotten but underneath all there was still the withering shame.

And today would be his third attempt to satisfy Major Manka, whose standards were much higher than those of the trainers. Every ten days he had been tested. Twice he had served her with passionate adoration, skill and sheer terror only to be rejected for substandard performance. Castration awaited him if he failed this time.

Twice, along with the other prisoners, he had been made to witness the cruel fate of those who failed the Major for a third time. The castration was not quick or merciful. The prisoners were bound to a post, helpless and immovable. Their balls were stretched tight and purple with elastrator bands to stop bleeding. Thin skewers were heated red hot and pierced through their balls one by one until they begged for the merciful cut that would end the agony. All the prisoners lived in terror after witnessing the spectacle and were reduced to groveling and abject submission.

The cell door opened and he took up his buckets and fell in line with the other prisoners to be marched to the training area. He was hosed down and he bathed and then shaved with special care. A whisker burn on the major’s pussy would surely cost him his balls.

Then he was led away from the training area to the low brick building that housed the slave dungeons and the pleasure chambers that were for rent by the hour, the half day or the day. Rental fees were set by the number of demerit brands on a slave’s ass. The more brands a slave had the greater his terror of the skewers and the knife and the greater the pleasure he gave in desperate hope of saving his balls. Slaves with nine brands fetched the highest fees of all.

When inside he was made to crawl to one of the low doors the slaves had grovel through to meet the fem who waited there to be pleasured. The door slid up and he crawled through it. Directly ahead on the other side of the chamber Major Manka sat on a throne chair, ankles resting on the arms, presenting her ginger-haired pussy to be serviced. He groveled to her in haste born of fear and buried his face between her shapely, creamy skinned thighs, going to duty with his tongue in mingled adoration and dread. Even without the threat of being cruelly unmanned he would have performed the cunnilingus with worshipful passion because he now hungered for the cunt of the fem from the effects of daily ingestion of juices and the searing pleasure of the femcock.

Manka felt his tongue upon her parts and sighed in anticipation of the many delights that lay ahead during the testing session. Little did Blan or any of the slaves know that she always made them try three times to satisfy her because of the escalating pleasure to be gotten from each trial. By the third time the slaves’ fear was at its height and all of them were fully trained, a formula sure to produce the most abundant and exquisite orgasms.

She let him run his cupped tongue up her slit to scoop up and swallow her poon a dozen times before guiding him to her clit to enjoy the first of many deep and gratifying climaxes. The fervor of his attentions soon had her at the brink and she let herself go over it, back arching, strong thighs clenching on his head as deep surge burst from her core to her extremities. After a deep breathy grunt of purest enjoyment, she pushed his head downward in wordless command that he lick her anus to arouse her again.

The rimming had its inevitable effect in a few minutes and she rolled her hips to summon him back to her clit. Without needing to be told, he slipped a finger into her anus and finger fucked her gently while licking and sucking her pink orb. She was long accustomed to the shattering orgasm that soon followed but never tired of it. Then she felt the artful fluttering of his tongue upon it and the first of the climactic waves of delight that would go on and on until she lapsed into gelatinous and contented bliss.

The tender kisses Blan showered on her mount an inner thighs aroused her from her sweet stupor. She pushed his head away and stood. A few feet away along the wall was a special padded leather horse designed for total comfort while enjoying a rim job. She walked over to it and Blan crawled behind her, knowing his next duty.

She settled over the horse, offering her lyre shaped behind and felt his tongue go to work. Like those of all slaves at this stage it was a tireless instrument of pleasure and, upon this third assignation, Blan knew precisely the slithering wriggling motion that pleased her most. She settled in to enjoy until her arousal reached a pitch that called for orgasm. Then it would be another round of rimming, the cycles continuing until satiation.

It was all a sweet routine that would continue through the blowjob, toilet service and, finally his ravishing by the femcock. She liked to sodomize the slaves when their bellies were full of her shit. They would beg to be ravaged harder and harder, come and collapse to the floor in whimpering heaps of emasculated wreckage. How better to utterly degrade them?

When the session ended she led him back to the low door and pressed the button that would raise it. He saw the booted feet of a fem slave keeper in the corridor. He trembled in terrified suspense. Manka gave her evaluation and orders.

“This one passed his third try, lucky slave. But the dungeon here is full. Transfer him to District 4 where I know there are openings.”

Blan fell to the floor in relief and belly crawled through the door. He groveled behind the slave keeper until they came to a loading dock where a van was parked with its rear doors open. There were iron benches along both side of the cargo bay and three other slaves sat on them, chained to them by their balls. The keeper propelled him through the door with sharp kicks and he was chained to the bench opposite the other two slaves. She closed the door and the van drove off..

They rode for what seemed like an entire day. Several times the van stopped and they were let out to relieve themselves in the ditch. Drinking water was provided by the cunts of the two fems who guarded them. Eventually they felt the van backing up. It bumped to a stop and the doors were flung open onto another loading dock. The slaves were unchained and made to crawl onto the dock and down a long corridor lined by numerous low doors with small grates in them and slots at the bottom for the passing of food. Blan was stopped before one of the doors. It slid up and a kick from a fem urged him to crawl inside. There was nothing but a thin foam mattress and an itchy wool blanket in the cell. He threw himself down and drifted off to sleep.

He was awakened by a harsh buzzing sound, flashing lights and the measured tread of bootheels in the corridor. A bowl of mush was kicked through the slot at the base of the door and then a bowl of water. He had no choice but to eat and drink like a dog. Then the door slid up and he heard a command in an iron female voice.

“Slaves out! And stand at attention!”

He crawled through the door and obeyed, standing before the cell. He risked looking left and right and guessed there were fifty slaves standing as he was along both sides of the aisle. Four fem slave keepers wearing caps, jackets and boots, naked below the waist as always stood along the corridor along with a hefty blond giantess, wearing sergeant’s stripes and similarly attired, obviously in command. The sight of her sent a chill up his spine and reminded him of the futility of resistance and the dire consequences of disobedience. She addressed the slaves.

“Good morning masc scum! I see some new faces here. I am Sergeant Malla Gunt. I now rule your lives and your balls are in peril. One simple rule: Never make me angry. And it is very easy to make me angry! Now slaves! About face!”

All turned around, facing the wall. The sergeant walked the line of slaves from one end to the other looking down at their asses. About a third of the way along she stopped and looked at a slave’s behind as if counting. The slave trembled and sweated. A cruel grin came over the sergeant’s face.

“Ah! What have we here? Ten demerit marks on this one’s behind! Take him away and inform the commandant there will be an ’entertainment’ this afternoon!”

There could be no doubt what the “entertainment” would be and the slave broke down into sobbing pleas for mercy and another chance that only got cruel laughter from the sergeant and the keepers as he was led away by a leash tight around the balls that were soon to be gone.

The sergeant continued along the lines of slaves, inspecting asses but finding no others who were destined for unmanning. She barked another order:

“Slaves to the cleaning chamber!”

All the slaves turned to face the door at the end of the corridor and Blan followed suit. They march off, shuffling along in their leg irons. The cleaning chamber was a long narrow room with shower heads sticking out of the wall on both sides and below each a shelf with soap, towel, razor, toothbrush and toothpaste. Each slave stood under a showerhead and scalding water was turned on. Blan saw the slaves soaping themselves down and shaving. Then ice cold water flowed and they rinsed off. Finally, all brushed their teeth and used the towels to dry off. Another sharp command came from the sergeant.

“Slaves crawl!”

All dropped to hands and knees and a door on the other end of the chamber was opened. The slaves form a single line, groveling along another corridor with more low doors along each side. When the leading slaves reached to other end of the hall each slave stopped before a door and turned to face it, kneeling. Blan just imitated the other slaves. There was a humming sound and all the doors slid up. The Sergeant shouted again.

“Slaves! Enter and kneel to await your mistresses!”

There was pitch darkness inside. He crawled halfway through the door but hesitated. A kick to his behind propelled him the rest of the way. The door slid down and the darkness was absolute. He crawled forward a short distance, knelt and waited. The chamber was warm and humid and he sweated and trembled, not knowing what to expect but certain it would be pain and degradation. He heard what sounded like a door latch being opened, a soft creak of hinges and the latch being thrown again. There was the sound of bootheels on the floor. The slow steps toward him stopped about two meters away.

Then light slowly came to the chamber and the fem he was assigned to pleasure was revealed. It was the huge sergeant, now wearing only her jackboots and holding a bullwhip. He gazed in rapt terror at her menacing form, broad shoulders, huge breasts, waist narrowing, then the spreading of her meter-wide hips. Below her belly, framed by her hefty thighs was a dense and bristling golden thicket. Her legs were long, tapering to muscular calves. She towered over him, looking down with a gleam of anticipated pleasure in her eyes.

“Welcome to the pleasure chambers masc! It is my privilege to have first enjoyment of the newbies. I take the pleasure of my sister fems very seriously and want to ensure that every slave has been properly trained, with all due respect to Major Manka, of course. If you can satisfy me you can satisfy any fem. Now come closer!”

He crawled forward and when he was within reach she grabbed an ear and pulled him toward her. Even when he knelt straight up her pussy was well above the level of his head. She pushed on his forehead, tilting his head back and then stepped forward with legs wide apart so he looked upward at her big cunt, about 20 cm above his face. Her big labia were engorged in her lust, forming a long, deep, ragged canyon fringed by her thick golden pubes. Her fem scent filled the air and he felt himself harden and the ache in his balls worsen. There was terror of this giantess but also the longing to please her and submit that had been ingrained in him through his training.

She flexed her knees, lowering herself and his face was engulfed in her lush oozing tissues his head all but enveloped. He put his tongue to work and heard her draw in breath as she pressed herself down on him harder. He wallowed in her crevice as she rolled her hips. He felt her urgency growing and she snarled a command.

“Make me come!”

He worked his way up and forward until he found her muscat grape of a clit and pinched it between his lips so he could lick and suck. In a scant minute she shuddered, let out a breathy grunt and gushed his mouth full to overflowing. He swallowed all he could but much ran down the sides of his face and the insides of her thighs, some trickling to the floor. She relaxed in her release and her weight settled down on him so that he propped her limpened body up as she savored. He bulk threatened to break his neck. With a satisfied sigh she stood full height again and looked down on him with a cruel leer.

“Bad start masc. Cum spilling is unacceptable! It will be the whip for you now!”

She went to where a collection of whips hung from hooks along the wall and selected a three-meter bullwhip. A rope and a pulley with a hook on it hung from the ceiling in the center of the chamber. She grabbed him by the wrist and dragged him over to it, then shoved him face down on the floor. The rope was tied to a cleat on the wall. She loosened it, let the pulley drop to the floor and hooked it to the chain of his leg irons. She went back to the cleat to haul him aloft. Blan was no midget, 100 kilos and nearly solid muscle. He could see her grab the rope up high with one hand and pull him up with ease while holding her whip in the other. A chill of terror and amazement at her strength went through him. He quailed in terror at his helplessness at the mercy of this fem colossus.

She gave him a spin that sent him whirling, disoriented. Then there was searing pain as the leather caressed his behind and a split second later the tip of his cock and then lashes fell everywhere, finding tender spots, not one missing its mark. So great was her skill she could choose which of his balls to strike even as he whirled around. It seemed she pulled the strokes to his junk a bit but he could tell she could splatter his balls like ripe plums if she wished. His screams of hopeless torment echoed in the chamber as the whip cracked again and again. He knew pleas for mercy would only bring more pain and give her more pleasure but he cried out anyway. As he spun he could catch glimpses of her with a hand between her legs, fondling herself. Her mouth formed a cruel rictus and her big blue eyes were vacant, gleaming in her rapture.

The spinning slowed and she gave him another push. He spun for a while without feeling the lash but then saw she had exchanged the bullwhip for a pair of two-meter snake whips. He heard a whooshing and then the lashes fell in double the cadence. One lash would hit his ass and another his junk near simultaneously. It seemed a lash struck somewhere each second. The agony also doubled. He broke down into despairing sobs but she continued a few minutes longer, then stopped, seemingly satisfied he had suffered enough for the time being.

She lowered him to the floor and removed the hook from his irons, then hooked an arm under his waist and picked him up as if he were a doll. Resting him over her broad hip she carried him to a low wooden bench that stood by the wall. She laid him on it, face up. The bench had straps with buckles attached to it and she bound him down by ankles, thighs, waist and shoulders, arms pinned to his sides. She stepped over the bench so his head was between her knees and looked down at him with a sneer of anticipation on her face.

“Now masc! Let’s see if the whip has persuaded you of the necessity of swallowing every drop of cum! A good whipping gets me a bit horned up. You better be ready for a long hard ride!”

She began to lower herself and he felt stark terror as he saw the massive cunt descending. When it first touched his face, she paused in the descent and rubbed her oozing wetness over his face, coating it with her amber poon, then propped herself up with a hand on his forehead. He felt her grab his cock, which, to his shame and confusion was hard as iron. Her fem scent dizzied him and, despite himself he began to lick her. She cackled cruelly.

“You hunger for this big pussy don’t you slave? You will now get more than your fill! What can I say but satisfy or suffocate?”

She lowered her fleshy mass full weight upon him engulfing his head in the depths of her lush and suffocating crevice. The airless blackness that fell was familiar. He had spent more than a few sessions beneath the ample flesh of sergeant Gunta in the course of his training. But even that hefty amazon seemed light by comparison with the behemoth that now had him pinned helpless beneath her. He went to work with his tongue in the manner he knew to be pleasing and hoped for the best.

His attentions brought her pleasure and she rolled her big hips, riding his face. Her movements brought sporadic chances for quick gasping breaths that fended off total blackout. She shifted and pressed her anus to his lips. He put his tongue to her soiled orifice. It was loose and penetrable by his tongue so he plunged it in deep as it would go and wriggled it about, cleaning her and pleasuring her at once. She moaned in enjoyment and pressed her smothering bulk down, remorseless. His training was his salvation, his tongue was tireless and he could hold his breath for minutes. She ground her hole against his mouth giving out sounds of growing delight. But his breath began to fail and he writhed in his bonds.

Just before the ultimate darkness fell she rose a bit and shifted forward to offer her clit. He drew in a desperate breath just before the big pussy enveloped him again. He put his tongue to the swollen orb, licking and sucking. Her body tensed and shuddered, then she bucked and writhed as orgasm struck. He feared his neck would be snapped like a twig. With a deep moan her body went slack and her mass pressed down to its fullest, bringing airless blackness. He lay helpless beneath her as his breath gave out and the utter darkness fell and he knew no more.

Then there was a piercing scent in his nostrils from the salts she held under his nose and he snapped awake, only to have her reverse herself and settle over him again. Twice more she rode him to orgasm and when he lay smothered beneath her the third time in his desperation for air he nipped her labia. She jumped up with a yelp and stood looking down at him with fury and menace in her eyes.

“You’ve done it now masc! You bit my pussy. That is punishable by death! The sentence will be carried out this afternoon along with the other entertainment unless you can redeem yourself during the rest of our time here!”

Then she ran him through the gamut of pleasuring, beginning with a long rimming while she was draped over a pleasure horse. And in the midst of that he felt and tasted the emergence of a turd. She snarled a warning.

“Take it down slave, if you want to have a chance of living!”

The foul mass entered his mouth and pressed against his gullet. He had no choice but to swallow and more came from her when he did. On and on it went, the stool sliding down further with each swallow but it seemed there was no end to it. He could feel it reach his stomach but still more came from her. He heard sounds of enjoyment from her and then a sigh of satisfaction as the turd left her body. He took it down until he felt gorged on her shit.

She dismounted from the horse and fetched a femcock from where it hung on the wall. He performed the deepthroat fellatio and, in the end, she ravaged his ass to their mutual orgasm. But, despite his best efforts she told him his execution awaited him in a few short hours.

There was a red button on the wall by the slave entrance to the chamber and she pressed it to signal the keepers that the session was over. The door slid up and he saw the booted feet out in the corridor. The sergeant gave her orders.

“This one is to be executed for biting after this afternoon’s castration. Prepare him and put him in a holding cell in the meantime.”

She kicked him to urge him through the door but he hung back in futile resistance. Stepping over him so he was between her legs, she reached back and put her hands on his behind and gave him a shove that put him half through the door and within the reach of the keepers, who laid hold of him and pulled him into the corridor. Both of them were bigger than he and stronger. He kicked and writhed in their grasp, but to no avail. They dragged him to a door a ways down the corridor and wrestled him into the small, empty chamber. His hands were tied behind his back with thin leather rope. He still wore the ball shocker and a jolt from it got a yelp from him, making him open his mouth. One of the keepers was ready with a ball gag and she took that opportunity to force it into his mouth and strap it tight behind his head. Then they left, slamming the door behind them and throwing the bolt.

He knelt in the pitch darkness, sweating in his terror and helplessness. Who knew what manner of death might be in store for him? But he was sure it would be a cruel one meant to give pleasure and amusement to the heartless harridans who held him captive. Time passed all too quickly for one awaiting death. All too soon the door opened and this time four powerful fems waited in the corridor. Two entered and dragged him out of the cell. Driven by his terror he resisted in vain and their strength and repeated jolts to his balls soon made him resign himself to his fate. They strapped a leash tight around his balls and led him away down the corridor, two keepers in the lead, one holding the leash and tugging him along, the other two bringing up the rear and giving him kicks and shoves.

He was led out into a flagstone courtyard. The fems had already gathered for the “entertainment” and, at first, jeers and catcalls filled the air as he was led to a low wooden stage along the wall of the prison. The slaves were also assembled, kneeling before the stage, to witness the punishments in order to terrorize them into deeper and more pleasing submission. Then a breathless silence of cruel anticipation fell. The afternoon was hot, humid and still. The musky scent of aroused pussy hung on the air.

Another prisoner was already on the stage, strapped to a wooden pole, prepared for his castration. His balls were in a leather stretcher that parted and distended them, making the scrotal skin taught and shiny. The balls themselves were lurid purple. The skewers that would bring him agony were heating red hot in a small charcoal grill set on a table. Also, in the fire was a long-handled implement of some kind. Beside the grill was a pair of wicked-looking shears. Also, on the stage was a low leather armchair. He wondered what role it would play in his impending fate.

Blan was made to kneel aside as the sergeant and two keepers mounted the stage. The sergeant’s eyes met his. They were alight with a pitiless gleam. But first she turned her attention to the slave to be castrated. She took one of the skewers, held it before his eyes for a moment to see the terror in them and then took hold of his left testicle and ran the glowing needle through it going down from the top. A scream of supernal agony echoed off the walls. Then she pierced his right ball likewise bringing another echoing scream. Blan glanced at the audience. Most stood with legs apart and hands busy fondling oozing cunts.

The sergeant next pierced each ball crosswise. The slave broke down into helpless blubbering sobs. She held the shears before his eyes.

“Are you ready to give them up masc?”

“Yes! Please! Cut them off!”

“Not yet masc! I’m enjoying this too much!”

She ran a skewer through each nut diagonally, then two more to form an X. The slave was in a state of torment beyond screaming, reduced to hopeless moans and sniveling. Satisfied with his suffering the sergeant sheared off his left nut and held it up for him to see. Tears of despair fell and the agony from his right nut remained. She let him suffer a few moments longer and then sheared it off, bringing a groan of relief. A chorus of orgasmic cries of ecstasy filled the air.

The sergeant withdrew all but one skewer from each ball and the set them on the grill to roast. There had been a lottery held earlier and the fem with the winning number would get to enjoy the delicacy of masc meat.

Then she turned her eyes to Blan. She cackled wickedly and addressed the audience.

“Now witness the fitting death of one who has had the effrontery to bite my pussy. His punishment will very much fit the crime!”

She sat herself down in the chair and raised and parted her legs, resting her ankles on the arms of the chair. Blan was dragged to kneel before her and his eyes fell on her big oozing cunt. He recalled Sergeant Gunta’s words from his first day of training. Might this giantess’s big hairy pussy be the last thing his living eyes would see? The sergeant nodded and the two slave keepers grabbed him and shoved his face between her legs. The great gams closed in a remorseless grip, cutting off air, bringing dread darkness. He felt the rope binding his hands being cut.

He had taken a deep breath before being enveloped and it held for a short time. With his hands free he fought, writhing, kicking, trying to shove on her ass and free his head from the grip of her mighty thighs. But their death grip held inexorably. He could not hear the gales of laughter from the fems as they watched his futile struggle. As his air gave out and darkness descended his thrashing went on by reflex until ultimate the blackness and oblivion. It seemed time stood still.

Then there was a glow of light through his eyelids and he gasped in breath as he inhaled the smelling salts. He lay on his back on the flagstones. Sitting up, he saw and heard the audience in the throes of mirth and he realized it had all been just cruel sport meant to terrorize and humiliate him. But he well knew the sergeant could very well use those massive thighs to snuff the life from him if she chose to.

Then the sergeant stood and two slave keepers laid hold of him and bent him over the seat of the chair. His ass was sticking out. A branding iron in the shape of a X was held before his eyes. It glowed red hot. He heard the sergeant’s iron voice.

“You have provided us with fine entertainment today but your biting does demand further consequences. It has earned you two of the demerit marks that will ultimately lead to your castration!”

He felt a searing pain on his left ass cheek and gave out a scream that was muffled by the gag still in his mouth. In the midst of it another brand was implanted on his right cheek and his scream went on, tailing off into whimpers. Then, as the fems laughed and jeered, he was led off to the cells to begin the term of servitude that was the fate of most mascs who fell into the clutches of their lustful and sadistic foes.

CHAPTER FIVE

Five years later.

Fem trooper Pala Rigz lay bound, naked and helpless, to the seeding table in a cell within the masc slave dungeon on the day following her capture. The table was in the shape of an inverted Y and her long legs were spread apart and strapped down. She was 18, blond haired and blue eyed and a virgin; traits known to inflame the mindless lust of the masc.

Pala steeled herself against the degradations that lay ahead, those being vital to the success of her mission. Her devotion to the fem cause was absolute and no sacrifice was too great. The fondest hope of Pala and all the fems was that the success of that mission would lead to ultimate victory over the mascs and their complete and final subjugation. Fem control of the entire planet was the goal.

She heard the door of the chamber open. Through it walked a tall dark-haired, blue eyed naked masc. He was well endowed and fully erect. The predictable gleam of brute desire was in his eyes.

General Klam Borz was supreme military commander of the mascs and as such was privileged to seed and enjoy the most desirable fem captives. The specimen that now lay at his mercy was the most pleasing treat his fantasies could conjure. He stepped between her spread legs and aligned his big member with her virgin cavern and poised himself for the entering thrust. Then Pala made her opening gambit.

“Oh sir! How handsome you are! And such a big and beautiful cock! I would love to suck it for you! I’ll take it right down my throat all the way and make you come!”

Klam paused, torn between duty and desire. Waste of semen was near taboo among the mascs because all of it was needed for seeding to maintain the population. Yet every masc still harbored longings and fantasies of more varied pleasures. But it was unheard of that any fem would be willing to fulfil those fantasies. All fem captives were frigid in their responses. His gaze passed over her exquisite body and he met her eyes, which gleamed in invitation. She opened her mouth as if in hunger and licked her lips.

He turned and went to the door to make sure it was locked. His hands trembled and his breath came in soft pants as he released her from her bondage. When loose she dropped to her knees and opened wide to take him into her mouth. He shuddered in delight as her oral caresses tortured him with pleasure. Grabbing her hair, he forced his cock against her gullet. There was slight resistance at first but then it slid home into bliss. He went to throat fucking her slowly. No vagina his cock had ever entered matched the delight of her lips and tongue along his length and the silken clutch of her throat. A hot pleasure welled up in his balls. He grunted in brute pleasure through each spurt of the ejaculation that would lead to the final defeat of his gender.

CHAPTER SIX

The inception of Pala’s spy mission was a call for volunteers from the highest level of masc government. Just one spy was needed but the process of selection had to be rigorous. Only the right combination of physical desirability and devotion to duty would suffice.

Prima Fem Lana Palz, and a panel of the highest fem echelon including General Ulla and Brena, now herself a general after an exemplary career as regimental commander, took charge of the selection process. There were physical evaluations, interviews and psychological testing involved. Pala made the group of five finalists who would be subjected to the ultimate tests of devotion.

Brena had pumped Kral for every bit of information regarding masc longings and weaknesses. He was now utterly in her thrall and a willing slave, eager to please her in every way, including betrayal of his kind. His reward was to be one of the test subjects for the finalists.

Kral had divulged that the deepest longing of the mascs was for the deepthroat fellatio. They spoke of it incessantly and with longing and most fell asleep at night to dreams of it. Many masturbated during the night or just came in their sleep. But all were denied. Semen was reserved for breeding and the only legal place for ejaculation to occur was into the vagina of a fertile fem.

The mission of the chosen one would be to seduce and enthrall a member of the masc high command and feed him false information that would trick the mascs into the catastrophic military blunder that would bring about their ultimate defeat and unconditional surrender.

The seduction would require the performance of the most artful fellatio. Long practice would be required and, most importantly, the revulsion all fems felt toward the degrading and subservient act had to be overcome.

In the first round of tests five masc prisoners were bound to posts with their organs free of all restraints. Their members jutted, each dripping a small puddle of precum onto the floor. Their balls all ached from denial of orgasm for a week. The naked candidates went to their knees before them and opened their mouths to take in the cocks. Two of them reeled back, retching, as soon as the glans passed their lips. They were thanked for their efforts and excused.

The remaining three, including Pala, who had Kral’s cock, took the members full into their mouths and began to suck. They ran their lips and tongues along the shafts, making the mascs heads loll and bringing pleas for release from them. But when the time came to deepthroat all three gagged and could not go on. A halt was called for the day and all three would get another chance upon the morrow.

Pala lay awake that night for a time, strengthening her resolve. She had succeeded in suppressing her aversion to the disgusting male organ but it had taken everything she had. She was determined to take it full down the throat tomorrow. But then there was the eruption of cum that was sure to follow. Only swallowing would fulfil the masc fantasy. She shuddered in distaste and willed herself to sleep.

Progress was made in the next morning’s test. Pala had Kral again, being Brena’s favorite. All three candidates managed the deepthroat but could not bring themselves to make the subjects come. Pala came closest but when she sensed Kral’s impending ejaculation she pulled away. He shot his load over her head and onto the floor. He was made to lick it up.

Patience reigned and further testing was put off to the next day. Again, Pala lay in her bed, summoning up her devotion to her duty to strengthen her will. She would cause Kral to ejaculate, let him flood her mouth with his vile slime and swallow it down no matter what.

On day three the matter was decided. Each candidate took the cock down full length and ran it back and forth down her throat until her subject grunted in pleasure and shot his load. But only Pala rose to the occasion. The other two pulled away retching at the first spurt into their mouths and the remaining ejaculate was ejected onto their bodies and the floor.

But Pala held firm, holding Kral’s glans between her lips as he pumped out his load. There seemed no end to the creamy, pulsing flood. Orgasm denial in preparation for the testing had stored up a massive quantity in him. Yet she took it in until her mouth near overflowed and gulped it down, then held on to take the remainder. The other two candidates were thanked and excused and the mascs were made to lick their slime from bodies and floor.

But more rigor lay ahead for Pala. It was deemed imperative that she refine the artistry of her fellatio to the point where no masc could resist surrender to her thrall. Each day for two weeks ten mascs were bound to poles and subjected to the ministrations of her ever more wicked and artful mouth. She learned to torment them with pleasure to the brink of madness and take them to the brink but deny them, over and over. Or she could induce orgasm at will within the minute. She learned to swallow cum with the appearance of hungry relish.

She was ready and now. A tiny transmitter that would allow her to send a code made up of varied clicks was surgically implanted in the crack of her buttocks.

Then her “capture” had to be arranged. There was a secluded beach some distance down the coast in a tropical latitude and Pala was taken there to lie naked in the sun and frolic alone in the surf. Brena and Ulla hid in the forest beyond the beach, scanning the sea with binoculars. After a few days of Pala exposing herself the inevitable periscope was sighted.

For two more days the sub reconnoitered, cruising back and forth. The, on the third day, as Pala lay with eyes closed pretending sleep the conning tower broke the surface as close to shore as the sub could go. The hatch opened and three masc commandos leapt into the water and waded toward the beach. Pala heard them but pretended not to until they came within a few steps of her. Then she screamed and made as if to flee but it was too late. They caught her and dragged her kicking and screaming into the water and down the hatch. The sub backed away and disappeared beneath the waves.

Brena and Ulla took their leave, hopeful yet anxious. It was a bold but perilous mission and their hearts swelled with pride at the devotion of the young patriot. Nobody knew how long it might take Pala to succeed in her mission if she succeeded at all. Meanwhile, new special weapons that had been on the drawing board for years had to be produced and mobilized.                                                     

CHAPTER SEVEN

There were other urgent matters to attend to. The Summer Games were held at the solstice every year, now three months hence. The games were an orgiastic celebration of dominance over the masc. There were multiple cruel sports to which the slaves would be subjected.

One of these sports was “polo.” Kral was tall, rangy, and uncommonly strong. He had the makings of a perfect steed. Brena spent hours each day with him on his hands and knees, saddled up with a bit in his mouth while she wore riding boots and spurs, putting him through his paces on the paddock. Soon he could crawl with surprising speed and change direction with great agility. And he acquired great endurance. She was joined by other fems in practice games.

But a slave census had revealed a shortage. Many masc’s balls had gone under the knife but they had not been replaced in sufficient numbers. Raids had become less frequent, as if the mascs were deterred by the frequency of failure and seeming certainty of capture. Something had to be done to incite their lust to the point of their abandoning caution.

Brena was put in charge of procurement due to her unique talents. She hit upon a variation of the ploy with Pala. A contingent of two dozen of the most alluring and nubile fems was recruited and they were taken to same beach where Pala had served as bait. But this time the results would be quite different.

The beautiful young fems all frolicked naked on the beach and in the water all day and then packed up and headed back into the forest as if they were camping somewhere inland. Periscopes were sighted on the third day. Needless to say, 20 fem troopers lay in ambush.

For three more days the subs cruised the shoreline. But after midnight, with the sky overcast and the night pitch dark the raid was launched. Subs surfaced just off the beach and forty masc commandos with a captain in command hopped out of them and charged into the woods with a reckless disregard driven by their lust.

It was almost too easy. The gas grenades were tossed among them and down they went, except for a few who managed to escape the fumes. They were soon hunted down and brought to earth with dart rifles. All the fems joined in their subsequent humiliations and degradation until they were satisfied. Then they were loaded into trucks and hauled off to the slave pens in the capital to be trained and prepared for the games.

Up and down the coast Brena repeated the ploy with some variations. Naked and seemingly vulnerable young fems served as infallible bait for the testosterone addled mascs and with two weeks to spare before the Games sufficient numbers of slaves were procured. Training was expedited.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Brena’s tactics were an homage to those of one of the Fem Nation’s ancient heroes. Zayla Marz had been just 18 years old a year after the Partition. That was when the masc rape raids began. It had seemed at first that the mascs were resigned to the fem prisoners of war being their only sexual outlets other than their hands but, in fact, they were planning their tactics, training commandos, and building the fleet of mini submarines that would allow them to sneak up to the coast and carry out lightning raids to abduct fems for breeding and pleasure. They were bold and brazen at first and the fems were unprepared. The fems were also of “normal” size in proportion to the mascs those centuries ago. Only later would the selective breeding make them physically superior to the masc.

Zayla had been on a summer vacation at a resort along the beach along with numerous other nubile and lovely young fems. She was a rare physical specimen in her time, as tall as most mascs, muscular, athletic, red haired and green eyed. Among her athletic pursuits had been training in martial arts.

The young fems enjoyed taking naked moonlight swims, frolicking in the water and on the beach with not a care in the world. On one of these evenings the masc raiders struck. Thirty young fems were on the beach when 10 conning towers rose above the waves just 20 meters from shore and 100 masc commandos spilled out.

The fems screamed and tried to flee into the woods but they were no match for the speed of the powerful mascs and all soon fell into their clutches.  The fems who made up the resort’s staff heard the commotion and came running to help, only to be overwhelmed and overpowered themselves. Then the rapes commenced.

The mascs stripped their pants off and their big erect dicks jutted and bobbed. They seized the fems three at a time bent on sticking their cocks into vagina, anus and mouth to satisfy themselves. Lustful panting and the muffled screams of the fems with cocks driven down their throats filled the air.

Zayla fell into the grasp of three brutish mascs and soon found herself straddling the hips of one, vaginally impaled on his cock. Then another came up behind her and she felt him prodding at her anus. His penetration hurt and she cried out, only to have a cock shoved into her mouth and down her throat.

The mascs began to enjoy her, rutting and panting. They were horny from being deprived of fem flesh for so long and all three came quickly. Zayla felt the throbbing of their cocks and heard their grunts of pleasure as they pumped copious cum into her three orifices. She was repulsed and filled with rage and loathing but feigned resignation and helplessness until the mascs sighed in satisfaction and relaxed. Then she struck.

The cock was still in her mouth but softening and she bit down on it hard, tasting blood and feeling her teeth sink in deep. The masc screamed and pulled away, doubled over, cradling his wounded member in his hands, then falling. She threw her head back hard, slamming it into the nose of the masc who had sodomized her. He reeled back and hit the ground just as she throat punched the masc who lay on his back beneath her.

All three mascs were down and not soon to rise. She got to her feet and looked around. All the mascs were busy rutting, heedless of anything else. She wanted more than anything to save her sisters but could see there was no hope. All she could do was escape to spread the alarm. She fled headlong through the woods with thorns and brambles tearing at her naked body. She came to the road and set out running. About ten clicks along she reached a village, went to a house and banged on the door. She was drawn in by welcoming arms and phone calls were made.

There was a fem army post with barracks housing a hundred troopers near the village and the troopers hopped into trucks and drove to the beach. But by then it was far too late. The beach was empty, the young fems gone, taken to begin their lives of sexual servitude.

Zayla was wrapped in a blanket and taken to a nearby hospital. Her wounds were bound and she was put to bed for the night. Though exhausted, sleep eluded her. Inwardly she seethed in vengeful loathing. Her life’s mission was born. She would devote her remaining days to exacting vengeance; but not merely vengeance upon the day’s perpetrators but on the entire masc gender. Revenge would be cruel, eternal and most of all pleasurable.

The raids continued with increasing frequency and it took a good year for the fems to marshal their forces against them. Far too many young fems were gang raped and then dragged off into slavery. Zayla was among the leaders of the effort, training young strong fems in hand to hand combat and tactics of ambush. She was enlisted into the army and given the rank of captain straight on.

Zayla led the first successful ambush of a company of masc raiders. She had persuaded the high command that death was much to merciful for the raiders. Far better for them to be enslaved themselves, degraded, humiliated, used for pleasure and ultimately castrated and put to slave labor.

Once again, one summer evening as the sun was sinking low, naked nubile fems frolicked on the beach where the first rape raid had been perpetrated. But his time they were bait. Zayla and 100 troopers lay in wait in the forest beyond, armed with air rifles that would shoot tranquillizer darts and scanning the waves for periscopes. When the sun was just setting the subs fell into line for the attack and came in close. The signal was given and the bait fems fled down the path into the woods. The mascs poured from the subs and set off in hot pursuit 50 strong.

When they were 100 meters into the woods in the gauntlet of fem troopers the trap was sprung. Tranquilizer darts hit each masc and all of them staggered and scattered into the woods before crashing senseless to the ground. They were dragged to the resort grounds, stripped naked and bound helpless in handcuffs and leg irons. When they awakened the vengeful pleasures would begin.

Zayla walked among the bound mascs as they lay unconscious and her eyes riveted on the cock of one who had tooth marks halfway along its length. He could be none other than the one she had bitten. And then she found another with a nose badly out of joint. He had to be the one she had head butted. She ordered two troopers to pull them aside for her personal attentions.

The resort’s wine cellar was emptied and kegs of beer were tapped. A big bonfire was lit. It was going to be a long and enjoyable evening, at least for the fems. The fems were in the uniform that would become traditional, wearing short field jackets and jackboots, naked below the waist for convenience in taking pleasure and inflicting excretory degradation. Each was equipped with a femcock, although that device had yet to reach its height of technological development. It was just an inert instrument but hard humping would still yield very pleasing orgasms.

One by one the mascs revived. They were lined up in two rows, on their knees and facing each other, 10 meters apart. One masc was bound to the resort’s flagpole with his balls banded tight and turning purple. Zayla walked between the lines, withering each prisoner with a menacing glare. She informed them of what they could expect and of the consequences of resistance.

“Good evening masc scum! I hope you had a good nap because you have a long night ahead of you. We are going to play a little game called ‘do as you are told if you want to keep your balls.’ You and your ilk have raided and raped for an entire year with impunity but now a new day has dawned. You will be the first, but not the last, to suffer the consequences. Just so you understand we mean business there will be a little demonstration!”

A trooper handed her a sharp knife and she went to the masc who was bound to the pole. The look of cruel delight in her eyes told him all he needed to know about the inevitability of his castration. He whimpered and sniveled pleas for mercy and apologies. Zayla grabbed his balls and sliced them away cleanly as his scream echoed in the forest. She thrilled to the feel of the warm severed balls in her hand and first held them before her victim’s eyes, reveling in his moan of despair. Then she walked along the lines of kneeling mascs, flaunting her bloody trophies in their faces. They quailed in terror. She ordered a trooper to go to the kitchen and find a skewer, ran it through the balls and propped them near the glowing coals at the base of the bonfire to roast. She looked at the prisoners and licked her lips.

“I’ll have those for a snack later on. Now ladies! Let the games begin!”

The mascs were outnumbered more than two to one and it would be their challenge to satisfy at least two troopers. The fems went at them like a pack of hungry she-wolves. Pussies and asses were licked, most fems first standing with legs spread with a masc kneeling in front and behind with tongues busy. Orgasmic cries echoed off the trees.

When oral satisfaction was achieved the femcocks came out and the mascs were spit roasted on hands and knees, taking one femcock down the throat and another up the ass. Their orgasmic cries had a special intensity when the mascs came and were reduced to sniveling unmanned wreckage.

Beer and wine were guzzled and when the effects were felt the mascs got deep drinks of golden fem brew. And orgasmic satisfaction made nature take its course with many of the fems and some prisoners were fed what was to become a steady diet from then on. Spilling any on the ground resulted in cruel stomps and kicks upon helpless and vulnerable balls.

A scream of rage and pain rang out from a fem who lay on her back with a masc busy eating her. She jumped to her feet.

“He bit my pussy!”

Zayla had the two erstwhile rapists busy with their tongues fore and aft but broke away from them when she heard the commotion. She ordered the offending masc to be bound to the pole with his balls banded tight. She retrieved the skewered balls from the fire, went to stand before him and plucked the balls from the skewer one by one and ate them down as he watched. The skewer still glowed red hot. Grabbing his balls, she ran the skewer sideways through both of them, bringing a howl of excruciation.

Then she was handed a knife but waited until the scream ended and the masc stared at her in stark terror. Only then did she sever the balls as he screamed once more. She showed him his severed and impaled orbs, then turned, holding them up for all to see. All eyes, both fem and masc, were riveted upon her.

“This will be the punishment for biting!”

The fems all turned their eyes to the kneeling groveling mascs, who cowered. Stark terror made their submissive attentions all the more abject and pleasing.

Zayla went to the trooper who had been bitten and handed her the skewered balls, inviting her to put them on the fire to roast so she could snack on them later. Then she turned her attention back to her own two slaves and made them start over with their two tongues. She was suffused with a sense of triumph and her orgasm turned her knees to rubber. She grabbed each masc by the hair to hold herself upright as she savored afterglow. Then it was the masc’s turned to know the inevitability of rape like the poor fems who had been their victims. She strapped on her femcock and picked up a pebble from the ground. She showed it to the mascs and then put her hands behind her back, concealing the stone in her right hand and holding her closed fists in front of her. She looked at the masc whose cock she had bitten and stepped close to him, flaunting the cock in his face.

“Which hand holds the stone scum? Get it right and he gets it first, get it wrong and you get it first!”

He got it wrong. She called out to two troopers who were idly standing by sipping wine and had them bend the prisoner over and hold him down. She dropped to her knees behind him and dribbled some of her spit down his crack and let it run down over his asshole, then spat more on the glans of her cock as the only lube he would get.

The masc trembled and sweated in his fear and his hole twitched and puckered as he tried to clench tight enough to resist her penetration. She laughed.

“Just keep that up masc! It will only make it hurt more!”

With that she pressed the glans against his hole and threw her hips forward in a merciless thrust. The masc clenched, but in vain. The flared glans went in past his virgin sphincter and he screamed and tried to pull away. But the troopers held him firm and Zayla thrust hard again as the shock of the pain made him slack his hole. The cock plunged in half its length. He howled and sobbed, begging her to stop. Her answer was a drive of her hips that drove the shaft home so her bush tickled his behind. He broke down into pathetic blubbering. She leaned over to speak into his ear.

“Now you know what it feels like scum! Are you sorry now? Perhaps, but there will be no mercy for you just like there was none for me.  I’m going to fuck you now and make you my bitch! Then I’m going to do your buddy and you will both be coming home with me and you will get it every day!”

She went to rutting with abandon as he screamed and writhed in the grip of the troopers. Her strong hips took on a frenzied rhythm and soon his screams transitioned to whimpers of what seemed like growing pleasure. She fucked him all the harder in her surprised delight and suddenly he came, giving out a moan of defeat and emasculated surrender. An orgasm the like of which she had never know rocked her, purest ecstatic triumph. A primal wail was torn from her depths and every fem paused in her pleasures and gaped, then turned back to them.

Zayla pulled out of the masc and stood, then gave him a sharp kick in the balls and turned to the other, who knelt staring in horror. Her cock was smeared both red and brown. She stepped over to him and poked it at his mouth.

“I want to deflower you with a clean cock masc scum! Suck it!”

He turned away in refusal but she grabbed his hair and directed his eyes to the pole where the castrated masc was still bound.

“Want to be next?”

He sighed in resignation and opened his mouth. She made him suck it spotless and signaled to the two troopers to bend him over and hold him down. The second rape was as pleasing as the first, though she had to fuck him harder and longer. She had drunk her share of wine and the first masc got a long deep drink of the result. And her relaxed satisfaction caused a natural movement within her and the second masc was fed. She felt uncommonly pleased with herself and her troops.

She told the troopers to tie the prisoners together by the balls and bind them to a nearby tree. Then she went to join the numerous troopers who had satisfied themselves and were drinking laughing and chatting. Eventually all the mascs lay on the ground, used up and degraded. The orgy wound down and Zayla ordered the prisoners to be bound together by the balls with a long rope which was secured to trees at both ends. Then most retired indoors to sleep, leaving ten troopers as guards for the first watch over the mascs.

In the morning they woke at sunrise. The mascs were put to oral service first getting deep drinks of the golden wine the fems had to offer. Then each fem sat on the face of a masc and enjoyed a quick but satisfying cunnilingus to start the day right. Breakfast and coffee were served and then mother nature took her course and the mascs were fed their “breakfast.” Two more of them lost their balls for stubborn refusal to eat.

Then it was time to march the mascs off to the slave pens. They set off, each masc with the rope tied around his balls and passed back between his legs back to the balls of the next in line. They shuffled along in their leg irons, bellies full of piss and shit. Zayla led the string, setting a fast pace so the prisoners had to struggle to keep up. The fem troopers cut canes in the woods and used them to whack asses and balls when they stumbled and held up the march.

Trucks could have been called in to haul the mascs but Zayla wanted to put them through a grueling and degrading march as punishment. There were “rest stops” that were mostly for the fems. The mascs collapsed to the ground in exhaustion but all found themselves with fems seated on their faces to be pleasured. They also were given plenty to drink.

It was slow going for the mascs in their leg irons even though they were hurried along by strokes of the canes. It took all day to cover the ten klicks to the barracks where slave pens had been erected. But the masc’s long day wasn’t over. The vengeful lust of the fems was far from satisfied. There would be another fine orgy later.

The prisoners were led to a wide patch of lawn adjacent to the slave pens and made to kneel there under guard while the fems had their dinner and rested up a bit. The sun was just going down when the festivities began. The fems stripped naked except for their jackboots, which would be delivering some vicious kicks to the balls as the evening progressed. Several bonfires were lit, throwing amber light upon the fleshy revelry.

Masc faces were shoved into ravenous fem cunts and forced to serve. Some were laid face up on benches and queened, fems riding their faces and twisting their ball sacks, demanding to be rimmed to their satisfaction. All the mascs were gang raped, ravaged by the femcock until they expended every drop of their cum and lay spent and sniveling. Then, with kicks and poking of sharp sticks they were made to grovel to the slave pens to be locked up for the night.

The next day fem officers of high rank came to the post. The mascs were rousted from the pens and lined up kneeling on the lawn. The troopers fell into formation at attention behind them. Zayla stood front and center before them. General Irma Vintz, a tall, regal and imperious silver haired fem addressed the ranks.

“Troopers! Your service in the capture of the masc scum has been exemplary and you will all be rewarded. The prisoners will remain here as slaves to your pleasure for you to enjoy and abuse as you please. And Captain Marz, you will be awarded the two loathsome ones who raped you as your personal slaves. You are also to be promoted to colonel and will take command of a regiment that will specialize in tactics of ambush and capture.”

Then a gleam came to the eyes of the general.

“With the formalities over, my colleagues and I would like some time alone with some of these mascs, if you don’t mind!”

Zayla saw to it the generals were all given femcocks and their pick of the slaves. Folding tables were set out and food and drink were set out upon them. Charcoal grills were lit so steaks could be broiled. Skewers were put in the fires to heat up in case they were needed. Everyone watched in amusement as the generals had their way with the mascs. Sure enough, one masc was foolish enough to bite general Vintz’s pussy. He was tied to a pole to await his castration while the general selected another slave and continued her pleasures.

When the generals had satisfied themselves general Vintz did the honors on the slave who had bitten her. A razor-sharp knife and six red hot skewers were laid on a table near the pole where the biter stood bound and trembling in terror, sniveling apologies that would be ignored and pleas for mercy that would not be granted. With a leer of cruel delight, the general picked up a skewer, grabbed one of the balls and twisted it so the sack was tight and shiny and ran the cruel needle through it. The scream echoed ten times in the welkin. Two skewers were stabbed through each ball and she ran the remaining two crosswise through both of them. Then she stepped back and waited, letting him suffer for a while before she gave him the mercy of the cut.

A trooper tied the balls off tight with a leather thong and stepped back to let the general finish the job. She chose to saw the balls away slowly so the moment of his unmanning would be stamped in his memory forever. Then her “snack” was put on a grill to roast. The slave was left bound to the pole and the general sought out Zayla to get better acquainted with her. She could not contain her delight from the castration.

“Captain Marz, may I just call you Zayla?”

“Of course, General!”

“Then call me Irma. Taking that masc’s balls gave me a thrill like I’ve never had before. I must do it again and soon.”

“Wait until you taste the masc meat Irma. There’s nothing like it. And please feel free to cut another. Just pick one at random. These scum have to know their balls can be taken for any reason or none at all.”

When the balls were roasted golden brown the general removed all but one skewer and approached the masc she had castrated, holding them before his eyes and licking her lips. She slipped one of the balls free and popped it into her mouth, chewing slowly and savoring while the eunuch sobbed in despair and humiliation. She ate down the second one slowly as well then turned and walked away with a sneer of contempt, joining Zayla again.

“I never dreamed anything could be so delectable, so rich and succulent! And now I’ve got this feeling! I’m getting horned up again like never before. I must do another one! I’ll fuck him until his ass bleeds and make him eat my shit first! And then I want to take one of them home with me to be my slave, my pet, my plaything. I’m sure the other generals will want one too. I hate to pressure you colonel, but you have your work cut out for you. We will want enough masc slaves that every trooper has a chance to enjoy one regularly. And I want them trained. We will spare no expense to construct the needed facilities, slave pens and dungeons with chambers for rent by any fem who’s horny. Your job: Keep the pens and dungeons full!”

“I’m on it General! I won’t let you down!”

CHAPTER EIGHT

For the fifth or sixth time, she had lost count, Pala knelt before the masc general, their Chief of Staff, running his long thick cock in and out of her throat with ease as she drove him to delirium. He put a hand behind her head to urge to quicken her rhythm, pushing her forward after she drew back. Pala suppressed her revulsion and waited for the first signs of his coming, the extra hardening of his shaft and the throbbing. She felt it and pulled away from him, denying him just before he went over the brink.

She started over. He was helpless under her command and at her mercy, lost in the delight of her artistry, pleading with her for release. Any thought of forcing her seemed driven from his mind, so enraptured was he by the pleasure. Tormenting him this way excited her and she felt warm and wet in the pussy. On and on she went until it was clear his mind was gone and his entire being focused on his cock and the silken mouth and tight throat that caressed its length.

It was then that she took him, feeling the hardening and throbbing and drawing back so she held just his glans between her lips. The creamy spurts filled her mouth and, to her surprise, she came hard, gushing onto the floor. Her triumph over his will made his cum taste rich and sweet. She would entrance and beguile him, make him her creature, ready to believe any lie she told, as was the plan.

He pulled rank so he could take her into his private quarters to enjoy her at will. Every day she treated him to blowjobs until she sucked him dry. He was ever more slavish toward her and one morning she took a chance and demanded cunnilingus to make him earn his fellatio. To her exultation he was on his knees in a heartbeat, serving her pleasure, bringing her to an exquisite orgasm. She rewarded him by taking him into her mouth and making him come within the minute, keeping his cock in full length as he pumped his load right into her stomach.

Then she introduced him to the 69. The dual effects of her artful sucking and his ingestion of her juices day by day would put him utterly under her spell. Then the lies would begin. She would reveal fem “secrets.” He would plan the great masc all-out offensive and lead his troops into the well-laid trap that would give the fems final victory.

CHAPTER NINE

Brena had been frantically busy and stressed but her perk of owning a personal slave more than compensated. Kral was her sweet and adoring creature, eager to give any pleasure, submit to any degradation and suffer whipping and torture without complaint if she happened to be in a bad mood. 

If feeling especially cruel she liked to tie him to the bed spread-eagled and inflict torment on his helpless cock and balls with long, thin needles, hot wax and fierce alligator clips. Upon her command he would meekly fetch the finely crafted wooden box that held those instruments, light the candles that would dribble the wax, and then lay himself on the bed with arms and legs outstretched so she could bind him helpless and at her mercy.

She would straddle his head while she tortured him with his face buried in her oozing cunt, muffling his screams. And he would bring her to orgasm with his tongue in her deep and caressing her G when his agonies aroused her to sufficient pitch.

While she was away on duty he kept her quarters spotless and always had a fine dinner prepared when she came home. He would be waiting on his knees before her chair, holding a tall glass of red wine. She would swill it down and then enthrone herself spread legged and feel his adoring tongue go to its duty. Three or more exquisite orgasms would ease her stress and then he would serve her repast and she would feast while he licked her tired sore feet. She would have more wine and relax before starting the evening pleasures that would continue until midnight. Brena would have liked to give him her femcock every evening but had to make a sacrifice out of duty. As a breeding masc he was only allowed to ejaculate every third day lest his sperm count be insufficient for seeding.

Kral was so enamored he had no memory of his former life. It seemed the moment he first tasted Brena’s pussy was the moment of his birth. His only thoughts were of how he might be a better slave and give her greater pleasure. He even hungered for her feces now, finding it rich and delicious because it came from her.

Almost against her will Brena’s affection for him grew. How could it not when he worshipped her like a goddess and spared no sacrifice of his body or his dignity for the sake of her pleasure? She knew the tortures she inflicted on him sometimes brought agony that made her feel guilt, even though he was just a masc and a slave. Once she offered him a safe word to say if the torment was too much to bear but the dear sweet thing had declined. He said he could not bear the thought of limiting her enjoyment and denying her complete satisfaction. He begged her to follow her desires wherever they might lead because he knew his suffering gave her pleasure.

It all weighed upon her mind. Her affection, coming perilously close to love, felt like a dirty secret she dared not divulge to another fem lest she be considered weak. She had patronized the pleasure chambers as often as her pay allowed before her rank gave her the privilege of a personal slave. Being pleasured by the dungeon slaves out of their terror of the needles and the knife brought pleasure and satisfaction but Kral’s adoration gave sexual enjoyment a whole new dimension. And she even sought to enhance his pleasure in return, finding ways to fuck him slowly and build his desire, making his coming ever more intense. She pondered how she had loathed him at first, but now almost loved him. She began to feel like a traitor to her gender. She needed the counsel of someone she could trust and the only one she could think of was general Ulla.

On the General’s next visit Brena invited her to her quarters for dinner and an evening of enjoyment with their slaves. After the meal she asked if they could sequester the slaves in another room so they could have a private conversation. Ulla agreed, though seeming puzzled, and the slaves were locked away in the cell. They settled into chairs and Ulla asked the obvious question.

“What’s on your mind Brena?”

“I have a confession to make, and I’m afraid it might affect my career, or worse. I’ve owned my slave Kral for so long and he has made me so happy. He was just a masc beast when I captured him but now it seems he has come to love me more than life itself. When I come home to my quarters from a hard day it’s like I enter a heaven where I reign as a goddess. It’s pure pleasure until bedtime and I fall asleep so satisfied and wake up so refreshed. And in the morning he’s there for me and ready to serve. I give him a good long drink form me and then that tongue goes to work and I come until I feel relaxed and confident, ready for the new day. I feel like…goddess forbid…I almost love him. Is this wrong? Could it be treason?”

Ulla took her and, her eyes soft with understanding and compassion.

“I keep the same secret dear as do most high-ranking officers. I have kept my slave Bent for all these years because he is a joy. He still fears me of course. Our slaves must always have a healthy fear of the skewers and the knife. But that fear is submerged deep within him and it is his love for me that motivates his worship and submission. The way we can make them adore us is our ultimate power over them. I don’t even lock Bent up very often. Escape is the farthest thing from his mind.”

“Ulla, I wonder if this isn’t the key to final peace on our planet. All these years we have sought to subjugate the mascs through sheer terror. As I rose in rank and my pay increased I would always splurge a bit in the dungeons to be pleasured by slaves with the most brands that I could afford. Their terror made their submission so delightfully abject. But wouldn’t it be better if every slave submitted out of love? Kral and I are so happy together. It has to be because he has accepted his proper place in the world as an inferior being. If only we could just teach all of them to see the light.”

“Well Brena, I have been harboring high hopes that if Pala succeeds in her mission and we achieve the final conquest of this world there will be a masc for every fem to enthrall and enslave. It has always been a dream of mine.”

CHAPTER TEN

The much-anticipated Summer Games began with orgiastic festivities. A carnival midway was set up with booths where mascs were subjected to all manner of amusing and inventive cruelties. But all had been looking forward most to the polo matches, the sulky races, rape wrestling and, above all, the masc hunts.

First on the schedule were the polo matches. Four fems on each team, mounted on their masc slaves, vied to whack a ball with a long mallet into nets set up on each end of the paddock. Brena and her red team took the field against the blue team. Riding Kral was, by then, pure pleasure. His speed and endurance were unmatched and just knee pressure was needed to guide him. She could feel his eagerness for the game between her thighs. The gun sounded to start the match and Brena put the spurs to him.

A teammate was first to the ball. She gave it a hard whack toward the goal and Kral’s speed enabled Brena to catch up to it and give it another while the rest of the field lagged behind. A fem mounted on a strong dark-haired steed put on a challenge but Kral outdistanced him and Brena put the ball in the net. All in the crowd with wagers on the red team went wild.

But matters were far from settled. The blues showed fine teamwork in passing the ball among them, working down the field slowly but surely and with a quick and deceptive maneuver they answered the red’s score.

It became a see-saw battle, each team answering the other’s scores. There were long periods of trick moves and interceptions of the ball. But as the game wore on steeds tired save for Kral. Brena’s rigorous training regimen paid off and her faithful and adoring steed raced ahead of the pursuit for the winning goal.

She rode him to the sidelines where he collapsed in exhaustion, throwing her to the ground. She lay on her back in the cool and fragrant grass, exhausted herself, but after a short breather he crawled to her and put his face between her thighs, going to work with his adoring and practiced tongue. He probed deep in her cavern to massage her G while rubbing his nose on her clit and then slipped the finger into her behind. It was just what she needed. The thrill of victory and her delight in her dominance over her slave had horned her up urgently. Orgasm rocked her in a surge of triumphant ecstasy. She heard a cheer break out while in her afterglow and opened her eyes to find herself surrounded by her kindred souls who had watched with amusement and appreciation. The red team went on to win the tournament with Brena as MVP.

The sulky races held the day after the polo tournament were a simple, cruel and hilarious delight conducted on a half km oval asphalt track. A noose was tied around the balls of a masc slave and then tied to the tongue of a light sulky. A fem rode upon the sulky with whip in hand. The masc had to pull the sulky with his balls. It was twice around the track. The three mascs who came in last in a heat would be disqualified and sent to the carnival midway to be subjected to torment or be staked out on the ground to provide toilets.

There were qualifying heats, quarter finals, semi-finals and then a championship race. Brena had entered Kral in this competition as well. The first qualifying heat was set at the finish line. Big sergeant Gunta was on a sulky to be pulled by a one of the smaller mascs. This was by cruel design to add hilarity.

The gun sounded and all set out at a fast pace, except of course for the unfortunate slave who had to pull the big sergeant. He pulled with all his might under her merciless whip, sack stretched out to an amazing length. He was lapped by the field before he made the halfway point. All crossed the finish line just before he completed the first lap. But there was to be no mercy. He had to finish. The sergeant wielded the whip all the harder and slowly but surely he dragged her around. Just twenty meters from the finish he nearly collapsed but the whip urged him to supreme effort. Just as he crossed the finish line his sack popped open and his balls hung bare in the breeze. He screamed and fell to the track. The sergeant shrugged, dismounted, went to him and tied his balls off tight, then severed them with a quick stroke of her knife. Laughter and cheers filled the air. The sergeant picked him up like a rag doll, tossed him over her shoulder and carried him away to where the toilet slaves were staked out.

Kral proved himself as a steed once again. His long and powerful legs carried Brena to first place in every heat including the championship. Through every race she marveled at his strength and endurance, but most of all how he pulled with not a thought for the preservation of his balls, stretching his sack to lengths that amazed her. Thanks to his selflessness another trophy would be added to her bookcase.

General Ulla came to meet her after the trophy was awarded and they went off to spend some time on the carnival midway where cruel games were set up with prizes to be awarded to those could succeed at them.

The first booth was a simple dart game. Three mascs were hung spread-eagled on a wooden wall three meters from the counter. Their balls were bound tight in stretcher-spreaders with cocks dangling between them. The object of the game was to call the spot where the dart was to hit and then throw it. If it hit the mark a point was awarded. Each player was given three darts. The points of the darts were dipped in hot pepper oil to give them a burning sting when they pierced the male organs.

The general stepped up to the line first with darts in hand, facing the masc on the left. She called the tip of the cock and threw the dart hard. The general was a veteran of many summer games and her aim was true. The dart went right into the masc’s pee hole and he howled in torment, to the glee of the fems. Then Ulla called out the left nut and threw. Again, she was unerring in her accuracy. The dart’s point went into the testicle to the hilt and pinned his ball to his thigh. His scream brought wetness to the pussy of every fem. And the third dart found its mark in the right nut without fail. The general was awarded a gold-plated chastity cage with extra sharp inner spikes.

Brena eyed the masc who hung in the middle when her turn came. She noticed his dick was unusually long. She beckoned to the fem in charge of the booth and whispered into her ear. A wicked grin came to each of their faces. The attendant got out a narrow roll of tape and pulled the masc’s cock up to his belly. She ran two pieces of tape across it and announced a variation of the game. There were now five targets for the darts, the tip of the cock, the two spaces between the tape strips and the balls. Brena was handed five darts.

Brena too had been to many a carnival and her aim was no less true than the general’s. She chose to start at the bottom and work upward. Drawing her arm back, she threw with all her force and the long needle point ran through the right nut and pinned it to the thigh just as she called it. The left nut was next with equal precision. The masc squealed and writhed in his torment.

Then Brena turned her attention to the cock. Her first dark pierced the spot where the cock and scrotum intersected, quite a tender and sensitive one. The watching fems all but expired in their mirth at his screaming and helpless writhing. Many fingers went between thighs to fondle.

Brena’s next dart hit dead center between the two pieces of tape and also in the exact center of the cock, piercing through the pee duct and going all the way through into the masc’s belly. By then every fem had her fingers busy in her pussy with growing urgency.

Then Brena’s eyes riveted on the most tender and sensitive spot on every masc’s cock, the little V at the base of his glans. She took a stance with legs apart, wound up and stepped into her throw, sending the dart through the air with extreme force. It sunk into the very point of the V, went clean through and pinned the cock to the belly. The masc’s shriek of agony set off every fem and mad cries of orgasmic delight filled the air. Brena was awarded a femcock of the latest design with the most advanced technology.

They moved on to the next booth, a cruel variation on the dunk tank. This one was reserved for mascs who had acquired ten demerit brands in the dungeon and were doomed to castration. There was the usual tank of water below where the masc was seated, ready to be dropped into it when the ball hit the target. The masc’s hands were bound behind him and his balls banded tight and shiny. There was a thin wired noosed around his balls and fastened to a wooden beam above him so that when the seat dropped out and the masc fell the wire would sever his balls on the way down.

Each contestant was given three balls to throw at the target. Brena and Ulla watched as a young fem trooper took her turn. She was not well practiced at the game and all three of her throws missed the mark. But the horrified fright in the eyes of the masc with each throw was quite entertaining by itself.

The general paid for six balls to throw. Her aim was well known to be true but she chose to toy with the masc, missing her first five throws on purpose. The masc sniveled and trembled in his abject terror. Then the general’s eyes met his as she prepared for the final throw and he knew his balls were as good as gone. He cried out “nnnnoooo!” as she wound up and threw. The ball hit the target and the seat dropped. The wire tightened as he fell and the balls were severed cleanly, dropping into the tank with him.

Two troopers hauled him from the tank. The attendant scooped the severed balls from the water with a small net and put them in an insulated plastic bag full of ice. She handed it to the general along with her prize, a fine pair of snake whips.

Another masc was set on the seat and wired up. Brena took her turn and matched the general cruelty for cruelty, also toying with the masc through five errant throws. She was awarded the balls and a fine new cock and ball torture kit.

The next booth was a shooting gallery meant to test skill at hitting a moving target. Six mascs were hung up in a manner similar to the dart game but they were on a revolving vertical track. Dart pistols were to be shot at their junk as they rotated. The speed could be varied to challenge the contestants. The pistols were loaded with three darts, one for each testicle and one for the cock.

Brena and the general watched as younger and less skilled fems fired their pistols as the mascs revolved at slower speed, sometimes hitting the mark they called, most often missing. The darts that missed the organs were left in place but those that hit their mark were pulled out when the mascs revolved out of sight. The darts had been dipped in the stinging pepper oil.

When their turn cam Brena and Ulla stepped up to the counter with pistols in hand. They called for a more challenging speed. The rotation increased and they held their pistols at the ready. Each chose a masc and fired three darts in quick succession and each dart found its mark, bringing howls of torment from the mascs. They young fems gasped in awe at their prowess.

They were each awarded a plastic coupon good for a full day in a pleasure chamber with a slave bearing nine demerit brands. But being in no need of this because they owned slaves they turned to the small crowd of fems who had been watching. The general addressed them.

“Just be patient and practice girls. It took general Brena and I years to achieve that level of accuracy. We won’t be needing these coupons because our slaves keep us well satisfied. But I’m sure you all would love to have one. Catch!”

Ulla and Brena both flipped their coupons into the air sending them spinning. The young fems scrambled for them and two lucky ones emerged from the scrum holding their coupons high with eyes alight in anticipation of the pleasures of the dungeon that would otherwise be beyond their means.

In the next booth there was a whipping challenge. Macs were hung up in the same way as in the dart game with balls stretched out and spread wide and cocks dangling between them. The object was to see how many called lashes a fem could land on the genitals in thirty seconds with a three-meter bullwhip. Young fems were doing their best with one whip but most could only score half a dozen or so lashes within the half minute. Brena and Ulla showed them how it was done.

Brena stepped up first and took two whips in hand. Everyone stood back as she whirled the whips in a blur. She flicked her wrist and the slave’s cock jumped as the whip struck his glans and he screamed. Then a flurry of precise lashes struck with every flick of Brena’s wrists. Sixty lashes hit home within the thirty second as the slave squealed and writhed under the searing leather.

Then Ulla took her turn and matched Brena’s performance. She knew she could have landed a few more but a tie would earn a coupon for each of them to be again tossed to the young fems. She had been young once herself and had to budget her modest pay for pleasures in the chambers.

At the next booth Brena and Ulla chose to be spectators. It was a smothering competition and the contestants were among the heftier fems.

Two low benches were implanted in the ground on posts. A group of twenty naked mascs knelt at the rear of the booth and two lay face up on the benches unbound and trembling in fear. The object was to see how many mascs a contestant could smother unconscious within fifteen minutes. There had been several rounds of the competition already. Ulla and Brena would be watching the championship round for the day. The two contestants were sergeants Malla and Gunta, two of the biggest and most brutish fems in the army. Brena placed a bet on Malla and Ulla chose Gunta.

The sergeants took position over the slaves, Malla facing forward while Gunta preferred to be facing the slave’s feet. A gun sounded and the two fem behemoths dropped their big wet crotches onto the faces of the slaves, who at first lay still. Then their breath started giving out and they thrashed, kicked and writhed. Their hands were free and they pushed on the big behinds, trying to extricate themselves but there was no hope of that under the fleshy masses that pinned them to the benches. But their desperate and pathetic efforts were most entertaining and the fems gave out peals of glee.

Gunta’s slave went limp first and she stood up while two fem troopers grabbed the masc and pulled him away while two others laid another masc on the bench. Gunta settled over him just as Malla’s victim passed out and was soon replaced. Malla’s slave gave out first the next time and soon her third slave lay pinned beneath her smothering bulk.

Gunta was not far behind. Five minutes had passed. As time grew short each sergeant was riding her sixth slave. Mall’s gave out with seconds to spare but Gunta’s still struggled when the gun sounded. Malla was awarded a coupon for two days in the chambers and generously tossed it to the crowd. Gunta congratulated her and vowed to be the winner of the next day’s competition. The two of them walked off arm in arm to a nearby beer tent, the best of friends.

In the final booth there was a femcocking contest. The object was to see who could make a slave ejaculate to the greatest distance when being fucked. The slave’s balls were stretched extra tight to constrict their sperm ducts, resulting in the strongest spurts. Only the heaviest ejaculators had been selected and they had been denied coming for a month to ensure they had stored up huge loads. Brena and Ulla were randy as she-goats after touring the midway and were keen to compete.

They watched as two mascs were made to assume the position, facing crosswise at a line to the right of the booth. In front of them the floor had been marked out to measure the distance of their spurting. Two fems with cocks strapped on went to their knees behind them and when the gun sounded they thrust their hips forward, driving the cocks in to the hilt. They went to rutting hard, thighs slapping on buttocks.

Soon one masc cried out “coming!” and the fem behind him put her arm under his chest and raised him to kneeling so his cock jutted outward and upward. A thick string of cum was launched from his member, arching through the air and landing one and a quarter meters away. The fem came hard. The remaining spurts weakened and left a white trail back to his knees.

Then the second masc cried out and the fem fucking raised him to shoot his load. She gave him one last hard thrust that propelled his spurt just a few CM farther than the other. The distances were recorded and the mascs were made to lick up each other’s cum from the floor. Two more pairs of contestants took position.

Brena and Ulla were assigned their mascs, who installed their femcocks on them. They waited their turn. Two loads of cum had been spurted to the meter and a half mark when they stepped up to the line. Both of them rutted on their mascs in a frenzy. Ulla’s came first and she drove her cock in hard as he launched his load. The cum arched higher than any before and landed just short of the two-meter mark. Cheers rang out and most doubted the distance could be exceeded.

But, by luck, Brena had been assigned the masc with the longest, stiffest cock and the biggest balls, making him the best cum cannon of all. She thrusted hard and gyrated her hips as she raised him up to shoot. His load arched higher than any and splattered to the floor well beyond two meters. The crowd watching went wild. She was awarded another coupon, which she tossed into the crowd.

That evening Brena and Ulla attended the rape wrestling matches held in a small arena with a floor lined with padded mats. For this event, the largest and strongest masc captives would face off against fem opponents to see who could rape the other. The mascs were spared the femcock so they would be anal virgins. Their deflowering and emasculation would occur when they were inevitably defeated and raped by their fem opponents. The mascs were given testosterone injections to amp up their aggression and rage and inflamed by being told they could rape a fem and even make her suck cock if they won.

Ulla and Brena got seats in the front row. There were Plexiglas shields around the perimeter to allow viewing but prevent the mascs from leaping into the crowd to attempt escape. The fem who put the anal rape to her masc opponent in the shortest time would win the competition.

A big darkhaired naked masc was prodded into the arena though a low door in the wall. He was totally unbound and fully erect from the effect of the testosterone and anticipation of sticking his erect organ into a fem. Brena noted that he was much bigger than Kral. His opponent entered from the other side of the arena. It was trooper Zula, the muscular blond amazon who acted as a slave trainer. She was well schooled in the arts of wrestling and had the rippling muscles of a tigress.

Zula had her femcock on. Her anus was exposed out of “fairness” to the masc even though the outcome was a forgone conclusion. Her femcock was bigger than the cock of her opponent and she taunted him for that. In his hormone addled state, the masc let out a roar and charged, hell bent on wrestling Zula to the ground and sodomizing her. But Zula dodged his charge with ease and he slammed face first into the padded wall.

Zula turned and backed away to the other side of the arena. The masc brute turned toward her with bloodied nose. She waggled her femcock at him and he charged again, blood and spittle flying as he panted and roared. Just in time Zula dodged and stuck out her foot, tripping him up and sending him rolling into the wall, banging his head. He sat up shaking his head to clear the cobwebs and saw Zula again flaunting her femcock and taunting him for his” lack of size”, saying he could never satisfy her with that cocktail frank.

All but apoplectic in his rage he charged for the third and final time with arms outstretched. She sidestepped and grabbed a wrist, forcing his arm up behind his back in a thumb lock and swinging around behind him to pounce on his back and ride him to the ground belly down. In a flash she had his other arm behind him, also in a painful grip and he was at her mercy. She used her knees to pry his legs apart, raised her gorgeous and muscular ass high as she aligned her cock with his virgin hole and threw her hips forward.

The masc had been given a small squirt of lube between the cheeks but it wasn’t enough to ease the pain of her powerful deflowering thrust. Half the cock disappeared into him as he howled in the tearing agony and humiliation and the next thrust drove it home. She rutted with abandon upon him as he squirmed and belly crawled across the floor in a futile effort to free himself. Then, as always there was the transition. Soon he ceased to struggle but still gave out yelps of pain with each of her thrusts. Then came the snivels of growing pleasure and the softening as he yielded to the power of the femcock. With a great quavering moan of emasculated surrender, he came, triggering Zula who shrieked her ecstasy into his ear as she quivered her way through her own exquisite and triumphant climax.

She stood and pulled out of him, placing her foot on the back of his neck and raising her arms in victory as he lay there, the unmanned wreckage of what had once been a recalcitrant masc brute. Zula kicked his balls to get his attention, then made him kneel. She pointed to the puddle of his cum on the mat and he meekly bent to lick it up. Then, in abject defeat and submission he sucked the red and brown smears from the shaft. Zula made him go to hands and knees and mounted him, riding him from the arena, slapping him hard on the ass to urge him along. Her time set a record and the crowd went wild.

The masc hunts were the final and most anticipated events. They took two forms, the equestrian hunt and the forest hunt.

The equestrian hunt was held on a vast rolling grassland with numerous thickets scattered upon it. Fifty mascs were turned loose naked upon the prairie with hands bound to their sides and spike lined leather straps around their balls that could be pulled painfully tight and locked in place by pulling on a ring attached to them.

Ten fem huntresses, mounted on fine, long legged steeds and clad in just riding boots and hats would ride out to hunt down the mascs. They were equipped with two and a half meter long poles, one end of the pole having a hook and the other a big syringe filled with a stinging potion and tipped with a long needle. A button on the pole could be pushed to inject shots of the potion one by one.

The mascs were given an hour to flee. Predictably, most of them hid out in one of the many thickets. The huntresses would ride into the thickets and flush them out by sticking them with the needles and then enjoy a fine chase, trying to get in position to hook the masc’s ball strap and drag him back to the starting point by the balls. If the masc could keep his feet while being dragged in good for him but if he fell he was dragged along the ground.

When the huntress dragged in a masc he was set aside in a circle with her name on it and she rode back out to drag in another. The huntress who dragged in the most mascs in four hours’ time would win.

Brena and Ulla were both accomplished riders. They held their mounts at the starting line with the other huntresses. The gun sounded and they were off. Their naked pussies oozed on the fine leather of the saddles from the thrill of the chase.

A thicket came into view on the far right and the huntress on that end charged into it. The masc hidden there flushed from cover in headlong panicked flight with a scream as he was pierced by the needle and injected with the searing potion. He zigzagged and dodged in futile desperation as the huntress pursued him with hook extended, trying to reach his ball ring. The field of huntresses laughed and rode on.

The field spread out as they rode, each choosing a thicket that might conceal a masc. Brena charged into one but found it seemingly empty. She rode away, but then chanced to look back to see the foolish masc who had somehow hidden himself running for another thicket. She took off in pursuit at a gallop. The masc was a fast runner and challenged her skills. She jabbed him with the needle several times to subdue him but on he ran. In the end he was no match for the speed of the horse or Brena’s prowess with the hook.

She put on a burst of speed and got ahead of him before he could dodge, reached in with her hook and caught the ring and yanked hard. The masc howled as the cruel stinging spikes bit deep and the noose locked. Brena set off at a slow canter to drag him in. He kept his feet most of the way but collapsed in exhaustion thirty meters from the start. She dragged him along the ground the rest of the way as he sobbed and sniveled in torment, and she came in the saddle as she crossed the line, her cum dribbling down to the ground. Then it was off to drag in another.

Farther onto the prairie Ulla charged into a thicket and flushed two slaves. She tried to contain them both, hoping for a coveted double score but could not. A good sport, she shouted to a huntress who rode nearby and had not yet flushed out a masc. She galloped over to pursue and they hooked up at nearly the same time. Then it was a race. The unfortunate mascs were forced to a dead sprint to keep up but somehow kept their feet until the start came into view. One toppled and then the other and they were dragged by the balls across rocks and thorny weeds. Ulla’s clit was rubbed by the ridge of the saddle as the horse loped over the rough terrain. She felt herself nearing climax. Both huntresses let out wild and triumphant orgasmic cries as they crossed the line and deposited their mascs and galloped off for more.

Brena rode up to a larger thicket, almost a small wood with some taller trees in a small ravine. It could well hide several mascs. She looked around and saw three huntresses who might be in earshot. She called out to get their attention, then charged into the end of the ravine. Three mascs, possibly more, were flushed from cover. They ran down the length of the ravine toward the other end with her thundering hooves in hot pursuit.

There turned out to be four of them and when they burst out from cover into the open they found three huntresses waiting with cruel and lustful gleams in their eyes. Brena rode into the open and fine entertaining chase began, mascs scampering in every direction in sheerest panic, huntresses hot behind them, jabbing them with needles, making them howl in torment.

The huntresses used teamwork to maneuver the mascs into positions where they could be hooked. Soon Brena hooked up on the last one and all raced for the starting line with whimpering, wailing mascs in tow. Brena’s experience had taught her that keeping the masc on his feet was better than having to drag dead weight. She moderated her pace a bit while the rest of the huntresses rode at full gallop and left her behind. But their mascs went down a hundred meters from the line and Brena caught up and passed them, bringing in her second masc and wasting no time heading out for another.

It was a long and grueling contest, but in the end seven exhausted and humiliated mascs with bleeding ball sacks lay in Brena’s circle and six in Ulla’s. The remaining ones were divided up among the other eight huntresses. Some of them had their ball sacks ruptured from being dragged and they were promptly castrated and taken away to serve as toilets.

Then it was time for the forest hunt. It began with a cruel deception.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Blan lay in his cell as another day of pain and degradation dawned. Every morning for days uncounted he had been rousted from his cell to stand in the corridor while the brutish sergeant inspected the behinds of the slaves and set those with ten demerits aside to be castrated. Then it was off to the cleaning chamber and another day under the reign of the cunt and the whip. And, in spite of himself, he longed for that first taste of pussy and for the femcock that would make him come in that special and intense way. He had acquired eight demerit brands and found himself servicing fems of the higher ranks who were both more jaded and more artfully cruel. Any vestiges of his masc pride were deeply suppressed but not entirely gone.

But this morning turned out to be different. He and a large group of other slaves, fifty he guessed, were herded from the dungeons and made to stand at attention in the courtyard. Each wore the scrotum stretcher/ball spreader that made his sack tight and shiny and his balls a lurid purple like ripe plums ready to be plucked. He was puzzled when everyone’s leg irons were removed.

Several transport vans pulled up and the slaves were loaded into them. They drove off to who knew where. After riding for perhaps an hour the van stopped and they were allowed to come out to relieve themselves. They were on a dirt road that wound through dense forest and.

The fem troopers who guarded them seemed unusually lax in their duty. They wandered off up the road and around a bend were a big tree had fallen and sat down on the trunk, chatting and laughing, drinking coffee from thermos bottles and eating pastries.

The mascs were totally unbound and their guards seemed utterly inattentive. They looked at each other, looked around to make sure they really weren’t being watched and then, one by one or in small groups they fled into the forest, scattering in all directions. Little did they know they were in an enclosure ten km square and bounded by a high electrified fence.

Blan headed off in the direction he thought might take him to the beach where, if he could remain free he might flag down a scouting mini sub and be rescued. It was a faint hope but better than none. He ran as fast as he could at first to put distance between himself and the guards, who would surely be in pursuit before long. He grew winded and stopped, leaning on a tree with one arm. Suddenly he felt a searing sting in his left butt cheek and yelped in pain. He looked back there and could just see a small arrow stuck in his behind. Its feathers were bright orange.

He looked in the direction the arrow had seemed to come from and about thirty meters away he saw a blond fem holding a small crossbow. She was naked except for lug soled jackboots and a belt from which hung a thin coiled leather rope, some handcuffs and a small quiver containing more orange feathered arrows. He recognized her. It was trooper Zula, who had taken part in his initial training. The taste of her golden pussy was stamped in his memory. A cruel grin came to her face as she loaded another bolt onto the crossbow. The championship round of the forest hunt had begun.

Blan fled headlong through the woods, dodging behind the trunks of trees but he had not gone far before he felt the sting of another bolt in his other cheek. He ran faster, hoping to put distance between himself and the cruel huntress. Just as exhaustion set in he came to a dense thicket of low bushes and flung himself down in it to hide. He tugged at the bolts in his behind but they were barbed and would not come out.

He lay there as his breath recovered. Soon he heard footsteps in the leaves of the forest floor. They moved past the thicket and then the sound of them seemed to fade into the distance. He crawled from the thicket in the opposite direction and when he broke cover he got to his feet and ran.

Zula slowly circled back to the thicket where she knew the masc had to be hiding. She crept to the edge of it and waited. Sure enough, she heard a rustling in the leaves heading away from her. Then the naked masc popped upright on the opposite end of the bushes and ran. She shot a bolt that took him square between the cheeks, feeling the warm wet blossom in her pussy at the masc’s cry of pain. It was to be a merry chase indeed.

Brena and Ulla stalked through the forest fifty meters apart, eyes peeled for game. The bolts of Brena’s bow were feathered in a shocking blue. Ulla’s were hot pink. A bolt placed in a masc claimed him for the huntress who would then pursue him relentlessly, piercing him with bolts dipped in both a stinging potion and one that would very slowly weaken his muscles. The object of the hunt was to shoot a bolt that would pierce the masc’s organs, be it the cock or one of the balls. That would always bring the beast to earth. Then he would be handcuffed and the rope all huntresses carried tied in a noose around the base of his junk so he could be hauled to the starting point. There were several rounds of the hunt, qualifiers, quarter finals, semifinals and the championship round. The first fem to haul in a masc would win the round.

Brena had two championships to her credit and Ulla three. Brena was determined to equal her. She heard the crash of leaves that signaled a fleeing masc and readied her bow. The masc came in sight crossing right to left but she saw three orange bolts sticking in his behind and she knew Zula had a major head start. She moved on through the forest, stepping silently.

She saw Zula pass by at a trot in pursuit of her quarry and, as she emerged from a small grove of low trees she saw a masc crouched behind a tree watching Zula until she went out of sight in the woods. Brena crept toward him cat-footed until she reached a range from where she could not miss. He was perched on his hands and feet, ready to take off running, his ass sticking out, making a perfect target.

She shot the bolt dead center, low in his crack and into his anus. He leapt straight up with a screech, landed and spun around, torment and fright in his eyes when he saw her standing twenty meters away and loading another bolt. Brena laughed and taunted him.

“Okay masc! You are mine now but I want to toy with you a bit first! I’ll give you ten steps before my next arrow finds your ass! Now run for it scum!”

He fled with a speed born of sheerest panic but was no match for the speed of Brena’s bolt. It took him in the right cheek and he gave out an agonized yelp and made a bounding leap. On he ran, zigzagging among the tree trunks.

But Brena knew patience would be rewarded. She would give the potion some time to have its soporific effect before resuming the chase. It was a rule of the hunt that a huntress had to expend all of the dozen bolts in her quiver and bring in her game with all of them implanted in his flesh. If a huntress missed she had to retrieve the bolt and use it again. It was integral to the sport that the mascs be subjected to prolonged pain and terror before being brought in.

She heard screams echoing from other parts of the forest and sometimes the crashing of leaves underfoot beyond the range of her vision and she knew a fine hunt was in progress and the competition would be fierce. She leaned against a tree trunk for a while before heading off in pursuit of her game. There was a thicket to her left and, suddenly, a masc burst from its cover, running toward her, then stopping short when he caught sight of her. He had three yellow-feathered bolts in his behind, Sergeant Gunta’s color. Two bolts were in the right cheek and one in the left.

The masc looked about in confusion, at Brena and back the way he had come from, frozen in indecision. Brena pointed her bow at him to scare him and laughed. Then she heard a rustling in the bushes and Gunta emerged. The masc ran for it but Gunta’s aim was unerring. She evened things out with a bolt to the left cheek, smiled and nodded at Brena, then went off in pursuit.

Brena moved off to seek out her own quarry. She was a huntress of long experience and knew every trick a masc might try to evade his pursuer. She moved along with eyes peeled, searching both high and low. Her quarry proved to be an athletic and clever one. He had climbed a tree about fifty meters ahead and was clinging to the opposite side of the trunk. She could just see the feathers of her bolt sticking out from behind the trunk about three meters from the ground. And she could tell the masc had not seen her yet.

She crept closer, going from tree to tree to keep out of sight as best she could. When she reached the boll of a big pine tree about twenty meters from the tree where the masc hid she looked about on the ground until she saw a rock of a good size for throwing. Stepping out from behind the tree she heaved the rock as far as she could to the other side of the masc’s tree. It crashed onto the dry leaves and bounced along for several meters.

The masc quickly and predictably scrambled around to the other side of the tree to hide from what he thought to be another huntress on the prowl. Brena’s bolt pierced his left cheek and he screamed and lost his grip, falling to the ground with a thud. He got to his feet and saw her loading another bolt with a leer on her face. He fled straight away, and her next bolt caught him midway up the crack in his ass.

Again, Brena waited before pursuing but she had to force herself to be patient. The thrill of the chase was on her full bore and her pussy was wet and throbbing and tingling. Style points were awarded as tie breakers and she was determined to bring in her quarry with eleven bolts in his ass in a symmetrical pattern that exhibited her skill and accuracy.

She gave it a few more minutes, then set off again, this time at a slow trot. Soon she caught sight of the masc, still in desperate flight. But the potion was having its effect and he was staggering a bit. She got off a long range shot that hit him at the low point of his right cheek. He yelped and managed another burst of speed but his legs grew rubbery. He slowed and she put a bolt in his left cheek to match the one before. She meant her bolts to form a heart shape, four bolts in each cheek forming curves converging at the top of his crack and three in the crack itself.

He ran on, now staggering from tree to tree to keep his feet. She followed close behind shooting bolts at ever closer range until she planted the eleventh one at the top of his ass crack, forming a perfect heart. Her final bolt had to pierce his junk and bring him down for good.

The masc leaned against a tree trunk about thirty meters away with both hands, head bowed, panting and sniveling. He was bigger than he had first appeared to be and had bulging muscles. Brena waited for his next move. It surprised her, but pleasantly. He looked at her and instead of defeat she saw rage in his eyes as he somehow summoned up the will to fight. With a roar the beast charged, eyes bugging out, spittle flying through clenched teeth, bent on mayhem.

Brena was unperturbed, even delighted. Bringing down a masc game beast in a headlong charge was one of the greatest thrills the hunt had to offer. She took careful aim at the masc’s groin, focusing low to account for the speed of his charge. At fifteen meters she loosed the bolt. It took him dead center in the glans, going through to sink into the bone beneath, pinning his cock down tight. With a scream that tailed off into a sniveling whimper of defeat and despair the beast crashed to earth.

Brena heard a whoop and the clapping of hands from her right and turned to see Ulla standing at the edge of a copse with admiration in her eyes. She had brought her own beast to earth not far away and had heard the commotion. She went back into the thicket, dragged her game out by the hair and deposited him on the ground next to Brena’s. His left nut was pinned to the inside of his thigh, a fine shot but no match for Brena’s. Ulla expressed her appreciation.

“I’m so glad you have a witness for that. I don’t think I’ve ever seen such a fine junk shot. Are you as horny as I am? It’s been quite an enjoyable hunt. Let’s make them get us off and we’ll haul them in together. I’ll be glad to concede first place if we make it in before any of the others.”

They sat on the masc’s faces and forced them to satisfy their pent-up lust. Then they set off at a trot to the starting point with game in tow by the junk, hands cuffed behind their backs. They arrived to find themselves first. Brena’s style points gave her the win.

One by one the remaining huntresses brought in their game. The mascs were hung by the ankles from tree branches and photos were taken. The barbs on the bolts could be retracted by turning the shafts. They were removed and the mascs were taken back to the dungeons.

Brena and Ulla were pensive as they retired to the general’s quarters where Brena was saying over along with Kral during the games. Both had reveled in the cruelties inflicted upon the mascs but now they looked forward even more to the adoring attentions of their slaves, who had been spared from the games.

They entered Ulla’s quarters and the air was filled with the fragrance of a rib roast in the oven. Their slaves were on their knees before the recliners, each with a glass of wine in hand. It was the essence of domestic bliss.

They settled into the chairs and downed the wine at a gulp, then eased back, parted their legs and rested their knees on the arms of the chairs as the sweet cunnilingus commenced. Both sighed and tenderly petted the heads of their worshipful slaves as they were transported by the loving tongues. Three orgasms later the slaves were put to serving up dinner.

Wide boards were laid across the arms of the recliners to hold the plates and wine glasses. The slaves pulled the levers to extend the footrests of the recliners and licked the feet of their owners as they enjoyed their meal. Brena divulged her thoughts.

“Ulla, I have gotten great pleasure all my life from inflicting cruelty upon the mascs but isn’t this much better? Our slaves are examples of what every masc might be if treated with kindness once full dominance has been established. It’s so much more rewarding to see the love in Kral’s eyes when he looks at me instead of fear and hate. I have enjoyed the games and the pleasure chambers but if I had to choose between that and Kral’s love it would be no contest.”

“I feel much the same Brena and I know others who own slaves to feel the same way. But we of higher rank are privileged. Those of the lower echelons must work for their pleasure because there aren’t enough mascs to go around. It’s my hope that our plan for final victory and conquest will allow every fem to have a slave of her own.”

These more enlightened ideas were endorsed they the fem high council and the prima fem herself. Once victory had been achieved the reign of fem over masc would be one of total dominance tempered by kindness in return for total surrender and submission. Gratuitous cruelty would no longer be the norm.

CHAPTER TWELVE

One year later.

Pala knelt naked before the general as he stood with his pants down enjoying her worship of his cock. He had slipped away from his duties for a quick blowjob. The caresses of her lips and tongue and the tight clutch of her gullet on his shaft were all he could think about most of the time. Her head went back and forth in a rising rhythm as she took him to the brink. There would be no tease this time, just quick satisfaction. He had to get back to the high-level meeting in which the great offensive was being planned. He felt the first twinge of coming and forced his cock down Pala’s throat full length, grunting in pleasure as he shot his load down into her stomach. He pulled his cock out with a pop and took his leave.

The general’s lips were loose about the planning of the offensive. She had gained his trust by feigning love. And by then she had him so under her spell he had to earn one fellatio with ten cunnilingus. He even drank from her and soon she planned to feed him. The ingestion of her fem essences had transformed him from a masc brute to a worshipful slave. Pala meant to keep him for her own when victory had been achieved.

Pala had been sending messages about the progress of the planning and the location of the invasion. It would be an all-out attack on the fem capital while the entire fem nation was supposedly distracted by the summer games. The fems didn’t want to deny themselves the games. They just held them a month early and afterward marshalled their forces for the final battle. The new weaponry had been perfected and deployed.

The fem capital was in the valley of the largest river on the continent fifteen klicks inland from the sea. High ridges overlooked the river. The periscopes of masc mini subs were seen with increasing frequency as the day of the attack drew near. They even came upriver all the way to the outskirts of the city. There were no fem sentries to be seen but the subs were watched closely from concealment. The day and time of the attack were known to the hour thanks to Pala’s messages. Fem troopers armed with the secret new weapons were massed on the ridges awaiting the moment when the trap would be sprung.

The attack began in the wee hours. Under cover of darkness hundreds of landing craft bearing countless masc soldiers made their way upriver toward the capital. At Pala’s urging the general had committed all troops to the attack, leaving just a very few behind.

Just as the sun rose the mascs poured from their boats surged forward en masse toward the city, confident the fems would be taken by surprise and be easy prey. All caution was driven from their minds in their lustful anticipation of each masc having a fem to suck his cock.

Then the fem forces armed with pain ray generators, both truck mounted and handheld, poured over the ridge tops and fell upon the massed masc forces. The pain rays caused a fierce burning sensation that made the mascs drop their weapons and mill around in helpless torment. When all mascs had disarmed themselves, the ray generators were shut off and General Ulla’s voice was heard over huge loudspeakers set on the hilltops.

“You are surrounded and helpless! Resistance is futile! Strip yourselves naked, kneel and surrender!”

But most of the mascs were foolish enough to take up their weapons again and attempt to fire. Before a shot rang out the rays seared them again. A few managed to flee up the hillside but fems with handheld ray guns hunted them down and subdued them. The second dose of the rays made the reality of their defeat come crashing in and when the rays ceased they began to strip. When naked they fell to their knees.

About half the fem troopers boarded the masc’s boats and set out across the narrow sea to occupy the masc continent and rescue their sisters from degrading enslavement. There was little resistance. The skeleton forces left behind were no match for the mass of fem troopers armed with invincible weaponry.

Mascs kneeling naked in surrender filled the valley on both sides of the river from hillside to hillside for five klicks. The Prima Fem addresses them over the loudspeakers.

“You have been wise to accept your defeat, but I know you all feel fear because you know of the cruelties that have been inflicted upon your fellow mascs over these many years. I hereby announce the dawning of a new era. If you accept your status as inferior beings meant by divine right to submit and serve the superior gender you will be spared those cruelties. There will be some necessarily rigorous training in the giving of pleasure to your betters. But then, if you show absolute and limitless submission and obedience you will sometimes be shown kindness and given pleasure in return. Each of you will be owned by one of us and you will devote your life to serving her. But you will also be the common property of Fem Nation and be expected to serve any fem upon command. There may be some of you foolish enough to reject these generous and enlightened terms. In that case we still have need for eunuch laborers.”

Mass slave auctions were held over the next several months so each fem could take ownership of her own masc. This did leave a surplus of mascs but it was always good to have extra slaves for some of the orgiastic revelries held upon holidays and special occasions.

The reign of the fem was absolute in its dominance but submission and obedience were enforced by kindness and the reward of the femcock rather than through pain and cruelty. There was peace and harmony on Zaron with the mascs knowing and accepting their place.
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