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Amanda’s Seventh Slave

He was chosen the moment I saw him on the street that hot summer night. Tall, dark and handsome to say the least, and a young thing, surely of age, but no more than 20, I guessed, a tender and succulent morsel for seasoned predator like me. The wet warmth and pulsing tingle I felt between my thighs told me he was the one.

I followed him at a discreet distance as he wove his way along the crowded street lined with singles clubs, young revelers jostling each other drunkenly and exchanging lewd looks and remarks. But he seemed different, gently, shyly, fending off the brazen come-ons from tipsy, scantily clad, young tarts looking for a hookup, and going on his way. But he would also ogle asses secretly, so it was clear he had normal desires.

To my disappointment, he finally entered a strip club and I thought I might be wrong about him. Perhaps he was just typical after all. I followed him inside. The bouncer at the door gave me a querulous look but I’m an intimidating woman when I want to be, and my glare made him drop his eyes and take a sudden interest in his shoes.

My quarry joined a group of young yahoos at a table in the front row. After a few high fives he settled into a chair. The dancer closest by, animal naked, flaunted her lady parts at him by way of greeting but instead of leering he blushed and averted his eyes, at least at first.

Drinks were brought to the table by a nude barmaid. He sipped his slowly and glanced at the lascivious writhing of the dancer, fidgeting, obviously turned on but yet uncomfortable. His buddies whooped and hollered, jumped up and down, and urged him to join in but he shook his head and kept his seat.  I caught him giving longing glances to the sluts who paraded their flesh along the bar, but he would always blush and look away when one of them caught him at it, as if he were ashamed to admit his desires to himself. I took note of this very special bit of information.

Satisfied with my observations, I exited the place and noticed a coffee shop across the street, somewhat out of place among the dens of iniquity. I went inside and got a latte, then took a seat by the front window to await his emergence. He left about an hour and a half later and alone. I thought I saw relief on his face as he exited.

He walked back in the direction from which he had come, and I shadowed him again. He made his way to a parking ramp and I followed him in until he found his car. I was able to memorize the license number as he drove away.

I have a lot of connections. There are more than a few women like me. There is a secret sisterhood known simply as the Network. Most members are in positions of power and influence. One of my kindred spirits happened to be high up in the DMV. It was no problem to get Shawn’s name and address. I set about stalking him, both to find a place and opportunity to pounce and to enjoy watching him while he had no inkling of his inevitable fate.

I love myself and I love my body as our Goddess, who ordains the exaltation of Woman over the male created it as do all women who have actualized their dominant sexuality and taken control of their lives. The evening I discovered Shawn I went home horny and bent on being satisfied, a foregone conclusion for a woman like me.

But first I stripped naked and stood before the full-length mirror to admire myself. I carry my 45 years well and most who tried to guess my age guessed ten years low or more. I attribute this to my ongoing state of complete sexual fulfillment. My face has strong features, high cheekbones, firm chin, full sensuous lips and my steel blue eyes can pierce a man to the quick and make him follow me to his fate like a lost puppy if I so desire. My black hair is well past shoulder length, but I prefer to wear it up in a bun to accentuate my height.

My body isn’t stylish in these days of the worship of thin. I’m tall, taller than most average men, raven haired and a study in curves, broad in shoulders and hips but narrowing at the waist, long and tapering in the legs. My skin is creamy white and flawless, no hint of cellulite anywhere. I work out rigorously and though a few extra pounds smooth out my figure hard muscle lies beneath and any man who won’t be seduced can be woman-handled into submission.

My pride and joy and my favorite part of me lies beneath the dense thicket of coal black pubes that are framed by my comely thighs. It’s the gift of our Goddess to her Daughters, a source of near limitless orgasmic pleasure and it holds the scent that enthralls. I despise the pathetic shavers who sanitize themselves to please squeamish males. Women such as I believe the pussy must intimidate, taunt and irresistibly entice. When I have a man on his knees before me with my legs parted as I “introduce myself” the message is clear. “This is me, this is my pussy, the center of your universe from this day forward. All that matters to you in the world is before your eyes!”

Rare indeed is the male who doesn’t succumb at his first taste of me. Those rare resistant ones are treated to a taste of the searing leather and soon surrender. It is really a bit more pleasurable that way. I wondered which kind Shawn might turn out to be; but no matter. I looked forward with delight to his seduction and training.

My self- admiration and some fantasizing about Shawn’s first taste soon had me randy and I went to my bedroom to see to my dehorning. My bed is vast, double king size in width and half again that in length. It’s perfect for mad romps with any number of slaves if I choose to indulge. In the wall across from it, at its foot, are seven low doors suitable for the entrance or exit of a big dog. But, of course, entirely another kind of creature lies behind them. Each door has a number on it in order left to right.

I picked up a remote from the nightstand and pressed the button. All seven doors slid up at once but only six handsome young specimens groveled forth in eager haste. Door number three had no slave behind it. That is the problem that necessitates my pursuit of Shawn.

I am known to my friends and slaves as Mistress Amanda and I rule my harem with equal parts love and fear. It takes years for a woman to acquire the skills and wealth to own such a fine harem and mine was a source of endless delight. Never a day passes without my achieving complete orgasmic satisfaction. I fall asleep amid sweet afterglow and loving tongues are there to greet me in the morning to see that I start my day out right.

My lovely young beasts knelt at attention, each with his organ clamped in a chastity cage to prevent any unauthorized pleasure. Each had a number tattooed to his forehead corresponding to his cell number. I could see their cocks straining against the spikey confines as they knelt with heads bowed.

It was Saturday night, time for evening pleasures and time to choose which two slaves would share my bed and intimacies with my body for the coming week. I always wear the key to the chastity cages on a golden chain around my neck. I went to each slave and released him, tossed the cages aside and stood back to watch the erections rise.

“Begin!”, I barked, and hands went to cocks to begin stroking. I paced back and forth, exhibiting my resplendent nudity to spur them on. The first four slaves to come would be disqualified and the two who could refrain from coming were given the honor. The failures were made to lick up each other’s messes from the floor and then were put back in chastity and confined in their cells to languish and ache in longing until next Saturday when they would get another chance.

But number three had always been a bit of a problem, the weakest link. He was the newest slave, had barely passed his training and he had been coming first for weeks. This made him useless to me since he never gave me pleasure.

Then the unthinkable happened. One Saturday night when I had my slaves lined up and was releasing them his cock failed to rise along with the others and there was something sticky on his device. I looked into his cell and saw the telltale white smears on the scarlet sheets of the mattress that lay within on the floor. He had ejaculated spontaneously.

I replaced his cage and ordered him back to his cell, then made him give me the bedsheet as evidence, went to the linen closet and got out a new sheet and tossed it inside. The next morning, I took him to my punishment chamber and gave the offending organs a stern whipping that turned them black and blue. Harsh punishment was necessary because coming is a pleasure granted only with permission.

I put him back in chastity and he had to languish and yearn for a week like the other slaves. But it happened again, and he was punished again, only for it to happen a third time. I now had three sullied bedsheets to use in evidence at his trial.

I had no doubt that I had a chronic spontaneous ejaculator, a “wet dreamer” on my hands. It wasn’t really his fault. He was just too weak and too much in love with me.  Nevertheless, castration is the only solution for a wet dreamer. But there are Network rules governing extreme punitive measures since slaves are semi-common property. I had to notify the local Network chapter and one evening a panel of twelve women convened in my living room. The three cum-sullied bedsheets were strong evidence, but I used a simple demonstration to remove all doubt.

I led 3 naked into the room before the clothed women of the panel and made him kneel before my favorite armchair, still wearing his chastity cage. Then, I stripped naked, slipped my hand between my thighs to gather some pussy juice and smeared it on his face. Finally, I settled into the chair and postured lewd as woman can before his eyes. Within the minute creamy spurts erupted from him though he had not even touched himself. The verdict was immediate and unanimous.

Then and there I performed the procedure. I have my slaves under total mind control and he obediently laid himself face up on the coffee table and allowed me to strap him down. There is a special clamp we use to cut off blood flow, stretch out the scrotum and help to make a clean incision. I put the clamp on him, waited until the balls turned the proper shade purple, grasped the balls in one hand and made the cut with a razor-sharp knife. Holding a pair of warm severed balls in my hand was a delight as always. I held them before his eyes and he sobbed in despair, knowing he was changed forever.

I had been quick and merciful about it. I can’t say I was angry. It’s quite flattering to know a slave can come without even touching himself because he’s dreaming of me or seeing me naked. But coming without permission is intolerable so the organs at the root of the problem just had to go. The procedure is quite a routine matter for a woman of my long experience. I used a surgical stapler on the wound and also implanted a heavy ring in his glans in the Prince Albert style, so a leash could be clipped onto it to lead him by when necessary.

I put him to doing menial chores around my rather large house. He also had the duty of bringing food and toiletry items to the slaves in their cells. It’s important for every slave to have a daily reminder of the “Consequences.” It would be Shawn’s lot to replace him and I had a feeling he would be an exemplary slave.

I make my living as a psychiatrist, Dr. Amanda Blake, specializing in the counseling of women abused or raped by men. My services are often free of charge to the client. The Network pays when the client can’t or pays a share on a sliding scale. We of the Network are devoted to the cause of female exaltation and find it obligatory to right wrongs inflicted on our sisters.

Many a woman has come to my office as a mewling wounded kitten and emerged as a tigress with a predatory gleam in her eyes. It takes time, but I have never failed. If the perpetrator has escaped justice under the male oriented system, he is abducted, and his victim is given some quality time with him in the torture chamber, the door to which is a swinging bookcase on the wall behind my desk. When she had tortured him to her satisfaction I assist her in castrating him none to kindly. Our punishments always fit the crime.

The victims pay their dues back to the Network a hundred-fold by ensnaring prospective slaves to be trained and sold at auction.

My skills would also be most helpful in my seduction of Shawn. I could tell the soft approach would be best, at least until the time was right to use shock and awe. For two weeks I intended to just stalk him, observing his habits.

Lustful thoughts of Shawn filled my mind that evening when I discovered him, and I settled into bed with my two loving slaves uncommonly aroused. Numbers 2 and 5 had the honors that night. I first lay on my side and raised my top leg high, exposing and offering my womanhood. With looks of hungry longing my slaves piled into bed, 2 pressing his face between my thighs from the front, and 5 burrowing and nuzzling his way between my cheeks. Loving tongues caressed me fore and aft and I dropped my leg to relax and enjoy.

Then their long and rigorous training came to full fruition. I felt one tongue go deep into my vagina, so deep its tip caressed my G with length to spare. The other tongue plunged into my rectum to a depth that still astounds me and began slithering in and out with a wriggling that brought tears of delight to my eyes. This is not a natural endowment.

There is an ancient practice from far off India known as Kechari Mudra yoga. It is a way of lengthening the tongue. It’s quite a simple exercise, just a prolonged and repeated stretching of the tongue backward toward the uvula. We of the Network were introduced to it when I was just a novice, twenty- five years ago, by Mistress Indira who had emigrated here from India. Its origins are lost in the mists of the ages, but Indira could think of no other reason for its being than to help man serve the pleasure of Woman.

But the results are to the joy and wonder of the Network. It takes a full ninety days, but if a prospective slave is required to practice it for hours each day in his cell, when not occupied with other training activities, he will be able to reach halfway up his nose with his tongue. A line is tattooed on his nose to mark the goal. That threshold signals the completion of his training and means he is ready to be deflowered (more about that later) and take his place in the harem of his Mistress. The threat of castration is used to motivate the slave, but that threat rarely has to be carried out. Though our slaves fear us, they adore us even more and they practice diligently because it is their joy to please us. But continued practice is mandatory, and tongues grow to amazing lengths.

That night, as always, those lengths took me to heights of ecstasy. I writhed in mad delight as arousal built to crescendo. 2 knew by many nights’ experience when it was time to rub his nose on my clit while massaging my G to set me off. My first orgasm tore a shriek from the depths of me and they kept coming, wave after wave, until I shuddered and convulsed, and my bones seemed to melt. I lay there, a gelatinous heap of contentment and satisfaction while those tongues continued their worshipful caresses ever so gently. I was filled with tender affection for these adoring creatures who had devoted their lives to giving me such delight. Soon they would get the reward they lived for. But first I would relax a bit and have some wine. It would be a couple of hours before I would be horned up and ready for the evening’s finale.

I rolled to my back and 2 went to fetch a bottle of red wine and a glass while 5 switched on the big screen TV on the wall facing the foot of the bed and tuned it to the porn video he knew was one of my favorites. Then each slave went down to lick a foot to help me relax and re-horn. I watched the video with fingers between my legs as those tongues laved my soles and slithered between my toes. The video was one recorded by another Mistress of a session with her slaves. We all record our sessions and share them to help get creative ideas for our pleasures. We also share our slaves physically and without jealousy.

The video ended, and I was wet and randy again. I barked a command: “2! Fetch my cock!”

2 stumbled and nearly fell in his haste to get to the dresser where my cock was stored in a drawer. He brought it to me and, as always, I held it up for a moment to admire it and marvel at what an amazing instrument of pleasure it is.

The device is a remarkably detailed silicone replica of the male genitalia of a size most men can only dream about. Hefty false balls dangle below. Within them are powerful lithium batteries. At right angles to the cock is a second shaft with a bulb, intended for vaginal insertion. Brilliant women have devised a way to have tactile sensations transmitted from the cock to the clit and G spot of the Mistress. There are minimally thin straps to hold it in place and a button just above the base of the cock activates the vibrator. I knelt up on the bed and handed 5 the cock. He installed it on me with hands shaking in anticipation. Each slave knew he was to receive his reward for his loving service to me. They spend their every waking moment longing for the next time they will be taken.

Deflowering marks the slave’s final initiation into service and is the defining epiphany of his life. It consummates the Mistress/slave relationship and creates an unbreakable bond of love for his Mistress. When deflowered by the cock of his Mistress the slave comes in a way that gives him a pleasure he will long for every moment of his life thereafter. He will submit to any humiliation or degradation to stay in the good graces of the Mistress, so she will sometimes grant him the pleasure her cock can bestow.

The slaves’ first duty would be to perform the deepthroat fellatio. I knelt with my cock jutting before me and 2 got on his hands and knees facing me, opened his mouth wide, took the big flared glans into his mouth and pressed forward. The big dick slid down his throat to full length with ease, thanks to rigorous training. I pressed the button and quivered as the pulsing vibrations began. Ruthlessly, I throat fucked him until I came. He backed away and the cock made a soft pop as it left his throat. Then it was 5’s turn and he satisfied me again. I shut off the vibrator.

Slaves 2 and 5 were desperate in the longing to be taken first and I made them beg me for the privilege, pretending indecision for the sake of my amusement at seeing them humiliate themselves. I finally told 5 to go fetch a coin to be flipped. He went to a jar on my dresser and came back with a quarter. I flipped it and 2 called heads, but it came up tails. With a sigh of resignation 2 laid down on his back and 5 assumed the position on top of him with his forearms across 2’s groin and his ass presenting to me.

I hated having my bedsheets sullied by cum so 2 took 5’s cock in his mouth to catch and swallow his ejaculate when my cock made 5 come. I knelt behind 5, aligned my cock with his much-used hole and thrust hard. The cock slid in full depth and he moaned and whimpered. I hit the button and the vibrations again made me quiver. Drawing back, I plunged deep again and then went to hard rutting, ravaging him with the big dick as he begged to be fucked harder. I was happy to oblige and soon pushed him over the brink. He gave out a sound of helpless pleasure and surrender as he filled 2’s mouth with his load. I set me off as well and I came with special intensity that only use of the Woman Cock will bring.

Then it was 2’s turn and the slaves reversed positions. I fucked 2 even harder and when he gave out his cry of emasculated delight I came harder as well.

Then it was time for sleep. My slaves pulled the covers over all of us and I settled in with a slave lying each side of me and down low, ready to serve me. I drifted off into the sweet refreshing sleep of a fully satisfied woman. In the morning, the loving tongues and mouths of my slaves would be there to greet me and help me start my day right.

I awoke in the morning refreshed and randy. I assign oral duties to my slaves in numerical order, so each will know what is expected starting out his week of service. On this morning slave 2 had front duty, meaning he must see to the needs of my cunt, whatever they may be. My first need was to relieve myself and as soon as he knew I was awake I lay on my back and his warm tender mouth enfolded my pussy and I gave him a deep drink of my strong morning nectar.

Then I rolled to my side and lifted my leg, so I could enjoy both tongues and have some wake-up orgasms. Slave 2 attended to my cunt and Slave 5, of course, had rear duty so his tongue slid up my ass. 5 would be required to give my anus loving care all day and that included accepting and swallowing what comes from there. A Mistress of the Network will accept nothing less than absolute and unqualified submission from her slaves. After coffee and breakfast 5 would give me my morning rim job and nature would take its course. The slaves’ duties would be reversed the next day.

My stalking of Shawn included investigating him with the help of Greta, a tall, lean, and muscular flaxen blonde, an experienced private eye and close friend of many years. She probed Shawn’s background for me and also followed him when I was otherwise occupied.

Shawn was older than he looked, actually 22, and a senior at the local Catholic university studying theology and philosophy. This suggested he wasn’t interested in worldly things because no highly remunerative employment would be likely with such a degree. As I watched him day to day, he proved to be quite kind and considerate toward the women he encountered but would still check out a shapely behind with longing in his eyes when he could do so undetected. But often he would blush and look away in apparent guilt after doing so.

He frequented a coffee shop on the campus and it was there I decided to make my first move. I went there one Monday morning when I had seen him enter. He sat at a table in the back corner. I ordered coffee and some breakfast and put the items on a tray, then made my way toward him looking for a place to sit. I drew near and pretended to trip over his foot, nearly spilling my coffee and food and going down on one knee. He was there in an instant to help me to my feet and ask if I was hurt and apologizing profusely.

We sat down together, and I thanked him for his courtesy and kindness, remarking on how rude and selfish so many people had become in this day and age. This opened a conversation that rambled on for over an hour. I used my skills to draw him out and get him to speak from his heart. He was so delectably handsome with deep, dark soulful eyes and my pussy was wet and tingling the whole time.

He talked of his scorn for the things of this world and said he was seriously considering the priesthood after graduation but was still struggling with the vow of celibacy. He had remained a virgin, to keep himself pure and save himself for either the love of his life or his vocation but was plagued by the normal longings of a young man.

A virgin and considering the priesthood? My mind and heart raced and reeled; my palms sweated. I had to fight to keep the predatory leer from my face and I nearly came where I sat from anticipating the delightful challenge that lay ahead. I held my gaze steady but lewd thoughts filled my head:

“That penis of yours will remain a virgin my young thing, but another part of you will not! And the priesthood? You will not be wasted in that way sweet boy! You will learn to worship with a passion, but not in any way you can yet imagine!”

Then he said he had to go to class but made an invitation I could not refuse.

“Amanda, you are so kind and understanding. I’ve just met you, but I feel like I can really open up and be myself with you. My guy friends kid me all the time about my morals and try to lead me astray. And I’m so shy with most women, except for you. Can we meet here again tomorrow, just to talk?”

My only reply could be:” Yes! I would love to Shawn. I feel much the same toward you.”

My only thought was: “You have crossed the Rubicon my tender treat! You will be mine!”

I had dressed modestly for our first meeting, an off-white muslin dress, calf length that revealed little. The next day I went with a floral print sundress three inches above the knee with an empire waist that emphasized my large firm breasts and show some cleavage. I leaned forward as we talked and was pleased by his furtive glances. He all but begged to see me again the next day.

I sexed it up all the more the next day, a short, barely decent, black skirt and a tight scanty tank top and no bra. The coffee shop was well air conditioned and, as I planned, my big nipples hardened and protruded. As we talked he fidgeted in his chair and his longing looks became more blatant. We said our goodbyes, planning to meet yet again tomorrow. When I turned to leave I heard his voice.

“Amanda?”

I turned back to him.

“Yes Shawn?”

“Well…I just wanted to tell you how attractive I think you are, such a beautiful…woman. A real womanly beauty, not like the…girls…here around the campus.  Well, I’m sorry to be so forward. See you tomorrow?”

It was time to spring my trap.

“Shawn, I would love to see you tomorrow but how about in a quieter and more private place? Would you like to see my office? Here’s my card. Same time?”

My office is in a high rise building downtown on the top floor. The top three floors of the building are occupied by other professional women of the Network, doctor’s offices, law firms, investment brokerages, accounting and architectural firms, all catering mostly to Network members.

The next morning, I sat at my desk wearing a purple number otherwise just like the dress I had worn the day before and no panties. My desk is a vast and luxurious one made of solid mahogany. It’s seven feet wide and four deep, with a very large space where the chair slips in underneath. That space is usually occupied by one of the office slaves from a pool shared by the other businesses on the three Network floors. As do most of the women there, I like to have a tongue available to serve me during the working day. But the space was empty today.

My ruse would be simple. I tossed my phone under the desk, so it was up against the front panel and would require one to crawl underneath to fetch it. Shawn was such a considerate and naïve young man and I was sure he would retrieve it for me if asked.

He arrived, and I greeted him quite warmly indeed, getting up and going around the desk to hug him, making sure to press his face into my boobs.

I sat back down.

“I look forward so much to seeing you every time Shawn. It’s so much more private here and we don’t have to worry about any eavesdroppers while we chat. I wonder if you could do me a favor. I’m a bit of a klutz and I dropped my phone this morning. It bounced off my knee and ended up way under my desk and out of reach. Would you mind getting it out for me?”

“Of course, Amanda.”

I rolled my chair back on the plastic mat to give him room to crawl under. When he was all the way in I rolled my chair back toward the desk to block his escape and spread my legs with my knees touching the sides of the opening. He turned to emerge, and I saw him stop and could also see the look of shock on his face.

I reached under, grabbed his hair in one hand, and pulled his face to within six inches of the hairy, scary mystery between my thighs. I could feel him trembling and the longing look on his face told me he had caught my scent.

“Have you ever seen one before Shawn?”

“N…No Amanda…well only once in a club I went to.”

“Tell me what you think of it Shawn. And don’t be ashamed. You know you can be honest with me.”

“It’s…beautiful but it scares me.”

“Why does it scare you Shawn?”

“It makes me feel temptation and I know I can’t resist. My life might never be the same.”

“Do you like me Shawn…really like me?”

“Oh yes Amanda!”

“Do I turn you on?” He fidgeted in my grip and I saw him swallow.

“Yes Amanda. You’re so beautiful. I can’t help it. I feel like I could give up my virtue for you.”

“What if I told you that you turn me on too Shawn? Would you like that?”

“Oh yes!”

“Would you like to make me very happy Shawn? Would you like to give me pleasure?”

He trembled harder and I heard his breathing elevate. “Yes Amanda! I would love to!”

I pulled him close, so that my pubes tickled his nose.

“Then I want you to taste me Shawn. Stick out your tongue!”

I pulled him closer yet and felt the first touch of his tongue between my labia. He licked, then licked again and deeper. And he began to caress me ever so gently. I gasped in surprised delight. So tender! So sensitive! So adoring! I raised my knees and hung my legs over the arms of the chair.

When I had first offered my pussy to most of my other prospective slaves they were eager to please but rough and clumsy in their efforts, slobbering about in a way I found annoying. I had to teach them how to be tender at the start of things.

Shawn was so different. He took his time, seeking and searching for the sweet spots that would thrill me, driving me mad. I had to urge him on, drive my pubis against his mouth to make him lick harder and deeper as my passion rose. When I could bear no more I just pulled him up to where my clit lay pulsing and ready and fed it to him, demanding that he lick and suck it hard. The orgasm rocked my world and I gushed him a mouthful. I heard him gulp and swallow and I knew this first good drink of my essence would lead inevitably to his addiction.

With a deep sigh of satisfaction, I relaxed and held his head against my mount, floating in my afterglow. I knew I had found a treasure. He held promise of being one of those rare and special slaves a Mistress would keep as her everyday lover and pet, who would share her bed every night. My other six slaves would have to vie for the lesser honors of rear end duty and second tongue. My mind reeled at what heights my pleasures might reach when his tongue was lengthened, and he was fully trained and deflowered.

I sat up and leaned over, taking his face between my hands. I kissed him deeply and long, as if to take possession of him and I felt him yield and surrender. Then I wanted to reward him for his sweet attentions, which proved to be a mistake. I lifted his chin with one hand and looked down at him with tenderness in my eyes.

“That was lovely Shawn. Now I want to make you feel good too!”

I reached under to unbuckle his pants and took his member in my hand. He was stiff as stone and slippery precum oozed from him. I used it to lubricate my stroking of his shaft. After just a dozen strokes or so I felt him harden even more and he gave out a deep moan of utmost pleasure. I could feel the pulsing as he ejected his heavy load spurt by spurt onto the plastic mat beneath the chair.

I rolled the chair back and he went to hands and knees with head bowed. He was drained and shaking, but finally managed to stand. He looked at me with mingled guilt, shame and accusation and edged toward the door.

“I…I really have to get to my class Amanda.”

“Will you meet me here tomorrow Shawn? Please?”

“O…okay. Sure… yes…”

He exited in haste and I knew he might well not show up the next day. Guilt and shame were powerful elements of his creed and, as an experienced woman, I knew what coming can do to a man, especially a virginal one like Shawn. I shouldn’t have given him relief yet because he wasn’t enough in my thrall. I knew his defenses were weakened but he had to ingest more of my essence, my vaginal flow and my cum before his walls could be breached. He would taste me again and long and often and would know the dreadful ache in his balls before he would have relief again.

I called for an office slave to come and lick up Shawn’s mess from the mat and take his place under my desk. I set him to work between my legs, but softly and slowly while I plotted my next move. When my plans were set I had him get me off and my first client appointment of the day arrived.

As expected, he stood me up the next day. I chose to be patient and stalk him, waiting for the best moment to pounce again.

I went to the coffee shop next morning, Friday, thinking I knew his habits but he wasn’t there, and I assumed he was avoiding me. I staked out his apartment in my car and saw him leave on foot Saturday morning. I got out of the car and tailed him to another coffee shop a couple of blocks down the street. I entered furtively, and, true to form, saw him sitting at a table in a small nook way in the back. He was surely trying to avoid me but didn’t want to change his every habit. Sunday morning, I tailed him again and, of course he went to a church before anything else, then to some kind of brunch with the other Mass attendees. I let things go until Monday morning.

That next morning, I chose to pounce. I knew nature would take its course in his young male body and his desires would return. He was surely feeling the longing and I would bet his balls were aching. I dressed like a cheap tramp with no panties on and entered the coffee shop gingerly, making sure he didn’t see me too soon.

I made my away toward him with stealth around the perimeter until I could step into his field of vision by surprise at a short distance. The nook held just the one table with two chairs and his back was to the wall. I stepped in front of him, trapping him. If he wanted to leave he would have to shove me out of the way to make his escape. Shock and fear came to his eyes first but then they took the sight of my luscious body in its revealing garb and the look of desire came to his eyes instead. I sat down across from him and leaned forward, exhibiting my breasts. He blushed and looked down, trembling.

“You really hurt my feelings by standing me up Shawn. How could you make me feel so loved and then just abandon me?”

“Things just moved to fast Amanda. I got scared and confused. It was wonderful, but then, after you…did that… I just felt so guilty. It had to be a sin! I think you’re beautiful and wonderful, but you imperil my soul! I…I just don’t think we should see each other anymore, even though I want to so much. I struggle with temptation all the time and this has been the worst struggle of all!”

“I know what you really want Shawn! I could feel it from you. You love me, and you want me more than anything. And I feel the same.”

“Amanda…please! You make me feel so weak! I have to go now!”

He made as if to get up from the chair but hesitated slightly. It was then I made my move, played my trump card. I reached between my legs with one hand. I was wet and fragrant, and my hand came out dripping with my juice. I reached out and smeared it onto his lips and nose. All will resist me vanished in a heartbeat. I took his hand and led him away, feeling no more resistance than a toy balloon.

I took him home with me and led him to a spare bedroom with another large bed and stripped us both naked. Falling backward onto the bed, I pulled him on top of me.

“I want you to kiss me everywhere Shawn. Please! All over!”

He set about his duty with a worshipful passion and not a square inch of me was left untouched by those sweet lips.

Then I laid him on his back and straddled his head, leaning my elbows on the headboard. I meant to make him serve me until I could come no more. He had to ingest the ooze from my vagina and swallow my orgasmic ejaculate, both in great quantity, to break down his resistance and start forming that unbreakable bond. And I knew I could not let him come again until he had imbibed from me this way for at least a week.

I lost count of my orgasms and reached the point of full satiation. Then, I reversed my position and sat on him facing the footboard with his face still smothered by my cunt. The nightstand was within my reach and I opened the top drawer and took out a chastity cage I always kept handy there. I locked him in it and dismounted, standing over him beside the bed. His face was caked around its edges with an amber glaze from my pussy. It was time to lock him away until later in the day. He would spend the time in a cell with his every breath filling his nostrils with my scent. His balls would begin to ache cruelly from his longing, and that was as it should be.

There was a cell in the wall of the bedroom and I took him by the hand and led him there. He was docile, compliant, already much under my spell. I kissed him tenderly on the lips and locked him away.

It was noon by then and I had an afternoon appointment in the torture chamber with a rape victim whose perpetrator had been brought in naked and in chains. I would familiarize her with the whips, canes, cattle prods, studded strapons and other apparatus and then leave her alone, angry and unleashed. Needless to say, the rapist would himself be raped most cruelly and his erstwhile victim would satisfy herself completely. I would later rejoin her in the chamber to assist her in his castration. He would be drugged unconscious and dumped naked and nutless in a ditch in some remote rural area. Then there would be a counseling session and the healing process could begin.

Normally, I would leave a new prospective slave to languish in the cell overnight, but I found Shawn so delightful I yielded to temptation and decided he would share my bed that night. My pussy had been licked to its limit, and every moment had been wonderful, but my anus had been neglected. There was no point in waiting to introduce him to it. He had to understand it was his duty to love all of me without exception and it is never too soon to begin the process of lengthening and strengthening a new slave’s tongue.

I brought him out of his cell and laid him on his back again, but this time I mounted his head facing the foot of the bed. I used my hands to part my cheeks and held my anus before his eyes while I enlightened him.

“Shawn, you have been wonderful so far, but I need more reassurance that you really love me. I want you to lick me here darling, it will make me feel so good and I’ll know you love all of me. Just begin now but be gentle at first the way you are on my pussy.”

He seemed to hesitate at first, but I waited patiently and was rewarded with the most tender and adoring caress I have ever received from the tongue of a new slave. I let go of my cheeks and let them enfold his sweet face in their silken grip, shuddering in pure delight from every fluttering stroke of his tongue. He knew instinctively how to express his adoration.

Soon I wanted more stimulation and I ordered him to lick harder and get his tongue inside of me. He couldn’t match the performance of a slave who had been tongue enhanced, but his efforts were most pleasing regardless. Inevitably his tongue tired and the pleasure waned so I had to urge him on by grabbing his balls and twisting them hard. He redoubled his rimming until my clit hardened and I shifted backward to offer it to him and ordered him to stick a finger in my anus to enhance the orgasm that was soon to follow. My climax was deep and exquisitely satisfying.

The evening was yet young. I was sexually sated but decided to continue his training by having him lick my feet while I watched a movie on the big screen TV that hung on the wall at the foot of the bed. Then it was bedtime and I enjoyed one more tender cunnilingus, pulled the covers over us and went to sleep. The morning would bring a crucial test.

I awoke from the sun shining into the window. Shawn was under the covers down low and still asleep. I slipped into the bathroom that opened off the bedroom to do my business, then slipped back into bed and woke him up. Lying on my back I guided him between my legs and his tongue was to its sweet duty without his having to be told. I could feel his desire as he served me and soon enjoyed my first orgasm. Then I offered him my anus to lick until I was ready to come again.

After he satisfied me the second time I threw the covers off, released him from the cage and had him kneel at the foot of the bed on the tile floor while I sat on the bed with legs parted, posturing lewd as could be. His erection jutted and dripped as he gazed at my nudity and lascivious exhibition. Inevitably, his had went to his cock and he began to stroke it. Perhaps twenty strokes sufficed to set him off and he spurted a healthy load all over the floor, then sagged forward onto hands and knees with head bowed. I laughed wickedly and told him I was going to the bathroom to take a shower. His clothes still lay on the floor where they had fallen yesterday.

I took my time in the shower though feeling some anxiety. When I came out of the bathroom I was disappointed but not entirely surprised. His clothes were gone and there was no sign of Shawn other than the puddle of cum on the floor. But my gut instinct told me where I would likely find him.

I drove to the campus and parked near the chapel. I slipped into the front door and through the small foyer. Shawn was kneeling in a pew at the front corner near the confessional booth waiting with some others for his turn. A young man emerged from the booth and Shawn got up to take his place. I could see his faith still had a hold on him and this was going to be more of a challenge than I had anticipated. That was fine with me because his eventual surrender was a foregone conclusion and I was filled with the thrill of the chase.

I began stalking him again and found he had taken to going for long walks at dawn through a wooded parkway that ran along a creek not far from the campus. I knew his desires would be tormenting him once his young male body reasserted itself and the walks were meant to help ease his longing. No man tastes my pussy without a permanent lingering effect and he had imbibed heavily from me.

I explored the parkway, looking for a place to waylay him on one of his walks. There was a place along the paved trail where another small dirt path led through a large dense thicket to where a big oak tree stood in a small clearing. There were a few beer bottles lying around the clearing that told the tail of the path’s purpose. One morning I put on a baggy calf length, olive green sundress with nothing on underneath and lay in wait for Shawn on the path, concealed in the shadows of the dense thicket.

I saw him coming and ambushed him, stepping out from the bushes into his path within arm’s length. He stopped, openmouthed, looked about as if seeking escape. But I took his hand, placed it on my breast and felt him yield. I led him down the path to the oak tree, backed myself up to it and drew him close. He wore just gym shorts and a T shirt. I reached down to his groin and found him stiff as wood. With the other hand I grabbed his hair, pulled his head back and ravished him with a deep invasive kiss that left no doubt that he was mine. And then…

“Get on your knees Shawn!”

He dropped as if his knees had turned to jelly and I raised my skirt and covered him with it. I knew my scent would fill the small space with predictable effect. Sure enough, I felt his tongue probing between my thighs and I leaned back on the tree and parted them wide. My heart hammered, and I tingled head to toe at the thrill of his surrender. I was ready, and he knew it. A scant minute of his tongue on my orb set me off and a fierce cry of ecstasy was torn from my depths. It echoed in the silence of the morn. I thanked the Goddess it was early, and the parkway was deserted but for the two of us.

Taking him by the hand I led him back to my car and put him in the back seat for the ride home. On the way I called my secretary to have her cancel my morning appointments. Shawn was going to get another good dose of my essence and soon. I took him to the bedroom, stripped us both and laid down on my back, drawing him to my pussy by grabbing his forelock.

I made him serve me until noon, alternating between cunnilingus and rimming, spending most of the time astride his face so my juices would be fed to him liberally. Then, as punishment for his resistance I stroked his hard member until just the brink of coming and then gave it a harsh slap to make him limp, so I could install a cage, this one a more punitive version with sharp internal spikes. I clapped him into the cell and went to my office for an urgent appointment with a gang rape victim.

That evening I enjoyed his oral attentions again until bedtime and had him sleep under the covers. The next morning, I again made him serve me before releasing him from the cage and watching while he masturbated. Coming wilted him as it had the last time. Again, I left the room to shower, leaving him kneeling there and again when I emerged from the bathroom he was gone. This was getting to be annoying. I resolved to break his resistance once and for all in our next encounter and then there would be punishment.

It was back to stalking. Now, instead of going out walking early he went to a gym and used the treadmill and other apparatus vigorously. He was probably taking cold showers too. Then he would make his way to the chapel and kneel at the foot of the altar with head bowed. I slipped in to watch him and reconnoiter for several mornings before making my move. The chapel tended to be empty except for Shawn at those hours and that morning was no exception. The door was always kept open for the faithful and well before Shawn arrived I went inside and hid behind the altar.

I heard the door opening and closing and his footsteps on the floor as he approached. I peered around the corner and saw him kneeling with head down as always. He wore khaki cargo shorts with a blue golf shirt and sandals.

I was barefoot and wearing a short black dress with nothing on underneath. I slipped from the dress and sneaked around the altar, stooping low until I got to the middle, then levered myself up to sit on the edge with my legs apart. The motion caught his eye and he looked up to see me there, animal naked, with a leer on my face, exhibiting my womanhood lewd as could be on the altar of his false god. The bulge in his shorts belied his next words.

“Amanda! How dare you come in here like that? This is a house of worship!”

“Worship indeed Shawn, but not the kind you are thinking. You don’t fool me. Your pants tell the tale. Now come here and worship in the way we both know you want to!”

I spoke in my “command voice”, a tone I had mastered after long practice with a Network member who is also a hypnotist. That and the sight of my nudity broke his will. His eyes riveted on my pussy as a look of desperate longing came to them and he groveled up the altar steps to me.

I shifted forward to offer myself, leaving a smear of my wet on the pure white altar cloth. My cunt throbbed and tingled as he drew near, and my pulse and breath raced. The first touch of his tongue, his adoring hunger as he served me, told me this time his resistance was at its end. And once more the serving was brief but powerful and my orgasmic wail echoed in the chapel as my gush overflowed his mouth and sent rivulets flowing down the altar cloth. I dismounted the altar, well satisfied with my desecration of this temple of error. I could only imagine the look on the face of the priest who would first see the sullied altar cloth. I retrieved my dress, put it on and led him out a side door to the car.

I took him to the chamber when we got to the house because, regardless of his surrender, such stubborn resistance warranted punishment. He would have to suffer under the whip for a while before I took him to my bed again. I would not be as cruel as I can be, but he would get a stern lesson.

I strung him up naked by the wrists from the mechanical hoist in the center of the chamber with ankles bound tight and on his tiptoes. He was meek and compliant in allowing me to prepare him for his punishment. Along the wall was a collection of whips hung on hooks. I selected a six-foot snake whip and turned to face him. Fear showed in his eyes and I felt wet warmth between my legs. A sound whipping never fails to excite. I decided to whip him until I made him cry and then make him serve me under threat of further punishment if I sensed a lack of penitence and my orgasm was substandard.

My whipping skills are finely honed from years of practice. A snake whip wielded by a strong arm can inflict searing pain with just a flick of the wrist and a skilled flagellist can whirl the whip continuously and inflict lashes at every turn without interruption for extended periods. I stepped behind him to start, set the whip to whirling in a blur above my head and with each rotation flicked my wrist to put the leather to the flesh. Shawn cried out with every stinging lash and hopped helplessly about in a most amusing dance.

I worked my way around him, leaving pink stripes wherever the lashes struck. He tried to be brave at first but soon gave in to the pain and pleaded for mercy. This only incited me, and the lashes struck him harder and faster. He fell to sniveling and whimpering, but I wanted abject sobbing. He just wouldn’t break, and I decided my wrath had to fall upon his tender privates.

I can split a scrotum wide open with one lash if I choose to, but mercy was in order, so I pulled my strokes to the cock and balls to merely inflict unbearable pain. Half a dozen lashes broke him down to tears and I dropped my whip. I lowered him but kept him bound, letting out enough slack in the cable to let me drag him over to my throne. I placed him on his knees before it and sat down with ankles resting on the arms, offering myself to be served. Grabbing his hair, I held his face inches from my cunt and gave him stern warning of the consequences of failure to please and show remorse.

He pleasured me well enough but my annoyance with him lingered so I hauled him aloft for another round. He broke down more quickly this time and I took satisfaction from the pathetic desperation I felt from him as he pleasured me. Satisfied that I had established firm authority I took him to the bedroom and put him in the cell for the rest of the day with the punitive cage on his organ. I still had appointments that afternoon but at day’s end I took him to bed for the night. His training would begin in earnest the next day.

The Network has strict standards for slave training and performance. Slaves are shared and swapped among members and certain minimum expectations have to be met. Even though I thought Shawn was rare and special, I could not, in good conscience, spare him the rigors of the training regimen or the dire consequences should he fail.

The next morning, I had him kneel in the bedroom and went to fetch erstwhile slave number 3. I led him into the room by a leash clipped to his cock ring. Shawn turned pale at the sight of the eunuch’s limp and shriveled dick dangling over the nothingness where his balls had been. What better way to let him know what kind of woman now ruled his life? He had to fear and adore me in equal measure and I could tell the message was received loud and clear. I led 3 away and made him clean a bathroom and came back to begin Shawn’s indoctrination. I sat in a big armchair next to the bed with him kneeling before me, his cock still in its cage.

“What are you feeling and thinking Shawn?”

“I’m scared Amanda…”

“Mistress Amanda!”

“Yes…Mistress.”

“Do you love me Shawn?”

“Oh yes Mistress! I have from the first moment I saw you, but I was in denial. I was yours the first time I…tasted you. It was so foolish of me to resist.”

“Yes Shawn. It was both foolish and futile. Immediate surrender was your best option. But I must admit you did make things quite exciting and pleasurable for me. You do understand that I intend to make you my slave?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do you want to be my slave Shawn?”

“Yes Mistress! I want so much to please you! I’ll do anything!”

“We have barely scratched the surface of what it will take for you to truly please me Shawn. As we go along you will learn the real definition of ‘anything’. Much rigorous training lies ahead of you. You have 90 days to complete it and should you fail…well, you saw what happened to the gentleman I introduced you to earlier. But don’t be afraid. I know you have it in you to be an exceptional slave. You have given me exquisite pleasure already. And when your training is complete you will be rewarded in a way that must remain a secret for now.”

I leaned forward and released him from the device, watching with satisfaction as his erection rose and precum glistened at his tip.

“Do your balls ache Shawn?”

“Yes Mistress! I feel such desire when I see you naked like this and when I taste you. It hurts so bad!”

“You will ache for long periods of time Shawn, but I will grant you release from time to time. Would you like release now?”

“Yes Mistress! Please!”

“Then come close to me. Right up between my legs.”

He knee-walked toward me until he knelt between my spread thighs and his member nearly touched my cunt.

“Now Shawn, use your hand. You know what to do. You may come, and you may enjoy it. This will be your last chance for quite some time. And you will ejaculate onto me down there.”

His had went to his cock with shameless eagerness and after perhaps twenty strokes his eyes glazed, and he grunted in pleasure as thick spurts of semen splattered all over my mount and labia. He sagged and wilted from the power of his release and I grabbed his hair and held him inches from my sullied cunt. I spoke in the dominant tone of command he would hear more than any other in the future that awaited him.

“Now you will lick up your mess and give me pleasure slave!”

The next day Shawn’s training regimen began. He was confined to his cell with the device on his organ during the nights. First thing in the morning I would take him to my chamber and put him through an hour of rimming practice. Every Mistress has a very special piece of furniture, a padded horse with knee rests along the sides that allows her to settle in comfortably and present her ass to be serviced by a slave’s tongue. Behind the horse is a steel ball vise operated by a button on the front of the horse. Clamp the slave’s balls in the vise and he can be squeezed quite painfully, though it will not crush the balls.

I would put him on his knees behind the horse, cuff his hands behind his back, put his balls in the jaws. He submitted so meekly now to everything I wished to subject him to. I settled myself on the horse and ordered him to begin. He would lick delightfully, with all his might at first, but then tongue fatigue would set in and my pleasure would wane. A finger on the button would provide motivation as the cruel jaws tightened. My pleasure would be resumed, and my finger would naturally ease off the button as I passed into the rapture proper rimming will always bring. But he would tire again, and the button would be pressed. The goal was a tireless tongue that could keep me in the rapture indefinitely. At the end of the hour I would be aroused unbearably, so I would make him switch to my clit and bring me to orgasm.

After rimming practice, I would take him back to his cell to lock him away for the morning. I always had appointments, at least on weekdays. While confined he was to practice the tongue lengthening yoga for the rest of the morning. At lunch time I would take him back to the chamber and mount my horse with him behind and clamped. I liked to bring my lunch with me to enjoy while he rimmed me. Then, it was orgasm again and back to the cell for more tongue yoga until the end of the workday.

Before supper I would have him rim for another hour and put him away for the night. More tongue yoga was required until bedtime at ten o’clock.

While all this was going on a potentially serious problem developed.

Shawn was now my captive, though a willing one. But he would be missed by the people who knew him and after a period of time the matter might be turned over to the police. Fortunately, my private eye friend Greta is an expert at “disappearing” people. She has all manner of tricks up her sleeve to make it look as if a man has set out for parts unknown of his own accord, often with evidence of having embezzled money. She will even fake a man’s death to throw the authorities off the scent. I asked her to take care of matters regarding Shawn but didn’t need or want to know the details. All I know is that nobody came sniffing around and looking for him…at first.

Then, one day I was in my office alone and engrossed in a psych report I was writing on my computer when I heard a low pitched and imperious female voice:

“Excuse me!”

I looked up to see a badge close before my eyes and behind it the stern and suspicious face of an attractive black woman with a short Afro hairdo. She was of middle height and shapely in a muscular way, wearing a close-fitting charcoal gray pants suit. Her skin was the shade of dark chocolate. Beside and behind her stood a young, fair skinned, tow headed, blue eyed man, who sparked my predatory lust at the sight of him. And his eyes strayed to the sergeant’s behind moment to moment and there was a telltale bulge in his pants. I caught him at it and he blushed and fidgeted. I let fall no hint to the sergeant but filed it away mentally.

“Yes…officer? Can I help you?”

“That would be detective sergeant Marva Charles from the missing persons squad. This is trainee detective Jason Miles. We are investigating the disappearance of one Shawn Larkin. Some surveillance footage from a coffee shop and elsewhere shows you in his company at multiple times. He was seen going into and out of your office as well.”

I knew there was no way to deny that. And her manner was hostile and aggressive.

“Yes, detective Charles, I know Shawn. I was helping him on, shall we say, a pro bono basis with some issues he was having. He was torn by uncertainty about whether or not to join the priesthood. Such a sweet young man! So sensitive and sincere. He was short of money, but I just had to help. What happened to him?”

“We’re not sure. He sent a suicide email to his parents and a few others, but his family and friends refuse to accept it. He might have just wanted to disappear for personal reasons, but we haven’t ruled out kidnapping. Make no mistake, you are a suspect, Dr. Blake. It seems you have been in the company of other young men who have disappeared as well.”

“That’s just circumstantial detective. I have helped other young men, and women too and I don’t always confine things to my office.”

“We’ll see about that Dr. Blake. You should know I am relentless and will be prying into everything the law allows and I might be back with a search warrant for your office and your home at some time. Good day!”

She tossed her card on my desk, turned on her heel to leave and barked at her partner.

“Let’s go Miles! Move your ass! Go get the car and bring it to the door!”

He scurried off in a way that suggested habitual obedience and being much under her thumb.

She left, turning back for one last dirty and suspicious glare. I knew I had a big problem that would have to be dealt with proactively. Resistance to that harridan would only provoke her. But I am an astute reader of people and the chink in her armor had been obvious to me from her first words: sexual frustration. Detective sergeant Charles was obviously a woman in desperate need of having her pussy eaten properly. And I would not resist her but recruit her.

My plan for dealing with her was simple, direct, and very risky. But I was sure of my ground. A couple of days after her visit I called her, pretending to have information about Shawn. We agreed to meet in my office the next morning. I took slave 4 to work with me that morning and I wore my short black dress with nothing on underneath. I stationed 4 under my desk and waited for Marva to arrive. When she did I invited her to sit in a big leather armchair I had placed in front of my desk. After some brief and insincere pleasantries, I made my move.

I reached under the desk and grabbed 4 by the hair, pushed my chair back and hiked up my skirt. I tugged 4’s face into my cunt in Marva’s plain sight and put him to serving me. The thrill of the moment made me come quickly and hard. It was the moment of truth and I got the response I expected, shock at first, but then a riveted stare that shouted lust and longing. Marva just gaped, and her hand strayed between her legs. She wore a tweed suit with a skirt that day. I looked at her with a lewd gleam in my eyes.

“Want some of this…detective? Just say the word!”

The longing in her eyes was answer enough and her hands went down to pull up her skirt. I sent 4 groveling around my desk. I had given him his orders earlier. He helped her slip her pantyhose and drawers down, exposing her thick nappy bush. 4 hoisted her knees up over the arms of the chair, exposing her coal black labia, protuberant in her arousal, and the hot pink tissue deep within. 4’s training served my purposes well. I could tell by her gasp of delight he had plunged his lengthened tongue in deep and found her G. Then it was a rubbing of his nose on her clit and a gentle slipping of a finger into her anus. Within the minute, cold and imperious Marva Charles bucked, shuddered, and let out the wail of ecstatic release that spoke of years of deprivation.

4 continued his duty by going down to her bottom, slipping his tongue in there, giving her that feeling of being adored without reservation that sweet rimming alone can bring. Her eyes met mine for a moment with an expression of purest gratitude. Then she lapsed into rapture as the much-trained tongue had its inevitable effect. Minutes passed, and her arousal built slowly until she was rocking her hips to invite 4 to her clit. He slipped his finger in where his tongue had been, and he licked her pink orb hard and with skill. Another primal cry was torn from her and she arched her back, clenched 4’s head between her strong thighs, convulsed, then went limp, feet flopping to the floor.

She lay in a daze for a while, half conscious, then looked at me again and broke down in tears. Trained slaves are quite sensitive creatures and 4 sought to comfort her, planting tender kisses over her mount and inner thighs. He looked back at me timorously, fearing punishment for having done wrong, but I gave him a reassuring smile and came around my desk to embrace Marva. He had done his duty in exemplary fashion and I sensed Marva’s tears were partly of joy. I leaned over her, holding her head to my breast until the tears passed. She sat up straight and smiled.

“Amanda! You knew, didn’t you? No man ever did that for me before. 35 years old and I never had my pussy eaten! You could see how I have been suffering and longing, being so mean and bitchy to cover up. I had to use my fingers to keep me sane but orgasms like that were only in my dreams. I don’t know how to thank you! I feel like a new woman!”

“Don’t mention it dear. We women have to take care of each other. How would you like to come over to my house Friday evening for dinner, a few drinks, and some other things, of course!”

“I’m there Amanda. And, by the way, I do know how to thank you. You have been cleared of any suspicion and the Shawn Larkin case is closed.”

Marva arrived at 6 PM and we sat down to steak and lobster and plenty of red wine. The last vestiges of her hard façade fell away and a warm bond of friendship began to form. But she did harbor hard feelings against her male superiors on the police force that had kept her down and men in general for their selfishness in thinking only of their own sexual pleasure. I could see she still had much unfinished business and had a solution. When the meal was finished I invited her to go to the living room and have a chair, saying I would join her momentarily.

I went to my bedroom and fetched slaves 1 and 7 from their cells and when I joined Marva in the living room I had both slaves in tow, their cocks free of cages and fully erect as I led them by leather leashes noosed tight around their purple balls.

I placed 1 on his knees before her and invited her to remove her clothes. 1 helped and soon her clothes lay in a heap. I had to admire her body, curvy, muscular, skin so rich and dark. I stripped animal naked along with her and put 7 on his knees in front of me. Marva sat, looked at 1 and looked at me for approval. I just nodded. She grabbed 1’s hair and pulled his head down while leaning back in her chair and spreading her legs. 1 knew well what to do and soon brought her to a shattering climax.

But I had more in store for her. My pleasure/pain chamber opens off the living room and I had it all prepared for her. I told her to please take 1 in there with her and enjoy herself to heart’s content. Somehow, I figured she would know what to do. The piece de resistance would, of course, be the big strapon I had put in prominent display on a stand. If she didn’t know what to do 1 would surely show her.

The chamber is wired for sound, so I could hear the goings on inside. Poor 1 got the full benefit of my whip collection. Marva clearly had some healthy pent-up anger against the male. I lounged in my chair with my legs dangling over the arms while 7 used his tongue on me. The crack of whips, the cries of pain and animal pleasure went on for hours. I came several times just listening.

Finally, I knew Marva had been introduced to the woman cock. There was the slurping and gulping 1 made as he performed the deep throat fellatio and her mad orgasmic shriek. Then I heard the moaning and whimpering as 1 was taken by her, and her own snarling and panting as she ravaged him with abandon. At the last I heard 1’s deep quavering moan of emasculation and surrender and Marva’s triumphant howl of supernal ecstasy, the sound of female epiphany.

The chamber door opened and 1 came forth on hands and knees. He was zebra striped from his whipping.  Marva was astride him, limp and languid, head lolling. She had to grip his hair in one hand to keep from toppling over. 1 reached the chair and Marva tumbled off of him into it, slumping, semi-conscious. But her vapid smile told the tale. 1 looked at me, cowering slightly as if not sure he had done his job well. I beckoned him to come to me and petted his head tenderly.

“You did fine 1. I’ll fuck you one extra time this week.” I am a kind Mistress and reward my slaves for good performance when warranted. He gave me a grateful look and bent low to kiss my feet.

Marva recovered from the daze of afterglow and spoke her mind.

“Amanda! Is this what it’s like for you every day? I want it! I don’t know how I’ve lived without it! 35 years old and it’s the first time I’ve felt truly satisfied. How can it be like this for me from now on?”

“Well Marva, first you’ll need to acquire your first slave.”

“How will I do that. Where do you get them?”

“You could start with your tender, towheaded treat of a trainee. He’s desperately in love with you in case you hadn’t noticed.”

“He is?”

“Can’t you tell? You’ve been working way too hard dear!”

Her face took on a thoughtful expression and a lustful gleam came to her eyes.

“Now that you mention it, he is too cute for anything. I think I have a plan. I’ll let you know how it goes.”

“Looking forward to that Marva. I think a new slave will be joining the community very soon.”

“The community?”

“Yes Marva. There’s so much you need to know. Come along with me to my bedroom. 1 and 7, follow!”

We walked down the hallway to my room with 1 and 7 groveling behind us.  We entered the room and 1 and 7 went to kneel before their cells. I had placed Shawn in unoccupied cell 3, which was soon to be his home. I picked up the remote from the nightstand and pushed the button. The doors slid up and the other slaves crawled forth to kneel in line, Shawn among them. Marva’s eyes widened at the sight of my harem. She looked from slave to slave and, despite her time in the chamber her hand strayed between her thighs. Finally, her eyes focused on Shawn, who she surely recognized from photos and video footage. I chuckled.

“Yes, here he is Marva; Shawn Larkin, and a sweet young thing he is. He’s about halfway through his training period. He’ll complete my harem when he’s ready. Once you’ve enslaved your Jason you’ll want to start building your own harem. One slave just isn’t enough for a woman. If you would like to stay over the weekend we can elaborate on that.”

“How can I say no?”

“Great! Let’s go back to the living room and have some more wine. We have a lot to talk about.”

I had slaves 2 and 4 grovel behind us back to the living room so they could attend to any needs that might arise. Marva and I settled into chairs and the slaves each fetched an ottoman for us to rest our feet on, so they could lick them while Marva and I chatted.

“Now Marva, you need to know there are numerous women like me, or like us, as I should say now. We belong to a very strong and secretive community we just call the ‘Network’. We share common beliefs, the most important one being the inherent and divinely ordained superiority of women. We hold it to be self-evident that the deity is female and created us with a birthright to reign over the male.”

“I think you must find it obvious by now that the male is an inferior creature, most being weak of mind, brutish, and driven by lust. But that lust is their fatal weakness to women who know how to exploit it”.

“But, as you must now realize, women are imbued with an even greater lust and the capacity for nearly limitless orgasmic pleasure, while the male is capable of only a few spasmodic grunts of pleasure and spurts of semen.  And yet most males will lose all reason in pursuit that paltry pleasure. We women, on the other hand, are in control of our desires and will only unleash them until we have a male where we want him. No male stands a chance against the seductive wiles and dominant will to power of a woman of the Network. I have no doubt you will take your place among us and be of great help in the furtherance of our cause.”

“I will Amanda, I will! I feel free and unfettered for the first time in my life. I’ll be a spy in the police department, keep the Network informed and do things to throw them of the scent if they get suspicious about what we’re up to. By the way, this wine, and this foot licking and all this talk have gotten me randy again. I could use some more tongue. To think there was a time I would have felt ashamed about wanting that.”

“I brought these two slaves along for a reason Marva. It’s time for you to get the two-tongue treatment. Just stand up and put your foot on the arm of the chair. Spread your legs out a bit. That’s right! 2 and 4, you know what to do!  2 to the front, 4 to the rear!”

My two slaves did themselves proud, 2 buried his face in Marva’s cunt and 4 pressed his between her shapely ebony cheeks. Marva shuddered and gasped in delight as the tongues went to work.

“So deep, Amanda! How do they do it? Oh Goddess!”

I know a woman who is about to come hard when I see one and I could tell Marva was close. I jumped up to take hold of her shoulders. As expected, when orgasm rocked her she lost all muscular control and I had to ease her down into the chair to bask in her afterglow.

I made the two slaves kneel in front of her. When she recovered I had them stick out their tongues to full extension. Each could reach his tongue up nearly to the bridge of his nose. Marla gaped.

“How do you find slaves with such long tongues Amanda?”

“It’s not a genetic trait Marva, it’s an acquired one. There is an ancient practice of yoga one Mistress Indira of India introduced us to years ago. Needless to say, it revolutionized oral pleasure for the women of the Network. Each prospective slave is expected to practice the yoga diligently for 90 days. He must be able to reach halfway over his nose by then or he fails his training regimen and suffers the consequences.”

“The consequences?”

“Rather than tell you Marva, I’ll show you. Back in a flash.”

I went to fetch failed slave 3 from his cell and led him into the room by a leash on his dick ring and made him kneel beside 2 and 4. Marva’s eyes widened more than with any other revelation.

“This is the consequence Marva, although this slave’s downfall was not due to lack of tongue length. Slaves rarely fail in that regard, knowing the consequence. And they so much adore their Mistresses they spare no effort for that reason alone. This slave proved to be a spontaneous ejaculator, a “wet dreamer” as we like to call them. He couldn’t help it. He would just come during the night, even while locked in a chastity cage. He was dreaming of me, so I couldn’t really be angry. It was actually flattering. But coming is strictly regulated and rationed for slaves. That pleasure is only granted when a Mistress deems it appropriate. There was nothing to do in this case but remove the source of the problem. Now that he’s neutered he’s no longer tormented by desire and is docile and obedient. He does chores around the house and brings food and other things to the slaves in their cells.”

“This is a lot to take in for one night, Amanda, and I am fascinated and want nothing more than to be part of it all. But I’m tired and it’s late and I should be going. I think I’ll call an Uber because I’ve had way too much wine.”

“Nonsense Marva dear. You will stay here over the weekend as my guest. You may enjoy my slaves to heart’s content and I’ll help you plot your seduction of Jason. Let me show you to a bedroom if you’re tired and you can have 2 and 4 to bed down with for the night. You will love the way they say good morning!”

Needless to say, Marva was delighted by her morning greeting from the two well trained tongues and with the orgiastic weekend that followed. We spent Saturday morning and afternoon in the chamber with slaves 4 and 7 and I helped Marva hone her whipping skills and introduced her to other modes of punishment and pleasure taking. I left her alone with them while I put Shawn through his rimming paces. His tongue was already tireless. I checked his tongue length too. He had been diligent in his yoga and was ahead of schedule, already able to reach the tip of his nose.

Saturday night I brought my six fully trained slaves out of their cells and took them to the living room. Marva’s healthy lust matched my own. The woman-cock reigned supreme that evening and by the time we were fully satisfied all six slaves lay in a heap on the floor, spent and drained of cum.

Sunday was leisurely, with all six slaves attending to us. We spent hours draped over rimming horses, enjoying tongue while we got to know each other better. I helped Marva plot her seduction of Jason, though I could see she needed little help in that regard. A predatory gleam was in her eyes when she spoke of it and I could see I had unleashed a she-panther. Marva wasted no time. Jason was to be seduced and enthralled that very Monday night and she was to bring him to my house.

I waited anxiously until I heard a horn honk outside as a signal for me to open the door to my attached garage. I went out there and found a black unmarked van with no rear windows. Marva exited from the driver’s seat, looking disheveled and happy, wearing just a red silk blouse, short black skirt and spike heeled black pumps. She opened the side door, picked up the end of a leather leash and gave it a yank. Jason emerged, climbing out, naked except for some tatters of his shirt, hands cuffed behind him, the leather leash was wound tight around his balls in a figure 8 that stretched and spread them, making the sack tight and shiny and turning the orbs a pleasing purple. His cock hung limp and his eyes we vacant. I had to laugh.

“Nice tie job on the nuts there Marva. Let’s get him inside. I’m dying to hear how it went!”

She tugged Jason along by his balls toward the living room. I followed. Marva had him kneel in the center of the rug and flopped into a chair with a contented sigh. I sat down and leaned forward to listen to her tale of conquest.

“It was a simple plan Amanda. I just told him we were doing a very secret stakeout in the warehouse district. I took the van from the confiscated vehicle lot and put a foam mattress in the back. I parked the van in a dark alley and told him to come in back with me. Then, I wrestled him down and cuffed him, rolled him on his back and plopped my crotch over his face. You were so right! He never even put up a fight and I felt him surrender at his first taste of me. Then it was heaven for hours. I just rode his face and he loved me with his tongue with such adoring passion. Between orgasms he caressed my anus until I was ready to come again. At the end I felt so kindly toward him I wanted to reward him, so I turned around and sat on his face the other way and stroked him off.  What a load!  I scooped it up with my hand and fed it to him. Then I stripped him and tied up his balls.”

I looked at Jason, who knelt with head bowed, as if already knowing he should remain silent and await his Mistress’s next command. He was so lovely my hand strayed between my legs. Marva noticed.

“Oh! Amanda! How rude of me! You’ve shared your slaves with me. The least I can do is share mine with you! Jason! Look at me!”

Jason turned to her.

“Mistress Amanda is my new friend who I already love like a sister. You will give her pleasure now just as you would me. If she is not satisfied you will be punished!”

I settled back in my chair with legs spread and draped over the arms, presenting myself to be serviced. Jason knee walked to me; eyes riveted upon my waiting pussy. When he was within my reach I put a hand behind his head and shoved his face into my crotch. I gasped in surprised delight as his tongue went to work. Marva had accomplished much in her time with him in the van. His tongue was everywhere, top to bottom, and I felt the welling up. With a tug on his hair I guided him to my clit and just moments later I passed over the brink, feeling the waves of orgasm course through me as I quivered and writhed in its throes. I relaxed in satisfaction but soon felt the tender caress of his tongue on my anus. His tongue slipped in deep, surprisingly so for one who had not yet been through the regimen, and I eased back to enjoy until my next readiness to come. I felt the stirring and, again, guided him to my clit. Then I heard Marva’s voice.

“Jason! Your finger!”

I felt something slip into my behind. She had even taught him that! The infallible enhancement brought a climax that rocked my world. When I recovered my senses, I had to satisfy my curiosity about something.

“Marva, I was surprised at the depth of his tongue penetration. Did you notice that?”

“Why yes, I did. Is it something unusual? I must say I loved it. Let’s check him out.”

“Jason! Stick out your tongue as far as it will go!”

He extended his tongue and it slid out to surprising length. Then I told him to reach for the tip of his nose and he touched it.

“What an amazing natural endowment Marva! He’s halfway to standard already. Shawn has just gotten to that point. I think he’ll complete his tongue training in half the usual time. You’ll just have to work on endurance. And he’s a natural submissive Marva. But he must still be subjected to the training regimen. I don’t suppose your house has the ‘facilities’ mine does. You can move in here and use one of my spare cells to confine him, and also the chamber, of course until he’s ready to be deflowered.”

“Deflowered?”

“Yes Marva. He may not be a virgin in the conventional sense, though I suspect he might be that too. But he’s surely a virgin in the most important way. He has yet to know the woman-cock. Deflowering is a rite of passage for a slave, and in your case for you too. It marks the consummation of the Mistress-slave relationship and strips away any remaining delusions of “manhood” the slave might have. The act is performed at a ceremony with numerous Mistresses in attendance to bear witness. It also constitutes the slave’s debut since he will be shared with other Mistresses regularly.”

“You have used the cock on my slaves and have surely found the orgasms that result to be exquisite. Imagine what it’s like to deflower your own virgin slave. You give it to him hard, hurt him, showing no mercy and then you make him love it. Pain will morph to pleasure and in the end, he will come in a way that will shatter his will and create an addictive longing to be taken again. No male ever recovers from the experience. And your own orgasm will be such that you will feel a predatory lust that will spur you to pursue another male to deflower and enslave, and another, and another.”

I had never before spoken of such things in the presence of a prospective slave, but Jason just knelt there with eyes cast down, trembling, in fear no doubt, but his dripping erection told the tale. He was surely a natural. But his quick and complete enthrallment also told me Marva was a powerful and natural dominant. Sadly, she had missed out on many good years, but I resolved to help her make up for lost time.

Marva moved in with me and Jason began his training period. I shared my slaves freely with Marva, including Shawn and she returned the favor for me with Jason. We would often enjoy rimming practice together. Both tongues were developing nicely and keeping pace with each other considering Jason’s natural head start. We had them trade places at intervals, so we could give each other objective evaluations of their progress. Marva and I bonded deeply.

Marva had to deal with Janson’s “disappearance” at work. It always takes some time for Greta to fabricate a scenario, so Marva feigned anxiety and bewilderment in the meantime. She claimed to be too upset to work on the investigation and managed to get herself transferred from missing persons to sex crimes, where she would prove invaluable in seeing to it that rapists and abusers never escaped the Network’s justice. Those who thought they had gotten off Scot free and left the courtroom laughing soon found themselves in the chamber, naked, bound, helpless at the mercy of their erstwhile victims.

Summer passed, and September came, bringing cooler weather, especially in the dense forests to the north. It was the advent of hunting season, both for the male world and for the women of the Network, though the Network’s “game” was of a very unique kind. I was sure Marva would take great joy and satisfaction in her first “man hunt.”

The Network has a vast forest preserve up where the woods are wild. It is ten miles on a side and bounded by a high electrified fence. Deep in its center is a luxurious hunting lodge staffed by strong young aspiring Mistresses who serve a slave keepers and jailers and supervise the eunuchs who do the menial tasks in the building and on the grounds. There is a dungeon filled with slaves for the pleasure of the huntresses. On the grounds is a cell block, a single-story stone building with cells for thirty deserving rapists and woman abusers. They are brought in from far and wide for the hunting season and they are the “game” the huntresses pursue. It is a special delight to make cruel sport of these reprobates. It is all quite expensive to maintain and the fee for a hunt is high so only Mistresses who have acquired significant wealth participate. I am one of those and was happy to pay Marva’s way.

The hunt would start with a cruel trick played on the game beasts. On the eve of the hunt the jailers would appear to have carelessly left several of the beast’s cell doors unlocked, affording them a chance to escape into the surrounding forest. The beasts have been informed that the procedure awaits them, and they are desperate to flee. But each beast has a tiny GPS tracker implanted in his behind, unbeknown to him.

At dawn, the hunt begins. The weapon employed is an air powered rifle that shoots small, plastic shot-filled “beanbags” at high velocity. The pain of impact is severe and strikes terror into the heart of the beast. The object of the hunt is to make the final “nut shot” that will bring the beast to earth in dire pain, unable to rise. The first huntress to lead her game back to the lodge by a leash on the balls wins the hunt and a trophy. I have seven such in a case in my den. I took Marva to the practice range the day before the hunt, but I found that to be unnecessary. Her police training had made her a crack shot.

Five game beasts had been released the night before the hunt and five huntresses pursued them at dawn, Marva, and I among them. All of us were naked save for lug soled hiking boots and a belt from which hung needed items, handcuffs, leashes for the balls, ammunition, and a stun gun in case the beast attacks. And more than one charging beast has been brought down with a skillful nut shot. I have done it myself twice. But, being bullies, most of the beasts are also cowards who prey upon the weak. Strong women strike terror into their hearts and attacks are less common than one might think. The beasts run like scared bunnies most of the time.

Our smart phones had apps on them that allowed us to track the beasts. Each beast would show on the screens as a different colored dot, one assigned to each huntress. Mine was red and Marva’s was orange. We also wore head cameras to record the hunt.

Our quarries would, of course, wander off into the dense dark forest and get lost. There is a maze of trails, none of them going anywhere in particular. It’s difficult to get the proper angle for a nut shot and the guns are only accurate to about thirty yards so stalking skills are needed. Usually, the first shots are meant to drive the beasts from cover and make them flee in pain and terror, knowing they are now the hunted. The beast will run howling and panting through the woods from a stinging shot to the behind and then find a place to hide. But the trackers are infallible and inevitably another shot strikes them, and they will see the huntress who pursues them. Sooner or later the beast will stand bewildered, turning about, not knowing which way to run and that presents the opportunity for the nut shot. Fine markswomanship is still needed and misses are common, making further pursuit necessary.

My quarry was a lean, fast runner with good endurance. He led me on a merry chase through the woods, going from hiding place to hiding place. Often, I would land a shot and he would see me standing with a cruel gleam in my eyes as I reloaded the rifle. He would flee and sometimes I would catch him on the run with a shot to his ass cheek. But, eventually, exhaustion and confusion set in and he stood stupidly in the middle of a small grassy clearing, looking frantically about, wondering where the next shot might come from. I stalked up behind a fallen log, laid on the ground and rested the rifle on it, waiting for him to turn toward me. He spun around, facing me, but I was well hidden, and his balls hung exposed. My shot was unerring, and he doubled over and hit the ground, curled in a fetal position. I leaped from cover and quickly cuffed his hands behind his back.

He was broken and defeated by then and in the proper mood to submit. I rolled him on his back and mounted his head, facing his feet, grabbed him by his sore and bruised balls and twisted, while demanding oral pleasure. My shriek of animal ecstasy echoed through the silent forest. Then I bound his balls in a tight figure 8 with the leather leash and set off back to the lodge at a brisk walk, guided by my GPS.

I yanked the scumbag none to kindly to make him keep up. The leash tightened with each yank and his balls turned a lovely purple. As I went along I heard cries of male pain and female pleasure in the distance and I wondered if anyone would beat me to the finish. When I arrived, I saw Marva standing over her vanquished game beast, a big thuggish skinhead biker type with lots of tattoos. He lay on his belly and she had her foot on his back, rifle raised high, posing for photos. I don’t like to lose but I must say, if I had to, I was glad to lose to my new friend and protégé. I was so proud of her.

One by one the beasts were dragged in. Twenty Mistresses were at the lodge at the time to participate in hunts. They all turned out to watch the brutes get their comeuppance. Photos were taken and posted on the Network website. Then all of the huntresses strapped on big, studded woman cocks and their beasts got the ass rape they so richly deserved. Finally, they were subjected to the procedure at the hands of their captors.

It was performed none too kindly and with preliminary tortures. Each mistress ran long needles through the balls of her victim until he begged to be castrated so the agony would cease. Then the balls were clamped tight to stop bleeding and the cut was made with a razor-sharp knife. It was done slowly so the brutes would feel the severing and the moment of their transition from “man” to eunuch would be etched in their minds. There is nothing quite so satisfying as holding a warm pair of severed balls in you hand showing it to the deserving scumbag you have castrated. Their sobs of despair bring joy to the heart.

Dinner was served afterward, a sumptuous affair with plenty of wine and spirits. The women were randy from witnessing the fate of the beasts and the slaves were rousted from their cells and brought out to serve us. Quite the orgy followed.

When Marva and I had satisfied ourselves, we retired to a quiet corner where some armchairs were set around a big screen TV to talk over more wine and watch the videos of each other’s hunts. I showed mine first It was quite a routine hunt for me but satisfying, nevertheless. Marva’s hunt was a bit more exciting, especially being her first and she had acquitted herself admirably. She narrated as we watched.

“Here I am first sighting the beast crouching in a thicket. I picked up a rock I found and tossed it off to my right. The beast heard it hit the ground and stood up straight to look around. I landed my first shot. He yelps in pain and looks around frantically. But I stayed out of sight. Then he runs for it. I follow until he stops again, and I nail him square on the left ass cheek. He howls and looks around again in a rage, then takes off running again. I catch him with another shot on the backside just before I lose sight of him. This went on for about four or five more shots. I never let him see me, but I could see his rage and fear building at the same time. And he’s a bit chubby and not in great shape, so he was exhausting himself too. Here, I came up on him leaning against a tree and gasping for breath. I decided to show myself and taunt him, saying “having a nice walk in the woods fat boy?”

“He was about fifty yards away on a trail. He turned and saw me, and I noticed his big swastika tattoos. The blind rage on his face when he realized it was a black woman doing this to him was scary. He charged. His eyes were bugging out, his face was purple, and he foamed at the mouth. I tried for a nut shot when he got to within about 30 yards but missed high. It seemed to take the wind out of him a bit and he slowed enough for me to reload. I took careful aim and waited until he was about 10 yards from me before my next shot. It was risky, but I caught him square and he crashed to the ground, cradling him balls in his hands and curling up. I ran to him, used the stun gun for good measure and cuffed him, then put an extra tight tie around his aching nuts and hauled him in.”

Marva was glowing and euphoric.

“Amanda! What a feeling! Such a sense of empowerment. I just feel a strength I never imagined I could have!”

“It’s from the hunt, the just and righteous rape and, most of all, performing the procedure Marla. In one brief moment you transformed that male from a lustful brute to a docile beast of burden. I’ll never forget my first, although I must say the feeling is the same every time I do it. This is just one of several “first times” you will experience as we go along and each one will be unforgettable. You are a natural dominant. It’s too bad you spent all those years of frustration before discovering your true self, but I will do all I can to help you catch up.”

The days and weeks following passed delightfully and Marva and I trained our young slaves together. It’s always sweet to feel a new slave’s tongue growing in length and strength and know he is practicing his yoga diligently out of love for his Mistress. We shared those tongues with each other every day, either singly or taking turns enjoying both at once.

And every evening I brought four slaves out from their cells and the woman cocks reigned. Marva needed to become an experienced and confident cockswoman so when the time came to deflower Jason she would drive the shaft home with authority.

Every morning the slaves were tested by having them reach with their tongues for the marks tattooed on their noses. Jason’s natural head start enabled him to keep pace with Shawn’s growth. One fine day they both passed the test.  Marva and I had grown so close by then we decided on a double deflowering ceremony. We sent out invitations for a week from the next Saturday.

But first, our virgin slaves had to be introduced to the woman cock, a sight they had yet to see. One evening we blindfolded them when we fetched them from their cells and made them grovel behind us to the living room and made then kneel in the center of the rug. We removed their chastity cages, donned cocks, and stood before them shoulder to shoulder, then told them to remove the blindfolds.

There is nothing quite like the look on a new slave’s face when he sees his Mistress standing proud and naked with her big dick jutting from her hairy loins. The mock organs are so lifelike it looks like the Mistress was born with them. Both slaves turned pale in fear and confusion at first, but their erections also rose in a telltale way. They couldn’t help knowing in some vague way what was to happen and there was a glimmer of longing in the way they stared.

A deepthroat fellatio is the required prelude to a slave’s deflowering and much practice is necessary. The slave must learn to take it full down the throat at the first offering of the cock as his Mistress stands with hands on hips, her cock pulsing and vibrating. He must then bring her to orgasm through his own skills and efforts. The cocks are large, ten inches with flared glans, quite a challenge. A Mistress must be patient, yet relentless.

I ordered Shawn to come and suck me and Marva followed suit with Jason. Both slaves were tentative at first but we both gave them words of encouragement and instruction and soon they were licking and sucking in a worshipful way, eager to please us. I hit the switch that set off the vibrations, as did Marva and I could then feel the caresses of Shawn’s tongue and lips upon my cock as pulsing waves of delight.

I became more forceful with him, placing my hand behind his head and pressing the glans against his gullet. He gagged and choked at first, but I could tell he knew what I wanted and was trying. Long experience told me to go slowly and I counseled Marva to do the same. I could see Jason was also giving his all to please her but was struggling as well.

There was nothing to do but press on and before long I felt some give in Shawn’s gullet. I told him how to lower his tongue at its base to enlarge his throat and when I thrust my hips forward the glans slipped past the narrow portal and the shaft slid halfway down. Another thrust sent it to three quarters depth and with the third Shawn’s nose was buried in my bush. I held him that way and looked to check Marva’s progress, gave some helpful hints and soon Jason’s nose was pressed into the nappy thicket. We exchanged a high five.

We withdrew our cocks in unison and there was a pleasing pop from each throat as the glans pulled out. Then it was back down the gullet, much more easily this time. Back and forth we went, guiding the slaves with hands gripping their hair until the cocks slid in and out with ease. The waves of pleasure from caresses of lips and tongues and the tight clutch of the gullets were edging both of us toward the brink. But the final test lay ahead. I released my grip on Shawn’s hair and put my hands on my hips. He seemed to sense it was now his duty to satisfy me on his own. He threw himself into his duty with a worshipful passion I had never before known from a novice slave. Marva had also assumed the same posture by then and Jason was showering her cock with adoration and taking it down full length without the slightest reluctance.

I barked a command that they pick up the pace and each slave took hold of the hips of his Mistress and worked his head back and forth with force and abandon. I felt the welling up of orgasm and reached out to lay my arm across Marva’s shoulders. She responded in kind and we linked arms just as we both passed into the throes. Our knees went all rubbery and collapse to the floor seemed imminent but our slaves held us close around the hips with the cocks full down, supporting us as sweet climax rocked our worlds.

Our slaves were as ready as could be for deflowering. They had been deprived of release for over a week and had been clamped in their devices when in their cells. I had deflowered numerous slaves, but never before had felt such anticipation. I knew Shawn was to be a rare and special slave. His oral attentions were so worshipful and brought me to orgasms the like of which I had never known with other slaves. And my samplings of Jason’s tongue work told me Marva was to be similarly blessed.

Saturday came. Marva and I had refrained from pleasures since Thursday night to make sure we were well horned up for the occasion. I had invited forty Mistresses, the entire membership of the local Network chapter. Food and drink were laid out in abundance in the chamber and it would be eunuch 3’s duty to serve and replenish.

Guests began to arrive at 8 PM though the deflowering would take place at midnight. There were preliminaries, the most important of which was each slave introducing himself to each Mistress by giving her oral pleasure. A throne chair was set by the chamber door and Jason was stationed there on his knees and ready to serve each Mistress as she arrived. Eunuch 3 would take her coat and hang it on a peg. All Mistresses were in varying stages of nudity beneath their coats, some animal naked, some in lingerie, others in leather corsets or crotchless leather body suits that also exposed the breasts. Every pussy was exposed and ready to be served. Marva and I chose complete nudity.

Later, it would be Shawn’s turn to give pleasure to each Mistress in order of arrival. By the time, each Mistress was ready for her second turn she would be horny again and primed for more orgasms.

It was also Marva’s chance to meet her kindred spirits. She was welcomed with open arms. We mingled and socialized, though my heart was pounding in anticipation and I could tell by the way Marva’s hands strayed to her pussy that she was in similar straits. By ten o’clock or so it was Shawn’s turn to begin his round of cunnilingus. Both slaves had been given firm instruction to give ample attention to the anus as well. I was nervous because it was so important that Shawn acquit himself well. Jason had performed admirably if the mad cries of ecstasy coming from the Mistresses and the compliments showered on Marva were anything to go by. I watched anxiously from a distance as Shawn did his duty.

First in line for Shawn was mistress Erica, a tall and statuesque blond. He buried his face deep in her golden-haired snatch and I saw her rock her hips to urge him to go down to her anus first. She shuddered in delight and I knew Shawn had plunged his tongue to her depths and was wriggling it about within her. She grabbed his hair with both hands and held him there for minutes on end, giving out panting moans of pleasure. When she could bear no more she pulled him up to her pussy and could tell he slipped his tongue way up her vagina to caress her G. Then, he slipped a finger up her ass and gently finger fucked her while rubbing his nose on her clit. She came, writhing convulsively and giving out a primal shriek that made everyone turn to look. But Shawn wasn’t finished. He quickly shifted his tongue to her clit and did the flutter, starting a chain of half a dozen more shattering orgasms that left her limp and unconscious for several minutes.

The next in line was Bessie, a large and heavy black woman. She settled into the chair, raised her legs, parted them, and used her fingers to spread her black outer lips, exposing her pink lush tissues. Shawn led with his long tongue, plunging into her vagina. She released her hold on her labia and closed her legs on his head, engulfing it in her big wet cunt and hefty, squashy thighs. I had seen her do this move many times and Shawn must have gotten the message that he would not be allowed to breathe until he had satisfied her.

Bessie kept him in her smothering grip for a good minute, squirming about as her arousal mounted under his tongue. Suddenly, she shuddered, gave out a lusty grunt of pleasure and satisfaction, then relaxed, though her legs remained clenched on Shawn’s head. He thrashed involuntarily, and I could tell his breath had given out. I had to restrain myself from intervening. It would have been rude to interrupt another Mistress’s pleasure.

Bessie just slumped in the chair, heedless, savoring, as was her right. Shawn quivered and then went limp, hanging by his neck. Just in time, Bessie roused from her pleasant stupor and parted her thighs. Shawn rolled to the floor, unconscious. I was about to run to him when Bessie stooped down, pinched his cheek and he revived and rose to his knees. Bessie patted his head with affection, kissed his forehead and gave me a nod of affirmation.

I forced myself to look away as the next Mistress in line, a matronly, gray haired woman who was a judge for the county settled into the chair. I need not have worried. My darling new slave passed every test and I too was showered with praise and requests to swap.

While the Mistresses were taking their pleasure eunuch 3 had been setting up folding chairs in front of a small stage where the deflowerings were to take place. It was covered by two broad scarlet cloths, one for each of us to keep as a cum splattered memento. My bedroom walls are festooned with such from the many I have deflowered.

The Mistresses filled the seats and it was time for matters to proceed. Marva and I led our young prizes up the steps of the stage and stood facing each other sideways to the audience with our slaves on their knees before us. I signaled for eunuch 3 to fetch our cocks. Mine was in its fine walnut case as always. Marva’s was in a similar case but hers had a red ribbon and bow on it. I smiled at her and gestured for her to open it. Within was an exquisite instrument for her pleasure, color matched to her skin tone. She beamed and looked to me with gratitude.

“Oh Amanda! You shouldn’t have!”

“Nothing spared for your enjoyment of this special evening my friend!”

We removed our cocks from their cases and set the cases on the floor beside us. We handed our cocks to our slaves and they installed them on us with trembling but practiced hands. Then we stood before them with big dicks jutting forth, hands on hips. As one, we made the sign and both young slaves knee walked to us and took the cocks full down the throat until their faces were buried in our bushes, then held there. As the signal for them to commence the fellatio we turned on the vibrators. Each slave took a hold of his Mistress’s hips and drew back full length, then pressed forward again, beginning the back and forth motion, their faces slapping our bellies. There were soft pops as glans exited gullets, then plunged in again. They sucked with skill that came from much practice.

As planned and rehearsed, Marva and I slowly stepped toward each other, pressing the slaves back until they were nearly touching, with just enough room to continue their motions. We locked arms and prepared to come as one. When orgasm struck we held ourselves as the slaves kept our cocks full down while wrapping their arms around our hips as our knees went rubbery from the force of our coming.

We stood propped up that way, lost in afterglow, until our bodies firmed. Then we each placed a hand on the forehead of our slaves and pushed away, stepping back a few feet to give ourselves space. We both gestured in the way the slaves, from many rehearsals, knew to mean “assume the position.”

Shawn and Jason each did an about face and bent over with elbows on the floor, foreheads on forearms, asses raised in offering, their heads just a foot apart. I took a moment to look one last time at Shawn’s virgin ass. His orifice looked so tight and it twitched and puckered from his mingled fear and longing. I felt a thrill of anticipation that exceeded any I had felt before, despite being a woman of long experience in deflowering. What a treasure he was and soon he was to be mine completely!

I dropped to my knees behind him and Marva did the same behind Jason. Her eyes were alight with anticipation and I saw her align her cock with Jason’s hole, preparing for the deflowering thrust with no lubrication. I knew her big dick might split the poor tender thing wide open without lube, so I snapped my fingers to get her attention and reached into my dildo case for the tube of KY jelly. I lubed my glans and Shawn’s hole lightly, it had to hurt a bit, but I didn’t want to tear him, then tossed the tube to Marva.

When the slaves were lubed we poised ourselves, each taking a firm grip on the hips of our slaves and digging our nails in. We had agreed on a count of three, which I mouthed silently. On three we both drove hard with our hips, showing no mercy. The slaves had to know who was boss. Both of them gave out those special and thrilling cries of pain unique to a virgin slave being deflowered. I saw Marva’s shaft plunge in to half its length. But Shawn was so tight that only the flared glans disappeared into him. I could tell it was going to be an inch by inch process with him and each driving thrust would have to hurt. I pitied the poor dear but there can be no compromises. The pain of deflowering had to be indelibly imprinted in his memory.

Marva had reached full depth into Jason with only three thrusts, each accompanied by that sweet sound. As agreed, she held herself with cock full in, waiting for me to plunge into Shawn until he felt the tickle of my bush on his behind. I drove forward again and gained another inch, bringing a whimpered plea for mercy from him. My answer was a harder thrust that gained two inches and made him break down into pathetic sobs that only inflamed my lust. But I spoke words of encouragement to him as well.

“Try to relax dear! I has to hurt at first but soon you will love it, I promise!”

I drove hard and over and over as he whimpered and sniveled. Finally, I felt the softness of his buns against my thighs and my cock had vanished inside him. I looked to Marva and we drew back until just the glans were inside, lubed the shafts well, and threw our hips forward in unison.

Both cocks plunged to the depths this time and we each went to rutting hard. Now my instrument of pleasure came to its fullest fruition as the tactile sensations from the tight clench of Shawn’s sphincter were transmitted in waves to my erogenous tissues. Never would he be tighter and more pleasing! I lapsed into frenzied abandonment, heedless of his whimpers and sobs, awaiting the inevitable. Within the minute came the transition, his sounds now those of growing pleasure, his pleas now to be fucked harder. I was happy to oblige, rutting myself toward the brink, awaiting the trigger.

I have deflowered more than my share of males but never before has one of them made so sweet a sound of surrender, emasculation, and helpless pleasure. I tumbled over the precipice at just the moment of Jason’s quavering cry of unmanning and delight and Marva’s shriek of triumphant ecstasy. What sweet harmony the four of made in our throes! And there was an answering orgasmic chorus from the audience as many fingers had been busy between many legs.

Marva and I withdrew our cocks and rose, each using a foot to roll our slaves sideways to reveal the copious splatters of cum upon the scarlet cloths. Puddles of woman cum darkened the fabric too.  With sharp kicks were urged the slaves up to their knees to suck the cocks clean. The audience went wild as Marva and I exchanged a high five.

As was customary, I made my slaves available for the pleasure of the Mistresses during the after party/orgy and had rented ten others from the common pool. Marva and I were both pleasantly spent and sated so we seated ourselves on thrones and just watched the proceedings as Shawn and Jason licked our feet. In the end, the slaves lay tossed in a pile on the floor, used up and drained of every drop of cum from the cocks of the Mistresses.

The next day, Shawn began his life as my special one, a slave who served me every day and shared my bed. The others of my harem served their purposes, of course, second tongues and rear end duty being needed. And I shared them with Marva as well.

Now, we turned our attention to the urgent matter of building Marva’s harem. It can be a long process because suitable males can be few and far between. But my new friend had large ambitions and the process was shortened when she was confronted one morning at work by an arrogant and sexist young detective from the missing person’s squad named Jim Powell.  He was investigating Jason’s disappearance and his suspicions had focused on Marva. She was the last to be seen with Jason, leaving the precinct in the van for the “stakeout.” She had taken the van without authorization but didn’t think they had been seen. It was a knotty problem but Marva, ever proactive, had a solution.

“I can tell Jim Powell is part pit bull and part bloodhound Amanda. He’s like me in a way, relentless. And he’s following me. I’d like you to meet him. Let’s go out for coffee tomorrow morning. You can bet he’ll make an appearance.”

We went out to our favorite place for breakfast and coffee and had barely settled in when a handsome, brown haired, green eyed, athletic looking young male with a supercilious way about him came right up to the table and flashed his badge. He looked at each of us with a smug and knowing expression.

“Aha! Who have we here? The highly suspect Dr. Amanda Blake and the erstwhile missing persons detective who was investigating her, out for coffee like the best of friends. I think both of you will look lovely in orange! Have a nice day!”

He turned on his heel and left and I noted his tight and fetching buns. I looked at Marva and gave her my take.

“What a pig-male bastard! But he is a looker. Too bad he’s such a jerk.”

“Yes Amanda, he is a nice piece of ass. My pussy gets wet in spite of me every time I see him. And he will dog our steps until we are in orange jump suits if we don’t do something.”

“Do you have a plan Marva?”

“Indeed, I do. We’re going to “disappear” him as soon as possible. And that tight ass is going to be mine!”

“You want to try and turn him and enslave him? That’s ambitious. He’ll be a much tougher nut than Jason. Two of my slaves were pig-males before I got to them, but I was a much more experienced Mistress. Are you up to this?”

The gleam in her eyes was all the answer I needed. Jim Powell’s fate was sealed. It might take weeks, but I knew one day his tongue would grow to the length that pleases and I would see my friend Marva up on that stage with him on his knees before her and upon her command he would perform the fellatio, then turn, bend over and assume the position!

Mistress by Proxy

Steven sat staring at his laptop, openmouthed in amazement, at the email that had appeared out of nowhere in the account he reserved for his secret, erotic purposes. It was from a woman who called herself Mistress Susan and she was saying how much she had enjoyed a femdom story he had written and posted on a website.

As an amateur writer of erotic fiction with the emphasis on dominance of women over men it was a dream come true. He had received much positive feedback about his stories from men who shared his inclinations but had always wondered if women might find them enjoyable as well. To have a full-fledged dominant mistress whose husband was her slave praise his work was more than he could ever have hoped for. He replied immediately, thanking her profusely for this validation.

Steven had just turned forty and had been widowed five years before when his beloved wife had been in a horrific car crash. A shy and introverted man, he had spent those five years lonely and womanless. He wasn’t inclined to pursue women in bars and found prostitutes repugnant. He dabbled in online dating sites but found them to be filled with shallow and selfish people.

And, more and more, his hidden inclination had emerged. All his life, even before puberty he had entertained fantasies of being dominated, degraded, and enslaved by strong women. He had found some outlet for his fantasies in his marriage. His wife had been a strong willed and lustful woman who insisted upon being satisfied through cunnilingus and anallingus before permitting him to enter her and satisfy himself. But his fantasies ran well beyond that, into the extreme, involving whippings, genital torture, strapons, toilet servitude and whatever else his perverse imagination could conjure. His writing gave him an outlet for these fantasies and his stories were lurid, filled with relentless sexual activity, and written with expressive passion.

There began a prolonged communication between himself and Mistress Susan. She revealed that her life as a Mistress did indeed include most of the elements of his stories, including her insistence that her husband’s mouth serve as her toilet. Matters even extended beyond Steven’s boundaries to demanding her husband perform sex acts with other men. She confessed that watching him degrade himself by performing fellatio upon her command gave her great pleasure. And she belonged to a wide network of people with similar proclivities.

Steven indulged freely in masturbatory activity with perverse embellishments and he confessed these to Mistress Susan feeling a compulsion to bare his soul. He said he knew he should refrain from this but admitted he was too weak to stop himself.

He professed his longing to become a slave, but Mistress Susan was skeptical. She doubted he understood the reality of it all and believed that when confronted with that reality he would quail in the face of it and reveal himself as a pretender. To prove her point Mistress asked him if he ate his cum after he masturbated, and Steven confessed that he would begin his masturbation with the intent and strong desire to do so but once he ejaculated his desire would pass and he would just wipe his mess from the floor. Mistress told him this was clear evidence he was a pretender whose only concern was satisfying his own desires.

Their communication continued over several weeks, but Steven became clingy and needy and pressed her to admit there was some kind of “relationship” between them. This angered her, and she tersely terminated their communications, saying she was happily married to her slave husband and had a full and rewarding life with no need for some clingy pretender. Steven accepted this with some sadness and troubled her no more.

But, after a couple of months, in spite of herself, Mistress Susan, couldn’t entirely stop thinking about him. She had come to at least like him during their conversations and felt some pity for him in his longing and loneliness. And she found it irksome to know for certain there was a man out there masturbating without inhibition, enjoying it, and not even lapping up his cum. It offended her every instinct as a Mistress. Though she didn’t want to waste any more of her own time on him she came up with a solution.

Steven had divulged his general whereabouts to her. As it happened, she was acquainted with another Mistress who resided in that locale, an old friend, Andrea, with whom she had lost touch over the years.  She had heard over the grapevine that Andrea had been widowed as well about a year ago, her beloved slave husband being taken by an untimely heart attack.

Mistress Susan still had Andrea’s email and she chose to contact her and explain her dilemma. Andrea’s curiosity was piqued. She confessed to being lonely and horny. Mistress Susan forwarded the emails between herself and Steven to familiarize Andrea with his situation. Then, believing matters to be in good hands she forgot about Steven for the time being but didn’t rule out following up on things later out of curiosity.

Steven got another shocking and thrilling email sometime later from a woman who introduced herself as Mistress Andrea:

“Steven. Mistress Susan, an old friend of mine, has contacted me regarding you. She has forwarded emails to me that make me familiar with your situation, your ‘longings’ and your aspiration to be a slave. I find your confessed masturbatory behavior to be particularly offensive and disgusting. While I share her doubts about your sincerity, I will nevertheless grant you the opportunity to prove us wrong. I will expect you to report to my home Friday evening a seven o’clock sharp. Tardiness will not be tolerated and will add considerably to the severe punishment that already awaits you for your wanking. I intend to make your every fantasy a reality and go well beyond your so called ‘limits.’ If you wish to prove yourself, I will expect to see you naked and on your knees before me Friday evening.  You need not reply to this message. Your failure to arrive will be proof positive you are a fraud.”

She went on to give him her address on a street in an old and stately neighborhood in the city.

Steven’s hands shook, and he sweated as he read and reread the message. It was early Thursday morning and he knew the two days ahead would be eternity. Terror mingled with his longing. He called in sick from work that day and Friday as well, knowing he would be distracted and worthless. It was January and bitter cold outside, but he took some long walks regardless to ease the stress of waiting. He drank two bottles of merlot Thursday night to knock himself out, knowing sleep would be otherwise impossible.

Friday afternoon was spent vacillating. His cock was stiff and dripping in his pants as he anticipated what might happen and he had to force himself to refrain from using his hand to ease himself, sensing Mistress Andrea would somehow discern his guilt, with consequences he dared not contemplate. But then fear would take hold and he would wilt and decide, for the moment, to stand her up.

But in the end, at 6:30 he got in his car and set out. Snow and Friday after work traffic slowed him and he had to park a block from her house with just five minutes to spare. He half ran to her door and rang the bell. There was a speaker beside the door and he heard her voice, deep pitched and stern.

“You’re late! Enter!”

The door opened into a spacious foyer and he heard her again through another speaker.

“Remove your clothing and crawl down the hallway to the first doorway on the left.”

He obeyed with hands shaking so badly he tangled himself in his clothes as he stripped. He groveled down the hallway over the hard, polished black granite tiles to find a wide doorway into a vast living room furnished in elegant dark wood and black leather. There was a large coffee table in the center of the room with couches and armchairs arranged around it. On the left was a fireplace, where a fire burned bright. And seated in a large, thronelike black leather chair at the other end of the room was Mistress Andrea.

From twenty feet or so distance her could see she was an average sized woman with dark brown hair in a bun, wearing a low-cut black silk, dress, fishnet stockings and black spike heeled pumps. She pointed to a spot on the floor before her throne.

“Come here Steven!”

He made haste to crawl to her, hurting his knees on the hard tiles. When he reached the spot, he stopped and knelt with eyes cast down, trembling. To his shame, he was rampantly erect and could tell he was dripping. He looked up at her furtively and met deep green eyes set in an attractive oval face with full, sensuous lips, now with a stern and disapproving expression. She was perhaps a bit plump but in a shapely sort of way with full, heavy breasts. The dress exposed deep cleavage. He guessed she was some years his senior but well preserved and exuding a dominant and predatory sexuality. Her eyes were riveted on his erection and her lip curled in contempt.

“Look at you, you pig! Hard as wood and dripping your filth on my floor. Lick it up!”

He looked down and saw the wide puddle of his precum. He went to hands and knees and stooped to lap it up, taking care to leave the floor spotless, then resumed his kneeling posture, his erection still jutting.

“Come closer Steven!”

He knee-walked forward a couple of feet, glanced up again and saw her holding a long riding crop which she swung in a fierce unerring stroke that struck his glans full on. The stabbing pain doubled him over and his cock wilted. He recovered a bit and straightened up, cock now hanging limp. It took all his will to keep it down.

“When I want you to have an erection I will tell you. But for now, you are unworthy so any more rising will earn you another stroke. This introductory session between us will be brief compared to the others that might follow if you persuade me of your sincere desire to be an unselfish slave who shows absolute and unquestioning obedience and submission. Now kiss my feet!”

He all but flung himself to his belly on the floor and showered her shoes and insteps until she raised one foot and ordered him to lick the sole of her shoe and then suck on the heel. He obeyed each command immediately. She made him switch to the other foot and repeat then put her foot against his forehead and shoved him back. His erection had grown again despite him and he bowed low to hide it. But she ordered him to kneel at attention and he got another, even harder, crop stroke when this exposed him.

“You will get the same every time until you learn. Now for a test. Look at me!”

He first looked up into her eyes, but she directed his gaze lower until he saw she had hiked up her skirt to reveal she wore no panties, only garters. She parted her legs to exhibit herself fully. Her dense bush was raven black and riven by her lurid pink gash. She used the fingers of one hand to part her ragged labia and expose her large and protuberant clitoris.

His cock rose again, and he got another fierce lash, making him droop once more.

“You will watch now while I pleasure myself and if you can control your erection you will earn the right to masturbate yourself!”

She began a lewd self-fondling using both hands, rubbing her clit, probing into her vagina, sometimes licking her fingers. Desperate, he willed his cock to stay limp until she reached her climax, convulsing, shuddering, crying out, then slumping sated with legs draped over the arms of the chair. She recovered and looked down at his cock, her expression approving when she saw he still hung limp.

“Excellent Steven! You may now become erect and give yourself relief!”

His hand found his cock and it stiffened to the fullest in seconds. He blushed crimson but began to stroke himself. She helped him along by fondling herself more with a lewd gleam in her eyes. It took less than a minute for him to grunt in pleasure and erupt, spewing half a dozen creamy spurts over the floor. He dropped to hands and knees, feeling shriveled and shamed. Then he heard her iron voice.

“Lick up your pig slime!”

He shuddered by obeyed instantly, knowing she would settle for nothing else. She stood over him, using the toe of her shoe to show him drops he had missed, giving him a hard lash for each one she had to point out. When he finished she took her seat and he knelt at attention, eyes cast down, cock now safely limp.

“That will be your last chance to come, indefinitely. I just wanted to watch for my own amusement and to see how much you ejaculate. I must say, you produce an ample quantity and I like that. But now, in this same vein, we must take up the subject of your history of wanton masturbation. You have earned harsh punishment for this and matters are aggravated by your tardiness.”

She stood and stepped aside. He looked up at her and saw she was holding a wooden cane.

“Bend over the chair Steven! You must be caned until the blood runs to atone for your offenses!”

He obeyed instantly, though trembling in fear. He heard a whoosh and felt a searing pain across his behind. It was followed by another and then the strokes continued without letup. She was strong, and the strokes were hard. By the tenth he was crying out for mercy, but she continued in a relentless cadence, heedless. His ass felt on fire and he sobbed pathetically but still the strokes fell. It was clear mercy was an alien concept to her. But at last she ceased and held the bloodied cane before his eyes.

She ordered him to kneel before her again, then parted her legs and beckoned him forward.

“You will taste me now Steven. Later, if you earn it, I will teach you to make me come.”

He crawled close and she reached out to grab his forelock and pull his face into her wet pussy. Her animal perfume dizzied him, and he felt her spell take hold of him. She rolled her hips to smear her juice heavily over his nose and lips, then turned in the chair and presented her shapely behind, using her hands to part her cheeks, exposing her soiled brown nether blossom.

“You will taste this too now Steven. You will lick it clean. You will become even more intimately acquainted with it but that is for another time.”

He recoiled at first but only for a second, then leaned in to press his face between her lovely cheeks and put tongue to her anus. Expecting it to be foul he instead found her taste rich and sweet and he knew he was now irrevocably in her thrall. His only fear was that he might fail her and be sent forever from her presence. When every seam and crease was spotless he continued and was joyful when she responded with sighs of pleasure. But after a minute or two she pulled away and pushed him back from the chair, resuming her seat.

He knelt at attention and felt his cock rising again. She noticed too, and a sharp stroke put an end to it. Then she held up a strange looking object, a kind of miniature wire cage with some leather straps and buckles.

“We are almost finished for the evening Steven. But first I must install this chastity device on you to make sure there is no foolishness between now and our next session a week from today.”

She bent and slid the cage over his shaft, then tightened the straps and buckles to hold it in place. The straps also stretched his balls out to the sides, making his sack tight and shiny. His balls soon turned a lurid purple.

“You will go home now Steven. You will not wash your face or shower until Monday morning. I want my scent to remind you of me all weekend. You will find the cage has some rather sharp spikes within that will punish erection. Your balls will begin to ache rather badly too. You will endure these things until I believe you have earned release. There is no set time for this. Prepare yourself to suffer indefinitely. Now go! I will expect you back here at the same time next Friday and don’t be late!  Repeated tardiness will be punished even more severely.”

Steven crawled back to the foyer, dressed and returned to his car. Her scent was strong in his nostrils as he drove home, and he felt the cruel spikes biting into his cock as it grew within the cage. It took much wine to bring sleep. The weekend was an ordeal of torment and longing with every inhalation bringing her scent. It was mitigated only by his being helplessly enamored of Mistress Andrea and being overjoyed that he was to see her again.

Monday morning, he showered and shaved. He had no choice but to go to work, but it was hell from the moment he got there. Even with her scent gone the memory of her lingered and he found himself sitting at his desk with eyes closed visualizing her. His boss yelled at him several times and gave him dirty looks until he managed to shape up. But the ache in his balls was relentless and his ass was so sore from the caning he found it hard to sit. Wine put him to sleep every night.

For her part Andrea was well pleased with her first encounter with Steven. He was indeed pleasingly submissive and passably attractive. And there was no doubt he had fallen hopelessly in love with her.  She looked forward eagerly to their upcoming second session when she would begin his training in giving her pleasure.

The past year had been a lonely one. She had lost touch with the circle of likeminded friends, both Mistresses and Masters, since she no longer owned a slave to contribute to the frequent orgies that were held among them. Her fingers and some toys had to suffice to ease her most of the time. Occasionally, an old friend would lend her a slave for an evening, but she didn’t like to impose. She was 47 but looked much younger because she took the best care of herself. But finding a new loving slave had been difficult even though she drew her share of admiring glances and come-ons. She had dated a bit but once her inclinations were revealed the vanilla men all bet fled from her.

She still had her doubts about whether Steven was capable of the depths of submissiveness necessary for him to perform the more extreme acts that would be expected of him as a slave.

Friday came, and Steven’s workday seemed eternal. He rushed home afterward and showered and shaved, so he would be immaculate and perfect when he presented himself to Mistress Andrea. He arrived ten minutes early, but she made him kneel naked in the chilly foyer until seven sharp, whereupon he groveled to the living room.

He turned the corner into the doorway, looked toward the end of the room and tried to suppress his gasp of amazed excitement. There she was in the chair as before but naked except for thigh high black leather stiletto heeled boots. His cock had been pressing painfully against the spikes of the cage all week but now it made him flinch as it expanded further. He crawled close and looked into her eyes, seeing amusement and lust. No doubt she could see the helpless desire in his own eyes.

She stood, stepped forward and turned on a heel exhibiting herself. Her nakedness revealed her classic beauty, the exquisite and sumptuous curves. His balls not only ached but throbbed.

“You like what you see Steven? Come closer now and lick my boots! Down low!”

He bent to lick her feet first, working his way in a full circle around her. She reached down and tugged him by the hair to urge him upward and her laved the leather over every square inch until he reached the top hem.

“Continue Steven! Higher!  Kiss me now! Every inch!”

Perhaps six inches of her thighs were exposed between the tops of the boots and her cunt. He started on her right thigh and she first guided him around behind her full, swelling hip to her cheek. His lips left no spot untouched. He covered her buttock with adoring kisses until he reached her cleft. She reached behind and pressed his head into it, rolling her hips to wedge his face between the creamy mounts. Her skin was silken on his face. She bent forward and pushed back so her anus was pressed to his lips.

“Lick me there Steven! It feels so good and it lets me know you really love me and know your place!”

Driven by love and longing he never felt before he went to his duty with passion, licking everywhere, rewarded by her sighs of pleasure.

“Now I want to feel your tongue inside me Steven! Deep as you can go!”

He felt her orifice relax a bit and slithered his tongue into it, feeling it pass her sphincter, until he felt the softness of her rectum. She moaned her approval, keeping him at it until his tongue tired. Then she had him worship her left cheek and hip before guiding him to where her pussy awaited, now oozing wet.

He nuzzled in her dense aromatic bush, his erection pressing all the more painfully against the spikes, the throbbing ache in his balls worsening beyond belief. She made him lick her slit, then rubbed her cunt full over his face to smear him with her juice, before pushing him back and away, resuming her seat. Steven took his place on his knees before her.

Their eyes met, and she was delighted to see his vacant gaze of utter enthrallment. But would she ever be able to break down any boundaries or limits he might have? At the session’s end she meant to give him his first small test.

“Well and good Steven. I can feel your love for me and it makes me happy, though you have yet to fully prove yourself. Do your balls ache?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Does the cage hurt your cock?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Unfortunately, Steven I cannot grant you release yet. You have much suffering ahead of you to atone for your long history of wanton and heedless masturbation. That unearned pleasure carries severe punishment, of which you have only experienced a preliminary. Now, I want to know every detail of your sexual experience. Anything you reveal that indicates selfish lust, mistreatment or disrespect of women will add to the length of your punitive ejaculatory deprivation. I will know if you are holding back and if I must pry things out of you that too will add to your punishment.”

Steven had never been a big lady’s man, but he’d had his share of women over the years. And he was indeed guilty of multiple transgressions, especially when young. He had never committed any violence against a woman but had pinched and slapped some asses and groped some women in bars when drunk. He had never raped but had more than once seduced a naïve young woman with blandishments just to use her for sex. There had been the typical promises to call them. He spilled his guts freely, fearing the consequences of holding back more than of confessing.

Had had married at age 26 and had found some measure of fulfillment of his latent longings with his wife, who had some dominant inclinations. She was very much the boss in the bedroom and every evening they made love she would dictate how she expected to be satisfied. But nothing she demanded approached the extremes his secret fantasies involved. He adored her and became quite adept at pleasuring her, even doing online research to find ways to enhance her orgasms. But then she had been cruelly torn from his life, leaving him grieving in solitude.

Andrea’s heart went out to him when he described his marriage and bereavement. She wondered if his wife might have become a full-blown Mistress if subjected to the proper influences, their marriage becoming female led. And, she was eager to test his skills at oral pleasuring.

Steven finished his confessions and knelt silent with head bowed. Andrea pressed him.

“Look at me Steven!”

He looked up, meeting her eyes.

“Is that everything? Don’t bother lying. I will know, and you will regret it.”

He looked into her eyes, unwavering. “It’s everything Mistress.”

“I believe you Steven. Your past transgressions are not of the most egregious sort, but still they cannot go unpunished. You will get another caning this evening and you will suffer denial of orgasm for another month. Any whining or begging will only add more weeks to your sentence.”

She rose from her chair, picked up the cane that lay beside it and pointed to the chair. He knew to bend over it and offer his ass for punishment. Fifty harsh strokes fell on his ass, still tender from last week’s punishment. He cried out in pain with each, bringing wet warmth between Andrea’s thighs. With the last stroke she grabbed his hair, pulled him back from the chair and slipped into it with legs parted, his face inches from her cunt.

“You may give me pleasure now Steven. You have all but boasted of your skills. Let us see if you can live up to that!”

She pulled his face into her crotch and shuddered in delight when she felt his tongue work begin. Indeed, his late wife had trained him well. He seemed to sense her readiness to come and after some initial lapping and tasting he focused on her clit and worked it hard, sucking it in between his lips and wriggling his tongue’s tip against it. Her orgasm took her by surprise, its suddenness and intensity. She bucked and convulsed in the chair with a wail of ecstasy and then felt him continue with just the softest fluttering of his tongue on her clit. Half a dozen more waves of delight coursed through her body until she all but turned to jelly and lay draped in the chair, muscles too slack for her to move.

She lay in afterglow, softly petting his head, steeling herself against revealing the growing affection she felt. And there was no need she should deny herself the pleasures she had been deprived of for so long. He would spend the weekend with her, would share her bed and receive in depth and rigorous training. But she would let fall no hint how delighted she had been with his cunnilingus, lest he slack off in his efforts to please. She recovered herself and rose to sit upright.

“That was sufficient Steven, but barely. You are in urgent need of further training, so you will spend the weekend here with me. Now remove my boots and fetch the ottoman over here. Then you will lick my feet. There is much I have to say.”

Steven obeyed, first helping her slip from her boots, then carrying the ottoman over so she could rest her feet upon it. He was mad with longing and feelings of passionate adoration and he poured them out in his worship of her feet, delirious amid the scent of her pussy and the salty leather taste of her toes. The ache from his balls was torment but he was overjoyed that he would not be made to leave after just a brief session. He ran his tongue between her toes and she sighed in pleasure and enlightened him about what lay ahead in their relationship.

“Mistress Susan has given you an idea what will be expected of you as a full-fledged slave. You will be expected to perform the more extreme acts she described as we go along but, but you will be introduced to them gradually. You must understand that when I do order you to perform one of them you must obey immediately and without hesitation. Failure to do so the first time will be punished by the whip and two more weeks will be added to your sentence of orgasm denial. If you fail a second time I am afraid I will have to terminate our relationship. I can settle for nothing less than absolute and unquestioning obedience and submission.  Now I would like to come again so move the ottoman aside, come here and lick my anus to warm me up.”

He obeyed instantly, pushing the stool out of the way and leaning in. She parted her legs and raised her knees. He saw her brown vortex there below her cunt, puckering in her anticipation. Leading with his tongue’s tip he pressed his face into her wet crotch and went to work with adoring hunger, running his tongue in as far as it would go, thrilling to her moan of delight.

Andrea basked in the rapture of it. A tongue in her anus always brought slow but steadily building arousal to a point where her body cried out for sweet release. She kept him at it long, until the warm wet itch in her pussy was too much to bear, then gasped one last command.

“My pussy now Steven! Lick it and put your finger where your tongue was!”

It was a trick that never failed to produce a soul rending climax. She shuddered, spasmed, let out a shriek, then another and Steven could feel her orifice clenching rhythmically on his finger as the waves of orgasm coursed through her body. Then she seemed to melt in the chair and he had to press forward with his shoulders to keep her from sliding senseless to the floor.

When she recovered she sent him to the kitchen to fetch a bottle of red wine and a glass. He poured, and she put him back to work on her feet as she relaxed, picking up her phone, checking and returning emails and texts for an hour or so, sipping down two glasses.  Then she laid herself belly down on the adjacent sofa and had him massage her back and legs with lotion, then flipped over so he could do the rest of her body. Her skin was silk beneath his hands. When finished she allowed him to kiss her everywhere. The intimacies with her luscious body inflamed his ache and longing and he poured out his worship. He wondered how he could ever endure an entire month without release. But the thought of failing her and losing her strengthened his resolve.

Andrea sensed the depth of his adoration and could barely contain herself. It seemed her time of loneliness might well be over. But he had yet to go much beyond the acts he had performed before in his life and remained untested. She would give him one such test that very evening, but his worship of her body had inflamed her, and she wanted to come one last time. She pushed his head down between her legs and guided him through a slow and tender cunnilingus. Her orgasm was soft yet all-consuming and it sated her for the evening. Then it was time for him to be tested. She shoved him back gently and he knelt.

“Now lie on your back Steven!” She was pleased and encouraged by the immediacy of his obedience. She stood with his head between her feet and looked down at him briefly, then squatted so her pussy hovered above his mouth.

“That wine has gotten the best of me Steven. I see no reason to go all the way to the bathroom since I have you here. You will drink from me now. This will be the first major test of your submission and obedience. Spilling will earn you harsh punishment.  Now open your mouth!”

She saw his eyes go wide in surprise and fear, but he still opened wide immediately. She let go.

Steven stared up at her pussy and saw a golden torrent cascade from her ragged labia. It filled his mouth and he nearly panicked, thinking he might spill but he gulped it down somehow, without closing his mouth, and was filled again with her pungent, salty-bitter nectar. He had, at first, inwardly cringed in revulsion but, to his surprise, he looked forward to each filling of his mouth with growing thirst. It came from her and was suffused with her essence. He gulped again, and the flow continued through two more fillings and swallowings. Then she lowered her dripping cunt and he knew to lick and suck the leavings from it. Not a drop had fallen to the floor.

Andrea felt growing hope. He had passed his first test to perfection. She would delay the final and most profound one for the duration of his sentence of deprivation. His longing and desire had to be at their zenith and his release would be his reward for that ultimate act of submission. But now it was bedtime.

“Up on your hands and knees and follow me to the bedroom Steven. I’m exhausted, and very relaxed. This has been a delightful evening, but much hard work lies ahead of you.”

He groveled behind her down a long hallway to a door at the far end. Her canopy bed was huge, larger in width and length than king size. She made him draw back the covers, laid herself down on the far side of the bed, had him lie crosswise to her with his head pillowed on her thighs then pulled the covers over them both. He lay with her bush tickling his nose and lips, drinking in her scent with each breath. His ache grew almost beyond enduring and his cock pressed ever harder against the cruel spikes. He felt her relax and slip into deep, sweet sleep of a satisfied woman. The warmth and comfort beneath the covers overcame him and, somehow sleep came to him.

Andrea awoke to see it was already 9:00. She woke Steven with a soft tug on his ear and made him lie between her parted legs and place his mouth over her pussy. With a sigh of relief, she filled his mouth with her strong morning piss and was delighted by the way he guzzled it down with a thirst. Then he served her orally from top to bottom through three fine orgasms.

When satisfied she sent him to the bathroom to shower, shave and relieve himself. When he returned she dispatched him to the kitchen with instructions on how to prepare her breakfast. Then she went to the bathroom herself to use the toilet. Donning her black silk robe, she we to the kitchen where Steven was busy making the very large omelet and toast she had ordered. He served her coffee first, the finished preparation of the eggs and brought her breakfast to the table. She made him kneel nearby while she ate. She finished a little more than half of her and put her plate on the floor, so he could stoop to hands and knees to eat it.

Breakfast finished, she ordered him to clean up and wash the dishes, then crawl to the living room to join her. She knelt on the seat of her chair, presenting her somewhat soiled anus and had him lick it spotless. He needed to get used to the taste. She made him linger at it well after she was cleaned, just to enjoy a fine rimming.

Properly cleaned and pleasantly rimmed she made him kneel before her and she released him from the chastity cage. His cock rose to near vertical, stiff as wood. She found this most pleasing and fondled and stroked it, nearly making him come.

“I’ve never seen a cock so hard Steven. Does this show how much you love me and want me?

“Yes Mistress!”

“Wonderful Steven! That makes me happy. I will let you be free of the cage for the weekend because I can keep an eye on you and I’m sure there won’t be any hanky-panky. It also pleases me to see you so erect out of love for me. But your balls are another matter.”

She opened a box that sat on the end table next to her. It contained multiple devices and she chose a soft black leather one with laces. It proved to be a stretcher that forced his balls far out from his body and parted them. With a sharp tug she tightened the laces, making his stretched scrotum tight and shiny. His balls soon turned a lurid deep purple. She squeezed each one between thumb and forefinger, making him moan from his ache.

“They must ache terribly Steven, not that it matters to me. Much suffering lies ahead for you to atone for your misdeeds and this is only just. Today I have multiple household chores for you to perform but first you will go and draw me a bath.”

He went to the bathroom and started filling the big whirlpool tub. She came into the bathroom and shed her robe, then slipped into the steaming water and invited him to join her. He bathed her with loving hands, then dried her with a large soft towel as she stood splendidly nude. He made bold to kneel and cover her lovely behind with kisses and she permitted it, loving the feeling of once again having an adoring slave.

Then he helped her into her robe again and she ordered him to hands and knees, mounted him sidesaddle and rode him back to her chair. The list of chores was long, vacuuming, dusting, scrubbing floors on hands and knees, cleaning the bathrooms. He was also to prepare her lunch at mid-day.

She felt a sweet contentment as she watched her naked slave going about his duties, his jutting cock and purple balls attesting to his longing and desire for her. She had so much missed being waited on hand and foot and it was especially delightful to once again be able to enjoy orgasm whenever she pleased. A mere snap of her fingers sufficed to have him on his knees serving her and she availed herself several times during the day. He performed the cunnilingus with the adoring passion that only a long-deprived slave could show.

Supper time came, and she made him broil a large steak, bake a potato and make her a salad. As at breakfast and lunch, she ate her fill and gave him the scraps and half eaten leavings. The evening was spent stark naked in relaxation and playful, sometimes cruel pleasures, lubricated by ample quantities of wine.

She mounted his back and rode him room to room around the house, loving the absolute obedience of her steed to her every command. It aroused her, and she made him kneel and serve her. Then she had him stand at attention with his cock jutting and gave it a sound whack with her crop, just to see it wilt, then rise again, ready for another whack. She repeated until she was again aroused and enjoyed another exquisite orgasm under his worshipful tongue. Then it was back to attention while she flicked each of his tender, swollen balls with her finger until the pain put him on the floor in fetal position and groaning. And he drank from her at need.

All of it served to teach him that as her slave it was his lot to serve and suffer, submit and obey, and above all, give pleasure and satisfaction without expecting reciprocation.

Then it was bedtime again and another night of sweet longing beneath the sheets, nuzzling her pussy until sleep overcame them both.

Sunday morning was a reprise of Saturday. After her bath she enthroned herself and had him fetch a finely crafted wooden box from a nearby bookcase shelf. It was perhaps a foot long and six by six. She opened it and took out an object that made a thrill of mingled fear and desire run through him. It was a large strapon phallus, amazingly real looking with big balls at its base and a vaginal bulb at right angles to it for her pleasure. He stared, openmouthed, as he knelt before her. She laughed, but kindly.

“Yes Stephen; you are not the only one with a cock. The difference is that your cock will never enter my body but mine will one day enter yours. You remain a virgin in the truest sense of the word and, at the proper time, I will take that virginity from you and what you think of as your “manhood” too. That time has yet to be determined. It may never come because you yet have some tests ahead of you and you might not pass them. But I think you most likely will and on a very special occasion I will use my cock to make you mine once and for all.  And then you will come in a way that will give you such pleasure you will long for my cock every waking moment of your life and dream of it every night.”

She laid the cock on the coffee table in plain sight, then found more menial chores for him to do for the rest of the day. It pleased and amused her to see his furtive and fearful glances at the big member as he went about his tasks.  At eight o’clock in the evening she enjoyed one last cunnilingus, reinstalled his chastity cage and sent him home with instructions to return at the same time Friday evening.

Andrea contacted Mistress Susan with a progress report on Steven in case she was interested: “Steven is delightfully sweet and submissive and gives most satisfactory oral pleasure. He has drunk from me, a milestone, but the least of the tests of submission that lie before him. I have shown him my cock and told him what I mean to do with it. I wish you could see the way he looks at it, the fear in his eyes. But I sense he also wants it. He will be confronted with a sterner test this coming weekend.”

Steven had thought the work week before had been an eternity of longing and torment, but it was nothing compared to the week that followed. He stuck to his cubicle, bent over his computer, either forcing himself to work or pretending as the throbbing ache in his balls and the stabbing pain of the spikes pushed him near the brink of madness. At home he had to drink himself to sleep.

Friday came, and he arrived just in the nick, undressed and groveled to the living room. There was nothing new that evening, just oral pleasuring and another caning. Saturday began as had the previous with chores and he served her orally several times. He drank from her at need. The cock still lay on the table and his Mistress enjoyed his fearful yet longing glances at it. Saturday night brought a surprise.

After dinner Andrea retied to the living room while Steven washed the dishes. When finished, he joined her there, taking his place on his knees before her awaiting her next command. First, she made him go to her wine cellar and fetch as many bottles of red as he could carry and set them out on the coffee table. Then he fetched eleven glasses from the hutch along the wall and set them on the table as well. She had him pick up an armchair from the living room, carry it to the foyer, set it down near the door and kneel facing the door. He ventured a puzzled look up at her.

“Because I now have a new slave in training Steven I can renew some old friendships and restart my social life. For the past year I haven’t had a slave to contribute to group activities. Tonight, I will be hosting the first girl party I’ve had for over a year. I am expecting ten guests. You will greet each one as she arrives, take her coat and put it in the closet, then give her oral pleasure to welcome her to my home. You will bring each to orgasm and clean her anus. As my slave you will be expected to give pleasure to my friends as well as me and serve them as you would me. That means ALL of my friends, but you will learn the meaning of that later if you pass this test.”

She left the foyer and returned to the living room. Steven knelt before the door for about fifteen minutes and the doorbell rang. He stood and opened it. A tall and full-figured black woman with long dreadlocks entered. She wore stiletto boots and a calf length black leather coat which she unbuttoned and removed, revealing her ample and voluptuous nudity. Without a word she settled in the chair, draped her legs over the arms and presented her cunt to be serviced.

Steven went to his knees before her and pressed his face into her dense, nappy bush, nuzzling deep into her wet lush canyon, dizzied by her feral perfume. There was no doubt she had arrived randy and his practiced tongue on her clit brought her quickly to a deep, convulsing climax, her hefty and powerful thighs clenching on his head as she passed into its throes. She drooped in afterglow for a long moment, then raised her knees to her chest and finally spoke.

“My asshole now boy! Give me some of that sugar down there!”

He went low and found her vortex, much in need of cleaning. He shuddered in a thrill of sweet degradation, pressing his face deep in her oozing snatch as he lapped every seam and crease, then plunged his tongue into her rather loose orifice to swab out what was lodged there. She kept him rimming several minutes after she was cleaned, then rocked her hips to offer her clit again. Once more he went to his duty, this time slipping a finger in where his tongue had just been, using it to fuck her tenderly while he tongued her orb. She cried out her delight and encouragement, orgasmed with a violent lurch and a primal shriek, then went all to jelly, trembling and moaning softly. When she recovered she made him remove her boots and padded off animal naked to the living room on somewhat unsteady legs.

Andrea was well pleased with the first sounds she heard from the foyer. Steven had obviously served her good friend Mistress Tess most properly and this was further confirmed by the languid gate and vapid smile of her lusty chocolate brown friend. She rose from her chair to offer a hug of greeting.

“Looks like you’ve been sucked proper dear. I’m glad. It’s hard to predict how a trainee will perform.”

“That’s a sweet boy you’ve got there Andrea. I’ll be wanting some more of that once he’s been initiated, assuming he’ll be up to the challenge. But if this was anything to go by I don’t see a problem. It will be nice to have you back in the swap rotation.”

Tess settled in on the couch and helped herself to a tall glass of wine. Soon the doorbell rang again, followed not long after by mad cries of animal pleasure and a deep sigh of satisfaction. Tess and Andrea looked at each other, smiled and nodded. Moments later Andrea’s tall and slender redheaded friend Mistress Brigid entered the room naked on rubbery legs, head lolling, a vacuous grin on her face. Andrea rose to hug her.

“Brigid! So wonderful to see you! I’ve missed you so!”

“Myself as well Andrea. And I took your email invite to heart: Come hungry, thirsty and, above all horny! That last one is taken care of for now, but that wine looks good and I am famished.”

“Drink up dear! Food will be served once everyone has arrived and been greeted.”

One by one the guests arrived, and Steven served each in her turn, redheaded Brigid, petite and exquisite Japanese Midori with her soft and fuzzy raven bush, and the rest of the diverse group, many ages, sizes and ethnicities represented. The last was Bertha, a true BBW if there ever was one, tall, golden haired, with sumptuously perfect curves. The remorseless clutch of her massive fleshy thighs and big succulent cunt rendered him unconscious as she passed into orgasmic bliss, then lay in afterglow with ankles locked. Just in time she released him, and he slumped to the floor.

Because Bertha was last to arrive Andrea came to the foyer to fetch Steven and found Bertha leaning over him, pinching and softly slapping his cheeks. He stirred, took a deep breath and opened his eyes. Andrea gave a sigh of relief, as did Bertha.

“So sorry Andrea, but he is a gem. I haven’t come that hard in a long time. I just zoned out. But he never even struggled when I clenched him. It was like he didn’t want to interrupt my pleasure. I could have lost him. I lost my first slave that way, dear man. He gave his life rather than deny me full satisfaction. This one seems equally devoted. You’re a lucky woman!”

Andrea’s heart swelled, and she beamed at Steven, but then caught herself and barked a harsh command.

“Back to the living room now Steven! There’s wine to be poured, snacks to be served and I’m sure one or more of my guests will be horny again!  And bring along that chair for Bertha!”

He followed the women, lugging the chair and set it down in the circle around the table. Bertha settled in, picked up a glass and held it out for him to fill. Emily, a matronly gray-haired woman sat with legs spread, pointing to her cunt. He groveled to her, buried his face in her silver snatch and satisfied her. Then Carlotta, a dusky, Rubenesque senora had him lie on the floor openmouthed, squatted and gave him a good long drink. Andrea sent him the kitchen to bring out the hors d’oeuvres.

The evening wore on with Steven frantically busy every moment, pouring wine, serving food, but mostly on his knees with his face buried in one wet pussy or another, or on his back with mouth open. Andrea deferred to her guests and took service from Steven only when all of them were satisfied for the moment.

At length the food and wine were consumed, and Andrea made him clear the coffee table and take the dishes and bottles to the kitchen. For the evening’s finale he was strapped down on the coffee table by the shoulders and waist with arms pinned, but legs free. Then the women engaged in an orgy of queening, each settling her cunt down over his face and riding him until they came, most more than once. Andrea took her turn second to last and then yielded him to Bertha’s mercy.

Bertha stood with his head between her knees, looking down at him with a leer. She lowered herself and fear gripped his heart as he saw her cavernous golden cunt descending. Her fleshy bulk and sucking wetness came down, cutting off all light and air. He served her in desperation, gasping short breaths between the folds of her flesh as chance allowed. She came hard, shuddered, settled her bulk down for a moment, then shifted to press her anus to his lips. He rimed her as her ponderous weight bore down, her vortex clenching and relaxing as she enjoyed it. Then, a roll of her hips and it was back to her clit. Orgasm rocked her. She lurched and bucked so he feared his neck might break. He heard her lusty grunt of utter satisfaction and the smothering bulk settled down.

Bertha looked at Andrea as she relaxed in her satiation. Andrea gave her a nod of permission to smother him senseless for the entertainment of the ladies. Her lush sucking tissues pressed down by her mass cut off any hope of breath. His wind grew short and he flailed his legs wildly and writhed as the women cheered. Then utter blackness fell, and he knew no more.

Suddenly, light returned, and he gasped in air as cheers and laughter filled the room. The party broke up, farewells were said and promises made to swap and share slaves in the future. Then it was to bed. Andrea let her guard down and tenderly stroked and tousled his hair with loving affection until they both drifted off.

Sunday morning while Steven cleaned up the leavings of the party Andrea emailed Mistress Susan with a glowing report on his progress. But she was compelled to stipulate that the sternest tests of submission still lay before him and the next would be the following Saturday night. She felt confident but still uncertain.

She watched fondly as Steven went about his chores, cock jutting out straighter and stiffer than ever. He slouched a bit from the ache in his balls. When the time came to send him home it took two harsh strokes of the crop to wilt his cock, so it would fit into the cage. He had no inkling of the severe test she had planned for him next Saturday night.

Steven’s work week was torture beyond imagining. It took ever increasing amounts of scotch to put him to sleep at night. He longed for the weekend and the taste of Andrea’s heavenly pussy but knew there would still be no relief.

Friday night came and went, and Saturday passed as before and uneventfully, just the household chores and serving his Mistress when she wanted orgasm. Saturday night brought a shocking new test of his submission.

They had retired to the living room after dinner. Steven was on his knees before Mistress waiting to fulfill her next wish. The doorbell rang. Andrea used the intercom to invite whoever it was in. Steven heard the door open, then the sound of footsteps in the foyer, those of more than one person. There were rustling sounds, the clinking of belt buckles, the sound of shoes being dropped on the floor. Andrea pointed to the doorway to direct his eyes there. He turned and saw three naked men enter the room. They were all tall and muscular with big erect dicks jutting forth that put to shame his own modest endowment. Mistress gave introduction.

“Steven, these are some friends of mine, Masters John, Robert and Thomas. They are members of the group of Superior Dominants to which I have belonged for many years. As you know, since my bereavement I have not had a slave to contribute to the group. But now that I have you as my candidate I can again partake of some of the pleasures to which I had been accustomed.”

She gestured to Steven to move aside and then to the men the men in invitation. They stepped past Steven and stood in a line before Andrea’s throne, facing Steven. Andrea went to her knees and began to suck the big dicks one by one with a sluttish delight. She turned to Steven with a taunting leer on her face, grasping a cock in each hand.

“A woman gets a hankering for some cock from time to time Steven. For me once a month or so suffices. But your inadequate and unworthy penis will never enter my body. As my slave that is a pleasure that must forever be denied you and your little thing could never satisfy me in the first place. These are cocks of sufficient size to get the job done but just one will never do. I require three. These Superior Males are entitled to the pleasures my body can bestow upon their cocks. You will now watch as the enjoy every place in my body that a cock can go. And when the time comes you will have a new duty to perform. Gentlemen, let’s begin!”

First, she sucked some more to get all three aroused and hardened to the fullest. Then Master John sat on the couch and slouched down so his dick jutted upward. Andrea mounted him and slid the big member into her vagina with a sigh and giggle of delight. Master Robert came up behind her, aligned his hefty cock with her anus and thrust it home to the hilt, bringing a gasp of pleasure from her. Master Thomas went around behind the couch and pressed his glans to her lips. With a hunger she took it full down her throat.

Then a frenzy of rutting, writhing and sucking began. Andrea’s vocalizations expressing her animal pleasure were mostly muffled by the big dick in her mouth, though it sometimes slipped from the grip of her lips and then she wailed with abandon. All four came to orgasm at once. Master Thomas grunted in satisfaction as he pumped his load down Andrea’s throat. His cock went limp and fell from her mouth and she moaned and howled her way through a rolling orgasm as the other two males emptied themselves deep within her.

Then Andrea disengaged herself and mounted her throne with legs draped over the arms. Creamy gouts of semen flowed from her cunt and down over her anus, threatening to spill on the floor. She pierced Steven with a stern glare.

“Better lick it up Steven! If it gets on my floor, you’ll be punished severely, and your sentence of deprivation will be extended two weeks!”

Her words from some time before rang in his ears: “Immediate and unquestioning submission and obedience”. Steeling himself against the degradation he all but lunged to catch the creamy rivulet just before if fell to the floor. Scooping upward with his tongue he gathered in the sickening sweet cum and swallowed. He heard the masters chuckling in amusement at his humiliation.

When he had cleaned her pussy Andrea ordered him to lie on his back. She squatted over him and held her anus just above his lips.

“There’s a big load of it in there Steven. Open your mouth!”

Though shuddering in revulsion, he obeyed. She pressed down, and a big white slug slipped from her orifice into his mouth. Her threatening glare commanded that he swallow.

Steven thought the evening’s degradation was over but in fact it was just the beginning. The three studs stood in line again and Andrea sucked them all hard for another round. This time each cock went in a different hole than before. They came again after a longer rutting and he did his duty once more. This time Master John pulled his cock from Andrea’s mouth as he ejaculated and splattered all over Andrea’s back. She mounted her chair on her knees and had him clean her up from behind, finally squeezing the contents of her rectum into his mouth as he pressed his face between her cheeks.

The orgiastic madness continued for two more rounds until the studs were drained of every drop of cum. She thanked them profusely and they left, then had Steven kneel before her while she further enlightened him on the nature of their relationship.

“This evening should serve to illustrate how we differ in status Steven. As your Mistress it is my right and privilege to fuck whomever I please. As I said, I like to be serviced in this way perhaps once a month. I just get this itch that needs to be scratched. Your cock is utterly inadequate for that purpose and as a lowly slave you are unworthy of the pleasures my body can bestow upon a Superior penis. Cleaning up after each fucking is all you are fit for. Now I noticed a slight hesitation when I first ordered you to lick up the cum and I didn’t miss that little shudder before you accepted it from my anus either. Those things, though minor, warrant punishment. I will give you a choice just this once: one more week of orgasmic deprivation or a caning until you bleed. Which will it be?”

It was an easy decision for Steven. No torment could be worse than the dreadful ache in his balls.

“The cane Mistress! Please!”

“Very well then. Bend over the couch and offer your ass!”

She put the cane to him with all her strength. Long before the blood flowed he was blubbering for mercy, which only earned him harder strokes. When blood came she doused his behind with alcohol and bandaged him, so the bedsheets would not be stained. Then it was off to the bedroom.

On Sunday morning he knew the routine perfectly by then, waking pleasures, breakfast, cleaning her nether hole, bathing. Then it was chores and intermittent servicing until time to leave for the weekend. He lay in bed that night, aching as always, knowing there would be additional indignities and degradations to which he would be expected to submit and wondering what would be next. He felt fear that when confronted with them he would quail and be banished from the life of the Mistress he had come to adore more than life itself. Would Mistress Susan be proven right after all?

Andrea sent her weekly report to Mistress Susan who now felt some doubts of her judgement of Steven. Cum cleanup was a severe test and his passing of it boded well for his success at becoming a true slave. But the most severe tests yet lay ahead. Either way she felt she could not lose. If Steven failed she could feel the smug satisfaction of being right. If he succeeded she would have the satisfaction of knowing another man had surrendered himself to the dominion of Woman and accepted his proper station in life.

For Steven the torment of the week that followed eclipsed all the previous ones combined. The ache was worse than ever, and he knew this weekend, Mistress willing, he might be granted release. But he was sure another severe test lay ahead.

Friday night was routine again, oral pleasuring, foot licking, body worship. The daytime rituals of Saturday passed as usual and he knew by then that Saturday night was reserved for tests of his submission. Which would it be?

After the evening meal they retired to the living room as usual. Mistress made him serve her orally to a pair of deep and satisfying orgasms. The he knelt before her to find out what the evening might have in store.

“Steven, as I promised your deprivation will end tonight but there is one small stipulation. As you are aware complete toilet servitude will be expected of you if you are to become my full-time slave. You have drunk from me and been given small tastes of the other thing but this evening you will perform your service to the fullest. If you perform it satisfactorily I will allow you to come as your reward. If you fail you will be caned severely and suffer two more weeks of denial, whereupon you will be given one last chance and be banished from my life if you fail. That would be hurtful to me as well because I have enjoyed our time together immensely and have high hopes for you. But a true Mistress cannot settle for anything less than absolute submission and obedience. And, most importantly, I must know you love me beyond all limits. By this act you will acknowledge your status in my world as the lowliest of creatures. Now, you will lie on your back and lick my anus until I am ready. Then you will open your mouth to accept and swallow what comes from me. Let anything spill to the floor will disqualify you.”

Despite the chill of stark terror and revulsion that ran up his spine he obeyed instantly. She squatted over him and pressed her anus to his lips. She urged him to lick hard and probe deep to trigger her. Suddenly her anus flared and bulged, and he felt and tasted the dreaded thing as it began to emerge from within her. She rose to six inches above his mouth. He opened wide.

The turd came forth slowly, descending inexorably. It passed the portal of his open mouth and pressed against his gullet, just as her anus closed, leaving the warm firm mass protruding inches from his mouth. It was the moment of truth. He had no choice but to close his lips around it and begin to swallow. His mind reeled in opposite directions, finding it one moment unspeakably foul and the next rich and delicious because it came from Her.

Inch by inch he took it down with the rich and delicious now predominating. He was now sure in his own mind that his love for her knew no limit and that he would come to crave each such meal when she offered it. He prayed to the Goddess he had proven himself to her.

For her part Andrea felt the deep satisfaction that always accompanied this act and sweet relief that Steven had passed another severe test. She had him rise and kneel before her throne and let him have a tall glass of wine to wash things down. Then she looked down at his cock, iron hard, pulsing, dripping and at his poor, swollen and tormented balls. Now she could feel tender compassion and grant him his well-earned pleasure.

“Steven, you have made me so happy tonight. You may come now, and you may enjoy it with my blessing. Come closer to me now. I want you to ejaculate onto my pussy. Then you will lick it up. But don’t be bashful. Use your hand. You know how to do it!”

She slumped in the chair a bit and spread her legs. Steven moved close, so his cock nearly brushed her pubes. Taking himself in hand he started stroking. After just a dozen he felt a great welling up in his balls, then a searing pleasure as a copious creamy spurt was ejected onto her hairy gash. Another followed squirting up onto her triangle, then another onto her belly, filling her navel. Three more followed, these last splattering all over her breasts. Each was accompanied by pure delight and heavenly relief. But he feared he had offended her by sullying her body with his cum. Instead, she gave out a lusty laugh, clapped her hands and leaned forward to kiss him tenderly on the lips.

“Oh, my sweet Steven! Further proof of how much you love me! I’ve never seen the like of it. What a load! Now get busy! Your first shot is running down over my asshole and might drip onto the floor! You’ll be caned severely if you let that happen, love me or not!”

He dove down to see a heavy gob of his cum dangling from her anus, soon to pull loose and hit the floor. He cupped his tongue and scooped it in, running his tongue upward to take in his full first spurt. Then he moved upward to suck and lick the wad from her bush, and then to scoop it from where it pooled in her navel and lap it from her belly.

Lastly, he went up to clean her tits, licking, sucking between them and over her nipples. Even after cleaning was done she kept him at it and he felt her nipples go hard taut and wrinkled as her arousal mounted. When she could bear no more she pushed his head down between her thighs to take her own release. Several orgasms later she lay limp and languid with Steven busy licking her feet.

Sunday evening, she installed his cage again and told him he would have to suffer two more weeks but should report as usual Friday. He breezed through the week. Though the ache did return it was nothing compared to before. The next weekend was the usual lovemaking in the manner that pleased her with full toilet servitude added each morning. She seemed bent on arousing him to the greatest extent she could and the ache in his balls escalated to near the pitch it was at the height of his denial. Sunday evening, just before sending him home she hinted that the next weekend would hold the final and ultimate test. Later she updated Mistress Susan, who nodded approvingly, accepting the strong possibility she had been wrong. But the coming Friday night would settle the issue once and for all.

Steven endured his badly aching balls through the work week and returned Friday evening punctually. When he entered the foyer, he found numerous coats hanging on hooks and lying about and shoes and boots, both men’s and women’s littering the floor. There was the sound of voices coming from the living room. Though puzzled he undressed and crawled down the hallway and turned the corner.

The living room was crowded with naked people. He immediately recognized the ten women who had attended the girl party and the three Superior studs who had serviced Mistress. There were seven other males he had not seen before. All eyes turned to him, leers on every face. Mistress was on her throne as usual. She caught his eye and beckoned. He groveled past the coffee table. It was laden with bottles of wine and food. He took his place on his knees before her and she released his junk from the chastity cage. His cock rose to near vertical. Her cock lay on the end table beside her. He looked around the room with a puzzled and fearful expression. Andrea explained.

“This evening’s activities will decide your fate Steven. If you submit and obey to my satisfaction and to that of my friends here I will use my cock to take your virginity and you will become my slave for me to have and hold for as long as it suits me; fail and you will be sent away, and we will never see each other again. There is a long evening ahead and we might just as well get things started right away.”

She looked across the room and beckoned. “Master Robert! Please come and join us!”

Master Robert came and stood beside her. He was fully erect.

“Now Steven, you will perform fellatio for Master Robert. You will worship his cock with your mouth. You will deepthroat it, make him come and you will swallow. And when you are finished I expect Master Robert to say it was his best blowjob ever. Then you will give oral pleasure to each of my guests in turn. A vote will be taken and if the decision is unanimous in your favor I will strap on my cock and use it to make you mine forever. Begin!”

She snapped her fingers and pointed to the big dick. He knee-walked in haste to Master and, though chills of fear ran up his spine he took the big member deep in his mouth and began to suck. He was withered at first by the degradation and feared he might back off in revulsion, but then it the realization came to him: This act was pleasing to his beloved Mistress and performing it well would make her happy and enhance her status among her friends. This strengthened his resolve and he went to his duty with a passion.

Having had a few blowjobs before when his wife had been in a certain mood he recalled what had pleased him most and sought to duplicate those acts for Master. He ran lips and tongue along the shaft, back and forth, bringing moans of enjoyment. Then Master grabbed his hair and forced his glans against Steven’s gullet, demanding deepthroat. There was resistance at first, but suddenly, with a soft pop the big dick slid all the way down. At Master’s urging he worked his head back and forth in a quickening rhythm, in and out, in and out, to full depth every time.  Soon he felt a stiffening of the cock and he knew ejaculation was imminent. He drew back and held just the tip of the cock in his mouth. Master grunted in pleasure and Steven felt his mouth being filled, spurt by spurt, with thick gooey cum. When the spurting ceased he opened wide to show Master the load that flooded his mouth, then swallowed it down.

Andrea looked up at Master Robert. “How did he do?”

“I must say the bitch boy gives great head Andrea. Best BJ I’ve ever had! He’s a keeper!”

The words were barely out of his mouth when massive Mistress Bertha came over, grabbed Steven by an ear and asked Andrea for her permission.

“Go ahead Bertha dear! That’s what he’s here for! Enjoy!”

Bertha dragged him over to a couch and he found himself with head between her ponderous thighs, face engulfed in her big wet snatch. He knew just how to please her from and soon felt the remorseless crush of her flesh as she passed into the throes of a multiple orgasm. His breath gave out and all went black. Then the sharp reek of smelling salts filled his nostrils and he found himself lying face up on the floor with Mistress Tess’s raven curly cunt already descending upon him. He serviced her with knowing skill and his mouth was filled with her salt-sweet cum. Then Master John grabbed him by the hair, pulled him up to his knees and offered his big dick to be sucked.

He was passed around at random to Mistress and Master until he had satisfied each. He felt his belly filling up with cum. When all had been served Andrea called for a show of hands. Most went up in approval but some hesitated briefly just to see the fear on his face, then raised their hands as well until the vote was unanimous.

Andrea called him over to kneel before her throne.

“You’ve done it Steven! Now help me on with my cock so I can deflower you!”

She stood and picked up her cock from the table and made Steven slip the vaginal bulb between her legs and up inside of her. She buckled the straps that held the member jutting firm and stood looking down at him with growing lust in her eyes. He stared at it with fear on his own face.

“It’s so big Mistress! Will it hurt me?”

Anger flashed across her face and she grabbed his hair, pulled his head back and gave him a harsh slap across the face.

“How can you be so selfish at a time like this Steven? If you want to be my slave you will bend over and take it without whining. If not, you may leave now and never see me again! I’ll tell you how to use that mouth of yours! Either suck my dick now or get out!”

She presented her cock before his lips. Mortified and contrite he opened to take it in. As his lips closed on the shaft he felt it start vibrating and she sighed deeply as the bulb within her pulsed. There was no doubting her wish and he knew to deepthroat for her without being commanded. His practice with the Masters helped and the cock slid down his gullet until he found his nose in her fragrant bush. She took his hair a worked his head back and forth to urge him on. He grasped her hips and began running the shaft in and out, full length every time with a quickening cadence. She quivered and moaned in delight, thrusting with her hips until she seized his hair in a fierce two-handed grip, thrust hard to ram the cock to the hilt, threw her head back and let out a primal wail of ecstasy. Her knees buckled but he held her close with the shaft still embedded to the depths. With a sigh of satisfaction, she put a hand to his forehead and shoved him back. The shaft made a loud pop as it exited his throat.

He looked up at her with contrition on his face, wordlessly begging forgiveness. She read his emotion and drew him close, holding his head tenderly against his mount.

“You’re forgiven Steven. That was wonderful. Now hop up on the coffee table and show me that tender virgin ass!”

He saw that the table had been cleared during the fellatio in anticipation of this moment. He mounted it on hands and knees, then bent down with forehead over elbows, offering himself, trembling. 

The blowjob had eased Andrea’s anger. Before it she had planned to take him dry and really hurt him. But instead she chose to give him just a bit of lube. A tube of jelly lay on the table and she spread a bit of it over the glans of her mock member, then stepped up behind him. She eyed his tender pink virgin orifice with anticipation. It twitched and puckered in his fear. He was at just the right height for her to take him standing. She aligned the gleaming glans with his hole and thrust forward hard with her strong, shapely hips, showing him no mercy.

Half the shaft plunged into him and despite the lube he cried out at the tearing pain, then broke down, sobbing. She felt a pang of compassion at his pain, but mercy had no place in this ritual. She answered his cry with an even harder thrust that drove the shaft home. He cried out once more and sobbed all the more pathetically. She reached forward, pulled him up to his knees and whispered in his ear.

“Now you know who’s boss, don’t you dear? I’m going fuck you now and make you come! I hope you have a nice big load stored up for me because I’ve been bragging a bit about your ejaculations. My friends are expecting to be impressed. Don’t let me down! And you will come to crave my cock once we’re done here. You’ll long for it every minute of your life!”

With that she began a hard rutting, still holding him upright, thrusting upward with a quickening rhythm, moaning as the throbbing bulb within in her did its work. The pain continued for Steven with the first few thrusts, but his orifice stretched and soon an itching pleasure took its place. It built until he felt a pulsing twinge in his balls and a building pressure. Then came a searing delight and he cried out in helpless pleasure and surrender as a two-foot white rope launched from the tip of his cock and arched through the air, sailing well past the end of the table and splattering on the floor. A gleeful cheer rang out. Another spurt and surge of pleasure followed the first, then another. Each spurt cleared the table. Then there were three more, but the pressure weakened, and the trajectories shortened, the splatters falling on the table until the last hit just in front of him.

Steven’s cry of surrender had triggered Andrea and she gave piercing voice to her own ecstasy. It was the sweetest moment a Mistress could know, to hear that sound and know enslavement was irrevocably consummated. She withdrew from Steven and made him kneel and suck the cock clean. His ultimate depth of submission was now palpable, and she looked forward to the sweet life that lay ahead. Next, she ordered him to lick up his mess. Then she gave him a hug and stooped to kiss him on the lips and let him know it was time for the evening’s finale.

“You’re mine now Steven and we’re going to be so happy together! But now it’s time for you to learn that you not only belong to me but also are common property in our community. It’s time for the spit roast gang bang!”

Just as she spoke several people hoisted the coffee table and put it aside while others replaced it with a leather upholstered horse with buckles and straps attached. Two men and two women seized him bodily and laid him over the horse belly down. His limbs were strapped to the legs and a wide belt was tightened over his middle, rendering him immobile and helpless. He hadn’t noticed until then that the women had all strapped-on cocks.

He saw Andrea holding her cane and she stepped alongside the horse. He felt a hard stroke fall on his ass and opened his mouth to cry out. As he did a man shoved his cock into his mouth and down his throat while someone else, either male or female entered his anus with a hard, deep thrust. The man throat fucked him until he grunted in release and he felt the pulsing cock pump cum down his throat into his stomach. And orgasmic shriek let him know it was a Mistress who had taken him from behind.

Then he was fucked fore and aft by turns. The gang bang continued with each man and woman fucking him until the men were drained of cum and the women orgasmically sated. He felt as if his stomach was awash in cum. He also came twice and a puddle of his cum lay on the floor beneath the horse.

There was a fire aglow in the fireplace and heating up within it was a branding iron. Andrea went to pick it up and she held its glowing tip before Steven’s face. It was in the shape of and elegantly styled letter “A”.

“I will now place my marks of ownership on you Steven. I’m sorry, but this will hurt a bit.”

She went behind him, and he felt a searing on one cheek and then the other. He cried out. Then he felt a soothing cool as Andrea pressed ice cubes on each burn. The straps were released, and Mistress made him go down to the floor and lick up the puddle of his ejaculate.

Everyone congratulated Andrea for her acquisition of a fine new slave. She made slave swapping dates with several of the Mistresses and got invitations to upcoming get togethers where all Mistresses, Masters and their slaves would be in attendance. Then the house emptied out. Andrea and Steven were alone together. She made him kneel before her and let him know what life would be like from that day forward.

“Go fetch your clothes from the foyer Steven and throw them in the garbage but bring me your keys and phone. You will never have need for clothing again.”

He obeyed and came back to kneel again.

“You will remain here with me now Steven, and never leave the house unless it is for a slave swap or some other social event. Monday morning you can call your boss and quit your job. Then you will go online to your bank and transfer every dollar in any accounts you may have to me. You will also transfer title of your car to me, so I may sell it and pocket the proceeds. My friends will go to your condo and clear out your possessions. They will be sold, donated, or trashed. You will then put your condo on the market and give me the money from that sale as well. As my slave you must be naked and penniless, a non-entity, and your only purpose in life will be to serve me. Do you accept your new lot in life without reservation?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Wonderful! We are going to be very happy together. And now, because you have surrendered yourself completely, I can say something I have been longing to say!”

She reached out and pulled him close, with head upon her breasts. “I love you my dear slave Steven!”

The next morning Andrea contacted Mistress Susan with the happy news. Mistress Susan suppressed her annoyance at being wrong. Knowing a male had surrendered himself and accepted his proper place in the world was adequate compensation. She wished Andrea well and erased all memory of Steven from her mind.

Atonement: A Love Story

The pledge class of Tau Kappa Omega fraternity stood at attention while Dale Winston, the blond and blue-eyed chapter president paced before them, handing out a pep talk and lecture.

“Gentlemen, it is time for you to take on one of the main challenges you must meet on your journey to brotherhood. Now let’s hear our TKO motto when it comes to women!”

In unison, the ten pledges barked out: “No fat chicks!”

“Louder!”

“No fat chicks!”

“I can’t hear you!”

“NO FAT CHICKS!”

“That’s better! We hold it to be self-evident that the fat chick must be shamed, humiliated and degraded for her swinish ways. Your assignment tonight will be to go out to the bars looking for one of these pigs. You will charm her into bed. You know how easy and desperate they are. You will promise to love her forever if you can use every hole in her body where your dick can go.  I can assure you she will fall in love with you after you come in each of them. You will promise to call her the next day and keep that promise; asking her to meet you for dinner at some romantic restaurant at a table in the back. All your brothers will assemble there watching as you sit at the table awaiting her. When she arrives, she will rush to you with arms open and you will spurn her, pretend to not know her and say the words that will break her heart: ‘Who are you, fat bitch? I don’t do fat chicks!’

“And as she flees in tears through the gauntlet of your brothers we will laugh and then, in unison, what words will she hear?”

The pledges broke out in a boisterous chant: “No fat chicks! No fat chicks! No fat chicks!”

Ben stood in the line of pledges pretending an enthusiasm he did not feel. He longed to join the brotherhood of his father and grandfather before him but was appalled at the thought of being so cruel. But his need for companionship and brotherhood won out over his better nature. Being TKO meant a life-long employment and social network that guaranteed a prosperous life.

He set out for Third Street. He was followed by “verifier” from the frat who would bear witness to his finding a suitable victim. The year was 1982 and eighteen-year-olds were still allowed to drink at will in that state. Third street was a mile-long strip of bars that quenched the thirst of the of thousands who attended the university in the Wisconsin college town along the banks of the Mississippi. It was Friday and happy hour. He went from bar to bar, all of them crowded. He saw some of his fellow pledges also on the prowl and two who had already found victims, hefty young women who they plied with drink to soften them up.

The evening wore on but he found no likely marks. By ten o’clock he was getting worried and a bit drunk. He was sure to be publicly humiliated before the entire frat if he didn’t “bring in a whale” that night.

He was sitting at the bar in one of the smaller, less crowded joints. The verifier, sitting at the end of the bar was giving him dirty looks. Then she walked in. She was nearly as tall as he, just under six feet, hefty enough but in a shapely way, with dark brown hair that fell well past her shoulders, big, wide set, sparkling green eyes set in a pretty face with full lips, red lipstick. She wore an off-white muslin dress that went to mid-calf and gently hugged her curves, its empire waist accentuating her very large firm breasts. Her muscular calves tapered nicely to slim ankles and she carried herself with grace and dignity, stepping lightly in her calf skin sandals.

Ben’s heart hammered. He knew he had to make a move. But this was one of the many moments when he had to confront conflicts within himself. He felt determined and duty bound by family tradition to become a TKO but found the frat members to be shallow and mean spirited. This very pledge assignment was blatant evidence of this.

And then there was the matter of his taste in women. All along he had leered and drooled with the other young men over stereotypical thin, sanitized young blonde beauties. But this was mostly pretense and a different kind of woman secretly excited him. When as young as ten years old he had stumbled upon the paintings of Rubens and others from that period depicting nude women of full and ample figure and they captivated him. There were furtive trips to the public library where he found large volumes filled with such art works and would take them to a secluded corner to drink them in.

And most of all he longed to taste the hairy mystery that lay between those hefty thighs, though this was anathema to the TKO and he knew he would be summarily expelled were his desire known. He wasn’t a virgin but his sexual experience amounted to simple intercourse during a few flings with some stereotypical young women who left him feeling lukewarm.

And now a woman who might have posed in fleshy splendor for Rubens in his studio had just walked in the door and it would be his sworn duty to abuse and humiliate her. He closed his eyes, took a deep breath.  She went to the bar several stools down and sat. Ben waited a few minutes, then sidled up to her and offered to buy her a drink, anything she wanted. She accepted, ordering a large margarita, and since it was happy hour two of them were placed before her. Ben stuck to beer for fear of overindulging.

“So, I’m Ben and you are?”

“Sue. But some call me Dallas because of my size.” She laughed, self-deprecating.

They fell to talking. Ben soon found her to be intelligent, with deep thoughts but also with a bawdy sense of humor and ready laugh. He just liked her. Looking her body up and down when her eyes were elsewhere he wondered how she would look naked and thrilled that he was likely to find out. She finished her drinks and made her way to the restroom. Ben ordered another pair for her and slipped the bartender a five to double the dose.

The liquor took hold after those two drinks and they found themselves smooching at the bar. She looked around and blushed.

Ben, I think I see where this is going and I want to go there. Where do you live?”

“In one of the dorms at the U.”

“Well then it will have to be my place. I’m a “townie” as they say. I’ve lived here all my life. I go to school too, part time, and I work. But I moved out of my parents’ house when I turned twenty-one.”

“Wow. I’m only eighteen. Looks like you’re robbing the cradle!”

She laughed, kissed him, finished off the last of her drink, took his hand and led him out the door. He made eye contact with the verifier who gave him a nod as they left.

“We can walk Ben. It’s about a mile and half but it’s such a nice night.”

Indeed, the late September night was balmy, a final summer heat wave having set in. They held hands and walked along, passing from the noise and bustle of the strip into quiet, tree lined streets. They talked and laughed some more and when they passed into shadowed places they made out with growing passion

Sue was over her head already that such a handsome younger thing and one seeming so sweet and kind had taken a fancy to her. She was accustomed to rejection and had been used before by drunken frat boys out for an easy lay. Her guard was always up but Ben seemed different. She could feel real desire when he kissed her.

Ben’s head was spinning, his soul torn in two. Not only did he like Sue for who she was but she also turned him on like no other before her. He knew he would be laughed out of the frat house if anyone knew his secret inclination. He would likely be tossed out the door and into the street with his hands tied and pants around his ankles. And his father’s and grandfather’s faces were in his mind’s eye with hard expressions of disapproval any time he thought of abandoning his aspiration to be TKO and giving his heart to her.

They reached Sue’s place, an upper flat in an old duplex, and crept up the steps lest they awaken the prudish old landlady who lived downstairs. Sue wasted no time leading him to the bedroom.  She felt the warm tingling wet of desire between her thighs. There was a full moon and it shed a pool of silvery light through the bedroom’s large window. Sue turned to Ben and gave him a deep warm kiss, stepped back so she stood on a Persian rug beneath the window and with one motion tossed her dress over her head and flung it aside.

She wore nothing underneath it. Ben gaped as the living embodiment of his ideal women stood splendidly nude before him. Her curves were sumptuous and her big breasts jutted firm and full not needing a bra to hold them. Her full hips framed a dense, wedge shaped raven thicket. Sue giggled and turned to exhibit herself. Ben drank in the sight of her lovely and shapely behind, broad shoulders and muscular back. She spun back around, looking at him with a gleam in her eye, hands beneath breasts, offering them.

“Okay Benny. I showed you mine so let’s see yours!”

He tossed his clothes off, scattering them about, and stood naked. Her eyes went to his manhood, jutting out a solid nine inches and thick in its diameter. He blushed, face showing crimson even in the dim light. Sue laughed but warmly, kindly.

“Don’t be shy! It’s lovely Ben! I want you! Come here!”

He took a step toward her but stumbled on the edge of the rug in his haste and went to his knees.  His face plunged into her bush and the scent of her dizzied him. Staying on his knees he ran his lips over her thighs and down below her knees to her calves and then to her feet, kissing them, them going behind her to work his way up the back of her legs to her behind, planting tender kisses over each luscious cheek, and running his hands over the curvature of her hips. Her skin was silken soft and flawless and his passion made the room spin.

He made his way around her and pressed his face into her bush once more, longing to lick her. But he drew back, recalling an oath he had taken before the assembled frat brothers. A TKO did not abase himself by eating pussy. His inner turmoil returned. He stood to take her in his arms and she embraced him in hers and pulled him over to the bed and all but flung him onto it. He lay on his back and she covered him with her luscious flesh, kissing him invasively.

He put his hands on her shoulders and pushed down, wanting to use her first hole as his assignment prescribed. She needed no forcing, went down eagerly to take him in her mouth, making it a velvet heaven for his member, passing lips and tongue along it, sending shivers through him. His length exceeded the depth of her mouth but, undaunted, she pressed his glans against her gullet, gagged a bit but then look his length down her throat. She drew back and took him down again, more easily this time, mastering the skill quickly, making mouth and throat a heavenly vagina for him, in and out, in and out until he felt the welling up in his balls. She sensed his impending eruption and withdrew to hold just his glans within her lips as he grunted in helpless pleasure and filled her mouth with spurt after creamy spurt. She swallowed with a soft “mmmmm” and came up to lie atop him, face to his again. She kissed him deep with his cum on her breath, then told him she loved him. He could only reply in kind.

And then she went back down, taking him in mouth again, coaxing him to hardness once more. She flopped onto her back beside him.

“I want you inside me now Ben! Please! Fuck me! I love you!”

He rolled over to mount her as she parted her legs and his cock seemed to find its way into her with a will of its own. He felt helpless, almost frightened, by the satin softness within her, feeling it might enslave and addict him. He had entered her second hole in keeping with his mission and was torn again between blossoming love and his need for the approval of his frat brothers, his father and grandpa.

But the feel of her naked flesh and the clutch of her heavenly pocket drove all else from his mind and animal urge took control of him. He lay atop her and rutted hard, reducing her to gibbering delight, then rose to his knees and raised her ankles to rest them on his shoulders and rutted all the harder. The driving of his hefty member across her pulsing G drove her mad with pleasure and she gave it voice with panting wails. This spurred him to a thrusting frenzy that brought her to a rolling orgasm, wringing animal sounds from her until he gasped and convulsed in his own climax and collapsed on top her, pumping his plenty as they both melted, seeming to meld into one being. She wrapped arms and legs around him, enfolding him in her soft silken flesh and gave him a deep grateful kiss.

He rolled to the side and they lay both face up for a few minutes as their breathing slowed. Coming cooled Ben’s passion for a time and he recalled his mission and coldly plotted his final move. It would be best to get things over with but he wondered if he could harden and come again. He put a hand on her head and pressed downward and she giggled and slid down to take him in mouth once more. He hardened again under her caresses of lip and tongue. He searched for words in cold calculation and found them.

“Sue, I adore your body and it would make me so happy to have all of you. I would love to do one more thing if it isn’t too much to ask.”

She disengaged from her sucking.

“Ben! You’ve made me so happy tonight. I’ll do anything. Really! I haven’t been with a guy for over a year and a half. It’s hard being a woman like me. Guys just want to use you for an easy lay, almost as a joke. Most of them have made me feel like a dirty pig. But you make me feel beautiful and loved.”

He put hands under her arms to draw her up so they were face to face and spoke in his feelings of the moment.

“You are beautiful and I do love you Sue!”

Then he reverted to mission mode, cursing himself and his weakness silently as he did so.

“There’s another place in you Sue. Another way to be inside of you.”

He reached behind her and slid a hand down the crevice of her behind until it reached her anus and used his finger to caress it tenderly.

“I know it’s kind of dirty but I just want to so much. You’re so beautiful and I want to know all of you.”

Without the least hesitation, she went to hands and knees beside him.

“Ben! I want it too. I want you to come in me everywhere you can! I want to be yours, completely. I want you to enjoy all of me!” 

He rose to mount her, went to his knees behind her. She reached back to part her cheeks with her face pressed into the pillow. In the dim light, he saw her pale brown vortex, took himself in hand and pressed his glans against it, drove with his hips and it entered but just the tip. She was dry and her orifice resisted his entry and it hurt her, making her cry. But she held her place, still offering herself. He gathered some spit in his mouth and dribbled a big gob of it down her crack until it pooled in her anus, then tried again, this time more gently. He slid in a third of the way this time and it hurt her again but she urged him on and then bit the pillow.

He drew back so just the glans as in her as thrust again, six inches going in this time. Another withdrawal and then another thrust and he was in to his depth.

“Oh Ben! It hurts! But I like it! Fuck me!”

He drew back again and was able to plunge in more easily as her hole loosened. Back and forth he went, finding delight in the tight clutch of her sphincter as it ran up and down his shaft. And her pain soon eased and pleasure replaced it. She urged him on and he rutted with growing abandon. Filthy words spewed from her to incite him and he passed into a frenzy as she put a hand to her pussy and worked her clit with her fingers. She came with a feral shriek and kept coming, over and over. He felt his own welling up and grunted in brute satisfaction as he emptied the last of his strength deep within her.

They both collapsed forward in sated exhaustion, rolled to face each other and passed into sleep clinched in each other’s arms.

In the morning, they shared a simple breakfast and Ben asked her to meet him at seven that night at Antonio’s, a romantic Italian restaurant just off Third street. Then he left. The long night of passion had cooled his ardor for the time being and he felt a cold determination to see things through. He walked back to his dorm first and then to the frat house just across the street to spread the word and offer invitations to Sue’s public humiliation.

At six o’clock the frat brothers and some of their catty, bitchy girlfriends began to assemble at Antonio’s. They formed a gauntlet of ridicule Sue would have to pass through on her way out the door. Ben got a table at the back, ordered a bottle of wine and waited. He drank most of the bottle over the last hour for courage.

Sue arrived at seven sharp, wearing a revealing, low cut, short black dress and black spike heeled pumps. The hostess pointed out Ben where he sat in the back. She rushed to him and bent to kiss him. But he shoved her away rudely and then spoke the words that tore her heart in two:

“Do I know you, fat bitch? I don’t do fat chicks!”

Cruel and raucous laughter burst out in the room as Sue recoiled in hurt and confusion. She looked at him but he just sat with eyes cast down, refusing to acknowledge her. Bursting into tears she fled and the chant began: “No fat chicks! No fat chicks! No fat chicks!”

All was a blur as she ran through the bustling Saturday night Third street crowds, making her way to the high arching bridge that spanned the river. She reached the highest point, turned to the railing, took a deep breath and began to climb it. She was on her knees atop it, ready to topple over when two strong arms seized her and pulled her back and down.

Chapter Two

Ludmilla Ivanova was out for her regular evening walk, wearing her sweats and sneakers. Her route took her over the bridge to a lovely park on the other side of the river. She was at the corner where the street turned to go over the bridge when she saw the young woman, obviously in tears, running down Third street toward her and making the turn to the right that would take up the sloping sidewalk of the bridge. Concerned, Ludmilla crossed the street to follow her, picking up her pace.

Ludmilla was a tall, heavy set and robust woman of age 45, a professor of women’s history at the university.  She wore her deep red hair short and carried her ample but firm and fit body with grace and strength. A female commando in the Red army before acquiring her education, she was trained in hand to hand combat, a mix of martial arts and plain dirty fighting.  Naturally big boned and broad of hip and shoulder, her figure had grown ever more full over in the years after her service due to her soft job. But she still worked out vigorously. She had defected from the Soviet Union five years before and found a job she loved in a city that charmed her with its beautiful scenery and ambience.

A strong feminist she brooked no nonsense from chauvinistic males and reserved a special loathing for frat boys. She had rudely woman-handled some who had insulted her for her full figure, sending a few to the urgent care clinic. They preferred to say they had fallen rather than admit to having been humbled by a woman. But her reputation grew among them and she was now given a wide berth. And terrified they would be indeed if they knew her dark secret. Ludmilla had strong beliefs about the proper relationship between Woman and man and she lived her life accordingly.

Ludmilla saw Sue climbing the railing and broke into a run. Just in time, she reached up and pulled her back down.

“Child! You don’t have to do this! You have your whole life ahead of you! Please! Talk to me!”

At first Sue struggled to climb the railing again but Ludmilla’s strong yet comforting arms soon calmed her and she spilled her story as her head lay over her savior’s ample bosom.

“Come home with me child. You aren’t the first to suffer this at the hands of those swine. We’ll have some wine and talk. You don’t have to take this and you must exact vengeance if you are ever to regain your pride.”

She took Sue’s hand and led her home. They went to the living room and settled into the reclining couch with three bottles of red wine on the end table and spent some time getting to know each other. They felt immediate bonding and trust so Ludmilla chose to reveal her secret without delay.

“Excuse me dear. I’m going to go fetch some people I would like you to meet.”

She left the room and headed down the hallway that opened off it. Sue heard a door open, then close, and the sound of more than one person coming back down the hallway. First two naked young men emerged on hands and knees, one blond haired and blue eyed, the other dark haired, brown eyed. They were followed close by Ludmilla who urged them along with sharp kicks to their behinds. They groveled to the center of the fine Persian rug that lay before the couch and knelt with heads bowed and erections jutting. Sue’s jaw dropped and she looked back and forth at Ludmilla and the men, lips moving, no words coming out.

Ludmilla gave out a lusty laugh and stood behind the men putting a hand on the head of each. “I’m not one to waste time. Meet Phillip, this fetching blond, and Ethan. They were once frat boys like that Ben of yours and guilty of similar offenses. Back in my country the art of “disappearing” is highly developed and I received ample training at it during my military service. And I was well schooled in, shall we say, methods of persuasion as well.  Their punishment for their misdeeds is enslavement for life and with my help you will subject Ben to the same fate when you are ready.”

“But in truth, their enslavement is no longer punishment. They both adore me and will perform any act and submit to any indignity to serve my pleasure. In time, you will reduce Ben to this state too. But that is some time in the future, perhaps a year. Now, it is time for you to be introduced to the pleasures that are your birthright. Phillip and Ethan will provide them for you. Please remove your clothes my dear.”

Sue stood up, kicked off her black pumps and tossed her little black dress over her head, revealing the nakedness beneath. She had not wanted much between Ben and her nudity, expecting another night like their first. Her heart hammered and a hand strayed to her pussy as she anticipated a much different evening indeed. Ludmilla gave instruction.

Stand out in the middle of the rug dear and spread your legs a bit. That’s good! Ethan! Phillip! To your duty! Now!”

Ethan knelt before her and nuzzled into her bush. Then she felt his tongue flit out to caress the wet succulent tissue between her thighs. A thrill ran up her spine. Phillip groveled behind her and she felt his soft-shaven face burrow between her cheeks and then his wriggling tongue on her anus. A shudder of unalloyed delight went through her and she struggled to keep her balance. Ludmilla stepped over to hold her by the shoulders as the pleasing tongues took full effect. She sensed an adoring hunger from the slaves. Her lust welled up and she grabbed a handful of hair on each head and rammed her cunt into Ethan’s mouth while forcing Phillip’s face deeper between her creamy mounts. Soon orgasm buckled her knees and she let out an animal grunt of brute satisfaction as her bones seemed to melt. Ludmilla caught her as she collapsed and eased her down to the couch, giving out her deep lusty laugh again.

“Hah! Looks like somebody got off pretty good! Two tongues at once will do it every time!”

She kicked off her sneakers and shed her sweat suit, revealing her baroque goddess nudity.

“Now it’s my turn boys. Ethan! It’s ass duty for you this time! Phillip! There’s a big red pussy waiting for you here!”

She grabbed both heads of hair at once and forced Ethan’s face between her cheeks while pressing Phillips face into the bristling wedge of red pubes at her lions. She gasped and shuddered in a delight long accustomed but never tired of as the two rigorously trained tongues went to their work. She was skilled and knowing in the taking of her pleasure and climax rocked her in brief minutes, forcing a snarling, ecstatic sound from her. She too went all to jelly and Sue jumped up at the last second before she toppled and returned her favor by catching her and easing her down.

Ludmilla sighed in satisfaction and the two women giggled and exchanged a high five. Ludmilla sat up and settled into the reclining seat of the couch and pushed the button to extend the footrest. She invited Sue to do the same and then barked an order to the slaves who went one to each pair of feet and began to lick and suck. Sue sighed in sweet delight as Phillip took her toes full into his mouth and ran his tongue around and between them. Ludmilla opened the third bottle of wine and poured for each of them.

“This was just a preliminary dear. But let’s relax a while and then I’ll show you what Saturday night means around here.”

Chapter Three

There was a party back at the frat house to celebrate Ben’s “achievement.” He faked his way through it but in his heart, he knew only one thing: The moment Sue fled in tears was the moment he began to hate himself.

Days passed, then weeks, then months. Winter became spring.  He was welcomed into the TKO brotherhood and smiled his way through every day while his stomach churned in self-loathing. His father and grandfather had come to take him out for a celebratory dinner and it was all he could do to hide his shame and smile and smile and smile. Memories of Sue’s luscious body and her sweet and loving heart haunted him but he was sure no apology, no matter how contrite and sincere could ever be enough.

One evening late in May he was out taking one of the solitary walks he took to escape the “brothers” he secretly loathed almost as much as himself and to dream of Sue. As he walked down a dark tree-lined street a van pulled to the curb alongside him and slowed to a crawl. The side window rolled down and he saw a hefty black woman with a big Afro inside. She beckoned him to the door to ask directions. When he came close the side door slid open and two pairs of hands reached out to grab him and strong arms pulled him inside. The door and window closed and the van sped away, unseen by anyone.

Chapter Four

Sue and Ludmilla’s first Saturday night went on until the wee hours. Foot service and wine horned both women up again. Ludmilla dispatched the slaves to another room to get some things and each returned carrying a low, leather padded wooden bench perhaps a foot wide, six long and a foot high. There were buckled leather straps depending from each. As if knowing the drill, they set the benches down side by side and laid down face up on them. Ludmilla bent down and strapped each of them firmly to the bench so he lay helpless. The slaves showed no hesitation and offered no resistance, rather seeming eager for what was to come.

Ludmilla stepped over Phillip so his face was between her calves, looked down on him with a wicked gleam in her eye, used fingers to part her dangling, ragged labia and lowered herself to just above his upturned face. Phillip strained upward with his tongue as if with a hunger to taste her cunt. She chuckled.

“As you can see Sue he craves the taste of my pussy now though it was not always so. The TKO are known for their aversion to eating pussy. It took harsh measures at first and a steady diet of my ooze and my cum before the inevitable came to be. Now neither one can go a day without a heavy dose of both. It’s an addiction.” She settled herself down over him, covering his face, bringing full weight down.

“Have a seat Sue, and enjoy!”

Sue needed no persuading. Her previous orgasm had whetted her lust for more. She mounted Ethan’s face and settled over him, heedless and ruthless in bringing her weight down. Ludmilla gave encouragement.

“That’s the way girl. No mercy. They can take it! I’ve trained them hard to hold their breath and there’s only one way to do it. Put the pussy over his face and bear down hard, don’t let him breathe until he makes you come.”

Ethan’s tongue was a wriggling delight everywhere between her legs, slithering from anus to clit and back and forth as if offering her a choice where to begin. She settled her anus over his mouth and felt his tongue slide in. She pressed down all the harder, never mind he couldn’t breathe. She saw Ludmilla had Phillip pinned down hard as well with him working hard on her clit. She rose briefly to give him time for one desperate gasp, then settled down again.

But Sue was too lost in rimming rapture to give such mercy. She marveled at the endurance of Ethan’s breath. Soon her body all but screamed for release and she shifted forward to feed him her clit, raising up just a bit, giving him a chance for a quick breath. She came with a heavy gush that filled his mouth and her semiconscious bulk settled over him as her muscles went slack. At the edge of her awareness she heard Ludmilla’s orgasmic cry. She languished, heedless, savoring, giving him no chance to breathe. He lay acquiescent for a time but as his breath gave out his reflexes took over and he writhed in his bonds, then went limp and still. She felt hands under her arms as Ludmilla hoisted her with surprising strength.

“Could have lost him there girl! It’s hard to remember after coming like that you have to roll off when you’re finished. I do like to have some fun with them sometimes though. They know I can snuff the life out of them with this big red snatch of mine and I’m sure they sometimes wonder when I settle down on top of them if they will ever see the light again. But any time I tell them to fetch the queening benches they just can’t wait to lie down and let me strap them in. The pussy has an inexorable power over the male. That’s why so many fear it. They know it will come to reign over their lives if they taste it.”

Sue was beside herself. “I want Ben under me like that! I want him to eat this big juicy pussy and come in his mouth and make him swallow it! I want his tongue up my ass! I want to feel him squirm in panic as his air gives out. I want him to pass out not knowing if my cunt coming down on him was the last thing his living eyes would ever see!”

Ludmilla gave out deep and wicked chuckle. “All that will happen dear, I promise. And that will not be the half of it, not even a scratching of the surface. Let me show you something. I was enjoying myself so much I didn’t notice how this wine was getting to me.”

She stood over Ethan and lowered her cunt to just above his lips and gave a command: “Open!”

He obeyed and a golden cascade poured from the ragged lips of her cunt, filling his mouth. He swallowed with a gulp and the flow continued as he gulped twice more. Then she was emptied. Sue stood wide eyed. Ludmilla looked at her and smiled.

“I told you they would do anything. How about you Sue? You must have something after all that wine.”

Sue hadn’t noticed until then because of all she had seen and experienced but she was indeed ready to burst. Her eyes went to Phillip, who lay there available. She stepped over him and squatted. He opened his mouth as if a thousand times before, which was true. She let go a golden torrent she thought would overflow and engulf him but he guzzled it all, spilling not a drop. Sue looked at Ludmilla in amazement. Ludmilla chuckled.

“Do I look like a woman who would tolerate spilling on my rug Sue? Believe me they learned the hard way. But now let’s proceed to this evening’s finale.”

She stooped to release the slaves from their bonds and barked another command.

“Ethan, go fetch the cocks! Phillip, get out the mats!”

Phillip reached under the couch and brought out a pair of rubber mats perhaps three by six feet and laid them out on the rug. Ethan scurried away down the hall and returned with objects that made Sue gape in disbelief. In each hand he carried a false phallus with false balls dangling below it and extending behind a second shaft with two bulbs protruding from it. He fell to his knees before Ludmilla who took one from Ethan and handed it to Sue, then took the one for herself. Ethan also held a small squeeze bottle, which Ludmilla took as well. Sue turned the device over, inspecting it, understanding coming to her. Ludmilla smiled and chuckled.

“You get the picture don’t you Sue. Yes, it’s a cock for you. I so much prefer the strapless style. Once you have it installed it will look like you were born with a big cock and balls. Look at my boys. They know they’re going to get it and they can’t wait. And let’s not keep them waiting. Phillip! Install Mistress Sue’s cock please!”

Phillip came to her and she handed him the device. She stood with legs parted. Ludmilla squeezed some oil from the bottle over the vaginal and rectal bulbs and Phillip placed them between Sue’s legs, aligned them with her orifices and pressed upward. The rectal bulb hurt a bit going in but in the end the cock was seated firmly.  Ethan installed Ludmilla’s cock in turn and the two women stood with big members jutting proud. Sue looked down at hers.

“It’s bigger than Ben’s! Ludmilla! Does this mean someday I’m going to fuck him?”

“Yes dear. One day you will deflower him, take his true virginity, destroy his manhood as surely as if you had cut his balls off. And thereafter you will do it to him every day and best of all he will beg you for it. Now you can practice on Phillip and see what the woman cock can do to a man. Phillip! Blowjob for Mistress Sue! Now!”

Phillip’s mouth was on her cock before she could look down. When she did she saw him open wide and press forward. The cock disappeared down his gullet until his nose was buried in her bush. She looked up at Ludmilla in amazement.

“Oh, forgetful me Sue. Reach under your balls and press the button.”


Sue felt down below until she found a button and pressed. Pulsing vibrations sent pleasure radiating from her cunt outward. Now Phillip’s sucking took on a new dimension and she felt the caresses of his lips over the shaft as waves of delight. His rigorous training showed as he sucked her like a back-alley whore, taking her quickly to the brink of climax. She looked over to see Ludmilla with her own cock installed getting her own head from Ethan. Their eyes met and they exchanged winks. Sue grabbed Phillips hair and forced his head back and forth to hasten her climax. It struck like a bolt and her knees went wobbly as a gush from her pussy trickled down her thighs. Ever dutiful, Phillip wrapped his arms around her hips and held her tight with the cock full down his throat until her afterglow passed and her knees stiffened again. Ludmilla finished with a deep earthy exhalation and Ethan held her steady as well. Both women pushed the slaves back and away.

Ludmilla’s commanding voice rang out: “On the mats and assume the position sluts!”

She looked at Sue and laughed. “I can’t have cum all over that rug. I paid through the nose!”

Both slaves turned and went to the mats, bent forward, put their elbows to the floor and raised their asses. They trembled in their longing to be taken. Sue needed no urging. She went to her knees behind Phillip and aligned the cock with his twitching hole. Just for a moment she paused to visualize it was Ben there bent over before her, quivering in fear at the thought of the big member that was to enter him, hurt him and change him forever.

The cock pulsed in her loins. Then she thrust her hips forward. Phillip’s much used orifice took the length with ease but he still cried out in delight at her penetration. She drew back and plunged in again, then fell to rutting like a she-beast. Phillip whimpered, begging to be fucked harder and she was glad to oblige. The rubber mat gave her knees traction that allowed her to ravage him without mercy and yet he only cried out his thanks and begged for more. Again, she had visions of Ben and felt the first twinges of impending orgasm.

Suddenly Phillip came, making a sound of helpless delight and surrender, a sound so sweet to Sue’s ears it set her off in a climax that made all the others that evening pale. Phillip collapsed to the floor, now sobbing and sniveling, sounds of unmanning and humiliation. The cock dislodged and Sue knelt there, looking quizzically over to Ludmilla who rutted upon Ethan like a big red brute. Ethan came with that same sweet sound and she saw him spurt all over the mat. He too collapsed in a whimpering heap of emasculated wreckage. The two women stood and turned off the vibrators, each giving a sigh of deepest satisfaction. They made the slaves suck the cocks clean and lick each-others cum from the mats. Ethan removed their cocks and left the room to put them away. Phillip rolled up the mats and stashed them under the couch.

Both women were pleasantly exhausted and it was bedtime. Ludmilla showed Sue to a guest bedroom with Phillip groveling behind. She settled in comfortably and Phillip slipped under the covers to join her.

She woke in the morning horny and needing to piss. Phillip was there with his head laid across her hairy mount just as he had spent the night and all seemed obvious. She guided him down so his head was between her legs. And it was clear this was a morning ritual to which he was long accustomed because he encircled her with is lips where the golden flow would come from her and accepted the deep draught of her strong morning vintage, then served her with tender attention from anus to clit to a pair of exquisite orgasms. She rose and Phillip went to hands and knees beside the bed. Again, things seemed obvious. She was still limp and languid in her afterglow but eager to start the day so she mounted Phillip’s back and he set off down the hallway, straining under her bulk but bearing it without complaint. They reached the kitchen where Ludmilla sat at the table waiting for her. Breakfast and coffee were served, prepared by Ethan who knelt in attendance.

Sue was glowing, wearing a vapid smile, her knees still a bit wobbly from her orgasms.

Ludmilla offered her a chair.

“I trust you slept well dear?”

“Oh yes! Ludmilla! Is this what it’s like every day for you? I want this life. What do I have to do to have it?”

“Yes, it is like this every day Sue. And this is how it should be for all women like us. But this culture and these times are not kind to us. In other times and in other places women like us are and have been revered, adored, depicted as goddesses in the finest works of art. But we all must claim our birthright. There is a network of women of like mind and body. We call ourselves the LLWW- the “Large Lovely Women of the World.” We give mutual aid and support, right wrongs such as were inflicted on you and enslave men to put them in their proper place. It is an informal organization but there are rules. The main requirement for membership is that a woman must have a slave to share with the others. I think you must know where I’m going with this. But excuse me. My coffee has kicked in and our Mother Nature calls. Phillip! To duty!”

In an instant Phillip went to his back on the floor with mouth open wide. Ludmilla squatted over him and Sue watched wide-eyed as he accepted what she had to feed him with hungry mouth, spilling not a bit despite the quantity, and then used his tongue to clean her. Ludmilla noticed her awe-struck expression and gave out her deep wicked laugh.

“I am a woman who says what she means and means what she says Sue. When I told you they would submit to ‘anything’ I meant just that. One day Ben will be similarly enslaved, I promise you. And when you hear the call this morning Ethan’s mouth will be available to you.”

“You will have this life starting now Sue, at least for the most part. You can move in with me here and I’ll share my slaves with you. It will be most pleasurable but you will never achieve complete fulfillment until you have a slave you have broken and trained yourself. And, of course, you will want this to be Ben. And you will have him one day, on his knees before you in surrender and submission, though it will take time. Much training and practice lie before you. You must become strong, invincible, able to woman-handle or seduce most any man. And I will teach you.”

And teach she did. Sue found somebody to take over her lease and moved in with Ludmilla, who was happy to support her. She quit her job, stayed in school but spent almost every other moment in training, both in the martial and erotic arts, learning not only to subdue but seduce, learning the many skills needed to control and manipulate the male, to make his lust his Achilles heel. By April Ludmilla deemed her ready for a challenge.

Sue went to a bar where the frat boys hung out, feigning drunkenness and wearing a short blond wig. Two mean and leering young men sidled up to her and offered to buy her a drink. Really sober and vigilant she saw one slip the rape drug into her margarita. She distracted them by claiming to see a topless woman in the street out front and dumped most of the drink into an empty beer bottle on the bar while they went to look. When they came back she acted woozy and, thinking the drug had taken hold, they led her out the back door of the bar and behind a dumpster. They tore at her clothes and tried to throw her down to rape her but each got a hard groin kick and then a knee to the chin when he doubled over in pain. They went down unconscious and she went back inside to retrieve the beer bottle and managed to pour enough drugged drink do their throats to put them under. Then she took their pants and underwear and threw them in the dumpster and walked down the alley and back home. They were found at closing time by a group of girls who left by the back door. They were well known TKOs and the gossip spread. They never lived down the humiliation.

Ludmilla had only two words to say: “You’re ready.”

Chapter Five

Ludmilla’s had a friend and LLWW member named Emma, a hefty black woman with skin like dark chocolate, a wide spreading round behind and an Afro to match. She had once been in prison for auto theft but had reformed and now attended university on a rehabilitation scholarship. But she was willing to help Ludmilla, a mentor and character reference, by reverting to her old ways just once more, stealing a van to be used for Ben’s disappearance. Unknown to Ben they had been watching him for weeks and knew his patterns.

So, that fateful evening in May they stalked him, following him with stealth in the van until he turned to walk down that dark street. Sue and Ludmilla lurked in the back naked.

Ben had no time to even cry out when they seized him and pulled him in the door. It slammed shut. He felt himself in the grip of two hefty naked bodies, finding both to be women as he struggled, passing hands and face over cunts and breasts. But he had no chance against them, large and strong as they were and obviously trained to fight.

Soon he was on his back with one of them sitting across his knees and holding his wrists to the floor, pinning him down, while the other crouched above him facing his feet with her feet each side of his head. In the dim light, he could see the big cunt poised above his face and he caught its scent. He looked up between her big breasts and was able to make out her face.

“Sue!” he gasped just as she settled down over him and his face was engulfed in the lush sucking wetness that cut off all light and air. His mind reeled and he was torn between fulfillment of his longing to taste her and fear as she pressed her fleshy bulk down remorselessly and his breath began to fail. But he offered no resistance, yielding to her, sticking his tongue out, tasting, craving. His tongue strayed to her clit and she came and flooded his mouth and he swallowed just before the blackness fell.

He awoke to find himself bound, gagged and blindfolded, still in the back of the van. He could tell they were winding through city streets. Then it stopped and he faintly heard a garage door being raised. The van pulled forward a few feet, stopped again and he heard the door go down. He heard the van door slide open and he was dragged out, picked up bodily and carried. He heard a door open and then close as he was carried through it. Then it was a few steps and down a stairway, another opening and closing of a door and he was laid on the floor. He heard a woman’s voice, deep and sultry with a tone of command.

“I’ll leave you two alone now Sue. I’m sure you have a lot of catching up to do!” He heard her lusty laugh and the sound of the door closing.

A hand pulled the gag from his mouth and removed his blindfold. He just saw her bare feet for a moment before she walked away and then he heard he speak from behind him.

“Up on your knees Ben and look at me”

He rose and looked around. He was in a basement rec room with chairs, a couch, a big TV. He turned and saw Sue, regally naked, enthroned in a big leather arm chair glaring at him with an expression equal parts loathing and lust.

“Sue! What’s going on? I’ve missed you! I’m so sorry about what I did. I was so wrong. Please forgive me and let me have a chance to start over! I did fall in love with you that night but…”

“Shut up! You expect me to just believe that after all your lies? I’m just supposed to say it’s all okay because you give me a lame apology? You are here to be punished Ben. There is no escape and there will be no mercy. There will be pain first. You will suffer until I think you have suffered enough and then I will train you to give me pleasure and you will begin your life as my slave. Do not insult me further with self-serving words meant to talk me out of the punishment you have earned.”

Ben sagged and bowed his head in resignation. Emotions churned in him. There was fear of her of course. Her anger and hate were palpable and forgiveness seemed an improbability. But there was joy as well just because he was there with her and he loved her and had a chance to win back her heart. But he knew the way would be long and hard. He raised his eyes to look into hers.

“Sue. You’re right. No words will ever be enough. I behaved like a pathetic, weak and treacherous coward and let my need for the approval of those TKO assholes and my dad and grandpa make me be cruel to a beautiful person who I loved even when I was breaking her heart. I have hated myself ever since that day Sue. And yes, I deserve punishment and I find it hard to conceive of punishment too severe. I will suffer for you Sue until you think I have suffered enough. But please, when that time comes give me a chance to prove my love, the love that was true then, is now and will always be. You have set me free by enslaving me. I no longer need to worry about the approval of others and can devote my life to the woman I have adored since my lips first touched hers.”

Sue’s face kept its implacable expression but within her heart melted. She felt her resolve weakening and needed counsel so she stood and walked to the door.

“Wait here Ben and prepare yourself. Your punishment will begin very soon.”

She opened the door, walked through and closed it, then leaned back against the wall and broke down in tears. Ludmilla heard her from upstairs and came down to lead her up to the living room. There was a camera in the rec room and she had watched and heard everything on the TV in the living room. She sensed Sue’s wavering.

“Ludmilla! I still love him! I hate him too but the love won’t go away!”

“Do not weaken child. Those were wonderful words and I won’t rule out his sincerity. And, by all means, take him at his word. If he accepts his punishment show no mercy. Break his will, bend his mind using the means and methods of pain and pleasure in which I have schooled you. Then your hate will go and your love will remain and you will share a life together with Ben in his proper place as your slave. Now steel yourself and go!”

Sue took a deep breath and returned to the rec room. Ben still knelt in his place with head bowed.

“Get ready Ben. It will be the whip for you first. Other things will follow, perhaps worse, but the whip has as straightforward simplicity, does it not?”

Unnoticed by him a mechanical hoist hung in the center of the room above his head. Sue took the remote that controlled it from its holder on the wall and lowered the hook at the end of the cable to the floor and attached it to the chain of Ben’s leg irons. He trembled but remained silent. She pressed the button to raise the hoist and Ben’s ankles were pulled above his head and he soon hung helpless upside down and at her mercy. She opened a closet door and took out a six-foot single tail, a cruel and brutal whip.

He heard a whoosh and a searing lash across his back and he cried out. Another fell across his tender ass and then they continued to strike in a slow cadence as Sue stood with feet spread wide for balance, swinging from the shoulder, just as Ludmilla had taught her, seeking maximum force and pain from every lash. Long practice had given her an arm of iron and she made her heart a stone and let his screams enhance the wet warmth that blossomed between her thighs.  Ben was soon reduced to sobbing agony and she paused for breath. Then came words from him that inflamed her lust and melted her heart at once.

“More Sue! Hurt me more! I deserve it! I love you!”

She felt a seething cruelty take hold of her and aimed her next lashes at his tender junk. Ten strokes sufficed to make him pass out from the pain. And the warmth in her loins had become a hot itch that demanded soothing. She lowered him and let out plenty of slack in the cable, then went to seat herself in the chair. He came to and rose to his knees.

“Come here Ben. It’s time for you to prove your sincerity.”

He knee-walked over to her with difficulty and when he came within reach she grabbed his hair and pulled him to her while parting her legs and raising her knees so his face was inches from her cunt.

“You’re going to use your tongue to please me Ben. That night we were together it was all about your pecker and your pleasure but from now on it’s about my pussy and my pleasure. Don’t expect that cock of yours to be inside me any time soon or ever. Now lick me! Get a good taste and then I’ll teach you. If you are a slow learner I’ll hang you back up and we’ll start all over!”

Ben’s head spun. Her scent dizzied him. He had only had brief glimpses of her cunt thus far and now it was exhibited boldly before him and he gazed in awestruck adoration at the protuberant pink labia fringed by her bristling black bush and the pink pulsing orb of her clit. And down below was the twitching brown vortex of her anus. His terror of her whip was only exceeded by his longing to lick her everywhere. He pressed his face into her fragrant, tickling wet and plied his tongue with hungry passion.

Sue gasped at the first touch of his tongue and the adoring hunger she felt from him. It was all she could do to stop herself from crying out her love. His worship affirmed the truth of his words. Though he lacked the practiced skill of Ludmilla’s trained slaves he more than made up for it. His tongue was everywhere, even down to her anus without having to be forced. She pressed her hole against his lips to encourage him to linger there and felt his tongue slip inside her, wriggling, probing, seeking her depths. She lost herself in that delight for a time but her clit throbbed, demanding attention and she tugged him up by the ears and set him to work on it. Before half a minute climax rocked her world, it’s power amplified by his love. Her hefty thighs clenched on his head and a surge of supernal pleasure radiated from her clit to her extremities and a sweet darkness fell in which she floated in a creamy contentment, then went limp, feet flopping to the floor.

But she dared not let him know how he had moved her and feigning a coldness she did not feel she shoved him away, first with hand and then with feet.

When Sue’s thighs clenched tight on his head as she passed into her ecstasy Ben’s heart nearly burst. Every night he had lain in bed with vague visions of the hairy mystery between her thighs spinning in his mind until somehow sleep fell. Often, he would lapse into dreams of being on his knees with his face buried between her thighs, immersed in her succulent cunt and serving her with passion, making her come over and over and he would awaken to find himself with cock in hand and stroking. Too late to stop, he would give in to the pleasure and soil his sheets.

Now he had feasted on the pussy he had hungered for and thought for sure he must have softened her heart. But then she coldly spurned him and spoke in a heartless tone.

“I’m not sure that was good enough Ben. More of the whip might be in order. What do you have to say for yourself?”

He cowered in terror and spoke in timorous voice.

“It hurt so much! I’m terrified but if you think I need more please do. I love you and you can do whatever you want to me if it will make you feel better. I’m just so happy to be with you. That night we were together I wanted so much to taste you and give you that pleasure. But my indoctrination by those jerks I called my friends kept me from doing it. Hurt me more if you want to. I’m ready now.”

Sue’s heart melted again but she concealed it. And in truth, there was much more suffering she wanted to inflict because that nagging anger lingered. But she couldn’t bring herself to hurt him more that night.

“That will do for this evening but don’t think this is the end of it. You used your penis to degrade me that night under the most false of pretenses. And those balls of yours are the drivers of your lust. Tomorrow those offending organs will be the objects of my attention. They are so tender, so sensitive and so precious to you and I know ways to make you regret you have them. But for now, it’s to bed for me and to your cell for you.”

There was a door in the wall to the left and she grabbed his hair and made him knee-walk over to it. Next to the door on a shelf was a ball shocker and a remote that controlled it. She strapped the small black device around the base of his scrotum, opened the door, jostled him into the opening, released his cuffs and leg irons, put a foot against his back, shoved him inside, slammed the door and bolted it.

Sue didn’t go straight to bed, instead going to the living room where Ludmilla waited to confer with her. Phillip and Ethan still knelt before her at her command. Ludmilla was favorably impressed, having watched the entire session.

“You were wonderful Sue. You really put the whip to him. It was all so hot I had Phillip and Ethan take turns sucking me while I watched. I came until I couldn’t any more. Now a penny for your thoughts Sue”

“This wasn’t what I expected. I thought he was just a shallow lying jerk who had used and humiliated me and I hated him. And his “apology” made it all the worse. But you saw and heard what happened. I believe him. I know he loves me. He even went down to lick my asshole on his own. I didn’t have to force him. Honestly, I could feel it from him even in the van when we took him. As soon as I settled down over him I could feel his surrender. But my hate and anger were so hot then it didn’t register until later. I thought I came then just from the thrill of it all.”

Ludmilla nodded thoughtfully.

“I think you’re right Sue. I’ve never had a man beg to be punished before. I’ve always had harder cases. And yes, I’m impressed that he would lick your anus so willingly. If a man will put his tongue there of his own accord it means he adores your body without reservation. But yet you plan on additional punishment and I agree with that as well. He must love and fear you in equal measure if you are to have a proper relationship. Since the focus tomorrow will be on his cock and balls let’s review the training I gave you in those tortures and I’ll add a few refinements you might consider if you think of it.”

Ludmilla used Phillip and Ethan to help Sue review and refine the methods and then it was bedtime. Ethan shared her bed that night, lying low under the covers, as one of the slaves always had, to serve any needs she might have during the night. Sue’s lust built up toward dawn but even though Ethan was there to ease her she refrained, wanting to save everything for her next session with Ben. And she lay there for some time just nursing her anger toward him so she would not soften and show mercy too easily. When it was time to get up she just availed herself of his mouth to relieve herself. After breakfast and a brief pep talk from Ludmilla she back down to the rec room to continue Ben’s punishment. She took with her two bowls, one filled with water, the other with a cold mush, bland but filling a nourishing breakfast for Ben to eat.

Chapter Six

Ben lay awake on the thin mattress on the floor of his cell for a long time after Sue locked him in. The cell was equipped with a hygiene module, a shower, lavatory and toilet all molded out of seamless fiberglass. There was a razor and a bar of soap on a shelf. The room was otherwise bare. His mind churned in turmoil and though frightened of what awaited him at Sue’s hands he had to admit to himself there was no other place he would rather be. The scent of her pussy from the night before filled his nostrils with every breath and his balls ached in longing. Winning back her heart was all that mattered and if that meant suffering torture and becoming her slave he resolved to be the most humble, submissive and adoring one any woman could dream of.  He finally drifted off into troubled sleep and woke when he heard her voice through the small grate in the door.

“Wake up Ben! Take a shower and shave. I want your face soft as a baby’s bottom. Let me know when you’re done and I have some food for you.”

Ben showered and shaved with extra care, knowing his face would be buried in her tender tissues. He finished and called out to let her know. There was a slot at the bottom of the door and he saw her push the two bowls into the cell with her foot. There was no spoon. He realized he was famished and bent down to eat and drink like a dog.

While Ben showered and ate Sue went to the closet and got out the instruments of torture she planned to use and laid them on a small low table beside the queening bench that Ben would be strapped to. She had not bathed herself, taking Ludmilla’s advice. It was a slave’s duty to pleasure his mistress wherever and whenever she wanted and to eat her pussy the way she served it to him. Her heart was racing with mingled anger and lustful anticipation, having focused her mind for hours on the moment of his cruel betrayal.

She went to fetch him from the cell. He knelt in the center of it waiting for her. Looking up at her he saw the cruel gleam in her eyes and the ball shocker’s remote in her hand and he cowered, looking down at the floor. But he the sight of her naked beauty made his cock rise. He heard a cruel cackling laugh from her.

“Scared are you Ben? Well you had better be. But I see your cock is being its predictable self. I won’t be cuffing you today. The ball shocker will suffice to control you. One jolt should do for demonstration.”

She pressed the button and Ben felt as if she had him kicked hard in the balls. He doubled over and rolled to the floor in a fetal position, cradling his aching nuts in his hands.

“Now crawl out here and come over to the bench.”

He obeyed, groveling beside her across the room to where the bench stood along the opposite all. A chill went up his spine at the sight of the instruments that lay on the table.

“Lie down on the bench now Ben so I can strap you down.”

He whimpered in his fear but obeyed without hesitation, laying himself down and even cooperating with her as she strapped him down. Sue knelt beside him and took time to describe and explain what was to come, including each instrument of torture.

“I’m going to mount your face and ride it Ben. Then I’m going to use these things on you. I’ll explain each one as we go. And by the way, you will address me as Mistress from now on.”

First there was what looked like a pair of iron clam shells joined side by side. They could be locked over his balls and each had a spring thumb screw protruding from it that could be tightened, squeezing the testicles.

“This device will squeeze your balls Ben. The more I tighten the more it will hurt. You will use your tongue in my anus to pleasure me. There are springs in the screws so if I loosen my grip the squeezer will back off and the pain will cease.  I will start with a good hard squeeze to motivate you and you will start licking me. But if you are truly pleasing me my grip will slacken and you will have respite. Are you ready Ben?”

“Yes Mistress. I’m ready to suffer for you and accept your justice.”

Sue moved over to kneel, straddling his head, cunt hovering inches above his face, facing his cock and balls. She paused briefly. Ben looked up between her legs, gazing with hunger at the pussy he adored, the dense raven bush riven by the ragged gash of her protuberant labia. The varied scents of woman unwashed and aroused flooded his senses and he longed for her to bring it down to cover his face. He would endure the torture with joy so long as he could taste her.

“Please Mistress! Begin! Hurt me as you see fit. I’ll give my all for your pleasure. I love you so much!”

Sue lowered herself to cover his face and gasped in delight as his tongue showered love between her thighs. She just enjoyed for a minute, letting him lick her all about, elated at having him where she had longed to have him, smothered beneath her cunt. Then she shifted to press her anus to his lips. His tongue wriggled its way inside her, giving her goose bumps. It was all she could do to fasten the device and then her delight postponed her using it. But Ben was not yet a fully trained slave. He had not yet had the rigorous practice and conditioning in the art of rimming so his tongue soon tired and his efforts flagged. It was then that Sue squeezed him and he felt a dreadful crushing ache that spurred him to redoubled effort. The rapture this gave her made her lose her grip and the pain went away until his tongue tired again and she squeezed him again.

So it went for what seemed like forever for Ben, heaven and hell combined, the heaven of her beloved pussy covering him, the hell of the awful clamp. He was driven to reach deep and summon the will to rim her with untiring abandon until she loosened her grip and the pain ceased and she shifted backward to offer her clit to his tongue.

“Make me come Ben! Now!”

With a last desperate fluttering of his tongue he brought her to release. She gave out a deep earthy sigh of pleasure and satisfaction, flooded his mouth, went soft and settled down over him, banishing light and air. He lay still while she savored, his breath growing short. But soon she dismounted and he felt only longing to be beneath her again.

She removed the clamp from his balls and picked up the next instrument held it before his eyes. It looked like an elongated alligator clip, a six-inch pair of jaws with wicked teeth with a spring that would clamp them tight. He felt her run her finger along the tender underside of his cock.

“Feel how sensitive this is Ben? Well, you’ll have no idea how sensitive it really is until I clamp this thing on. I have no way of knowing but I’ve been told it starts out as mere agony and that agony doubles by the second. I’m going to mount you and clamp it on and leave it on until you make me come again. Anything to say?”

“Yes! Please!  I’m scared of how much it will hurt but I’m in heaven when I’m under you Mistress! Hurt me if you want to. I know I deserve it!”

“Good to hear. Take a deep breath now!”

She mounted his face again, rubbed her cunt over it, giving him a few moments of unalloyed heaven before he felt the fierce stinging pain. Indeed, the agony did seem to double by the second. She gave him her anus first to arouse her. The pain drove him to supreme effort in his rimming and, mercifully, it aroused her quickly and she soon shifted to give him her clit.

Sue was in her own mingled state of mind. She felt her longing for vengeance being fulfilled, Ben pinned helpless beneath her and in agony, tongue up her ass where it so rightfully belonged. She felt his terror and torment but most of all his love. She could sense his efforts to serve her were not meant just to escape the pain but to give her pleasure born of that love. And her own feelings of love came flooding back. It moved her to the brink of climax once more and she pressed her tender pink orb to his lips. Just seconds under his wriggling tongue sufficed. Just moments before she came she released the clamp and shuddered her way through an exquisite orgasm, filled his mouth gain with her love liquor and heard him swallow it with a thirsty gulp.

Sue sat astride his face in afterglow looking at the remaining, unused instruments of torture and feeling conflicted. Ben lay beneath her in a state of surrender, patiently holding his breath, not wanting to disturb her savoring. His breath gave out and his body writhed by reflex and she came to her decision. He had suffered enough as far as she could see, but a kernel of doubt remained.

She dismounted, stood looking down at him, seeing the worship in his eyes and decided to seek Ludmilla’s counsel before proceeding. She left him there bound and went upstairs. It was Saturday and Ludmilla was in the living room eased back in a recliner, resplendently nude. Ethan and Philip knelt before her, each licking a foot. Sue’s pensive look aroused her curiosity.

“Something bothering you Sue? How are things going down there?”

“That’s just it Ludmilla. He’s endured the squeezed and the penis clamp and accepted the pain without complaining. He even begged me to hurt him. I really believe he loves me and has suffered enough now. But there’s still just a bit of doubt in my mind.”

“Would you like me to spend some time with him Sue? No man can deceive me. If he’s sincere I will know.”

“Would you please? And also, please enjoy him. Let me know what you think.”

Ludmilla herded Phillip and Ethan back to their cells while Sue went down to release Ben and bring him upstairs. He had not met Ludmilla, had only been woman handled by her in the van the night of his capture. Sue placed him on his knees in the middle of the rug and Ludmilla returned.

Ben caught his breath at the sight of her, the creamy white skin, the flaming red hair on her head and at her loins, her stern yet beautiful face with stunning blue eyes, her regal voluptuousity. She exuded dominance and authority. He trembled, knowing this was a woman who would exert her will without fail. She riveted her eyes on him and he bowed his head.

Sue made the introduction: “Ben, meet Ludmilla. She saved my life on that night I’ll never forget but hope I can forgive. I’ve come to love her as a friend and second mother. She will not hurt you. She just wants to talk to you and will most likely want you to give her pleasure. And you will serve her as you would me.”

“Leave us alone for a while Sue. I’ll send him to fetch you when I’m finished with him.”

“Okay. I’ll be downstairs.” She left the room, turning at the last to give Ben a reassuring smile.

Ludmilla enthroned herself in a deep leather armchair, called Ben over to kneel at her feet and spoke to him.

“Ben, your Mistress Sue has asked me to spend some time with you because she is almost sure of the sincerity of your repentance and of your love for her but still has some doubts. She thinks it may be time to end your punishment and wants my opinion. First, I would like to hear an explanation for your dreadful behavior.”

“I won’t try to excuse myself…Mistress Ludmilla. The truth is I lived a lie for most of my life out of weakness. I was indoctrinated in a despicable attitude toward women, especially women such as my Mistress and you, even though, in my heart, I find such women beautiful and dreamed and fantasized about them constantly. But I suppressed my true self out of a pathetic need for approval and belonging. I started hating myself the moment I humiliated my Mistress that night.”

“Fine words Ben but your actions will speak louder. You will give me pleasure now. This will tell the tale. Rest assured that I am a most discerning woman. No man can deceive me. Only true sincerity will persuade me. I will not hurt you. That is for your Mistress to do should I determine further punishment is warranted. Now come here.”

She shifted in the chair, raising her knees, parting her legs, resting her ankles on the arms, exhibiting her womanhood. Ben knee walked closer; eyes glued to the sight.

“Closer Ben.” He voice was low pitched, sultry, hypnotic and had a tone of inexorable destiny. He felt a will far stronger than his own take control of him. He came within her reach and she took his head between her hands and held his face a foot from her sex. Her feral perfume wafted over his nostrils, putting him deeper under her dominant spell.

“Look at it Ben. Tell me what you think of it.”

Ben just stared at the loveliness, the dense cinnamon thicket riven by her ragged labia and the long pink crevice between them, a big, seemingly ravenous, cunt that could envelop his face deep in its succulent tissues, devour him and make him love it even as he was being consumed. And below was the deep, pink-brown vortex of her anus. His heart hammered and his head spun.

“It’s so beautiful Mistress! All my life I’ve dreamed and wondered about what women have down there. I’ve hungered for it but I never knew until I tasted my Mistress. I’m in heaven when she has me down there. And yours is so different but just as gorgeous.”

“Very well Ben. I’m glad to hear you say that. You may taste me now.”

She pulled his head toward her until his tongue could reach. He licked in the crevice, tasting the salty wetness. Ludmilla gave instruction.

“Now start at the bottom and lick upward. That’s good dear. Now cup your tongue as you lick upward and gather my juice. Now swallow. That’s it! Again! Continue just like that, up and down. It’s imperative that you swallow the juice of women. It will keep your mind right. Do you like it?”

“Oh yes Mistress!”

His thirst for it grew with every lapping stroke and he reveled in her scent and the tastes of cunt and piss.

“You’re doing wonderfully Ben. It feels so good! But now I want you to lick my anus. Get down there now. Just lick very softly.”

He went down, buried his face deep in her pussy, and put his tongue to her orifice and caressed.

“This is such a selfless and loving act Ben. It tells your Mistress you adore her body without reservation and that you accept that she is exalted above you in the order of the world, that you accept your place as a lesser being who lives to serve her. And I can feel your sincerity Ben. This act reveals all. You are a caring, sensitive, and decent young man at your core. Your reprehensible behavior was the result of your being led astray by peer pressure. Your offense had to be punished but I concur with your Mistress that your punishment has been sufficient for atonement and you are ready to begin life as an exemplary slave who will make his Mistress very happy. Now I would like to come Ben. First, I want to feel that tongue deep in my ass. Rim me hard now! I’ll let you know when I’m ready to finish.”

Ben was in heaven once again, his face buried in her deep lush red snatch as he caressed her anus, straining to probe deep and please her. His only fear was of tongue fatigue. But before that set in she grabbed his hair and rolled her hips, rubbing her cunt over his face before pressing his head upward to offer her pulsing berry. She clenched her big thighs hard on his head, shuddered and came, gushing his mouth full, with the lusty satisfied sigh of a woman long accustomed to the ecstasy.

“Delightful Ben! Did I gush! I trust you swallowed?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. You need to swallow every juice from the body of your Mistress.”

She took the liberty of enjoying him some more, laying him on his back on the rug, straddling his face as he served her, back and forth, anus to clit until full satiation. Then she dispatched him to get Sue.

“Ben. Please go downstairs to let your Mistress know I’m ready. But please have her put you in your cell so we can discuss matters privately. Don’t worry. You were delightful.”

Sue came back upstairs to find Ludmilla eased back on the recliner couch. Her glow and soft sweet smile told the tale about her time with Ben.”

“He’s adorable Sue, just the sweetest thing. You’re so lucky. His bad behavior was an anomaly. He just got too much influence from the wrong sources. There’s just one more test for him to pass and he will be ready to be deflowered. But I’m sure that will prove to be a mere formality.”

“What’s that Ludmilla?”

“Why he must drink and eat from you Sue, show ultimate submission the way Ethan and Phillip do.”

“Of course, but are you sure he’ll do it?”

“Certainly dear. I know complete submission when I feel it.”

It was midafternoon by then and Sue went back downstairs and let Ben out of his cell. She decided to just spend the time between then and dinner enjoying his adoring company. He licked her feet, massaged, and kissed her body everywhere and gave sweet gentle cunnilingus. She basked in his love.

Ben was in paradise, alone with the woman he adored, his lips touching every square inch of her luscious flesh, his face pressed deep into that place of wonder, mystery, and delight between her thighs. His cock was like iron and his testicles ached so they felt like bowling balls in his sack.

Sue noticed his erection and, curious, had him stand up before her chair so she could fondle him. She gave his balls a tender squeeze and he winced.

“Oh Ben! Do they hurt?”

“Yes mistress. You excite me so I’m out of my mind and I can’t remember the last time I came. But it’s OK. You’re the one who matters. I’ll be alright. I don’t really deserve to come ever again after what I did to you.”

Sue was touched and wanted to show him mercy. But how? She had resolved he would never enter her again. And the idea of just letting him come without paying some price bothered her. Then inspiration struck. She sat back in the chair and spread her legs.

“Oh Ben! Poor thing. I think you should come. You’ve been so sweet and unselfish. Now kneel in front of me, right there, between my legs.”

He obeyed, kneeling with his member just inches from her pussy. 

“Now Ben. Go ahead. Jerk off. I’ll bet it won’t take long. Just make sure you shoot your load on my pussy. Then I have a job for you.”

He was shamed at the thought of masturbating in front of her but his balls cried out for relief. He took himself in hand and stroked, just as he had the many times that all he could do was dream of Sue. After just a score of strokes he felt the welling up and then the surges of pleasure as he erupted. He was so pent up that his first spurts flew up over her cunt and splattered over her belly and breasts. His load was huge and he still covered her bush in thick wads and her labia as well.

Sue burst out laughing at first and then could only think to lean up and kiss him on the lips, then lie back in the chair.

“Poor baby! How your poor balls must have ached being so full of all that! At least I know you have loads of love for me!”

She laughed again, barely able to contain herself.

“But now you really have your work cut out. Better get that tongue busy cleaning up! I feel it running down over my asshole and I don’t want a mess on my chair.”

Ben all but dived to catch the creamy cascade that covered her hole on his tongue and swallow it. Then he lapped at her snatch and sucked the goo from her pubes. Big gouts still lay over her belly and breasts and he slurped them up while she giggled. Then he knelt back down, shamefaced at the indignity but happy to have amused her so. She leaned forward to kiss him again, then held his head to her breast.

“I’ll remember to let you come once in a while. I was just enjoying you so much I forgot you have needs. But you will have to earn it. You are my slave after all. I like the thought of you aching for me and I want you aching most of the time. And won’t it feel good when I finally let you have release?”

She heard a polite knock on the door and said, “come in”. It was Ethan, there to announce that the evening meal was served. She had Ben crawl upstairs behind her and joined Ludmilla and her two slaves in the dining room. They ate their fill of the roast Ethan had prepared and gave the slaves the scraps and leftovers.

Then it was to the living room for wine and a small orgy. But before the cocks were brought out Ludmilla asked Sue to take Ben to his cell, saying she would explain later. Then Phillip and Ethan were fucked and put away for the night. Ludmilla explained about sequestering Ben.

“There is a ritual that goes with deflowering Sue. The act will be consummated in public with the members of our regional LLWW chapter in attendance. We’re talking thirty or so women, all of like mind and body. And each will bring at least one slave too. The event will be held at a hotel owned by one of us. Ben must not know what is to happen until he is brought into the room and sees you with your cock installed. The look on a slave’s face when he sees his mistress sporting a dick a lot bigger than his is priceless. You’ve had plenty of practice here with Phillip and Ethan so I’m sure you’ll have no trouble taking charge and teaching him whose cock will rule his life.”

“Will it hurt him Ludmilla?”

“At first, yes. But it’s necessary to let him know who’s boss. But when you’re finished with him he’ll yearn every minute for the next time. And he’ll be yours, truly and completely yours. It must be felt to be understood.”

“I’m excited Ludmilla. When will it be?”

“Why not next Saturday? I’m sure almost everyone will come. It’s the most emotionally rewarding thing there is for our kindred hearts to see and nobody will want to miss it. And then there’s the after-orgy.” 

Sue brought Ben upstairs to share her bed that night. In the morning when she woke she lay on her back and reached down to awaken him and guide him to lie with his head between her legs, ready to serve her and she instructed him.

“Ben, sweetheart, we’ll be sleeping together like this from now on and every morning before I get out of bed I’ll want some love from your tongue and an orgasm or two. But it’s uncomfortable for you to lick me when I have to pee so bad in the morning. And I don’t want to have to get out of bed to go to the bathroom and come back. I think the solution is simple. You can drink from me and then pleasure me. Now put your mouth around my pussy where the pee comes out. I think you know where that is. Can you do this for me Ben? Do you love me enough?”

“Yes Mistress.”

She was delighted with his immediate obedience and lack of hesitation. She felt his lips encircle the spot and she just let go, flooding his mouth. He guzzled it down, seemingly with a thirst. Then he turned to serving her. She was horny to begin with after a good night’s sleep and Ben’s act of selfless submission inflamed her all the more. She raised her knees to offer her pussy and just a few wriggles of tongue on clit triggered her first orgasm. Then he went down low to rim her and she lost herself in the rapture of it until her body demanded release again and she rolled her hips to offer her clit once more. She finished with a shudder and a lusty sigh, looking forward to beginning a new day.

“Ben! That was such lovely way for you to say’ good morning.’ Was it okay with you?”

“Yes Mistress. I was surprised by what you asked of me and a bit worried about failing you but when I tasted it, knowing it came from you, it was delicious. Please let me have more any time you have some!”

“You’ll never be thirsty for long darling. And you will say ‘good morning’ this way every day.”

Then it was downstairs to breakfast. Ludmilla was up already. A huge omelet lay on her plate with another for Sue. Phillip and Ethan knelt on either side of her. Sue looked at Ludmilla with a twinkle in her eye.

“Mission ‘number one’ accomplished!” Ludmilla laughed.

They ate, tossing tidbits to the slaves for them to catch in their mouths. They finished about half of their omelets and divvied up the remainder for the slaves to eat. Coffee and breakfast made nature take its course in Sue. She gave Ludmilla that look again and a wink.

“Time for mission number two. But I think I’ll do it privately the first time.”

“Of course, Sue. It’s a special moment for both of you.”

“Come along Ben. Let’s go downstairs for a minute.”

He followed her to the rec room. Matters were getting urgent so she wasted no time.

“On your back Ben!”

He was on the floor in a heartbeat. She squatted down, holding her anus inches above his mouth, and told him what would be required of him. He turned pale and averted his face. She felt a flash of anger and considered getting out the whip but then thought better of it.

“Ben. How much do you love me?”

“More than anything Mistress. More than life itself but…”

“If you really love me Ben you will open your mouth. Our life together is just beginning and I’ve been so happy, haven’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do you want this to end? I could punish you for disobeying but that would be beside the point because the real issue is you will break my heart if you won’t do this for me and I’ll have to ask you to leave.”

Their eyes met for a moment and she saw a look of resolve come into his. He opened his mouth as wide as it could go. The act of ultimate submission was consummated then and there and as he used his tongue to clean her a feeling came over Sue the like of which she had never imagined. Her heart nearly burst with joy at the realization of being loved so absolutely.

“Oh Ben! Darling! Now I know you really love me. How was it?”

“It was like this morning in bed again. I was afraid at first but it came from you so it was delicious. Will you feed me like this every day? Please Mistress?”

“You’ll never be hungry or thirsty for long sweetheart.”

She led him back upstairs. In her joy, it felt as if she floated on air up the stairway. Her glow told Ludmilla all she needed to know.

“Mission two accomplished I see Sue. I’ll send out invitations to everyone today.”

Chapter Seven

They spent the week together lost in their loving. It was June, no school and no work, nothing for Sue to do but enjoy the attentions of her sweet slave. With every passing day, he became more attuned to her body, coming to know every nuance of how to please and satisfy her.

Sue felt frisky and playful. Every day she challenged Ben to wrestle on the king-sized bed. He made a show of fighting back to prolong her fun but invariably ended up with head clenched between her thighs from the front or behind in a heavenly scissors lock, not to be released until he had satisfied her.

Ludmilla had instructed her to not let him come before the ceremony so he would come with greatest intensity when she took him and produce an impressive ejaculation for the amusement of the assembled Mistresses. She knew her body excited him to the point of madness to begin with and she took pains to tease him without mercy so the ache in his balls would grow and grow until unbearable.

Saturday came. The hotel had a limo service and the car came to pick up Sue, Ben, Ludmilla, and her slaves. It pulled into the garage and the door closed. They all embarked, everyone naked, concealed by the tinted windows. Ben had no idea what awaited him.

Upon arrival, they drove into the underground garage and went to a small room adjoining the hall where the ceremony was to be. Ludmilla led her slaves away to another large adjoining room where the other slaves were sequestered, then returned to join Sue and Ben. Ludmilla had instructed Sue as to the protocol and Sue exited through the door into the hall, leaving him alone with Ludmilla.

Ben looked up at Ludmilla from where he knelt. “Where are we Mistress? Why am I here?”

“Hush now Ben and don’t worry. You will not be harmed. In fact, this will be the happiest day of your life, the day you become what you were always meant to be. Now bend over and show me that sweet tender behind. There’s something I need to do.”

Instant obedience was ingrained in him and he bent over with elbows on the floor and head resting upon them. He felt something warm and slippery being poured down his crack and then what he presumed was Ludmilla’s finger entering him gently and softly fucking him a few times in and out. He moaned in pleasure.

“Ah! You like it Ben. Good! Now let’s go join your Mistress in the hall. On hands and knees now. Follow me!”

She led him through the door into the hall. At first, he could only see the hall’s wall on his right and a black waist high wall on his left. But there was an opening halfway along that wall. Ludmilla led him through it and the spectacle was before him. In the center of the room there was a stage three stairs high and eight by eight feet wide covered by a scarlet cloth. Seated around the stage on three sides were women, all nude and all of similar stature to Sue and Ludmilla, but of all colors and races. Forty such women were in attendance, some uninvited, word having spread beyond the boundaries of the chapter. All were welcome invited or not. He gaped, then heard Ludmilla give instruction.

“Bow low Ben. Forehead to the floor.”

He obeyed. Some long seconds passed, then: “Ben, look up!”

He obeyed again, looking straight ahead and his jaw dropped. There on the stage stood Sue, naked as before but now with a big cock jutting from her hairy loins, big balls dangling below it. The false organs looked as if she was born with them. He cowered, look up at Ludmilla, who just pointed to Sue. He looked back at her. She beckoned, calling him to come kneel at her feet. The look on her face was one of love mingled with a gleam of raw lust.

He groveled up the steps of the stage and knelt arm’s length before her eyes riveted on the big false dick, noticeably larger than his own. He was erect as he nearly always was and the difference in size was apparent to all. Silence reigned as Sue spoke.

“Ben, all my new friends are here tonight to watch while I make you mine now and forever. You are still a virgin in the most important way and that will change very soon. You must be brave now and trust me. It will hurt a bit, it must hurt a bit but when all is finished you will thank me and love me more than ever, as I will you. Now come closer so we can begin.”

He hesitated a moment but her stern and impatient look made him move forward to within her reach. She put a hand behind his head and drew him toward her pressing the glans of the cock to his lips.

“Ben, you remember what I did for you on our first night together. Now you will return the favor. Suck it darling. Worship my cock.”

He trembled but opened and she pulled his head forward until the glans touched his gullet then instructed.

“Just suck it sweetheart, in and out in and out.”

She stood with hands on hips and let him suck of his own accord, enjoying his submission. Reaching down below the balls she pressed the button and the vibrations made her shudder. She could feel the tingling waves of pleasure as his lips caressed her shaft. Then she took his head between her hands and pushed forward with her hips, pressing the glans to his gullet again.

“Ben, you know what to do. I did it for you once. Come on now! Down your throat!”

She pressed harder and he gagged and backed away. She was gentle with him but relentless, forcing it back into his mouth while speaking loving words.

“Try again now darling. I know you can do it and if you really love me you will.”

Ben took a deep breath. Though scared and confused he didn’t want to fail her and summoned a supreme effort, leaning in, doing what he could to open himself. The glans slipped past his gullet and he gagged again but held firm and pressed forward. The cock slid in to half its length. He paused, firmed his will, pressed again and it slid home. He felt the tickle of her bush on his nose.

She pushed his forehead back and the cock slid out so just the glans was between his lips. The she grabbed his hair and pulled him forward again. The cock slid in full length but with some difficulty. Then it was back again and forth again. Each time the penetration grew easier until she was throat fucking him in a quick cadence. The blow job was a pleasure familial to her but having Ben, her very own loving slave, on his knees excited her as never before and a brutish orgasm struck her in two short minutes. She gave out a bestial sound of ecstasy and felt her knees go wobbly. Loving and caring, Ben wrapped his arms around her hips to steady her and she basked in afterglow with her cock rammed down his throat. Then she pushed him back, the cock disengaging with a pop.

Matters were proceeding splendidly and Sue wasted no time. Her orgasm had been exquisite but had barely eased her lust. She looked into Ben’s loving eyes as he knelt there awaiting her next command.

“I’m sure you know where this is going next dearest. Turn around and bend over now. That’s good. Now spread your cheeks apart so I can see your little virgin hole! It will hurt at first darling. But aren’t your balls aching? You would like to come, wouldn’t you? This will make it all better. I promise!”

Ben’s obedience was instant though he trembled. She went to her knees behind him and aligned the cock with his orifice. She had taken Ludmilla’s much used slaves many a time and delighted in it, but every time she had fantasized that it was Ben offering his virgin ass. Now it was real and her heart hammered in her breast. She waited just a bit to savor being poised for the deflowering thrust. Experienced as she was there was no hesitation when she rolled her full strong hips and drove the member in so just the flare of the glans disappeared inside him. Her mentor had lubed him just enough to avoid his being torn but Ben still cried out and broke into sobs as his tender hole was stretched to its limit.

“Please Mistress! Stop! It hurts so much!”

But Ludmilla had warned her to steel herself and disregard his pleas for mercy. Her answer to his plea was another driving thrust that tore another cry of pain from him and plunged the cock in another inch. Sue could tell full penetration would have to be done this way, inch by inch because he was such a tight little virgin. It would make the deflowering that much more enjoyable and make this moment unforgettable for both of them.

It was a delight for her that exceeded her fantasies. It seemed she still had some lingering resentment of his perfidy. The cock was a full ten inches and there were eight to go. Each hard thrust brought another cry of pain and pleas for mercy which were answered by the next thrust until just one more inch remained. She drew back and drove the cock home to its depths.

Ben was sobbing now without any pretense of “manhood.”  She withdrew the cock until just the glans remained within him and went back to thrusting. He took it two inches at a time now. She drove it home again and pulled back. On her next thrust half of the cock went in and the second drove it in all the way. She drew back and threw her big hips forward. The cock went in all the way. She knew he was properly stretched and began a rolling motion of her hips, the cock now sliding in and out with increasing ease. Ludmilla dribbled some more lubricant on the shaft.

Then Sue took a firm grip on his hips and fell to rutting hard. Inevitably his cries of pain transformed to moans of pleasure and soon they passed into the rolling, gyrating movements of lovemaking, Ben answering her thrusts by backing himself onto the cock as she drove forward. With sweetly harmonizing sounds of surrender and triumph they came as one in ways neither would ever forget in a moment of ultimate bonding and epiphany. With her last strength before she melted in the flaccidity of satisfaction Sue took Ben by the shoulders and raised him to kneel straight up so his cock sent creamy spurts arching through the air, some near reaching the edge of the stage from the force of his pent-up longing. A gasp of delighted surprise was heard from the audience.

Then both melted and collapsed forward in a heap with Sue on top and Ben still impaled. They lay for some minutes as Sue whispered tender words in his ear. Then she stood with cock jutting proud and applause and cheers rang out in the room. She could only think to put her foot on Ben’s back, raise her arms in triumph and then take a bow. Ben lay there feeling wilted, unmanned, humiliated, yet ever more deeply in love with Sue and already longing to be taken by her again.

Slaves brought two big throne chairs and a queening bench onto the stage. The chairs were set facing each other with the bench off to one side.  Sue took a seat in one chair and Ludmilla strapped Ben down to the bench. The women in the audience stood and formed a line. Sue held court as one by one they came up the stage to sit in the other chair, introduce themselves, chat briefly and wish her well. All were duly impressed with the power and quantity of Ben’s ejaculation.

Emma, the hefty black woman who had assisted in Ben’s capture was first in line. When through chatting with Sue she stepped over to Ben and stood over him with his head between her calves, looking down at him with a kind but lustful smile. As her reward for helping she was accorded the privilege of enjoying Ben first.

Ben looked up as she began to lower herself, saw the big cunt descending, thick nappy bush, ragged labia, big puckering anus all black as coal, lips spreading as she came down to expose the hot pink inside. As she went down to her knees lush sucking wetness engulfed his face and her animal perfume flooded his senses. He felt no fear, though helpless and at her mercy, just a sense of surrender and desire to please. First, she rubbed herself back and forth over his face and he cupped his tongue and ran it up her slit to gather and swallow her juice. Then she offered her anus and settled her weight down as he paid it several minute’s homage with his tongue. This brought her to the brink and she gave him her pulsing clit and had him finish her. Her big body lurched and convulsed and she gave out a wail, gushed his mouth full, then relaxed in her satisfaction, smothering bulk pressing down full weight. All went dark and airless but he lay still and compliant not wanting to disturb her savoring. Just before his breath failed she rose to make way for the next woman.

This was a squat and shapely woman of Japanese extraction who straddled his head facing his feet. He served her in her turn, loving the gentle tickle of her silken soft pubes.

So it went, cunt after cunt being lowered onto his face until all forty women had been satisfied. Each expressed her delight in his attentions. His cheeks and forehead were caked with the amber ooze from their pussies, shed pubes of all different colors embedded in it.  Ludmilla unbound him and had him kneel before Sue who beamed at him.

“Ben, I’m so proud of you for pleasing all my new friends!” She kissed his forehead.

Then Ludmilla had Sue stand and Ben kneel. She stood between them one hand on Sue’s shoulder and the other on Ben’s head as she addressed the audience.

“I never tire of deflowering ceremonies. Nothing touches my heart so much as seeing a man surrender himself and allow his mistress to take his virginity and so called “manhood.” Now Ben will know the peace of mind that comes with accepting his place in a properly ordered world. There will be no more doubt or confusion, no more macho posturing. Life will be simple and clear, submit, obey, give pleasure.  And always I wonder why, why can all men not see the light, give up that delusion. They hurt themselves as much as they do any women they mistreat. But we do live in the real world and it will have to be one man at a time. But enough talk! Let the festivities commence!”

Slaves brought out food and drink and set it out on tables along the wall. The slaves who had been sequestered during the ceremony were brought out to be enjoyed in common. Sue took Ben’s hand and led him down from the stage, feeling free-floating lust, eager to participate and go wild. The room was soon filled by a milling, writhing fleshy mass.

Sue shoved him in the direction of a voluptuous chocolate brown Indian woman with long raven locks and a nose piercing who wrestled him to the floor so he lay beneath her sumptuous ass, with her facing his feet. She reached to grab his ankles and hoisted his behind to offer it to a hefty blond with big dick jutting from her golden bush. She went to her knees and impaled him. Then the orgy engulfed them and Sue lost sight. But he was already forgotten as she made her way to where several pairs of slaves knelt harnessed chin to chin, ready to give two tongue pleasure. She hopped astride and let their tongues transport her.

The orgy reached a wild and boisterous crescendo and then tapered off into a chorus of satisfied sighs, everyone lying in a heap. Then, one by one the women rose, the slaves were sorted out and all said goodbyes and left. Ludmilla folded up the cum stained scarlet cloth from the stage for Sue to take home and hang on her bedroom wall in commemoration.

Chapter Eight

The summer passed and they spent it immersed in their love but not just their love alone. Sue and Ben had joined a community ruled by love, love of slave for mistress and love of mistress for slave. And both soon found that slaves were to be shared and swapped freely and without jealousy. Ben was much in demand as a fresh new slave and quite the young and tender morsel for the many hefty cougars in the LLWW. He was swapped for a night at least once a week and spent many an hour on the queening bench, smothered by the fleshy bulk of the mistresses. And Sue enjoyed the smorgasbord of pleasures from different slaves and felt not a hint of possessiveness.

By August, an almost forgotten hankering came over Sue. Ben was nearly always erect unless freshly fucked or permitted to ejaculate in another way. Sue found herself staring more and more at his member and recalling their first night together and the delight it had given her. She had a change of heart about letting him enter her. But she wondered if allowing him to enter her was in violation of any of the unwritten rules. She sought Ludmilla’s counsel.

“Ludmilla, I just keep remembering how well he fit me. And he really paid attention to pleasing me. He found out how I liked it and made sure to give it to me that way. And I did suck him and let him come in my mouth and swallowed it and I liked it. I know it might be wrong in some way for me to want that but I do. And he entered my behind too and that was wonderful too. But will this compromise my dominance over him? And I don’t think I would want it all the time, just when I’m in the mood.

“Well Sue, first of all, he is your slave and your property and you are free to do with him whatever you please. Other mistresses do enjoy their slaves’ cocks though I choose not to for reasons of my own. It need not compromise you but things must be done to keep him in his place. It would be a good idea to fuck him first to make sure he knows whose cock is boss. And he should pay some kind a of price. Make him lick his cum from your pussy and swallow it when he’s done and make him suck it from your anus and swallow it too. But it need not be limited to that. You might add other requirements.”

Sue nodded. “Yes. It will be those things and one thing more. But I will need a bit of help from you Ludmilla.”

Sue was lounging in the recliner while Ben was doing some household chores the next day and she couldn’t keep her eyes off his erection. She called him over to stand by her side with his organs within her reach. She fondled his member first, then gave his balls a tender squeeze. He winced in his perpetual ache.

“Oh! Poor dear! They ache, don’t they? But you know how I like that. And you know I’ll fuck you tonight and make it better so just be brave. And there is something else I want to talk about.”

She took hold of his cock and stroked it. He shuddered in longing and she warned him against coming.

“Ben, I just can’t forget our first night together and how wonderful this thing made me feel. My anger at you over what happened later is gone because you’ve surrendered yourself to me and accepted your punishment. I enjoy you in so many ways but lately I’ve been wanting to enjoy you in every way. I’ll even suck your cock sometimes. I remember how rich and tasty your cum was and I want to taste it again. You make so much of it and it does have protein so it will nourish my body and make you a part of me in a way. The thought of that turns me on. But there will be some rules governing this and it will happen only when I am in the mood.”

She went on to describe the contingencies Ludmilla had suggested and then added one very important one of her own.

“Ben. Will you do this for me?”

“Yes Mistress. I love you!”

Chapter Nine

September came and school was back in session at the university. The TKOs were back in town and it was party time. Their frat house was an old stately brick mansion with wide porches across the front on first and second stories. There was a spacious lawn and the whole was surrounded by a wrought iron picket fence with a wrought iron gate hung between two brick pillars.

It was a warm September Saturday afternoon and the perpetual party was in full swing outside. The brothers and their sorority bitches were hanging out on the porches drinking beer and playing volleyball and Frisbee on the lawn.

A long black limo pulled to a stop in the street out front with Ludmilla at the wheel. The power side doors swung open and Sue emerged regally naked leading naked Ben by a leash tied around his balls. It spread and stretched them so his sack was tight and shiny and his balls were purple as ripe plums.

She opened the gate and led him halfway down the cobblestone walk that went to the front porch, stopped and turned sideways. All eyes were riveted on her, mouths were agape and beer bottles dropped from hands to shatter on concrete.  Ben went to his knees behind her and planted tender kisses on each of her cheeks, then came around to kneel before her. He bowed low to kiss her feet then straightened up and called out.

“I love this woman more than life itself and it is my joy and honor to be her slave!”

Then Sue parted her legs slightly and he leaned in to lick her. She was at hair trigger from his licking her in the car on the way over to prime her and from the excitement of the moment. In just seconds she came with a spurting gush and a cry of triumph. Ben caught the spurt in his mouth and swallowed it. Sue raised her hands over her head with middle fingers poking upward and spun around to exhibit her resplendent nudity with a taunting look on her face. Then she led Ben back through the gate and into the car. The doors closed and it drove away. The shocked silence went on long after the car passed from sight.

The End

My Harem Complete Again

Jacob

My divorce had been a painful one, my wife of just one year who I had married right out of college leaving me for another man who she preferred as being more “macho”. She said I was too “sensitive” and not the “take charge” dominant kind of guy she really wanted. It left me lonely and hurting at the age of twenty-three, looking for love. Like so many in these times I turned to online dating. I settled on a website for those who had lost spouses or lovers through divorce, break-up, or bereavement.

I wasn’t ashamed of the kind of man I was and am and I created my profile, accordingly, portraying myself as gentle and sensitive and as an unselfish and caring lover. And, if I do say so myself, I’m not hard to look at, taller than average, trim and fit, dark hair, deep blue eyes and not unhandsome.

I put myself out there and waited. There were a few hits on my profile early on and some brief flirtations I initiated myself, but I found the women shallow and superficial.

Then one day Marla dropped out of cyberspace and into my life. She was 15 years my senior but somehow, we clicked. She had short reddish-brown hair, big deep green eyes, and was a bit full of figure according to her profile. Her face was strong featured, not attractive in the conventional sense but her full, sensuous lips, strong chin, those eyes and her proud,” this is me, take it or leave it” expression intrigued me. And, as it happened she lived nearby, though she didn’t tell me where.

We began to communicate. She was opinionated and strong willed, but I liked that, and she was also very smart and funny. I checked out feedback on her from other male users of the site and they labeled her “bitch” and “ballbuster.”  Beneath her tough exterior there seemed to be a very sensitive and vulnerable person, not unlike myself.  She had been widowed several years ago, the husband she loved dearly killed by a drunken driver. Finally, she had healed enough to look for love again.

I took to fantasizing about her, visualizing her naked body, and making love to it. But I felt a bit intimidated by her and was afraid to propose meeting in person. True to form it was she who proposed it.

We arranged a meeting at a restaurant we both knew. I would sit in a corner table waiting for her at seven o’clock on a Friday evening in July. I took an Uber to the restaurant. The day had been hot, and I wore shorts, golf shirt and sandals. The early evening air was still sultry.

My table was by a window with a view of the entrance. A nondescript car drove up, apparently another Uber and she emerged from it and walked toward the door. She was dressed for the heat as well, tight red tank top, khaki shorts, sandals. I could see she was on the tall side, indeed full of figure, but in a shapely, voluptuous way. I lost sight of her as she entered the foyer, but she came through it, looked in my direction, saw me, and smiled as she approached.

Her stride was firm and purposeful, graceful, hinting at athleticism. She held her head high, shoulders back, making her big firm breasts jut out. They jiggled slightly as she walked, suggesting she wore no bra. Her waist narrowed pleasingly, and her hips swelled to lovely curvature. Strong, hefty thighs tapered to slim muscular calves. The pictures on the website had not done her face justice and had, above all, not caught the glimmering highlights in her hair or the sparkle in her eyes.

She drew near and my guess at her being braless was confirmed by her nipples showing bold and protuberant from the chill of the air conditioning. I was smitten. She held out her hand in greeting. I took it, trying hard to conceal my trembling. And my cock swelled in my shorts and would not subside.

“Hello, I’m Marla.”

“I’m Jake, so happy to meet you at last!”

I ordered drinks, double strong margaritas at her behest, and we fell to small talk first. After the second marg the alcohol and our empty stomachs combined to loosen us up and there was much double entendre and then some outright raunchy talk. She playfully urged me to brag up my sexual prowess and size, but I demurred for the most part, preferring to be honest.

“You would find out soon enough I’m just average.” I laughed. “What I can’t do with my cock I have to make up for with my tongue.”

Indeed, one of the few things about me my wife had continued to like was my skills at cunnilingus. She would force me to perform it for her but once I had satisfied her she would push me away with scorn and call me a perverted wimp. Marla looked at me pointedly with a gleam in her eyes.

“I expect head, insist upon it in fact. As for your cock, the lack of size is not disqualifying. I have a way of getting what I want from a man regardless.”

Her bold assertiveness took me back and I changed the subject by suggesting we order dinner. She took charge and ordered two bone-in ribeyes, rare, without consulting me and two more margs, this time triple strong.

The steak and potatoes helped take the edge off the effect of the drinks but still we were both pretty lit by the time we finished. She took out her phone and summoned an Uber, again without consulting me. She took my hand and all but pulled me to my feet to follow her to the exit. On the way to the door it was all I could do to conceal the bulge in my shorts. She looked back at me, then down, saw it and giggled. We waited out front for the few minutes it took for the car to arrive. She stood in front of me, facing away with her shapely behind against my groin, both concealing and aggravating my arousal. It was clear we were going to her place.

On the drive she pressed me backward and lay on top of me, shamelessly making out, invading my mouth with her tongue. The car stopped at our destination and I had no clue where it was. She lay on top of me, pinning me down and took a garage door remote from her pocket. She pushed to button and told the driver to pull inside. We got out of the car, the driver backed out, the garage door came down and I knew not where I was.

It was a small condo. We went in and she took me by the hand and led me to the bedroom. Our minimal clothing was on the floor in seconds and she threw her arms around me and assaulted my mouth with a deep and ravenous kiss, taking me with her tongue. Naked, she was the embodiment of luscious, curvy womanhood. My hands traced her curves, marveling at her silken, creamy skin.

Hanging on to me tight, she toppled backward onto the bed, taking me with her. Pressing down on my shoulders with her hands she directed me lower and I kissed and sucked her nipples until they hardened and wrinkled, then yielded to her pushing me yet lower. I began kissing my way slowly down over her belly, but she grew impatient and shoved me down all the way to her thick luxuriant bush. I nuzzled into it briefly, catching a whiff of her perfume and then she put her feet on my shoulders and then on my head to force it down between her thighs.

My senses were assailed by the scent and taste of woman unwashed and unashamed after a long hot summer day, sweat, piss salt, feral musk of female lust. Dizzied, drunkened, I fell under her spell. Rolling her hips, she urged me to please her and I set about my duty with worshipful passion, lapping about, albeit aimlessly. Impatient again, she grabbed a hank of my hair and guided my mouth to her clit. It was the size of a chickpea and turgid in her lust. I knew well enough what to do and, after just a few moments more under the caresses of my tongue, those strong thighs clenched together on my head. She arched her back, let out a deep earthy grunt of shameless pleasure and satisfaction and relaxed with a contented sigh. Then she drew me up beside her and kissed my forehead.

“Well Jake, or rather Jacob, I prefer formal names, you have some real potential. I haven’t had an orgasm like that for years. I used my fingers to keep me sane, but I just barely succeeded. Just to make things clear, I haven’t showered since yesterday, so I could make you aware of one very simple rule: you eat what I serve you. And then there is rule number one: my pleasure comes first.  After I’ve had mine I can consider letting you have yours.”

I was both chilled and inflamed by her bold assertion of dominance and mistakenly took her words as permission, leaning forward to both kiss and mount her. I was fended off with a strength that surprised me.

“Hold on there boy! You don’t get to come yet. I said I would consider it, but you have a lot more to do before we get to that point. Now go down and lick my feet while I relax a while. Then you’re going to eat me some more and I’ll teach you a few things it’s important for you to know if you expect to satisfy me properly.”

My head spun. I was shocked by her domineering ways but also compelled and excited by them and I obediently went down to kneel at the foot of the bed and began to lick her soles. She sighed softly in her pleasure. The pungent taste and scent of sweat, salt and leather gave me a sense of submission and abasement that thrilled me. Pleasing her became everything. I slobbered on her soles and then set to work on her toes, making sure to slip my tongue between them, continuing until every surface was bathed by my spit.

She snapped her fingers to get my attention and I looked up to see her with legs parted, knees raised and pointing between her thighs. I took a moment to gaze at her womanhood. Her cunt was big, dark reddish and dense pubes encircling protuberant labia and the wide brownish vortex of her anus. She snapped her fingers again and I made my way up between her legs and pressed my face deep in her hairy crevice, reaching out with my tongue.

She let me lick unfocused for a bit and as my tongue wandered lower I yielded to the urge to go all the way down to lick her anus. I had gone down low like this on my ex-wife once, but she had recoiled from the act and berated me for being a filthy pervert. Marla’s reaction was quite different, a sigh of delighted surprise and a pressing of her hole against my lips to encourage me. I went to work with a passion.

She needed cleaning and I did my duty, gently swabbing away the flakes and smears from every seam and crease of her vortex. She knew I was doing it and murmured encouragement while making soft sounds of pleasure and petting my head softly. When she was spotless I just caressed this sensitive spot tenderly all about. It was heavenly to have my face buried deep in her warm wet and aromatic cunt.

“That’s wonderful Jacob! Don’t stop!”

I continued for a time and then: “Lick harder now! Get your tongue inside me!”

I wriggled my tongue into her, straining for depth, and she moaned her approval. But my tongue tired and she urged me on while forcing her anus against my lips. “Harder! Come on! I said don’t stop!” I tried harder and pleased her again, but only briefly, before my tongue failed again. She rammed her hole against my lips and this time encouraged me with profanity and threats.

I summoned a supreme effort and managed to evoke happy moans for a short time, but I tired again, and she gave up in frustration snarling one last command.

“Oh, just stick your finger up my ass and get me off. Eat me! Now!”

I went to her clit and slipped an index finger into her orifice, nestling it into the soft lining of her rectum. I was distraught at having failed her and resolved to make her orgasm special using a trick I had learned online and used successfully on my ex. I worked my tongue hard on her big clit until she came savagely. My finger in her behind seemed to have an effect she knew well. But the, instead of withdrawing my tongue I kept it just in contact with her orb and fluttered it ever so minimally and softly. She gasped as another orgasm struck followed by several more. She took a fierce grip on my hair, tearing at it, as wave after wave of ecstasy coursed through her. With one last deep exhalation she went limp and released me from her painful grip as she lapsed into unconsciousness. When she recovered herself, she drew me up beside her and held my face close to hers, sweet kindness in her eyes.

“That was lovely Jacob. I thought I was going to have to force you to lick my bottom, perhaps tomorrow, but you did it because you wanted to. And that finish! We’re really moving things along here!”

“I wanted to let you know how I feel about you Marla and I just couldn’t find words. And I don’t think you’ll ever have to force me to do things. I’ll do anything you want me to.”

“That’s a very big word Jacob: ‘anything’. You will be learning the meaning of it as we go along. But for now, that multi-orgasm you gave me was quite satisfying and it’s sleepy time.”

“But…”

“Oh, you want to come is that it? Well, like I said, I’m satisfied now and I’m just not in the mood to have any messes in me or on the bed. You must get used to pleasuring me without reciprocation.”

“Well…okay. I’ll go home now. When will I see you again?”

She laughed first, but then gave me a riveting and lustful glare.

“Home? I don’t think so! I’ve got a whole weekend ahead to enjoy you. You’ll go home when I tell you to. As for coming, I will make you a promise.  Saturday night I’ll let you come if you do everything I want you to. Now go to sleep but be ready to wake up at any time. I might get horny in the middle of the night.”

She picked up a remote that switched off the lights, laid back, threw the covers over both of us and drifted off. I lay awake for some time, largely due to the throbbing ache in my balls from being denied release after such deep intimacies with this scary but irresistible woman. But I was exhausted too, and sleep finally came.

I awoke in the morning when I heard the door of the bathroom that opened off the bedroom slam. Soon it opened again, and Marla emerged. She laid down on her back and without a word grabbed my hair and pulled me down so my face was in her crotch. It was no mystery what she wanted, and I was willing and eager to give it to her. I ran my tongue up the crevice of her labia and found it filled with her pungent and still-warm piss. Sensing her expectation and feeling a sweet sense of degradation I sucked it up and found her surrounding pubes soaked as well so I licked and sucked them dry. When she knew I had finished she pressed her pubis to my lips and I found her orb ready. Half a minute of my licking and sucking got her off, her thighs clenching hard on my head as she shuddered and convulsed. Her earthy and uninhibited grunt of pleasure and satisfaction was muffled for me by the clutch of her silken flesh. Then she relaxed with a moan and lay still in afterglow.

I showered worshipful kisses over her mount and the inside of her thighs as I awaited her next desire. It came as no surprise when she raised her knees up to her breast, grabbed my hair, pushed my head down low and raised her behind to press her anus to my lips.

She needed cleaning again after her trip to the bathroom, just a little touching up, and I could tell she expected it. When she was spotless again I just licked tenderly, encouraged by her soft sighs. But soon, she became more demanding, forcing her hole against my tongue. I probed as deep as I could, wriggling and slithering, managing to please her for a minute or two. But, to her annoyance, my tongue tired. She urged me on with harsh words and I managed another brief success but soon the fatigue set in. She gave up on me.

“Just stick your finger in and make me come!”

I obeyed, sliding a finger deep, and went to work on her clit. I used the tender flutter again and set off a chain of orgasms that melted her into sweet satiation. She pulled me up, held me close and kissed my forehead with tender affection.

“That was delightful again Jacob. Let’s go have some breakfast and then we can get to work on that tongue fatigue problem you have.”

She made me cook for her, a large Denver omelet, three slices of toast, four of bacon and coffee. She ate about half of it, leaving everything, eggs, toast, and bacon slices half eaten, and she gave the leavings to me to finish off. It seemed everything between us had to involve at least some small degradation for me.

Then it was back to the bedroom. From a dresser drawer she took three sets of leather manacles. She told me to lie on my belly with my head toward the foot of the bed. Straddling my thighs, she pulled my hands behind me and cuffed them. My own passive compliance with being bound surprised me, but submission to her dominant will was already ingrained in me. Then she made me roll over and raise my feet, so she could manacle my ankles to the top of the front bedposts. She stuffed pillows under my ass to raise it. I was bound helpless and at her mercy, scared yet somehow trusting that I would come out alive from whatever ordeal she had planned for me, though I expected suffering. I only knew that I wanted to please her whatever she might have in mind. Finally, she slipped my balls into a leather device that parted them and stretched my scrotum tight and shiny.

She disappeared from my view for a few moments and returned holding a thin wooden cane with a leather grip. Stepping up onto the bed, she stood facing the headboard with my shoulders between her feet. I gazed up her legs to where they joined at her hairy sex. Then I learned what was to come.

“Rimming will be one of your most important duties and I can settle for nothing less than perfection. You will rim me now and, there is one simple rule: maximum effort means maximum pleasure for me. I don’t like my pleasure to be interrupted so when your tongue tires you will get the cane to your balls until you rim hard enough to please me. We will continue for an hour.”

With that she lowered herself, her big cunt descending ominously. Its lush hairy wetness settled over my face and her scent and taste flooded my senses and shattered my will. Shifting forward, she pressed her anus to my lips and I knew to stick out my tongue and go to my duty. My tongue slid inside her and I wriggled it hard but not hard enough because I felt a sharp whack to my already aching left testicle. I redoubled my efforts and she sighed delightedly and settled her weight down on me, enjoying. I kept it up for as long as I could but soon tired and got a drumming on my balls that spurred me to maximal efforts and she relaxed once more, lost in her rapture.

The hour seemed like eternity and how I endured it I will never know, though it was also heavenly to have my face buried between her lovely, creamy cheeks. Time after time I rimmed her to rapture for a few moments, only to have my tongue tire and then the cruel cane would fall upon my tormented balls. She finally dismounted and sat beside me. I could no longer move my tongue and that would last for hours afterward. But as she looked down on me there was kindness in her eyes.

“I know that hurt terribly Jacob and I’m sure your balls were aching already. But it must be done because it’s so critical to us both. You want to please me, don’t you?”

“Yes, more than anything!”

“Well, if you are going to please me your tongue must never tire. So, we will practice like that every day. The good news is that you will reach the point where your tongue is tireless, and you will be able to rim me for as long as I want in the way I find most pleasing. There will be no more need for the cane. Now, I’m going to take a shower, get dressed and leave for a while to do some shopping and meet some friends for lunch. While I’m away you can clean the bathrooms and scrub the kitchen floor. And just one more thing before I unbind you.”

She went to the dresser, took something from the drawer and held it before my eyes. It was a wire chastity cage meant to enclose my cock.

“Now Jacob, I know your balls ache and you want to come. Because I know how weak a man can be, I’ll have to put this on you to prevent any foolishness while I’m not around. You should thank me for this. Even if you made a solemn promise not to masturbate we both know you would be unlikely to keep it. Your punishment would be severe, and you would not be permitted to come tonight or for a long time thereafter.”

Before releasing me, she took her shower and dressed, donning a floral print sun dress, spike heeled black pumps and a brief pair of black silk panties. Then she put my cock in the cage, leaving the stretcher in place. I looked down and saw my balls projecting sideways, deep purple, like plums ripe for the plucking.  She removed the manacles, told me to get to work and that she would be inspecting the rooms when she returned. There would be punishment for any imperfection. She left.

In her absence my mind reeled. There I was, naked with my cock locked up and my balls stretched, adding much to the ache, on hands and knees doing menial and degrading chores for a woman I had only met in person less than 24 hours ago. How had I come to be so deeply under her spell and command? She had taken control at hello and ever since had everything exactly her way. And it seemed she was entirely accustomed to that and would settle for nothing less. For some time, I was overcome by shame and humiliation and felt the impulse to leave and forget the whole thing. I went to check the back door and found I could unlock and open it. I went to look for my clothes where I had tossed them when we first stripped. They were gone and nowhere to be found no matter where I looked for them. The closets and chests of drawers were both strangely empty as well. I was naked and trapped.

But my every indrawn breath carried her scent and with that came the memory of her sumptuous and irresistible body, her luscious and voracious pussy and the worshipful joy that filled my heart when those comely thighs clamped my head between them as she passed into orgasm. I sighed in resignation and admitted to myself there was nowhere else on earth I would rather be.

Marla

Jacob, sweet Jacob! Such tender and succulent prey for a cougar like me! Another man enthralled and under my dominance, fated to be my slave. That story about my being widowed was a lie. He’ll find out the truth by and by. The poor thing has no clue as to the kind of woman into whose clutches he has fallen. But we have only scratched the surface. He is like warm soft clay to be molded to my liking before he can take his place in my slave harem and make it complete again.

I know I was born this way. I came to see men as weak and inferior beings driven mostly by their lust. Why they are in charge of this world has always been a mystery to me. By the time I became a woman I resolved that matters would be different, at least in my own life. Despite my contempt for the male my desires were heterosexual, and I resolved that, one day, men would serve me and satisfy those desires.

I grew up in a small rural town. When I reached my teens, my sexual desires developed like they would in any healthy young woman, but the local boys were so pathetic, only interested in coming themselves with not a thought for my pleasure.  I couldn’t be bothered with them and remained celibate even though my desires tormented me. I resorted to my fingers when desperate for release but that only dampened the fire. It never quenched it.

Being unusually bright, if I say so myself, and also strong and athletic, I turned to my studies and sports to get my mind off sex and my dreary life in that little backwater. My reward was a 4.0 grade point and my choice of full scholarships to several major universities. I picked one as far away from home as could be and never looked back. 

Then I was unleashed upon the world and my desires could have free rein. I knew what I wanted from men: submission, obedience, and orgasmic pleasure. My sexual conquests were many though I remained a virgin. I wanted to satisfy my lust without having to let them come inside me. My strategy was simple: avoid the posturing macho football, frat boy types and seek out the shy and sensitive ones. They were always so gentle and kind and eager to please me. They would fall so hard! So, I would use them cruelly, make them eat pussy all night long and send them home with their faces smeared with my fragrant ooze and their balls aching. A steady diet of my pussy, it’s amber ooze and my gushing woman cum enslaved them irrevocably.  And all this taking place in the coed dorm.

By my junior year I was a coolly confident and artful seductress and predator with my own apartment. I would have four or five guys in my thrall at the same time.  It never ceased to amaze me how the taste of my pussy could enslave them, though I must admit I became addicted myself to having a guy on his knees with his face buried in my crotch. I trained them to bring me to brutish orgasms and my anus got much tongue love as well. Both my appetite and capacity for orgasmic pleasure grew until coming perhaps a dozen times a day became the minimum for me. But I never failed to fall asleep satisfied.

Eventually I learned to use the reward of coming to get my enslaved ones even deeper my spell and control. I would make them kneel and jerk off while I watched and then order them to lick the cum from the hardwood floor as a condition of continuing our “relationship.” Even better I would have them shoot their loads on my spread out pussy and make then lick it up and then suck me to orgasm. They submitted to this degradation so willingly and my feeling of power was an aphrodisiac that brought me to heights of ecstasy.

I managed to juggle my assorted affairs, somehow not letting my lovers find out about each other, until one evening I was in bed with Tom, lying on my back naked with my legs spread and knees up to my chest while he wriggled his tongue in my anus. The door must have been left unlocked because Chris, another of my boy toys, barged into the bedroom with a look of eager longing on his face that changed to shock and hurt when he saw me there being eaten. I had made a rule against such popping in, but Chris was new and madly infatuated.

But I felt no guilt or shame. He was only a man after all. Instead I went on the offensive, seized the moment and was well rewarded. A whole new realm of pleasure was about to open up.

“Don’t just stand there Chris! Get naked and get in bed!”

To my pleasant surprise, after some hesitation, he stripped and joined us. A wicked idea came to me. I rolled onto m side, raised my top leg high, exposing my crotch as bold as could be, bent the knee of my lower leg and barked orders.

“Chris! Eat my pussy! Tom! Lick my asshole!”

In a heartbeat I had them lying on their sides, chin to chin, as both tongues pleasured me. It was so delightful I had a shattering orgasm almost before I wanted to but then I just had them switch places and start over very gently, so I could enjoy the exquisite sensation and let my arousal build for a second climax. In a few minutes I came even harder, then made them switch again and start over. I came twice more and felt a depth of satisfaction I had never known before. I was limp and languid, unable to stand, and I just lay there for a while as Chris and Tom kissed me adoringly over my mount and ass.

When I could stand I made them follow me to the living room and I settled into my black leather recliner, raised the footrest, and ordered them to each lick a foot. How meekly they obeyed! I realized then even I had no clue how badly I could pussy whip men.

I had five guys on a string at the time and I wondered: would it be possible to make each of them accept that he was just another one of my…slaves? I couldn’t think of another word to describe them. And I wondered: to what other degradations could I make them submit?

One by one I introduced my slaves to each other. Next was Alan. He was a young assistant professor at the university and ten years older than I am. I invited him over to pleasure me one evening. He arrived, knocked on the door and when I told him to come in he found me standing with one foot up on the arm of the recliner with Tom and Chris on their knees beneath me, Tom sucking my pussy and Chris doing my anus.

Alan’s jaw dropped, and he started backing out the door with that same shocked and hurt expression on his face. But my sharp command compelled him.

“Get in here and strip Alan! Chris, back off! Alan, on your knees and get busy in my asshole!”

I felt arrogant delight at the way he obeyed me, kneeling, pressing his face between my cheeks, putting tongue to my anus with adoring passion. Soon an orgasm hit me so hard my knees gave out and I toppled into the recliner, passing out briefly, floating in a contented afterglow. When I recovered an idea came to me. I made Chris and Tom each lick and suck a nipple and put Alan to work between my legs with his tongue, having him give me rimming first. It wasn’t long before the triple stimulation had me ready to come again and when I did it rocked my world.

Then I thought of a wicked way to “reward” my slaves. All three of them were erect, stiff as wood, as they always were when with me.

“That was great boys! Would you all like to come now?”

They all nodded, desperate longing on their faces.

“Okay then, kneel in a circle and jerk off, and not on the Persian rug!”

They moved to a spot on the dark hardwood floor and each grabbed his cock and began to stroke it. One by one they shot their loads into one big splatter on the floor. Then they knelt there staring at it with dumb looks on their faces. Impatient, I barked an order.

“What are you waiting for? Lick up your mess!”

They bent down to lap up the puddle of cum, forced to lick up each other’s. The evening was yet young and each of them had a turn between my legs while the other worked my nipples or feet. And after each round I made them jack off again and lick it up. By midnight they had shot themselves empty. I made them draw straws for the honor of sharing my bed with me for the night and sent the other two home.

My other two “boyfriends” soon succumbed to enslavement as well and there were many long and delightful evenings. With five of them I had a tongue for my crotch, each nipple, and each foot. They cooked and cleaned and ran errands for me and each also took a part time job to support me. I lifted not a finger, devoted my time to my studies and graduated with highest honors with degrees in accounting and finance.

Jacob

I did my chores, doing my best to be sure everything was perfect and spotless. My balls ached severely, and I felt the longing throughout my being and I knew Marla had been right. I would have weakened and masturbated but for the cage. I went to the living room and could think of nothing else to do but kneel by a big armchair and wait for her.

Marla returned at about five o’clock. She stripped naked and, without a word of greeting, knelt on the armchair with her elbows propped on the back, presenting her behind. Then she gave stern a command.

“Lick my asshole Jacob! I had to use the restroom at a store and they were short on toilet paper.”

I obeyed immediately, again feeling the compelling force of her will, and a sweet thrill of degradation ran up my spine as I pressed my face into the cleft between those lovely alabaster mounts and found her soiled orifice. Its taste was rich and sweet to me and I realized how deeply I had fallen into her thrall. Everything of Her was luscious and irresistible. With loving care, I licked her spotless as she sighed in pleasure from the tender ministrations of my tongue. I went to hard rimming to arouse her but instead she pushed me away and told me it was time to inspect my chores. She slipped into the spike heeled pumps she had worn on her shopping trip.

She went to the broom closet in the kitchen, took out a pair of white gloves, a mirror on a stick and, menacingly, a large riding crop. Then she ordered me to crawl behind her to the powder room, carrying bucket and rag on my back. The white gloves revealed dust in the corners of the baseboards and the mirror dirt on the back side of the toilet. She grabbed my hair and forced my face down into a corner to look at the small bits of dust there. Then the crop fell on me in stinging strokes as she ordered me to clean it again. I groveled about, redoing my work as she cropped, kicked, heel gouged and berated me.

Similar deficiencies were found in the master bath and kitchen and I was thoroughly chastised, groveling under her crop and kicks. When the cleaning was finally done to her satisfaction she propelled me, still groveling, with kicks and gouges, back to the living room, where she flopped into the armchair, grabbed my hair, and pulled my face into her cunt. She was wet and aroused. The day had been hot, and her scent was strong after just a few hours with her cunt enclosed in the panties. I knew by then the signs of her readiness and put my tongue to her clit, getting her off within the minute. She cried out, shuddered, relaxed and, unbidden, I went down low to find her anus and caress it with my penitent tongue. I felt a strange sense of guilt at having upset her by not doing my chores properly and took it as my duty to soothe her righteous anger.

My tongue work on her orifice rekindled her arousal after a few minutes and she rolled her hips to direct me to her clit while pushing my hand down to let me know I should enhance her climax by inserting m finger into her behind. I added the tongue flutter of my own accord, and she convulsed through a sequence of orgasms that left her dazed and gelatinous in her satisfaction.

I rested my head on her mount, inhaling her animal perfume, the ache in my balls worse than ever. But again I felt that joy at having satisfied her and felt willing to sacrifice anything for the sake of her pleasure. When her afterglow passed she sat up straight, put a hand under my chin and lifted my head to hold it to her breasts. I nestled there perplexed at how cruel she could be when angered and how tender once satisfied. She spoke kind words.

“Well Jacob, your sloppy work at your chores almost cost you your chance to come this evening. But that tongue loving more than made up for it. I’m tempted to always find fault with your chores if it means I can come like that every time.  Now I want you to make my dinner.  There’s a steak in the refrigerator and some salad ingredients too. Make a big salad and bake a potato. You’ll find them in the wire bin to the left of the stove.  And you know I like my steak rare and bloody.”

The steak was a broad and thick porterhouse, a pound and a half at least. There was a countertop grill. I saved the steak’s preparation for last and nuked the big potato a couple of minutes before putting it in the oven to speed things up. I served her the meal and she had me pour red wine as well. It was the same as at breakfast. She ate just over half of everything and let me finish the remains, laying the plate on the floor so I had to eat like a dog. Then she went to the living room and relaxed in the big leather armchair, watching an X rated movie, with her feet on the ottoman. I fetched her two bottles of wine and set them on the end table. Then I cleaned up the kitchen.

When finished I went to join her.  She had me kneel to lick her feet while she continued watching the movie. Before long I could hear her breathing get heavier as the scenes on the screen aroused her and her hand strayed between her legs to fondle. In about half an hour the ottoman was pushed aside, and I was on my knees with my face pressed into her cunt and my tongue hard at work in her anus. Soon she had me shift to her clit and slip my finger in her behind. My tongue, the finger and the flutter soon set off a chain of orgasms that made her all but melt to the floor.

Minutes later I became the ottoman, on my hands and knees crosswise to her as she rested her feet on the small of my back. My balls ached beyond almost enduring and my erection strained painfully against the confines of the cage. I made bold to beg her for release, recalling her promise to let me come. Her answer was half a dozen sharp strokes of the cane across my ass and a stern lecture.

“Begging and complaining will only lengthen the time of your denial. I said I would let you come and I will. I had planned on around eight o’clock but now it will be midnight, to teach you a lesson. And your punishment will be another hour of rimming practice. The sooner you get that tongue up to speed the better.”

She stood up and ordered me to sit with my back propped against the front of the chair and lay my head backward over the seat. Then she straddled me and sat back down, first rubbing her cunt over my face a couple of times, then pressing her anus onto my mouth. I ran my tongue in as far as it would go and wriggled it about, bringing a sigh of enjoyment as she settled her full weight down. But, inevitably, my tongue tired and the cruel cane fell on each of my balls in turn. Summoning a supreme effort, I pleased her for some minutes before again feeling the pitiless strokes.

The hour seemed eternal, but the morning practice session seemed to have given my tongue more endurance and I was able to keep her happy for minutes at a time. Finally, she pressed her cunt over my face and had me bring her to orgasm to finish the session. Then I became her ottoman again as time ticked away. She made some phone calls to friends, chatting casually as I waited, enduring the throbbing ache in silence, fearing further punishment.

At last, she lifted her legs from my back, but then made me kneel facing the big screen TV to watch a lurid half hour porn video depicting women of her kind having their way with their slaves. It was clear she wanted my torment to reach a zenith before granting me release. I could see the clock on the mantle, its hands approaching midnight. At five minutes to she had me turn to face her. She sat slumped in her chair with legs wide apart. She sat up, released my cock from the caged but left the cruel stretcher on, then lay backward again with her legs spread wide and draped over the arms of the chair.

Foolishly, I took this as an invitation to mount and enter her. All but lunging forward I nearly penetrated her before being repelled by a harsh slap across the face and a knee to my balls. I reeled backward, bewildered, doubled over in pain, and she put me in my place.

“You have a long way to go before I will even consider letting that thing of yours enter me Jacob. That time may come or not. Tonight, you may have release as promised. You will kneel there and masturbate and when you come you will ejaculate onto my cunt. Then you will lick up your mess and make me come as well. Now begin!”

I was no stranger to this act, having resorted to it regularly in my years alone but the thought of doing it while she watched made my face redden in humiliation. Nevertheless, I was desperate for relief of the dreadful ache in my balls. I took myself in hand and found my cock to be harder and longer than I had ever known before. After just half a dozen strokes I felt the welling up and the sight of her nakedness before me served as trigger. Another half dozen strokes brought a wave of hot and heavenly pleasure and I felt a surge through my constricted ducts as my semen spurted forth. A white creamy jet shot out and upward, not landing on her cunt, where I tried to aim, but shooting up over her belly and breasts. Another followed, and I feared her anger but instead she gave out bawdy laughter. Several more spurts followed, but weaker, and these, still generous in quantity, fell thick and rich upon her bush and labia. In blessed relief I collapsed to hands and knees, feeling wilted and shamed. Her cum splattered pussy was inches from my face. A creamy rivulet was flowing down the length of her labial crevice and over her anus. Her iron voice roused me from the daze of my release.

“You better not let that drip onto my rug!”

In haste, I went down low and cupped my tongue to catch the slithering wad just before it fell, and licked upward all the way to her clit, gathering in a mouthful of my cum. Though repulsed, there was nothing for me to do but swallow. Next, I turned my attention to the gobs that clung in her bush, sucking them in one by one. Then it was upward over her belly, lapping at the unbroken strip of splatter that continued all the way to her breasts. Each tit had taken a generous dousing. I slobbered up my copious leavings, amazed at the quantity I had produced. She was amazed as well and most pleased.

“Jacob! What a load you produced for me! I love it! I must really turn you on! Now suck my nipples. Get me horned up and ready to come again!”

I went from nipple to nipple, back and forth several times, feeling them go hardened and wrinkled as her lust mounted. I was awed by her appetite for orgasmic pleasure joy and elated that I was honored by giving her this pleasure. A firm shove downward let me know I was to go down to her cunt and finish her. She gave me her clit and after barely a minute beneath my tongue she arched her back, clenched my head between her muscled thighs, quivered her way through and exquisite orgasm and melted in satisfaction. When recovered she took my hands and lifted them to cover her breasts. Her nipples were smooth and soft.

“Feel that Jacob? That means you really did it for me. Now it’s bedtime. Let’s get you locked up again so I don’t have to worry about smears on the bedsheets.”

I allowed her to confine my cock again and she had me follow her to the bedroom on hands and knees. She laid down on her back close to one side and made me lie crosswise to her with my head pillowed on her thighs and my nose pressed into to her bush. She covered us over and I lay there feeling the tickle of her pubes and inhaling her scent. She drifted off. I lay awake for some time, feeling the longing and ache beginning again. But exhaustion from the rigors of the day finally overcame me and sleep fell, filled with dreams of serving Marla’s wet fragrant sex.

In the morning I awoke to Marla pinching my cheek. My nose was still deep in her bush and my first waking breath filled my nostrils with her animal perfume. Waking also brought the ache back to my balls, and it worsened at the first whiff of her. She guided me so that I lay with face between her legs and informed me of her expectation.

“Jacob, it’s uncomfortable to have you lick me when I have to pee and really inconvenient and annoying for me to have to get out of bed to use the bathroom before you pleasure me. I’ll need you to drink what I have inside of me and then you can satisfy me. Just circle your lips around me where it comes out and I don’t want any wet sheets.”

Although taken aback by her casual demand for this perverse degradation I bent to her will, as had already become habitual, l and offered my mouth as a vessel but shuddered in anticipatory revulsion. She let the nectar flow without restraint and I gulped it down in fear of spilling. It was warm, pungent salty/bitter, and, most of all suffused with the essence of Her. I found a taste for it after the first few swallows and was left with a thirst for more once the flow ceased. Intoxicated, I was filled with worshipful desire and put my tongue to its duty with passion, bringing her to an orgasm that made her convulse and shriek in ecstasy. Then it was down to her anus, as I knew she expected, and another even more violent climax followed when I stuck my finger into her hind hole and fluttered my tongue on her clit. She softened in her afterglow and petted my head tenderly for some minutes. I lay with my head pillowed on her hairy mount, inhaling her musk, and knowing I had passed the point of no return. I was addicted to all that came from her sacred body.

The day, Sunday was spent doing more chores while she again left for several hours for brunch with some friends and to attend an outdoor art festival. Not bothering to bathe, she put on that same pair of panties. She put me through two hour-long rounds of rimming practice. Once before leaving and once when she returned. My tongue’s stamina had grown since yesterday and I was able to keep her pleased for minutes on end, but still the cane beat cruel tattoo on my swollen balls when fatigue set in.

After dinner she had me serve her orally one last time. She told me I was to go home for the week and meet her back at the same restaurant Friday evening and then produced my clothes from wherever she had hidden them. I dressed, and she put on a short sun dress, her sandals, and the panties. She called an Uber and came with me on the ride home, making me lie across the back seat with me head across her lap. She hiked up her skirt, slipped the panties down and I lay with my nose pressed into her aromatic bush for the ride home.  I had no idea how to find my way back to the condo.

She came inside the house with me, sat down on the couch, had me kneel before her and gave me instructions for the five days I would spend alone. First, she slipped off the panties.

“It’s very important that you think of me while we are apart Jacob. That’s why I expect you the wear these on your head when you are home alone and especially when you are in bed. When you take a shower before going to work you will put them back on for a while so my scent will be with you during the day.  I’m not ashamed to say I was thinking of you and your loving tongue every minute I wore these out in the hot sun today and it made me wet and sweaty down there. They should serve to remind you of me with every breath. You will put them on like this.”

She slipped the panties onto my face, so my nose was in the crotch. Her wetness saturated the silk and her scent flooded my nostrils. Then she took them off, tossed them aside and hugged me close to her breasts.

“I’m gong to miss you Jacob but it’s necessary that we spend the week apart. I’m a busy woman. And you must take some time to decide if you want our relationship to continue on these terms. You will suffer this week. Your balls are going to ache severely, and the panties are intended to aggravate that ache. It is a test of your commitment and dedication.  Now serve me one more time and then it’s goodbye until Friday.”

I went down and did my duty and when she was satisfied she called for a ride and left.

Marla

Oh Jacob! Do I know how to pick them or what? I’ve become so good at detecting latent tendencies and desires. I knew he was an innate submissive before we even met face to face. And it’s great to know I can still pussy whip a man so easily.

After college I didn’t bother looking for a job in which I would most likely have to subordinate myself to men. I had my slaves to support me and see to my sexual needs. If I say so myself I am brilliant and was precocious at what I do. I had saved a pile of money from the work of my slaves and made some shrewd investments that multiplied my wealth quickly. Then I put my slaves to work trading stock online under my supervision, training them to do things the way I wanted. I had my own little boiler room with my slaves bent over their computers, naked, while I stood over them barking out orders to buy or sell as they churned and manipulated stocks and derivatives.

Say what you like about slave labor, there’s nothing like it when it comes to maximizing profits. My wealth grew exponentially, and I was able to acquire a mansion in an elite neighborhood before I was 30. The condo where I took Jacob was one I rented for that purpose. Soon enough he will join me at my real home and take his proper place, serving me sexually and financially. And, what makes it even more perfect, he works for a brokerage firm, so he’ll be ready to make money for me right away.  He will replace Alan, my oldest slave. Alan’s performance has fallen off of late, both in work productivity and in pleasuring me. His advancing age has sapped his energy and I no longer feel the same passion when he serves me. He has outlived his usefulness and Jacob is to be his replacement. Jacob will witness Alan’s cruel but necessary fate. Then he will submit to the act that will consummate his enslavement.

Jacob

The work week was torment defying description. I went to bed Sunday night with her panties over my head, feeling like a pussy whipped fool, both dreading and craving every inhalation of her essence. A cold shower and several stiff drinks finally sufficed for me to sleep.

I don’t know how I managed the days at work without losing my job. I went through the motions. Fortunately, things were a bit slow and I was able to fake it. At least I had some distraction but still her scent was there with every breath.

When home I obediently bore the humiliation of wearing the panties, torn between my shame and degradation and my longing to taste her again. In the wee hours of Friday morning catastrophe struck.

I had managed to sleep with the help of a shower and whiskey. But I lapsed into a lurid dream of lying on my back with Marla straddling my face, engulfing it in her pussy as my tongue labored passionately in her anus. It seemed so real. Unconsciously I began humping the air, thrusting upward repeatedly. I felt a sudden twinge of hot pleasure in my groin and awoke to find myself ejaculating spontaneously, without even touching myself. There was delight and blessed release as gushes of cum flooded over my belly and wetted the sheets.

As my pleasure subsided dread and shame took hold. I told myself it wasn’t really my fault but somehow knew Marla would accept no excuses. I took a shower. It cleared my head and also removed her scent. Cool reason took hold and I determined this whole thing was just too much to handle. I decided I would have to end things between us but knew I didn’t have it in me to do it face to face. I would just stand her up that evening and hope she got the message. A bolt cutter sufficed to remove the cage from my cock and a heavy-duty shears made short work of the leather stretcher. I threw the panties in the garbage.

I went to work that day and things went well. Coming had a lingering effect, dampening my longing and a busy day helped keep her off my mind. I had rarely tagged along with my co-workers on Friday after work visits to the bars but went along that evening, staying out late and even joining the diehards at a strip club after midnight.

I took an Uber home, leaving my car where it was parked back at work, being unfit to drive. Everything seemed normal when I got home. I entered by the front door into the dark living room, closed the door behind me and switched on the lights. My knees weakened, and I gasped in shock when I saw Marla sitting there in my recliner, naked but for knee high black stiletto boots, riding crop in hand, black satchel on the floor beside her.

“Marla! How did you get in…?”

“I had a copy of your keys made when I went out shopping Jacob. I always think ahead. Now strip and come here!”

I stood staring, hesitant, but her stern glare compelled my hands. When I was naked she barked: “Now crawl to me!”

Any resolve I might have had to resist her evaporated at the sight her splendid nudity and piercing eyes. I went to hands and knees, groveling with head bowed until her feet came within my sight.

“Kneel at attention! Now!”

I obeyed, kneeling bolt upright and as I drank in the sight of her my cock rose to fullest hardness. A look of mingled cold fury and hurt came over her face.

“You stand me up when I was so looking forward to seeing you again, longing to feel that loving tongue. Now you insult me with an erection?”

She swung her crop in a swift hard stroke. It struck my glans, bringing a stabbing pain that doubled me over to elbows and knees.

“Now kneel up straight!”

I obeyed but my cocked had stayed half hard and I took another wicked stroke that put me on the floor, curled up fetal. But when I rose again upon her command I was limp and spared another stroke.

“You had better explain yourself Jacob and I want the truth-everything!”

“I…I just don’t think we’re right for each other Marla. And things were just moving too fast. I…”

“There’s more to it than that Jacob! I know there is! You can’t fool me. Spill it!”

I bowed my head, shamefaced and murmured, half intelligibly: “I came.”

“What? Speak up! Look me in the eye when you talk to me!”

I raised my head, took a deep breath. “I came.” I bowed my head again.

“How? You had the cage on.”

“It just happened! I didn’t mean to. I was dreaming of you. You were sitting on my face. I seemed so real. I started humping air, even in my sleep and suddenly I woke up and I was coming. I couldn’t help it! I missed you so much all this week! But I can’t handle this! Please! Can we let it be over? It will be hard for me to forget you but you’re just too strong; you’re taking over my life!”

“Jacob you must understand one simple thing. I have chosen you and you are mine. You have no choice in the matter. It will be over if I say it is over, not you. It may yet be over if you fail to submit to everything I will expect of you, but I think that is unlikely. Accept the inevitability of you surrender and things will go much better. Look at me!”

I obeyed, staring at her as she sat regally, back straight, full breasts jutting, legs parted. My gaze went down to her luscious and irresistible womanhood and in it I saw my future and the center of my universe. My will shattered and I could tell she sensed it. She pointed her finger down there.

“You want this Jacob; more than anything. You know you can’t resist. And yes, it will take over your life. You want that too. Now come here and serve me. Then we’ll go home and see to your punishment, which I’m afraid must be severe.”

I felt as if some magnetic force drew me forward. She shifted in the chair to better offer herself. When I leaned close I caught her scent and my surrender was complete. I pressed my face into the lush and hairy wet, cupped my tongue and lapped upward to gather a mouthful of her vaginal flow. I gulped it down and went low again to gather more, then ran my tongue around the rim of her portal, feeling a thrill when she sighed in growing pleasure and petted my head tenderly. I continued, sensing her mounting arousal.

After a minute or two of this ministration she sighed more deeply, settled back in the chair, raised her knees to her breast and guided me upward to where here turgid clit awaited my attentions. After just moments under my tongue a great shudder passed through her. She arched her back and those lovely, silken thighs clenched my head between them as she passed into her ecstasy. She lurched and gave out a deep and breathy moan from her depths and went all limp and languid, her feet flopping onto the floor. A worshipful joy filled me as I showered tender kisses over her mount and thighs.

She stirred from her afterglow and raised her knees again. I knew the routine well and went down to her bottom, showering my tongues caresses on her lower orifice. As she lay enjoying I heard her speak; seemingly into her phone and tell someone to come and pick us up. Then she relaxed and immersed herself in the sweet delight of my rimming. Minutes passed as she savored. Finally, she rolled her hips to urge me to her clit. By then I knew she expected the finger and the flutter and with my skills I brought her to a sequence that tore cries of animal pleasure from her one after another. She melted in afterglow and I laid my head upon her thicket awaiting whatever was to come next.

She recovered herself and put a hand to my forehead to push me away, now with a coldness and indifference. Picking up the satchel, she opened it and took out a gleaming and menacing metallic object.

“Stand up Jacob. I have no choice but to put you in a more punitive and tamper proof device to prevent any more foolishness once and for all.”

I obeyed and again presented her with a full erection. She looked at it with lip curled in contempt.

“And what did I say about erections? This will not do!”

She reversed the crop and gave my member a harsh whack with the handle. The pain doubled me over and when, on her command, I stood up straight again I was limp and shriveled. Then she installed the device. It enclosed my penis in stainless steel and there was a tube that slid two inches up my urethra, causing itching pain. Then it clamped together on my package, so my balls were again stretched out to the sides through steel tubes. The lock was a combination one with the numbers below so reading them was impossible. No tool could remove it and its weight was ponderous.

She eased back in the chair with a smug and satisfied look, also exhibiting her nudity and, in spite of myself I hardened, only to find the housing around my shaft was lined with sharp spikes. But my desire and longing remained unabated. The cruel spikes bit in and the ache in my balls was worse than ever.

The headlights of a vehicle flashed through the front window. She took a chain leash from the satchel and clipped it to a ring at the tip of the penis cage.

“There’s our ride Jacob.”

She led me by the leash to the garage entrance door, opened it and found the button to raise the overhead door. A black van with heavily tinted windshield and no side windows pulled in. The side door slid open and she tugged me along with her to get inside. The floor was heavily padded. She made me lie on my back and straddled my head, looking toward my feet, then pressed her anus to my lips.

“We might as well get some rimming practice in on the way home Jacob. Get to work with that tongue!”

I went to serving her and when my tongue tired the handle of the crop struck my helpless balls. She had said severe punishment awaited me and I rimmed her with adoring passion, hoping to mollify her and express my contrition.

I couldn’t guess how long the ride was but, at length, the van stopped. I could hear a garage door being raised. It drove forward a few feet and stopped again. I could hear the door going down. The side door of the van slid open. Marla dismounted from my face and stepped out. She gave a hard yank on the leash to urge me to get out too, ordering me to my hands and knees. There was a gray steel door about ten feet away in the blank concrete wall of the underground garage. She stepped toward it.

“You will crawl to your punishment Jacob. Follow!”

She walked to the door and I groveled behind. It opened into a long concrete lined corridor with a similar door at its other end. Marla strode at a brisk pace that made me crawl fast, my knees hurting on the hard concrete. She yanked on the leash with a cruel heedlessness when I lagged behind. We reached the door and she opened it, then gestured for me to precede her. I crawled over the threshold and she propelled me inside with kicks and gouges from her spike heels.

In glaring contrast to the stark concrete garage and corridor was the elegantly appointed torture chamber into which I groveled at the feet of my angry goddess. I was circular, perhaps forty feet diameter, walls lined with well laid cut black stone, floor, and ceiling polished black granite tile. Gas torches in sconces along the wall imparted a menacing yet erotic amber light. The walls were festooned with all manner of whips and restraints; other things I couldn’t identify though it was clear they were meant to inflict pain. There were strange furnishings here and there, pillories, rough wooden tables fitted with restraints, and directly across from the door a large black leather throne on a three-step dais. The room seemed to spin as my mind reeled. Not for the first time did I wonder: what kind of woman have I fallen for?

Marla

The look on Jacob’s face when he entered my “playroom” made a wet warm itch blossom in my loins in anticipations of the delights his punishment would bring to me. He cringed and cowered, then looked up at me with eyes filed with terror, awe, and adoration. 

I came to know the pleasure corporal punishment of a slave could bring one day when my slave Chris tripped and spilled a big glass of wine I had sent him to fetch for me. I confess it was my fourth one of the evening and I was feeling it and in kind of a mean mood after a stressful day. I ordered him to go to the bedroom closet and bring me one of his belts.

When he brought it to me I made him bend over the couch and I laid into his tender ass with it until he cried and bled. I was out of breath, sweating and horny in a way I had never felt before. Grabbing him by the hair, I dragged him over to my recliner, plopped down with my legs spread and made him suck me. I came so hard, a deep and consuming orgasm that made me black out for a while. But my stress and anger had vanished, and I felt so relaxed and contented.

From then on, the belt brought pain and terror to my slaves and a whole new realm of pleasure and satisfaction to me. Then, one day, I drove by a store on an out-of-the-way street corner: Madame Helga’s House of Leather. Intrigued, I just had to check it out. Within I met the golden haired and statuesque woman who was to become my mentor and dear friend. The store was dedicated to the reign of woman over man and had everything one might desire to further that end, not the least of which were lessons in the use of the wide array of whips for sale.

I signed up for two-hour sessions three times a week for three months and brought along one of my own slaves to each lesson to serve as test subject. Under Helga’s rigorous tutelage I acquired arms of iron and finely-honed skills. And I must confess, I became just a bit sadistic and sometimes would whip my slaves just for my pleasure even if they “deserved” no punishment. And Helga would also introduce me to a whole new circle of friends; but more about that later.

Jacob

Wordlessly, Marla propelled me across the chamber with sharp kicks and gouges to where two heavy wooden beams were mounted to the wall, forming an X. Iron manacles were attached to the end of each beam and there was a wide leather belt at their juncture. She ordered me to stand and back up against the cross and raise and spread my arms, so she could clamp my wrists. There were footrests at the base of each beam and she lifted each foot onto one and clamped my ankles, then tightened the wide belt around my waist.

How meekly I submitted to being bound, naked helpless and at her mercy! I was terrified, knowing great pain surely awaited me but had no will to resist. I had fallen so deep in her thrall I even felt contrite over my offenses and deserving of the punishment that awaited me. She went to where the whips were hung a selected two six-foot long slender and supple ones.

When she removed the dreadful device from my genitals and I felt relief for the moment. But my package hung free and hopelessly vulnerable and I saw her eyeing my groin with a cruel and lustful gleam in her eyes. She held forth on what was to come.

“The focus of your punishment will be on the offending organs. They are so tender and precious to you are they not? Even though your orgasm was not willful and deliberate it was still strictly forbidden and you will learn as we go along that I accept no excuses for any misbehavior. While you suffer you must contemplate whether the fleeting pleasure you had was worth the consequences. First I must deal with that erection!”

Indeed, despite my fear and my predicament the sight of my resplendently nude and voluptuous goddess standing with shoulders back, whip in each hand, big breasts jutting forth, bristling triangle of her pussy the focal point of her body had made me stiff as wood. I saw her eyes zeroing in on my projecting organ and, with a whirling motion of her right arm the whip was flicked in a lightning stroke that caught me square on the glans. A scream was torn from me and I withered and hung limp, whimpering from the torment of it. Then with a whirl of both whips a searing lash struck the inside of each of my thighs just fractions from my balls. She laughed at my howl of pain.

“Those lashes would have splattered your balls like ripe plums. The first one could have split your cock down the middle if I had wanted it to. I’m so tempted to reduce your junk to a pulp with my whips and your behavior warrants castration. But, as a eunuch, you would not serve my purposes. I don’t want you docile and sexless, I want you to be aching and longing, serving me with passion and praying I will let you come again…sometime. So, a lighter touch of the leather will be applied!”

With that she whirled the whips again and a lash struck each testicle and my glans in the space of seconds. Though horrifically painful they were modulated with skill and just inflicted agony without destruction. Then the whips whirled in a blur and lashes fell with dire effect, most of them of the measured kind upon my organs but a few at full force perilously close to the mark, meant to add terror of unmanning to my ordeal. I blubbered apologies for my transgressions and pleaded for mercy until I saw the light of cruelty brighten in her eyes and I knew that had only incited her.

When I was reduced to pathetic, despairing sobs under her remorseless flagellation she finally stopped, and the whips fell from her hands. It was hot and humid in the chamber. She stood for a moment, eyeing me with lust and fondling herself between the thighs with one hand. Sweat ran in rivulets down her body. She approached me and loosed the bonds. I fell to my knees and then went to the floor, curled up and cradling my tortured organs in my hands. She gave me a kick and barked a command in an iron voice.

“On your hands and knees and follow, slave!”

I groveled behind her across the room toward the throne chair. She stopped me at the foot of the steps with a downward shove on my head and I remained there with head bowed. I heard her bootheels on the wooden stairs as she mounted them and the sound of her settling into the chair.

“Look at me slave!”

I looked up, a chill running through me despite the heat after again hearing myself referred to by that word. She sat slumped in the chair with one leg draped over on of its arms, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can.

“Yes Jacob; no need to mince words. You are my slave. Now get up here and serve me! Let’s see if you have learned your lesson or if another round of the whips will be necessary.”

She lifted her other leg, so both were hung over the chair arms and raised her knees to offer her full crotch to my tongue. I clambered up the steps, bumping my knees painfully twice in my haste born of mingled terror and longing. I pressed my face deep into her oozing, lush tissues and went to serving her with equal parts adoring passion and dread of the whips. My cock hardened and the ache in my loins throbbed, both from desire and the lingering pain of the cruel flogging.

She wasted no time. Clearly aroused to fever pitch by her delight in my suffering she soon grabbed my hair and pulled me up, offering her clit. Orgasm rocked her with violence within the minute and her wail of animal pleasure echoed in the chamber. I knew my next duty well by then and went down low to lay my tongue to her anus. This time she slipped her fingers between herself and my forehead and used them to get herself off the second time, convulsing, giving out a primal shriek, gushing salt sweet juice that ran down her crevice and filled my mouth. I swallowed it down, sensing it was her wish, and felt yet another thirst for what came from her. Then she went all soft, limbs hanging limp, languid in her satisfaction.

Overcome with adoration I planted tender kisses on the silken insides of her thighs and lapped ever so softly at her crevice to gather more of the juices I craved. Afterglow was long. She slumped in the chair,  purring softly. Her hands cradled my head between them and she tousled my hair with tenderness. She recovered herself and lifted my chin, so I could look at her.

“That was wonderful Jacob. I was so angry and stressed by your behavior, but you made it all better. You must understand though, that more whippings lie ahead for you. You are my slave and mine to do with as I please. At times you will fail in your duties and you must suffer under the whip as a consequence. Other times I will whip you for the pleasure it gives me. Now it’s time to put you to bed for the night. Follow me now. Hands and knees as always.”

She rose from the chair and stepped from the dais. I groveled behind her. She led me to a place on the wall where there was a wooden panel floor to ceiling where whips were hung on hooks. She grabbed a hook and pulled. The panel revealed itself as a secret door opening onto a prison type cell. It was about eight feet square with a foam mattress and thin blanket on the floor in one corner and a shower stall with integral toilet in the other. I halted in the doorway, staring.

“You will spend the night here Jacob. I will return in the morning to continue your training here in the chamber. It will be a long and rigorous day. An alarm will sound one hour before I arrive. You will rise and cleanse yourself, then kneel before the door to await my arrival. I see no need to put the device on your organs because I’m sure they are sore enough that touching yourself will be quite painful. Now get inside and go to sleep.  And from now on you will address me as Mistress.”

She gave me a sharp kick in the behind and I crawled into the cell. The door slammed behind me with a thud and I heard a bolt being thrown. The cell was pitch dark.  I crawled to the mattress and lay with my head across my arms, mind reeling, contemplating the fate into which I had fallen so suddenly. Within a week I had gone from living a “normal” life to being the slave of a woman who enthralled and terrified me in equal measure. I was locked in a dungeon cell with escape a hopeless proposition, yet I wondered if I would attempt it even if the door were open.

Lying on my belly hurt my tortured organs and I rolled onto my back, eyes still closed. Suddenly there was light outside my eyelids and I opened my eyes. The entire ceiling of the cell was a high-resolution screen and on it was a picture of Marla on her throne, legs apart, exhibiting herself lewd as woman can with a sultry and commanding look one her face and pointing to her cunt. Then it shifted to a rear end view of her as if offering her anus to my tongue. Another picture appeared and then another, a lurid slide show meant to torment me with longing.

Needless to say, the ache in my balls was worse than ever and her scent was strong from her poontang being caked on my face from serving her. The ache worsened from the sight of her provocative exhibition. I covered my eyes but soon yielded to my desire and looked again. My hand strayed to my cock, but a mere touch made me flinch and withdraw it. I stared at the ceiling for who knows how long in a desperate state. Finally, I steeled myself, curled up lying on my side and pulled the blanket over my head. I managed fitful sleep between times spent gazing upward.

After lapsing into a sounder sleep for a while my eyes opened to darkness. Then a harsh light filled the cell and a loud buzzer sounded. There was no doubt it was time to rise and prepare myself for the day ahead under the rigorous tutelage of my Mistress. I went to the shower stall to clean and relieve myself. There was soap and a razor. I shaved meticulously, thinking she would want to feel a soft smooth face on the tender flesh between her thighs or cheeks.

I finished my ablutions and knelt before the door as ordered. After some time, I heard the click of heels on the hard floor, approaching. The sound stopped when close. I heard the bolt being thrown. The door swung open and there was Marla in her nude glory save for thigh high black stiletto boots; a small white porcelain bowl in each hand. She set the bowls on the floor before me. One contained water, the other some kind of gruel or mush. She gave the day’s first command: “Kiss my feet!”

I bowed low to place my lips upon her insteps, going from one foot to the other, back, and forth until I felt her grip on my hair and she tugged me upward.

“Eat now, quickly, then we will begin! Be aware that you are still being punished for coming.”

Famished and thirsty, I gulped down the contents of each bowl. Then she bade me follow her on hands and knees to a unique furnishing set along the wall. It was a kind of horse, covered in leather with knee rests along the sides. Depending from it were some leather manacles, set low, near the floor and a wide belt about two feet above that height. She ordered me to knee walk behind the horse and installed the manacles just above my knees. The belt she tightened around my waist, so I knelt upright directly behind the horse.

Then, a chill of fear ran up my spine as she clamped my balls into a steel vise with jaws lined with sharp studs. A long rod ran upward at an angle to beyond the front of the horse. It ended in a T handle. She mounted the horse, settling over it with a sigh of comfort, her anus and pussy inches from my face. The sight of her nether regions and her wafting scent inflamed me.

“Now Jacob, I am determined to get your rimming up to standard by Sunday evening. Get busy with your tongue. As always if you are pleasing me you will not suffer. When you are not pleasing you will feel this!”

The vise tightened on my sore and aching balls, the studs bit in, bringing torment. She enlightened me further.

“The vise is spring loaded so. If I’m being served properly I will be so relaxed and lost in my pleasure I won’t be able to turn the handle. Once fatigue sets in I’ll be woken from my rapture and the jaws will clench until you please me again. Now begin! Use your hands to spread my cheeks so you can get your tongue in deep. I want to feel it inside of me!”

I pressed her cheeks apart with my thumbs and took a moment to look at her brown vortex. It flared and puckered in her anticipation. I leaned in and extended my tongue as far as I could stretch it, then pressed forward to get it in deep. She was a bit soiled and I knew by then I must clean her first. I felt her hole relax and I felt my tongue’s tip pass the ring of her sphincter until I could feel the softness of her rectum. She gave a soft moan of delight and pressed backward to deepen the penetration. I set to wriggling my tongue about inside her while also slithering it in and out. Then there was a painful squeeze on m balls.

“Harder!”

I heightened my efforts, but the squeeze continued.

“I said harder! You must fight the fatigue Jacob, or you will suffer more!”

I wriggled with all the might I could muster, and the pain ceased as she let out another moan of pleasure and seemed to soften and pass into a trance. Fatigue set in, but I steeled myself and focused all attention on my tongue’s tip as it caressed a spot deep inside that seemed to please her most. Minutes passed as she lay enjoying, purring softly, her anus clenching rhythmically on my tongue. She woke from her rapture and rolled her hips, rubbing her hairy wet sex over my face.

“Better Jacob! Much better! Now lick my clit! Make me come!”

I pressed my face deep in her oozing crevice, found her clit and went to my duty, my nose up her vagina. I worked it around inside her as I tongued her clit and it pleased her. She barked one last order:

“Your finger Jacob! Up my ass!”

The position was awkward, but I found I could reach over the top of my head and insert my thumb. This pushed her over the brink. She shuddered and let out a feral sound of brute satisfaction. A salty-sweet gush filled my mouth and I swallowed it. She lay draped over the horse, limp and sated. I kissed her ass tenderly, awaiting her recovery. At length she stirred.

“You’re learning Jacob. You make me gush when I come now. Major progress. I trust you swallowed it?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes Mistress. I loved it. It came from you!”

“That’s what I want to hear Jacob. Now continue rimming. We are just getting started here!”

I parted her cheeks with my hands again, ran my tongue in deep as it could go and went to wriggling it hard in the way I knew would please her. She was languid, sighing softly in her enjoyment. Fatigue set in again, but I forced myself to go on for several minutes until my tongue just cramped and wouldn’t move. The cruel vise clamped down in an instant and when I couldn’t respond it clamped harder. I had no choice but to endure until my tongue recovered. I heard her muttered curses and she turned the handle even more, making me feel as if my balls were being mashed to pulp. With a heroic effort I got my tongue working again and she passed into rapture, the agony slackening.

A rolling of her hips signaled her readiness for another orgasm and I satisfied her quickly, knowing by then how to do it just right. My reward was another deep drink of her cum. Then it was back to rimming for two more such sequences, during which my balls were clamped harder yet. But, in the end, she was well satisfied, pleased with my progress and kind to me. She released me from my bonds, let me lie on my back, and gently massaged my tormented balls to soothe them.

Then, she made me crawl back to the cell and go inside. She told me she had things to do for a couple of hours, slammed the door, locked it, and left me to languish there. The ceiling screen lit up again and I lay looking up at it, unable to tear my eyes away. My hand strayed to my cock, but the pain of the whipping was still sharp and reminded me of the dire consequences if I somehow managed to give myself relief.

After what seemed an eternity I heard the click of her bootheels on the floor and then the bolt being thrown open again. She stood in the doorway with riding crop in hand. Upon her sharp command I crawled from the cell and followed her to the middle of the chamber where she made me kneel.

“Jacob, it is inconvenient and annoying for me to have to give verbal commands when I want you to do routine things. I will now teach how to respond to hand gestures and body language. This, for example, means follow me.”

She turned and made a sweeping gesture forward with her hand and strode away from me. I took her cue and groveled behind her as she made a walk around the circumference of the chamber and then back to the center. I stopped, and she turned to me, extending her hand with two fingers pointing. Then she bent them.

“This means kneel at attention.”

I knelt upright, looking at her and her loveliness caused my cock to jut shamefully. A look of anger crossed her face.

“Did I give permission for an erection?”

She swung the crop in a wicked stroke that caught my still sore glans full on. The pain of it put me on the floor. She got my attention with a sharp kick and I saw her give the gesture she had just taught me. I rose to kneel and, luckily, remained limp. She continued her instructions, pointing downward with her index finger.

“This means lie on your back.”

I obeyed, and she squatted over me with her cunt hovering a foot above my face. She held her hand, so her thumb touched her fingertips, forming a circle. Then she spread her fingers.

“This means open your mouth.”

I obeyed again, opening wide, not knowing what to expect. She made another gesture, hand moving downward with fingers wiggling.

“This means drink from me.”

She lowered herself, so her cunt was just above my still open mouth. There was a hissing sound as the urine poured from her ragged lips. Before I knew it, my mouth was filled with the salty-bitter pungent nectar I had tasted once before. I knew my only choice was to swallow. I gulped it down, spilling only a little bit but the flow continued. I managed to swallow as fast as it came until she finished. She stood and looked down at me.

“Not bad for the first time Jacob. But you did spill a little. That will add to your punishment later.”

She gestured again, this time with two fingers pointing down.

“This also means lie on your back.”

Then she made the “open your mouth” again.

“The meaning of the two fingers will be made clear to you another time, when I am ready Jacob. If you see me gesture like that you will know what to do.”

She went on to teach me more signals. Her fist clenched with her thumbed poked between her index and middle fingers meant she wanted oral service, as did a tug on one of my earlobes. Her palm held outward and pressed downward meant for me to go down and kiss and lick her feet. If she showed a clenched fist, then extended her index finger it was permission to become erect. There were others of which I lost track but I knew I would be reminded and punished for forgetting.

The remainder of the afternoon was devoted to practice in responding to her non-verbal cues. She spoke not a word, but just used sharp strokes of the crop to punish forgetfulness on my part until I got it right. She also mounted me from time to time, either straddling or sidesaddle and rode me around the chamber in a dressage mode, wordlessly giving commands, putting me through my paces like a steed, applying the crop liberally.

Finally, she strode to the center of the chamber and gestured for me to come to her and kneel. Above me hung a block and tackle with manacles depending from the end of the rope. She signed for me to raise my hands. Then, she pulled the manacles down and fasten them to my wrists. She stepped over to the wall where the rope was tied to a cleat, untied it, and tugged me aloft easily with her strong arms until I rested on the balls of my feet. Her finishing touch was tying my ankles tight together with a thin leather rope.

She went to where the whips were hung along the wall, perused the array for a moment, then chose a long bullwhip and stepped to a spot along a circle painted on the floor, seemingly marking the optimal distance for its use. She regarded me with a cruel leer of anticipation. 

“To finish out the day Jacob, you will get a taste of my favorite bullwhip. You are still being punished for ejaculating, but I also just happen to feel like it. You are my slave and not entitled to any ‘rights’ or fairness.”

The whip was coiled in her hand and she unlimbered it, then whirled it around, threw forward, flicked her wrist, making the tip snap sharply on my left nipple. I screamed at the tearing pain and hopped up and down in my bonds. A flurry of lashes followed, striking unerringly wherever she aimed them, and I hopped about and writhed in a futile effort to dodge them. She laughed.

“That’s it Jacob! Do the dance for me! I call it the pain polka!”

I knew then why she had bound me that way, with just the balls of my feet touching the floor, so she could be entertained by my helplessness and humiliation as I hopped about.

The flogging went on and she added lashes that wrapped around my body and struck my organs cruelly. Pleas for mercy mingled with my screams until it became clear they only added to her pleasure and incited her cruelty. She continued until my pathetic sobs told her I was broken. Then, she lowered me, untied me, and signed for me to grovel behind her to her throne. She settled in and spread her legs, draping her knees over the arms, and signed for oral pleasure. Three seismic climaxes later she relaxed in satisfaction.

“It’s been a very good day Jacob. Your rimming has improved significantly, you’ve learned my hand signals quickly and the song and dance you did under my whip was a joy. Let’s get you locked away for the night and we’ll start again in the morning.”

She led me back to the cell and I crawled inside. The door was slammed and locked. I lay in tortured exhaustion, looking up at the ceiling and then the screen lit up and the lewd display began. I was riveted as before, the longing for intimacies with her luscious body still consuming me. My hand strayed to my cock, but the bullwhip’s lashes had made it terribly sore again and I flinched and refrained.

Sunday was a reprise of Saturday, starting with rimming practice first thing in the morning. I found rigorous practice I had endured had given my tongue endurance and I escaped the clench of the cruel vise for half an hour before my tongue tired. This pleased her, and she said I was almost there. But the rigor continued until my tongue could move no more and my poor balls knew agony in the jaws of the vise.

Then it was more obedience training, learning new and more complicated signs. That took up the afternoon and she said it was time to send me home for the week. She gave the two fingered sign I had learned earlier and I went to my back on the floor and opened my mouth. She squatted over me and I gazed upward at her cunt and anus as she spoke.

“Look at my anus Jacob. You have become well acquainted with it but not as much so as you must be.  When you return on Friday I will expect you to accept and swallow what comes from there. I expect absolute submission from you as my slave and by that act my total dominance and your total submission will be established.”

I shuddered in terrified revulsion. Then she fetched the cruel and punitive chastity device and installed it on me.

“This will surely prevent any misbehavior. If you perform the act of ultimate submission on Saturday night you will be permitted to come. Now you must leave. The van is waiting in the garage.”

Naked, I crawled from the chamber, then stood and walked to where the van waited. The ponderous device weighed down and stretched my organs, bouncing as I walked. The van’s side door was open, and I entered, lying on the floor. The unseen driver put the vehicle in gear and the door slid shut.  

Marla

Poor Jacob! Now he knows the depth of submission I demand. He will spend the next week in fear and uncertainty but in the end, he will submit as men always do when I have them in my thrall. He has no inkling of what will happen next Saturday day night and the circumstances under which he will be made to come.

Madame Helga introduced me to much more than the use of the whip as time went on. She had a back room reserved for her preferred customers and when I had gained her trust I was admitted one afternoon. What caught my eye immediately was an array of a dozen exquisitely realistic faux cocks and balls with bulbs meant for vaginal insertion attached at right angles to them. They were in graduated sizes arranged with the smallest on the right, the smallest being a more generous endowment than most men have. I wondered how any male could take the two largest sizes on the left. Helga enlightened me as I gazed in awed fascination.

“You seem quite taken with these and rightly so. These are instruments of pleasure that will evoke the most powerful and satisfying orgasms you will ever experience. That’s because using one on a male will destroy and vestige of his “manhood” and make him come in a way that will enslave him with longing for your cock every moment of his life thereafter. Would you like to try one on?”

My eyes grew wide and my pussy warmed and wettened. “Yes! Please!”

“Undress then dear.”

I stripped naked as Helga selected one of the middle-sized ones, a solid twelve incher by two in diameter. Thin straps depended from it.

“Now spread your legs a bit Marla.  Do you think you need lubrication?”

“No.” Ooze already ran from my pussy.

I stood with legs apart and Helga slipped the bulb inside me. It was a tight fit and made me shudder in already growing pleasure. The cock jutted forth from me firmly. The straps were almost unnecessary. Helga showed me to a full-length mirror and I thrilled at the sight of myself, big cock protruding, exuding ultimate womanpower, ready to reduce a male to a sniveling heap of emasculated wreckage and enslave him to my cock. There was a button on the strap along my right hip. Helga urged me to press it. A pulsing vibration began that weakened my knees and put me on the verge of coming. Helga explained.

“This is the latest and most advanced model. Women of high intelligence have designed and perfected it. Many tiny sensors in the shaft transmit tactile sensation to the erogenous tissues, the G-spot, and the clit. You will feel his lips and tongue running along the length and the clutch of both his throat and sphincter as you take him. Inside the balls are some very powerful and long-lasting lithium batteries. I have ravaged half a dozen slaves into whimpering submission on a single charge. But it’s said one picture is worth a thousand words? One demonstration will be worth a million I trust!”

She went to a table nearby, picked up a small remote and pressed a button. I heard a sliding sound to my right and a small door I hadn’t noticed before slid upward. Out crawled a naked male with a cruel looking chastity device installed on his cock. He groveled to Helga’s feet, bent low to kiss each of her boots and then knelt at attention. I gaped and pressed the button to switch off the vibrator lest I come prematurely.

“Meet my slave Robert, Marla. He has been subjected to the cock many times and yearns for it always. The cock you wear is one size bigger than he has been penetrated with before. He is ready to be introduced to the larger size, so he is, in that sense, a virgin. This will make it hurt a bit when you take him, which is as it should be. Would you like to use lubrication or just make him suck it first to get what lube he can from his spit? He gives great head, by the way, so help yourself to a blowjob if you like. Don’t be bashful!”

My heart pounded, and I made panting breaths as a cruel lust took hold of me. I pressed the button and nearly came again when the vibrations commenced. Then I stepped over to Robert, grabbed his hair and pulled him toward me, forcing the cock’s tip against him mouth. He opened willingly, and I thrust with my hips until the glans pressed to his gullet. He seemed eager to deepthroat it, but the larger size was a challenge. I was thrilled by his submission and eagerness to please me. And I could indeed feel his loving caresses as though my cock were real.

Finally, he managed to take it half down and a thrust of my hips drove it home until his nose was in my bush. I hit the button and, again, my knees buckled, and I nearly fell. But threw his arms around my hips to steady me.

I was moved by his devotion to my pleasure, me being a woman he had never met. Grabbing his hair in both hands I rutted with abandon and he took it, giving out moans of what sounded like happiness. Orgasm welled up in me and spilled over. My knees went all to jelly but, ever dutiful, Robert held me up as waves of mad pleasure washed over me.

He held me until I recovered my balance, then, without being told to he, turned away and bent over to elbows and knees, offering his ass. I dropped to my knees behind him and aligned the thick glans of the cock with his hole. I heard Helga’s voice.

“What do you say Robert?”

“Please mistress! Please fuck me!”

I needed no further encouragement. Taking a grip on his hips, digging my nails into his skin I threw my hips forward to drive the shaft home. It went in halfway and Robert cried out and whimpered as his hole was stretched beyond what he was used to. A mad excitement took hold of me and I rammed the cock in deeper, this time all the way. He screamed and sobbed, and I drew the cock back and rammed it in again. It plunged in full length and Robert broke down, crying like a little bitch. I rutted on him like a stallion and soon, to my surprise and delight he started to like it, whimpering in pleasure rather than pain. It drove me to a frenzy and I felt the hot twinges signaling another orgasm was near.

Then Robert gave out a quavering moan of utter surrender and purest pleasure, a sound so sweet to my ears that an orgasm like I had never known before erupted within me. I let out a snarling shriek of triumphant ecstasy, feeling a strange new power.

Robert collapsed to the floor, sniveling, emasculated. I straddled him with the cock still in deep and rode him, rutting hard until I came again. I looked up to see Helga beaming, nodding her approval. I pulled the cock out and stood, raising my arms and whooping, unable to contain myself. Looking down I saw Robert, obviously a well-trained slave, was licking his puddle of cum from the floor without even having to be told. Then, I made him suck the cock clean. Helga had high praise.

“Excellent Marla! You really put it to him! Now which cock would you like to take home with you? I’ll give you half off your first purchase.”

“This one is too big, at least for starters Helga. But that third one from the right, the ten-incher should do the trick. One of my slaves is quite well endowed and that one is just a bit bigger than his. It is going to hurt them going in, but my cock should be the biggest one in the house, don’t you think?”

“Self-evident my dear. I’ll get one out for you, brand new in it’s elegant case.”

I took my new prized possession home. My lust had already rekindled at a fever pitch, but I managed to contain myself until after dinner and several tall glasses of red wine. Then, I made my slaves kneel in the living room while I went to the bedroom to strip naked and install my cock. I’ll never forget the looks on their faces when they saw me step into the room with my big dick jutting from my bush.

That night I deflowered them one after another, taking them hard and hurting them, coming with mad intensity every time one of them gave out the sound of surrender and shot his big load onto the floor. After taking the first one I made the next lick up the cum before I took him and so on until all five of them lay wilted, shamed, and unmanned, yet already longing for the next time I would fuck them.

The next day I donned my cock first thing and paraded about, supervising them in the boiler room, driving them to maximum efforts. And all day long each of them stole furtive glances at my big member and I could see both fear and yearning in their eyes. I set a goal of profit for the day, telling them the first one to meet it would be the first to be fucked. Needless to say, productivity soared. My cock reigned supreme thereafter and reduced my slaves to depths of submission I had never dreamed possible.

And my dear friend and mentor Helga introduced me to a whole community of like-minded women who held it to be self-evident that the proper lot of the male was enslavement and subjugation by the female. Jacob would soon meet my closest circle of friends. But the community at large is far more widespread and pervasive than any of the male world suspects. The day of our ultimate ascendancy might lie far in the future but every day more and more women join the fold and more and more males succumb and surrender to the proper order.

Jacob

I lay in bed that night torn and conflicted. I missed her, longed for the taste of her already so my balls throbbed and ached. But the perverse act she would expect of me filled me with horror and aversion.

One thing was certain. Going to work in the morning, or ever again, would be unendurable and I resigned myself to losing my job. I agonized the days away, tormented by the ache in my balls and the clutch of the cruel device attached to my organs. Wednesday my fear and revulsion somehow won out over my desire and longing and I decided to flee.

I knew not how I was to live in my sorry state. I just got dressed without even packing, got in my car, and headed out of the city, going north to where the woods were thick and wild and the people few. After three hours I came to a little town with a seedy motel hidden behind a dense stand of pines. I chose to hole up there and try to plan my next move.

I went “downtown” and found a pizza joint and a liquor store and went back to my room with food and drink to get me through the night. My longing returned, and I was on the verge of going back, but strong whiskey put me under for the night and dreams of lying beneath her luscious womanhood filled my sotted sleep. Thursday morning, I stocked up on food from the grocery store and more whiskey and settled in.

Marla

I shook my head and rolled my eyes as I looked at my GPS tracker. Jacob! It clearly had not occurred to the poor foolish man that there would be a tracking chip in the chastity device he wore. He could run but he couldn’t hide! As soon as I could be sure he was staying put somewhere I set out in pursuit. My protégé, Nandi, a tall ebony Amazon with a short Afro hairdo, who, among other things served as my driver, came with me. We tossed some necessary items into the van and took off for the backwoods with Nandi driving.

One would think I was angry but not so much. Instead I felt a thrill at the prospect of a man hunt and meant to prolong it and toy with Jacob, giving him false hope of escape before closing in for the capture. Jacob would be punished severely, of course, and I was much looking forward to that as well.

By mid-afternoon Thursday we had found the motel where Jacob was holed up. I sent Nandi around the back of the building to scout things out. The room had a rear window, a probable means of his escape. I sent Nandi around back again to watch and went to the room’s door and banged on it hard.

“Jacob! I know you’re in there! Let me in now!”

I heard some bumping and banging inside and then silence. Nandi came back and told me Jacob had slipped out the window and run off into the woods. He was naked and wet, as if he had been taking a shower. There was no need to rush off in pursuit. We went back to the van, went inside, stripped naked and put on hiking boots and black web belts from which hung handcuffs, some thin rope, and an electric cattle prod. Then we gave each other a good dousing of insect repellant and each picked up a high velocity paintball gun and hung large packets of spare ammo on our belts. Then it was off to the chase.

Jacob

It was agony of boredom as much as anything hiding out in that room and by Thursday afternoon my thoughts turned back to Marla and how I longed to feel her thighs clench on my head and to taste her pussy and anus. I thought a cold shower might help. I stood with the cold water pouring over me and then heard a hammering on the door and Marla’s voice.

Panicked and bewildered at how she had found me I cast about the room until my eyes settled on the back window. It was sticky with age and hard to slide up, so I banged on it to loosen the old varnish and managed to open it. I ripped my way through the screen, climbed out and ran off into the woods. The chastity device was ponderous, and it bounced as I ran, stretching and hurting my organs. I must have run a quarter mile before my breath gave out and I stopped. Then the mosquitos made their presence known. I set off at a trot to shed them and about another quarter mile along I came to a shallow stream perhaps six feet across. I settled into the water to cool myself and soothe the bug bites.

After about ten minutes I rose to my knees to look around. Suddenly, I felt a sharp, painful sting on the left cheek of my behind and looked back there to see a splatter of what looked like my blood. Whirling around I looked up to see a tall and muscular black woman about fifty feet away, naked and wearing a wicked and gleeful grin. She held a paintball rifle.

In terror I bolted into the woods, taking another stinging shot to the ass, running flat out until I felt I had put some distance between us. I gingerly touched my behind and discovered I wasn’t wounded and the “blood” was only paint. I moved on a bit, being bitten by my tiny tormenters until I came to a small grassy clearing. I rolled in the grass to soothe the bites and then stood to take in my surroundings. I felt another severe sting on my behind and turned to see Marla standing along the edge of the trees, also naked and armed with a paintball gun. She leered at me.

“You can run Jacob dear, but you can’t hide! Please don’t give up yet! This is such fun!”

I fled, taking two more balls to the ass, before I reached the cover of the woods. I don’t know how long it went on. I would find a hiding place I thought was safe and, within minutes, feel the sting of a ball and see either of the women taking aim for another and I would run again. Finally, exhaustion set in and my organs were dreadfully sore from the burden of the device. I crawled into a thicket and lost consciousness.

I awoke when I felt myself being dragged by the feet across the ground. Marla and the black woman each had a grip on an ankle and they pulled from me my hiding place. Marla rolled me onto my belly with her foot and the black woman cuffed my hands behind my back, rolled me back over and tied a thin rope to the device. Marla leaned over me with a lustful glare in her eyes.

“Game over Jacob! Now get up and follow!”

I managed to rise, and Marla set off at a brisk pace, giving harsh tugs on my junk to make me keep up. The black woman brought up the rear and would give me a jolt from her cattle prod if I lagged behind. We reached the van. The door slid open and Marla shoved me inside. I collapsed onto the padded floor, lying face up and she sat on my chest with her sweaty cunt inches from my face. Her scent filed the air and, in spite of myself, I strained upward to try and lick it. She laughed.

“You want it don’t you? Sooner or later you would have come crawling back to me for another taste and you know it! You might think I’m angry about this foolishness of yours but actually I found it quite amusing. Your stupid resistance has only resulted in more suffering for you and more pleasure for me. I’ve told you before that you have been chosen. Your life will never go back to the way it was. You know you love me and all you need to do is give in and submit. You will know a happiness you could never imagine if you would just accept your fate. I promise.  Now you can have your taste. This has gotten me so horned up I can’t stand it!”

She pressed her redolent sex onto my face and my tongue was at its duty with a worshipful passion, as if by reflex. I knew the truth of her words. The center of my universe lay between her thighs and before long I would have surrendered to her. Her clit was ready, and she came hard, gushing my mouth full. No cool drink of water could have slaked my thirst the way her nectar did. And then I felt her anal kiss on my lips and I slid my tongue in deep. Her rigorous training had had its effect and I rimmed her long and tirelessly until her arousal peaked and she offered her clit again. I spent the long ride home in heaven beneath her and admitted to myself that no suffering or degradation would ever be enough to make me want to part from her.

I felt the van pull to a stop and the side door slid open. She propelled me from the van with kicks and jolts from the prod and then led me to the chamber by the rope on my organs. The black woman followed, giving me jolts along the way. She dragged me to the center of the chamber beneath the hoist and made me kneel, then uncuffed my hands and re-cuffed them to the manacles that hung from the rope and bound my ankles. The black woman hauled me up until I rested on the balls of my feet. Marla removed the cruel device from my loins and I felt both blessed relief and terror because I knew my tender organs would get much attention during the punishment that awaited me.

Then Marla and her helpmate stood shoulder to shoulder before me. I gazed at Marla’s nudity and then my eyes shifted to the dark chocolate colored goddess who stood beside her, a study in luscious curves and rippling muscles, big, firm jutting breasts and a nappy raven thicket at her loins. My cock stiffened to the fullest despite all and I felt guilt and shame when I looked back at Marla. She rolled her eyes and shook her head.

“So, you like Nandi Jacob? Not surprising; she is quite a specimen. How can I hold it against you? I’ve been her mentor for some years now and she has been a most able assistant. Her skills with the whip are equal to mine, as you will soon come to know. Nandi, two pairs of snake whips please!”

Nandi fetched the whips and handed a pair to Marla. Then she stepped around behind me and out of sight. Marla nodded and whirled her whips and I heard the whoosh of Nandi’s behind me. Then the searing leather struck in a furious cadence, as if my body were engulfed in flames. I screamed, howled, sobbed, pleaded, hopped about in pathetic futility. Many of Marla’s lashes bit my organs. The women worked their way around until Nandi was in front and Marla behind. Nandi’s lashes struck as unerringly as Marla’s. The chamber was warm and humid and sweat glistened on her rich dark skin and dripped from her nipples.

The lashing continued until I broke. I was given brief respite, but then they hung the whips up and each approached me with a cattle prod in hand. Nandi blindfolded me and then I hung for a while in silence. Suddenly there was a sharp jolt on my behind and I hopped away from it only to get another jolt square on my glans. Both women laughed wickedly and then the jolts started catching me anywhere and everywhere as I hopped about, yelping at each one. My blindness brought a feeling of helpless terror that magnified the torment.

The jolts ceased, and my blindfold was removed. I hung limp, weak in the knees and as I was lowered to the floor my legs gave out and I lay supine. The women stood looking down at me with lust in their eyes. Marla spoke.

“We’re both so horned up we can’t stand it and we need to come now. If you can satisfy us both you will earn a reprieve but if not, your punishment will continue. Nandi, please enjoy him first. You poor dear; you’ve been such a help today and you must be in dire need.”

Nandi stooped, grabbed my hair and with a strength that frightened me she dragged me over to the throne, still bound hand and foot. Placing me on my knees she settled into the chair with legs wide apart, resting them on the arms. My eyes were riveted to her womanhood, dense nappy pubes flanking long and ragged coal back labia. Her feral perfume wafted over my nostrils and drew me in with animal magnetism. I leaned forward extending my tongue, but she first gripped my hair with one hand and held me back while using the fingers of her other to part her labia, showing the hot pink within her and the even hotter pink chickpea of her clit. Then her grip on my hair tightened fiercely and painfully and she pulled my face into her cunt, urging me to lap from bottom to top.

I rubbed my face downward over her lush wetness until I reached bottom, then cupped my tongue and lapped upward, gathering, and gulping her copious ooze, feeling the craving building within me. Up and down she guided me, several times back and forth. Then, with a throaty growl, she pulled me hard to her clit and rammed her pubis against my lips. I licked and sucked her orb as she ground and gyrated, but it only took seconds for her to arch her back and clench my head between her hard-muscled thighs. Her animal strength as she convulsed in her ecstasy made me fear my neck might be broken in her iron grip.

Then, with an atavistic sound, half sigh, half savage snarl of purest pleasure and satisfaction she melted, limbs flopping limp. Overcome by the power of her brute sexuality I showered kisses over her mount and inner thighs. Then I remembered Marla stood watching and I turned to her, feeling guilt and fear over my passion for this other woman. But, to my surprise and relief I saw only a smile of approval.

“Excellent work Jacob! But continue now! You’re not finished yet. You know the drill!”

I turned back to Nandi, who had recovered from afterglow. She raised her knees to her breast, presenting herself and my eyes fell on the black vortex at her bottom. I leaned in and pressed my face into her cunt while seeking with my tongue. Her hole yielded to my probing and my tongue slipped deep inside, wriggling and slithering. She gave out a moan of delight that spurred me to greater effort. I rimmed her with passionate subservience and maximal effort and her orifice puckered in pleasure. I found myself to be tireless of tongue and thanked Marla for the relentless training that allowed me to enrapture this exquisite creature. A roll of her hips and an upward tug on my hair signaled her readiness and I shifted my attentions. I heard Marla give instructions.

“Don’t forget the finger Jacob, or the flutter!”

I slipped a finger up her behind and fucked her gently with it while licking her clit. When the orgasm hit her, I held my quivering tongue against her orb and the rolling climax began, wave after wave of supernal delight bringing primal wails. Her grip on my hair was fierce and painful as she held me until satisfied, then shoved me back. I planted passionate and adoring kisses between her thighs again as she slumped in the chair savoring. But then I remembered Marla and turned to face her, blushing, fearing I would see jealousy in her eyes. But she beamed at me and gave praise.

“That’s what I like to see Jacob! Nandi is my strong right arm and I love her like a daughter. You must give her pleasure and worship her as you would me.  Now, Nandi, if you’re finished with him I’d like a turn.”

Nandi dismounted the chair and Marla took her place. She put her feet on my head to push me down to the bottom for rimming first. Again, my tongue was tireless, and she passed into sweet rapture for a long time before inviting me upward to satisfy her. By then it seemed my tongue knew every spot on her that would give delight through a will of its own. I satisfied her with finger and flutter until she lay limp and languid. Then she made me kneel at the foot of the throne and they women passed judgement.

“Well, Nandi; should we string him up again and give him another round or do you think he’s learned his lesson?”

“The boy gives great head Mistress Marla. But, that comes as no surprise, considering you trained him. I’m sure he’ll behave himself from now on.”

“Very well then Nandi. It’s been a long day and you served me well, as always. You must be tired. Leave us alone then and I’ll see you in the morning.”

Nandi took her leave and Marla made me take off the hiking boots and kneel on the steps before the throne, licking her feet.

“Ah, that feels so good Jacob! Me feet were so sore and sweaty. Be sure to get between my toes.”

For a long time, she kept me at this duty, sighing in contentment, then signed for me to come upward and serve her one last time. After I satisfied her she led me on hands and knees to the cell. I entered, turned, and knelt to face her as she spoke parting words.

“Do you love me Jacob?”

“Yes Mistress. I love you so much! I adore you!”

“Easy words to say Jacob. But it will be by actions that you prove your love. And I can settle for nothing less than being loved without limit or reservation. You know what I will expect of you to prove your love?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Then tomorrow morning will come the moment of truth Jacob. I will know if you really love me and you will know it too. Because if you love me the taste of what I feed you will be rich and sweet because it comes from me. If you fail me I will send you away to a place where your enslavement will be much less pleasant than it would be with me and you will never see me again. Now sleep well and prepare yourself.”

She locked me in and I lay in the dark on my back for a few minutes. Then the ceiling screen lit up and the lurid slideshow began, with each picture depicting Marla’s anus from different viewpoints. It morphed to brief videos of her orifice twitching and bulging, then widening as “it” began to emerge from her. For a long time, I was riveted, torn by mingled terror and my desperate longing to prove my love. But, the day had been long and exhausting, and, at length, my eyes closed, and I drifted off into dreams portending tomorrow’s moment of epiphany.

The alarm jolted me from sleep and I knew to cleanse and groom myself in preparation for my Mistress’s arrival. The door opened, and she stood in the doorway. No food was given to me. Using just signs she led me to the rimming horse first and settled onto it offering her anus to my tongue. I rimmed her long and tirelessly as she made sounds of pleasure. Twice she offered her pussy to enjoy orgasm.

Then, she dismounted and signed for me to crawl behind her to the center of the chamber and lie on my back. She used the two fingered gesture she had shown me before. There was no doubt the next few moments would determine my fate.                                                                                 

Marla

I left Jacob in his cell for the night and went to bed alone. I must admit I was torn by anxiety over the coming test of his love, perhaps almost as much as he must have been. I found him to be delightful, with promise of being an exemplary slave who would complete my harem perfectly. I love all my slaves, though not as much as they love me, of course. Being mere males, inferior beings, they are more like sweet and adorable pets to me. But they give me so much pleasure, keep my house spotless and work so hard to add to my wealth, so I treasure them.

But there was joy in the morning. He loves me! He performed the selfless act to perfection and with a hunger that left no doubt. I signed for him to lie on his back with his mouth open. He laid himself down without hesitation but I could see his fear of failing me in his eyes. I lowered myself so my anus was just above his open mouth, then ordered him to lick it to help the movement come. Soon I felt the welling up and my body let nature take its course. It was a big feeding and took long to pass. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the relief but worried a bit about what I would see when I finished.

But my sweet new slave didn’t fail me. When my anus closed after the turd passed from me I stood up to look at him. There he was with inches of it protruding upward from his mouth but he was taking it down steadily, as if with hunger. Its trailing end disappeared into his mouth. He swallowed deeply and it was gone. Thrilled, I lowered myself for him to lick me clean. I felt adoration in his tongue work like never before.

What a relief! So much of my time and effort was invested in his training and it would have been so sad to have to send him off to join the common slave pool. That is the fate of slaves who show substandard devotion. It is punitive enslavement. The slaves are subjected to cruel sport at certain celebratory events and are used by Mistresses who feel the urge to satisfy themselves in ways that are deemed too cruel for slaves who have proven their love.

I spent the remains of Friday just enjoying him in the chamber. His training was complete, his oral pleasuring skills were maximal, and he could rim for hours without missing a beat. Not a word was needed to express my wishes; he knew the hand signs perfectly. And, I must admit, I strung him up for a sound whipping just for my pleasure and to let him know that he was mine to do with as I please.

When it was time for the evening meal I left the chamber and had my repast. I returned with the leftovers of the big steak and potato on a plate and the fine walnut case that held my cock. He polished off my table scraps like a hungry dog, eating them from the plate that lay on the floor. While he was eating I quickly installed my cock so when he looked up from his meal he saw me standing there with my big dick jutting from my bush, with balls dangling below, so real it was as if I was born with them. His eyes widened if fear and he backed away.

“Don’t be afraid Jacob. Or maybe you should be a little afraid. You have proven your love for me and soon it will be time to make you mine once and for all. It will happen tomorrow evening at around eight o’clock. You probably don’t think of yourself as a virgin, but you are one in the most important way. I think you know where this is going, so to speak. I will use my cock to deflower you and it will also erase any remaining traces of what you think of as ‘manhood.’ It will hurt at first, as it must, but then I’ll teach you to like it. You will come in a way that will give you such pleasure you will be addicted to my cock and spend every moment of your life longing for the next time I will fuck you. Our relationship as Mistress and slave will be consummated.”

He knelt there, trembling, gaping, looking away, then looking back at my big organ, with fear and just the first hint of longing in his eyes.

“You will now learn to worship my cock Jacob. And that means you will also suck it. You will learn to deepthroat it and give me blowjobs, bring me to orgasm with your mouth. This will require practice and training and it can begin now. Come here Jacob. Take it in your mouth!”

He hesitated at first but then came close with mouth open wide. Just before he took my glans between his lips he looked up at me and I saw the love and desire to please me in his eyes. How worshipful he was, sucking, licking, taking it in to the gullet. I could feel his caresses thanks to the sensors embedded in the shaft and, as always when I used my cock, I thanked those brilliant kindred sisters who had created this sublime instrument of pleasure and male subjugation.

Taking a grip on his hair, I worked him back and forth. His lips and tongue slid along the shaft, sending waves of sheer delight through me. I just enjoyed for a while but then it was time to take things a step further. I pressed my glans against the back of his throat by way of wordless command that he take it down all the way. Obediently, he pressed forward as I thrust with my hips. He gagged at first, but then managed to open his gullet and my cock plunged in with a soft pop. Inches still remained to go so I thrusted again and the shaft slid home. His nose pressed into my bush and then I could feel its tip against my pubis.

I drew back so his lips just enfolded the glans and threw my hips forward again. This time it went in full length much easier and I knew he was ready for the full-on throat fucking that would propel me to orgasm. What a sweet and loving slave he was! It couldn’t have been easy to take my fearsome ten-incher all the way down and he learned so fast!

I started rutting with abandon, holding his hair in both hands. He made his throat a vagina for me and the pulsing and tingling from the device put me over the edge. Orgasm struck when the cock was in him to the hilt and I kept it there as I passed into its throes, knees buckling. True to form he threw his arms around my hips to hold me up, face pressed into my sweaty thicket as I cried out with each wave of ecstasy. Afterglow melted me, but he held me firm until my knees stiffened. I pushed him away and the glans pulled from his gullet with a pop like a champagne cork.

Little did Jacob know that his deflowering was to be a social occasion and public spectacle. Slaves are always deflowered before an audience by long tradition in our female supremacist community to add to their humiliation. Jacob would also be expected to give oral pleasure to each woman in attendance. The spectacle would take place in the chamber with guests invited to arrive at six o’clock. There would be two hours of socializing with food and drink served. Jacob would spend this time on his knees at the foot of the throne chair and each of my guests would have a turn enjoying his tongue.

And another sine qua non would precede Jacob’s deflowering.  Once a slave has outlived his usefulness it is customary that he be castrated. Jacob would see Alan go under the knife.  This sounds cruel but is really a mercy. Poor Alan still adores me and living without me with his heart broken by my rejection would be unbearable for him. Better to castrate him and put an end to the sexual desire that would otherwise plague him for the rest of his life.

It would be the first castration I have performed but I have witnessed several. I have also been practicing with the instruments used in the procedure on a special dummy equipped with lifelike genitals. A doctor will be in attendance to guide me and to stitch Alan up when the procedure is complete. There will be no anesthetic, but the procedure will be as quick and merciful as possible. Alan will then be sold at a brief auction that will close out the evening’s festivities. He will be a docile and obedient creature and put to work at light menial chores by his purchaser, who will treat him kindly. The poor dear man gave his all in my service and deserves no punishment.

There are other males who are castrated much less kindly. These are rapists and woman abusers who have cheated justice in the male dominated system. Their balls are subjected to torture until they beg for the mercy of the severing. Afterward they lead lives as beasts of burden.

I had Nandi send out twenty-five email invitations to my kindred sisters and all would be in attendance. Rarely would any of us miss the chance to see yet another male succumbing to the woman-cock and surrendering himself to the proper order.

The fellatio was an expected prelude to the deflowering and I wanted it to be performed to perfection as added amusement for my friends. So, twice more I had Jacob perform the act for me to ensure that my friends would be properly entertained, and tradition upheld.

Then it was time to put him away for the night. I locked him in the punitive chastity device to ensure there was no hanky-panky that would ruin the event. He was well prepared in the most important way because he had not been permitted to come for so long. My cock would give him heavenly release and his ejaculation would no doubt be impressive in its strength and quantity. Finally, I introduced him to the hand sign that meant “assume the position.”

Jacob

Marla locked me in the cell for the night and I lay with mind reeling at the events of the past two weeks. The slide show on the ceiling screen now depicted Marla with her big cock installed and a taunting look in her eyes in lewd poses suggesting my impending impalement.

All through my ordeal the ache of longing in my balls had continued unabated and had worsened if anything. Only sheer exhaustion allowed me to fall asleep. The alarm woke me, and I went about my morning ablutions then took my place on my knees before the door. Marla and Nandi came with mush and water for me.

Marla told me it was already four PM. I had been so exhausted I had nearly slept the day away and I had been allowed to do so in order that I be well rested for my deflowering. She installed her cock and made me rehearse the fellatio, making me deepthroat repeatedly, but not making me bring her to orgasm.

Then, Nandi removed the device from my organs, led me across the chamber to the dais where the throne stood and made me crawl up the steps and kneel before it. She then put a blindfold on me.

I couldn’t see, but could hear many things, the clattering and dragging sounds of furniture being arranged. Marla muttering stern instructions. Then, the smell of rich foods filled the air and I heard the popping of corks being removed from bottles.

There was a brief silence and then I heard the click of heels on the floor and women’s voices. The voices increased in number until it was clear the room was filled with women. They were chattering and laughing, glasses were clinking, and I heard myself being remarked upon as an object of pleasure. And the scent I had come to know so well, that of aroused pussy, filled the air.

Then my blindfold was removed, and I saw Marla seated on the throne with her cock jutting. I looked at her in alarm and bafflement.

“I have invited some very good friends of mine to witness your deflowering Jacob. We will be socializing and drinking for a couple of hours before the event and during this time each of them will seat herself here and you will give oral pleasure. You will do everything for them that you do for me and I will expect good reports about your performance. The privilege of being the first to enjoy you has been accorded to my friend and mentor Madame Helga. You will serve her now.”

Marla vacated the throne and a woman stepped into the small space between me and it. From my kneeling position only her broad, shapely hips and thighs and the dense reddish golden thicket at her loins could be seen, just inches from my face. Her scent overcame the ambient one in the room.

She eased herself into the chair and parted her legs, draping her knees over the arms, exhibiting her womanhood lewd and bold as could be. I looked up past the twin mounts of her breasts to see her face, the stunning regal beauty of a Nordic goddess. Her flashing steel blue eyes had a gleam of lustful anticipation. Without a word she grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her oozing hairy cunt.

My training serving me well, I began her pleasuring, my tongue going everywhere, offering itself, until she guided me to her clit, a pulsing, grape sized orb ready for hard licking. I sucked it into my mouth and ran my tongue’s tip over it. Just moments sufficed, orgasm rocked her, she cried out, and my mouth was filled with her salt-sweet gush. I swallowed.

She relaxed for a moment in satisfaction and I knew well my next duty. I went down low to find her anus, slipped my tongue in deep and wriggled it about in the manner I knew would please. She lapsed into the trancelike state of delight a good rimming always would bring and my tongue never flagged in the slightest.

A roll of her hips let me know she was ready and I removed my tongue and slipped in a finger. The flutter of my glossa on her orb evoked rolling waves of ecstasy and she rode them, making sounds of animal pleasure, then went limp and savored for some minutes.

When afterglow passed she leaned forward, took my face between her hands, and expressed her approval.

“You will be a delightful slave Jacob. I’m so happy for Marla. She’s a special friend and it’s no surprise you have been so well trained.”

She kissed me softly on the forehead, rose and stepped away. Immediately another pussy came before my eyes, this a black haired one belonging to a hefty and matronly mature brown-haired woman. She eased into the chair, pulled my face in and her big thighs enfolded my head, locking it into their fleshy grip, engulfing my face in her big lush and sucking aromatic snatch. Breathing was impossible, and her remorseless clutch made it clear it would not be allowed until I had satisfied her. I used lips and tongue on her clit in desperation. But my finely-honed skills served both of us well. Orgasm took her, and her grip tightened as she convulsed. I heard her earthy grunt of pleasure, though it was muffled by her flesh and just before the dark of smothering descended her thighs parted and I fell to the floor.

But, knowing my duty, I rose and pressed my face in again, deep, and down low, seeking her nether orifice. I found it and rimmed her to perfection, then finished with the finger and flutter. She enjoyed her rolling climax and also expressed her approval with a kiss on my forehead and a promise that she would enjoy me again sometime soon and more completely.

On went the parade of ravenous pussies, women of all ages, races shapes and sizes. Between pleasurings I would look about and sometimes Marla came within my sight, still sporting her big dick, laughing, and drinking with her friends. If she caught my eye she would give me a leer and a wink and flaunt her cock at me. But I also sensed she was pleased by my efforts. And, truth be told, when I finished pleasing one cunt I craved the next with growing intensity, as if from the copious ingestion of woman juices. The ache in my balls had grown to new heights.

Finally, the parade ended, and Marla led me back to the center of the chamber. Folding chairs had been set out two-deep in a semicircle while I had been busy with my oral servitude and the women had seated themselves. I knelt before her and she called for a voice vote on my performance. It was unanimous, punctuated by cheers and applause. Marla bent down and kissed me.

“Jacob! I’m so proud of you! Soon it will be time for your deflowering but there is one more thing I must do first.”

She had me move aside from the center a few feet. Then Nandi came from behind the audience carrying a wooden table about two feet by six with legs a foot long. Leather restraints were attached to the legs and a wide leather belt was attached across the middle. She laid it in the center before the audience and exited the chamber. Minutes later she returned, leading a naked man by a leather leash tied tight around his balls. He was crying. She led him to the table and stood beside it, pointing down toward it with her finger.

He hesitated, shuddered, looked timorously around the room at the assembled Mistresses, who returned his gaze with cruel and lustful gleams in their eyes. Resigned, he laid himself on the table of his own accord and Nandi bound him down tight by the wrists and across the waist but left his legs free. In horrified fascination I watched what happened next.

Marla

Jacob was soon to learn in no uncertain terms the kind of woman who was to rule his life forever after.

Alan lay on the platform trembling. I had informed him of his fate earlier that day. He begged and pleaded but I remained firm. I did yield to one wicked temptation when he persisted in his pleading. I told him he could have one last chance to eat my pussy and if my orgasm was properly satisfying his balls would be spared. It was cruel but well worth it. There’s nothing quite like having a man give you head in a desperate effort to save his balls. Poor Alan gave his all and my orgasm was so strong I was afraid I might not get horned up again in time for Jacob’s deflowering. But I dismissed his efforts as substandard when I finished and told him his balls were forfeit and he had better accept it.

Now Alan lay at my mercy. As a reward for his loving service to me and as a necessary part of the procedure he would be made to come one last time. His final orgasm had to be one of great power and intensity that would drain him of all sexual desire for precious moments thereafter. Then the procedure had to be performed forthwith so he would be caught at his lowest ebb and his desires would be fully extinguished. I would use my cock and my hands to bring him to this climax.

Nandi brought out a small folding table and a pot of warm baby oil, which she set up within my reach beside the table where Alan lay. I knelt on the end of the table, grabbed Alan by the ankles and hoisted them over his head. Nandi stepped across the table facing me and held his ankles. Alan’s ass lay open for my penetration.

I dipped my hands into the oil and rubbed some on my shaft. My cock slid full length into Alan’s much used orifice with ease. Through it all he had been fully erect. I dipped my hands into the oil again and bathed his cock and balls in it. This had to be done very slowly. Alan had to have time to think about his impending castration.

Meanwhile, the doctor, a petite woman of Japanese descent named Midori, came with medical bag in hand. She arranged the instruments of unmanning on the folding table and stood by to watch.

I fondled Alan ever so slowly, ever so maddeningly, with my warm slippery hands while I fucked him gently. He resisted at first, knowing well that his coming would soon be followed by his unmanning.

But my ministrations soon drove all from his mind save the longing for release. Being a man he reached the point where all he could think of was coming.  He squirmed and whimpered in his helpless desire. For the first of many times I coaxed him to the brink but denied him at the last moment. Long had he to suffer in this way, being teased without mercy as he slowly lost his mind. I would stroke him until I felt the first extra stiffening that signaled impending ejaculation and then stop, leaving him gasping and pleading for release, his inevitable castration forgotten.

I continued until something told me the time was right, teasing him to the brink again but this time easing him over it until he cried out in heavenly delight as the last cum of his life shot out onto his chest and face. Only then did reality come crashing back for him and he broke into sniveling pleas for mercy.

Time was of the essence. Midori handed me the elastrator, already loaded with a band and I slipped it over his scrotum and let the band snap tight. Alan grunted as if kicked in the balls. I reloaded the elastrator and slipped another band on an inch below the first. Midori handed me the razor-sharp knife that would sever the balls with a quick stroke.

I grabbed his balls and pulled them toward me, stretching the sack to its limit. Poising the blade in the space between the bands from the underside I took a deep breath and made a quick upward slash. The balls came loose in my hand as Alan screamed and then broke down into sobs. The Moment would be forever etched in his mind, that split second during which he was transformed form a sexual being knowing passion and pleasure to a sexless thing, dull, docile, fit only for tedious and mindless labor.

I used my fingers to gather up Alan’s splattered cum and fed it to him. Then, I pulled the band from his severed scrotum and let the balls pop free. I held them before his eyes and he sobbed in pathetic despair. A feeling of power I had never known before came over me.

I pulled m cock free and stood by to watch Midori go to work with her skillful hands. Alan was stitched up tight and neatly. Nandi released him from the table and led him over to kneel to the side while matters proceeded.

Then I turned to Jacob, who cowered at my gaze. I pointed to my cock, just pulled from Alan’s ass, and he knee walked the short distance between us. Trembling, he opened his mouth to accept the soiled phallus and took it down full length. I felt a thrill of delight at his meek submission to this degradation. But, of course, he had just seen his Mistress castrate a man and he must have realized then and there that only total submission offered hope of keeping his own balls safe in their sack.

Jacob

Starkest terror filled me as I watched my Mistress castrate her victim with what appeared to be cool and practiced precision. This terror was embedded deep in my psyche and was only exceeded by my adoration of her. I felt a chill up my spine at the realization that my own castration lay somewhere in the future and I had better spare no effort to give pleasure to my Mistress and be willing to submit to any degradation to delay the inevitable as long as possible.

She finished her work, waited while the man was stitched up, then turned to me and pointed to her soiled cock. I knee walked the short distance between us. She instructed me.

“Clean my cock slave!”

I shuddered in revulsion and hesitated. I got a harsh slap across the face. Resigned I opened my mouth to lick and suck the member clean. Then it was time for the blow job.

I took hold of her hips, opened my mouth, and took the shaft full depth, nuzzling into her bush, drinking in her perfume. She pressed the button, starting the pulsing hum. I found only joy in serving her this way and resolved to give a most memorable fellatio for the exaltation of my Mistress and the edification and delight of her friends. I heard murmurs of approval from the audience as I accepted Marla’s driving thrusts down my throat. Suddenly, she lurched and drove to the depths as orgasm struck. Her grip on my hair was ferocious and the chamber rang with her snarling shriek of primal ecstasy. Her knees gave out, but I held her strong and close.

Cheers and applause broke out as I knelt there with the cock still full down. Marla firmed and pushed me away, bringing that loud pop and there was laughter and more applause. Marla stood for a few moments, catching her breath, and gathering herself. Then she gave me the sign to assume the position.

Though fearful, I turned, bowed low with my forehead on my elbows and with my ass raised offering myself.

Marla

Ah! My sweet Jacob! What a trooper! He gave me a blowjob my friends would be talking about for years and then he assumed the position so willingly, even though I could see the fear in his eyes as he glanced at my big dick just before he turned. Such a lovely tight pink little hole he had, like a sweet blossom to be plucked. I looked to Nandi and raised my hand. She tossed me a small squeeze bottle of lube oil. I dropped to my knees behind Jacob, dribbled just a bit on my finger and inserted it in his hole. It was even tighter than I expected. He flinched at first, but then I finger fucked him gently and he moaned softly, rocking back and forth in rhythm. He liked it!

I wanted to lube him just a bit, so I wouldn’t split him when I took him, but not so much that it wouldn’t hurt. A slave must know the pain of deflowering, so he knows who’s going to be boss and so the moment would be etched in his memory. He would come to like it soon enough.

I dribbled just a bit more lube on my tip and poised it against his tender orifice. He winced. Taking a firm grip on his hips, digging my nails into his skin, I threw my hips forward in the deflowering thrust. He cried out as the pain tore through him but, so tight was he, that just the big flared glans disappeared inside him. I rammed forward again, showing no mercy. He howled and broke down into sobs as the shaft went in halfway. One final thrust reduced him to sniveling and sobbing as I plunged to the hilt.

I drew back and could feel the waves of pleasure from the clench of his sphincter on my quasi-living cock. I shuddered in growing delight and set to rutting hard. What an exquisite piece of ass my Jacob was, so tight, so tender! Then, as always when a virgin is deflowered the pain gave way to pleasure. He was stretched as I ravaged him and before long was rocking back to meet my thrusts and moaning in his mounting enjoyment.

To my experienced ear the sound of his impending coming was familiar and, just in time, I put an arm across his chest and raised him to his knees while giving him some final prods to set him off. His sweet sound of surrender triggered me, and I passed into the throes of a most exquisite orgasm, holding him tight as we came together, voices harmonizing beautifully. Over his shoulder I could see white strings of semen arching through the air one after another, and I heard ooohs and aaahs from the audience. Jacob must have done me proud by producing heavy and powerful spurts of cum.

My afterglow passed, and I let go of Jacob. He flopped onto his belly, whimpering, withered and emasculated. About six feet away on the polished black floor lay a creamy puddle too big for me to cover with my hand; an impressive load indeed. And no slave within memory had shot his cum so far.

I stood, planted my foot on the small of Jacob’s back and raised my arms in triumph. The audience went wild. Then I made him kneel up and suck the bloody and brown streaks from my cock. Lastly, I led him to the creamy puddle and made him lap it up. It was the most impressive deflowering in years and the videos taken of it went viral in the select community privy to it.

Then it was time for Alan to be auctioned off. He was sold quickly and cheap and then was tied to the wall by a leash around his neck and made to kneel until his new Mistress led him home.

I held court on my throne for a while after the evening’s events. A chair was placed next to me on the dais. Jacob knelt by my side with head bowed. Each of my kindred sisters came to pay respects and wish me well. And each scheduled a slave swap, so she could spend a weekend with Jacob to herself. Jacob was given to know that he would serve each Mistress as he would me and perform every act for her pleasure that he did for mine. In the end, I put Jacob away in the cell for the night.

The next morning, I fetched him from the cell and had him grovel behind me to the living room where my other four slaves knelt at attention before my big black leather couch. We approached from behind the couch with him crawling beside me, so he couldn’t see them until we passed it. I wasted no time introducing him to the reality of his future life.

“Jacob! Take your place on the right, kneel at attention and no erection!”

He hesitated a moment, gaping, but then crawled over to kneel at the end of the row next to Chris. His face was crimson from the humiliation of knowing he was to be but one of my several slaves. I took a moment to look at them, all lined up, cocks hanging limp, ready to serve me in any way I might command; my harem complete again. I held my hand forward with fist clenched, then extended my index finger. All five cocks rose to full erection in unison. It was time for a pleasure I had been missing for such a long time.

I hopped into the recliner that stood nearby and eased back. I instructed Jacob to lick my left foot. The rest of the slaves knew the drill and one went to lick my other foot, one to each nipple and the last to my pussy. It would be a five way round robin and after each orgasm they would shift clockwise until each had served my cunt and anus. Jacob had the final go between my legs.

Then permission to come was granted to them all, in the form of a circle jerk. They splattered their cum all over the hardwood floor and I made Jacob lick it all up to help him understand his place in the world of which he had become a part.

I sent the four slaves off to do their duties as assigned, but then led Jacob to my office to begin the process of erasing him from the face of the earth. Nandi, among her other talents, was an accomplished hacker and she soon had emptied Jacobs banks accounts into one of my numbered accounts in the Cayman Islands. Then she hacked into his employer’s system and made it look as if Jacob had stolen millions and funneled them into that same account and fled the country to parts unknown. Search though they might, neither the authorities nor anyone else would ever find him.

He now had only two choices, prison for many years or his enslavement to the woman he adored. He chose the latter, becoming the exemplary slave I always knew he would be. He labored hard each day to add to my wealth and give me pleasure.

There is a secret place, an island deep in the south Pacific, remote and seemingly useless and uninhabited. It is a retreat, a place of rest and recreation for women of my kind, a secret guarded by a code of silence among us. I vacation there whenever time permits. Every year there is a convocation of Mistresses. We gather in the company of our slaves to celebrate our dominance over the male and our pride in our gender. We indulge in the orgiastic pleasures that are our birthright.

For years I had attended the event one slave short of a full harem and, although I enjoyed myself thoroughly, things still felt incomplete. Friends were sympathetic, but all of them had complete harems and I always felt as if I was shortchanging them.

A great cavern had been dug under the island’s extinct volcanic peak through the labor of many slaves. The gathering was held there, out of sight of any prying eyes. Nakedness was de rigueur though none would have chosen otherwise regardless. On the first evening each Mistress would make a grand entrance to the great hall with slaves at leash. What a joy it was for me to finally enter the hall with my head high, five slaves walking in step behind me, each led by a leash depending from his balls, which were spread and stretched, scrotums tight and shiny, a lovely shade of purple.

Applause greeted me, and I looked around the vast cavern to see everything in ordained order, slaves on their knees awaiting Mistress’s command, the slaves of the common pool confined in a large cage, glancing fearfully about, knowing the cruel torments and degradations that awaited them, food and drink laid out in abundance. Life was good indeed.

Jacob

In my life of enslavement by Mistress Marla was filled with sweet indignities and degradations and when one ended I spent every moment yearning for the next. Through the power of her dominant sexuality she had bent my mind, so I accepted my status as an inferior being meant to serve Woman. I had to admit that life was easier this way. Mistress had told me I would be happy in my lot and I was. I had no need for any thought other than how to be a better slave and give more pleasure and happiness to my Mistress. In return I was fed well, housed comfortably, and knew profound intimacies, most especially the Woman cock, with not only my Mistress but the many goddess-like women who were her friends. Each of them had her own harem of slaves as well.

True, it is sometimes my lot to grovel behind her to the chamber to suffer under her whips and other instruments of torture when punishment is warranted or just because she is in the mood. I go willingly because I love her so much, though in terror of the torment that awaits me. My suffering gives her pleasure and I make no pretense of courage while she inflicts the pain, but rather am craven and weak, giving voice to my agony in the screams and sobs and pleadings that will arouse her to the fullest and culminate in deeply satisfying orgasms under my tongue when the hot itch of her lust becomes too much to bear.

I hear the snap of fingers and look up from my place in the line of five kneeling slaves to see Mistress standing there naked with her big cock jutting from her bush and pointing at me. My heart thrills. Mistress has chosen ME to be taken first today! I grovel to her and open my mouth to accept the big member down my throat. When the blowjob is completed she gives the sign. Trembling in joyful anticipation I assume the position.

The End
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