
        
            
                
            
        

    
1880 C.E. in the Bavarian Alps.

CHAPTER ONE

Countess Dagmar II sat fuming in the parlor of her castle keep while police invaded her private rooms and the entire village that surrounded her ancient fortress. In earlier times her predecessors had been subjected to such intrusions but the secrets of the domain where women ruled and men were subjugated and enslaved were well hidden and no proof of the usual accusations was uncovered.

Those accusations were born of suspicions of male authorities relating to the regular disappearances of males in the general vicinity of the castle. It was considered wise to just endure these searches, secure in the belief that all was concealed with an ingenuity acquired over two centuries of the reign of a long line of countesses.

The countess had spies who were always vigilant and there was ample warning of any intrusions into her domain. The male slaves who usually went naked were clothed, including the eunuch slaves who performed menial labors. Most inhabitants of the village and surrounding countryside were married couples, wife as mistress, husband as slave who submitted obeyed and served her pleasure. All would have the appearance of normalcy when there were prying eyes around.

The entrances to the castle’s inner sanctum containing the torture and training chambers, the pleasure chambers where mistresses enjoyed slaves for a fee and the dungeon where those slaves were imprisoned were hidden behind secret doors impossible to detect.

Most galling to Countess Dagmar was the new sheriff who had ordered the search. Most of those other sheriffs in past years had been bumblers and boobs and more than one had ended up either in the dungeon pleasure chambers or as eunuch slaves themselves.

But young sheriff Klaus Haas was different. Tall, dark-haired, with cold gray eyes, he carried himself with an arrogant swagger in his riding boots and jodhpurs, a riding crop under his arm. His jaw was set in grim determination and worse, he was rude and supercilious toward her, making her blood boil. She could tell this would not be the last she would see of him and that she had acquired an implacable foe.

The searchers turned up nothing as usual and Haas told them to leave. But he lingered to have words with the Countess, those words dripping vitriol.

“Well, my dear Countess, it seems you have again successfully concealed what I know you are up to here in your little fiefdom. Do not sleep too soundly. Give me just one small excuse and I will be back!”

He turned on his heel and left with a scoff. The Countess rose from her chair, left the parlor and walked down a corridor that seemingly ended in a blank stone wall. But with just the right touch of her hand upon that wall it swung open and she entered her secret world. There was a stone spiral staircase that ran around the castle’s central tower going upward to where there were doors opening into various chambers with different uses. It also led downward, deep underground to the dungeon, the torture/training chamber and the pleasure chambers.

She went upward, climbing the many steps that led to her living quarters at the tower’s very top. The sound of her bootheels on the stone steps echoed. The long climb was one thing that helped her maintain her Amazon physique and youthfulness at age 50. More important to that end was the complete sexual fulfillment she enjoyed daily. By all appearances she was a vibrant and vigorous women of 35.

She had dressed for the search in a long black leather tunic and thigh high stiletto heeled boots with sharp iron tips on their toes. When she reached the top of the stairs she shed the tunic with one motion, revealing the resplendent nudity beneath. She preferred to go naked most of the time except for those boots so she was always ready to jump in the saddle for a ride across her domain, often in pursuit of some trespassing male who would soon find himself enslaved in the dungeon.

She stood before a full length mirror in her bed chamber for a moment, admiring herself, waist length golden hair tied in a ponytail, steel blue eyes, strong chin, high cheekbones. She postured regally, broad shoulders back, full and heavy breasts jutting. Her waist narrowed and then there was the sumptuous swell of her hips and below them the comely thighs that framed the dense golden bush at her loins.

Her jaw was set in determination as she looked deep into her own eyes. Silently she swore that smug swine Haas would one day find himself in the underground torture chamber, helpless and at her mercy, ready to be broken and trained for a life of degrading enslavement. She usually left the breaking and training of new slaves to Helga, her Mistress of Discipline. But she meant to personally take charge of Haas once she had him in her clutches. She knew it would take time and patience. He was smarter and more wary than the other bumbling sheriffs who had made themselves a nuisance.

Her anger still seethed from the humiliation she had just endured and she went to a wall of the chamber where there were two waist high iron doors with small, barred windows. She threw the bolts that held them shut and swung them open, then stood back as two naked men groveled forth and bowed low, each kissing and licking one of her booted feet.

On her left boot was Ernst, her favorite slave, the one who gave her the deepest and most emotionally rewarding pleasures. Blond-haired, blue eyed, tall and muscular, she loved him insofar as a woman of her bent could love a lesser being. His physical attributes, adoring submission and selfless devotion to her pleasure had earned him a special role in her life.

On her right boot was Dolph, a dark haired, short somewhat chubby man. He had been a grain merchant and she had caught him selling her oats for the horses in her stable at short weight and of poor quality. Needless to say, he suffered the fate of any male who gave offense to her and soon found himself in the torture chamber subject to Helga’s tender mercies. He was too unattractive to be worthy of tasting her golden pussy and was instead relegated to maintaining the cleanliness and comfort of her anus. Soon his 90 day term of service would end and he would go back to the dungeon to continue those same duties for other mistresses. Another such lowly one would take his place in service to the Countess.

It was also Dolph’s lot to be her whipping boy when a male had offended her but escaped her wrath, at least for the time being. No male ever escaped that wrath for long. Haas was one of the latter and her fury was of uncommon intensity.

With sharp kicks of her iron toed boots and gouges from her stiletto heels she sent Dolph groveling into her private pleasure/torture chamber. He whimpered and sniveled in terror, sensing that the whipping to come would be most severe. His pudgy body was already striped with welts in various stages of healing  and his ass torn and bruised from the administration of the cane. Ernst followed behind her, also on hands and knees.

There was a block and tackle hanging the center of the chamber with a spreader bar attached to the end of its rope. Dagmar clamped his ankles into the leg irons at its ends and cuffed his hands behind his back, then hauled him aloft with her strong arms so he hung helpless and at her mercy. She selected one of the long bullwhips from the array of various whips that were hung along the wall. It was such a whip that she wielded with astonishing skill from horseback when in pursuit of some foolish trespasser destined for the dungeon.

She paced away to the proper distance and uncoiled the whip. There was a ball bearing on the spreader bar that would allow Dolph to be spun around during his flogging and she ordered Ernst to give Dolph a hard push. Ernst was strong and his push sent Dolph spinning wildly.

The Countess whirled her whip and let it snap close to Dolph’s hide a few times so he could feel the breath of it, but then let the lashes strike home. Up and down his spinning body the searing leather cracked as he screamed. And even as he spun, such was her prowess with the whip, she caught his organs with unerring accuracy. She pulled those strokes a bit lest she splatter his organs to mush. Dolph was fated for eventual castration but she wanted to preserve his balls for the time being because so much torment could be inflicted upon them.

The spinning slowed and she ordered Ernst to give him another push. She increased the cadence of the flogging, whip whirling constantly, each flicking of the wrist causing the lashes to strike where aimed. She had an arm of iron and her heart was a stone in her breast. Only when her lust boiled from the delights of his torment did she drop the whip and let him hang whimpering as she stepped over to a throne that stood along the wall.

She seated herself and rested her ankles on the arms, exhibiting her golden haired womanhood. With a snap of her fingers Ernst groveled to her and pressed his face deep into the lush wetness. He knew that such whippings brought her lust to a painful pitch and he took joy in his duty of easing it for her. Long and hard had she trained him in the use of his tongue and he knew how to make it perfect for her, not one wriggle or slither of his strong supple organ failing to bring delight. Orgasm struck soon and hard and, as always, his heart thrilled when those lovely silken thighs clamped his head between them as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy.

Her limbs flopped limp and she savored for a few minutes, then raised her knees once more to offer herself to his tongue. Ernst was no stranger to the taste of her hind hole and he knew her next expectation was to feel his tongue there.

Dolph’s oral attentions to her anus were born of sheer terror and were pleasing to her out of her desire to degrade him. But when Ernst went low to serve her it was out of love and the delight of it far eclipsed that. His tongue had gained strength and length from long service and it probed deep, its swirling and plunging in and out bringing rapture. She gritted her teeth as her lust boiled again, longing for release but also loathe to end his worship of her nether orifice. But when her lust reached an itching torment that had to be soothed she guided him to her clit. He took it between lips and tongue to suck and lick and she shuddered and convulsed, gave out a primal shriek, gushing forth a salt/sweet juice that he guzzled with thirst.

She went limp and languid again for a while, but then firmed and stood. Her rage over Haas was far from being cooled and much more lay in store for poor Dolph. She lowered him to the floor and released him, the dragged him over to a black leather-padded horse with straps and buckles depending from it. She strapped him to it belly down and sent Ernst to fetch an instrument from a shelf hung on the wall.

It was a large, rubber, flesh colored mock male organ with spikey projections molded in all along its length, these being meant to inflict hurt. At right angles to the shaft was a smooth elongated bulb for insertion into her vagina. There were thin leather straps to hold it in place. Ernst dutifully installed it upon her, slipping the bulb into her cavern as she stood with legs parted, then fastening the straps. Then he backed away to kneel and watch.

His Countess had another cock she used on him but that one was quite different. It was molded to resemble the erect males organ in fine detail and he had longed for it every waking moment since she had used it to deflower him long ago. There had been pain at first but it was now an instrument of lovemaking and pleasure that made him come with an intensity that had addicted him.

Dolph was to have no such love or pleasure. Dagmar stepped up behind him, spread his cheeks apart with her fingers to enjoy the sight of his pink orifice puckering in his terror. Then she took hold of a strap across his back that bound him down so she could get leverage, aligned the cruel instrument with his hole and rammed it into him. She had closed her eyes to imagine it was Haas she had bent over the horse taking it and felt great pleasure from the screams she heard.

She vowed to herself that once she had Haas in her clutches she would send out invitations to all of her dominant sisters to witness her deflowering and emasculation of him with this punitive cock. Then she would see further to his breaking and training and after he spent some time in her personal service he would be sent down to serve in the pleasure chambers. He was something of a pretty boy and once broken and stripped of his delusions of “manhood” he would fetch a high rental fee.

She ravaged poor Dolph until she had a fierce and triumphant orgasm, then released him from the bonds and threw him to the floor to lie supine with his mouth open to fulfill his ultimate service to her anus, accepting and swallowing what came from it, then licking her clean.

She was satisfied for the time being though her rage still burned in the back of her mind. She made Dolph grovel to his cell under kicks and heel gouges, then mounted Ernst’s back and rode him out onto the parapet of the tower where lunch was to be served. It was fine warm summer day and the breeze wafted across her nakedness, making her nipples erect.

She looked forward with joyful anticipation to the guest who was to join her for lunch. She took a seat at the table set so that it offered a lovely view of her mountain domain. Then, through the door walked her guest, 20 year old Ingrid, the pride and light of her life. But she had to hold emotion on check because Ingrid did not and could not yet know of her feelings and of a well-kept secret, known only to her closest confidants.

Ingrid was a classic Teutonic beauty, tall, blond, blue-eyed statuesque. She was nude except for the spike toed, stiletto heeled black knee high boots the slave keepers wore. She had risen fast through those ranks, starting her tenure at age 18, she was at 20, already head slave keeper. Though she was much favored by the Countess she had earned that rank through her discipline and skills.

Though Ingrid revered the Countess she was on casually friendly terms with her and could speak freely. Ernst knelt nearby and she looked down at him with a gleam in her eyes. She had enjoyed the tongues of many slaves but never Ernst and today she just had to ask the question.

“My Countess, Ernst is so cute and I would love to have him lick me. Why don’t you ever let me?”

“Ingrid dear, there are some things you don’t need to know yet. One day all will be revealed. That’s all I can say now.”

Ingrid shrugged and took her at her word. Lunch was served and the conversation turned to other things.

CHAPTER TWO

What would one day be revealed to Ingrid was that Countess Dagmar was her mother. And Ernst was never allowed to lick her because he was her father.

It was part of a two century long tradition in the line of countesses who had ruled the mountain valley. Every countess would bear one daughter to succeed her. But that daughter would not live in the pampered and exalted state her mother did. To ensure that the daughters acquired the discipline needed to rule they were put in the care of a woman of common status and would have to lead simple lives of hard work lest they become spoiled. This had been Countess Dagmar’s lot like all the others.

Dagmar had been taken in by Gretchen, a full figured and matronly woman who kept an inn some distance down the road that led through the valley and by the castle. Ingrid waited tables, cooked and cleaned. But she was also reared in the belief in the divine right and duty of Woman to subjugate and enslave the male. Her mother, the Countess Ericka, was a frequent visitor to the inn because she could not bear to go too long without spending time with her beloved child. Dagmar was much flattered and mystified by her doting attentions. On her 18th birthday a beautiful and fleet footed black filly was delivered to her by an unknown benefactor. Dagmar named her Sigyn, meaning “victorious.”

And at age 18 she began her service to the Countess as slave keeper, though there were other duties as well. She continued to reside at the inn for the first couple of years and would seduce male travelers who were suitable for enslavement and dupe them into being captured. If they arrived on horseback she would just send them along the road into the heart of the Countess’s domain with a parting kiss. They would ride off down the road, addled and unwary from memories of a night of naked passion, and be easy prey to be waylaid by the minions of the Countess. A line of the newly invented telegraph linked the inn to the castle and was used to warn of their coming.

But she used her favorite ploy on those travelers who came on foot. She would bed them to gain their trust and then tell them of a shortcut by way of a trail through the mountains that would take them into the secluded mountain valley with a stream running through. The castle was at the base of the valley and watchers were constantly on the alert for trespassers.

Again, the telegraph was used to alert the castle. The Countess took great delight in personally seeing to the capture. She would ride out on her own fine black steed and corner the trespasser, then make him strip naked and order him to run for it, giving him false hope of escape. A fine and merry chase around the mountain meadow would ensue, the Countess wielding her whip and stinging him repeatedly as he scampered about in helpless panic. A well-aimed lash to the balls never failed to bring him to earth.

Then she would cuff his hands behind him, loop a thin rope tight around his balls and set off down the valley at a trot with him in tow, desperately trying to keep pace with her lest he be dragged by his precious organs.

An ancient spreading oak tree grew half way to the castle and she would toss the rope over an overhead projecting branch and tie it to her horse. The horse would pull her victim up by the balls so he stood on tiptoe, hanging onto the rope with his teeth to keep from falling and being hung by the balls so that his sack would pop open.

Then it was time for a fine flogging. The cruel bullwhip would strike everywhere with unerring accuracy, his tender stretched balls not being spared. Sometimes his toes were her target and he would do a desperate and comical dance to keep his feet as she gave out peals of laughter.

Once satisfied with his suffering she would lower him to the ground and mount his face, forcing him to serve her pleasure with his tongue, sometimes giving a deep drink of her golden nectar. She would lead him back to the castle by the balls to be greeted by all and subjected to ridicule. Dagmar would have ridden to the castle by then and would reveal herself as the perfidious seductress who had led him to this pass. Then it was to a holding cell to await her passage of judgement upon him in the morning.

By age 22 Dagmar had been promoted to a position where she would patrol the Countess’s domain, forest, field and valley, on the hunt for trespassers and poachers. In the course of this she had encountered Ernst. First she caught him poaching deer in the forest preserve. He had used a bow and arrow to kill a small doe and was in a small clearing near the edge of the forest, stooped over, gutting it.

She carried a small crossbow that shot bolts dipped in a soporific potion that would render a trespasser unconscious within minutes. She crept up on him silently and took a moment to peruse him. He was a fine specimen, tall, blond, blue-eyed, handsome. He was seemingly of peasant stock, but definitely a fine catch who would make for a delightful dungeon slave.

But she snapped a small twig and he proved to be of lightning reflexes and fleet of foot. At the sound he made a bounding leap into the cover of the trees and her bolt lodged harmlessly in a tree trunk. He fled to a safe distance and then had the temerity to stop and taunt her before running, easily dodging the bolt she shot. Furious, she set out in pursuit but his long legs had carried him far and he was not to be found.

Thus, there began a game of cat and mouse. She would catch him at his tricks in the forest but his ears were keen and he would artfully elude her, though never failing to taunt her before making good his escape.

She patrolled the valley on horseback. A clear cold stream ran through the valley and she would see him at a distance by a pool below a small waterfall near the top, obviously poaching the Countess’s fat trout. But he would always detect her from afar and even if she gave chase at a breakneck gallop he would dash uphill with surprising speed and vault the stone wall that bounded the Countess’s lands, stop to flaunt the stolen fish at her and then bound off into the steep rocky woodland where the horse could not go.

Her nights were filled with waking dreams of finally cornering and capturing him, then giving him a sound whipping and making him serve her pleasure before dragging him in by the balls. And she had to admit to herself that her lust was heated by him being so handsome and fetching. One night inspiration came and she hit upon a plan.

In the wee hours of one morning, she set out up the valley on horseback to lurk in a small grove of spruce trees that grew nearby the trout pool. Dawn came and as the sun rose higher, sure enough, there he was, slipping over the stone wall and sneaking down to the pool, fishpole in hand. She gave him some time to sit and haul in a couple of trout before bursting from the cover of the trees at a gallop.

This time even his fleet legs could not save him. He leapt into the pool and tried to wade across but that was a mistake that would change the course of his life. The pool proved to be waste deep and he had no chance to cross it before she came upon him and it was clear there would be no escape this time.

He stood in the pool with shoulders sagging, then looked up at her. She was naked astride the horse save for thigh high riding boots and though there was fear in his eyes there was also awe and longing at the sight of her ethereal beauty.

But her eyes were like stone in return to his gaze as she took up the long whip that hung from her saddle and barked a command in a menacing tone.

“Strip yourself naked!”

The Countess Ericka had often regaled Dagmar with tales of her merry chases in the mountain meadow and Dagmar fully intended to emulate her. Soon his clothes were drifting downstream and she spoke to him again with arrogance laced with rage.

“Run for it boy! See if you can elude me now!”

He struggled through the water and when he got to where his manhood was exposed she was most pleased and amused to see that he was fully erect despite his predicament. He tried to dash uphill and away from her but was no match for the horse. She passed him, cut him off and turned to face him as he stood looking about, wondering which way to flee next. She flicked her whip and stung him perilously close to his organs and he screamed and fled downhill toward the stream, across it and then up the other hillside.

But she cut him off again and he took another lash that barely brushed a testicle. Then the merry chase began as he zigzagged all over, hopping high and yelping when her lashes struck his cute and tender behind. Now Dagmar knew why the Countess took such delight in this cruel sport. She felt a wet itching warmth in her pussy, heightened by the bounding horse between her thighs and felt her poon oozing onto the leather of the saddle. Every crack of her whip and his every scream made the heat grow.

Soon she could bear it no more and knew she had to bring him to earth and make him satisfy her. A well-aimed lash wrapped around his hips and struck him full on the balls, bringing him to earth onto his belly, moaning. She leapt from the horse with handcuffs in hand and locked his hands behind him, then flipped him over onto his back with her booted foot.

Her need was urgent and she wasted no time mounting his face and reaching back to give his balls a threatening twist. She commanded him to lick and felt a mad thrill of surprise when his tongue went to its work. She had made many a slave lick her for her pleasure and had always felt delight in their fearful submission. But, though there was fear in his attentions there was something else, a passionate adoration. It soon brought her to an orgasm that eclipsed any other she had known. Her mad cry echoed in the valley and her bones seemed to turn to jelly as she passed into a daze.

When she firmed she sat upon his chest looking down at him and spoke in a trembling voice which she tried to fill with anger and threat but somehow it failed.

“You…you will come with me now trespasser…to… face the justice of the Countess! Then you will begin your life as a slave!”

His next words melted her heart.

“Yes! I will go with you anywhere and be your slave if it is your will. I love you! From the first moment I saw you I loved you! But I feared you too so I always ran and tried to look fearless. But please, before you take me in may I taste you again?”

Unable to contain herself she shifted forward to cover his face with her parts again and was transported by a pleasure unimagined. Never before had she been served by a tongue driven by pure, selfless and loving worship. She rolled her hips softly and felt his tongue going everywhere, seeking exploring, seemingly pleading for guidance as to how best to please her.

To test his submission, she moved forward a bit and pressed her anus to his lips, then gasped in delighted surprise when he caressed it with passion. Most slaves had to be forced at first to perform this act of abasement under threats of summary castration. But when he sensed her delight his passion escalated and she felt a deepening of his surrender. She gave in to her enjoyment losing herself in the rapture until her arousal came to a pitch that made her body cry out for release.

She shifted again to press her pink pearl to his lips, ramming her pubis against his mouth in silent command that he satisfy her. She felt his lips close upon her apex and felt him sucking as he worked his tongue. Orgasm struck hard, another surge of ecstasy beyond any she had ever known. It tore a primal shriek from her depths and again the surrounding mountains echoed.

She fell forward to rest her hands upon the ground, limp and languid. Her sense of duty returned with the easing of her lust. The pleasure of his submission had been epiphany for her but he was still a poacher and his multiple offenses demanded at least a modicum of punishment.

She went to the horse, fetched the thin leather rope that hung on the saddle and used it to bind his balls in a tight figure eight that stretched his sack tight and shiny and made the balls turn a deep shade of purple. Then, with the strength and grace of a tigress, she leapt into the saddle and headed off down the valley toward the castle. But she showed him a mercy not granted to the other poachers she had caught. She kept the horse’s gait to a walk that he could keep up with at a trot but kept the rope tight and did give his balls the occasional impatient yank when he lagged.

They came to the whipping tree and Dagmar knew a stop there was in order before she brought him in.  She tossed the rope over the overhanging limb and tied it to the saddle, then commanded her horse to take the few steps that would haul him up onto tiptoes by his balls. He clung to the rope with his teeth like they all did and she set about wielding her whip.

But she inflicted far less pain upon him than she did upon others she had captured, just continuing the flogging until he started to cry. Her lust was inflamed again and she could not deny herself another chance to enjoy his tongue. She lowered him so he was on his knees, then laid herself supine on the grass before him, first reaching up to grab his hair and pull his face into her cunt. Her served her again with that same adoring ardor, bringing her to three exquisite orgasms and, in between them, giving worship to her nether orifice.

Filled with sweet satisfaction she mounted again and set off toward the castle at a faster pace that forced him to run to keep up. She was in haste to bring him before the Countess. The drawbridge was down and the gates open. She led him into the courtyard where a eunuch stable slave was busy sweeping the cobblestones. She hopped from the saddle and the eunuch came to take the horse’s reins and lead him into the stable.

She couldn’t help noticing the fear in Ernst’s eyes from seeing the eunuch and realizing the kind of woman to whom he was to be enslaved. She thought it well and good that he have some fear put in him to make sure he would know his place.

She nearly dragged him by the balls as they made their way up the long spiral staircase to the Countess Ericka’s quarters and burst unannounced through the door that opened onto the parapet. The Countess was meeting with Magda, her Mistress of Discipline, a lean and muscular, olive skinned, beauty who wore her raven hair in a short and severe cut. She was renowned for her skill in the breaking and training of slaves and for her inventive cruelty. Magda came from the domain of Countess Katrina in the Carpathian mountains, a domain closely allied with that of the Bavarian countesses in the cause of male subjugation. Women emigrated freely between the two domains.

Dagmar tugged Ernst forward and made him kneel before the two women who were seated in thronelike chairs. Breathless, she told the tale of her capture and the special delight she had enjoyed under his tongue and his words of loving submission and then went to her knees herself to plead with the Countess.

“May I keep him my Countess? Please!”

The Countess eyed Ernst with a judicious and skeptical expression, as did Magda. Ericka was always tempted to cater to her secret daughter but she contained herself and expressed her doubts.

“Before I can consent to that Dagmar, I think he should serve myself and Mistress Magda. You are young and possibly not as astute in detecting insincerity and self-serving motives. Perhaps he was just trying to butter you up to avoid more severe punishment.”

Dagmar grabbed Ernst by the hair and pulled his face close to hers.

“If you love me as you say you do boy, you will now give pleasure to your countess and mistress Magda! They will not be fooled!”

She shoved him forward and he groveled to the feet of the Countess, who assumed the position of offering, parting her legs and resting her ankles on the arms of the chair. He pressed his face into her golden haired pussy and slid his tongue out to taste her, pouring out all the passionate worship he had given Dagmar to whom he wanted for all the world to be willingly enslaved.

Countess Ericka had to suppress her gasp of delight at the first touches of his tongue. She could tell he was in need of training but seemed to have an innate reverence for Woman that made his attentions uncommonly pleasing from the outset. His tongue went everywhere, caressing softly, even fluttering tenderly upon her anus as if offering to please her there if it be her will. She could tell he was pleading for her guidance in how to best serve her pleasure. And she would direct his tongue to her anus in good time. At the moment her first orgasm was the priority.

She was a woman who knew herself well and her preference early on in the cunnilingus was to have her slave probe deep into her vagina and swirl his tongue. It always sent shivers of delight through her body and helped to pique her arousal for the finish. And her arousal rose to crescendo with a rapidity that surprised her from the attentions of one with such an untutored tongue. The refined skills were lacking, but time in the chamber with Magda would take care of that. It was the depth and sweetness of his submission that made her clit tingle and cry out to feel his tongue upon it. She guided him there and felt his lips close upon it so he could lick and suck. The orgasm that rocked her and rendered her limp and languid confirmed what she surmised. He would surely be a suitable slave-mate for Dagmar and sire for her granddaughter.

Though persuaded of his suitability she chose to enjoy a second orgasm just for the sake of pure pleasure. And this time she directed his focus to her anus from the beginning. His eager willingness to abase himself told her he instinctively knew his proper place in the world and only confirmed her judgement of him. When her arousal came to zenith and she guided him her pearl she knew convulsive ecstasy exceeding his first service and lay draped in her chair for a long time in afterglow.

Then she passed him to Magda who enjoyed two of her own shattering climaxes as Dagmar watched anxiously. When Magda roused from her afterglow Ericka told Dagmar to go and wait in her parlor with Ernst while she and Magda conferred. Dagmar picked up the rope and led him away.

Ericka looked to Magda.

“There’s no doubt he’s the one for her Magda. He’s just like my sweet Hans, Dagmar’s father, in his innate submission and he has the physical attributes that will maintain the purity of our bloodline. But some time with you in the training chamber will be needed to hone his skills. Dagmar will be happy to assist I’m sure!”

Magda nodded in assent and had only a little to add. She was one of the few who were privy to the secret of Dagmar’s parentage.

“Yes my Countess. Though he is clearly a natural, training is in order to maximize and realize his potential.”

“Just be gentle with his balls Magda. I know what you like to do to the male parts in the course of training slaves to put the fear in them. I don’t begrudge you that enjoyment with ordinary slaves but Ernst’s balls hold the seed that will bring forth my granddaughter so they must be spared.”

Magda went to the parlor to fetch Dagmar and Ernst and Dagmar could barely contain herself when the Countess awarded him to her as her slave and sex plaything. And then there was the bonus of assisting Magda in his training.

That training was firm and rigorous, albeit gentle compared to what a typical slave endured. The whip was employed, but judiciously and a leather cup was put over his precious organs lest an errant lash damage them.

The term of training was indefinite and the first order of business was the lengthening and strengthening of his tongue to make it a tireless instrument of pleasure able to probe deep and give delight. This required that he spend hours each day performing the acts of oral pleasure, either with his face pressed into their pussies, straining to reach his tongue deep into their caverns far enough to caress the G or with his face between their cheeks rimming them. Sharp but measured strokes of the cane to his ass were employed to urge him on when his tongue tired. He was an apt and willing pupil and his progress pleased and surprised Magda and the Countess, who often came to take a turn with him.

Dagmar was beside herself as his attentions became more pleasing by the day. She was the one to experience the special moment when his tongue achieved the length needed to reach deep and caress that soft mound on the roof of her vagina and bring shuddering bliss and chain orgasms. And he could plunge ever so deep into her rectum and swirl his tongue so that she quivered in helpless delight.

After that milestone it was time for Ernst to be introduced to the faux cock that was used to deflower and emasculate every slave. Dagmar was to take his true virginity in a ceremony that would be attended by mistresses from far and wide. This was not usual, most deflowerings being performed by the Countess herself with just a few close friends, Magda and the slave keepers bearing witness.

But this deflowering was special to the Countess because Ernst was to have a special place in the scheme of things. Young slave keepers were dispatched on horseback, each with many written invitations in their saddlebags.

Those privy to the great secret would know Ernst was to sire a succeeding Countess. Dagmar had witnessed her share of deflowerings but had yet to perform one herself. She wondered what all the fuss was about but was thrilled and honored by all the attention and could not complain.

First Ernst had to master the art of the fellatio to show his willing submission. It was an act that had to be rehearsed until perfection was achieved and a necessary prelude to the consummating act that would follow.

And his first show of that submission was learning to install the cock that would deflower him upon his mistress. He learned to slide the vaginal bulb ever so gently into the sacred cavern between her thighs and then buckle the straps just so.

Then it was time for him to lick and suck the big mock member that was half again the length and thickness of his own. First came the licking all over it, showing reverence and passion. The false balls that hung below the cock also got their due worship.

When Dagmar was satisfied with those obeisances she took him by the ears and pressed the flared glans to his lips. She thrilled at how eagerly and willingly he opened wide to take it in. She kept her grip on his ears and worked his head back and forth. He ran lips and tongue over it like a practiced whore, showering passionate caresses upon it as if it were a sensate organ.

The moment of truth came, the taking of the cock full down his throat. She pressed the glans to his gullet, gently but firmly and relentlessly. He choked and gagged a bit but never wavered in his effort. There was a giving and the glans passed through his throat’s constriction with a soft pop and half the length of the shaft disappeared into him. A rolling of her hips served to send it all the way and he found himself with his nose being tickled by her golden bush.

His adoring submission and longing to please inflamed her and pursuit of satisfaction became her only goal. She drew back until his lips enfolded the glans and then drove forward with her hips and was thrilled when her member plunged to its depth with ease and his nose was in her bush again.

Then she commenced to fucking him down the gullet with abandon and he accepted her driving thrusts and added caresses of lip and tongue. There was a small protuberance at the base of the shaft that aligned with her clit and she ground her turgid berry upon it until the first wave of orgasm coursed through her. Three mad shrieks were torn from her depths, each one higher pitched and louder than the one before and then her knees buckled and her legs went all rubbery. Threw his arms around her hips to hold her upright as she savored, her back arched, her arms hanging behind her, hanging as if her bones had melted.

Slowly she firmed and pulled the cock out with a pop that made her giggle and Magda, who had stood watching, chuckle as well. Magda was not one to be easily impressed by the performance of a new slave and had to nitpick to find any imperfections in his cocksucking. His deflowering lay one week ahead and Dagmar was delighted to practice the blow job over and over.

But Ernst had to also be made aware of her cock’s ultimate destination. On the night before his deflowering, she had him climb up onto the leather padded table where slaves were tied down to be tortured and made him assume the position of offering, on elbows and knees with head resting on his forearms, ass raised high. She gently inserted a finger into his orifice and finger fucked him softly with it. He moaned in growing pleasure and she bent to whisper in his ear.

“Yes sweet slave. This is where my cock is going next. Tomorrow night I will use it to make you mine! If you like my finger just wait until you feel my cock going into you. It is rather big and it will hurt you first, as it must so you know who is in charge of things. But once I have you properly stretched you will begin to like it and when I make you come you will learn to love it! You will long for my cock every moment of your life thereafter!”

Upon the special evening the mistresses gathered in a small amphitheater midway up the height of the castle keep where public deflowerings, castrations, and various punishments and degradations of slaves were held. All were in various states of nudity. There was a buzz of excitement because the Countess had promised something special.

When all were gathered the Countess entered the amphitheater and took the seat of honor, front row center. A hush fell. After a few minutes Dagmar entered from backstage leading Ernst by a leash on his stretched and purple balls. He carried a fine walnut box with golden hinges and clasp that contained her cock. She stood facing the audience with Ernst kneeling beside her. His cock was full erect and glistening dabs of precum dripped onto the floor. The Countess Ericka rose and stepped onto the stage, then turned to address the assemblage.

“Ladies, this is to be a special evening to which I am proud to invite you to bear witness. Young Dagmar, my strong right arm, is to be privileged to take possession of slave Ernst here as her personal slave in acknowledgement of her exemplary service to me. Without further ado let matters be consummated!”

She returned to her seat and Dagmar and Ernst turned to face each other as rehearsed to begin the fellatio. He installed her cock with hands well practiced, though they trembled, and all mistresses sensed that was from his longing to be taken by his beloved mistress. From the first moment he took the cock in mouth and began to caress it with passion all in attendance knew they were about to witness acts of love.

There was a collective sigh of warm approval when he took the cock down full length of his own accord, grasping Dagmar’s hips and working his head back and forth, his forehead touching her belly every time he pressed forward. They had diligently rehearsed a prolonged and passionate oral worship of her mock organ to make it a pleasing spectacle for the audience.

Dagmar just stood with hands on hips, eyes closed while his attentions slowly heightened her arousal. Soon she began a slow and involuntary rolling of her hips as she was transported. Her breathing elevated, breasts rising and falling, at first just soft gasps of rising delight. But soon those morphed to panting breaths as she took his head between her hands and abandoned all restraint, hips thrusting and gyrating. All were impressed and amazed by the mutuality of the act, Ernst making circular movements of his head while she fucked him to help rub the protuberance on her clit to propel her to her climax.

On most such occasions there was a forcing of the slave to perform this act but Ernst was an active and willing participant, driven by pure and deepest love for Dagmar, and the eyes of all mistresses teared up. Dagmar came with an intensity that only being loved so deeply could induce. Her adoring slave held her close with cock full down and nose in her bush as she went all limp and languid and drooping.

When she firmed she put a hand to his forehead and pushed him away so that the cock exited with the pop that always brought mirth from any who watched. Cheers and applause broke out.

Then it was time for the sine qua-non. Dagmar made the hand sign that commanded him to assume the position and he went to elbows and knees, offering his virgin orifice. There was a small jar of lubricant in the box that held the cock and Dagmar rubbed a dollop of it on her member before going to her knees behind him.

Again, a hush fell as she gathered her splendid, statuesque physique for the merciless thrust that would unman and enslave him. The big glans was pressed against his quivering vortex and her broad and shapely hips were drawn back as she dug her sharp nails into his fetching buns for purchase.

Then she propelled herself forward with the powerful muscles of back, buttocks and thighs. He screamed at the stretching, tearing pain as half the shaft disappeared into him. Another brutish thrust plunged it to its depth and her belly touched his behind.

Then there was a drawing back and a driving forward again to the depths as she commenced a ruthless rutting, lovely hips undulating and gyrating as he sobbed and sniveled and tried to pull away. But her nails dug deeper and drew blood and there was no escape.

All who watched were busy with fingers between the thighs as they awaited the inevitable epiphany when the pain would transform to pleasure and he would abdicate all “manhood” and surrender himself to enslavement by way of the cock.

The transition was slow but steady and there was a tone of surprise in his moaning when he felt the first twinges of delight replacing the pain and soon found himself rocking back and forth to the rhythm of her rutting in the motions of lovemaking. Then a quavering whimper of utter capitulation was torn from his soul and he gave forth his creamy plenty onto the floor.

That was Dagmar’s trigger and she gave forth at first a cry of savage triumph that tailed off into a sigh of sweet affection for the one who had abandoned all of himself for her. All of the mistresses in attendance echoed her orgasmic cry with their own, a sweet chorus of female conquest.

Dagmar withdrew her cock and stood over Ernst with her foot on the back of his head as he lapped up his ejaculate. Then she made him suck the cock clean and put it away in its case.

Dagmar always wondered why she was accorded the privilege of a personal slave so early in life. The honor of it made her all the more dutiful and diligent in her service to the Countess Ericka.

Sweet years passed one by one and on her thirtieth birthday the Countess invited her to her quarters for a dinner party where all was revealed. All of the Countess’s closest friend and confidants were in attendance when Dagmar was told the truth about her life; that she was the Countess Ericka’s beloved daughter and was soon to ascend to the rank of countess herself while her mother retired to travel the world and enjoy her well-earned leisure when not serving in an advisory role.

But first Dagmar had the duty of bearing her own successor. Ernst was in attendance as well and nearly fainted when told he was to have the honor of siring the next Countess, which would mean he would share her bed and be accorded the rare privilege of having his member enter her body to fill her with his seed.

That very night she took him to her bed and had him lie upon his back while she shed her boots to be in her animal state. Mounting the bed, she laid her silken nudity upon him and felt him melt in helpless longing and desire. Her lips found his and she consumed him in a deep and ravishing kiss of passion and possession.

Then she rose astride his loins and used her hand to guide him to her portal. The heavenly envelopment melted him further and brought tears to his eyes. She looked down at him with her own eyes wet, bent down and whispered in his ear.

“Do you like it sweet slave?”

“Yes my Countess! It feels so good it frightens me! I have no control! If I but move I will erupt! But am I worthy of this pleasure?”

“Oh yes! You have earned it for the loving devotion you have shown me over years. Together we will make a beauty who will come from my body. Now let yourself go and enjoy what you have earned!”

She rose, running her celestial walls over his length and he gasped as she rolled her hips to caress his enfolded organ. Just a few such undulations sufficed for him to give forth. He moaned from the depths of his being and when she felt the pulsing and gushing within her climax rocked her as well. Her body slacked and she fell forward over him. They lay long in sweet afterglow, bodies seeming to meld.

When she roused from the sweet stupor she did take time to assert her dominance, rising and shifting forward to offer her cunt to his tongue so he could lick up his leavings. But then she did him the honor of going down to take him in her mouth, using velvet caresses to harden him again.

The night of unbridled passion and ecstasy went on and on. Dagmar was no virgin. She had used the delights her body could bestow to help her ensnare her share of males, those of pleasing enough visage to make suitable slaves for the pleasure chambers. It had given her pleasure, though having an unworthy male enter her body tempered that enjoyment. She always reminded herself it was done for the furtherance of the cause.

But his night there was no holding back. She enjoyed his manly vigor to heart’s content. He reached a point where he was stiff as wood but could not come no matter how hard he rutted as she lay on her back with legs parted and resting on his shoulders, the most pleasurable position she had found. There was nothing to do by lie there and enjoy the waves of orgasm that rolled through her over and over.

In the end one final fucking frenzy served to take him over the brink and he emptied the last of his strength into her and collapsed on top of her gasping for breath as she lay beneath him sweetly sated and relaxed. She wrapped arms and legs around him and gave him a deep and grateful kiss before they lapsed into sleep just as they lay.

He was given a day and night of rest so his seed could recharge and then it was another night of mad copulation. That went on for a month until it was confirmed that he had started a child within her. Never again was he to enter her body but he was privileged to continue as her favored slave for life.

CHAPTER THREE

Now the result of those nights of mad passion was joining Dagmar for lunch, still ignorant of her true station in life. Ingrid, in the light of her elder was likewise an artful seductress and adept at luring males into the clutches of the Sisterhood by many a time honored subterfuge. But Dagmar no had a very special mission in mind for her.

At first they chatted casually about this and that. Then Dagmar got down to business.

“Ingrid, I have a special mission for you. That swine Haas is a thorn in my side and I will not rest until I have him bent over the horse and taking the punitive cock so I can make him squeal like a piggy. But he’s smarter than the other pig-male authorities we have dealt with in the past. It won’t be so easy to dupe him.”

Ingrid nodded and added her input.

“I have taken some initiative already my Countess. As you well know he rides the road to spy on us, hoping to catch us off guard. I had one of the youngest and most nubile of the slave keepers show herself naked to him as he rode through the forest preserve. She tried to lure him down the path into the forest maze where I and some other keepers lay in wait. But he wouldn’t take the bait.”

“Then I had another of the girls sidle up to him in the tavern down the road and invite him to a tryst in the mountain meadow by the waterfall. She laid herself naked on a blanket and I was going to alert you when he showed up to have his way with her so you could enjoy riding him down and dragging him in by the balls the way you like to do. But he never showed.”

Dagmar reached out to put a hand on Ingrid’s shoulder.

“You are so proactive! I love that about you! But it will take time and patience. I need you to follow him like his shadow, spy on him. He must have a weakness. Somehow we will bait the trap! Report back to me every day at lunch.”

Ingrid set about her duty with her usual zeal. She watched Haas’s comings and goings at every time of day and night or assigned one of her underlings to it when other duties required her attention. And the countess had spies everywhere, especially among the serving wenches in the nearby inns and taverns. Little that was said or done in those environs escaped her.

One evening Ingrid followed Haas as he rode home from the tavern after a drinking bout. Alcohol seemed to be a weakness of his. She had peered in the open rear window of the tavern and heard and saw him as he regaled his sycophants with tales of his sexual prowess, his nine inch “pride and joy” and of his refusal to perform the oral act upon women.

She rode behind him at a safe distance as he made his way toward his house, a modest but substantial domicile at the end of a short but winding road through a woods. Tying her horse to a tree she crept up to an open window in the bedroom and made a discovery that caused her loathing and disgust to increase by order of magnitude.

He had a wife, it appeared, a petite young woman with long dark hair. He was standing naked with her naked on her knees before him with hands bound behind her. His cock jutted before him and he grabbed her hair with one hand and forced her to suck it while she whimpered in fear and humiliation. He held his riding crop in the other hand and gave her harsh strokes across back and behind when she let his cock slip from her mouth.

Then he released his hold on her hair and stood with his organ jutting, then barked a one word command: “Suck!”

Tearfully and fearfully, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth to obey his command to give worship and homage to his organ of her own accord. More hard strokes of the crop fell upon her already welted body when he deemed her attentions less than properly adoring of his appendage. Desperation made her suck in a way he found pleasing, lips running along his shaft, her tongue’s tip sliding along his sensitive underside.

But three inches of his “pride and joy” remained outside her mouth when glans pressed to gullet and it soon became clear that only a deepthroat would suffice to fully satisfy him. He grabbed her hair again, this time with both hands, and forced himself against her throat. It was clear this was not the first time and after brief and futile resistance that earned her half a dozen lashes she sighed in resignation and let the shaft slide in to its depth.

With one hand on her hair, he worked her head back and forth, the cock withdrawing until just the tip was in her mouth, then plunging in again. When he reached a cadence he seemed to find pleasing he let go his grip and she continued on her own, back and forth, faster and faster, the crop cracking on her tender hide as she propelled him toward his release.

Suddenly he gasped and moaned deeply, grabbing her hair again to hold her so just his tip was between her lips, grunting in brute pleasure as his spurts of cream flooded her mouth. Again, it was clear this was probably a nightly ritual because when he was emptied she opened her mouth wide so he could see his cum filling her mouth, then choked it down and sagged in weeping degradation.

He stood looking down at her with the smug expression of a bully who has had his way, his organ hanging limp. She cringed at his feet and it soon became obvious that her ordeal was not over. He snapped his fingers to get her attention and when she looked up he pointed to his cock in wordless command. Sobbing, she rose to take it in her mouth again to harden him so she could again be violated.

When she had coaxed him to full erection he pointed to the bed. Obediently, she climbed onto it on her knees, bending forward so her head rested on the mattress, offering herself. Her pudenda was at just the right height for him to enter her standing up and he slid it into her vagina with a moan of delight. First he rutted slowly, clearly enjoying the heavenly caresses of her cavern.

His rutting accelerated as she whimpered. Then he withdrew from her with cock gleaming with her secretions and used only that to ease his entry into her hind hole. A gasping yelp of familiar pain came from her as he plunged deep without mercy.

Hard rutting followed as he was bent upon immediate satisfaction from the pleasing clench of her orifice. A brutish sound soon followed as he drove in to the hilt and again gave out rhythmic grunts with each spurt he injected into her.

He pulled out and dragged her to the floor so she could kneel and suck his organ clean of the brownish cum that clung to it. Then he made her squat and held his hand beneath her hole so she could squeeze out his cum into it. When his palm was filled he made her lap it up and swallow it.

At the last, he pushed her away rudely and she knee walked to a small closet with an open door. Ingrid could see a thin mattress and meager blanket within on the floor. She laid herself down, sobbing, and covered herself. Haas turned back the covers of the bed and settled in with a sigh of smug satisfaction. Soon he snored in drunken sleep.

Ingrid slipped away, grimacing in her loathing, determined more than ever that Haas should suffer the consequences of his doings, the gamut of cruel degradation he so richly deserved, and also determined that his poor, long suffering wife should be freed of him and assume the place in the world that was her birthright as Woman.

The next day over breakfast she reported what she had witnessed to Countess Dagmar, who cursed and spat as the tale was told.

“This puts a whole new light on things Ingrid. Not only do we have an unregenerate pig-male who must be brought to heel and put in his place, but we also have a woman who must be released from enslavement and have her vengeance. I wanted to be the one to have him strapped to the horse, bent over and ready to be deflowered and emasculated but now I think his abused and degraded wife should be the one. Divine justice demands it!”

“I could not agree more my Countess. He must be broken under the whip and cane and the instruments of torture applied to his organs, especially to what he calls his ‘pride and joy.’ At the same time, his wife must come to know and embrace the power of her womanhood. She should assist our Mistress of Discipline in his punishment and training, have some time for him to serve her pleasure alone, and at the inevitable end of his term of enslavement she ought to be the one to make the cut that renders him a eunuch and beast of burden.”

“But how should we go about luring him into our clutches Ingrid? He’s not quite such a fool as the others of his ilk we have ‘disappeared’ over the years.”

“It will take time and patience my Countess, but I will not fail you!”

CHAPTER FOUR

The next morning after breakfast Countess Dagmar made her way to the throne room for daily dispensing of justice upon males guilty of various failures and offenses. She mounted the throne that stood upon a three step dais. On this morning three young slave keepers stood in line before the throne, each with a naked male on his knees beside her with hands cuffed behind him, leg irons, and a leash tied to his painfully stretched and purple balls..

First in line was a thin and unlovely anal slave with the letter “X” branded three times on his forehead. Each brand represented a failure in proper toilet service, usually allowing the floor to be sullied by spilling. The consequence of this was castration preceded by torment inflicted upon the testicles. Every anal slave was well aware of this consequence and lived in terror. But the acquisition of the three brands was eventually inevitable for all of them. The slave sniveled and cowered as he was led before the countess, who remembered him from years ago. He had been a waiter who had showed her disrespect in a restaurant in Munich. Too unattractive for service in the pleasure chamber, anal slavery had been his punishment. She demanded that he look her in the eye as she pronounced his sentence.

“Well slave, I see no explanation is needed. Three times you have failed in your service. What do you have to say for yourself? Can you give me a reason to grant you mercy? I have done so in the past for those whose repentance I deem sincere!”

The slave whimpered and blubbered apologies and promises to do better but the countess’s words were just meant to give scant false hope of another chance so she and the keepers could be amused by his abject response. Any hope was dashed by what she said next.

“Enough slave! Your words are merely self-serving and spoken in your hope of saving your worthless balls! Keeper! Take him to the Mistress of Discipline and have her schedule the procedure and prepare him for castration. I will send out the invitations to those who might wish to attend the ceremony.”

The next male was brought forward and she could tell by the zebra striping of whip welts in various stages of healing that he was a slave who had served long in the pleasure chambers. She asked the keeper what offense had brought him to her feet. The keeper just ordered him to turn and bow and show his ass. Six brands of the X were upon it, three on each cheek, the sign that he had failed six times to give complete satisfaction to a mistress who had rented him for a session in the chambers. Castration was to be his sentence as well. But first the countess would partake of a special pleasure she got every time the likes of him was brought before her throne. Again, there was the giving of false hope, but with an enhancement.

The keeper gave the slave a few kick to make him turn and face the countess who withered him with her glare as he cringed. She offered a chance for him to save his balls but first berated him for his failings.

“Six times you fail to give proper service after all your training and all the opportunity you have had to perfect your performance. One would think just a single brand on your behind would suffice as a warning that would motivate you but even with five brands on your behind you could not perform up to standard. But your countess is not without mercy. Would you like one more chance to redeem yourself?”

The salve looked up at her, whimpering and sniveling his pleas for another chance as the countess parted her legs wide and rested her ankles on the arms of the throne, offering herself lewd as woman can. No more words were needed. The slave groveled up the three steps to reach her, barking shins and banging knees. In desperation he buried his face in her golden cunt and put his tongue to duty.

The countess sighed deeply from the special delight that came from having a slave perform the cunnilingus in a last ditch effort to save his balls. The orgasms were unique in their intensity and satisfaction. She gave his head the downward push that told him to descend to lick her hind hole in pathetic obeisance and she made him linger there long. His tongue proved to be tireless and really quite pleasing. It must have been a demanding mistress indeed who had put the last brand on him. It would be customary for that mistress to “do the honors” when the time came for the severing.

Finally, her clit all but screamed for his attentions and rolled her hips as the signal to come up and lick it. Orgasm struck soon and hard and he gulped down her salty/sweet gush with proper thirst. She was even tempted to grant the falsely promised mercy. But rules were rules and she could not deny herself the cruel fun that was to follow. She dug the spike heels of her boots into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him sprawling down the steps.

Knowing he had failed and his balls were forfeit he yet pleaded pitifully until the keeper gave him several hard lashes with the short thick whip she held to shut him up. The countess gave her scathing appraisal.

“Needless to say, you have failed me slave! Having balls is a privilege not a right and you are no longer worthy of that privilege. Perhaps you will be more useful harnessed to a plow like an ox or mucking the manure from my stable! Now get him out of my sight!”

Even then the slave pleaded for mercy, trying to knee walk up the dais again with tongue sticking out. The keeper nearly ripped his balls off then and there to drag him along behind her toward the dungeon. At last, he stood and followed in meek resignation, urged along by harsh tugs on the leash. The countess took a deep breath of satisfaction as she eyed the last slave in line. He was a handsome, dark haired, grey eyed young thing of perhaps 20, his creamy hide unmarked by the whip, clearly one recently captured for enslavement. And despite witnessing the preceding cruelties there was still a trace of spite in his expression. It would be fun to put him in his place. She inquired of the keeper.

“What brings this specimen before me, so young, so tender, so succulent?”

The keeper gave the slave’s leash a yank that made him yelp.

“This one, Hans by name, was a shoe store clerk who was rude to the Baroness Wagner when she was shopping in Berlin. He was duly apprehended and brought before you.”

The countess pierced him with her glare but instead of cowering he looked into her eyes with sass. The countess had only one thought: This was going to be fun! She parted her legs again to offer her pudenda.

“Well young man! It seems you urgently need a lesson in manners. You have seen how I get my pleasure. Come now and give it to me!”

She was shocked, enraged and filled with anticipation by his reply, which included a revelation that would make his humiliation all the more satisfying. She had thought he reminded her of someone, both in appearance and attitude.

“I don’t do that bitch! Now let me go! You can’t keep me here! This is kidnapping! My uncle, sheriff Haas, will have you jailed for life!”

A gleam of lustful cruelty beamed from her eyes at this. The bold effrontery of this young brat was now explained and putting him in his place would be far more pleasurable.

“Do you think castration is an idle threat young man? Haven’t you been watching and listening? And now you disrespect me even as you kneel there bound and helpless? You are far beyond the help of your dear uncle, who will soon be dealt with in his turn! Keeper! Bring me a knife! We’ll make a eunuch of him here and now!”

The keeper went to a cabinet that hung on the wall and when Hans saw her coming back with a wicked looking curved dagger reality seemed to hit home and he made a pathetic attempt to flee, hobbled by the leg irons. The countess dismounted the throne with catlike grace and speed and swung a leg at his ankles that tripped him up and sent him crashing to the floor.

She rolled him onto his back and sat on his face, looking toward his feet as the slave keeper straddled his thighs, pinning him helpless beneath them. She grabbed him by the balls and held the cold, sharp steel against his scrotum. The countess gave out a smug and wicked cackle before offering him one last chance.

“So, Master Hans! You said you ‘don’t do that’. Might you be ready for a change of heart to save your balls?”

Hans lay with his face engulfed in her oozing cunt, feeling the sharp edge on his sack and moaned in defeat, his arrogant spite replaced by sheerest terror. He began to lick with trembling tongue while whimpering for mercy.

The countess let out another smug chuckle and rolled her hips to rub her lady parts over his face.

“That’s right pretty boy! Lick me! Everywhere! And don’t neglect my favorite spot!”

With that she pressed her anus to his lips and was filled with amused delight when she felt his tongue going to duty. One day she swore she would have his uncle’s tongue serving her there as well. She kept him at it long and signaled the keeper silently to press the blade harder to his sack when his tongue grew tired to motivate his efforts. But soon the thrill of it all had her clit demanding release and she shifted to place her pearl onto his mouth.

“Do you feel it there boy, that little berry under your tongue! Lick it hard for me now as if your balls depend on it, which they do!”

She felt his tongue go to work, lacking all skill but. But his desperation more than made up for that lack and the orgasm that coursed through her brought rare feelings of fulfillment and vindication. Another male vanquished and soon to begin the life of enslavement that was the proper lot of them all. She slacked in her satiation, pressing her cunt down hard as she savored for a while. Then she stood and gave him a kick to the ribs, addressing the keeper.

“To the dungeon with him now! Turn him over to the Mistress of Discipline for punishment and training. He is rather cute and will fetch high rental fees when put in service in the pleasure chambers!”

Hans hobbled along behind the keeper as she led him away at a brisk walk, yanking hard on the leash when he fell behind.

The countess climbed the long stairway to her aery with a strong sense of a day starting out right, three males subjected to well-deserved justice. She looked forward to lunch with Ingrid, the light and pride of her life.

Ingrid had been thinking overnight and she briefed the countess on her plan of attack.

“My countess, I believe our first priority should be the liberation of that poor woman. I have learned that her name is Leah. She must be rescued and brought to the castle and begin her transformation into a woman who can subjugate her husband. Then we can lay our plans to bring in Haas.”

CHAPTER FIVE

The countess was in agreement and Ingrid set about plotting the rescue. But urgency was added when she witnessed yet another loathsome factor. Haas was not only a cruel and abusive husband he was an adulterous one. While that came as no surprise what she witnessed a few nights later made clear that his wife had to be delivered from his clutches immediately.

She lurked outside the tavern where he held court one evening and saw him emerge near midnight with a local harlot clinging to his arm. She mounted his horse behind him and they rode to her small shabby house. Both tipsy, they went inside. Ingrid crept up close to the bedroom window, and though the curtains were drawn she could hear the mad cries of animal pleasure the slut gave out as Haas rutted upon her.

When he had satisfied himself he left for home. Ingrid followed at a discreet distance and snuck up to the bedroom window. There she saw Leah on her knees before her naked tormentor, nude herself with hands bound as before. Haas informed her in a sneering tone that he had just fucked a local hussy and it was her duty to suck his cock clean of the leavings of the rutting. His organ was sullied by his cum and the poon of the harlot.

He grabbed her hair to pull her close and he gave her strokes of the crop when she held back. At the last, she tearfully submitted to this profound degradation, gagging and sobbing. Inflicting this upon her inflamed his lust and when her attentions pushed him to the brink he forced his organ full down her throat and ejaculated lustily straight down into her stomach. Ingrid swore that the poor woman would not spend another night under that roof.

The next morning, she lurked in the woods by the house until Haas emerged and set out to start his day at the jailhouse. She crept up to the house and peer into a window. Leah, naked as usual, was busy about household chores, sweeping the floor, washing dishes. Haas had put a heavy ball and chain on her ankle. She had to drag it around or lift and carry it.

The door proved to be open. Clearly Haas assumed the ball and chain and her fear of him would suffice to prevent her fleeing. Ingrid slipped inside and went to the living room, seating herself in what she presumed was Haas’s favorite chair, while Leah was busy in the kitchen.

Eventually Leah came into the room with an armload of clean laundry, dragging the ball behind her. She startled and gasped, dropping the clothes when she saw Ingrid sitting there. Fear and confusion showed in her eyes but Ingrid used gentle words to calm her.

“Don’t be afraid Leah. I’m not here to do you harm. Quite the contrary. I am here to rescue you from this wretched life. I can take you to a place where you will be safe and make new friends who will guard you with their very lives. Would you like to come with me?”

Leah broke down in tears and could only nod. Ingrid went to embrace her and then picked up the heavy ball on its chain and helped her out the door to where her horse was tied in the woods. With Leah mounted behind her holding the ball she rode down secluded paths in a circuitous route that led to the castle. She first took Leah to the blacksmith shop to have the ball and chain removed. Leah’s eyes grew wide at the sight of the eunuch blacksmith slave who obediently did the work.

Then it was up the long winding stairway to the top of the tower to meet the countess, who sat enthroned in her favorite chair reading a book when they entered. Leah had heard vague things about this regal highborn who ruled the mountain domain and thought it proper to kneel and bow low. Ingrid reached down to help her gently back to her feet as the countess spoke the words that portended the new life that lay before her.

“We women do not bow to each other here in my domain Leah. In truth we all are equals. Only men bow and grovel here before each and every one of us. I do not reign over my sisters so much as use my power and wealth to protect them and aid in their pursuit of happiness. And that happiness derives from the subjugation and enslavement of the male. Soon you will be introduced to the pleasures that are your birthright. And by and by your husband will join you here and the terms of your marriage will be reversed. Now go with Ingrid to experience what will what you shall enjoy at will in your new life!”

Ingrid took her hand and led her toward the head of the stairway. Leah held back in seeming fear despite the countess’s promise of pleasure.

“Where are you taking me?”

Ingrid reassured her.

“Don’t fear Leah dear. As I said, you are now safe among sisters who will protect and defend you.”

Leah took a deep breath and allowed Ingrid to lead her downward, to ground level and then deep below. They came to a heavy, iron bound oak door and Ingrid threw the bolt and opened it. Within was a stone lined chamber dimly lit by gaslights. Curious furnishings stood around the room and on the walls hung assorted whips and other devices the nature of which she could only wonder.

In the center of the chamber was a wooden table, its top upholstered in black leather with cushioning beneath. At one end padded projections rose from each corner. Ingrid led her to the table and invited her to lie upon it and rest her ankles on the padded rests with her legs parted wide. Then she stroked her head and bent low to speak soft words of reassurance again.

“Please Leah, just relax and don’t be afraid. Soon something will happen I am sure you will enjoy!”

With that Ingrid went to where the handle of a valve projected from the wall. She turned it and utter darkness fell.

Leah lay there trembling, still uncertain and anxious. Soon she heard soft footfalls on the stone floor and what sounded like the clinking of chains. Then something soft and warm pressed itself between her thighs and she felt tender and worshipful caresses upon her womanly parts that sent a thrill of delight up her spine.

She was the daughter of a domineering father who subjected his wife to the same degradations as did Haas. All through her life she had been indoctrinated to believe that what lay between her thighs was vile. Her husband told her repeatedly of how that place was only fit to be penetrated by his cock for the sake of his pleasure.

A whole new realm now opened to her as she felt wriggling slithering caresses everywhere between her legs from top to bottom, deep into her cavern, even upon her hind hole, the ultimate place of filth and shame according to her brainwashing. And waves of pleasure coursed through her body. She reached down and her hands found what she knew right away to be the shaven head of a man and that could only mean the caresses came from a worshipful and artful tongue.

A ferocious lust took hold. Her fingernails were long untrimmed and sharp and she dug them deep into his scalp and pulled his face deep into her now oozing and tingling cunt. And all she felt from him was submission and surrender and a redoubling of his efforts to please. Moreover, she sensed that he feared her and yet showed a seeming hunger for the taste of her parts and for the ooze they secreted.

He went low to focus his attentions on her hind hole, tongue probing deep and wiggling about in a way that melted her and brought a rapture into which she let herself be lost in sweet abandonment.

At length she felt an itching tingle in the little orb she had sometimes touched at the apex of her womanhood and she dragged the slave’s (what else could he be but a slave?) head upward to fix his attentions there.

She had sometimes accompanied Haas to the village where he sent her to the marketplace to get foodstuffs while he retired to the tavern. Though under strict orders to speak to no one she had often overheard bawdy talk among the womenfolk, no doubt most of them being her newfound sisters, about the mad delights of orgasm. She had felt resigned to being denied that pleasure.

But when the slave’s lips closed upon her pearl to suck it and his tongue fell upon it to lick it came upon her with cataclysmic force. A surge of purest ecstasy engulfed her body, tearing a primal shriek from the depths of her. It was followed by another and another and then she lost count as the tongue fluttered ever so gently. Her nails drew trickles of blood as she gripped him until satisfied. Then she shoved him away and knew a melting into the sweetest contentment she had ever known.

She lay for a long while that way. Then light returned to the chamber and she sat up to look around. There stood Ingrid and another woman, tall lean and muscular with sparkling green eyes, her pate shaven except for a long braid of red hair at its center that hung down behind her nearly to the waist. The only other hair upon her was the dense ginger thicket at her loins.

And on his knees before her was a naked male, quite a handsome and muscular specimen, his hands cuffed behind him and irons on his ankles. His balls were bound with leather straps that stretched his sack tight and shiny and made them purple and his cock was confined in a small golden cage. His head was bowed and he seemed to tremble, as if in fear of her. Ingrid made the introductions.

“Leah, meet Helga, our Mistress of Discipline. And kneeling at your feet is slave Johann, a male in what we hold to be in his proper station in the world, a slave devoted to the service and pleasure of Woman. Helga is in charge of the breaking and training of these slaves. Johann was chosen to serve you today for a special reason. Slave Johann! Turn and exhibit yourself!”

The slave turned and bent over so his forehead was on the floor. On his behind were five brands of the letter X, three on one cheek, two on the other. Leah looked to Ingrid, puzzlement on her face. Ingrid explained.

“Slave Johann has been long in service here in the dungeon. During that time, he has acquired five marks of demerit due to failure to properly satisfy a mistress who has rented him to serve her pleasure. The acquisition of his sixth mark makes his balls forfeit. He was chosen to give you pleasure because he is desperate to delay the inevitable and would provide you with exceptional pleasure on that account. You now hold the fate of his balls in your hand. This is the power you will hold over the male in your new life. Please decide if he should be cut or spared!”

Slave Johann turned to kneel before her again, head bowed, trembling. A feeling of empowerment welled up in her. A fantasy came over her of grabbing her husband by the balls, holding a sharp knife against them as he begged for mercy, then making the cut and hearing his scream and then his moans of despair as she held his warm severed balls before his eyes. She swore that one day this would be. But then her attention returned to slave Johann. It was most gratifying to see him there, cowering in terror. But then she recalled the heights of ecstasy she had achieved under his well-trained tongue and realized that others of her newfound sisters could have those sweet delights for yet a long time if she spared his balls. Filled with that selflessness she spoke:

“Spare him!”

Johann sagged in relief. Helga went to a rope that hung from the ceiling and gave it a tug. It would summon a young slave keeper to come and lead Johann back to his cell in the dungeon. The keeper arrived, slipped a leather leash around his balls and led him away as he blubbered words of abject gratitude.

Ingrid had sensed Leah’s thoughts and nodded approvingly.

“You have wisdom Leah. Though there would have been great pleasure in condemning his balls there is a greater good to be served. He will lose them by and by, but in the meantime our sisters can get much enhanced pleasure from him. Helga also provides another form of training. She will now begin your instruction in the arts and skills that will maximize your enjoyment of male subjugation. And you will be prepared for your reunion with your dear husband!”

CHAPTER SIX

It came as no surprise when Haas arrived at the castle the next day with six of his  underlings. He banged his fist on the door at the base of the tower and barged inside followed by his minions when the young slave keeper on duty there opened it just a crack. The young woman pulled a rope that hung beside the door. It was connected to a bell at the top of the tower that would alert the countess who made her way quickly down the winding stairs and seated herself in the parlor to await Haas He stormed through the door.

“Where is my wife you regal bitch? She has vanished and I know you must be at the bottom of it!”

The countess raised her hands palms out, an expression of mock innocence on her face.

“My dear sheriff, whatever do you mean? If the poor woman has somehow gotten lost we will surely spare no effort to help you find her!”

Haas just gave her a menacing glare and turned to his minions.

“Tear the place apart!”

The countess just sat with a beatific smile on her face but seething inwardly as the accessible rooms were tossed. The search was as futile as always. Haas made his exit spewing threats and curses.

And a week later he was back, raging about the disappearance of his favorite nephew.

“Your arm has grown long hasn’t it countess? Now my nephew Hans from Berlin has also vanished without a trace. There is rumor of a dust up in the shoe store where he works with some high born bitch! No doubt it was one of your ilk!”

Again, the rooms were tossed to no avail. It was all quite infuriating but his frustration was quite amusing.

Later she met Ingrid for lunch. As always her precocious child had been thinking and scheming about how to lure Haas into captivity.

“As with all males, my countess, his lust is the chink in his armor, his Achilles heel. But unlike so many males he has been able to satisfy that lust at will, either with his poor wife or some village slut. Now he has been deprived of one sure source of relief. But he has always had his way with the ladies at large. We must spread a rumor far and wide that he is infected with the French whore’s pox. Women will spurn him and his lustful frustration will grow, making him ever more unwary and susceptible to seduction. I will have him watched closely until I know the time is ripe to spring the trap.”

A whispering campaign commenced. The countess’s many spies and agent provocateurs spread the lie to any woman who would listen and it became “known” far beyond the immediate environs that sheriff Haas was nothing more than a walking pestilence. Posters bearing his picture were nailed to trees and fenceposts and the walls of buildings telling all women to beware.

Ingrid or one of her young cohorts followed him like a shadow as he went from tavern to brothel or anywhere loose women might be found. But at every turn he was scorned and rejected no matter how far he traveled. His insistence that it was all a malicious lie was met with cold disbelief. Time after time Ingrid watched gleefully as he emerged from a bar room or whorehouse raging in frustration. She even slipped into a tavern or two to watch him in his vain attempts at seduction. Every woman, no matter how sluttish or lowly turned her back.

Even the male authorities who usually supported him without question turned a suspicious eye to him and warned him against committing rape to satisfy himself. They too feared being infected by the whores he might patronize before them.

Ingrid crept up to his open bedroom window one night and it was all she could do to suppress her giggle when she saw him by the moonlight resorting to his hand to ease his aching balls.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Hans Haas awoke from sleep filled with nightmares in the rude cell into which he had been tossed after the countess had her way with him. He lay covered by a thin and itchy wool blanket upon a thin mattress of rough cloth stuffed with straw. The darkness of the cell was near complete save for a dim light that shown through the cell door’s small, barred window. What woke him was a bell that hung by the door. It seemed to be worked by a thin rope that went up into the ceiling.

The young slave keeper who had escorted him to the cell had told him to expect the ringing of the bell. It was the signal that he should rise and kneel before the door to await the beginning of his first day of training. His experience the day before had left him with no doubt that castration would be swift and sure if he showed even the slightest resistance to his captors. His only faint hope was that his uncle Klaus the sheriff might somehow come to his rescue. His bonds had been removed but his balls were still tightly tied and painfully stretched. He crawled to the door to wait on his knees.

The door opened and new terror gripped him at the sight of the two young naked women who stood in the dimly lit corridor. Tall and muscular, their pates were shaven except for each having a long braid at the top of the head, one blond the other raven black. And the thick wedges of hair at their loins matched the braids. They each wore stiletto heeled black knee boots with sharp-pointed steel toes and wide belts from which hung short thick whips, wooden canes and steel manacles. Each exuded sheerest menace and pitiless cruelty.

And each held a steel bowl in her hand. They stooped to place the bowls in front of him and he saw that one held water and the other some kind of pale mush. The blond-braided woman barked a command.

“Eat slave! And drink! This is all you get until the end of your day of training!”

He found himself to be thirsty and famished and yielded to the humiliation of bowing over the bowls to eat like a dog. Then the dark-haired one barked her own order.

“On your belly slave!”

Her tone was one of iron certainty of command and ominous threat so he went down to lie half into the corridor to submit to whatever might follow. She cuffed his hands behind him and chained his ankles as well. Then a sharp gouge from her steel pointed boot urged him to roll onto his back so she could leash his balls.

Both women turned and the blond one snapped: “Follow!”

The set off walking and a hard yank on the leash urged him to struggle to his feet and hobble along behind them. The corridor was dimly lit by gaslights and lined with cell doors on each side. They took a left turn and came to a heavy, iron bound oak door. The dark-haired  woman opened it and the blond shoved him inside. He stumbled into a small chamber with a rope and pulley hung from the ceiling at its center. There was a floor drain directly beneath.

They quickly switched the manacles on his hands from back to front, removed the leg irons and replaced them with a spreader bar that held his legs wide apart. There was a hook hanging from the rope on the pulley and the blond untied the rope from a cleat on the wall and placed the hook on the chain of the handcuffs. Then the dark-haired one hauled him up from the floor with an animal strength that frightened him and gave him to know that any resistance was futile.

The blond gave another sharp command.

“Do your business!”

He took her to mean he should relieve himself and endured the humiliation of expending his waste onto the drain. There was a big tub of water by the wall with two buckets beside it. They each picked up a bucket and filled it, then washed the waste down the drain.

There were some coarse brushes, two straight razors and bars of lye soap on a shelf above. They doused him with the cold water, soaped him down and scrubbed him hard with the brushes. Then they set about shaving every inch of him with the razors, from face down to ankles. When they came to his pubes the blond one grabbed his balls and the dark one held her razor before his eyes with a cruel gleam in hers until he whimpered a plea for mercy. Then they cackled wickedly and continued shaving. They rinsed him off with more cold water and dried him with rough towels. The shaving of his body enhanced his feeling of naked helplessness in the chill air of the dungeon.

Then he was cuffed, leg ironed and leashed as before and led off down the corridor to another door. Within was what he could tell at a glance was a chamber of torture. Gaslights gave the room an amber glow. Furnishings stood here and there that he knew were meant to confine and restrain so torments could be administered. The walls were festooned with whips of all descriptions.

They bound him again same as in the cleaning chamber, with legs spread wide by a bar, and hoisted him up again from the rope and pulley that hung from the ceiling. Then the blond turned a valve in the wall, extinguishing the gaslights and bringing utter blackness. He heard them slam the door and throw the bolt. He hung there in terror of the unknown.

After the passage of time that he could not gauge he heard the creaking of hinges as the door was opened and the sound of bootheels on the stone floor. He closed his eyes, fearful of what he might see. Then, through his eyelids he saw light and he opened to see three women now standing before him. On the left was the dark-braided one and on the right the blond. Between them stood an older version of those two with ginger braid and bush. She exuded menace far greater than the other two and regarded him with an expression like onto that of a tigress about to devour tender prey. She made introductions.

“Welcome to our little chamber here young Hans. It’s a chamber of pleasure for us, but for you quite the contrary. I am Helga, Mistress of Discipline here in the castle. These are my assistants and apprentices, this lovely dark haired one being Olga and the golden haired beauty Frigga.”

Strangely, he felt himself rising to full erection at the sight of these naked beauties, who also exuded a sultry sexuality. The red-haired one was attired like the other two including the short thick whip that hung from her belt. Her face contorted in contempt and loathing at the sight of his stiffened organ and those green eyes seemed to take on a glow as they fixed themselves upon it. She took up her whip and raised it high, then took a step forward and brought it down with full force and unerring accuracy upon his tender tip. The fierce, stabbing pain tore a scream from his depths and he wilted and pulled in like the head of a frightened turtle. Her words barely filtered through the agony.

“How dare you flaunt that filthy and despicable organ before us when there can be no doubt you have used it to defile and degrade women for the sake of your selfish pleasure! And your refusal to perform the selfless act of oral pleasure has been made known to me! This is no doubt in the light of your elder, the infamous sheriff Haas, your dear uncle, who will one day find himself here in the dungeon to get his just deserts. He has surely fostered this bad attitude of yours, but I believe both nature and nurture come into play. We will soon see to the adjustment of that attitude but first you will confess to each and every offense you have committed against the gender of your betters. I like to know exactly which outrages I am punishing!”

She went to the wall where whips and implements of torment hung and came back with a chain from which hung six fierce and toothy alligator clips. Then, to his befuddlement, she began to fondle and coax him to erection again. Her artful hands made him moan in growing delight as he rose, but he sensed he was soon to pay a price. When he was fully stiffened she regarded his member with a smug sneer and informed him of the rigor to follow.

“Erection is permissible when it serves my purposes!”

She ran her fingertip up and down the length of his sensitive underside, making him gasp and thrust with his hips. Then she held the chain of clips before his eyes as she continued her stroking.

“Your erection makes room for all of these to be clamped along your tender length. The pain of each is quite astounding. I will begin at the bottom and make my way to the very tip. Prepare for agony unimagined!”

He felt a stinging bite at the base of his cock that seemed to double by the second. Then there was another higher up, worse from the outset and also redoubling instantly. Three, four and five bit him, each worse than the one before. He writhed in helpless torment and thought no torment could be worse until she fixed the last one on the little tab of skin just below the glans. This one eclipsed all the others and he squirmed and twisted, pleading for deliverance, promising reform of his wicked ways. Only then would she tell him how respite would be granted.

“You will now confess to every vile act you have perpetrated. Only then will I deliver you from this agony. And hold nothing back. I am a most discerning woman and will know. Now purge your soul before our Goddess!”

He babbled half incoherently, spilling every detail of the defilements and rapes of which he was guilty, often in the company of his “mentoring” uncle. When all was told he just hung whimpering, sniveling, sobbing. She stood for a while just looking at him with cruel amusement in her eyes as if waiting for more. Nearly, but not quite convinced that all had been disclosed she began to remove the clips, but slowly, the lower and least painful one first. When only the most cruelly agonizing one remained beneath his tip she made one more query.

“Are you sure that’s everything Hans? Do I sense a holding back?”

With a moan he made one last confession of drugging a young woman by slipping a potion onto her wine when in a tavern and the dragging her home and using all three of her orifices for his pleasure as she lay unconscious. Helga let him suffer for minutes more as punishment for withholding. When she removed the clip he broke down sobbing in relief and foolishly thought his punishment was over. Helga disabused him of this.

“Well Hans, now that you have confessed to your numerous offenses it is time for them to be punished. For this we will first avail ourselves of the fine collection of assorted whips you hanging on the walls. I will do the precision work while my able assistants paint every inch of your body pink and stripe you with welts like a zebra!”

All three went to the wall to select whips, Olga choosing a long, multi-tailed cat with knots at the ends of its tails. Frigga took a pair of snake whips and Helga a single snake whip. The two assistants took positions each side of him and Helga stood in front at whip length. She unlimbered the whip and whirled it overhead as she spoke.

“In her infinite wisdom our Goddess has created the male with organs dangling from his body that are both tender and so precious to him. These will be my targets while my girls go to work on the rest of you! And oh my! Despite all you insult me with an erection again?”

With a flick of her wrist the whip cracked with precision on his tip. Again, he screamed, wilted and pulled in, making his stretched and purple balls a perfect target. Lashes struck one and then the other, each bringing agony eclipsing the one to his cock. And then her minions commenced the flogging. Olga wielded her cat with force, pinkening wide swaths of his hide while Frigga whirled her two whips overhead, each flick of her wrist searing and striping him. They moved around to leave no place untouched while Helga rained precise lashes to his organs, whip whirling, wrist flicking.

He howled in his torment, pleas for mercy only inciting greater cruelty, harder strokes of the lash. It seemed he was clothed in searing agony from that alone but the worst of it was the cruel rotation of lashes upon his organs, the whip’s tip flicking glans, right nut, left nut, glans over and over.

Only when he broke down into bawling sobs, despairing that the torment would ever end did the flogging cease. He hung whimpering, still feeling clothed in agony. His tormentresses stood before him again and he saw smug satisfaction and also burning lust in their eyes. Helga’s lip curled in contempt as she spoke.

“Well Hans, would you now say the loathsome and selfish pleasures you have enjoyed were worth it considering the consequences?”

“No! Please don’t hurt me anymore!”

“What would you do to be spared further time under the whip?”

“Anything! Anything! Please!”

“Will you now perform the selfless act you have so vociferously scorned?”

“Yes! Oh yes!”

“And just to be clear, what act will you perform?”

“I will lick you, down there! All of you, and I will never stop until I please you!”

“Fine words Hans! But only actions will suffice to deliver you from more time under the whip! Lower him ladies!”

They untied the rope from the cleat and he went to the cold stone floor, almost welcoming the feel of it upon his burning hide. All of his brash insolence had been purged from him under the whips and his attitude had been adjusted to one on abject submission.

There was a thronelike chair set upon a three step dais along the wall. Helga went to it and took her seat, parting and raising her legs, resting her ankles on the chair’s arms, offering her ginger pussy.

Olga unhooked the chain from his manacles and Frigga gave him a kick by way of telling him he should grovel to where Helga sat waiting, drumming her fingers impatiently upon her pubis. Hands still bound before him and with the spreader still on his ankles it was hard to make his way to her but he made haste as best he could, clambering up the stairs until he came within her reach.

She put a hand to his forehead to hold him back and for the first time in his life he beheld what lay between the thighs of woman. Never before had he deigned to look upon this, having only inserted his organ into the two orifices to be found there to take his pleasure. It appeared a wild, hairy ferocious thing that might devour him and at first he drew back. But it exuded an animal magnetism and when the feral scent of it wafted over his nostrils he found himself leaning toward it unbidden with tongue reaching out to taste. His mentoring uncle had never told him of this allure.

Helga gave out a smug chuckle, but still held him back. She sensed that it was his first sight of the pudenda.

“Well, my dear young Hans. I sense a newfound hunger for the taste of Woman. Would you like to taste me then?”

“Yes! Please!”

She let go her hold and he toppled forward, burying his face in the hairy, fragrant wetness. Her scent dizzied him as he cupped his tongue down low and scooped upward with it, gathering a mouthful of amber poon and swallowing, heartened by Helga’s gasp of surprised delight. She reached out to push him back again and hold him while she spoke.

“I sense a hunger in you for the taste of Woman. You have been under the pernicious influence of your uncle but you are young and still malleable. And molded you shall be into a fine slave. If you apply yourself you will be privileged to serve the highborn mistresses, those with most refined tastes who are most demanding. Your efforts will surely be clumsy at first but now continue! I will give instruction as we go!”

He had been straining forward to lick some more and when she let go he plunged in face first again, lapping at her oozing crevice. She eased back for a while to enjoy his untutored but passionate and worshipful attentions. His attitude had indeed been properly adjusted and only schooling in the finer points would be needed. She gave the first of her instructions.

“Get your tongue in deep and swirl it!”

She felt him probing into her salty cavern and gave out a gasped of surprised delight when his tongue plunged in to a depth no slave had ever reached before. This one had a rare and special endowment that would make him an invaluable and profitable slave. The gyrations of his tongue as he strained for every fraction of depth soon found their way to her G, bringing another delighted gasp. Desperate to please, the whips fresh in his memory he massaged the soft mound he felt under his tongue. And giving a good sound whipping always piqued her arousal. Well before she expected it she felt the welling up of orgasmic need. Grabbing his ears, she pulled him up to her apex where her pearl was tingling.

“Wrap your lips around it! Lick! Suck!”

She felt his lips close upon her and suck in her turgid orb like a sweet berry of which he craved the juice. And juice he was given when his tongue triggered her and her salty elixir filled his mouth as her back arched and she convulsed, crying out, locking her ankles, clasping his head between her muscular thighs.

With every mouthful of Helga’s ooze, he gulped down Hans only found a craving for more and her moans of growing pleasure spurred him to greater efforts to please. When he plunged deep within her, feeling her lush inner tissues under his tongue her sounds of delight heightened, urging him to wriggle ever deeper, his tongue tracing wide circles. It seemed all fear of the whip was forgotten, leaving only a worshipful passion. When she tugged him upward to suck and lick and finish her he knew the swollen little orb beneath his tongue to be the key to her ecstasy and he plied hard upon it. Then there was her shuddering convulsion and the clench of her sinuous and silken thighs upon his head. Pulsing spurts of her salty-sweet juice filled his mouth one after another and he swallowed each with growing thirst for the next, feeling something happening to him, a blossoming of adoration for not just her but for Woman at large.

Helga felt her body slack in sweet and familiar afterglow. Her legs were wrapped loosely around his neck and she could feel the tender kisses he was planting over her mount and the soft insides of her thighs. His surrender had come almost too easily. She often found the breaking of a more resistant male to be more pleasurable but she had to admit her pleasure had been exquisite and he was quite a pretty thing so she looked forward much to the long process of training him. She wondered how he would respond to the next degradation she would demand of him.

She put a hand to his forehead to push him back and give him another view of what was between her thighs, raising he knees high to exhibit her hind hole as she gave further instruction.

“Now young Hans, are you ready to show me you know your place by licking me down there at the very bottom? It is an act that gives a woman great pleasure that is not just physical. It is your submission that adds a special dimension of delight. And by this act you will acknowledge that you are a lesser being whose divinely ordained purpose is to serve us. Take a moment to contemplate and remember the whips that still are at the ready. Then I suggest you begin to lick!”

Hans felt his mind reeling as he gazed upon her pinkish brown vortex, twitching and puckering in impatient anticipation of his tongue. Performing such an act, putting his tongue to this place upon a woman that he had been taught epitomized all that was vile, had been beyond unthinkable to him. But now doubt filled him and a strange and consuming urge to please this wicked but madly alluring creature came over him. And the memory of the whips was fresh, his body still burning. He leaned in with tongue extended.

Helga could only feel a righteous sense of triumph at the first touch of his tongue. Though on the surface merely cruel and lustful, deep within she had a religious zeal for the cause of male subjugation, as did her countess and all members of the ever growing sisterhood of dominants. In her condescension and according to her lights a male who surrendered to enslavement was truly happier in his ordained place in the universe, freed from the delusions of “manhood” that were at the root of loathsome behavior. And it was fortunate for all, including himself that this attitudes of this young thing whose tongue caressed her with growing adoration had not hardened like those of his infamous uncle. She sensed his term of training would be short and then all delusion would be purged from him when the countess deflowered him before an assemblage of the sisterhood.

Hans now had his face buried deep in Helga’s cunt as he rimmed her with a growing sense of worship, wondering all the while how he had come to this pass. The scent of her intoxicated and spurred his efforts. But despite best intentions his tongue tired and suddenly he felt a searing lash across his behind. Helga must have signaled her displeasure with his flagging efforts to her cohorts. In mingled terror and contrition, he redoubled his efforts but took a few more lashes when fatigue inevitably returned.

Helga felt her arousal rise to crescendo and tugged him upward by the ears to suck her clit, hissing a command through clenched teeth.

“Your finger Hans! Into my hole! Finger fuck me!”

He raised his bound hands and found a way to slip an index finger into her orifice and gently work it in and out. An orgasm rocked her, eclipsing the one before, her primal shriek echoing in the chamber.

When afterglow passed she pushed him away and stood. Olga promptly took her place. Helga gave out a lusty chuckle.

“Two more women to satisfy likewise, Hans my boy! And remember the whips!”

CHAPTER EIGHT

Ingrid would often ride through the country roads and villages beyond the domain of the Countess, eyes and ears attuned to everything, ever vigilant of any threat or opportunity to further the cause. One summer day she rode at a leisurely along a road that passed through farm fields. The sun was warm and bright and gentle breezes blew. Suddenly, she heard a wolf whistle and stopped in her tracks. Looking to her right she saw a tall young man, blond haired, blue eyed, shirtless, muscular. His impudent and leering grin sparked her wrath. He was standing by a tall, steep haystack from which he was pitching hay into a wagon. She turned her steel blue eyes upon him in a glare as she gave warning.

“You had best show more respect toward your betters farm boy!”

His grin only widened and he chuckled.

“So, it’s ‘my betters’ is it? My oh my! Aren’t we the haughty highborn lady!”

That was more than enough for Ingrid. She turned her horse and the fine black steed cleared the stone wall that bordered the field with ease. The youth’s eyes grew wide in mingled fear and glee as he turned and fled around the haystack and across the open field. Fleet of foot though he was his legs were no match for those of the horse and Ingrid was soon close behind him, the long whip she always had coiled on her saddle unlimbered and whirling.

She was wearing a white silk blouse, a short black leather skirt with no panties and her steel toed black thigh boots. A moist warmth blossomed between her thighs from the excitement of the chase and she felt a slippery wetness on the saddle as her lady parts rubbed upon the leather from the bounding of her mount.

But something made her refrain from cracking the whip on his hide. She contented herself with letting it crack over his head or each side of him as he zigzagged across the field. He tired and slowed as she herded him toward the haystack and in the end he leaned with his back against it, gasping for breath.

She leapt from the saddle with tigress grace and approached him. His eyes showed mingle fright and desire. She came close and pressed her body to his, feeling an urge unlike she had ever felt toward a male. Though puzzled, she yielded to it, grabbed his long golden hair, pressed her lips to his and invaded his mouth with her tongue, a kiss that spoke of passion and possession.

He seemed to melt and she ripped her blouse open, pressed his head down to her full, firm breasts. Her nipples were hard and wrinkled and she fed each into his mouth for him to lick and suck, making her tingle in the loins. She pulled his head back up to face her and hissed a question.

“What’s your name farm boy!”

“Gerd.”

“Well Gerd, get on your knees now! I want to teach you how to show respect!”

She thrilled at the way he yielded. His knees seem to go rubbery and soon he knelt with head beneath her skirt.

Gerd, just 18, was a virginal lad, usually shy despite being uncommonly handsome and he had been puzzled by his own insolent impulse when he saw this goddess-like creature riding by. He knew where babies came and knew a hairy mystery was concealed beneath the skirts of women but could only guess at its nature. Now he found himself with head beneath a skirt and that hairy secret was revealed. His senses were flooded by the scent of wet leather and a feral perfume that made the world seem to spin. His nose was pressed into a dense thicket that tickled and tantalized. It was wet with the fragrant sweat of Woman’s lust. He heard her hiss through clenched teeth.

“Your tongue Gerd! Use it to please me!”

It came to him in a flash that nothing on earth mattered more than pleasing her and he reached out with his tongue, finding a wet crevice between mounts of soft flesh. He felt a tiny turgid orb beneath his tongue and when he moved its tip upon it he was rewarded and incited by her gasp of delight. Commencing a wriggling slithering motion, he was spurred on when she pressed him closer and began a rolling and gyrating of the hips.

In her growing frenzy she passed her entire cunt over his face, coating it with her amber ooze. And in his own loins he felt a stiffness he had never known and a growing ache in his balls. At the last she held him tight to her so he could apply his tongue hard to that little berry until she convulsed and shuddered letting out a cry he could hear echo off the hills as a flooding, salt/sweet gush filled his mouth. He gulped it down, swallowing deeply, somehow sensing that to be her will. And he knew yielding to her will had become his only purpose on earth.

Ingrid leaned upon the haystack, head across forearm, legs rubbery and was pleased when he wrapped strong arms around her hips to hold her upright. Her mind reeled and she knew only one thought, he had to be hers! If within the bounds of the countess’s domain she would have dragged him home by the balls then and there. But now that would mean dragging him past farmhouses and through a village and it would not do. She formed a plan, stepping back from him and looking down into blue eyes that seemed lost in a trance. She reached down and put a hand into his pants, first stroking his hardness slowly, making him moan and whimper in a wordless plea for release. Then she reached lower to grab his balls, feeling their fullness. She asked a question to which she already knew the answer, being well acquainted with the aspects of male desire.

“Do they ache Gerd?”

“Yes! So much!”

“Should I make it go away?”

“Yes! Please!”

“Not yet Gerd! You must wait until tomorrow! Did you like giving me pleasure?”

“Oh yes!”

She continued her fondling and stroking.

“Then tomorrow you may pleasure me again and then I will also make your ache go away. Have you used your hand to ease your ache before? Do not lie! I know all males do it!”

He felt a blush of shame. Indeed, he had resorted to his hand more times than he cared to admit, even though in church and school and home he had been taught that such self-pollution was a sinful perversion. But dreams and waking fantasies of naked frolics with fetching local lasses plagued him and even when he managed to refrain he would sometimes wake in the night in the midst of ejaculation from his wild dreams. Shamefaced, he confessed.

“Yes! Many times! And sometimes I squirt without even touching myself!”

Ingrid chuckled derisively.

“Well Gerd. You must control yourself through the night. If you give in to your urges do not bother to come to me tomorrow. If you come to me guilty I will know and you will pay! Now let me tell you when we will meet, tomorrow in the afternoon.”

She told him how to find his way to the head of the mountain valley where the small stream poured over into a clear deep pool. She promised to be waiting for him naked and randy.

The night was aching torment for Gerd. Sleep eluded him. The scent of her lingered and it maddened him and worsened his ache but he could not bring himself to wash it off. More than once when he did drift off he awoke to find himself with his hand on his organ, stroking it, feeling the first twinges of impending eruption. He would tear his hand away and lie gasping, praying for the dawn to come.

At sunrise he rose and ate a quick bowl of porridge, then went to work around the barnyard, doing petty chores to occupy his hands. At noon he mounted one of the family draft horses and rode off under the pretext of going to the village to get some needed things. But instead, he rode off on a side road that grew narrow and rocky as he climbed into the mountains. It gave way to a trail that grew ever more faint. After three hours and in the hottest part of the day he came to the low stone wall that defined the domain of the countess and looked down the slope. There was the pool and the waterfall a hundred paces distant and sure enough, lying animal naked on a blanket laid in a patch of edelweiss was the golden-haired goddess who had claimed his heart and soul. He horse was staked and tethered nearby, munching the soft vegetation.

She had told him to come to her naked as well and his hands went to his garments. He tripped himself up on his pants in his haste to strip and fell to the ground. When naked he vaulted the stone wall and ran downhill, his erection jutting and bobbing. He saw her rise and see him and beckon and he quickened his pace.

When he reached her she grabbed his hand and pulled him down to her, then, with Amazon strength rolled him onto his back and covered him with her silken skin. He felt the welling up of ejaculation just from that and had to fight it down. Then her lips were on his and her tongue invaded his mouth in a kiss that reduced him to jelly.

When she released him she shifted a bit to enfold his head between her firm and exquisite breasts. He moaned in helpless longing and she rolled over, carrying him along so he was on top, then pushed his head ever downward until his face was pressed into that heaven between her thighs. Again, the world seemed to spin from the scent of her and his tongue went to its duty unbidden. He lapped and sucked, scooping her amber exudate by the mouthful and gulping it down.

Ingrid just lay there enjoying his raw, passionate but clumsy and untutored attentions. There was plenty of time and soon enough she would see to his instruction in the finer points. And she had no doubt he would be an apt and eager pupil.

Matters progressed until she felt the urge to be finished but she wanted to teach him some finesse beforehand so she grabbed his head and pressed her pussy hard upon him while murmuring instruction.

“Get you tongue in deep and swirl it for me Gerd!”

He was eager to comply, his mind filled with doubt as to whether he was pleasing her and pleasing her was everything to him as it had been from the very first. He plunged his tongue into her lush salty cavern straining for every fraction of depth while swirling it around. Elation filled him when she moaned in delight and rolled her his in a quickening rhythm.

Soon her own raw passion took hold and her pearl screamed for his attentions. She tugged him upward to feed him the turgid little orb and found his first lesson had stuck with him when he put his tongue hard to it and set her off. And she felt him encircle her epicenter with his lips and knew he thirsted for her gush of pleasure juice. Orgasm struck hard and again her cry echoed from the mountainside. 

Gerd felt a worshipful joy at giving her such bliss and spilled not a drop of her elixir when it spurted into his thirsty mouth. She relaxed with a satisfied sigh and passed into the sweet daze of afterglow. He lay with head pillowed on her golden-haired mount. Though the ache of longing in his balls had trebled his only thought was to wonder how he might next please her.

Ingrid roused from her daze, much looking forward to her next pleasuring under his tongue. Her orgasm and dampened her fire but she knew the sure way to rekindle them. She had sensed Gerd’s adoration and meant to make him prove to her that his adoration knew no limit. Raising her knees to her breast, she pushed his head back and away so he could look upon her as she exhibited herself bold as woman can, top to bottom.

“Look down low Gerd! Do you see it there?”

She clenched and relaxed her nether orifice in rhythm to direct his attention and she could see when his eyes focused there. She chose entreaty over stern command.

“Will you lick me there Gerd? It will feel so good and make me so happy if you do! Do you love me enough Gerd?”

To this there could only be one reply.

“Oh yes! More than my life!”

Now her tone became more stern and commanding.

“Words are not enough Gerd! I must have proof of your love! Licking me there will serve as that proof! Will you do this for me or must I send you home to use your hand to ease yourself?”

Her answer came wordlessly when he first hesitated, then leaned in with tongue out and she felt its adoring caress. She had known this act from other slaves under duress and that brought much pleasure but that paled before what followed. His tongue seemed to beseech her approval and guidance as to how he might please her more. Sweet rapture overcame her and she determined that he would have his reward. For most males who fell into the clutches of the sisterhood it was pain and terror that broke their will and made them surrender to enslavement. But she would choose a different course and use the pleasures her body could bestow to put him in her thrall and irrevocably enslave him.

Gerd overcame his first flash of repugnance at her demand, spurred by his already deep desire to please and pressed his face into the pussy he had come to adore while reaching with his tongue to her lower orifice. It seemed nothing was too much for her to ask of him and he found sweetness in his abasement as he  heard her soft, mewling sounds of purest enjoyment, her vortex twitching and puckering beneath his tongue. Some residue was lodged in her cracks and crevices and he swabbed at it until she was immaculate, then turned his tongue to the giving of pure pleasure.

She kept him at it long be he cared not a fig because he was in heaven and how could one be “too long” there? But his tongue did begin to tire and his only fear was that her pleasure might be lessened. But just when this fear set in she tugged him upward by the hair and he could sense her readiness for climactic ecstasy and felt his thirst for another gush. He found her pearl as she hissed instructions.

“You finger Gerd! Put it where your tongue was!”

He slipped a finger into her clenching hole and somehow knew to finger fuck her softly as he took her between lips and tongue, licking, sucking. Her climax was savage in its intensity, bringing a ferocious, atavistic snarl from her and shuddering convulsions. Then she seemed to melt into semiconsciousness and her tender hand petting his head again brought that worshipful joy. The ache in his balls had worsened beyond what he had thought possible but he mastered himself and gave no complaint. Then his reward was bestowed in a manner that that earned her his willing servitude for all time.

She clamped her thighs tight upon his head and then rolled over, bearing him with her so he lay upon his back with her straddling his head and facing forward. She made him lick her anus softly for a while to begin horning her up, then reversed herself so she sat his head facing his feet. Then, to his incredulous delight she leaned forward and he felt his stiff, pulsing organ enfolded by her silken mouth.

He felt her lips and tongue running along his length, torturing him with pleasure and he felt the welling up of coming, but gritted his teeth, fearing it was not permitted. She seemed to sense this and broke of her sucking to speak.

“Give in to the pleasure now Gerd! You have earned it!”

Still half disbelieving he allowed her ministrations to transport him, finally feeling his tip prodding at her gullet and then a giving as his member slid in full down her throat. Up and down her head bobbed as his length was caressed now by lip, tongue and clenching gullet. Just a score of such bobbings sufficed for him to erupt.

His balls contracted in heavenly relief with each creamy spurt and he felt her lips enfolding just his tip as he pumped out his plenty, each spurt bringing from her a soft sound of delectation. He finished and lay drained and trembling, entranced.

But she wasn’t finished with him. He had wilted but he felt her mouth enfolding him again, coaxing him along to hardness. In just minutes she had him stiff and randy again, then shifted herself once more so she straddled his loins looking down at him. He saw her raise herself a bit and felt her guiding hand upon his shaft as she aligned it. Then his organ slid into a velvet paradise as she settled herself down on top of him. He gasped and shuddered in delight but felt a twinge of fear that anything could feel so good, knowing he would be forever enslaved by his longing for this.

And then she began to move, rising and falling, clenching and relaxing her cavern, maddening him with sweet torment. Despite having spent himself not long ago he felt the welling up again but she sensed it and ceased her caresses, looking down at him with and expression of affection and playful cruelty and speaking in a coquettish tone.

“Not yet my sweet farm boy! I will torture you with pleasure again and make you beg for your release, but only when I know you have lost your mind will I finish you! Prepare yourself!”

Over and over, she took him to the brink, stopping at just the right second, leaving him gasping and pleading. When she had him reduced to demented babbling and wordless whimpering she knew the time was at hand but took him to the edge three more times just to be sure. Then it was a quickening rising and falling and soft clenching upon him until she felt his final extra stiffening within her and then the pulsing as he gave forth. In the midst of it his babbling was of love and gratitude as tears flowed over his cheeks. And, in the sweetness of the moment she felt her own warm, soft ecstasy as her cum mingled with his.

She melted and tipped forward on top of him, her lips falling upon his and her tongue going in deep in a kiss filled with passionate possession. He was hers now, near completely. But the final completion would come later and consummate all. But now there was one more place she meant to take him, wanting him to be drained of all his cream before she was finished with him. But first he had a job to do.

She shifted forward so she sat on his chest with her pussy inches from his face. Her crevice and cavern  were awash with his cum. She could tell by his eyes that he saw it oozing from her. She gave him a stern look.

“I very much enjoyed your cock Gerd but you have made me a mess and it needs to be cleaned up. Your tongue will do nicely, just lick, suck and swallow!”

He drew back and hesitated at first but looked back into her eyes to see her impatient glare. But she softened her expression and put a gentle hand to his cheek.

“Again, you must prove your love for me Gerd. It would make me so happy if you would do the one small thing.”

He nodded and raised his head with tongue extended and she moved forward to meet if, finally sitting on his face over his open mouth. She felt his tongue swabbing about and heard sucking sounds from him. With a squeeze she expelled what was deep within her and soon she was immaculate. Then she spun around and laid her pussy over his face as she took him in to harden his organ for the journey to the third and final destination.

When she had him stiff as a stick she went to her hands and knees beside him in the posture of a bitch in heat, then ordered him to kneel behind her and behold what she offered.

“Lick my hind hole to make it wet Gerd. After that dip your thing in where it was just before to make it slippery, then put your thing into the hole above. I want you to know all of me!”

He was in disbelief that he would be granted such from her but was now in a state of erotic abandon, ready and willing to do anything. When he had licked her wet and lubed his organ in her cavern he knelt up close to her and pressed his glans to her nether orifice, taking hold of her sumptuous hips for purchase. The feel of her beneath his hands suffice to make him randy beyond control and he pressed forward in a hard thrust. She flinched and gave a little cry of pain upon his entry, the glans just slipping past her clench and he hesitated, not wanting to hurt her further but she urged him on.

After a few more driving thrusts he felt her clenching on the very base of his shaft. She squeezed and released to incite him and soon he was rutting hard and she was wailing in animal pleasure, one hand reaching back to fondle her pussy as he copulated. And she continued her massage of his organ, opening herself when he drove forward, clenching when he drew back. Even after coming twice already this tight orifice put such pleasure on his shaft that he soon felt the first twinge that signaled eruption.

Her fingers on her clit set her off first and that was his final trigger. He drove in to the depths, grunting softly with each spurt he ejected deep within her. They collapsed forward together and he lay onto top as he wilted and his organ slid out of her to hang limp.

Ingrid wanted one more test of his submission and rolled over, flipping him onto his back, then squatted over his face looking down at him, her orifice just above his lips.

“Now Gerd! Further proof of love! You must accept and swallow what you have filled me with!”

There was disbelief in his eyes at first but when he gazed deep into those blue eyes any will of his own vanished and he opened wide. Pleasing her was everything. With a squeeze she expelled the creamy slug and it slid over his tongue and pooled at his gullet. With a gulp it disappeared.

Elated with her conquest she made preparation to take him home to the castle. As was customary upon the capture of a new slave she bound his hands behind him and looped the thin lead rope around his balls in a figure eight bind that stretched his sack tight and shiny. Soon his balls were that pleasing shade of purple. Through all of this he was meekly compliant, permitting himself to be bound thus.

With a graceful leap she mounted her horse and ordered him to follow. He got to his feet with some difficulty and she set off. But instead of a brisk trot that would make him run to keep up and endanger his balls if he stumbled she put the horse to a walk. There was slack in the rope as he trotted behind her.

They came to the ancient, wide spreading oak where over the years and generations many a newly captured slave had been put to the whip. Ingrid stopped there because there was some unfinished business.

She led him under the thick branch that stuck out straight from the trunk some twelve feet above the ground, dismounted with her whip in hand and tossed the rope over the branch. She tied the rope to the saddle and gave the horse a command. The horse took a few steps and stopped. Gerd was pulled up onto his tiptoes by his balls and had to take the rope in his teeth to steady himself. But she didn’t pull him as high as she had others, not wanting to risk his balls. She went behind and unlimbered the whip, whirling it over her head as she spoke.

“Gerd you have been a delight and I know you love for me is real but there is still one small matter to attend to. You showed me insolence when we first met and there is yet a price to be paid for that!”

With those words she flicked her wrist just so and the whip cracked on his tender behind. He yelped and hopped and bit hard on the rope. She made quick work of it. Twenty lashes on his sweet and fetching cheeks made him cry and she relented.

Another command to the horse made it back up and he was lowered to stand whimpering a bit from the burn on his ass while she took down the rope and mounted again for the ride to the castle. She had to control her urge to hasten for fear she might endanger his balls. They had somehow become precious to her. The drawbridge was down and she led him into the cobbled courtyard that surrounded the towering keep. She rode toward the stable and a naked eunuch stable groom came out to see to her horse. She dismounted and looked at Gerd.

Gerd’s eyes grew wide when they fell upon the eunuch’s limp cock dangling over the nothingness where his balls had been. And cold terror gripped his heart when he looked around the courtyard and saw several other eunuchs doing menial chores, mucking up horse manure, sweeping up debris with brooms, all under the supervision of naked young slave keepers in steel toed boots, each holding a whip. What manner of woman was it to whom he had surrendered his heart?

But then Ingrid came up close to hold him to her and whisper in his ear as she took his balls in a gentle grip.

“Don’t fear Gerd. These belong to me and I want them safe in their little sack forever! Now come with me to meet your Countess!”

Relieved but still fearful he let her lead him by the balls into the tower and up the long staircase to the living quarters of the countess. She led him in unannounced, a privilege accorded to only her, to find the countess and Helga in the sitting room where four big armchairs were arranged around a low round table. And sitting with them was a woman with skin the color of rich dark chocolate and a luxuriant head of nappy raven hair. She had a regal bearing about her. The countess made introduction.

“Ingrid, here with us is princess Nandi from the faraway African nation of Ashanti. There the proper order of things is long established. Women rule and men serve. Nandi herself boasts a harem of six person slaves. She had heard rumors our domain where things are likewise and came to visit. We are speaking of forming an alliance. Mistress Helga will soon take her on a tour of the slave dungeon and the pleasure chambers.”

Princess Nandi was fluent in the tongues of the white people of the north. Years ago, a missionary priest and a score of nuns had come among her people to convert the “savages” to their creed. The tables were turned when the nuns were introduced to the pleasures of male subjugation. The priest was soon duly enslaved. Then one moonless night cassock, vestments habits and no longer holy books and beads were tossed upon the community bonfire. In the amber glow of their burning commenced the wild orgy celebrating the “conversion.” The erstwhile nuns schooled the queen, the princess and the tribe of sisters in the languages.

Then the eyes of the countess turned to Gerd, who Ingrid had ordered to kneel behind her. The heart of the countess skipped a beat with her joy at the sight of him. There was no doubt at a glance that he was perfect for the purpose of siring her granddaughter and was destined for that role. But she turned her attention back to the niceties. The existence of a male slave did not need to be acknowledged.

“Princess Nandi, this is Ingrid, my chief slave keeper and strong right arm.”

Her eyes turned back to Gerd.

“And who do you bring with you Ingrid?”

Ingrid stepped behind Gerd and pushed him forward with a kick and a downward push on his head. Gerd got the hint and bowed low, touching his forehead to the floor. Ingrid put her foot on the back of his neck.

“This is slave Gerd, my countess, recently captured.”

“Very well Ingrid. Remain here with him while Helga and the princess retire to the dungeons.”

The princess and Helga left after accepting an invitation to dinner that evening. Helga could be heard speaking to Nandi as they made their way to the door.

“Now my princess, we have a variety of slaves you might enjoy down in the chambers. I might suggest one who has just completed his training. He’s very cute and young. Would you like to be first with him tomorrow morning?”

“That sounds delightful Helga!”

Then the countess turned her attention back to Ingrid and Gerd.

“My Ingrid, but he is a pretty one. Please sequester him for a while so we may talk in private. I’m dying to hear how you acquired him!”

Ingrid led Gerd to a small closet nearby by which was lined in cork to soundproof it. She locked him in and returned to sit with the countess. Dagmar was all ears as Ingrid told her tale of his capture and enslavement.

“My countess I wanted him at first sight. Isn’t her cute? I rode by the field where he was working and he was quite insolent toward me. I chased him down and gave him a taste of me. I could feel his surrender at the first touch of his tongue and chose another course than the usual to enslave him. I invited him to a tryst up in the valley by the waterfall and there gave him the pleasures of my body. It was clear that had put him in my thrall and he already adored me beyond all sanity. I did take him to the tree for a bit of a whipping as the price of his insolence. May I keep him my countess? For my very own? His is so cute and so sweet!”

“Yes Ingrid you certainly may keep him with my blessing. But there are conditions. First, you must not let him enter your body again until a time years in the future. Please do not question me on this. All will be illuminated in good time.”

“Secondly, to keep him in his place you must deny him release for extended periods of time. You will find that the quality of his oral attentions will improve the longer you deny him. Keep him guessing as to when release might be granted.”

“Third, you will be accorded the privilege of deflowering him. You have witnessed deflowerings and seen how the slave is purged of every trace of his delusional ‘manhood’ and is enslaved by the pleasure of the cock so that he lives every moment longing to be taken again. That is how you will give him his release when you think he has earned it.”

“Lastly, though he will not be put to service in the pleasure chambers, you will share him with me and with all our sisters on social occasions or as a form of hospitality. He must understand that he in truth belongs to all of us. Now please fetch him to me and give us some time alone together. It’s four o’clock now and dinner will be served at seven. Please join us then.”

Ingrid fetched Gerd from the closet and left, heading downstairs to while away the time by going out for a ride on her horse, feeling the soft summer breeze caressing her flesh, hardening her nipples and she looked forward to the next time she would feel Gerd’s loving tongue.

Gerd knelt before the countess, looking up at her with timorous eyes. She just raised her legs, rested her ankles on the arms of the chair, presenting her golden pussy and crooked a finger. No words were needed. The sight of her beauty drew him in and he groveled to her. She let him come to her and press his face into her pudenda. The touch of his tongue brought a thrill of delight. She could feel his surrender and the effects on Ingrid’s initial tutelage. But then he seemed to freeze in surprise and fear and drew back.

Gerd had leaned in with eyes closed and tongue extended and upon pressing his face between her silken thighs and lapping at her parts he was overcome by her taste and scent and powerful essence but moreover shocked to find that it was as if it was Ingrid he was serving. Taste, scent and essence were all but identical and there was no doubt of the truth that came to him. When he froze in place the countess pushed him back and he heard her speak.

“Gerd! Look at me!”

He looked up at her, tremulous, recalling that he was the captive of women to whom castration of the male seemed a routine and casual matter. Terror gripped him, but needlessly.

“You sense it don’t you Gerd? Yes, Ingrid is my daughter. Do not be afraid. You will not be punished for becoming privy to this secret. Quite the contrary. You will be given the honor and privilege of living in blissful enslavement with my lovely daughter and after some years go by you will sire my granddaughter. But you must never divulge this secret to my Ingrid.”

“Ingrid has given you the gift of her body, a gift you will enjoy only once more in your lifetime. And this gift leaves you deep in her debt. You will repay her through your absolute submission and obedience and the selfless giving of pleasure. Now you will come here and give me pleasure as well! I will teach you a trick you may use later for Ingrid’s enjoyment.”

With a sigh he pressed forward again, burying his face, losing himself in that place of wonder and mystery and delight between her thighs. He let the power of her essence suffuse him, helpless in his surrender, knowing that now there were now two goddesses who would reign over his life and command his worship.

He had learned enough from Ingrid to bring the countess promptly to a deep, consuming and satisfying orgasm and as she came he encircled her with his lips where the fountainous gush of her pleasure juice would spurt. He felt it seeming to pervade his every cell as he swallowed it down.

Then, unbidden, as she lay yet in her afterglow he went down low to give tender worship to her nether vortex, just caressing softly to enhance her savoring without disturbing it. After a while a gentle hand to his head and a soft roll of her hips urged him to ply his tongue harder and she lapsed into the sweet and special rapture only a proper rimming could evoke.

When her arousal peaked she drew him up to serve her pearl and taught him the promised trick, the soft pressing of a trembling, fluttering tongue upon the tiny orb that brought a chain of soul shattering climaxes, one after the other until satiation, when she pushed him away and let her bones melt.

When she firmed she rose from her chair, legs still a bit wobbly, and went to a cabinet set in the wall. She returned holding a small golden cage like object. She sat, bent down and took hold of his stretched out and purple balls. In his dire ache he flinched.

“They ache don’t they Gerd!”

“Yes my countess! So much!”

“Well, it is an ache you must endure with patience Gerd. You will be granted release when it suits your mistress. Now I will place this cage upon you member to ensure there can be no use of your hand.”

He was also full erect, too large to be enclosed in the cage so she picked up a riding crop that lay beside the chair and gave him a sharp stroke to the glans. The pain wilted him and he felt cold steel enfolding his organ and then heard the click of the small padlock as she imprisoned it.

He looked up at the countess, this time with eyes steady showing and showing a firm resolve.

“My countess, I am so grateful for the honor and privilege of being slave to mistress Ingrid and to you. I vow that I will spare no effort or sacrifice in service to you!”

CHAPTER NINE

Hans Haas was awakened by the harsh ringing of a bell inside the cell to which he was assigned by Helga after the completion of his training. The bell signaled that he was to rise and kneel at the cell door to await the arrival of the slave keepers who would feed him and take him to the cleaning chamber before he was to begin his first day of service in the pleasure chambers.

The morning routine was familiar. The keepers arrived and he was fed and given water from bowls laid on the floor. They removed the small cage that had imprisoned his cock to prevent masturbation in his cell and deny him orgasm during his term of training. His balls remained stretched tight by leather thongs, parted wide and purple Then he hobbled along behind the keepers to the cleaning chamber to be bathed and shaved.

But this morning he was led to a different place, a circular chamber taking up a whole floor of the tower. Numerous naked slaves, twenty in all, stood in a circle facing inward. Within the circle stood Helga and her two minions Olga and Frigga. Hans was held off to the side.

Helga walked around the circle, eyeing every slave from head to toe, obviously subjecting them to a morning inspection. When she had made her way all around she barked a command and the slaves turned about face. At another command they all bent forward to show their behinds.

Helga’s eyes traced around the circle until the focused on the ass of one slave and a cruel, leering grin came to her face as she gave out a wicked cackle.

“My oh my, what do I see here? Six brands on the behind of slave Hendrik! Say a fond farewell to your balls slave! Keepers! Take him before the countess for sentencing!”

The keepers led poor Hendrik away. He whimpered pleas for another chance that fell upon cold deaf ears. Then Helga’s eyes fell upon Hans. She pointed to the space in the circle vacated by Hendrik.

“Fortunately, we have a newly minted slave to take Hendrik’s place. Welcome to the pleasure chambers slave Hans!”

Olga and Frigga took Hans by the arms and hustled him over to the space in the circle facing inward. Helga eyed him up and down and then ordered him to turn so she could check his posterior. As he stood there he noticed that there were twenty waist high doors at intervals around the walls of the chamber.

When Helga finished her inspection of him she clapped her hands. At this signal each slave went to kneel before one of the low doors. Obviously, all knew the drill. Hans hesitated and Olga gave him a shove to the behind with her sharp-heeled boot that propelled him toward the one remaining door. He went to his knees before it.

The, as one, all the doors rose, revealing pitch darkness on the other side. He saw the slaves begin crawling through the doors and sensed he should follow suit. When he was inside the door slid back down. There was utter silence as well as utter darkness. Then he heard the throwing of a bolt and the creak of hinges.

Light blossomed slowly in the chambers from gaslights in sconces on the walls, filling the chamber with an amber glow. And then his eyes fell upon her, the first mistress he was assigned to serve on this first day of his tenure in the chambers. He gasped in fearful wonder at the sight of her.

She stood animal naked, tall with skin the shade of rich dark chocolate, a study in exquisite curvatures, lioness muscularity and regal bearing. His eyes traced her body and he felt himself hardening at the sight of her despite the sweat of fear that broke out upon him. At last, he focused on the dense, nappy raven bush where her comely thighs and firm belly converged and knew what lay between those thighs was soon to become the object of his worship. He looked upward into large, wide set dark eyes filled with a predatory gleam. In her hand was a long, coiled whip.

Nandi felt moist warmth blossom between her legs at the sight of him. She could not help but notice his rampant erection and her eyes focused there with a leer of lustful contempt, so typical of the male.

What fun it was to be, having this young and tender white thing all to herself to enjoy to heart’s content! She held her favorite whip in hand, one made form the hide of a rhino, the most supple and painful to be found on earth. His body was striped with welts well healed over and she decided a new striping would be the first order of business to properly arouse herself in preparation for his first tasting of her.

She had left a leopard skin bag by the door of the chamber. It contained an ivory faux cock, her exquisite pride and joy, carved in the finest anatomical detail of the male organs, big balls below it and a bulbous shaft for insertion into her cavern to stimulate clit and G.

The young slave before her was ripe for his customary deflowering by the countess. But, as a show of hospitality, Nandi had been accorded that privilege. After she had enjoyed him sufficiently in the chamber she would take him to the amphitheater one floor above and deflower and unman him before an assemblage of her newfound sisters in dominance. But first there was the matter of the whip.

Hans had been well trained in the signs and signals a mistress might use to express her commands and when Nandi pointed to the spot on the chamber floor beneath the hoist he crawled there immediately, knowing a whipping was in store for him. He knelt with head bowed in meek submission while she put handcuffs on his wrists to the front and then used a rope to bind his ankles tight together. Then she lowered the hook of the hoist and attached it to the chain of the handcuffs.

With animal strength she hauled him easily aloft so that he hung on his tiptoes with heels just short inches from the floor. Then she stepped back and uncoiled her twelve foot whip. He heard a whooshing as she whirled it and then there was a loud crack as the first lash struck his tender behind. He yelped and hopped about comically as more lashes struck with every flick of her wrist.

Soon she had him doing a most delightful hopping, writhing dance of pain as he howled in torment with each crack of the rhino hide. She shifted position to make a target of his helpless organs. His balls were bound and stretched wide apart, each presenting a fine target. The whip’s tip flicked unerringly upon him striking cock and each ball with selective precision. Nandi cackled wickedly as he hopped about in a futile effort to dodge the lashes to his junk.

She ceased only when she had him bawling like a baby and the hot with itch in her pussy grew unbearable and made her in need of scratching. She lowered Hans and unhooked him, then grabbed his ear and dragged him to where a throne chair stood along the wall. Taking her swat in the position of offering, legs parted wide, ankles resting on the chair’s arms she pointed to her cunt, then beckoned with a crooking of her finger.

Hans crawled the few paces that lay between them, eyes riveted upon her strange yet mesmerizing lady parts, the like of which he had never before seen. He dense dark nappy thicket was riven by her coal black labia, those slightly parted, showing the hot pink deeper within. His head spun in mingled fear of further whipping if he failed to please and the animal magnetism of what lay before his eyes. When he drew close her exotic and feral perfume came to his nostrils, sparking a hunger to taste her. He pressed forward and buried his face in the lushness of her, well-trained tongue beginning its duty.

Upon completion of his thirty-odd days of training mistress Helga had declared him to be an exemplary new slave whose mind had been bent so that he served Woman with willing and passionate adoration that far eclipsed any fear of punishment for substandard service. And his special endowment, the tongue that could probe so deep was sure to result in a very long career in the chambers.

Princess Nandi was now to get every benefit of this. She gasped in delight as his wriggling, slithering organ seemed to find every  spot that made her tingle and quiver without need of the least instruction. What fine hospitality she was enjoying here in the north! She let him have is head until his tongue found its way into her cavern and plunged deep, so much deeper than any tongue had ever before, his rare and special endowment now revealed. His tongue-massage of her G soon had her at the brink and she used her fingers on her clit. Then to her further delight she felt him slip a finger into her hind hole and finger fuck her softly, giving triple stimulation that set her off on a chain of soul rending orgasms. Her primal wails echoed in the chamber until she went all to jelly and passed into the sweet stupor of afterglow.

She roused, pleasantly contented but still bent on further delights. Having a young white slave on his knee before her in utter submission was a novel and exciting thing. She looked around the chamber until her eyes fell upon a furnishing that intrigued her, a padded leather horse with what looked like knee rests along the sides. It came to her that she could drape herself belly down upon it in complete comfort, offering her ass to be served by that long, strong and supple tongue.

She rose from the throne and took Hans by the ear again, tugging him along on his knees over to the horse. She positioned him behind it and climbed aboard, finding it indeed quite comfortable, her shapely ass presented. Hans had spent many an hour of many a day behind the horse with his face buried between the cheeks of his trainers, working his tongue hard to make it utterly tireless.

Nandi first felt his preliminary soft caresses and kisses on her orifice and all over her lovely chocolate mounts. She could feel his worship and longing to please. Then his tongue’s tip pressed against her clenching, wriggled delightfully and plunged in deep, probing far into her rectum and swirling. She shuddered and sighed, her eyes watering and soon passed into a rapture the like of which she had never know. Her orifice was no stranger to the adoring tongue of her slaves back home but none had reached such depths.

She lost herself in it losing all track of time. Only the itch of urgency from her clit served to awaken her. She rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over his face and he knew well what to do, craning his neck back so he could reach out with his tongue to lay upon her pearl. Again, she marveled at how rigorously and exquisitely trained he was to serve. Orgasm struck hard as she quivered and cried out, feeling herself gush heavily and hearing him gulp as he ingested and swallowed.

Twice more she availed herself of this pleasure, finally lying limp and languid over the horse while he again planted tender and adoring kisses upon her, patiently awaiting her next desire. At length, she dismounted, legs still a bit wobbly. She pointed to the leopard skin bag by the door and he knew to knee walk over and fetch it.

He handed it to her and she took out her carven ivory cock. Again, the thoroughness of his training was evident when he took it in hand and installed it upon her, sliding the vaginal bulb into her cavern and fastening the straps with practiced hands.

His hind hole was fully virgin but Helga had schooled him in every act that would lead up to his deflowering. Without having to be told he took the mock organ, three handsbreadths in length, its glans widely flared, into his mouth and began to suck. Leaning forward so glans pressed against gullet he opened his throat and the shaft slid down full length until his nose was buried in her nappy bush. She felt arousal returning but wanted to save this mock act of fellatio for the assemblage of mistresses to witness as a preliminary to his deflowering.

With a hand to his forehead, she pushed him away, chuckling when her cock withdrew with a pop. There was one more order of business. Helga had told her that even if she was completely satisfied with his service, which she so utterly was, she should still put the first brand on his behind to humble him and instill proper fear for his balls, which would spur his efforts to be even more pleasing.

There was a small fireplace in one wall, a coal fire glowing within it, the branding iron red hot and at the ready. She took him by the ear and dragged him over to it, then gave a false evaluation of his performance.

“Slave Hans, my pleasure with you was great but not perfect. Only perfection will do if you want to keep your balls in their little sack. Therefore, I will place the first mark of demerit upon you. Turn and bend over!”

Bewildered because he thought he had given his all he still obeyed without delay, turning and bowing low to offer his ass to the glowing iron. She pulled it from the fire, took a deep breath and pressed it to his left cheek, withdrawing it quickly. He flinched and whimpered and the scent of burning flesh came to her nostrils. The brand would blister but then mark him forever.

Then she chose to mount his back and ride him the place of his deflowering. She found pairs of knee high black boots along the wall with pairs of spurs with big sharp rowels hanging on the wall above them. There was a bench nearby and she picked out a pair of boots her size and took a pair of spurs as well.

She was pleased o find he had also been trained in matters equestrian because without having to be commanded he helped her into the boots and installed the spurs, again with practiced hands. Riding crops hung nearby and she took a big one with lead shot weighting its tip and mounted him.

She rode him to the door, propelled by sharp stroke of the crop, and he reared up to open it. She rode him out into the corridor to the foot of the spiraling staircase around the circumference of the tower. It was hard going for him climbing the steps on hands and knees. Hard strokes of the crop and sharp jabs of the spurs urged him along until they came to the arched opening that led into the amphitheater.

The mistresses had already assembled and there were approving applause when she made her entrance astride him. For the amusement of the audience, she rode him around the stage in various maneuvers, sparing neither crop nor spur, back and forth and all around, exhibiting her total dominance over him.

When she dismounted and rose the lovely effect of her big ivory cock jutting from her ebony body brought deep sighs of amazement from her new sisters. It’s size and the diameter of its glans almost made them pity the poor slave who would soon have to take in his tight virgin hole.

The countess sat in the seat of honor at center stage and rose to make formal introduction.

“Sisters! I am pleased to introduce Princess Nandi from the faraway queendom of Ashanti where Woman reigns and the male is subjugated and enslaved. She has come to offer any assistance she might in our imposition of the reign of Woman here. I have forgone my customary privilege of personally deflowering this newly trained slave as a show of hospitality so the princess may have that pleasure. Though still young, the princess has a harem of six slaves, all of whom she has personally deflowered. Tender young slave Hans will surely be taken with a confidence and authority that will make for a most pleasing spectacle. Without further ado may the deflowering proceed!”

Nandi and Hans faced each other, he upon his knees, her standing proud and regal with big dick jutting. She merely pointed to it and Hans leaned forward to shower it with oral worship, licking, sucking, kissing before finally opening wide to take it in his mouth, lean forward and let it slide down his throat with ease until her bush tickled his nose.

Then back and forth went his head while Nandi just stood with hands on hips, stock still and silent at first. He added gyrating motions to rub the parts of the cock embedded in her on her clit and G, making her sigh and moan in growing delight and roll her hips in answer to his sucking. Soon she grabbed his ears and was working him back and forth in quickening cadence, hell bent on orgasm, spittle flying from between her clenched teeth. Hans did all he could to hasten her climax, shaking his head from side to side, grinding the ivory upon her engorged lady parts.

Her ecstasy struck as she pulled him to her with both hands, plunging the cock in balls deep. She shuddered and her knees wobbled as she let out a snarling, bestial sound, followed by a quavering, low pitched sigh of utter satisfaction. Ever dutiful, Hans wrapped his arms around her hips to hold her upright as she savored. Then, with a hand to his forehead, she pushed him away, the glans exiting with a loud pop that brought lewd laughter from mistresses, followed by bawdy cheers and catcalls.

Then came the moment of truth. Hans knelt looking up at her awaiting her next command, which came in the form of a simple gesture, a pointing down and away that told him to assume the position. His obedience was instant. He turned and bowed forward, forehead resting on forearms, ass raised in offering, seeming to have taken the cock more than once before. But his trembling betrayed the reality.

Nandi’s eyes swept around at the audience, a leering look on her face as she pointed to his offered ass and humped the hair, bringing lewd chuckles from the assemblage. A young slave keeper stepped forward, holding a golden cruet of olive oil. She trickled a bit down his crack and a little more on the tip of Nandi’s cock. Nandi spread it over the glans with her finger. This sparing lubrication was all that would keep him from being split like a piece of kindling when the big mock organ was driven home. Nandi dropped to her knees behind him to position herself for the deflowering thrust. She looked one last time at his orifice, seeing he had clenched it tight in his fear. That would only make her entry hurt more, but that was his problem, not hers. She was going in hard and without mercy as the occasion demanded.

Hans had been coached by Helga to relax himself to ease the entry but in his fear he forgot her wisdom. Nandi gave his cheeks a two-handed slap that stung, the crack of it echoing in the chamber. When she gripped his hips tight with sure hands and he felt the prodding of the member against his hole he knew he was to be taken by one who had taken many before him in this way.

Nandi readied herself, hips drawn back, the fullest length of the ivory visible in the gap between them. Her nails were hard and filed to sharp points. They dug into the flesh of his buns. Blood trickled here and there as she gripped tight for purchase. Then here powerful pelvic muscle contracted, throwing her hips forward. Half the shaft disappeared within him.

The tearing, stretching pain brought forth a scream from him, then another and another as two more driving thrusts drove the member to its depth and he felt the tickle of her bush on his behind. Then there was a drawing back until he could feel the edge of the glans on the inner rim of his sphincter.

Another thrust drove it to depth with greater ease, the pain now less but still of an intensity that made him sob and whimper. She put an arm under his chest and drew him upright so she could whisper in his ear.

“It had to hurt like that sweet thing, so you know that I am mistress and you are slave to my pleasure. Now I’m going to fuck you and it will hurt more for a while but then it will start to feel good and I will teach you to like it. And, in the end you will come with a pleasure you have never known before and then you will love it and long for it always!”

She pushed him back down and rammed her cock deep, then went to rutting hard, making him whimper from the ongoing pain of her intrusion. But then her words proved true when he felt a hot itching pleasure eclipsing the hurt. Soon his whimpers were of growing delight and he was rocking back and forth in rhythm with her thrusts, their movements now those of lovemaking. He gave out girlish high-pitched squeals as he felt himself edging toward his coming, feeling the welling up in his balls.

Nandi was well attuned to when a male was soon to erupt from the ravishments of her cock and when he gave out the quavering moan that was the inevitable sign she again put an arm around his chest to make him kneel upright to produce an amusing spectacle for the mistresses.

Hans’s balls had been at the height of ache from his weeks of denial. The figure eight stretch of his balls constricted his ducts and when he was triggered he felt heavenly release as his balls contracted and his cum surged through the constriction with force.

His member was near vertical in its erection and the mistresses all near expired in their glee as a creamy white string spurted from his tip and arched high over his head and splattered onto the stone floor six feet away. It was followed by three more, forming a thick puddle, each accompanied by his sobbing pants of relief and emasculated surrender. This harmonized sweetly with Nandi’s mad cry of triumphant ecstasy. More weaker spurts followed, each falling shorter than the one before until a white trail of his cum led to the wide splatter on the stones.

Nandi released her hold and he fell forward into the “position” again. She gave his ass a good hard slap, pulled her cock out of him and stood. Helga had also rehearsed him on the aftermath of the deflowering, the expectation that he suck the soiled mock cock clean once his mistress had finished with him. He rose to kneel and turned to face her, opening wide to take the cock full into his mouth and down his throat, running his lips along its length until it was spotless.

He knew his final duty was to lap up the mess he had made on the floor. Starting at the point where his last drooping spurt has sullied the stones he licked his way toward the puddle. He sucked and licked with Nandi’s foot on the back of his head. She guided him to every spot he missed until the floor was cleaned. Then she pressed his face onto the floor with her booted foot and raised her arms in triumph as the audience went wild. It had been one of the most memorable deflowerings ever.

Through all of this Hans felt a wilting humiliation, a sense that the last lingering shreds of “manhood” had been stripped from him and he was Woman’s bitch. And even as he lapped up the last of his cum he felt a longing grow within him to be taken again.

The countess rose from her throne to embrace Nandi, who whispered into her ear.

“How much gold do you want for him? I have to have him!”
 

“Let me think about that Nandi dear. That tongue will bring in a lot of needed revenue when word of it gets around.”

Soon after, eunuch slaves came in bearing tables, food and abundant wine. The slave dungeon was emptied and the slaves were marched in for the orgy that always followed a deflowering. Many of the mistresses had brought their personal slaves along and they were made available as well so there were plenty of tongues and assholes to go around. The revelry lasted until near dawn and Hans got his wish many times over.

CHAPTER TEN

Leah, the erstwhile wife of sheriff Haas, now liberated from the degrading enslavement of her marriage, stood in the training/torture chamber naked but for thigh high riding boots tipped with sharp steel. She held a single tail whip in her hand and she stood looking at the naked slave who hung by his heels before her.

It was to be her first lesson in the wielding of the whip and her introduction to the delights to be found in the pleasure chambers. Helga stood by her with a supportive hand on her shoulder while she coached her. Olga and Frigga were there to assist as well.

“The single tail is the best whip for a beginner Leah. It requires no finesse but inflicts severe pain with just a good hard swing. Now position yourself sideways toward the slave with your feet spread apart. Swing from the shoulder and step forward into the swing so use put the strength of you whole body into it. And, above all, get in touch with your anger and visualize that it is your despicable ex-husband hanging there naked, helpless and at your mercy. We have chosen slave Otto here for the whipping because he is the best screamer in the dungeon, a craven sniveling wimp who will make sweet music for you as you wield your whip.”

Leah closed her eyes for a moment and turned her thought back to daily degradations to which she had been forced to submit. She let her rage come to a boil and opened her eyes. As if by way of hallucination, there hung Klaus, his tender and pampered hide hopelessly vulnerable to the cruel braided length of leather she held in her hand.

Following Helga’s instruction she took position, drew her arm back and swung with every ounce of strength she could muster. The lash struck, purely by fortunate accident, across both his nipples and the scream of torment that was torn from him echoed in the chamber. She felt a warm wet tingling well up in her pussy and drew back again to deliver another lash, another and another, each scream more satisfying and exciting than the one before.

A dozen more lashes fell upon him before he broke down into pathetic sobs. She paused for breath and took a moment to look more closely at her victim. He was hung with a spreader bar on his ankles that parted his legs wide and Helga had removed the usual cock cage and ball stretching so his organs hung limp, tender and fully exposed.

Memories of how her husband’s organs were used to humiliate and degrade her flooded her mind and her face contorted in contempt and loathing as her eyes focused there. She wound up for a hard overhand stroke and brought the whip down hard between his legs. His cry of agony eclipsed all before and incited her to focus the flogging on his parts.

Over and over the lash struck as if the word mercy had been erased from her vocabulary, his screams giving sweet serenade. Only exhaustion caused her to cease and take a breather. And her eyes fell upon the result of her handiwork, the organs black and blue, the sack split in places with blood trickling. “Klaus” hung there sniveling and whimpering and her loins were aflame with vengeful lust.

A brief rest restored her strength for a final flurry of lashes all over him until exhaustion caused her to cease and toss the whip aside. He was zebra-striped with bleeding welts and she took a moment to look upon him with gratification in her expression. But the hot wet itch between her thighs demanded scratching.

She stepped toward him and found his head was hanging at just the right height for what she had in mind. Taking his head between her hands she pulled it between her legs and held him with his face pressed into her cunt and ordered “Klaus” to perform fer her the act he had so vociferously scorned while she gripped and twisted his organs with cruel force.

Her pearl was set at hair trigger and half a minute of the well-trained tongue’s attentions sufficed. She clamped her thighs tight on his head as orgasm rocked her, primal shrieks reverberating off the walls and ceiling. Her legs went to rubber and Helga had to hasten and take hold of her shoulders to prevent her toppling to the floor.

Helga knew well that the first orgasm after delivering a sound whipping only dampened the fires of lust but did not quench them. She guided Leah to the throne chair while Olga and Frigga lowered Otto to the floor and removed his bonds.

Otto bore five marks of demerit upon his behind. Helga took his head between her hands and made him look upon Leah, who sat enthroned and offering her pussy to his tongue. Helga whispered in his ear to remind him that his balls hung by a thread. He knew well enough to grovel to Leah and bury his face in her oozing pussy.

Whimpering in his abject submission he lapped up her ooze and then went low to mollify her by putting his tongue to her bottom orifice. And in Leah’s mind it was Klaus who was making this obeisance, abasing himself in repentance. Otto had long been a denizen of the dungeon and his tongue was tireless and skilled. It probed in deep and never ceased its wriggling for even a second.

Leah lost herself in the rimming rapture until her arousal awakened her to her need and she grabbed him by the ears and pulled him up to her apex. Then his well-honed skills transported her. She felt him slip a finger into her hind hole as he licked and sucked her pink pearl. An orgasm rocked her and was followed by another and another until she lost count as his tongue fluttered and trembled just so upon the little orb.

One final surge of ecstasy brought her satisfaction and she dug her bootheels into his shoulders and shoved him away so she could savor. All waited patiently while she drifted half-conscious in afterglow. Finally, she shook her head to clear in and point her finger at her cunt while barking a command at Otto.

“More!”

Otto knew to go right to her anus to get things started and after a long and exquisite rimming followed by another chain of orgasms she slumped in the chair in utter satiation.

Helga had much more planned for Leah, but it was time to take a break. Olga went to a rope that hung by the door and gave it a tug. It signaled the kitchen that lunch and wine should be brought to the training chamber. A eunuch slave soon arrived escorted by a keeper. Leah’s eyes grew wide and she stared at the sight of the eunuch’s limp dick hanging over the incision where his balls had been. Even in her state of satisfaction she felt a tingling in her pussy. Helga noticed and chuckled.

“Yes Leah. One day, at the time of your choosing it will be your privilege to reduce your ex-husband to that state. You may enslave, degrade and abuse him until you feel the time is right. You are not the first women we have liberated from such a marriage and all of them are accorded that privilege. Now let’s have some wine and some lunch!”

There was a table and four chairs off to one side. Lunch was laid out there while Olga and Frigga strapped slave Otto belly down on a leather horse. Then they joined Helga and Leah at the table. Leah looked at Otto with curiosity. Helga told her that something special awaited after lunch.

After lunch, three bottles of red wine and an hour of raunchy girl talk Leah was back in the mood, randy and feeling cruel. Helga had a fine surprise for her. Frigga went to a cabinet that hung on the wall and returned with two objects that made Leah’s eyes grow wide and her pussy burn with anticipatory lust.

One was a faux cock that put her ex-husband’s “pride and joy” to shame with its length and diameter. And the second one was even bigger, mostly in its diameter and flaring of the glans. Helga enlightened her, first pointing to the smaller cock.

“This is shall I say,  the ‘starter cock.’ Your ex is surely a virgin in the only way that matters Leah. One day you will be privileged to take that virginity from him along with his delusions of ‘manhood.’ It will be the humiliation of a public deflowering. His infamy is known far and wide and the ceremony will be uncommonly well attended by your newfound sisters. But you must first become practiced and confident in performing the act.”

Helga took the bigger cock from Frigga and stepped over to slave Otto who was bound to the horse and now trembling in fear of what would be his next ordeal. Olga stepped over there as well and spread slave Otto’s cheeks apart with her hands, showing a hole much open and stretched. Helga continued.

“Slave Otto is not only our best screamer when under the whip. He has been much used and stretched by mistresses employing the starter cock and is ready to ‘graduate’ to the larger size. For him it will feel much like being deflowered yet again. You may now do the honors so you may have an experience much like you will enjoy when you deflower your ex. So, let’s get this big thing strapped on to you and proceed!”

Leah could only stare at slave Otto’s ass in lustful anticipation while Olga and Frigga installed the big mock organ. She shuddered in pleasure when the vaginal bulb slid into her, feeling pleasing pressure on her clit and G. When the cock was installed Helga took her to a full length mirror that hung on the wall so she could have a look at herself. She gazed at her image, feeling a growing sense of power, then turned sideways to see the big thing jutting from her loins.

She needed no urging to step over to Otto, position herself behind him and give his ass a hard slap. Helga dribbled some olive oil down his crack and rubbed a bit on the cock as well. Leah spread his cheeks apart with her hands, looked briefly at his hole, puckering and quivering in his fear. She visualized as Haas’s hole awaiting her ravages, then pressed the big glans against it and threw her hips forward in a merciless thrust. Half the length disappeared into him and his scream from her rude intrusion sent shivers of pleasure up and down her spine and brought a pulsing tingle to her cunt.

A second thrust drove the member home to the hilt as Otto screamed all the louder. There was a strap across his back to hold him helpless on the horse and she took a grip on it for leverage and began to fuck him hard and without mercy. He whimpered, sniveled and sobbed in a way that incited her to frenzied rutting, her hips gyrating as she rammed the cock into him over and over.

Then, to her surprise and delight his moans and whimpers transformed to those of pleasure and he rocked back and forth, matching her gyrations with his own and begging to be fucked harder yet. There followed a thrill so unexpected when he gave out deep, sobbing moan of helpless pleasure and surrender. It triggered her and she came with a force surpassing all orgasms before, a surge of triumphant ecstasy from knowing she had mastered and unmanned him.

She leaned over Otto’s back for a while, quivering in afterglow, cock still in to the hilt. Then she stepped back and pulled out. Looking down she saw the dribble of his cum on the horse and the creamy puddle it had form on the floor. Helga undid the straps that held him down and rolled him sideways so he fell to the floor, a sniveling emasculated wreck.

Then it became clear that Otto was no stranger to this act. He meekly went to the puddle of his cum and began to suck and lick it up, lapping up the dribble from the horse after he had cleaned the floor. Then he turned, knelt to face Leah, opened his mouth wide and took in the soiled member to suck it clean. Leah’s eyes grew wide in mingled enjoyment and surprise. Helga explained.

“Like all slaves Otto has been taken many times and yearns every moment for the next time he will be taken. He knows the drill, so to speak. Now I will place a mark on him to let mistresses who use him in the future know that he has “graduated.”

There was a fireplace in the wall where a coal fire glowed and a branding iron was hot and ready. The iron was of the letter X but enclosed by a circle. Helga commanded Otto to assume the position and told Leah to put her foot on the back of his neck. She applied the iron and he flinched and whimpered. Leah looked down at him with eyes that saw Haas. Helga read her emotion and reached out a hand to touch her shoulder.

“Yes Leah. One day you will have the pleasure of reducing your ex to such a state. But it will take time for him to fall into our clutches. His capture is being planned meticulously and it is inevitable. In the meantime, you must grow strong and cultivate your dominant will. That will mean daily sessions here in the chamber with other slaves. You will refine your whipping skills and learn techniques of torment to inflict upon the tender organs that so conveniently dangle from the body of the male. By the time you are reunited with your ex you will be of iron will with a tireless arm for wielding the whip and a heart of stone. After you have broken him you may remarry if you wish and your marriage will be on a whole new footing.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Haas had endured two months of relentless sexual frustration. Women scorned him, treating him as a plague infested pariah. Those posters identifying him a as bearer of the pox appeared daily and everywhere no matter how far he traveled to find a place where he was unknown. No women would let him come within arm’s length so even rape was denied him as an outlet.  It was that bitch of a countess whose arm had proven far longer that he had ever imagined.

He wanked morning noon and night, his right hand being his faithful lover as he wallowed in memories of having his organ within the orifices of women and spurting his plenty. This paltry half satisfaction kept him from going utterly mad but once he had expended himself there was only shame and humiliation until his lust boiled up again and he would take himself in hand.

Ingrid or one of her minions flowed him like a shadow and reported back to the countess daily. It was known that in his frustrated lust and rage he stalked the backroads in the vicinity of the castle on horseback. Ingrid put her more nubile minions to taunting and tantalizing him when he rode through the forest preserve, which had a maze of trails going everywhere and nowhere. But all of the denizens of the castle knew the maze like the backs of their hands and the many hiding places among the big trees and dense thickets. The trails intersected the road in many places.

One day as Haas rode along the wooded road at a leisurely pace, thinking of slipping into the cover of the forest to wank yet again a naked young beauty appeared at the head of a trail some distance ahead. She beckoned and flaunted her nudity, making gestures of invitation toward her pussy. Haas spurred his horse but she fled down the trail. He charged forward into the wood where she had entered but thick branches of the ancient trees hung too low over the trail for him to ride along it and he could only curse in frustration as he saw her vanish into the foliage.

He returned the next day, keeping his eyes peeled, and sure enough, another nude young thing popped out from the edge of the woods and made come-hither gesticulations. He spurred forward again and this time she lingered a while before darting into the trees. He dismounted to give chase on foot and he saw her up ahead, just barely within his sight. He sprinted after her and was gaining ground. But then she took a sharp turn following another trail and seemed to vanish in thin air. Frustrated, he opened his trousers and wanked where he stood. In the midst of his ejaculation, he heard the taunting laughter of more than one woman coming from somewhere among the trees. Withered in humiliation he hitched up his pants and made his way home.

Every day for a week he made that ride and every day the objects of his lust let him come ever closer to catching him but always neatly eluded him when almost within his grasp. He would employ his hand again and be taunted again and make his shamed way home.

Ingrid reported every such tantalization to the countess, who decided that Haas was now ready to abandon even the slightest caution and was ripe for capture. She felt duty bound to relinquish the pleasure of breaking him to his long suffering wife, who Helga had told her was now ready. But she could not resist her desire to first inflict pain, terror and humiliation upon him herself. She hadn’t enjoyed a “man hunt” in the forest maze for quite some time and Haas was to be her quarry. A trap was set.

This time Leah herself was to be the bait. Haas returned the very day following his last failed pursuit and his eyes bulged in lustful and vindictive rage when he saw his erstwhile wife standing at the forest edge stark naked and holding a bouquet of red roses. Surprise made him stop in his tracks to stare.

And Leah had changed. Once a slender slip of a thing, under Helga’s training her figure had filled out with firm muscles from nourishing food and the vigorous exercise of wielding the whip. It made his lust boil all the more. Then she called out to him with mocking sweetness.

“Come to me naked dear husband! Follow the roses! I’ll be waiting for you!”

With that she turned and fled. Haas hurried to strip but lost valuable time by getting tangled up in his pants in his haste. He sprinted down the trail in the direction she had appeared to go but tripped over a trailing vine that lay across the trail, losing even more time. Little did he know the countess herself was  lurking out of sight and had yanked on the vine to trip him up. When he got to his feet she followed behind, carrying a small crossbow and a quiver of bolts.

He came to a fork in the trail and sure enough, a rose lay on the ground along the left fork. He followed to another fork and this time the rose lay to the right. On the chase went deeper into the woods until he knew he was hopelessly lost. But in his lust he did not care. He trotted along the trail and saw a clearing ahead of him, the sun shining through the break in the trees. And there she was on a blanket, sitting spread legged, beckoning with one hand while pointing to her cunt in invitation with the other.

He sprinted to her and just as he was bending down to climb atop her he felt a searing sting between his ass cheeks and howled in pain. Reaching behind he felt the feathers and shaft of a small arrow. He could not see it but the feathers were large and died bright red so they would be easily visible to the huntress as she stalked him through the forest. It looked like nothing so much as the tail of a chicken.

He tugged at it but it was barbed and would not come loose. He whirled around and there stood the countess, nude except for hiking boots and a belt around her waist from which hung a thin rope and handcuffs. She was nocking another arrow.

In panic, he fled down the trail from the clearing into the woods. The trail took a sharp left turn just beyond the clearing but he could not escape the next unerring bolt that took him in the left cheek just before he turned the corner and went out of her sight. He yelped and hopped high in the air. The projectile was grey-feathered just for the sake of accuracy, barbed, and also dipped in a stinging potion that burned relentlessly. 

The likeness of his “tail” to that of a chicken gave the countess great amusement and she chose to make it the theme of her hunt and a way to taunt and humiliate him. She had nine more of the grey, barbed bolts in her quiver and one with a large blunt rubber tip to be used for the final shot to the balls that would bring him to earth. But his tender ass would take all ten of the barbed and stinging bolts first.

She followed him, but stalking slowly, every inch of the forest maze well known to her. She came upon him hiding behind the trunk of a big pine tree. The trunk was big enough to conceal all but just the tip of his chicken tail as he leaned upon it sideways.

The pine needles covering the  trail allowed her to creep up on him in silence so she was just five paces away. To flush him she made the sounds that would mock him throughout the hunt.

“Bwawk! Bwawk! Bwawk!”

His face appeared beside the tree trunk, eyes filled with terror and he fled headlong through the forest, taking leave of the trail. The tree trunk obscured her view but just a little sidestep sufficed to give her chance to take aim and loose the bolt the sunk in his right cheek. He screamed and hopped high again, hearing her taunting chicken clucks behind him.

The countess sighed in satisfaction as she nocked another bolt. Never had she pursued a quarry who so richly deserved the torment and terror she was to inflict upon him. And he was a strong and athletic beast. That would only prolong his ordeal and delay the inevitable, maximizing his suffering. For the sake of artistry, she meant to plant five bolts in each cheek in a symmetric pattern. She set off cat-footed again.

He was heading toward a hiding place that many a hunted male had used as an illusory refuge, a dense thicket in a hollow. She couldn’t see him when she came upon it but was sure that he was lurking there. Listening closely, she heard his soft whimpering from the lingering pain of the barbs. She chose to just wait behind the bole of a big tree, peering around it, keeping eyes peeled.

Sure enough, after a while his head popped up among the bushes and he looked around. She drew back behind the tree trunk to hide herself, then clucked again. Looking back around the trunk cautiously she just caught him ducking back down and out of sight. She stepped from behind the tree and crept closer before using her words to flush him

“I know you’re in there chicken man! Run for it or I’m coming in after you!”

He flushed from his concealment like a panicked game bird, crashing through the bushes until he came out the other side and exposed his ass again. His left cheek was promptly decorated with another stinging bolt.

On and on went the merry chase. He would flee and hide. Her taunting clucks and words would flush him and another bolt would be planted in his behind until each cheek bore the five bolts in a neat triangular pattern. His panicked flights finally exhausted him and his knees gave out as he trotted along a trail. Collapsing forward onto hands and knees he bent over to rest his head on his forearms with his ass raised, his red chicken tail visible from a distance.

The countess could not fail to see it and she crept close, gratified in hearing his soft sobs and whimpers of paint and exhaustion. She came up ten paces behind him. His ball sack was limp and his balls hung low, presenting a perfect target. She gave out two clucks to let him know  she was there. But his fatigue had the best of him and he could only give out a moan of defeat and resignation, even relief that the ordeal was coming to an end in some way.

The countess took careful and leisurely aim as a leer came across her face. She loosed the blunt bolt and it caught him square on the balls. With a sniveling sob he collapsed sideways and curled up fetal, cradling his organs in his hands.

The countess rolled him onto his belly and then, with a few sharp kicks rolled him onto his back. She took the rope and tied up his balls in a figure eight bond that spread and stretched them so they would acquire the desired shade of purple. Then she ordered him to rise.

He was meek and docile in his defeat and she led him along the trail back to the clearing, which happened to be just a short hike away after his meandering flight through the woods. Leah was waiting there holding the countess’s horse, which had been tethered to a tree nearby. The countess mounted and helped Leah mount up behind her. Leah held the rope tied to Haas’s balls and they set off at a brisk trot, leading him down the trail to the road. He had to run to keep up and often stumbled and stubbed his toes. Leah gave the rope hard yanks when he lagged behind.

They reached the road and the countess called a brief halt so he could collapse and rest a while before they made the grand entrance to the castle. It had been made know far and wide among the mistresses that the infamous Haas was to get his comeuppance that day and large assemblage waited in the castle courtyard to give Haas a “warm welcome.”

The castle was just around a bend in the road and they soon crossed the drawbridge. The countess paused a moment so Haas could see what awaited. He quailed when he saw that a gauntlet of a hundred-odd mistresses had been formed just inside the gates. All were naked but for boots with sharp iron toes and each held a cane or short whip.

The countess spurred her horse to jerk him forward and led him between the lines of mistresses whose eyes were all alight with vindictive cruelty. Cane strokes, whip lashes and sharp kicks fell upon him as he was led slowly along so all could get a chance at him. More than a few harsh cane strokes fell upon his hopelessly exposed organs, making him stagger along on knees wobbly from the pain.

As he neared the end of the gauntlet the horse pissed heavily and then dropped abundant apples. Ingrid happened to be in line close by and she stuck out a foot to trip him. He was dragged by the balls, sliding over the wet, slippery cobblestones and through the steaming pile to the end of the gauntlet.

Slave keepers fetched buckets of water from a horse trough near the stable and he was made to stand so he could be doused and rinsed off. A eunuch stable groom came out to see to the countess’s horse and Haas’s eyes filled with terror at the sight of him and the other eunuchs who were busy with their menial tasks around the courtyard. He heard gales of derisive mirth from the mistresses as Leah yanked him along to the door at the base of the tower that to the long downward spiraling stairway to the deep dungeon. The countess followed after inviting all to assemble in the amphitheater to witness just the beginning of his punishment for the loathsome life he had led.

They first took Haas to the cleaning chamber. The crossbow bolts were removed by simply turning them to the left as with a screw. Then he was bathed and shaved clean of all body hair by Olga and Frigga. Leg irons were put on his ankles. Then it was off to the amphitheater where the assemblage of mistress waited. The rope on his balls was cut short and a loop tied in the end to form a leash. Leah led him along at a brisk walk, preceded by the countess and followed by Helga, Olga and Frigga.

He had to hobble along behind her, barely able to keep up. She yanked hard on the leash when he failed to keep pace. He stumbled and fell several times on the way up the stairs, barking shins and banging knees. Sharp kicks from iron toed boots urged him to get back on his feet and follow.

The small procession entered the amphitheater amid a buzz of excitement and cruel cackling laughter in anticipation of the entertainment to come. A hoist hung center stage and Haas was eld to it and made to kneel beneath. Helga removed the leg irons, replaced them with a spreader bar and hooked the bar up to the hoist. Olga and Frigga pulled him aloft with strong arms until he hung upside down, helpless and at the mercy. The countess addressed the audience.

“Sisters! Kindred souls! This day was too long in coming but was nevertheless inevitable. No male can stand in defiance of our will to power for long. Now, for your pleasure, you will witness just the beginning of the richly deserved punishment of the most vile and implacable foe we have known within our lifetimes. It will be Leah, the woman who had to endure years of abusive marriage to this swine, who will administer his punishment with the help of Mistress of Discipline Helga and her able assistants Olga and Frigga. Upon conclusion of this evening’s entertainment, he will be taken to the dungeon chamber to be broken and trained. When the time is right Leah and he will re-take their vows of matrimony in a manner more fitting their stations in life. Then the marriage will be consummated in a manner with which I’m sure you are all familiar.”

These words brought lewd chuckles from the audience and sent a chill up Haas’s spine as he wondered at their meaning. The countess continued.

“Without further ado let us proceed! The whip, of course, will be first on the agenda. Leah has practiced long and hard to prepare for this moment and I can vouch for her skills. Ladies! Enjoy!”

Helga handed Leah a pair of six foot snake whips. But before proceeding Leah stepped up to him and spoke words of mock tenderness.

“Well dear hubby, let’s give you a taste of me before I begin to add to your enjoyment of the whipping!”

His head hung at the height of her pussy and she pulled his face between her legs with one hand while giving his balls a whack with the handles of the whips. He opened his mouth to cry out and she rolled her hips to give him a mouthful of her poon and smear some more of it onto his face so her animal scent would fill his nostrils during the ordeal to follow. Then she stepped back to look at him, eyes glazed over in lustful anticipation of her vengeance. The former meek, frail and submissive victim had been transformed into a muscular, iron willed dominant with a heart of stone for the likes of her erstwhile tormenter.

Leah’s daily and diligent practice was soon evident in the way she whirled the whips in a near invisible blur, first letting Haas feel just the wind of them on his hide. Then, with a flick of her wrist. she struck him with the first lash, getting a yelp out of him. After that the lashes fell in a flurry, each with a searing sting as red stripes appeared all over him and his yelps turned to screams.

The was a ball bearing above the spreader bar and Helga stepped in to give him a push and make him spin. Leah just stood there whirling her whips, landing lashes at will wherever she aimed them. Helga kept him spinning, the dizzying disorientation adding to his torment.

The spinning was allowed to cease and he stopped spinning. Helga turned him so he hung facing Leah again. Her gleaming eyes riveted upon his organs, the balls still stretched and purple, his “pride and joy” dangling downward, it’s sensitive underside fully exposed. She had thus far spared them the attentions of her whips, but no longer.

The whips whirled again and again she flicked her wrist and his cock jerked as the tip of one struck it precisely on the tender spot just below the glans, bring a howl of torment from him. Then, in quick succession a lighting lash struck each of his balls and he gave full and craven voice to his agony as the lashes continued to fall with precision, clockwise on cock tip, left nut, right nut, then in reverse of that and relentlessly.

He broke down into pathetic sobs and pleas for mercy. That just earned him a signal from Leah to Helga, who gave him another spin. New stripes were laid on his tender hide where none were before and lashes still struck his organs with accuracy when exposed. Leah continued until he lapsed into blubbering despair.

Then his organs were given more attention to prepare for his first epiphany. Olga brought an oblong, flat wooden box and opened it, presenting the contents to Leah, who reached in and brought out a testicle vise, two flat steel bars connected by thumb screws, the bars having sharp spikes on the inside. She put his balls between the jaws and turned the thumbscrews tighter and tighter, the spikes biting hard into his already bruised balls, making him snivel and writhe.

Then she took out a chain with six toothy clips attached to it and lined them up along the underside of his sore and tender cock. Each clip made him whimper as it bit into his raw and reddened flesh, the pain seeming to double by the second. The last one she clipped to the sensitive tab of skin just below the glans, bring a torment that eclipsed all the others.

Olga and Frigga lowered him to the floor while he mewled in his torment. They removed the bar from his ankles. There was a throne chair on the stage, set up on a three step dais. Leah climbed the steps and seated herself with legs parted, ankles resting on the arms, showing herself lewd as woman can. Helga grabbed him under the chin and pulled him up to his knees so he could see Leah there presenting herself. Leah spoke with a voice dripping derision.

“Now come to me dear husband and perform the selfless act of pleasuring which is my divine right! You have denied me this pleasure and scorned this act but those days are over. If you find the pain in your ‘things’ to be unpleasant you have only to satisfy me to be delivered of that suffering! But I have become accustomed to the pleasures of the tongue while I have been here waiting for you. My standards are high!”

With that Helga gave him a kick in the behind with her iron toed boot, the message being clear. He knee walked in haste to where Leah waited, the torment in his organs severe. He had to clamber up the steps with hands still bound behind him and he stumbled upon the last step, barking his shins and toppling forward so he buried his face in Leah’s cunt. She grabbed his ears to hold him there and ordered him to lick.

Leah had indeed become accustomed to the attentions of the rigorously trained tongues of the dungeon slaves and she found Haas’s attentions to be clumsy and crude. But his desperate and abject submission more than made up for nay lack of finesse. So many times, had she served his pleasure in ways most degrading in hope of avoiding a whipping or beating! Now the tables were turned and she could not contain her delight.

He slobbered and bumbled about between her thighs, slurping up her poon, all the while babbling pleas for deliverance from the torment in his organs. It soon peaked her arousal and orgasm struck hard. Just before she was overcome by its throes she grabbed his ears and rammed her pubis against his open mouth so her gush would fill it and he would have no choice but to swallow. A steady diet of her poon and woman cum was in store for him. It would serve to weaken him and bend him to her will.

A ferocious cry of ecstasy was torn from her depths and then she melted, passing into a sweet stupor, her legs locked around his head, holding his face into her cunt. When she firmed she raised her knees to her chest to better offer herself and informed him of her next expectation.

“Look down low dear hubby to the hole at my bottom! You will lick me there now and make me spotless. Then you will keep licking for my pleasure until I am ready to come again! Get busy!”

With a moan of resignation, he put his tongue to her soiled orifice. She cackled wickedly, sensing his degradation. And the torment upon his organs was unabated, making him ever more desperate to please. She commanded that he probe deep with his tongue to cleanse and please her and he obeyed, meek and pathetic. Well trained and tireless tongues had plunged into her hind hole daily but none of them were more pleasing than his as he abandoned all pride and dignity, craven in his desperation.

Then there came the inevitable, the rising of her excitement to crescendo. She pulled him up by the ears again to feed him her clit. Her second coming was even sweeter and she forced the elixir of her pleasure down his throat.

When afterglow passed she dug her sharp bootheels into his shoulders and shoved him away, sending him tumbling down the steps. He lay there, sniveling, whimpering, begging for mercy. But she just sat for a few minutes to enjoy his suffering, looking forward to what lay ahead, the breaking and training of him, his transformation into the groveling creature who would live only to serve her pleasure. Then, a wave of her hand signaled Helga to release him. He broke down sobbing, lying fetal. Wild cheers and applause broke out. It was a fine entertainment, but only the beginning of the rigors that lay ahead for him. They took him back to the dungeon and threw him in a cell for the night.

CHAPTER TWELVE

The countess had itched and burned to be the one to personally break, train and deflower Haas. But she had relinquished that privilege to Leah out of a sense of higher ethics. The reordering of abusive marriages was of highest priority for her. Quite a number of households within her domain were now ruled by formerly abused wives whose husbands were now enslaved by their former victims.

The goal of the training regimen in these cases was to use a mingling of pain and pleasure to reduce the erstwhile abuser to a state of adoring servitude toward his wife, a total transformation. The wife would enjoy orgasmic pleasure at will by way of his tongue while he would be denied release for extended periods and usually get that release by way of his wife’s cock, for which he yearned every moment of his waking life.

And the husband would serve as anal slave as well. The pleasure of coming would be pared with the degradations of toilet servitude so that he would become an eager and willing receptacle.

And after some years of marriage the wife would seek out another slave to replace him. With the aid of Helga and her assistants the new slave would be broken and trained. Then, when he was ready, the wife would exact her final vengeance by castrating her first husband in a public ceremony. The newly minted eunuch would then be sold at auction to a mistress who had need of a eunuch slave. Because Haas had no special skills such as blacksmithing or carpentry he would become the lowliest of eunuch slaves, a mucker of stables or perhaps merely a beast of burden to be harnessed to a cart or plow.

But before the training regimen commenced the countess chose to have her own way with Haas, with Leah’s blessing. She wore her favorite thigh high riding boots with sharp spurs for the occasion and was otherwise naked. Leah, Helga and her assistants were there to lend a hand.

First she had him strung up by the wrists with his toes just touching the floor, his ankles bound tight together. With a snake whip in each had she went to work on him and he hopped about in a futile effort to dodge the rain of searing lashes, many of them striking his organs, howling in torment as he danced the “pain polka” bringing mirth to all.

When he broke down into hopeless blubbering the countess enthroned herself and he was made to grovel up the steps to the throne and kneel before her as she spoke gloating words.

“Haas, you have been a thorn in my side like no other and for too long. I swore that one day I would have you naked on your knees before me and here you are. I come from a long line of countesses and no man who has stood against us has stood for long. You have loudly scorned the selfless act of pleasuring but it was my joy and delight to see your long suffering wife introduce you to it. Now you will serve me and I will begin your instruction in the finer points. Needless to say, the whips are at the ready if I sense and lack of proper reverence and penitence. You have much to atone for and that atonement has barely begun. Now taste me!”

She parted her legs and raised her knees to her breast to present herself fully. He stared at her spread ladyparts, hesitating. Leah stepped forward and shoved his face into her waiting cunt, giving him hard kick with her iron toed boots and a warning.

“Serve your countess! Satisfy her or I will join her in your whipping!”

The countess was at the height of her arousal over having finally in her clutches and at her mercy and his desperate attentions set her off hard and fast. Her wail of triumphant ecstasy echoed in the chamber and Haas got a mouthful of her gush and knew it was advisable to swallow. She lapsed into a brief afterglow but soon roused from it and began her tutelage in the finer points which started out at the bottom of things. She raised her knees high again and pushed his head down low so her lower orifice was before his eyes.

“You know the way of it Haas! Your wife introduced you to the taste of ass! Now stick out that tongue and get busy! But I want it softly at first. Make me feel your worship! I’ll let you know when to lick me harder and get me ready to come again.”

He swabbed her vortex with his tongue, mewling and whimpering in terrified submission, bereft of all his former arrogance. He felt flakes and granules lodged in the seams and creases and knew her expectation that she be spotless from his licking. She seemed to sense when that duty was fulfilled and gave further instructions.

“Get your tongue inside me now! I want to feel it deep!”

He pressed his tongue’s tip against the orifice and felt it give slightly so his tongue slid in. More cleansing was needed and he suppressed his revulsion and continued until all within his tongue’s reach had been cleansed. She pushed his head back with one hand and gave her assessment of his efforts.

“Not quite deep enough but it will have to do for now. You will be spending a lot of time with your face between your wife’s cheeks, mine and others as well until your tongue grows longer and tireless. But now continue! Go in deep again! I am enjoying this so much!”

The countess basked in smug satisfaction at having her arch enemy licking her hind hole in abject and craven capitulation. She urged him on with sharp jabs from her spurs when his tongue tired and her pleasure waned. He had been the first male to make her have doubts about the inexorable power of her dominant will but now she was vindicated.

Eventually the sweetness of her conquest caused her arousal to peak and she guided him up to her apex to lick and suck her pearl. Another deep and exquisite orgasm satisfied her for the time being. She savored for a few moments with Haas’s face still pressed into her lush wetness, then dug her heels into his shoulders and gave him a shove that sent him toppling down the steps. Then it was time for the first of the inventive cruelties that would break him down into a groveling emasculate without a will of his own.

They laid him face up on the floor beneath the hoist and lowered the hook so his stretched and purple balls could be tied to it. Olga stood on his wrists while Frigga stood on his ankles as Helga hauled on the hoist, pulling him upward by the balls until his back was arched. Then Olga and Frigga stepped away while Helga kept raising him. He had no choice but to prop himself up on his arms and legs as she kept raising him until his back was arched further and he found himself in an excruciating predicament, half his weight hanging from his balls and the rest supported by his arms and legs.

Then Leah stepped over him, facing his feet, his chest between her legs below his shoulders. She informed him of his duty.

“Time to lick some more ass dear hubby!”

She lowered herself and pressed her anus to his lips. He knew well enough by then to begin licking.

And despite all he was fully erect from being surrounded by these naked beauties and, he had to admit to himself, from the scent and taste of cunt. His balls ached from denial of release, quite apart from the other torments that had been inflicted upon them.

Helga poured some warm olive oil onto his cock and began to stroke it. And the countess stood by with cane in hand awaiting the moment to strike.

His arms and legs already burned with fatigue from having to hold himself up and avoid hanging fully by his balls. Leah pressed her weight down on him to worsen things when she found his rimming to be substandard. And his blueball ache worsened from Helga’s artful ministrations. She took him to just the edge of coming and skillfully held him there, that becoming the worst torment of all.

After what seemed an eternity Leah’s arousal rose to its heights and she shifted to feed him her clit. He had learned his lessons thus far and knew how to lick and suck in the way that would set her off. Just as she shuddered from the impending throes of her ecstasy Helga gave him the final strokes to finish him. He moaned and whimpered in anticipation of his heavenly release but then it was all ruined when the countess brought her cane down in a cruel stroke to his balls. His anticipated delight became agony just as Leah came in his mouth.

His arms and legs failed him and for a few moments he hung by his balls alone, fearing they would be ripped from his body. But Helga severed the rope with a quick knife stroke and he collapsed onto his back, sniveling and sobbing. This was just the first of many times he would be subjected to this rigor. Sometimes they would let him come with full enjoyment and other times the cruel cane would fall. And he never knew which it would be.

The day was still young and it was decided that Haas should begin the long process of lengthening and strengthening his tongue. Each of the women took a half hour turn on the special padded horse that allowed them to be rimmed in total comfort. Two of them stood by with canes at the ready for when tongue fatigue set in and he had to be urged to greater efforts.

When rimming time was over they decided to have some fun and all put spurs on their boots. They put a saddle with stirrups and a bridle with bit on him and took turns riding him around the chamber under crops and spur until he finally collapsed from exhaustion and they had to carry him to the cell and toss him in for the night.

The entire next day was devoted to refining his skills at the cunnilingus in a crash course. They took turns on the throne in a round robin, each of the five women instructing him as he served her. He learned to slip a finger in the hind hole while sucking and licking the clit to enhance orgasm and also the fluttering and trembling of the tongue upon it to induce the multiple climax. The cane was employed liberally to reinforce the lessons and to encourage greater effort.

Leah had first place in the round robin, followed by the countess, then Helga, Olga and Frigga. By the time he finished with Frigga, Leah was well horned up and ready for another go and it went on and on except for a break at noon for lunch and wine. His skills improved dramatically and, as it was well known, the poon and woman cum he ingested in great quantity would do much to weaken his will and make him ever more submissive.

Every day brought a mind bending mingling of humiliation, deepest degradation, pain and pleasure and moment to moment he never knew what would be next. And the pleasure of coming, when it was granted, paired in his mind with all else.

After thirty days of this rigor, he became so attuned the wishes of the mistresses that no verbal commands were needed. Just a gesture sufficed for communication and his obedience and submission were instantaneous. At a snap of the fingers and a pointing to the cunt he would be on his knees and busy with his tongue. And a snap of the fingers and a pointing to the floor would have him lying supine with mouth open to serve as a commode. And there would be hunger in his ingestion of what came form their bodies. All agreed it was time for the final stage.

One morning he was fed and cleaned and taken to the chamber, which was pitch dark. He was left there kneeling in the center wondering what in the world might be coming. Then he heard the creak of hinges as the door opened and the sound of bootheels on the stone floor, encircling him.

Suddenly, the gaslights ignited and light filled the chamber. Directly before him stood Leah with a faux cock jutting from her hairy loins, looking as if she had been born with it. And her cock made a mockery of his own “pride and joy” inches longer and thicker by half. And he looked around to find the countess, Helga and her two minions wearing cocks of similar proportions. He heard Leah’s voice, dripping with lust and derision.

“Well hubby, I’m sure you recall making me suck that thing of yours. I myself can never forget or forgive it. Now the time has come for you to return the favor. You will learn to give proper head and satisfy each of us in her turn, starting with me, of course. And there is another place in you where my cock will go, but that is for later. For now, get sucking!”

She stepped forward, put a hand behind his head and pressed her cock to his lips. Obedience was so ingrained in him that he opened wide, took it in and began to suck, running his lips along the length, taking it to the gullet. But that was not enough for Leah. She remembered so well how he had forced his cock down her throat and he was not to be spared that.

She took him by the ears and pressed the flared glans of the cock against his throat’s portal. More than a handsbreadth remained visible beyond his lips. Taking his head between her hands, she pressed forward, making him gag while taunting him.

“Come hubby! Relax and take it down. I want you nose in my bush!”

She pressed harder and at last his gullet gave, the big glans stretching it, the full length sliding down until indeed his nose was buried in her thicket. She drew back until just the glans was between his lips, then drove forward again in a ruthless thrust that rammed the cock full length down his throat. She held it there as she spoke further words of disdain.

“Now it’s time to finish the job hubby! Make me come the way I always mad you come! Be my whore!”

She went to rutting with abandon down his throat, grinding her clit upon the shaft, gyrating the rub the insertion upon her G. Orgasm welled up and she came hard with her cock rammed full down his throat. Her knees buckled and she dug her sharp nails into his shaven scalp, drawing trickles of blood as she gripped him. When her knees firmed she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him back. The glans withdrew with a pop that brought gales of mirth from all. Then Leah took him by an ear and pulled him to where the countess stood waiting, fondling her own big dick and leering.

He didn’t have to be told what to do. The cock was in his mouth and down his throat in a twinkling and the countess had words of high praise for Leah.

It became another round robin and a crash course in performance of the act of fellatio that every slave was required to master. Around the circle he went and when he finished Frigga Leah stood ready and randy from watching his abject humiliation. On it went until all five women were wobbly of knee and sweetly contented. The rest of the day was spent on further rimming practice, each of them taking a long turn on the horse and enjoying the deep-plunging and tireless instrument his togue had become through the rigors of his training.

The countess declared him ripe and ready for deflowering and young slave keepers were dispatched on horseback bearing pouches full of invitations to the re-wedding ceremony to be held the next Saturday night. Re-weddings were the most enjoyable of all because seeing a formerly abusive husband surrendering to his formerly abused wife was seen as another victory in the war for male subjugation. And because it was to be the loathsome and infamous Haas who was to be deflowered and emasculated the amphitheater was sure to be standing room only.

That was Wednesday and Leah spent the time between then and Saturday rehearsing the ceremony over which the countess would preside. Haas had to memorize the vows and know when to assume the position to be deflowered.

The blessed day came and as expected, the amphitheater was packed. Mistresses who owned personal slave husbands brought them along to provide their own seating, slave on hands and knees, mistress sitting on his back. The countess had the dungeon cells emptied to provide similar seating for others, first come first served. Those who had to stand care not a bit, the coming spectacle being well worth the minor discomfort.

Leah led Haas into the amphitheater by a leather leash tied in an extra tight figure eight around his balls, making the sack tight and shiny with the balls looking like ripe purple plums. She wore her cock proudly and flaunted it a bit as she strode in. There was a buzz of excitement and anticipation. The countess was seated front row center and rose to preside over the ceremony. She stood facing the audience as Leah led Haas to kneel before her. She stood beside him, facing the countess, a gentle hand on his head. He had become so sweet and meekly submissive by then that she could not help feeling a sort of tenderness toward him. But when the moment of deflowering came she resolved that her entering thrust would be merciless out of her thirst for vengeance. The countess addressed the audience.

“Sisters! This evening will be one of epiphany and shall be marked on our calendar as a special holiday celebrating the triumph of Woman’s dominant will over the one of the most despicable and recalcitrant males known in the history of the dynasty. But he who was once a source of untold aggravation and who cruelly abused and degraded his wife and countless others has been reduced to a state of abject submission to his wife and to all with whom she might wish to share him. Soon he will be purged of any last vestiges of delusional ‘manhood’ that might remain within him and will become his bride Leah’s husband in a properly ordered marriage, one so different than before. Without further ado let the vows be taken!”

The vows were simple and to the point. Haas vowed to devote his life to serving Leah, sparing no sacrifice of his body or his dignity, his only purpose to submit obey and give pleasure. And, above all he vowed to submit and surrender his balls when Leah felt the time was right for her to take them. Leah took no vow, she simply stated that he was now her slave, her property to be done with exactly as she pleased.

The countess pronounced them wife and slave/husband and the moment was at hand. In a well-rehearsed ritual, Leah made the hand gesture that told him to assume the position and immediately he turned, bent over onto elbows and knees, head resting on the floor, hands reaching back to part his cheeks in offering. Helga stepped forward with a pot of warm tallow and spooned just a dollop of it onto Leah’s glans, the only mercy he was to receive.

Leah stroked her cock to spread the tallow along its length while leering at his orifice. It looked so pink, tight and tender and it quivered and puckered in his fear. She had told him of what was to come on this day and the pain of it. What she had not told him about was the pleasure that would come in the end, the pleasure that would enslave him to depths beyond his imagining.

She went to her knees behind him, a grimace of contempt and loathing on her face as memories of the years of abuse flashed before her eyes. She could see he had foolishly clenched himself tight and thought it so much for the better, knowing it would make the pain of her entry all the more severe.

She pressed the flared glans hard against his tightness, dug her nails deep into his hips for purchase and put all of her pent up rage into the forward thrusting of her strong hips and buttocks. His scream from the tearing, stretching pain as the big dick sunk half-way into him was the sweetest sound ever to her ears.

Leah was by then  confident and much experienced in the use of her cock, having put it to many a slave during her time of transformation. She gave him a hard slap on the ass with one hand and then the other before driving hard again to sink the shaft in all the way, tearing another scream from him.

Then she went to rutting hard, thrusting, grinding, gyrating her hips as he gave out panting sobs and whimpers, interspersed with futile pleas for mercy that brought cruel cackling laughter and catcalls from the audience. It was the most satisfying deflowering within memory.

Leah rutted on as he lapsed into craven snivels and whimpers that aroused her and spurred her into a frenzy. Soon, as always when a slave was taken, those snivels and whimpers morphed from those of pain and torment to those of delight and surprise. He answered her grinding thrusts with movements of his own as a hot itch filled his rectum and he felt a welling up in his stretched out balls.

He had been long denied coming in preparation for this moment and he felt his balls contract in heavenly release as the first great creamy spurt was forced through his constricted sperm ducts. It was followed by several others as he gave out a long, deep and quavering moan of utter surrender in the midst of it all. Leah’s primal and triumphant shrieks of ecstasy harmonized sweetly with his sounds of male vanquishment.

With the last of his spurts, he collapsed onto his belly, feeling wilted, withered, unmanned beyond all hope and humiliated by knowing what he had become, a bitch who already yearned to be taken by the cock again. Leah came down upon him in her own satisfied melting, cock still in him to the hilt, giving him jabs with it as she whispered lewd words in his ear.

“Now you’re really mine boy and you know it don’t you? I’ll bet you can’t even wait until the next time I fuck you! Right bitch? Let me hear you say it!”

“Yes mistress. Please fuck me again soon!”

With that she pulled her cock out, stood up and raised her arms in victory as the house went wild. Then he was made to suck the soiled member clean.

And Haas was to have his wish to be fucked again granted then and there. Helga, Olga and Frigga seized him bodily and strapped him down to a leather horse that stood nearby. The countess and several other of the more well-heeled mistresses donned their cocks. They would make generous gift of funds to Leah as wedding gifts in exchange for taking part in a spit roasting gangbang of her groom.

The countess availed herself of his sore and near virgin hole while the baroness Wagner stood before him with her cock pressed to his lips. At the countess’s entering thrust her opened his mouth to cry out and the baroness rammed her cock into it. He was used to taking cock down the gullet and after a few grinding thrusts of her shapely hips his nose was buried in her golden bush.

The baroness and countess linked arms for leverage over the top of him and went to work propelling themselves to orgasm. The audience chanted “cum!, cum! cum!” until they did to whoops and wild cheering.

They pulled their cocks out and two more mistresses took their places. Haas was fucked until he came himself dry. Then Helga went to the small fireplace in the wall where the branding iron was waiting red hot. It was formed in a stylized letter “L.” Leah pressed it to his left cheek to be her mark of ownership. Then he was set kneeling upon a platform center stage to be taunted and ridiculed during the feast and orgy that was to follow, the emasculated wreckage of a male who had defied the countess and upon whom her wrath had fallen.

EPILOGUE

Peace and contentment reigned within the countess’s domain with the menace of Haas being removed once and for all.

Leah began a life of marital bliss, well situated from the generous wedding gifts. And for extra money she rented Haas out in the pleasure chambers periodically. Women of wealth paid handsomely for a chance at him.

Every day was a delight. He would sleep crosswise to her on her the big wide bed she had made by one of the countess’s  eunuch slave carpenters with his head pillowed on her thighs and his nose drinking in her sent the night long. In the morning when she woke she would feel his loving mouth enfold her pussy where the golden flow would come from and he would imbibe her nectar with thirst before beginning the oral pleasuring to the orgasms that started her day right.

His cock was caged to prevent any self-release and he would go about his household chores while she relaxed in comfort, enthroned in her favorite chair. The countess provided her eunuch chef to instruct him in the culinary arts so Leah’s meals were sumptuous. Several times a day he would be on his knees before her serving her pleasure with a tongue so long and strong and tireless. And his hunger for her pussy, coupled with his denial added greater and greater passion to his attentions as the days passed. But he did get release every couple of week or so when her urge to use her cock on him overcame her.

But she never forgot or forgave his cruelties and some years later a fetching farm boy caught Leah’s eye. She was an artful seductress and enslaver of the male by then and she soon had him in her thrall and ready to be broken and trained. That left no room in her house or her life for Haas so his balls were forfeit.

She had Helga schedule his castration and sent out invitations far and wide. Haas was much remembered among those within the domain of the countess and again attendance at the ceremony was standing room only as all were keen to see him lose his balls.

And he was so much under Leah’s sway that when the time came he meekly submitted to being strapped down to the table, center stage in the amphitheater. Leah first stroked his organ to extract from him the last ejaculation of his life. Then the severing was quick and more merciful than he deserved. But he had mended his ways and surrendered himself.

He was then stood up on the table in humiliation with his forever to be limp “pride and joy” dangling over the nothing where his balls had been and the bidding began. He fetched a high price because all mistresses were also keen to own the  erstwhile infamous one and subject him to a life of menial and degrading labors.

***************

Princess Nandi had lingered long in the friendly confines of the countess’s domain, finding it most congenial. She reveled in “putting the ivory” to the white slaves almost daily and was most pleased to witness multiple deflowerings and castrations.

She and the countess agreed to a slave swap. Her sisters down south had a taste for white man flesh as well and it was scarce in those parts with just the occasional missionary or white hunter falling prey. And the countess was much looking forward to adding some color to her own slave dungeons.

***************

Over ten years Ingrid grew into the image and likeness of the countess herself and it was time for the grand revelation. She invited Ingrid to dinner the evening of her thirtieth birthday along with Gerd. Then and there it was made known to Ingrid that she was the beloved daughter of her countess and was destined to be her successor. And it was also revealed that slave Ernst was her father, explaining the countess’s withholding of him from serving Ingrid’s pleasure.

Further she was informed that slave Gerd was to have the honor and privilege of siring Ingrid’s own successor. Gerd had been the joy of Ingrid’s life, sweet and adoring beyond any other slave whose attentions she had known. He had filled her bed with sweetest delight.

That very night she took him to her bed and welcomed him with warm passion into her vagina. He was treated to night after night of heavenly bliss, filling her with his seed until her pregnancy was confirmed. Leah went into the customary seclusion and nine months later the lusty cry of a beautiful girl-child let it be known that the future of the dynasty was assured.
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