
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE MASTER GENDER BOOK TWO: RETRIBUTION

CHAPTER ONE

Seated at a round table on a balcony overlooking the lagoon and beach of their Caribbean island stronghold as the sun sank low in the ethereal hues of the tropical sunset over the iridescent lukewarm sea were the members of the Schwesternschaft high command.

The members were of multiple origins and backgrounds. Regal, silver-haired Helga and Teutonic blue-eyed blond Gunta were erstwhile officers in the female SS of the Nazi regime. Sophia Stein, a sultry, raven haired Jewess had been their secret collaborator during the war. Petite beauty Mariko Suzuki was a former Japanese diplomat who had taken common cause with them as had tall and red-haired Natasha Rostova who had been a Russian prisoner of war.

The mistresses were clothed for the climate. Each wore just a sheer back vest, an arm band bearing the circle and cross emblem of the female and footwear of her choice, including the spurs that signified their rank. As always, like all mistresses on the island they were naked below the waist so nothing would ever come between slave and pussy.

All had found unity in the belief acquired through the horrific experience of the war that the hubris, stupidity and mindless lust of the male had resulted in the grandiose and catastrophic folly. And no male on either side of the conflict was spared their contempt. To them it had become axiomatic that the male was a lesser and lower being fit only to be subjugated and enslaved for the sake of a proper world order. The master plan was in its infancy but the thinking was long term and incremental.

Slaves from the bamboo pens out back were under table during the meeting, their well-trained tongues busy giving tender worship to the lady parts. Each was an erstwhile unregenerate Nazi, perpetrator of atrocities against the ascendant Master Gender, now reduced to a servile creature without will of his own, utterly devoted to serving his mistress with limitless submission after being subjected to the rigorous regimen of breaking and training. The mistresses were held on the razor’s edge of orgasm while their revered leader Helga spoke.

“Sisters, we have secured our stronghold here on this lovely island and now we will take our first steps on the march of conquest. Our strategy will be twofold. The first order of business will be the hunting down and apprehension of the perpetrators who have scattered like frightened chickens and fled to parts unknown. They will be fittingly punished and transformed by our methods and devices into creatures like those under this table. But the broader plan will require the identification and recruitment of women of dominant orientation who will join us in the furtherance of the cause. And I have come to believe the dominant will to power is latent in many and most women. An ‘all inclusive’ stay here on the island should serve to persuade and convert them. We will meet again later to assign each of you your duties. But now let us join hands and celebrate the launch of our endeavor!”

Hands were joined and eyes were closed. Each mistress banged her knees together hard on the head of her slave, the signal to finish her. Orgasms rocked all in unison, primal wails and shrieks of ecstasy echoing in the tropical dusk.

CHAPTER TWO

When the meeting adjourned the mistresses led their slaves away by chain leashed clipped onto leather stretchers that spread their balls wide apart, making the sacks tight and shiny, the balls that lovely shade of plumb purple. Each, in her own way celebrated the inception of the master plan.

Commandant Gunta returned to her quarters on the top floor with slave in tow and retired to her balcony overlooking the lagoon. Night had fallen fully and a full moon cast as streak of light across the water.

Her rimming horse was set out there so she could relax and enjoy the serenity while an adoring tongue did its duty upon her anus. The slave she had with her was just a random one from the bamboo pens out back. All slaves on the island were fully trained by then, one as good as another, the rigorous training regimen having been perfected.

Like all her fellow mistresses on the island Gunta indulged freely in the gamut of pleasures the slaves could provide. If she told the truth she had become a bit jaded by the certainty of satisfaction to be had through any act of pleasuring her whim might dictate. She looked forward with excitement to the coming influx of new males to be broken and trained, the vile wretches who had brought such death and destruction upon the world and worse, such degradation upon women. It would such add zest to life.

She was determined to select the worst of the worst for her vengeful attentions. Resting her chin on her hands she gazed into the middle distance anticipating the exquisite cruelties and pleasures. She would don her frau-schwanz. Then she would put a ball gag in his mouth and hang him up naked by the wrists with just his toes touching the floor. She would inform him of his inevitable fate, how he would suffer fitting punishment, be broken and trained to submit obey and give pleasure. Flaunting her big faux schwanz to mock his little manhood she would tell him how he would take her big member up the ass, how ruthless and painful her deflowering thrust would be and how she would then teach him to love it by making him come with pleasure beyond his imagining. He would be reduced to her schwanz addicted bitch, longing for it every waking minute.

Of course, being an unregenerate pig-male he would curse and swear into his gag, call her filthy names with spittle flying. She would laugh him to scorn and commence the process.

First there would be the whip, cane and electric prod until he was reduced to sobbing, abject submission. Then he would get his first taste of the pussy that was to reign over his life, the pussy he had surely refused so vociferously to lick.

Then the focus would shift to his dangling, male organs, so precious to him, so conveniently vulnerable. And though extremely sensitive and subject to severest agony, they were ever so durable, able to recover from the worst torments inflicted upon them and be ready for more torture within a few days. Though not religious, she could not help wondering if this was the intelligent design of a higher power, female in its essence.

If he was lucky enough to have male adequate endowment, or perhaps not so “lucky”, he would experience the delights the vagina can bestow upon the penis right up to the moment of orgasm, whereupon a cruel stroke of the cane across the balls would ruin everything and her would be given to know that he would never again come with pleasure but only suffer the cruel ruination over and over. If his organ was of substandard size he would still suffer the ruination, just by way of the artful hand job that would precede the whack to his balls.

His term of enslavement would be indefinite, subject to her whim, with cruel castration marking the end of it. Then he would live out his life as a eunuch slave doing the most menial and degrading chores under the whip.

Her lurid musings brought her to increasing arousal. Like all slaves, the one licking her behind was highly attuned to the mood of the mistress he was serving. He sensed her rising lust and his lengthened, strengthened and tireless tongue rose to the occasion as he transitioned from the soft and gentle rimming meant to relax her to the vigorous probing and wriggling deep within her that would take her to the brink. When her excitement reached the proper pitch she rolled her hips, rubbing her oozing cunt over his face, the signal to turn his attention the turgid berry at her apex. His lips closed upon it to lick and suck while he reached up to slip his thumb in where his tongue had been before, swirling it within her to enhance the impending climax. She shuddered and convulsed, forcing his head back hard, gushing his mouth full, giving out a primal shriek of raw ecstasy. She melted over the horse in sweet stupor, feeling the tender and adoring tongue and lips upon her lady parts as she savored.

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

Sultry, shapely, raven-haired Jewess Sophia’s anticipation of the master plan aroused her vindictive lust to the point of urgency. Naked save for black, stiletto knee boots with spurs attached she led her slave to a pleasure chamber and wasted no time hanging him up by the heels with hands cuffed behind him to undergo whip, cane and prod.

First she took a pair of snake whips from the array along the wall and approached him with face contorted in lust and loathing. The slave had once been a particularly cruel and vile guard in a prison camp reserved for women of her kind, though by now he was a broken and subservient creature, pathetically addicted to the frau-schwanz.

Her whips whirled in a blur as lurid welts appeared all over the slave from shoulder to ankle as he howled in his torment. His balls remained in the stretcher, each presenting an inviting target. Her whips struck them at will and with unerring precision in the midst of the swirling lashes, along with the exposed tender underside of his cock. When he broke down blubbering Sophia gave him brief respite while she hung up the whips and selected a cane and a cattle prod.

Her strong right arm whaled hard upon his ass, the caning interspersed with jabs of the prod to his organs. When his cheeks were split open, the cane bloodied and he blubbered again she was ready to take the edge off her boiling lust. She lowered him to the floor and left ample slack in the cable of the hoist.

A throne chair sat on a three set dais along the wall about a dozen feet away. She mounted the steps and took her seat, legs spread wide, ankles resting on the arms. The slave, no stranger to the drill had risen to his knees, looking pat her with trepidation. A snapping of her fingers and a pointing to her cunt left no doubt as to her expectations.

The slave knee walked toward her, dragging the cable behind. He knew full well the meaning of his still being attached to the hoist: “satisfy me or be hauled up again for more!”

He whimpered as he somehow clambered up the steps, banging knees and barking shins and buried his face in her oozing crotch. How many time had he and his loathsome ilk hoisted their beer steins to toast their refusal to perform this selfless act of pleasuring? Though now, through rigorous training and conditioning he craved the feral scent and taste and performed the act with skill and passion, even without the terror of the whip.

But Sophia’s lustful cruelty was inflamed and his desperate terror would add spice to the act. She shuddered as she felt the skilled tongue go to duty and raised her feet high, spurs gleaming. She drove down and sunk the big sharp rowels deep into a back already much scarred by the same.

The first orgasm rocked her within the minute as he slobbered upon her in pleasing desperation and she slumped semiconscious, spurs still embedded. The slave was quick to his duty and soon she felt his slithering, wriggling tongue probing her anus to rekindle her lust. She closed her eyes to relax and enjoy the building. When her arousal reached its desired pitch she raised her feet again and plunged the spurs deep, her signal for him to turn attention to her tingling, turgid clit. Soft lips enfolded her apex and then there was the ever-so-gentle fluttering of tongue upon pearl, setting off a string of shattering climaxes that left her draped gelatinous in the chair for minutes afterward, spurs still in deep.

When she emerged from the sweet stupor she dug her spike heels into his shoulders and gave him a shoved the sent him sprawling down the steps. She went to the hoist control that hung from the ceiling and pushed to button to drag him across the floor and aloft again. He whimpered very delightful pleas for mercy. But she had plans for him other than the whips and cane and prod.

There was a padded bench for queening close by and she dragged it beneath him and then lowered him so his head rested face up at right angles to his body. A bottle of oily sex lubricant stood on a shelf nearby and she doused her left hand in it. Then she selected a cane and returned to him as he hung there moaning, seeming to know what was to transpire.

With artful, slippery hand she went to work stoking his cock. He knew ell the dire consequence of coming and clenched his rectal muscles to resist this urge, grimacing, gritting his teeth. But Sophia was nothing if not patient. She knew the inevitability of the outcome and took pains to prolong his ordeal, stroking him to the razor’s edge over and over. Still he resisted.

She paused to add more lube to her hand and continued. Minute by minute he weakened as she repeatedly let him feel just the initial twinges of the pleasurable release, then backed off. Being male his urge to come would prevail. He soon lapsed into the oblivious state where longing for release eclipsed all else. She felt his organ grow stiffer beyond its already wooden state, signaling his inevitability of ejaculation. Just as he gave out a high pitched sigh, anticipating heavenly relief she brought the cane down hard across both his stretched out balls.

He screamed in disappointment and disillusionment as ecstasy was eclipsed by agony. She took hold of his shaft and aimed it downward at his upturned face. Having been denied orgasm for a month before his ejaculation was heavy, splattering abundantly over his face and into his mouth, adding the humiliation to the torment. With her fingers she gathered the cum and guided it toward his mouth, giving his balls a slap to make him open up and yelp. She fed him the load, every drop.

Then she straddled his head and plopped her pussy down on his face, giving him taps of the cane on his sore balls to urge his efforts. One last orgasm sufficed for the evening. Satisfied with the pain and humiliation she had inflicted she lowered him from the hoist and led him  to his bamboo cage out back.

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

Mariko Suzuki had her own celebratory plans for the slave who had served under table for her. A  skilled practitioner of the coital arts she had selected a slave with penile endowment sufficient to satisfy her. He would spend the remainder of the evening bound to a leather upholstered torture table and be subjected to the gamut of her adroit cruelties.

First the slave would get some unpleasant attention to his male organs. She bound him spread-eagled to the table by wrists and ankles, then tightened a wide belt across his waist, rendering him utterly helpless. Next she put a ball gag in his mouth. Then she fetched the genital torture kit from a shelf along the chamber’s wall.

The studded testicle vise would be applied first. It’s jaws were fitted with removeable stops that would allow it to be tightened to the point of maximal agony without doing permanent harm. The stops could be removed so the vise could squash the balls flat as pancakes if it pleased the mistress to do so but this was reserved for the time when the slave was due to be rendered a eunuch. All the mistresses agreed that a slave could be much more fun and made to suffer more with his balls than without them. Mariko tightened the vise with excruciating slowness, enjoying the slave’s writhing and muffled screams.

Next came the string of six alligator clips to be clamped upon the tender underside of his cock. She started at the bottom where the bite of the first clip was eclipsed by the torment of the vise, not even noticed. The sting of the second clip farther along the length did elicit a flinch. The sensitivity of the organ increased incrementally and each successive clip brought more desperate squirming as the pain mounted. She saved the last clip for the most tender spot just below his tip, waiting a moment, looking into his eyes with a cruel rictus, seeing the pleading for mercy in them, mercy not to be granted. Then she took hold of his cock and aligned the clip with what she knew to be just the spot. The cruel teeth bit tender flesh like the sting of a wasp that doubled by the second, redoubling his agony.

The third instrument of torment was a foot-long shiny steel rod with a ball on its end. The kit contained a jar of red pepper laced oil. She dipped the rod in and then slid the ball down his urethra, bringing him to the point of maximal agony. Then it was time for has chance for deliverance.

She removed his gag, then hopped up on the table and stood with his head between her feet, looking down at his tormented organs for a moment. She lowered herself, plopping her fuzzy, fragrant pussy over his face. The slave was no stranger to the procedure and knew his well trained tongue was his only hope. How many orgasms it might take to satisfy her and earn her mercy he didn’t know. He just focused on making her come the first time, knowing she was randy as a she goat and at hair trigger. His reward was a salty gush that filled his mouth. He had no choice but to swallow and hoped against hope his torment might be brief.

Then she shifted to place her anus to his lips and he slid his tongue in deep, swirling, slithering, frantic in his efforts to rekindle her arousal and move on to her next climax. She rode his tongue, moaning in her mounting excitement. Encouraged, he worked his tongue harder and deeper until she shifted forward to feed him her clit again. Would two orgasms suffice? It was not unprecedented. He used his tongue as rigorously trained and, though it took longer she shuddered and gyrated her way through a multiple climax. But he moaned in disappointment when she pressed her nether hole to his lips again. Would the third time be the charm?

He rammed his tongue up her ass as far as he could, straining for every millimeter as he swirled it about. But her lust had dampened and took far longer for her to offer her turgid berry again. And it would even longer for her to come the third time and he knew the agony of suspense on top of his genital torment. Tempted to plead for mercy he resisted that, knowing it might just incite her lust further. He employed every trick of his cunnilingual repertoire as she bore down on him, rolling and grinding her hips to help propel herself to climax. At last her body lurched and quivered as she gave out a ferocious sound of utter satiation and her slack body pressed down onto his face.

He sobbed in relief as he felt the removal of the cruel devices begin in reverse order, first the rod sliding from his cock, then the lowest clip being removed, followed by the rest. She did leave the last clip on for an extra minute or so as a final cruel touch. Then there was the loosening of the vise from his tortured balls. He heard her speak as she remained seated.

“What do you say slave?”

“Thank you mistress!”

“Thank me for what?”

“For my undeserved mercy mistress!”

“You are welcome slave! But our time together is not over. Perhaps the best part awaits you!”

The scent and taste of her exquisite pussy had him hard as rock despite all. She shifted forward to straddle his groin, facing his feet, looking down at the unfortunate balls. Then he moaned in mingled pleasure and despair as she enveloped him in her heavenly, silken cavern and he knew the cruel ruination awaited him. She would tease him, torture him with pleasure, keep him on the edge while he fought his own desire in vain hope of resisting his inevitable surrender to his male urge and the dreadful consequences.

She worked him slowly at first, rising and falling along his length, actually using her internal softness to soothe his tortured organ, if only to help weaken his resolve to resist. He moaned and whimpered while she had her way. She ceased those ministrations and settled down so every inch of him was inside, then used her much developed and practiced internal musculature to massage him to the very brink, letting him know she was in command and could take him whenever she pleased.

She resumed her slow fucking, adding gyrations of her shapely hips, coaxing him along to the edge again. He had endured the testicular ache of long orgasmic denial and that worsening ache became her strong ally. His stretched balls swelled in his sack, deepening the lovely purple.

He lost count of how many times she skirted the edge, only knowing his weakening resolve. He clenched his jaw and rectal muscles in vain effort to fend off the inexorable. She sensed his futile measures and took him to the brink again just to let him know it was for her to decide what would happen when.

Her own lust was mounting as she enjoyed his pleasing size and her rising and falling escalated. Her velvet vagina caressed his length from base to glans over and over. She was keenly attuned to him as she was to any slave she teased and sensed his surrender to his urge as his longing to come drove all else from his mind.

She felt his already rock hard shaft harden even more and knew the moment had arrived. She settled down onto him with him all the way inside and felt the first twitch within her as he sighed in anticipation of his relief. Raising her hands high she balled her fists and brought one down on each of his stretched and aching balls. He let out a sobbing moan as reality came crashing in. Not content with just the double punch she pummeled each nut as if it were a speed bag as he blubbered and bawled.

Her cruel delight in his torment triggered her orgasm as she felt his cum spurting within her and oozing out around the base of his cock. When he was emptied she rose while encircling the base of his shaft with her fingers so she could slide her hand upward and gather his leavings. First she plopped her cunt onto his mouth, reaching behind to hold his nostrils shut so he would open up his mouth to breathe, whereupon she squeezed the load into his mouth and kept her hold on his nose so he could only swallow. He then licked her fingers clean. Pleasantly satisfied for the evening she led him back to the slave pens.

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

Tall, statuesque, red-haired Natasha Rostova led her slave to her private quarters to enjoy his attentions there. Like the other mistresses the meeting had filled her with anticipation of the coming campaign and there was squishy and tingling warmth between her thighs as she tugged him along by his stretched out, purple balls.

She felt no need to employ the whip or cane as foreplay to arouse her further and chose to indulge in a straightforward cunnilingus. She plopped down in her favorite comfy armchair and raised and parted her legs to offer the slave her ginger pussy. The slave’s response was a pure delight as he whimpered in his eagerness to taste her and buried his face in her oozing pudenda.

She had chosen him knowing he had been denied orgasm for some sixty days, putting him at the height of longing for relief of his aching balls. Moreover, he had endured under the “honor system” with cock uncaged the whole time. Most slaves started their terms of denial under the honor system but would almost always weaken and resort to their hands. Then they would be subjected to the contents of the genital torture kit and have their cocks caged. And the transformative nature of the breaking and training process had led him to an addictive craving for the taste and scent of pussy. His passionate and adoring hunger as he plied his tongue made her gasp and shudder.

His skills were finely honed and he was attuned to her desires in the way all fully trained slaves were. She was already at hair trigger and he sensed it, forgoing any preliminaries and going right to the clit, enfolding it with tender lips to lick and suck. Less than a minute sufficed for her first orgasm to surge through her body.

She melted into the chair in sweet stupor, but through that fog she felt his tongue continuing its duty down below, sliding deep into her lower orifice, wriggling, slithering, already rekindling her. Soon her clit cried out for attention again and a rolling of her hips gave the slave his cue.

He shifted his attentions upward as she felt his finger slip in down below where his tongue had been. And then she felt the probing deep into her cavern and the massaging of that lengthened, strengthened tongue’s tip upon her G and the rubbing of his nose on her clit. Unbidden but not unwelcome she knew she was to be treated to the “triple,” the ultimate in oral stimulation, each and every of her lady parts involved. Her spurs bit him repeatedly as she urged his efforts.

She lapsed into an orgasmic state of being as wave upon wave of ecstasy coursed through her. When at last she lolled languid in the chair she had to admit it had been the best head she had ever received, proving the efficacy of the long orgasmic denial of the slave. It wasn’t just his mastery of the mechanics but the passion of his worship and selfless devotion to her pleasure. The ultimate reward might be in order.

When she roused from afterglow she pressed him backward with her spike heels, albeit gently. He knelt with head bowed, clearly awaiting her next command and willing to obey without hesitation. She spoke to him in a tender tone.

“Your balls must ache dreadfully slave. Would you like relief?”

“Yes mistress, but only if it pleases you. If I must suffer longer so be it! I have done unpardonable wrong against women and deserve no mercy. I have devoted my life to making amends”

“Well said slave. And your actions speak louder than you words! You might just have earned relief by way of my frau-schwanz. How long has it been since your last coming?”

“Long mistress, though I lose track of time. And only once when my true virginity was taken and my delusion of “manhood” was purged from me. I have longed and ached for that pleasure ever since. But if I must ache forever it will be my just deserts.”

“I find your penitence sincere slave and it must be rewarded. My schwanz is in the box over there on the console table. Fetch it to me. And there is a rubber mat rolled up under the sofa. Lay it out on my fine Persian rug. I can’t have it sullied by your slime.”

His obedience was instant, all but frantic in its haste. He crawled to fetch the box, set it on his back and carried it to her that way, then dug under the sofa for the mat and laid it out over the rug. She opened the box and withdrew her schwanz, holding it out to him. He had been well rehearsed prior to his deflowering and knew how to install the mock organ, sliding the vaginal bulb into her vagina and fastening the straps.

Then he backed away and knelt, taking in the sight of her in her dominant glory, the big schwanz jutting from her ginger bush as if she had been born with it. She could see the longing in his eyes. With a snap of her fingers she pointed to it and his mouth opened wide as he approached her, clearly well aware of the expected preliminary.

She just stood with hands on hips as he accepted the schwanz into his mouth, first licking and sucking along the length. But he clearly remembered the ritual well and was soon leaning against the glans while holding onto her hips, determined to take the big thing fully down his throat. The schwanz was 2” by 10”, bigger than the one that had deflowered him, and supreme effort was required but he rose to the occasion, pressing hard until his gullet gave and the flared glans popped through.

His head pushed forward, then back, then forward again, the shaft disappearing down his throat inch by inch. Soon his lips closed upon the very base of it and his nose was buried in her bush. He backed off until just the glans was between his lips, then pressed forward again, his gullet giving more easily. Then his head was going back and forth in accelerating rhythm as he swirled it to stretch out and make his throat more receptive to the schwanz. She took delight in his sincere efforts to please her and perform the fellatio to perfection.

When the schwanz slid in and out easily and her lust boiled up she took his head between her hands and throat fucked with abandon. He added a swirling to his sucking to enhance her enjoyment as the carefully crafted protuberances of the bulb within her pressed upon her select lady parts. Orgasm rocked her with knee buckling force and only his wrapping of arms around her hips kept her upright as she passed into the throes. Her head tilted backward and her spine arched, her arms hung limp behind her as she lapsed into afterglow.

She hung in her sweet daze for minutes before firming, putting a hand to his forehead and pushing back as the glans exited with the pleasing pop that so amused every mistress who received the blowjob.

No words were needed for him to assume the position at one end of the mat, on elbows and knees with head resting on forearms, ass raised in offering. In her rekindling lust she almost took him then and there with just his abundant slobber on the schwanz for lube but then realized he was a near virgin and was being “upsized” on only his second time. She granted him the mercy of the lube contained in the schwanz case, putting just a dollop each on glans and orifice.

She stood back for a moment to look down on that orifice, so tight and pink, puckering and quivering in the mingling fear of her painful entry and anticipation of his sweet relief. She dropped to her knees behind him and caressed his sweet fetching buns between her hands as she aligned the big schwanz with his hole. Her nails were long, hardened by use of certain lotions and filed to sharp points. He flinched and whimpered as she sunk them deep into his cheeks, making blood trickle as she gathered herself for the thrust.

Her shapely, muscular ass drove forward, propelled by her powerful glutes and he howled at her merciless intrusion as the big glans passed through his tight sphincter. She felt a slight pang of empathy with his pain but the dear sweet thing just had to know who was boss. He whimpered and sniveled as her lovely posterior rolled and gyrated, driving the schwanz ever deeper until their thighs touched and he felt the tickle of her bush.

She drew back and rammed forward again, the schwanz plunging to the hilt with ease now. Her lust took hold and she rutted hard and with abandon as he mewled and sobbed from the tearing, stretching pain. Before finishing she drew back and out, looking down with satisfaction on his gaping hole. It closed again and she drove in again and ravaged him long and hard, ears attuned to the inevitable morphing of his pain into pleasure.

And soon the slave felt it, the hot, tingling itch of the transformation. His toes curled as he felt a welling up in his stretched and aching balls. She reached down to put an arm across his chest and raise him to his knees. In a surge of supernal delight he erupted, a long creamy string launched from his balls through his ducts constricted by the stretcher. It landed upon the very end of the mat and was followed by four more, each making him sob and moan in his relief. The force of his ejaculation subsided, each successive spurt falling shorter until a creamy trail led back to him across the black mat.

Natasha’s own orgasm struck in the midst of his spurting as she gave out her ferocious cry of triumphant ecstasy at yet another unmanning by way of her schwanz.

She pushed him forward, back to elbows and knees, backed away and pulled out. No words were needed for him to perform the next duty. He lapped up his ejaculate, following its trail to the thick puddle where his big spurts hand gathered. She stood watching with the soiled and bloodied schwanz jutting. When finished licking up his schweinehund slime he crawled back to her to take the schwanz in mouth and suck it clean.

But things were far from over. His uncomplaining suffering of long denial and the fine head he had given her had earned him the ultimate reward, having every drop of cum fucked out of him. It would just be a matter of the positions.

For the next turn she laid face up on the mat and held her schwanz vertical, her invitation for him to anally impale himself upon it and play the role of the randy slut riding the cock. His first orgasm, though of great intensity and quantity, had barely dampened his pent up desire. He hopped on top of her facing her feet, took hold of the big shaft, aligned it with his orifice and lowered his ass, the schwanz sliding in to its full depth.

It was his turn to do the work and Natasha just put her hands behind her head to relax and enjoy. His fetching ass rose and fell, gyrating, grinding the internal protuberances of her end of the schwanz upon her lady parts. He spared no effort in propelling them both to orgasm, ass rising and falling and gyrating ever faster. His sobbing moan of sweet release and emasculation served as her trigger and she cried out in shrill delight.

He had spurted abundantly far and wide and wasted no time, first bending over still impaled and lapping at her thighs and boots as far as he could reach. Then he dismounted the schwanz and continued onto her feet and the scattered splatters on the mat. When all was spotless he turned his attention to the soiled schwanz she held vertical, taking it down the throat to cleanse every inch.

The force and quantity of his second ejaculation convinced Natasha that he must surely have another load left in him. She chose to extract it in a most amusing and degrading way. She made him lie on his back upon the mat and hoisted his feet up onto her shoulders, impaling him so she could drive the schwanz downward into him from a stand position. Eager to assist her in giving him his third orgasm he crossed his ankles behind her head to give her better leverage.

With his head flat on the mat and facing upward she rutted hard, grinding the schwanz against his prostate and upon her own erogenous parts, while stroking his member with one hand. It was a strenuous position but Natasha was an uncommonly strong woman. But minutes of thrusting and gyrating passed before she felt the swelling and extra hardening of his shaft that portended inevitable ejaculation.

She ordered him to open wide and aimed his cock at his gaping mouth and her aim was true. He erupted in thick, creamy spurts, each one finding its mark as his mouth was filled. She felt his cock spasm but saw nothing more spurting and she knew he was emptied. He swallowed with no need of command from her. She pulled out and backed away as he rose to his knees to give the schwanz a final cleaning.

She loosed the straps that held the schwanz and made him suck the vaginal bulb clean as well. Then she flopped into her chair with her legs spread so he could finish her for the evening as well. One final orgasm contented her.

He knelt with his head bowed, cock hanging limp, not to rise again until morning. She had kind words for him.

“What is you name slave?”

“It is Jakob mistress.”

“Well Jakob, you have given me an exceptionally enjoyable evening. You gave me the best head ever and were such a sweet bitch when I put my schwanz to you. How would you like to be my personal slave and live with me rather than in that nasty pen out back?’

“Oh yes mistress! Please!”

“You must understand Jakob, that you will ache and suffer long denial until I think you have earned the schwanz by giving me perfect head. And it will be the ‘honor system’. You won’t wear a cage to help you resist your urge to use you hand. Needless to say punishment will be severe if you weaken and your term of denial will start over at day one. And you must control your mind and your dreams as well as your hands. Dwelling on the taste of me or dreaming of my schwanz entering your body might result in spontaneous ejaculation, which will be punished with equal severity. Are you up to this challenge Jakob?”

“I will endure anything mistress for the honor and privilege of being your slave!”

“Well said Jakob. And you do know the final fate of every slave?”

“Yes mistress.”

“And what is that Jakob?”

“To be castrated mistress.”

“That is correct Jakob. Your term of enslavement will be indefinite, its length determined by how long I find you pleasing. If your efforts continue to be as delightful as this evening we will spend years together, though inevitably I will eventually seek to add spice to my life by taking on a new slave. But if you serve me selflessly and worshipfully your castration will be merciful, just one quick cut, unlike so many others who endure severe torture upon their balls as a preliminary. Now, your efforts have left me pleasantly fatigued and it bedtime. You will share my bed so you may be ready to serve me should I feel the need during the night and in the morning I will instruct you as to how to start my day out right.”

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

Regal, silver haired Helga led her slave back to her living quarters where in in house slave was waiting. The meeting and her anticipation of the coming campaign put her in the mood to enjoy two tongues at once upon her lady parts.

To motivate the slaves she told them the frau schwanz would be their reward for exemplary head.

Her house slave Kurt flung himself onto his back on the rug and extended his lengthened tongue for her to impale herself upon. She mounted his head facing forward, shuddering when his tongue probed deep in her cavern to massage her G while the other slave, Herman by name, piled on top of Kurt to bury his face between her shapely cheeks and put eager tongue to her orifice, also plunging deep.

The two tireless tongues swirled and slithered unceasingly, the skills of the slaves exceeded only by the adoring passion of their attentions. Each had once been a cruel and lustful abuser of the unfortunate women of the prison camp, now broken and trained and penitent, devoted to making amends.

The simultaneous stimulation triggered a multi-orgasmic sequence, surges of ecstasy rocking Helga’s body beyond counting as she ground her pelvis against the hard working tongues. When it expended itself she fell forward, semiconscious in afterglow.

Slave Herman kept his face pressed between her cheeks, still using his tongue upon her, knowing it would rekindle her for another round. When she roused and was ready she had the slaves switch places and rode the tongues again to her rapturous delight.

Like all her sister mistresses her appetite and capacity for orgasmic pleasure were near limitless and it took two more rounds under the tongues for her to finally feel the contentment. After relaxing a while in her armchair she ordered Kurt to fetch a schwanz and make sure it was her biggest one.

It happened to be in the bedroom and Kurt, as expected of all slaves in the presence of their mistresses, groveled to fetch it. He returned, bearing the fine wooden case containing it on his back. Helga opened the box and handed the device to Herman. She stood with legs apart while he installed it with hands trembling in his anticipation of reward.

First she made them kneel before her as she stood with the big mock organ jutting. She commanded them to beg for the schwanz and beg they did, sweetly abject, eyes riveted upon the instrument of their longed-for release.

The sodomizing was to take place on Helga’s elegant rug but no protective mat would be needed because of the way she meant to take the slaves. They knew the drill perfectly, assuming the 69 position with Herman on top of Kurt, cocks in each other’s mouths, Kurt’s ass raised high in offering.

There was no need for the mat because every creamy spurt would go into their mouths and down their hungry gullets until their balls were emptied and their bellies filled.

Helga granted Kurt the mercy of a dollop of lube upon the tip. It was just his second time taking this size schwanz, 2 ½ X12 with glans flared to 3 and she didn’t want to split him. Poor Herman was to feel the full pain of the “upsizing.” She dropped to her knees behind Kurt. He flinched as she dug her sharp nails deep into his buns, making blood trickle, adding to the many scars already there from nail and spur.

Her entry was ruthless, driven by the lust inflamed in anticipation of once again emasculating these erstwhile abusers of her sisters. She had personally over seen their transformation into sweet submissive, schwanz addicts. Kurt’s wail from the tearing stretching pain was muffled by the cock down his throat. He was at hair trigger from long denial and the morphing of pain to pleasure was quick. He gave out a sobbing moan as he pumped his load straight down into Herman’s stomach. The sweet sound of male vanquishment and surrender triggered Helga’s triumphant primal shriek.

Helga pulled out. Kurt turned to suck the sullied member clean and the slaves switched places. She lubed the glans and held it next to Herma’s tighter hole, cackling wickedly at the sight of the disparity. Herman got no mercy as she dug her nails in and gathered herself. The big, flared tip was rammed into him accompanied by his muzzled scream. His sphincter closed tight around the rim and he struggled a bit to escape the next thrust but was inextricably impaled and at Helga’s cruel mercy. She rammed hard again and he screamed again over Kurt’s muffling cock as the shaft sunk in to half its length. He would need a good stretching before the rutting could begin in earnest.

Helga dug her nails in deeper, rolling and gyrating her shapely ass, forcing the schwanz in inch by inch until thigh met buttocks and he felt the tickle of her salt and pepper bush. She pulled back until just the glans was in him and drove forward again. The shaft slid home from just that one thrusting. Her stretching had succeeded in loosening him, readying him to be fucked with abandon.

Her hips rolled in wild undulations as his muffled sobs spurred her on. It took longer than with Kurt for the torment to transition, his ass not yet receptive enough to the upsized schwanz. She rutted harder yet in her frustration at the delay of her delight, thighs slapping thighs in accelerating rhythm, and as always there came the inevitable.

Herman’s sobs and whimpers took on a tone of growing pleasure and soon he was rocking back and forth in answer to her thrusting, feeling the hot itch in his rectum that cried out for the relief of ejaculation. Helga came again with ferocity at the sound of his emasculated surrender as he spurted his plenty down Kurt’s throat.

Matters were far from concluded. Each slave would take the schwanz twice more before being emptied utterly and Helga would revel in reducing them to sniveling bitches. She laid them crisscrossed on the floor before her chair and dug her spurs into them casually while she enjoyed a glass or two of wine before bedtime.

CHAPTER THREE

A week later two U-boats slipped through the island’s narrow passage to the sea.

One carried a seduction/abduction team of six and was bound for Argentina, the main haven for Nazis post war. The German enclaves there would be infiltrated by sultry, fetching young Teutonic beauties who would lure the fugitives into their clutches and deliver them to the island to get their just deserts. Erica, the former prison camp guard was in command of the operation along with Sonya, her second in command.

The second sub set out for America carrying recruitment couples, mistresses accompanied by slaves posing as their “husbands.” Women of dominant inclination would be sought out and introduced to the pleasures to be found through the subjugation and enslavement of the male. The team consisted of three such “couples” with Sofia in command and her Jewess sisters Rachel and Lea were her seconds. Six of the best trained slaves accompanied them, two of them with penile endowment that met the standard so the prospective mistresses could be enticed with the gamut of pleasures.

It resembled a commando operation, the subs surfacing off secluded beaches and the teams rafting in and disappearing into the woods along the shore carrying their gear. Vehicles had been hidden by advance parties nearby, cars and a panel truck. In them they drove to sizeable houses that had been acquired to serve as staging areas and places to confine the abductees until the sub returned to pick them up, or in the case of the American operation places to invite the prospective recruits to the island to enjoy their introduction to the dominant lifestyle.

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

The first Nazi fugitive was soon to succumb.

Heinz Graf, former commandant of Stalag 18 where Jewish women had been enslaved for the perverse pleasures of SS officers sat alone in his favorite Buenos Ares watering hole feeling the warm glow of schnapps and alternately brooding over the crushing defeat of the Reich and reminiscing fondly over the delights of having his way at will with the dusky Jewesses.

Greta, a precocious and ambitious young slave keeper who had volunteered for the mission identified him from the photos in his dossier. She was the ideal of young Aryan womanhood, tall, blond, blue eyed, shapely. She sidled up to him and made bold to take a seat beside him. He looked up from his drink and his eyes widened as a leer came over his face.

Like so many “Aryans” of the erstwhile Reich he was anything but that Teutonic ideal of manhood, like onto the Fuhrer himself, short, dark-haired, a little paunchy. Indeed, only his status as commandant had given him chance to have his way with women, being able to force himself upon them. His attributes doomed any effort to woo them a failure, much to his frustration and resentment. Greta wasted no time with any seductive subtleties.

“I know you Herr Graf and of the wonderful facility you commanded before our beautiful Reich was destroyed by the treachery of the Juden. I fled here myself to avoid the depressing sight of it. I have been seeking out kindred souls and was delighted to stumble onto you here. I believe an Aryan woman has a sacred duty to an Aryan man, that duty being to surrender her body to him without reservation for his pleasure. You must surely be in need of such solace.”

She reached under the table and laid a hand onto his groin, finding him already stiff and randy as his leer became all the more blatant and shameless. Greta poured it on.

“I have three places in my body where this, wonderful thing can go, three orifices for you to enjoy at will. How I long to taste the richness of your ejaculate. How I yearn to feel this big thing slide deep into the heavenly cavern between my thighs. And my hind hole puckers at the thought of accepting every inch of your member and clenching down tight on the very base. Please! Come with me to a more private place. I can hardly bear another minute without you inside of me!”

Heinz showed all the resistance of a toy balloon when she took his hand and tugged him to his feet to lead him away to a “taxi” driven by Sonya. She threw herself onto top of him, overcoming her revulsion to shower him with kisses, so he couldn’t see where the car was going.

They reached the house and were naked in bed within five minutes. Greta couldn’t bring herself to suck his filthy cock so she took the top position and slid his organ into her silken vagina. He moaned in helpless delight as she edged him to the brink. But her plan was to torture him with pleasure to the verge of madness before he fell victim to the ruse.

Unknown to him, Erica lurked in the bedroom’s closet, cane in hand, eyeing his balls which made a perfect target behind Greta’s shapely ass.

Greta used her mastery of the coital arts and her honed internal musculature to keep him on the razor’s edge for half an hour, ignoring his desperate pleas for release. She was taking cruel delight in it all and wanted to get herself to the brink as well before the coups de gras was administered.

Erica sensed the end was near and quietly opened the door, the hinges of which had been well oiled as a precaution. When Greta felt herself teetering on the edge she finished him, raising her hand as the signal for Erica to strike. Just as Heinz gave out a quavering moan in anticipation of his heavenly relief she brought the cane down in a vicious stroke across his balls.

His howl of torment and disillusionment triggered Greta’s triumphant ecstasy and their vocalizations made harmony sweet to Erica’s ears. The two women were quick to pounce on him and bind his wrists and ankles to the corners of the bed with ropes already there. He lay whimpering in bewilderment as they looked down at him with contempt and loathing. Erica gave his balls another whack for good measure, making him sob as  they cackled wickedly.

Greta hopped up to straddle his head facing his feet and pressed her cum sullied cunt onto his mouth. Another whack to the balls from Erica made him open up and she squeezed his load out into his mouth. Greta pinched his nose while Erica held his jaw shut until he swallowed. Then they stood back, looking down at him with derision as Erica spoke.

“Well schweinehund Graf! You are the first of your ilk to fall into our clutches, but there will be many of you to follow. You will be taken to a secluded place far from help and given over to the tender mercies of some rather vindictive Jewesses. They will break you and train you  to lick and acquire a taste for the pussy you have scorned!’

Graf summoned up defiance, cursing and swearing until he got another whack to the balls and a pillowcase shoved into his mouth to gag him when he opened up to cry out in pain. Erica continued.

“Every trace of your delusional “manhood” will be purged from you, though I will let it be a surprise how this will be done.”

She gave his balls a few more sharp taps before going on.

“In the end these will be taken from you at the time of our choosing and you will be put to brute labor for the rest of your wretched life!”

With the help of Sonya and Irma, another young seductress, they unbound him and carried him bodily to a closet that had been converted to a cell with chains and manacles attached to the wall.

The goal of this foray was to abduct ten Nazi fugitives before returning to the island. This was accomplished with great efficiency, the miscreants being easy prey for the sultry young seductresses. Soon nine of them were tucked away in the cells. The mistresses indulged their lust by giving them introduction to the agony of the whip and cane and the taste of pussy, finding them to be pleasingly craven despite their erstwhile bluster and swagger.

One cell remained to be occupied and Erica wanted to bring in a special prize to fill it. And she would do the honors herself. She went on the prowl in the watering holes popular among the absconders. After passing over several opportunities her eyes fell upon one colonel Rolf Schmid, a specimen who actually fitted the Aryan ideal, tall, blond, blue-eyed with chiseled features, who was all the more arrogant on account of it. He would present more of a challenge than the likes of Graf, whose unprepossessing appearance had necessitated his forcing himself upon women. Rolf had been fawned over by the women of the Reich and could pick and choose. She started by stalking him, shadowing him to track his movements and habits. Perhaps outright abduction rather than seduction would be necessary.

Erica had known him by reputation, though they had never met. His cruelty and the degradations he had inflicted upon his helpless victims were legendary, the talk of every beer hall. He would be the perfect trophy, the crown jewel of this first mission. And she would petition the high command to make him her personal project to break and train, reduce to a state of abject and worshipful submission. She lay in bed some nights, fingering her pussy, unable to sleep, anticipating his scream at the tearing agony when her frau-schwanz would first plunge into his virgin hole and his mewling moan of emasculated surrender when that pain morphed to pleasure and his transformation to schwanz-addicted sodomite would be achieved. Then her vigorous orgasm would finally allow her to drift off.

Wanting to waste no time with seductive advances she chose the route of abduction. He was conscious of his physical fitness and would go for a run every morning along a trail through a wooded area. Erica decided to let Greta serve as bait. Though he was jaded by the frequent come-ons from hot women the sight of a naked Teutonic beauty appearing from nowhere was sure to get his attention and lure him.

A trail intersected his usual running route and Greta lay in wait near that intersection, animal naked. As he passed by she called out to him and he turned to look, stopping in his tracks at the sight of her. Her lewd come hither flashing of her blond pussy sufficed for him to give chase when she fled back down the trail into the woods, all caution abandoned, lust inflamed. Stark naked as well, Erica and Sonya lay in ambush in the underbrush along the trail and they pounced as he passed by. He was a muscular brute and the struggle was prolonged, but in the end he was stripped naked, bound hand and foot with a ball gag shoved into his mouth. They dragged him to the waiting panel van along a rutted road and tossed him inside.

A syringe filled with a strong sedative served to subdue him so he could be hauled into the house and bound spread eagled to the bed. Erica decided the contents of the genital torture kit and a good taste of pussy would serve as a proper introduction to the life that lay ahead of him.

They stood by, waiting for him to awaken. His head was propped up on pillows so he could take in the sight of the naked mistresses who were to reign over and have their way with him. He roused, shook his head to clear it and rage filled his blue eyes as he thrashed in his bounds, cursing and swearing as they leered at him and giggled and flashed their cunts. Erica’s taunting voice dripped with disdain as she grabbed his balls and gave them a hard twist.

“Welcome to our humble abode schweinehund Schmid! You have made regular use of these vile organs to defile and degrade women of every description. How sensitive they are and how precious to you, and now so utterly vulnerable! Several very special devices will be employed in the course of your punishment. Let us first install them upon you and then you will be informed as to how to get deliverance from your torment!”

The box containing the instruments of torment was laid between his spread legs. Erica first chose the long shiny steel rod with a marble sized ball on the end. She dipped it into the jar of red pepper laced oil that would run fire down the length of his cock. First she fondled him to erection, cruelly amused by the predictability of the male, lust always so near the surface and easily enflamed despite any predicament. His organ was of a size usable for pleasure and she looked forward to eventually enveloping it, to madden him before inflicting the cruel ruination.

She aligned the dripping ball with his pee hole and ran it down, the entire one foot length of the rod vanishing into him as he howled into the gag. She stood back to enjoy his agonized writhing, making eye contact with a smug expression.

Then she withdrew the next instrument from the box, the chain of six toothy alligator clips to be attached to the tender underside of his member. The first she clipped on near the base, getting just a flinch as he continued his squirming and muffled screaming from the searing torment of the rod. Each successive clip as she placed them higher and higher along his length added to the cruelty of the ordeal. She paused before applying the final clip to the most tender spot on his body, the little tab of skin just below the glans. The scorching agony all but eclipsed the pain of the rod, indeed redoubling his suffering.

His balls lay helpless at her mercy and the cruel, crushing vise would wring the ultimate agony from his organs. Erica slipped his balls between the studded jaws and began turning the thumbscrews, slowly squashing his balls until the jaws hit the removeable stops the prevented the flattening. If he had thought no greater agony was possible from rod and clips he was cruelly disabused of that notion.

As he lay writhing and moaning in supernal torment Erica enlightened him as to how he might get deliverance.

“Now schweinehund Schmid, each of us will take a nice ride on your face and you will use your tongue to satisfy us. We are well aware of how vociferously you have spurned the selfless act of cunnilingus. Rest assured even the slightest bight will be punished by immediate castration!”

She removed the gag and his face was promptly covered by Greta’s oozing pussy. She rode him facing his feet, wriggling her hips to engulf his face in her wet crevice. It became apparent he had seen the wisdom of submission when Greta gasped in sweet delight from the desperate attentions of his tongue. Her first orgasm rocked her within the minute, but she was bent on another and quickly pressed her anus onto his mouth. It seemed her message was clear when the vapid and rapturous grin of a mistress being well rimmed came over her face. Five minutes or so later she fed him turgid her clit again and came hard and finally.

He barely had time to draw a breath before Sonya’s pussy descended upon him. Randy as a she goat from participating on the proceedings she rolled and gyrated her shapely hips, grinding he clit on his wriggling tongue, passing into the throes of a mad orgasmic sequence that left her slumped semiconscious on his face, cutting off his breath until Erica dragged her aside, she herself being randy beyond enduring and gleeful at subjecting this schweinehund to this degradation and cruelty.

Erica’s face ride was longest of all and Rolf’s desperation was at a frenzied pitch. He worked his tongue everywhere he imagined he might please and satisfy her, mumbling garbled pleas for mercy the while. His pleading only served to arouse her further as she glimpsed the first glimmerings of his breaking down. She bucked and gyrated her way through an orgasmic sequence that ended only when she nearly toppled from the bed, only to be caught by Greta and Sonya.

They stood by for a while, grinning as he continued his begging for mercy through the gag. Then Erica removed it so he could give full voice to his abject torment. He whimpered and sniveled in a manner most pathetic, purged of any remaining arrogance. Erica removed the instruments slowly, starting with the rod, then the clips, then the vise. He sobbed in relief and fell silent while she enlightened him about his future.

“This was just a small taste of what lies ahead for you schweinehund! You will suffer tortures and depths of degradation beyond your imagining as atonement for your loathsome deeds. We will let the details come as surprises. You will be reduced to a state of abject submission and enslavement for the sake of our pleasure. Every vestige of your so-called ‘manhood’ will be taken from you. Whether you wish to believe it or not you will be transformed by our processes of breaking and training into a willing slave, eager to submit to anything just to please us!”

Somehow he summoned up defiance.

“Never you cunts! I am Rolf Schmid and I submit to no woman!”

Erica gave him a whack to his tortured balls and Sonya was quick to shove the gag back in his mouth when he opened it to howl. They untied him from the bed, cuffed his hands behind him and woman-handled him from the bedroom and into a cell, laughing after they slammed and locked the door as he banged his head on it and raged impotently.

In the dark of the next night they made their way to the rendezvous with the U-boat. The captives were drugged senseless and loaded aboard and the vessel submerged, heading north.

CHAPTER FOUR

The U-boat carrying the recruiters surfaced off Long Island in the vicinity of the “Hamptons” where women of power wealth and leisure would surely be found. The team rafted ashore to a well-appointed beach house that would serve as the base of operations.

Sophia chose to focus her recruitment efforts in places where women of wealth and power congregated. Such women were accustomed to being fawned over and catered to and she meant to introduce her prospects to fawning and catering beyond their wildest dreams.

One evening Victoria Swan, wealthy widow, age 40 sat alone as usual at her always-reserved table in the most private corner of her favorite upscale eatery, by the windows overlooking the sea, sipping a dirty martini. Haughty and regal in her manner and bearing she was unreasonably demanding of the wait staff and often the manager when her demands were not met promptly or her fare fell below her strict standards.

Sophia sat at a nearby table with her “husband” slave Charles, sizing Victoria up. She seemed to fit the profile perfectly, tall, lean but yet shapely, dark hair cut short, piercing blue eyes and a fixed expression of arrogance and cruelty on her face. Sophia had no doubt she would be a woman who would take great pleasure in having men grovel at her feet and submit to any indignity and degradation she might chose to demand. But how to approach her?

Sophia continued watching her, looking for clues and hints. One thing became clear from the way Victoria seemed to ogle the several young and fetching waiters and busboys when they weren’t looking: sexual frustration.

Victoria’s late husband had been twenty years her senior, an impotent she had married for his money. She had affairs at times to meet her “needs” but her tyrannical nature scared most prospective lovers away. Those she bedded proved to be short hitters who satisfied themselves upon her and all but fled after coming, leaving her sullied, frustrated and bitter. And those she tried to press downward to her pussy to perform cunnilingus scurried away like frightened rodents. Her fondest longing was for a tender, loving and submissive tongue down below and her best lovers were her fingers but they only dampened the fires instead of quenching them.

Rachel had come along with Sophia on this foray and was doing her own recon across the restaurant by the bar. Sophia caught her eye and beckoned her to join her at the table. They quickly hatched a plot. Rachel returned to sit at the bar to await the signal. Sophia, with slave Charles in tow, sidled up to Victoria and introduced herself and Charles, holding out her hand.

“Hello madame, I’m Sophia and this is my husband Charles. Were new her, just moved in and, if you’ll pardon me, you seem like a woman with her finger on the pulse of things around here and I wonder if we could join you for a while and you could help us take in the lay of the land so to speak. Any food or drink you might want will be on me, of course.”

Victoria introduced herself and waved her hand in invitation and waved it again at a passing waiter, holding up her empty glass. Sophia was pleased to see how she checked out the young man’s fetching buns as he made his way to the bar to fill her order. Slave Charles was a fetching young one himself, blond, blue-eyed, and when Victoria was quick to cast her leer upon him Sophia chose to dispense with preliminaries.

The waiter returned with Victoria’s drink and Sophia emulated Victoria’s lustful glance as he departed. She turned to Victoria with a gleam in her eyes.

“Yes Victoria, I must agree. I would love to have that sweet treat right here under the table using his tongue for its highest purpose. In fact, my sla…er…husband Charles here has mastered the fine art of cunnilingus to an exceptional level and I am generous in sharing him when I sense a need.”

Victoria’s gleaming eyes fixated on Charles. Just then Sophia raised her hand and, according to plan, Rachel clumsily toppled the bottle of wine she had ordered at the bar. The crash of breaking glass drew every eye including Victoria’s and Charles was quick to slip under the table, totally concealed by the long white tablecloth that hung to the floor.

Victoria was prone to wearing short black skirts and the briefest of black thongs. She flinched and drew in breath when she felt his tongue’s soft caresses on the insides of her thighs and could summon no resistance when he took her thong in his teeth and pulled it down past her knees and calves to her ankles, whereupon she kicked her feet free of it and parted her thighs in welcome.

Her high pitched, shuddering gasp when she felt that tongue begin to serve its “highest purpose” drew many eyes away from the commotion at the bar and only supreme effort allowed her to compose herself. She gripped the edge of the table and stared into the middle distance as slave Charles commenced his repertoire. How artful! How adoring! The wriggling, slithering organ hit every spot that sent tingles up her spine, sucking her dangling labia, lapping upward in long scooping strokes, probing deep in her cavern and swirling. And it was clear he sensed her readiness when his soft lips enfolded her apex and his licking and sucking pushed her over the brink.

She gripped the table with white knuckles and gritted her teeth to suppress her primal shriek, though spittle flew from between her teeth and her body convulsed. Charles drew back and away as she melted, slumping sideways in her chair, only the arm preventing her topple to the floor. Her sweet stupor lasted a minute or so and she shook her head to clear it, looking to Sophia, finding a warm smile and a knowing nod.

“Well Victoria, I’ll go out on a limb and say you needed that! You have just had the smallest sampling of what can be yours if you would care to come home with me and continue where we left off. But let’s have dinner and chat a while first.”

The waiter came back to the table to ask if they would like to order. Sophia told him her “husband” had retired to the restroom and he should come back later. Rachel created another distraction, slapping the face of a sleazy guy who had sidled up to her with a lewd proposal and Charles emerged during the diversion.

The waiter returned and two large, rare Porterhouse stakes with baked potatoes were ordered along with a large pitcher of martinis. Victoria was puzzled because Charles got nothing and just sat waiting with eyes cast down as they ate. She was famished and Sophia seemed to match her appetite, but still a third of each steak remained along with just the skins of the potatos. Sophia passed the plates to Charles, who fell to with hunger. Victoria began to sense the nature of the “marriage” and somehow it made her erstwhile satisfied pussy get warm, wet and tingling.

Sophia paid the check and Victoria offered her big black Mercedes for the ride home. Rachel followed in their BMW.

They entered the house and went straight to the living room where fine black leather upholstered sofas and arm chairs were arranged surrounding a fine Persian rug. Sophia and Rachel immediately disrobed, except for their black stiletto knee boots. Slave Charles stripped as well and went to his knees. Then Leah emerged from the hallway, naked and booted as well, with five naked slaves groveling behind her. The slaves fell in line shoulder to shoulder with slave Charles. Each slave’s cock was confined in a wire cage. Sophia went on to divulge the existence of the Schwesternschaft and its cause and purpose.

“I and my compatriots Rachel and Leah belong to an association of women devoted to the reordering of the world. The three of us happen to be Jewish but our sisterhood is made up of women of every race and nationality, including women of the defeated and disgraced third Reich. The devastation of the recent war brought us all to the same conclusion: the male is at the root of all evil and peace and harmony can only reign upon the planet if the male is subjugated and enslaved and Woman is elevated to her proper status to reign supreme. To this end we have established a base of operations in a secret place in a salubrious climate where the work can begin.”

Victoria could only sit there wide eyed, mouth agape as Sophia went on.

“We have determined it to be axiomatic that the male’s enslavement must be sexual in nature. To us it is self-evident that Woman’s nearly limitless capacity for orgasmic pleasure serves to prove the superiority of our gender. Now you will be introduced to the pleasures that can be yours should you choose to join us.”

Victoria could only gape with the light of rekindled lust in her eyes. Sophia smiled and introduced the slaves left to right, then offered invitation.

“You have met slave Charles of course, Victoria. He was a member of the French resistance we enslaved instead of executing him. Next to him is slave Stuart, a former RAF pilot and POW during the war. Slave Jason was an American soldier, also POW. Slave Eric was a particularly vile concentration camp guard. Slave Hans was an SS officer notorious for his cruel abuse of my Jewish sisters. Slave Otto was a brainless Nazi bureaucrat. What these slaves have in common is having been reduced to a state of abject submission and obedience and utter emasculation through a rigorous process of breaking and training.”

“Don’t be bashful Victoria. Nudity is our preferred state here in our humble abode. And we live by one simple rule: immediate gratification, orgasm on demand. These slaves never fail to give complete satisfaction.”

Victoria’s hands went to work on her garments, her eyes riveted upon the kneeling slaves. Soon she stood resplendent in her nakedness, though she retained her black stiletto pumps. Her new friends eyed her up and down approvingly, her lean yet shapely muscularity, the product of the vigorous exercise that helped her dampen her unmet desire and the dense raven thatch at her loins that made such a lovely focal point to her exquisite womanhood. Her eyes remained fixated upon the kneeling slaves and her hand strayed to her pussy. Sophia waved toward one of the big armchairs.

“Please Victoria! Again, don’t be bashful! Make yourself comfortable!”

Victoria flopped into the chair with legs parted wide. Sophia pointed to the first slave in line and barked a command.

“Slave Stuart! To your duty!”

Slave Stuart made haste to grovel across the rug and bury his face deep in Victoria’s hirsute pudenda. She gasped and quivered, raising her feet to rest her ankles on the arms of the chair to better offer her oozing cunt to his tongue. She cried out in her astonishment at the bliss bestowed, no longer inhibited by being in public.

Her first orgasm struck her within the minute and then she gasped again in delighted surprise when he went down lower to caress her nether orifice. She had often dreamed of forcing men to degrade themselves in this way and to have a man go down there not with reluctance but with adoring subservience was a revelation. The wriggling organ probed so deep, making a tingle run up though her pussy into her clit. She raised her knees to offer herself better and lapsed into rapture as the minutes passed.

She grabbed slave Stuart’s hair and tugged hard and painfully to urge him on, crying out : ”Perfect! Don’t stop!”

And on it went at that perfect pitch, sending shudders through her body, the slithering organ going in and out, seemingly tireless until the neural connection between anus and clit became a white hot line of fire in urgent need of quenching. She tugged him upward by the ear, feeling his tongue exit her orifice to be replaced by something else, his finger she surmised and he fucked with it tenderly as his lips enfolded her apex and his expert tongue did its work.

The orgasm that rocked her was seismic, evoking her feral, she wolf howl as she melted, slumping semiconscious in afterglow. But through that haze she felt a tender probing again in her nether hole, that relentless instrument of pleasure swirling, its tip caressing the inner rim of her sphincter. For fleeting moment she had thought herself sated and spent but then came to realize more ecstasy was in store. She closed her eyes and let herself be carried along.

He afterglow passed and she felt the slow rekindling. Slave Stuart sensed it and his tongue helped her along as he added that maddening, delightful in and out wriggling. She lapsed back into the rapture, losing all sense of time, until the white hot line returned. She tugged him upward again and gasped when instead of sucking her clit his tongue plunged into her cavern and she felt its tip on her G, massaging it as his finger entered again down below and his nose pressed on her pearl and rubbed.

The triple delight that followed ignited a ferocious orgasmic sequence as she bucked and writhed, wailed and snarled before going all to jelly, a senseless blob of sweet satisfaction. How long she lay that way she couldn’t know. The sweet stupor passed and she opened her eyes and saw her newfound sisters smiling.

“Looks like slave Stuart hit the spots,” Sophia said.

Victoria managed to sit up straight, shock and awe filling her eyes as she babbled: :Who are you?…how did they?…I never dreamed!”

Sophia chuckled, though kindly.

“You have just had a small sampling of what awaits you in the world you may become a part of if you choose.”

Victoria’s wide-eyed and eager nod sufficed as her answer.

“Slave Stuart will be happy to continue if you wish!”

But for the first time in her life Victoria felt the utter contentment of complete orgasmic satiation.

“Thanks Sophia, but I think I’m ready for beddie bye. But I’m not sure I can walk.”

Sophia had a ready solution.

“Slave Charles! Please give mistress Victoria a lift!”

Slave Charles went to hands and knees and positioned himself before Victoria, obviously offering his back for her to mount. Rachel and Leah helped her to her feet and she swung a leg over his back and settled down. Sophia made an offer she could not refuse.

“Slaves Charles and Stuart will share you bed  Victoria. They will see to any need that might arise during the night and I’m sure you will love the way they say, ‘good morning!”

Sophia exercised her privilege of rank and took slaves Jason and Eric to bed with her, leaving the other two for Rachel and Leah.

Slave Charles headed off to the bedroom, bearing Victoria, whose feet dragged over the floor, her head lolling drunkenly. Slave Stuart groveled behind. The two slaves drew back the covers and helped her onto her back in the oversized bed. They joined her under the covers on each side of her but lay down low, heads at pussy level. She put a gentle hand on each of their heads and looked up briefly at the ceiling, noticing a leather sling hanging above the bed. She wondered for a moment what it was for but soon lapsed into the sweet refreshing and rejuvenating sleep of a fully satisfied woman.

Sunlight coming in the window awakened her and. She had barely stirred and stretched before slave Charles was between her legs planting soft kisses on her pussy, obviously ready at her command. But her bladder bulged and she declined, saying she had to get up and pee first. Her amazed delight knew no bounds at his words.

“No need mistress! I will drink!”

She felt his soft lips encircle her apex and just released to golden flow without inhibition, sighing in sweet relief. Another of her vindictive fantasies was forcing men she found especially obnoxious to lie open-mouthed and drink her piss. Now this adoring and subservient slave guzzled her piquant nectar with a thirst.

Then the purpose of the hanging sling was revealed. The slave gently rolled her onto her right side and lifted her left leg high, slipping her ankle into the sling so she lay with legs maximally parted. Then the slaves went down and she gasped and quivered as slave Stuart’s tongue slipped deep into her rectum, swirling, slithering. At that very moment she felt the artful tongue of slave Charles go to work on her pussy.

The double stimulation sent tingling waves from crotch to extremities as the first orgasm rocked her. She flinched, her pussy sensitized and the slaves exhibited their intimate knowledge, softening their attentions to just the most gentle coaxing caresses, rekindling her. It was clear they were well trained and practiced in working as a team of two, the tongues’ movements complementing to maddening effect, drawing shuddering waves from her depths.

She lurched and convulsed through a shattering orgasmic sequence, going slack in afterglow, her ankle nearly slipping from the sling. But slave Charles was quick to reach up and hold it as the two tongues continued their sweet duty, so skilled and moreover so passionate and adoring, making her feel like a goddess being worshipped.

A third brutish climax melted her bones and the slaves let her leg flop from the sling, seeming to know their matinal duty was done. It took some minutes for her to solidify. She took in a deep breath, stretched, luxuriating and rose to sit on the edge of the bed feeling ready to conquer the world.

And slave Charles placed himself on hands and knees beside the bed, offering himself as her mount. She sat astride him and he bore her to the bathroom. On the way she felt nature taking its course and when they entered she stood and reached for the lid of the commode. But then she looked down to see slave Stuart lying supine with mouth open wide. She recalled slave Charles imbibing her piss with such eager thirst and wondered if slave Stuart would accept her feces with similar hunger. She lapsed into fantasy visualization again of having some despicable male beneath her and lowered herself so her anus hovered over his mouth, fingering her clit in her rising excitement.

The passing of her brown offering into his hungry mouth triggered an exquisite orgasm and she looked down in smug satisfaction as slave Stuart devoured as if ravenous for the product of her body. When the last of it vanished down his gullet he licked his lips and extended his tongue, making lapping motions, his obvious invitation to lower herself again for cleaning. How sweet it was to feel his worshipful licking and sucking upon her hind hole!

Slave Stuart seemed satisfied she was scrupulously cleaned and slave Charles took a wad of toilet paper from the roll and passed it across her orifice, then presented it to her to show it was spotless.

Next the two slaves joined her in the shower stall where they bathed her every square inch with gentle and adoring hands. After they dried her head to foot with huge soft red towels they spread fragrant lotion all over her. Then Slave Stuart went to hands and knees to offer his back to her for a ride to the dining room. The fragrance of breakfast filled the air as soon as the bathroom door was opened.

Her three new “sisters” sat at the table with slaves Otto, Hans and Jason beneath it at their oral duties while slave Eric served up the breakfast he had prepared, though “brunch” was a better name for the meal because Victoria had slept until nearly noon. The omelets were huge, loaded with ham, bacon and vegetables. Then there were heaps of fried potatoes and abundant rich, strong coffee. Victoria took her own seat and grabbed slave Charles by the hair, pulling him under the table and pressing his face between her legs as she settled in, sighing in her enjoyment from the soft oral caresses upon her lady parts.

The mistresses fell to with appetite but, even though ravenous they could only consume a bit over half of their portions. Victoria watched, puzzled as Sophia, Rachel and Leah dumped their leftovers in a pile on the floor. She guessed she should follow suit and added her own leavings to the heap.

The slaves groveled their way into a circle surrounding the scrap pile and knelt at attention, as if awaiting permission. Sophia just snapped her fingers, giving permission for them to feed and they stooped buried their faces in the mess like starving dogs, devouring every morsel and licking the floor spotless.

The mistresses retired to the living room with four slaves groveling behind them while slaves Otto and Jason stayed behind to wash the dishes. When the scullery duties were complete the joined the other slaves, kneeling shoulder to shoulder, awaiting the mistresses’ next commands.

Rachel and Leah stooped to remove the chastity cages and the cocks rose to full erection. Victoria perused their “endowments” noting obvious disparities. Slaves Charles and Hans were of middling size, six inches at best. Pudgy, paunchy slave Otto’s pathetic four inch nubbin made her point and chuckle derisively. But slaves Stuart, Eric and Jason sported ten inchers at least, all of impressive diameter.

“As you can surely see Victoria,” Sophia said, “male penile endowments vary widely. But those of slaves Charles, Hans and Otto comprise the vast majority. The endowments of slaves Stuart, Eric and Jason represent five percent of males at best. I chose them from among the numerous slaves we have at our disposal so you may be introduced to the fullness of pleasure the worthy cock can provide.”

Victoria just sat nodding, her eyes riveted upon the well-endowed slaves, her fingers busy between her thighs as Sophia continued.

“Typically endowed males such as Charles, Hans and Otto, the preponderant majority, promulgate the myth that ‘size doesn’t matter.’ But I can assure you Victoria, it does! Their inferior cocks are unworthy to enter our bodies and experience those delights, except under certain rare circumstances when it serves our purposes and then they pay a dear price for that honor. Do you have any questions Victoria?”

Wide eyed, Victoria could only shake her head as she fingered herself closer to orgasm. Sophia gently grabbed her wrist and pulled her dripping fingers out from her crotch.

“Please refrain Victoria. It will be worth the wait I assure you!”

Victoria steeled herself, putting her hands on the arms of the chair, though she fidgeted as Sophia went on.

“We women have three orifices in our bodies receptive to the worthy cock. Having all three filled at once is an adventure into unbridled ecstasy. Simultaneous vaginal and anal penetration is delightful enough but adding a cock down the throat elevates things by order of magnitude. I now offer you the opportunity to experience this if you wish. What will it be Victoria?”

Victoria swallowed hard and could only nod her eyes fixated on the three big jutting cocks and alight with growing lust.

“Very well then Victoria. But before we begin there is a preliminary that is both necessary and quite entertaining. Even properly endowed males are subject to premature ejaculation. All too often a male will come within the minute when permitted to enter one of our orifices, a most frustrating experience. But virile males such as these are always good for a long lasting second, third and sometime fourth time around. It’s imperative to get that premature ejaculation out of the way. To that end the inadequately endowed slaves will now perform fellatio upon the adequate ones. They have been highly trained in the performance of the act and meekly submit to the degradation. Slaves Charles, Hans and Otto! Do your duty!”

The three stud slaves stood with big dicks projecting. Victoria was amazed at how quickly the three others went to their knees before them and took the big members fully down their throats without the slightest hesitation. Heads went back and forth with increasing speed, long thick shafts alternately showing and disappearing down the gullets until all three stud slaves grunted in their pleasure nearly in unison and pumped their loads down the throats. Victoria nearly expired in laughter and her three new friends added their own cackles, giggles and guffaws.

But, for the moment the big dicks hung limp and this would never do. They were promptly sucked back to full erection by the slaves. Upon Sophia’s command Slave Jason flopped onto a sofa with his big member vertical. Slave Stuart went behind the sofa and stood with his dick poking above the back. Slave Eric stood aside for the moment. Then Sophia offered her invitation.

“Just hop on and enjoy Victoria!”

Sophia didn’t have to ask twice. Filled with a sense of mad adventure, Victoria was on top of slave Jason in a twinkling, taking hold of his thick shaft and guiding it to her cavern. She gave out a shuddering sigh as a cock of the size could only have dreamed of before slid deep inside of her. Sophia rubbed lube on slave Eric’s cock to ease his entry and he knelt on the edge of the sofa’s seat and pressed his big glans against Victoria’s tight orifice. He pressed forward, firm but gentle as she cried out in mingled pain and pleasure as she was stretched. And she answered his entry by backing up to accept his fullest length, clenching her sphincter tight of the very base of his member.

Slave Stuart poked his prick against her face to get her attention and she surprised herself at how eagerly she accepted his thick pole, first licking and sucking and then pressing forward to help him shove the shaft down her throat. She gagged a bit at first but persisted and her gullet gave, his big glans sliding past its clutch and then deeper, inch by inch as he worked it in until her lips encircled him where the shaft joined his body.

Then the wild rutting commenced, Victoria’s vocalizations of animal ecstasy muffled by the big dick down her throat. And the deepthroat added a dimension of delight beyond her imagining, tingling waves running from throat to lady parts in supernal enhancement. Consuming orgasms came in waves, minutes passing into half an hour before the studs gave out lusty grunts and she felt the pulsating as they spent their loads deep within her, slave Stuart’s spurting into her hungry belly.

She fell sideways onto the sofa beside the studs, limp and languid in her satisfaction, legs spread wide. She felt the crawly trickle of cum over her perineum and then her fucked and sensitive anus. But before it could dribble onto the couch slave Otto was there to scoop upward with his tongue to gather and swallow. Then he scooped and sucked up the cream from her  oozing cavern. When she emerged from her stupor and firmed a bit Rachel and Leah helped her to turn over so she knelt on the cushion. Then slave Charles had his upturned face beneath her anus and Sophia urged her to expel the copious load trapped by her clenched orifice. She squeezed and a brownish white cascade poured down into his mouth. He let it accumulate until expended, then swallowed.

By the time Victoria rolled back over and looked around three slaves were already on their knees before the stud slaves, sucking them back to rampant erection. Then the mad orgy broke out, Sophia, Rachel and Leah being hungry themselves for some cock. Slaves Charles, Hans and Otto participated, using their tongues to enhance the pleasures of the mistresses.

Sophia, Rachel and Leah hopped onto the couch upon their knees, offering themselves like bitches in heat. The studs stood behind and each availed himself of a vagina, rutting hard while the three inadequates slipped underneath on their backs to put tongues to clits amid the rutting. After fucking the three mistresses each to orgasm the studs pulled out, cocks glistening with vaginal ooze that would serve as lube to ease their entry into receptive rectums.

While the mistresses were being sodomized long tongues probed deep into caverns to massage the G. The primal wails of the mistresses as they passed into multi-orgasmic throes made sweetest harmony until the studs erupted deep within them. The studs pulled back and out, leaving the three cuck slaves in perfect position to accept and swallow the loads squeezed from the rectums of the mistresses.

Victoria watched it all, her hand going to her pussy as she felt her lust rekindling. The way the cuck slaves were quick, even eager to take the cocks from ass to mouth made her randy once again and ready for some more hot sausage.

In emulation of her three friends she took slave Stuart’s cock up her ass while enjoying slave Otto’s tongue deep in her cavern. After her mad ecstasies ended slave Stuart spent his third load into her and stood away while slave Otto ingested it. And dutiful slave Otto was prompt in going to work with his practiced mouth, somehow hardening slave Stuart for a fourth time around.

Sophia, Rachel and Leah put slave tongues to work down below to get them randy again as well.

Indeed, the slaves outdid themselves that evening, each rising to the occasion by way of a fourth time around. Each mistress enjoyed cock to heart’s content and in the end all lay in that stupor of sweet contentment with slave tongues and lips caressing well fucked cunts and assholes.

By then it was time for the evening meal and the slaves were dispatched to prepare it and fetch red wine. The mistresses imbibed heavily, engaging in random, languid and lusty chit chat. The slaves brought out the big porterhouse steak dinners they had prepared on lap trays. The talk went on as they feasted, consuming perhaps two thirds of their meals as the slaves knelt in line on the fine Persian rug.

When all mistresses had their fill Sophia ordered the slaves to roll up the rug, exposing the black marble floor. The leavings of the meals were tossed out onto it and the slaves were again like starving dogs, gobbling up scraps of baked potato and trimmed fat. Then the mistresses howled in their mirth over the entertaining oral tugs of war over the bones.

Then it was time for relaxation, rimming and conversation. The slaves were made to replace the rug and position the sofa’s back to back in the center of it with a sofa table between so wine bottles and glasses were in convenient reach. The four mistresses knelt upon the seats with elbows on the backs, offering their asses so the slaves could put tender tongues to orifices. The penetration was deep due to the stretching from the big dicks and the long tongues nestled inside, tongue fucking ever so gently. Sophia elaborated upon the master plan of the Schwesternschaft.

“In order for our plan for male subjugation to succeed we require the acquisition of slaves in sufficient numbers and the recruitment of sufficient numbers of mistresses. Some of our sisters have been dispatched on a mission devoted to the former while we have come here to recruit. I hope your experience so far has been persuasive.”

Victoria’s chin rested on her forearms as she basked in her enjoyment of the tongue deep in her rectum. She sighed deeply. “I think you can guess my answer to that Sophia!”

“Excellent Victoria. But you alone will not suffice to fulfill our mission. We are equipped to transport ten women to the lovely island that is our stronghold and base of operations. Might you perhaps be acquainted with some likely prospects?”

“Of course Sophia. Sexual frustration is widespread hereabouts. Men are all alike are they not, selfish and only interested in coming? I think introductions to your ‘husbands’ will prove as persuasive to my circle of friends as it was to me.”

“Well then Victoria, shall we arrange for a little get-together with them?”

“I’ll be on it tomorrow Sophia!”

“Perhaps the day after Victoria. I have plans to introduce you to yet another pleasure.”

Sophia snapped her fingers, the signal for the slaves to work their tongues harder within the hind holes in preparation for some final orgasms. The mistresses were in fine position to receive two tongues at once. The two unoccupied slaves were quick to slip underneath the rimmers face up and prop their elbows on the couch seats so they could put tongue to pussy. Rachel and Leah got the benefit first, then Sophia and Victoria. All enjoyed consuming orgasms that sated them utterly.

Knees were wobbly and legs rubbery so the slaves bore the mistresses off to the bedrooms on their backs.

Victoria lapsed into her deepest and most refreshing sleep ever, though she burned with curiosity, wondering what delights the morrow might bring. And, even so soon, she took the morning attentions of the slaves for granted.

All mistresses slept until nearly noon and woke refreshed and randy. Brunch was served and they were much amused by the slaves fighting over the scraps they threw on the floor for them to eat.

They retired to the living room with slaves groveling behind. Slaves Stuart and Jason pulled a large rolled up rubber mat from under one of the sofa’s and laid it out on the rug. Then they joined the other slaves in their usual position when idle, kneeling in line shoulder to shoulder, free from chastity cages, erections jutting. Victoria looked to Sophia puzzled. Sophia just smiled and told her all would be illuminated soon.

Sophia wasted no time getting to the business at hand. She went to cabinet on the wall, opened it and withdrew a finely crafted walnut box with bright brass hinges and clasp. She opened it and took out the object within. Victoria’s eyes widened at the sight of the big mock male organ, the frau-schwanz. And she was much surprised and puzzled by the reaction of the slaves. They began to whimper and fidget and their cocks bobbed up and down. She saw glistening drops of precum form on the tips of their cocks and begin dribbling to the floor. Sophia explained.

“The process of breaking a slave is long and multifaceted Victoria. Whippings, canings and torment inflicted upon their male organs are mere preliminaries as are the assorted degradation to which you have seen the slaves submit. But the instrument that completes the slave’s transformation into the groveling creatures you see here is this ‘frau-schwanz’, a mockery of the organ they hold so dear and believe signifies their delusional ‘manhood’.

Victoria just sat there nodding, eyes going back and forth between the whimpering slaves and the big schwanz in Sophia’s hands. She felt a warm fullness and tingling between her thighs as Sophia continued.

“It is imperative that every male should feel what it is like to have one’s body penetrated and violated for the sake of another’s selfish pleasure as you and all of we women experience. Anal penetration with the schwanz at first brings severe hurt and humiliation but in the end a consuming pleasure culminating in complete emasculation and hopeless addiction to that pleasure as you can see by the reaction of the slaves to just the sight of the schwanz. They long every waking moment for the next time the schwanz will enter them and make them come with that special intensity. The schwanz is held as their reward for exceptional behavior, giving fine head, willing toilet servitude and above all enduring long periods of orgasm denial without complaint. And, of course, the mistress herself derives most exquisite pleasure from putting the schwanz hard and deep to the slave. The orgasms are second to none. Today you will be introduced to these pleasures. Please take your pick of which slave you would prefer to sodomize first.”

While Victoria caste her lustful eyes back and forth along the line of slaves Sofia elaborated.

“The schwanz I hold here is what we call the ‘starter’, a mere eight inches by one and a half in diameter. This suffices for the deflowering of most slaves simply because it is so much larger than the average cock. And its size is sufficient to inflict proper pain of entry in your typical virgin hole. But schwanz larger than that of any slave are readily available at need. I have brought these slaves along on our mission because each one, regardless of endowment, has been sufficiently stretched by the schwanz as to be in need of ‘upsizing’. You will have the chance to deflower a virgin slave in good time but the upsizing bears enough similarity to a deflowering to make the experience memorable for you. Now please select a slave and I will provide a schwanz of appropriate size.”

Victoria perused the slaves until her eyes fell upon slave Charles, whose tongue had introduced her to the pleasures of the new life that lay before her. His middling member was bobbing and dripping and he happened to look up and catch her eye. She had found him fetching upon being introduced. She pointed him out to Sophia who promptly fetched the 2 X 10 schwanz appropriate for upsizing him.

Sophia handed the instrument to Victoria who took a few moments to examine it closely, the anatomically exact shaft including the bulging veins of maximal erection, the flared glans that would inflict the tearing, stretching pain of entry and finally the vaginal bulb to be inserted into her with its strategically placed protuberances for stimulation of the lady parts in the midst of the rutting.

Knowing he had been chosen slave Charles was quick to grovel to Victoria and kneel before her, holding out his hands for the schwanz. She handed it to him and was amazed and excited by how skillfully he installed it upon her though his hands trembled in his longing to take it up the ass. He sucked the vaginal bulb to wet it, then slipped it into her gently and tightened the thin leather straps.

There was a full length mirror on the wall and Sophia guided Victoria to it to take in the sight of herself. Her eyes lit up as she gazed upon herself with big schwanz jutting and she flaunted it and giggled, feeling a sense of empowerment she had never known. She turned back to slave Charles with lust in her eyes and he delighted her by opening his mouth wide to take the big thing in and suck it. Much accustomed to taking big dicks down the throat his nose was soon buried in her bush with his lips encircling the very base of the schwanz.

Then she was treated to the unexpected delight of a deepthroat blowjob, his head going back and forth as he worked it in circles to grind the internal protuberances upon clit and G until a knee buckling orgasm rocked her. Rachel and leah were quick to grab her shoulders to keep her on her feet.

Slave Charles pulled back and away, the schwanz exiting his throat with a pop that made the mistresses giggle as always. The big mock organ was dripping with his slobber. Unbidden, he assumed the position on the mat, elbows and knees, head resting on his forearms, ass raised in offering. Victoria’s lust took a leap as she looked upon his hole as it puckered and quivered in anticipation. She noticed it was slightly open rather than fully tight, the result of its having been often penetrated and stretched by the starter. She dropped to her knees behind him, holding the big glans next to his hole, taking in the disparity in size. She looked up at Sophia who reassured her.

“Not to worry Victoria! It will go in and believe me; he will know it when it does. But I think he will need a bit more lubricant than his spit. I would hate to have him split open and out of commission!”

She produced a tube of lube jelly and coated the glans liberally.

“Now have at him Victoria! No mercy! Show him who is boss!”

Victoria had always been attentive to the condition of her nails, liking them long and sharp. To prevent breakage she was religious in her use of the special lotions that would harden them like steel. She took his fetching buns in a firm grip, pressing her claws hard against his fetching buns. Looking down, she noticed multiple crescent-shaped scars on his behind, evidence that she was not the first to have used her nails for purchase. She pressed all the harder until his skin broke and he flinched from the sting as blood trickled.

She pressed the big glans to his orifice, gathered herself and rammed forward hard while leaning back for a good view of the schwanz entering. The flared glans vanished into him as he howled from the stretching and was drawn in deeper as it passed the clench of his sphincter. A third of the shaft was within him. With grinding, gyrating thrusts of her shapely, muscular ass she worked it deeper as he moaned and sniveled. Soon her bush tickled his behind and the big schwanz was in full depth.

She pulled back until the rim of the glans pressed against his inner sphincter, then rammed forward again, driving the shaft half way. Another brutish thrust seated it to depth again. With another withdrawal, followed by another driving thrust the entire length plunged into him with ease and it was time for the mad rutting to commence.

She sunk her nails in deeper and her hips rolled in wild, gyrating undulations that ground the inner protuberances upon her erogenous parts, spurring her to frenzy. His whimpering, mewling and pleading for mercy only added fuel to the flame as she found delight in the infliction.

But, as she rutted on she detected an undertone hinting of pleasure in his vocalizations and before long that became an overtone and then they were making mad love together as he answered her thrusts, backing into them as she rammed forward, their thighs slapping together in quickening cadence.

Nothing could have prepared her for what greeted her ears when all came to its fruition. A high-pitched, quavering moan of helpless ecstatic surrender was torn from his depths as he spurted his long pent up load abundantly onto the mat. She had been long teetering on her own brink, in need of just such a trigger. An orgasm of savage intensity rocked her as she gave out a tigress snarl of predatory triumph.

Slave Charles collapsed forward, pulling free of the schwanz and flopping prostrate upon the mat, face across forearms, sobbing softly. Victoria looked up at Sophia, quizzical.

“The profoundly intense orgasm resulting from the schwanz causes the slave to feel a withering shame and humiliation as the reality of his existence hits home and he must admit to himself what he has become, an utterly emasculated sodomite forever a slave to the schwanz, knowing he will soon be longing to be taken again. Just give him a few minutes Victoria and savor your own pleasure.

Slave Charles lay there for a good five minutes, whimpering. But then her rose to hands and knees, turned around and bent over his thick cum puddle and began to lick and slurp it up. Victoria stood and looked down upon him with an expression of empowerment and triumph. She put her foot to the back of his head and pressed his face into the cum, keeping it there until he lapped up every drop. When the mat was spotless he rose to take the soiled schwanz into his mouth the suck it clean every inch. Sophia chuckled.

“As you can see Victoria he is already beginning to want it again. The schwanz emasculates as slave as surely as if you have taken a knife to his balls. And he can be subjected to it over and over.”

Victoria nodded and as she looked around she noticed that in the midst of her taking slave Charles the other mistresses had donned their schwanz. Her eyes lit up as she sensed what was to follow. Sophia cackled.

“Yes Victoria, we are just getting started. The schwanz will now reign supreme. These slaves will be fucked every which way until every drop of cum is wrung from them.”

Victoria was to know the gamut of pleasures the schwanz could provide that evening. But still a bit drained and dampened from the taking of slave Charles she just sat and watched at first, fondling her schwanz, rubbing the protuberance against her clit to bring herself back to arousal.

Rachel and Leah seized slaves Hans and Jason and forced them into the 69 position on the mat. The slaves willingly took each other’s cocks in their mouths. Rachel went behind slave Jason, who was on top, and rammed her schwanz home with abandon. Leah hoisted slave Hans’s legs high and entered him with a hard thrust of her strong glutes.

The asses of the slaves were ravaged without mercy as matters rose to crescendo. It was clear to Victoria that all participants in the foursome were well practiced in bringing things to their desired climax. As both mistresses approached the brink of orgasm they each grabbed the balls of the slave they were fucking and gave a squeeze and a twist that triggered ejaculation. The four came as one, slaves filling each other’s mouths with their pent up loads, their deep moans of emasculated surrender harmonizing sweetly with the shrill ecstatic wails of the mistresses.

That was enough for Victoria. She hopped up and grabbed slave Stuart, bending him over on the mat and driving her schwanz in hard and dry as he let out a scream. Sophia had been quick to position herself before him and when he opened his mouth to scream she rammed her schwanz down his throat. The mistresses linked arms across his back for leverage and spit roasted him without mercy until he too moaned his surrender, triggering the mistresses and again their was sweet orgasmic harmony. Then the mistresses switched ends, Victoria shoving her soiled schwanz into his mouth while Sophia thrusted hard and to the hilt from behind. They joined arms again and rutted to orgasm but slave Stuart got nothing.

Slaves Eric and Otto remained un-fucked, but only for the moment. Sophia and Victoria relaxed on the sofa to watch while Rachel and Leah lay supine on the mat, holding their big schwanz vertical. The two slaves scrambled to climb on top of them facing their feet and anally impale themselves to the hilt. They “took the top” like practiced courtesans, rising and falling along the shafts, gyrating wildly to grind the internal protuberances of the schwanz upon the mistresses’ erogenous parts, hell bent on propelling the mistresses and themselves to orgasm.

The slaves had obediently knelt watching, show fine discipline, keeping hands off their cocks, which had bobbed and dribbled precum while they waited. Both were at hair trigger and two or three minutes sufficed for them to erupt in creamy spurts that flew far across the mat as they gave out those sweet vocalizations of male capitulation and unmanning, triggering the mistresses. The four unoccupied slaves were quick to grovel about, lapping up the wads and splatters.

The schwanz orgy continued until every slave was fucked dry. At the last Victoria tossed her schwanz aside and laid upon the mat with slave Eric’s face buried in her cunt as he used his trained tongue upon her while Sofia took him hard from behind. Rachel and Leah spit roasted slave Otto and slave and mistress alike came for the last time.

The mistresses tossed the spent slaves in a heap before the sofa and used them as a footrest while the relaxed and savored, sipping wine and engaging in languid conversation. Sophia had one last question for Victoria.

“So, Victoria, do you think an evening with the slaves will prove persuasive to some of your friends?”

“I have no doubt we will have a boatload ready and randy within the week Sophia!”

CHAPTER FIVE

The first batch of ten Nazi fugitives knelt naked at attention with hands cuffed behind them, and in leg irons, cowering under the withering glares of Helga, Gunta, Natasha and Mariko who sat enthroned upon a three step dais in the main gathering hall. Erica and Sonya stood behind them, giving them sharp kicks in the ass with their steel pointed boots if they slouched while Helga lectured them.

Their bodies were crisscrossed with whip welts, the skin of their asses split and bleeding from hard caning and their organs black and blue and bloodied by the various torments inflicted upon them. The four mistresses sat with legs spread, flaunting and fondling their pussies while Helga spoke.

“You schweinehunds have vociferously scorned the selfless act of cunnilingus. But perhaps the whip, the cane and the instruments of male organ torture have persuaded you of the wisdom of changing your attitudes. You will now have the opportunity to persuade us of the sincerity of your penitence. The whips and canes and what-not are always at the ready for another round should your contrition prove substandard.”

Helga pointed to the four schweinehunds on the left of the line and barked a command as the four mistresses raised their legs and parted them wider, resting their ankles on the arms of their thrones.

“You four! Come here now and serve us!”

The four slaves knee walked to the foot of the steps and clambered up with difficulty, banging knees and barking shins. Each buried his face in the pussy before him and plied his tongue in terrified desperation. Their attentions were clumsy and untutored but withal quite pleasing due to the abject terror of the erstwhile cruel bullies, now exposed as sniveling cowards.

The mistresses wore their spurs and did not spare them, adding wounds to the already well striped backs as they urged the slaves on to supreme efforts. Almost in unison the mistresses gave out ferocious primal shrieks and relaxed in their satisfaction, spurs dug in deep. Helga and Gunta dug their sharp heels into the shoulders of their slaves and gave them a hard shove, sending the sprawling down the steps. Another round under whip and cane awaited them. But Mariko and Natasha put gentle hands to the heads of their slaves, tousling their hair. These two would be spared whip and cane though much other cruelties awaited them soon enough. They were allowed to climb down from the dais and kneel aside while four more slaves clambered up the steps, desperate as the others to be spared further torment. Helga’s slave met with her approval while the other three were tumbled.

The mistresses played rock-paper-scissors to determine who would enjoy the attentions of the remaining slaves with Gunta and Mariko winning. Gunta’s slave was tumbled and Mariko’s joined the others who knelt aside, spared for the time being.

Conveniently there were now six slaves to be whipped and caned and six mistresses to do the honors. Numerous hoists were hung from the ceiling for just such occasions and soon all six slaves dangled by their ankles. All six mistresses were adept at wielding the leather and each took up a pair of snake whips.

Whooshing sounds filled the chamber as the mistresses whirled their whips in a blur, getting them up to buzz saw speed before stepping in and letting the searing lashes strike everywhere upon the already welted hides. Howls of torment echoed off the walls at first, then there were sobs and snivels and pleadings for mercy that only incited greater cruelty.

At the last the mistresses targeted the dangling male organs with their whirling whips, not a lash missing the mark until the slaves broke down nearly as one in abject bawling and blubbering. Helga deemed their suffering sufficient motivation for them the perform the cunnilingus with due fervor. The slaves were lowered to the floor.

The four mistresses of the high command mounted their thrones and four slaves clambered up in desperate haste to serve them. Erica and Sonya were invited to face sit the remaining two upon the floor and ride them to their satisfaction. All six slaves took advantage of their second chance and succeeded. Little did they know that what they had been subjected to was merely a preliminary and far worse awaited them.

They put ball gags in the mouth of the slaves, who remained kneeling in line as the mistresses openly discussed and debated the nature of the fates that awaited them. Then and there they knew the terror of being helpless captives at the mercy of captors with the cruelest of intentions. Gunta first solicited Helga’s input.

“So what is to be done with them Helga. They are surely deserving of summary castration following the gang rape.”

“Yes Gunta, but we will surely be having an influx of mistresses if our recruiters succeed, which I have no doubt they will. We will need every slave available. Eunuchs are just dull drudges incapable of providing satisfactory pleasure and amusement. I fully agree they must be gang raped but afterward they should be subjected to the process of breaking and training that will transform them into pleasing slaves long term. We can always take their balls when they outlive their usefulness. And, due to the aggravated nature of their offenses against out gender I think it fitting they should lose their cocks as well as their balls.”

Upon hearing her words the slaves mouthed muffled, pathetic pleas for mercy and Erica and Sonya gave each a hard kick to the balls from behind to make them shut up and let them know that mercy was just a forlorn hope. They sobbed softly as Helga continued.

“I think it best that we delay the gang rape until Sophia and the others return with their batch of recruits. These schweinehunds have subjected her Jewess sisters to the worst abuses and they will no doubt want to participate in the rape. And the new recruits should get a taste of the pleasures that await them. In the meantime we can see to it that the lives of these swine are suitably unpleasant. Erica! Sonya! Get them out of our sight! Have whatever fun with them you please so long as those assholes stay virgin and tight!”

Sharp kicks from the steel pointed boots urged the slaves to their feet and Erica and Sonya herded them away, shuffling in their leg irons. The two young mistresses were randy from the proceedings they had witnessed and were hell bent on having their fun. They hustled the slaves along to the main torture/pleasure chamber.

Because there were plenty of slaves to go around Sonya got on the PA system to invite the other slave keepers to join in the fun. A dozen slave keepers answered the call. Each slave was to be subjected to a round robin of tortures, humiliations and degradations.

Soon mistresses sat enthroned with slaves’ faces buried int their pussies while others rode slave faces upon the torture table while their cohorts employed the instruments of torment contained in the kit boxes. Other slaves found themselves on their knees behind rimming horses, faces buried between shapely cheeks as they were introduced to the rudiments of rimming, urged on by stern whack of the cane to their behinds when tongue fatigue set in.

Erica and Sonya took charge of Rolf, the worst of the lot. He would suffer the agony and humiliation of the ruined orgasm before moving on to his next degradation. They led him to an iron stanchion mounted in the floor and clamped his balls into it. Erica dipped her hand in warm baby oil and set about stroking his member with artful hand, coaxing him to the brink of coming, then easing up to keep him on the razor’s edge. Sonya stood by with cane at the ready to administer the vicious whack to his balls upon his ejaculation. Erica whispered lewdly in his ear, voice dripping disdain.

“It’s only fair to warn you schweinehund Schmid! I will stroke you until you come and when you do my good friend Sonya will give you a whack on the balls you will never forget and ruin your pleasure. You will no doubt try to resist the attentions of my hand and that is well and good. It will make things much more amusing. I will keep you on the very edge and rest assured I can finish you whenever I please! In the end you will succumb to your male urges and forget entirely about the cane stroke that awaits you so lost will you be in your longing to spurt your load!”

He snarled his defiance and Erica laughed as she coaxed him again to the very brink with ease, only releasing her hold when she felt the extra hardening that portended ejaculation. She looked into his eyes with smug contempt and he whimpered pleas for release into his gag, already oblivious to the cane. Erica continued, ten minutes, fifteen, until he sobbed and moaned. Then, without warning she did finish him, letting go and stepping back to give Sonya room to swing. He moaned in anticipation of relief but before his first spurt flew the cruel cane fell. A blubbering sob of shock and disappointment was torn from his as agony eclipsed expected ecstasy. His cock bobbed as spurt after spurt was launched, each one accompanied by a stab of pain. In the end he slumped in the stanchion lachrymose and emasculated, only held upright by the clamp on his balls.

Erica removed the ball gaga and released him. He toppled to the floor. With kicks and whacks from the cane they urged him to his knees to grovel about, lapping up his splattered load.

They paired up on him to visit each “station” in the chamber in its turn. Next in the circuit was the rimming horse and he got a good taste of both of their asses as he was worked hard, forced to fight his tongue fatigue, urged on by zaps to his balls from an electric cattle prod. It was a good start to his training for his ‘career” as a slave whose tongue would have to become sufficiently lengthened, strengthened and tireless.

Such was the case with all the slaves. The interim between then and the gang rape was not to be wasted. Trained slaves in abundance would soon be needed so any opportunity for training needed to be used.

The round robin was nearly complete; every slave save one having gone through the circuit. That slave was clamped in the stanchion, ready to have his orgasm ruined. Young Greta introduced a new form of this torment. Instead of stroking him she went to her knees to suck him. But first she had something to say to him.

“Now slave! I am going to suck you! If you come in my mouth and fill it with your slime I will bite your cock off! Let’s test your self-control! Resist as you will I’ll wager you will give in to the pleasure and be rendered dickless!”

She sucked with skill and lascivious artistry, deepthroating him. His cock was long and thick, one of sufficient size to be used for fucking…if she let him keep it. It slid smoothly down her throat, her head going back and forth, her lips and tongue caressing his shaft, making him writhe and moan in mingled delight and terror. She paused for a moment to taunt him.

“I can take you any time it suits me slave! You had best enjoy the best blowjob you will ever get and say goodbye to your organ after your last orgasm!”

She continued, maddening him more. Unknown to him she had no intention of actually biting him off. His cock would have its uses. She just meant to reduce him to a pathetic craven wreck for the sake of his humiliation. When she knew she had him teetering helpless on the brink she paused again and turned to speak to her fellow mistresses who stood watching with eyes alight with gleeful cruelty.

“What say ladies?”

All raised their hands with thumbs turned down and the slave gave out a moan of terrified despair. Still she took her time about it, his abject pleas for mercy muffled by his gag sweet music to all. He gritted his teeth, shaking his head and slobber flew from the corners of his mouth as he put up a last ditch resistance but it was all in vain. He lapsed into that stae where the male urge to come obliviated all. She let him enjoy his first spurt before clamping her teeth hard upon him just below the tip. He howled and sobbed at the impending severance of his erstwhile “pride and joy.” He proved to be a heavy ejaculator and her mouth was amply filled. She bit down harder and harder until she tasted blood while he blubbered and bawled like a baby. Then she released him, leaving a bleeding ring around his tip and stood before him with blood and cum dripping down her chin as she taunted.

“It’s gone slave! And I must say it was tasty!”

His sobs of ultimate despair drew cheers and applause from the mistresses amid gales of mirth. Greta pushed his head down so he could see his wounded cock was still there and he wept in relief. She spat his load out onto the floor and released him so he could grovel and lap it up while she dug her sharp bootheel into the back of his head.

The mistresses had been well served and satisfied. The slaves were lined up and marched out to the bamboo pens to be put away for the night. All mistresses looked forward with lustful anticipation to the arrival of the U boat bearing their newly recruited sisters and the cruel festivities of the gang rapes.

CHAPTER SIX

Victoria mailed out long letters of invitation to nine of her sexually frustrated friends. She tried at first to be circumspect, couching the message in lewd innuendo and double entendre but was ultimately unable to contain herself and abandoned all pretense with a postscript: PS. Skirts mandatory, panties prohibited.

On Saturday evening all the chosen nine arrived at the house in a stretch limo Sophia rented. They entered and were greeted by Rachel, who wore a fine blue silk robe tied at the waist to conceal her nudity for the time being. She led them to the living room where Victoria, Sophia and Leah waited, Victoria wearing a scarlet robe, Sophia purple and Leah hot pink. They were invited to seat themselves upon the chairs and sofas arranged around the elegant rug with a large walnut coffee table in the center.

The prospective recruits were alike only in their sexual frustration, otherwise diverse. There was Cleo, a petite brunette beauty and Bella, a tall and hefty blond and the others of varying ages and degrees of attractiveness, some were beauties and others outright plain. Sophia was pleased by their diversity of appearance, believing all women were worthy of complete sexual fulfillment and it was the male’s place to submit and serve them, focusing only on the beauty between their thighs.

Sophia greeted them warmly and introductions were made. Then there was some small talk that Sophia subtly directed to lewd girl talk. When she sensed the growing curiosity of the guests she clapped her hands hard twice.

Jaws dropped when slaves Stuart and Jason emerged from the kitchen, naked, each bearing a large tray, one filled with multiple open bottles of wine, the other with rich hors d’oeuvres. They deposited the trays upon the coffee table, then went to kneel off to the side, their thick erections jutting. Sophia continued her chatty talk as if it was all just normal.

But all nine pairs of eyes were riveted upon the slaves and skirts were discreetly hiked up, hands finding pussies. Sophia chose to let the tension build for a while, then clapped again. The remaining slaves filed in from down the hallway and took their places beside the others. Sophia, Victoria, Rachel and Leah all but ignored them and continued the conversation, the topic drifting toward the negative qualities of the male. The nine guests were invited to air their grievances.

They were quite vociferous, each taking her turn, though unable to tear their eyes away from the kneeling slaves. The main complaint of all was the male reluctance to perform the cunnilingus. Fingers fondled between thighs and Sophia sensed it was time.

“Oh my ladies! I am remiss! Please be introduced to slaves Charles, Stuart, Jason, Eric, Otto and Hans. Your much justified grievances against the opposite gender have not gone unheeded. These slaves have been broken of all bad habits and purged of all the negative qualities you have complained about. Their lives are now devoted to submission, obedience and the giving of pleasure to the superior gender. Their rigorously trained tongues are willing and eager to perform the selfless act and replace your fingers down there. I trust you have shed your panties so nothing comes between your pussies and those tongues. You may enjoy them this evening to your heart’s content. I must apologize for having only six slaves when there are nine of you. If you can be patient and take turns you will find it well worth the wait. The four of us will refrain, though we will very much enjoy watching. We have made ample use of the tongues earlier and are quite content for the time being. Slaves! From left to right please, around the circuit and continue until told to stop!”

Now skirts were hiked up high and legs spread flagrantly wide. Six slave faces were buried in oozing cunts. All nine guests were at hair trigger and their first orgasms rocked them after just a minute or so of artful tongue upon clit. Then the slaves shifted from left to right, the three waiting mistresses enjoying their first climaxes of the evening while the three behind were treated to the second phase of the slaves’ oral repertoire, the rekindling of desire by way of the anilingus and then the digital insertion into the rectum while tongue was again put to clit, dramatically enhancing the second orgasm.

The slaves made their way from mistress to mistress in a round robin until each mistress had enjoyed her initial orgasm, the digital enhancement and finally the triple delight of digital insertion, tongue massage of the G and nasal stimulation of the clit. Mad ecstatic cries and moans and sighs of utter satisfaction filled the air until all the nine slumped limp and languid in their seats, satisfied beyond their fondest hopes and imaginings. They were effusive in their gratitude once finally able to speak.

Sophia was well pleased with the performance of the slaves and the satisfaction of the mistress initiates. She decided to bring the evening to an end but extended an invitation for the next Saturday night, promising that the present evening’s pleasures would be far eclipsed. The nine did not have to be asked twice and begged Sophia for just a hint or two as to what was to transpire. But Sophia just smiled with a gleam in her eye and solicited their patience. And she encouraged them to refrain from use of their fingers to ensure they would arrive randy. They piled into the limo, chattering excitedly, speculating wildly.

Sophia, Rachel, Leah and Victoria spent the week enjoying the slaves, knowing they would have to refrain again as a courtesy to their guests on the coming Saturday night. The slaves were spared the schwanz, denying them orgasm. They spent some time planning how the evening would progress. The whips, canes and prods would come into play but Sophia decided it was not yet time for the frau-schwanz to make its appearance. That would happen on the third Saturday’s revels.

The guests arrived, abuzz with anticipation. Their four hostesses greeted them, this time fully nude except for boots and spurs. They encouraged the ladies to strip as well and soon garments lay in a heap off to the side.

Leah fetched the slaves, leading them from down the hallway as they groveled behind her. The knelt in line while Sophia greeted the guests, who sat fidgeting and fondling. She decided they needed to cool down a bit first.

“Welcome ladies. I sense you are much anticipating what lies ahead this evening. Rest assured you will not be disappointed. But I sense you have some urgent business. Slaves! Get those tongues to work!”

Each mistress achieved a quick and vigorous orgasm that settled her down a bit but left her still hungry for more.

The largest bedroom in the house had been remodeled and furnished as a well-appointed torture chamber. Sophia invited the guests to follow her down the hallway to its door down at the end, the slaves groveling behind. The women gasped and gaped at the array of devices and furnishings, the three throne chairs on the dais, the leather padded torture table, the X shaped cross, the rimming horse, the queening bench and the profusion of whips, canes and other instruments of torment festooning the walls. Three mechanical hoists hung from the ceiling.

As planned, slaves Charles, Stuart and Otto were hung from them, Charles by his heels with hands cuffed behind him, Stuart by the wrists with his ankles bound tight and his toes just touching the floor and Otto with his arms triced up behind him, ankles also bound, lifted until the pain in his shoulders made him sob and snivel. Slave Jason was bound down spread eagled on the torture table, slave Hans strapped to the cross and slave Eric laid face up on the queening bench. Sophia held forth.

“Ladies, I have no doubt you must harbor a certain resentment, or even loathing against the male, individually and collectively. You will now have the opportunity to vent your pent up and much justified animus upon these slaves. As you can see the chamber is well equipped. If there is an individual male against whom you feel detestation just visualize one of the slaves as being him. If your antipathy is more generalized just make use of the facilities and enjoy!”

Soon Sophia, Rachel and Leah were instructing their guests in the use of the whips, canes and other paraphernalia in the chamber. Victoria would participate in the proceedings, having yet to vent her pent up resentment.

The three slaves hung up for whipping were being gleefully flogged with single tails by two mistresses each. Slave Charles hung helpless upside down, body lurching as lashes fell, often upon his tender male parts. Slave Stuart howled as he performed an amusing hopping dance in futile efforts to dodge the lashes, some also striking his organs, some aimed at his toes to make him hop some more. Slave Otto also hopped and bounced screaming as the lashes struck his tender ass. Sophia hoisted him up just a bit higher so his bouncing would heighten the agony in his shoulders with every bounce.

After some instruction in the use of the genital torture kit Victoria and Cleo went to work applying the assorted instruments of torment upon slave Jason’s organs. Once they had him writhing in agony they took turns riding his face so he could earn deliverance by satisfying them with his tongue.

Rachel stepped over to slave Hans, who was bound to the cross, holding a wide board with a 3 inch round hole cut in its center. She strapped the board across his waist, then tugged his organs through the hole so they were exposed and vulnerable. His cock and balls would be targets for darts thrown from behind a line ten feet away. Rachel demonstrated. Her accuracy was unerring, one dart piercing the glans and one into each nut, making slave Hans howl. The ladies would each give it a try until the found the range and windage, piercing his poor organs over and over.

Hefty Bella focused immediately upon slave Eric, who lay face up and helpless. It appeared she had an instinctive affinity for facesitting. She stood facing his feet with legs apart, his head between her knees, looking down at him with a cruel leer. She reached between her massive thighs and spread her big pussy lips wide apart, then lowered herself over his face, engulfing it in her lush, oozing tissues and pressing down on him remorselessly with her smothering bulk, cutting off any hope of breathing.

Like all the slaves, Eric had lain beneath more than his share or large, lovely ladies, using his tongue to please them as they rode his face and had acquired the ability to hold his breath for surprising lengths of time. This gave Bella no end of delight as she rode him, grinding and gyrating her broad hips, coming repeatedly. At length Eric’s breath did inevitably give out just as Bella lapsed into languid afterglow upon him. Panic set in as slave Eric felt the final blackness coming over him and he kicked wildly; his legs having been left loose to provide this final amusing finale to the face sit. Bella was consumed with sadistic glee.

Slave Eric’s thrashing weakened and then ceased as he passed into the unconsciousness preceding his demise, but Sophia was attentive and signaled to Rachel and Leah to assist her. They firmly, but courteously hoisted Bella off of his face while Sophia gave him his reward, a quick stroking of his cock before he passed into oblivion, triggering a heavy ejaculation. He lay senseless until Sophia administered smelling salts and he snapped awake, casting terrified eyes about, sobbing in relief at having been delivered from the jaws of death. His panicked contortions had gotten the attention of all and the mistresses nearly expired in their mirth. His cum was pooled to overflowing in his navel and Sophia scooped it up with her fingers. Rachel gave his balls a whack with a cane and when he opened his mouth to yelp Sophia fed him his load.

The orgy of torture continued, each mistress enjoying the infliction of the varied cruelties upon the slaves. To finish things off the women enthroned themselves upon the chairs three by three and enjoyed the well-trained tongues, the slaves being motivated to supreme efforts by the threat of further torments.

All the mistresses were wobbly in the legs in their orgasmic satisfaction and six of them mounted the backs of groveling slaves for a ride back to the living room. Four slaves returned to the chamber to shuttle the remaining mistresses. All collapsed onto chairs and sofas. The reminisced among themselves about the joys and delights they had experienced, breaking out often in bawdy laughter.

The evening had been a rousing success and Sophia was well pleased. Her invitations to return the next Saturday night to enjoy a rare and special delight were accepted with gushing eagerness.

When the mistresses arrived the next Saturday night they found nine gift wrapped boxes lying on the coffee table, which had been set off to one side. A broad rubber mat covered the fine Persian rug. The slaves knelt in line off to the side, awaiting whatever lay in store for them.

Sophia invited each to open her gift, a leering grin of anticipation on her face. Wrapping paper flew as the packages were torn open, revealing the finely crafted walnut boxes with bright brass hinges and clasps. Eyes grew wide when the boxes were opened. Hands trembled as each mistresses withdrew the big schwanz contained within. All eyes turned to Sophia at first, then to the kneeling slaves and back to Sophia as the implications dawned on them. Sophia could only laugh.

“Yes ladies, each of you now has a cock to call her own; a frau-schwanz being our name for them. All slaves go through a rigorous and arduous training regimen intended to break their wills and reduce them to a state of utter submission. But whippings and canings and the methods and implements of torture you were acquainted with last Saturday night can only get a slave so far toward that end. It is the mind altering, transformative experience of being sodomized by the schwanz that completes the metamorphosis, purging the slave of every vestige of his ‘manhood’ delusion. The hard deflowering thrust of the schwanz into a tight virgin slave, of course, gives a tearing, stretching agony that continues as the mistress ruts upon him. But as his man-pussy loosens and the schwanz grinds upon his prostate there is a transition to burning pleasure, culminating in an orgasm of  such intensity it addicts the slave to the schwanz for life.”

Sophia pointed to the line of kneeling slaves, whose cocks were at fullest erection, bobbing and dribbling precum as they whimpered softly in obvious anticipation of the schwanz. Sophia continued.

“As you can see, these slaves can barely contain their longing for the schwanz. You will find putting the schwanz to them to be a rare and special pleasure this evening. But that will pale before the delight you will experience from deflowering a virgin, should you choose to take up our cause.”

The eyes of the mistresses were riveted upon Sophia as she went on.

“The cause’ to which I refer is one dedicated to the subjugation and enslavement of the male. The dreadful war that has just recently ended has persuaded a group of like minded women that the rule of the male must end if there is to be lasting peace upon the planet. Our efforts are just in their infancy but strong progress is already being made. I hope the pleasures you have known thus far and the pleasures you will experience this evening will serve to persuade you to join us.”

Heads nodded in unison.

“I encourage you to identify a male of your choosing to be deflowered and enslaved by you. We will see to it that he is duly abducted and transported to our stronghold on a lovely island far to the south. You are invited to accompany us there just a few days hence to be introduced to the delights to be had in a place where Woman reigns supreme. But without further ado let us begin! The slaves will now do their duty and install your schwanz upon you! Please stand with your legs just a bit apart.”

The slaves all but fell over themselves in the eagerness to install the schwanz upon the nine mistresses. Sopia, Rachel, Leah and Victoria had theirs installed as well. Soon they all stood with big mock members jutting, vaginal bulbs embedded deep. Each took a turn standing before the mirror, taking in the sight of herself. The slaves knelt in line again and the mistresses flaunted their 2 X 10 schwanz in their faces, giddy with gleeful anticipation. Sophia barked a command.

“Slaves!

Each slave was quick to take the nearest schwanz into his mouth and down his throat, to the delighted astonishment of the mistresses. Six mistresses enjoyed the mock fellatio and were rocked by knee buckling orgasms while the remaining three waited, impatiently stroking their schwanz. Slaves Jason, Stuart and Charles were quick to take the remaining schwanz down the throat as soon as they had finished.

Sophia barked another command: “Slaves! To the position!”

In a twinkling the slaves assumed the posture side by side on the mat, on their knees, foreheads on the floor, hands reaching back to part their cheeks, offering their holes. Six mistresses stood shoulder to shoulder while Rachel and Leah applied just a stingy dollop of lube upon each big glans. The mistresses dropped to their knees behind the slaves and pressed glans to hole. Slaves whimpered  softly, anticipating the longed for schwanz. Sophia cackled lewdly and gave instructions.

“Dig those nails in and give it to them hard ladies! No mercy! They are not tender virgins but much used schwanz whores! On my count of three!”

Slaves flinched as sharp nails dug deep for purchase. Sophia called out.

“One! Two! Three!”

Six shapely behinds rammed forward in unison. Six slaves cried out from the tearing stretching pain of the rude intrusion from the scarcely lubed members. But being already schwanz addicted sodomites there was yet an undertone of pleasure in their cries and snivels. Hips rolled as the schwanz were driven deeper and deeper until bushes tickled behinds. The grinding of the internal protuberances drove the mistresses to frenzied rutting. Soon all six slaves were rocking back and forth in rhythm with that rutting, propelling themselves to the emasculating orgasms they craved. Almost as one they gave out the deep, quavering moans of consummate pleasure, triggering the mistresses and there was sweet harmony in the vocalizations of triumphant ecstasy and craven surrender.

Slaves toppled forward to lie belly down, sobbing softly in their withering humiliation. Sophia signaled the mistresses to stand and they waited as she explained.

“The orgasm induced by the schwanz is so consuming as to reduce the slave to a state of utter emasculated humiliation. He must face up to the pathetic creature he has become, knowing full well he will soon be longing for the schwanz again. Just be patient for a few minutes ladies.

One by one the slaves rose to their hands and knees, still sniveling and proceeded to clean up the creamy messes they had made upon the mat. Unbidden, they licked and slurped up each other’s cum instead of their own. Then they rose to their knees to take the big schwanz into their mouths to suck them clean, again being sure to suck a schwanz that had been up another slave’s ass.

The mistresses could only whoop and cheer. Three mistresses had been patiently waiting their turns and Sophia made it worth the wait. She ordered the six slaves to take the 69 position, cocks in each other’s mouths. The mistresses knelt behind the slaves on top and Sophia, Rachel and Leah took the other position, hoisting the legs of the bottom slaves up, raising their asses to the proper height to be penetrated.

Sophia raised her hand high and the mistresses took their cue when she lowered it, driving their schwanz in deep. Slaves mewled and whimpered as they were ravaged and again there was sweet harmony as the mistresses came hard amidst the slaves’ moans of consuming and unmanning pleasure as ejaculations filled their mouths and they gulped the loads down.

But the evening was yet young and what followed was a schwanz gang bang free for all. Slaves were spit roasted, schwanz plunging down throats and up asses. Slaves took the top position and rode the schwanz like practiced whores. Cum spurted and splattered everywhere until every slave was fucked dry. Cleanup was prolonged, the slaves groveling about on the mat, licking and slurping up every creamy puddle, mistresses guiding them to every drop, giving sharp kicks to the balls for every spot they missed. When every schwanz had been sucked clean the utterly spent slaves were heaped into a whimpering pile of emasculated wreckage and the mistresses flopped into chairs and onto sofas pleasantly exhausted, orgasmically sated.

Too languid to go home at such a late hour the mistresses were invited to spend the night and the slaves ran a shuttle back and forth to the bedrooms bearing mistresses on their backs. They paired up in the big beds with a slave under the covers to perform the matinal duties come the morn. This left Sophia alone for the night but she endured, happy to make the sacrifice for the furtherance of the cause.

If there were any doubts in the minds of any mistresses about enlisting in the cause they were dispelled by the waking plesures, the toilet servitude and the pampering baths before breakfast.

The mistresses enjoyed the slaves casually during the day. Rachel got on the short wave radio to summon the U boat. It would take a few days to arrive and the slaves were not spared in the interim. There was minimal packing to do, the new mistresses being informed that nudity was the norm on the island, but clothing could be provided at need.

The rafted out to the U boat when it arrived and piled aboard. The vessel vanished beneath the waves. Quarters were close aboard the sub but the slaves saw to it that the voyage was a pleasant one.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The welcome was warm when the new mistresses debarked onto the quay in the early morning. A sumptuous brunch was laid out. Eyes grew wide at the sight of the eunuch slaves serving as waiters and busboys and dishwashers, as well as groundskeepers and gardeners.

A tour of the facilities was provided. The newcomers were agog at the elegance of the main lodge; the multiple pleasure chambers and the bamboo slave pens out back. And the couldn’t help giggling and pointing at the limp and useless dicks of the eunuchs dangling over the scars where their balls had been.

A sumptuous evening meal was served on the breezy terrace overlooking the white sand beach and the shimmering turquoise lagoon. Then it was time to gather in the main hall for the gang rape of the ten Nazi fugitives.

Three rows of bleachers providing seating for four score had been set up in a circle so all mistresses could have a good view of the proceedings. In the center stood a leather upholstered horse, studded with short spikes for the discomfort of the slave. On a rod extending upward from the floor behind the horse was a device resembling a rat trap, consisting of two steel plates joined by strong springs that could be set to slam shut with a tug upon a lanyard. The slave’s balls would be placed between the plates and the lanyard would be pulled upon the slave’s coming, which would inevitably occur in the course of the rape, slamming together, cruelly ruining his orgasm.

First the mistresses filed into the arena and filled the seats with their new guests being seated in the front row. They would have the honor of deflowering the slaves. Then the slaves were led in line into the chamber, shuffling along in leg irons, hands cuffed behind them. They were made to kneel while Helga, serving as mistress of ceremonies addressed the audience.

“Welcome ladies! And I offer an especially warm welcome to our new sisters who will be accorded the honor of being first to put the schwanz to the loathsome wretches who kneel before you. Justice will indeed be served this evening. Although these swine are richly deserving of immediate castration following the gang rape we have decided that would be too merciful a fate for them. Instead they will be assigned a special punitive status, never again to know the pleasure of orgasm, always having orgasm ruined in any cruel and unusual manner a mistress might devise. They will keep their despicable balls but will surely wish we had cut them off and will likely beg for that mercy. Now, without further ado let the rapes commence!”

Victoria was given the honor of being first as her reward for recruiting the new mistresses. Young slave keepers helped her don the 2 X 10 schwanz with the flared glans that would ensure fitting and just pain upon being rammed home.

And it was none other than Rolf who was first in line to be cruelly deflowered. Two slave keepers seized him, bent on carrying him to the horse but his panicked writhing, being a large strong male, was so intense it took two more keepers to lay hold of him arm and leg and belly him over the studded furnishing. His arms and legs were strapped down and his balls set between the jaws of the trap.

Victoria stepped close to him holding her schwanz in hand, looking down at the juxtaposition of the fearsome mock member and his tight virgin orifice. She turned to look around at the audience with a leering grin on her face. Cackling laughter and exhortations to put it to him hard came from the assemblage.

Another of the new mistresses, blond, blue-eyed, voluptuous Marcia had a schwanz installed as well and stood before Rolf, flaunting it in his face. Erica applied a meager dollop of lube to Victoria’s glans and took hold of the lanyard, standing by. Victoria flexed her fingers and dug her sharp nails deep into his behind until blood trickled. After the long evening spent sodomizing the slaves some days ago she was now an experienced and confident mistress of the schwanz. She gathered herself for a ruthless deflowering thrust. Looking down she saw his hole clench in foolish resistance and chuckled lewdly as she pressed the glans against it. With all her might she  drove forward as he howled in torment from the stretching intrusion. The rim of the glans just passed his sphincter and the shaft was drawn in to a fourth of its length.

Victoria’s second thrust made him open his mouth to howl again and Marcia was quick to shove her schwanz into his mouth. As Victoria rolled her hips to sink the schwanz deeper Marcia forced her glans against his gullet, working it down his throat. Soon his nose was buried in her golden bush while Victoria’s raven thicket tickled his behind.

Then shapely hips rolled and gyrated as he was spit roasted without mercy. Schwanz plunged deep and were pulled back full length to be rammed in again as he sobbed and sniveled. The internal protuberances of the schwanz rubbed just so upon the lady parts, spurring the mistresses into a rutting frenzy.

Inevitably, the relentless grinding upon his prostate caused a morphing of pain to pleasure and the welling up of ejaculation. Soon his vocalizations became those of growing delight and his hips moved in rhythm with the rutting. Long denied orgasm his need for relief was urgent. Erica’s ears were well attuned and upon his high pitched sigh of anticipated release she gave the lanyard a tug. The cruel plates slammed shut upon his orbs in the midst of the first pleasurable contraction that ejected his first spurt. His cream of agonized disappointment drew cheers and jeers from the audience and every successive spurt brought only a wave of misery and blubbering sobs. And Victoria and Marcia’s triumphal and ecstatic shrieks made a fine counterpoint.

But his ordeal was far from over as the gang rape commenced. The trap on his balls was reset; Marcia went behind him to further ravage his ass while hefty Bella stepped up to take him down the gullet. Two more cruel ruinations later he was emptied of cum and released from the horse, tossed aside while another slave was seized and bound to the horse.

A jubilant cacophony filled the chamber as each of the loathed ones was ravaged and traumatized in his turn, then tossed onto the growing heap of moaning, whimpering unmanned wreckage. In the end mistresses surrounded them, flaunting the jutting schwanz, giving them kicks and heel jabs, cursing and spitting. Finally Helga called a halt and barked a command.

“Keepers! Get these swine out of our sight!”

They were dragged and kicked to hands and knees and groveled in line, getting cane whacks to the behind and kicks to their tormented balls to urge them along to the slave pens out back. As a final touch of cruelty the keepers staked them down on their backs and covered them with palm fronds, but left their tormented organs exposed for the mosquitos that infested the tropical night to feast upon.

CHAPTER EIGHT

The high commanders invited the newly recruited mistresses to a dinner party the following evening. They were seated at a long table with slaves down below, tongues giving tender and adoring caresses to lady parts. At first the bawdy and celebratory conversation was interspersed with gasps and cries of orgasmic pleasure. Things settled down after each mistress had orgasmed a couple of times and talk turned to the future. Helga addressed the assemblage of newcomers.

“Ladies, words cannot express how pleased we are to make your acquaintance. You represent the dawning of a new day. I hope what you have experienced this far has imbued you with zeal for the cause. The road before us will be long and patience and determination will be needed. I invite you to enjoy life here in our stronghold for a time. But then I implore you to return home for the purpose of acquiring additional slaves by any means by way of your womanly wiles and the dominant will you have surely acquired through the pleasures of male subjugation and enslavement.”

Victoria spoke.

“Helga, members of the command, I am confident that I speak for all of us when I accept your challenge. Our ardor for the furtherance of the cause knows no limit. Each of us surely has a male she would like to target for enslavement. Speaking for myself, there is a fetching young busboy named Juan. He is an innocent and sensitive thing, likely a virgin and I doubt he is guilty of any offenses against our gender except for merely being male. I have no doubt he will be a sweet and adorable pet and plaything. My pussy tingles at the very thought of him. Would any of the others like to identify likely prospects?”

Bella was quick to chime in.

“There is a sleazy used car salesman named Rich. He fat shames me in public. I am hell bent on having him strapped to the bench so I can sit him to within an inch of his miserable life!”

Helga chuckled.

“Not to worry Bella! Before to leave we will instruct you in the ways to make him beg you to plop your big pussy down on his face!”

Cleo had her eye on a prospect as well.

“There is an insufferable jerk named Brad who fancies himself to be quite the lady’s man. I fell for his blandishments once. He proved to have a cock of adequate size but was also revealed to be a premature ejaculator. He blew his load all over my face before he even stuck it in me and then he wilted and fled. I want to make him pay for sullying me. I want to use that cock for my pleasure and ruin it for him every time he comes!”

Gunta reassured her.

“Never fear Cleo. We can teach you how to get maximal pleasure from that cock. As to whether he comes with or without pleasure it is up to you. Of course, we recommend most orgasms be ruined. But it’s wise to let him rarely enjoy coming to keep him in a state of false hope that will make him more prone to giving in to his urge so you can ruin things for him 99 percent of the time. As for premature ejaculation, most males are good for a second or third time during which the last much longer. But when running free, rather than being tied down, a male will most likely come once and run.”

Marcia spoke next with lust for vengeance seething in her voice.

“A scumbag named Greg slipped something in my drink when he bought it for me in a bar one night. I can’t remember a thing except waking up with his slime filling my vagina. I won’t rest until I have him at my mercy!”

Mariko got up from her chair to embrace her and offer comforting words.

“I will personally instruct you as to how to wring maximal agony from the scumbag Marcia. Then, when you do have him at your mercy and are skilled at torture we will all gather to watch while you have your way with him. For the finale you can put an upsized schwanz to his tight virgin hole and strip him of every vestige of his ‘manhood’ delusion.”

The remaining new mistresses each had their own targets for seduction or abduction as the case might be. For a month they remained on the island, mastering the arts and skills necessary to seduce, abduct and later inflict suitable torment and degradation as deemed appropriate. They also agreed to recruit others to the cause. This time ten slaves would be sent along with them to assist in the process.

CHAPTER NINE

The capture of nazi fugitives was to continue as well. Erica, Sonya and Greta led another abduction team of six that sallied forth to Argentina again. There was no shortage of swine to be had and they focused on the worst of the worst.

Detlef Richter who had terrorized the women of France was found and targeted first. They surveilled his rural house to track his comings and goings in order to find a vulnerability and lay their trap. A widower, he had a young son named Egon, just 19, a fine young Nordic specimen who caught Greta’s eye and made her pussy warm and tingling. She asked Ericsa’s permission to make him her personal project and it was granted. He followed his domineering father around as if joined at his hip. Her first challenge was to get him alone.

She spied on the house from the woods surrounding it and found that Egon took a morning walk every day down a well beaten trail that led deep among the tall trees. She followed him on silent bare feet until she found the perfect spot to waylay him the next morning. Another trail, much less traveled by, branched off of the main trail in the most secluded area of the woods.

Before dawn she slipped out into the woods, clad in a forest green hooded robe tied at the waist with nothing underneath. It was summer and the day was to be hot and sultry. She lurked among the greenery, nearly invisible, waiting for him to walk by. Just as he passed the juncture she gave out a whistle.. He stopped in his tracks and turned to look down the trail, whereupon she opened her robe to give him a good look and then fled.

Egon was virginal and sexually repressed. His father forbade contact with the opposite sex until a suitable Aryan mate could be found, whereupon a marriage would be arranged. And Richter was quite selective.

The sight of Greta’s resplendent nudity brought all his pent up urges to the surface. After standing dumbstruck for a minute or two he sprinted after her deep among the trees. After nearly a kilometer he saw her robe lying beside the trail at the base of a big, spreading oak. He strode past the tree and whirled around when he heard “pssst” behind him.

There she was, leaning against the tree trunk, jaybird naked, exhibiting herself lewd as women can. His heart pounded, his breath came in pants, his armpits broke out in sweat from the humid heat. And he felt himself stiffen in his trousers. But his repression held him in check and he stood planted. He heard her voice, sultry as the air.

“Do you like what you see Egon?”

He could only stammer “YYesss!” Then: “How…do you know my name?”

“I’ve had my eye on you for some time sweetie. I know much more than your name. I daresay I might know you better than you know yourself! Now, do you think this is fair?’

“Is…is what fair?”

“Is it fair Egon for me to be standing here stark naked while you still are dressed? The day grows warmer by the minute and sweat runs down your face.”

Still he stood hesitant, face crimson.

Then she took a tone of command, one she had practiced long under the tutelage of her superiors and used to bring other males to their knees in submission.

“Enough hinting and beating around the bush Egon! I want you naked now! Strip! Every stitch! Obey and you will have the pleasure I know you have yearned for. Decline and we will never see each other again!”

He felt as if another will had taken hold of his hands. He kicked off the riding boots he wore, shed his shirt and undershirt, dropped his pants to around his ankles, kicked them aside and stooped to slip off his socks. When down to his drawers he stood hesitant again until his stiffened organ poked out through the fly. And it was of a size that would later entitle him. His blush reddened further upon her gales of mirth.

“Egon! You can’t hide it can you? I can see how much you like me! Now, when I said naked I meant naked! Shed those silly drawers and come here!”

With a sigh of resignation he pushed the drawers down and kicked them onto the pile of his other garments. He took as step forward until her voice halted him.

“You will crawl to me Egon!”

Again that tone mastered him and his knees seemed to buckle. He groveled toward her over the leaves and moss with head bowed. When he came within sight of her feet he rose to his knees but she reached out to grab his hair and restrain him, his face inches from her luxuriant golden thicket. Her feral fragrance hung in the humid air, wafting over his nostrils. He found himself leaning forward, tongue extended as if drawn by her animal magnetism. But she held him back as she continued speaking in husky, lustful tone.

“Are you a virgin Egon?”

“Yes!”

“How can that be? You are quite a handsome devil. I would theink the girls would tumble for you at will!”

“My father! He is very strict and is saving me for a proper Aryan mate.”

“I am as “Aryan” as can be Egon! Would you like to “mate” with me?”

“Oh yes! But my father…”

“Your father what? How long are you going to let that prudish old stickler run your life? Right before your eyes is an Aryan pussy to die for and it can be yours for the asking!”

He sighed in resigned abdication.

“May I please…have your pussy?”

“It depend on what you mean by ‘have’ Egon. One day, if you prove worthy, that big, lovely thing of yours might be privileged to enter me. But for now you must settle for tasting me!”

His father had lectured him thoroughly on the mechanics of sex, which included severe denunciation of cunnilingus as perverse and disgusting. Now his mind reeled in dissonance and he hung back in her grip.

Randy herself and impatient, she tugged him forward and pressed his face deep in her thicket, feeling him weaken.

Egon’s senses were flooded by her aromatic eroticism, so much stronger now as her bush tickled his cheeks. And when she forced his head back and down so she could roll her hips and rub her oozing lush tissues over his face his will departed him entirely. A hunger for the richness she exuded overcame him and he cupped his tongue to scoop upward, filling his mouth, swallowing deeply, then going in for more.

Greta found her thrill upon feeling his surrender to be unique even in her jaded experience of the erotic. Such a sweet unsullied creature, virgin in both ways, those virginities hers to be taken sometime down the road. His attentions consisted of mostly aimless lapping at her parts but his naïve passion more than made up for any lack of training. The consuming orgasm that rocked her was further unique, satisfying in a whole new way yet somehow discomfiting.

Egon’s heart nearly burst in worshipful joy when she passed into the throes of her ecstasy and flooded his mouth with a salty gush that left him with a burning thirst from more in the very moment. With a deep and satisfied sigh she pushed him away and leaned back against the tree, trembling, silent.

Greta found her mind reeling for a long moment from this new thing under her sun. All slaves who had pleasured her thus far had done so out of terror of the whip and cane or other torments. The pleasures had always been exquisite but nothing had prepared her for being brought to her ecstasy by one overcome with adoring passion upon the first taste of her. She felt a welling up of tenderness that scared her. She questioned whether she could ever subject him to the usual cruelties and degradations. But she took a deep breath to steel herself and put him in his place, damning his efforts with faint praise.

“That was very nice Egon. But if you are really to please me diligent practice will be necessary. I know of your routine, your morning constitutional. You will meet me here tomorrow, and every day for that matter so we can hone and refine your skills. Now, your efforts did suffice to earn you a reward. Have you ever used your hand upon yourself Egon?”

His blush returned, more crimson than ever

“My father has condemned the practice as sick and unmanly…but…well, I do look at the girls down by the lake in their swimsuits and sometimes friends show me pictures. Then I start to ache…down there, so badly. During the night I sometimes awake feeling pleasure and my sheets are soiled by my goo. And sometimes my hand is upon my thing when I awake like that and I know I have been stroking myself. And my ache goes away. But after the pleasure I feel such guilt and shame!”

“Do you ache now Egon?”

“Yes! Worse than ever!”

“Well, we can’t have that now can we Egon, after you have been such sweet lover and given me such pleasure?”

Her robe lay within her reach and she leaned down to grab it and spread it on the ground and up the trunk of the tree. She sat in comfort, leaning on the bole with legs apart and beckoned him with crooked finger to come closer until the tip of his member jutted just above her pussy.

“Egon, you may stroke yourself now to have the pleasure you have earned and to relieve that nasty ache. Don’t be bashful or ashamed. You are just a healthy young man with normal urges. But when your goo comes out you must spurt it down there where you tasted me. Then you must go down to lick it up and swallow if before giving me pleasure one more time.

Her invitation needed no repetition. His hand was upon his organ, pointing downward as he ran it back and forth along his length. He soon felt the welling up in his balls and his member stiffened further in his hand. When his balls contracted as the first spurt was ejected he gave out a sobbing sigh of blessed relief, followed by soft whimpers with each successive expulsion. He looked down and saw her cunt looking as if covered with rich baker’s glaze. But his release wilted him and he fell forward into her arms. She held him close to her breast as kind words poured out of her mouth unbidden.

“Oh Egon! That must have felt so good you poor, dear thing. Now go down there like a good boy and clean me up!”

He hastened to obey, lying belly down, at first lapping tentatively at the creamy puddle, then tasting her exudates mingling with the taste of his cream and hunger rekindled. He slurped, licked and sucked her spotless, then turned again the her pleasure, thirsting for another salty gush. Her lust had been eased by her first climax and she was in need of her own rekindling. She took the time to guide and instruct him as to how best to please her, directing him to her clit when the time came to finish her. It was never too soon to begin the rigorous training he would need in order to become her proper slave. And her slave he would be, though she sensed his enslavement would be far different than that of the Nazi schweinehunds.

Visions of their future together enhanced her arousal and she shuddered through another exquisite orgasm, her cry echoing in the forest. Egon got another copious gush of her salty elixir and knew the onset of his addiction.

Greta gave him a stern warning against using his hand during the night, hinting at severe punishment, but also telling him how hurt and disappointed she would be if he took pleasure while she was not there to share the moment with him. They went their separate ways.

Egon made his way back home. Luckily his father was out for the day and he was able to compose himself and launder his clothing. When Richter returned for the evening Egon was at pains to conceal the erection that would not subside. It was aggravated by her scent lingering on his face, flooding his nostrils with every breath. Sleep eluded him. The night was aching torment, his balls throbbing, but he was already deep in her thrall and it was not fear of punishment that steeled his resolve but his reluctance to hurt and disappoint her.

Greta returned home to seek the counsel of Erica, her mentor and confidant. Her only relationship to males until then had been one of punitive cruelty inflicted upon much deserving and loathsome schweinehunds. It had given her great pleasure, but now she had known moments of pleasure far different and she found herself craving more. And there was a troubling feeling of weakness from her growing affection for the tender, sensitive young virgin who had come into her life. Erica had shared her own sweet slave Roger with her more than a few times and his passionate and adoring attentions so reminded her of Egon’s. She divulged every detail of her encounter with Egon and her feelings of confusion to Erica, who was at once stern and empathetic.

“I had the same feelings and quandary with my dear Roger Greta. He was so unlike the others, truly innocent of any wrongdoing against our gender. I just couldn’t bring myself to make him suffer under the whip and cane and the other instruments of torment. But Gunta helped me get my head straight and reminded me that he was first, last and always merely a male who was properly subject to the whip and all the rest pro forma. The next morning I resolved to introduce him to the pain that was his destiny as a male, though I felt strong inhibitions. But when I went to his cell that morning and opened it all inhibitions were erased because he lay in a bed sullied by his white pig slime. He confessed that he had so immersed himself in dreams of me that his ejaculation had been spontaneous. I must myself confess to being flattered but when he tried to deflect blame by saying it was unintentional my better nature took hold and I informed him in my righteous rage that coming without permission was verboten and there were no excuses. After that I took great pleasure in meting out proper punishment and when he went down to serve me in order to prove his contrition and penitence a whole new dimension was added to my pleasure and our relationship was put on the proper footing.”

Greta still confessed to her reluctance to be cruel. Erica pressed the issue, emphasizing the mistake Greta had made by letting him come long before he had truly earned the privilege.

“From now on Greta, you must demand that he show iron self-control and must be denied release until you deflower him. And when he is abducted along with the others and brought to the island he must be punished for the premature pleasure he has known, despite your permission. You may feel the same reluctance I did, but I’ll make a strong wager he will weaken in the meantime anyway and spurt off with or without the use of his hand. After that your righteous wrath will fall upon him without inhibition.”

Greta lay awake long that night, anticipating and planning the next morning’s tryst with Egon. Sleep long eluded her in her excited anticipation. She meant for him to show deeper submission and willingness to please her. And she would begin his instruction in the enhancement and refinements of oral pleasuring. Satisfied with her plan she drifted off, only to wake up late.

She made haste to the place of their rendezvous wondering if he would wait for her. And in that haste she was cursory about wiping her behind after using the commode. She was much pleased and encouraged when she found him kneeling naked by the bole of the big tree, his fine organ jutting, hands at his sides, showing his self-control.

She wore the same robe and slipped between him and the tree, shedding it as she sat down upon it, delighted at how he was clearly transfixed by the sight of her nudity, his cock bobbing and twitching, glistening precum dribbling. She looked upon it with an approving smile.

“Good morning Egon. I can tell you have been a good boy and maintained self-control through last night. But, if you ever weaken and ejaculate rest assured your guilt and shame will be written all over you when you present yourself to me and your penis will not rise to fullest erection as it does now. There will be appropriate punishment and if you lie and protest your innocence that punishment will be all the more severe. Do you understand Egon?’

“Yes!”

“Just one thing Egon. You must henceforth address me as mistress!”

“Yes mistress!”

“Better! Now, you gave me great pleasure yesterday and were rewarded by being allowed to come. That was just a sampling of the pleasure you might be permitted in the future, but from now on you will be denied that pleasure and be expected to maintain self-control for very long time. Do your balls ache Egon?”

“Yes mistress! So badly!”

“Do you love me Egon?”

At first he bowed his head, realizing there could be only one answer despite having just met her so recently. He raised his head and looked into her eyes, his own eyes rapt at the sight of her.

“Yes mistress! I love you!”

“That makes me very happy Egon, but due to some issues in my life I have become an untrusting person. Your words alone will not suffice. I will require actions, not words if you are to prove your love. Now you will give me pleasure as you did yesterday, but then we will move on to an act that will serve as proof of your love, at least for today. Now come here!”

He knee walked within her reach and she grabbed his hair, tugging him down to press his face into her pussy. She was at hair trigger, having spent the entire time between their first tryst and this one unable to think of much else other than again feeling his sweet tongue upon her lady parts. Though yet untutored, the passion of his attentions more than made up for things and orgasm rocked her within the minute. She wrapped her strong thighs around his head and savored for a while. When able to compose herself she got right down to business. She pushed him back and away.

“That was wonderful again Egon, at least to get things started today. But now it’s time for that proof of love!”

She grabbed his hair and pulled him close while raising her knees and lifting her behind, holding his eyes just above her lower orifice.

“If you truly love me Egon you must lick me there! It will feel so good and give me the reassurance I need!”

“But…but…mistress…isn’t it unclean? It is unclean! I can see it!”

“Yes Egon! It is soiled. And if you really loved me you would not want my anus to be in such a state. You would want it to be spotless. Even now it is uncomfortable and starting to get itchy. I need you sweet tongue to soothe and cleanse me. If you love me and care you will lick me! If you refuse I will know your words of love are false and you must go home and we will never see each other again!”

He sobbed in resignation, knowing nothing could be worse than losing her. With tentative tongue he reached out to lap at her soiled vortex. Expecting to find it foul instead he found his first taste sweet and lapped again, then again, with a growing hunger. His mind reeled at the conundrum. Could it be that the taste was sweet because it came from her, the newfound object of his adoration. He licked again and then again with intent to clean her, not minding the flakes and granules that dislodged from her crevices and entered his mouth. He leaned closer to encircle her orifice and suck as he licked and his heart leapt when she sighed in growing pleasure. Soon her orifice was indeed spotless, every speck swabbed away and swallowed. He heard her exhortations through her gritted teeth.

“Don’t stop Egon! It feels so good!”

Encouraged he put forth redoubled effort, seeking to probe deep within her, wriggling his tongue hard. But soon a fatigue set in and his efforts flagged.

A thin, arm-long stick lay by chance on the forest floor near her and she picked it up, giving him stern whacks across his behind to spur him on.

“I said don’t stop Egon! Do you love me or not?”

The only thing worse than the pain of the stick was his guilt at having failed her. Fighting his tongue fatigue with all the fortitude he could muster he put his tongue all the harder to its loving duty. 

Greta’s arousal reached its proper pitch and she tossed aside the stick and grabbed his hair with both hands to pull him up to her apex. He enfolded her there with his lips, feeling the turgid berry beneath his tongue, sensing it to be the epicenter of her pleasure. He sucked while licking until she gave out a high pitched cry that echoed among the big trees and he was rewarded by her salty gush flooding his mouth. He gulped it down as she relaxed with a deep sigh of satisfaction. Overcome with worshipful joy at giving her such delight he showered tender kisses upon her mount and inner thighs.

Greta reached down to pull him up by the hair so they were face to face.

“That was lovely Egon! You fought your tongue fatigue with such fortitude and, most importantly, you made me feel your love. Your actions spoke much louder than any words could. Now, we still have some time today to work on that tongue fatigue. Your tongue must become tireless for me, able to continue pleasing me without respite for however long I wish. Only rigorous practice can get you to that point. Now I would like you to lie on your back and we will proceed with your training.”

She made him lay her robe out flat upon the ground and he flopped supine. She mounted his head facing his feet and pressed her anus to his lips. She gave out a soft moan of pleasure when she felt his tongue begin its duty. His efforts were sincere and selfless and she enjoyed for a couple of minutes before the fatigue set in again. The stick was ready at hand and a sharp whack to his aching balls got her message across. His efforts redoubled and she lapsed again briefly into the sweet rapture only good rimming could induce. But then there was the inevitable lapse and the stick fell again upon his balls.

The stick had to be employed frequently and without mercy to keep her in her desired state. He endured and endeavored with that same fortitude until her clit cried out for his attentions and she shifted to put it within reach of his tongue.

Egon sobbed and sniveled in sweet respite from the cruel tattoo of the stick upon his balls and sought again the turgid berry at her apex, thirsting for another salty gush. He enfolded her apex with soft loving lips, again sucking as he licked, having learned well under her tutelage. She bucked and convulsed upon his face and gave out a ferocious and ecstatic wail, her gush more copious than the previous. He imbibed it with the thirst of addictive craving and knew he would be forever hooked, unable to live without it.

She remained seated upon him for another of rimming and yet another orgasm before sending him on his way.

She returned to the house and recounted the day’s events to Erica who informed her she had better prepare him for what lay ahead. Richter, his father was the last of the targeted fugitives still at large. He was a wary one. Though seemingly safe in his postwar refuge he took pains to remain secure. But his movements and habits had been tracked and his abduction was to be carried out a week hence. Egon would be taken aboard the sub as well, unbeknown to his father, to begin his new life as Greta’s slave.

Lust was the chink in Richter’s armor, particularly the lust for rape with a special fondness for the rape of the dusky Jewess. One such named Elsa had come along on the mission, a petite, raven haired, seemingly sweet and vulnerable young thing, the perfect bait for Richter. But her appearance was deceiving. She had been rigorously trained in the use of judo and karate by commander Mariko and it was her mission to take down Richter single handed in a manner most humiliating to the likes of him.

He frequented a small and out of the way bar, retiring there evenings for a solitary drink or two before going home. He was one of few patrons that particular evening when Elsa entered the place, all but flaunting her Jewishness, wearing a short, barely decent leather jacket, stiletto knee boots and a large star of David pendant.

He sat alone around the corner of the bar in the most secluded spot near the back door. Elsa sidled up to him there in a vampish manner. The very sight of her brought his lust and bigotry to a boil as his eyes fell upon her pendant. He grabbed her wrist but she was quick to break his hold using her skills and she slipped out the back door and ran. All caution abandoned, he followed her into the night down a dark alley.

The moon was full and it light served to make her visible enough as she halted in her flight and turned to face him some fifty meters away.  He caught sight of her and she opened her jacket, revealing the nudity beneath. She flaunted her raven pussy and jiggled her tits, cackled lewdly, then fled into the night around a corner. With a roar of lustful rage he followed at a sprint.

He rounded the corner and ran on, though he had lost sight of her. As he passed a gap between two garages he was tripped up and went sprawling. He struggled to his feet and turned to find her now naked except for her boots, crouched in a combative pose. He charged, roaring again, and found himself flipping head over heels and crashing to the ground from her artful judo move.

It only enraged him further and he picked himself up and attacked again with the same result. After rising again he confronted her with greater caution, fists raised at the ready. He swung but she ducked and gave him a sharp blow to the ribs that made him yelp. Several times more she ducked his haymaker punches just to frustrate and enrage him further.

Then a vicious kick to the groin and another whirling kick to the head when he doubled over put him on the ground face up. She ripped his fly open as he lay half conscious and dug the sharpened fingernails of one hand into his scrotum tearing the skin, making him flinch as she issued her threat.

“Move Herr Richter and I’ll rip it open so your balls pop out! Now you will get your first of many tastes to Jewess pussy! You will lick me properly if you want to keep your precious nuts!”

She plopped herself down on his face, digging the nails of her other hand into his sack as well. Being at his core a bully and coward he was craven in his submission, mumbling pleas for her to spare his balls as he licked.

Erica and Sonya emerged from ambush and stood by to quell any possible resistance from him. They waited patiently until she enjoyed her triumphant orgasm. Then they produced knives and proceeded to cut and rip away his clothing, bind him hand and foot and gag him. They carried him to the car that was parked a short distance away and dumped him in the trunk, the floor of which was embedded with steel studs for his discomfort on the bumpy ride back to the house.

During that last week Greta schooled Egon in some of the enhancements and refinements of oral pleasuring. On the last morning she informed him they would be leaving that very day.

“Egon, today you will come with me and we will travel to a beautiful place where our love can come it its fullest fruition. It will be heavenly. And your father will join us on that journey, though life for him will be more hellish than heavenly. I’m sorry to say he is a bad man and must atone for his loathsome behavior. You may leave your clothing behind. You will have no further need for it. The climate is warm and sunny always. Nakedness will be your lot from now on as it will be for me though for me it will be optional but for you mandatory. Now come along with me. Friends are waiting.”

She donned her robe and took his hand, leading him naked along the trail to where Sonya waited in the car to take them to the house and soon after to the beach and the sub. It was there he would be indoctrinated in the tenets of the master gender and the ethic of sisterly sharing among mistresses.

All the mistresses aboard found him adorable, a sweet and sensitive two way virgin and they were eager to enjoy his attentions. Erica found him to be so much like her sweet slave Roger and was first to request a sharing. As was customary, Greta was welcome to watch.

There was a comfortable reclining swivel seat mounted in the floor of the captain’s cabin and Erica took her seat, nude as were all aboard. Greta set Egon on his knees before her as she assumed the position of offering, legs parted, ankles resting on the arms of the chair. Egon’s eyes riveted at once upon the exquisite golden pussy before him. Greta pressed him forward and Erica’s erotic perfume wafted over his nostrils as she commanded him to serve her. Overcome, intoxicated he buried his face between her thighs and began serving her with passion, oblivious to all else.

But suddenly, somehow, Greta came to mind and he felt the guilt of infidelity and pulled back and away. Greta grabbed his hair and turned him to face her as she berated him.

“Egon! You were commanded to serve my dear friend and mentor Erica! Why did you cease your attentions?”

“Mistress! I began to feel things like I was falling in love with her! I felt unfaithful to you and feared your anger!”

He looked on befuddled as both mistresses rolled their eyes, shook their heads, laughed and called out in unison and with amused exasperation:  “Men!”

Greta petted his head tenderly and explained.

“Like all men you have a jealous and possessive streak Egon. We mistresses of the Master Gender have a code of sisterly sharing. There is no jealousy among us. Our sex slaves are shared freely among us and peace and harmony reign.”

His eyes grew wide in shocked apprehension.

“Sex slave? I am to be a sex slave?”

“Why of course Egon. I thought you would have understood that by now. You are to be my property, but in the larger sense the property of all mistresses. Sexual enslavement is the proper status of all males, the lower and subservient gender. Did you not say you love me? If your words are true you will surrender yourself willingly to your new station in life!”

Egon looked from mistress to mistress, finding himself dizzied by their resplendent nudity and erotic allure. It came to him suddenly and powerfully how heavenly it would be to spend his every day in the deepest of intimacies with those goddess-like bodies and the realization struck him that there was nowhere he would rather be. He looked up into greta’s eyes as he spoke.

“Yes mistress! I am your slave, your willing and worshipful slave. I vow to serve your pleasure and that of all mistresses with selfless devotion, sparing no sacrifice of my body or my dignity. May I please serve mistress Erica now? She is so beautiful! I fell in love at my first taste of her!”

“Of course Egon, and with my blessing! You can only serve a mistress to her fullest satisfaction if you fall in love with her.”

He buried his face between Erica’s thighs again and allowed himself to be intoxicated and transported by her unique allure, feeling that same worshipful joy when those strong silken thighs clamped on his head as she passed into the throes of her ecstasy.

Egon made the otherwise tedious voyage home more than pleasant for all mistresses aboard. Inflicting cruelties and degradations upon richly deserving schweinehunds was a day to day pleasure of which they never tired but the attentions of such a tender young innately submissive virgin was a delightful diversion.

He was to be amply schooled in the refinements of oral pleasuring, learning to keenly attune himself to the desires and preferences of any mistress into whose pussy he buried his face. And by the time the sub pulled into the lagoon his tongue had indeed become that tireless instrument of pleasure. But further rigor lay before him in order for his tongue to lengthen and strengthen to meet the strict standard and then there would be the ultimate proofs of his love and submission. Only then would he be given over to serve the mistresses of the high command whose stamp of approval was needed before Greta could don the frau schwanz, deflower him and claim him as her own forever.

CHAPTER TEN

Victoria and the other newly recruited mistresses boarded the U boat for the voyage home, their lust at a simmer, imbued with the zeal for conquest after enjoying the delights of the island. Sophia, Rachel and Leah accompanied them to assist in the seductions and abductions of the males they had chosen for enslavement. The chosen ones varied widely in age, personality and attributes.

For Victoria it was to be Juan, a 20 year old, olive skinned, raven haired, dark eyed busboy whose pert and fetching behind she had ogled often, fantasizing of the pleasures to be had with him. Having been introduced to a gamut of pleasures heretofore unknown to her, the fantasies had heightened in their lurid intensity and her lust was at a predatory pitch.

She found her senses had become keenly attuned, enabling her to detect hidden tendencies and vulnerabilities in a male and when she went to the restaurant to begin her observing and stalking of him there was no doubt in her mind as to his innate subservient nature.

She commenced her process of seduction by flirtations with him as he went about his work among the tables. She engaged him in suggestive conversations that appeared to at once excite and fluster him, often making him blush and then there was the telltale bulge in his black chinos. She sensed he had the typical longings of the youthful male but was also sexually repressed, probably by Catholic indoctrination, and almost certainly a virgin, which added much to her excitement.

After a week of flirtations he gravitated toward her, even shouldering coworkers aside so he could bus the tables nearest her and sidle up to her discreetly. She knew the time was ripe and set her trap.

She ordered food to go in enough quantity to feed the mistresses back at the house and enlisted Juan to carry it out to the waiting limo. The door slid open when Leah pushed the button. Victoria entered and took a seat. Juan leaned in to place the packages on the floor and she grabbed him by the collar and pulled him into the car. The door slid shut and the limo sped away.

He rose to his knees and looked to her befuddled, their eyes meeting and the gleam in hers piercing his soul. She hooked her sharp-nailed fingers under his chin and drew him close as she spoke.

“No more flirting and beating around the bush Juan! The time has come for us both to have what we long for. I know you want his! It has been written all over you for some time. You are mine now! To begin, I want you naked, as you will remain forever. Strip and be quick about it young man!”

Juan’s mind reeled as a will other than his own seemed to take over his hands and he began to loosen his black tie and unbutton his white shirt. Fantasies of her had been torture during the nights, blueballs tormenting him and only his strict Catholic upbringing had stopped him from the mortal sin of masturbation. Now here he was alone with Victoria and her captive and a willing one he had to admit. It seemed the fires of hell would be a small price to pay for his fantasies to become reality. Soon his clothes lay in a heap and he knelt upright with his organ jutting, bobbing and dripping.

Victoria sized up her new prize as heat and tingling blossomed in her oozing pussy. He was fit and trim, flawless, unsullied. And hos endowment was sufficient to earn him the “privilege.” By now there was just burning itch between her thighs and only that sweet young tongue could soothe it.

She had worn short skirts in her visits to the restaurant to further tantalize him and of course, no panties so nothing would come between her cunt and his tongue when the moment came. She reached out to grab his pompadour with one hand while hiking up her skirt with the other.

At once parting her legs wide and pulling his face to within a handsbreadth of her snatch she spoke in a breathy and tremulous voice.

“Do you want to make me happy Juan? Do you want to give me pleasure?”

Juan’s eyes widened at what was before his eyes, the sight of the hairy mystery that lay between the thighs of woman that had been so strictly forbidden him. His heart hammered and the world seemed to spin when her feral perfume wafted over his nostrils. He heard her query and gasped out his reply, voice tremulous as well.

“Yes! More than anything! Anything you want!”

“Very well then! You will taste me! I am on fire down there and only your sweet tongue can quench it!”

Her forward tug on his hair proved superfluous. He leaned in of his own accord to bury his face in her moist hairy crevice, tongue lapping and slithering aimlessly but with a passion. He stumbled onto her clit and would have stumbled elsewhere but she gripped him tighter and held him there, hissing instructions.

“Right there Juan. Lick me hard!”

Half a minute sufficed for a shuddering, shattering climax to rock her. She locked her ankles and clenched his head between her strong silken thighs, went limp for a moment but managed to still clamp her thighs on his head to hold him, the fire subsiding but still smoldering.

Juan’s world kept whirling as he planted soft caresses on the lush tissues beneath his tongue. Her salty gush had flooded his mouth, the clench of her thighs barring escape, his only choice to swallow if he were to breathe again. It seemed the powerful essence of her elixir suffused his very cells and he knew the birth of a thirst that would always be with him.

Two more such orgasms under that untutored but worshipful tongue coursed through her before the limo pulled into the garage. She disembarked on wobbly knees and made him grovel behind her into the house with his discarded clothing on his back and on into the living room where Victoria made him drop the garments in a heap before the fireplace, in which a fire burned brightly.

Sophia, Rachel and Leah waited there, posturing nude and lewd. Juan’s descent into a life of willing erotic servitude would be hastened by copious ingestion of the amber ooze and salty cum emanating from the pudenda.

He took well to the anilingus, after some hesitation, when Victoria enlightened him as to the importance of this selfless act as proof of his love and devotion. He accepted the simple truth that pleasing her was everything to him and he swabbed her spotless with a will, then gave sweet rimming.

His instructresses would be of the highest erudition and he would prove to be the most apt of pupils. He was introduced to every enhancement and refinement of the oral skills.

Long did he feast and imbibe that night until all mistresses lay limp, languid and sated, his belly awash with their exudates. But Juan knelt with his jutting member bobbing and dripping, bent over from the dreadful ache in his balls. Victoria felt a pang in her heart for the sweet young thing who had surrendered so utterly and given his all. She turned to Sophia with a question.

“Sophia, I know coming is a privilege rarely granted but could we make an exception tonight? You must admit he has shown deepest submission and spared no effort.”

Sophia nodded her assent.

“Of course Victoria. As his primary mistress it is your prerogative. Just see to it he pays some small price for the privilege.”

The “small price” he would have to pay would be something to which he would have to become accustomed anyway, a degradation common to all slaves. Victoria spread her legs and crooked a finger at Juan to beckon him to kneel before her. She bent and took hold of his stiff dribbling member as she spoke.

“Juan, have you ever used your hand to give yourself relief?”

“Oh no mistress. It is a perversion and a mortal sin!”

“Have you ever felt pleasure and woke up wet in the middle of the night?”

“Yes mistress! It filled me with shame and I took the sacrament of penance as soon as possible.”

“When was this Juan?”

“The last time was just a few nights ago when I was dreaming of you mistress!”

“Juan, you must abandon the worship of that false god with all the guilt and shame that goes with it. You must accept me, and all women as the objects of your adoration.”

She shifted her grip from his cock to his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze.

“Have they been aching Juan?”

“Yes mistress! But when I ‘got wet’ that night it felt so good and the ache went away…for a little while. But now it’s worse than ever because of… tasting you and… the other mistresses.”

“Well Juan, you have given all of us exquisite pleasure this evening and we have decided you have earned relief from your ache. You may enjoy the pleasure without guilt or shame. To get your relief and the pleasure you must use your hand upon yourself. But you must aim your organ down there where you lick to please me so when you spurt it will cover me there. And then you must lap up the product of your pleasure. Now begin! Just stroke yourself gently. It should not take long.”

He took his shaft in hand and began to stroke. His state of erection was such that his jut was near vertical and it took some effort to press it down so it was aimed at her pussy. His tip nearly touched her as he stroked. But it only took about a score of strokes for him to erupt.

The first couple of spurts covered her pudenda like baker’s glaze but such was the surge of pleasure he lost the grip on his organ and it bobbed upward. Creamy spurts arched high, one after another, splattering all over Victoria’s belly and breasts. The quantity of his ejaculation brought gasps of pleased surprise from the mistresses. After his last spurt he fell forward to hands and knees, spent and dazed. Then he looked up at her as she lay covered with his cum, fearing her anger. But instead she gave out a bawdy laugh and the other mistresses echoed it. She lifted him to give him a tender kiss on the forehead and reassured him.

“How could I be angry sweetie? It just shows how much I excite you and how beautiful you find me! You have made me so happy! But you have made quite a mess and you had best set about cleaning me up!”

He was quick to obey, starting down low when he saw a dribble of his cum running down over her anus, threatening to sully the fine leather of the chair. He cupped his tongue and scooped upward, gathering a mouthful and swallowed. A couple more such scoops cleared her crevice, but above that her bush was all but buried in his cream. He had to suck to get every drop, then proceeded further upward to her flooded navel cavity. It behooved him to suck again to get every drop.

Then there was the splattered trail leading up to her breasts. He lapped and sucked his way up to her right breast, frosted like a cupcake with his load, her nipple poking through like a cherry. He scooped low and around it at first, getting every gob, then closed his lips on her nipple, thrilling with joy when it hardened and wrinkled in his mouth and she moaned softly in her pleasure.

He cleavage was well filled also and he sucked and licked his way across to her left breast to another frosted treat and another erecting nipple. She directed him to a few spots he had missed here and there and with cleanup complete she gently pushed him down between her thighs again. He used his newly trained tongue to bring to a final, soft, sighing orgasm.

To bring the evening to a close Victoria commanded him to toss his clothes onto the fire, then informed him of what the future held.

“You will have no further need for clothing Juan. You are just adorable and I want you naked for me all the time. Soon you will come with me to a beautiful place where you will become my slave and my sweet sex plaything. I promise you will love every minute of our life together as long as you submit to me in every way.”

Then it was off to the bedroom to share her bed and be introduced to the morning rituals of pleasure.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Hefty Bella’s choice of slave was far different than Victoria’s and her approach one more of abduction than seduction. There was an obnoxious used car salesman named Brad, a sexist bully who fat shamed her often in public. He was in his mid-thirties, sandy-haired, blue eyed with a permanent smirk on his face. He fancied himself to be quite the lady’s man despite his crude advances and lame pickup lines getting him rejected without exception, causing resentment of the female which he took out on Bella.

Bella accepted, actually embraced, her body size and carried herself with head held high. An eye not clouded by judgment of her weight would see a rare specimen of womanhood, a study in sumptuous female curvature. Very private weight lifting sessions and other vigorous working out created the muscular beneath her extra weight that formed those curves. Nimble, light on her feet with a vigorous and graceful stride she faced life with utter confidence.

Brad’s fat shaming did nothing but infuriate rather than hurt her. She felt sure when the time came she could woman-hand the jerk into submission and make him feel her size to within an inch of his worthless life.

She stalked him, keeping track of his day to day movements. His habit of staying late at the bar and staggering home along deserted streets in the wee hours presented the opportunity.

One moonless night as he stumbled along a dark street, even more drunk than usual a panel truck pulled up to the curb as he leaned on a tree to keep from toppling. The rear doors popped open and Bella leapt out, animal naked. With the grace and strength of a lioness she seized him and carried him bodily and with ease to the truck and tossed him inside with his head toward the rear.

Rachel and Leah, nude as well, were  there to pin him down face up so Bella could climb atop his head and press her smothering bulk down upon him, engulfing his face to the ears in her big oozing cunt, giving him no hope of breathing. She bore down relentless until his breath began to give out and he writhed in panic as the darkness began to descend. He shuddered and went limp. Bella rose to give him breath but he remained pinned and helpless beneath her.

Rachel pulled the door shut and Leah took the wheel. The truck sped off to the house. While still unconscious they rolled him over and cuffed his hands and manacled his ankles, then put a ball stretching lease upon his organs.

He awoke, cursing and swearing, when they reached the garage. Bella took hold of the leash and yanked him from the truck and he fell to the floor. Further yanks on his balls urged him to his feet and he was hustled along to the chamber that housed the means of torture and pleasure.

His destination was to be Bella’s favorite furnishing, the queening bench. She stood with his head between her knees, facing his feet, looking down at him with a triumphant leer. He snarled in his rage and made an abortive threat.

“You won’t get away with this you fat b…”

The “B” word was cut off by Bella’s big pussy descending upon him again. He was strapped down by the shoulders and waist but they freed his legs so his wild kicking as his breath failed could provide the usual amusement. Sophia and Victoria joined the others in the chamber to watch his comeuppance. Again he was smothered senseless as his legs flailed and the mistresses nearly expired in their mirth.

Bella rose from him and Rachel held smelling salts beneath his nose. He gasped and snapped awake. Bella informed him of his choices.

“You will lick me, you will suck me, you will satisfy me or…you may refuse and then say goodbye to your worthless balls! And any biting will also earn you the cut!”

Rachel held a menacing knife before his eyes and Bella plopped back down on him It was soon apparent he had heeded her words. She moaned in her enjoyment, rolling her hips, rubbing her moist fragrant cunt over his face as he used his tongue in desperation, sometimes able to snatch fleeting breaths. She was randy from the thrill of it all and at hair trigger. Her first orgasm struck soon and with such force that she went limp and gelatinous upon him, her fleshy mass bearing down full weight, incapable of movement.

All stood watching and waiting for the show. Her smothering tissues engulfed his face, sealing off all air. Again the mistresses lapsed into gales of mirth as he kicked and writhed, then flopped limp himself. Bella revived and rose. Rachel administered the salts again. Bella taunted him cruelly.

“Not such a bigshot now are we Bradley? That was a good start but in fact we are just getting started. I’m coming down on you again and this big juicy pussy might just be the last thing your living eyes will see!”

She was pleased to see the stark terror in his eyes before she descended again. Twice more she rode him to exquisite and consuming orgasms. Her knees were wobbly when she rose from him the last time. Sophia and Victoria helped her to the bedroom while Rachel and Leah tossed Brad into a cell for the night.

Though pleasantly exhausted sleep long eluded Bella. She lay awake immersed in visons of her future with Bradley as her slave. Next there would be harsh and richly deserved punishment for him, whips, canes and the contents of the genital torture kit being applied without mercy until he broke. Those cruelties would make him live in terror of her but she wanted so much more.

During her time on the island she had enjoyed the singular delights of willing male submission. She wanted to not just dominate and punish Bradley but transform him. The pleasure-pain techniques she had been introduced to and finally the frau schwanz would produce the desired result, an adoring, subservient, fully emasculated slave who would give her pleasure out of selfless devotion. He might be a tough nut to crack, being a hardened pig-male but that would make the process all the more enjoyable. A final Imagining of Bradley’s worshipful tongue upon her lady parts helped her pass into the pleasant dreams of more of the same.

It took a month, but at last the U boat headed south bearing the mistresses and their chosen ones. All were eager to begin the process of reducing them to that heavenly state of abject servitude.

CHAPTER TWELVE

The latest batch of ten schweinehunds knelt in the chamber awaiting their gang rapes. Richter, as the most odious among them, was saved for last so he could witness his impending cruel fate. As he watched his fellow war criminals being ravaged by the frau schwanz and having their orgasms cruelly ruined he cowered and sniveled and pissed the floor beneath him, revealing his true nature.

It took four muscular slave keepers to hoist him bodily and carry him to the horse as he writhed, kicked and begged for the mercy that was only a forlorn hope. Sophia was given the honor of putting the schwanz to him so he could know the humiliation of being deflowered and sodomized by a Jewess. His balls were clamped between the spring loaded plates.

She donned a schwanz bigger than he had seen used upon his cronies and flaunted it in his face, much gratified by the terror in his eyes when he looked upon it. To enhance his “experience” and give her firm purchase for ramming the schwanz home she put on a pair of black leather gloves with keen steel claws in the fingertips. Once Rachel placed a scant dollop of lube on the big glans Sophia raised her hands high and brought them down in a double bitch slap, sinking the claws in deep, making blood trickle as he flinched and sniveled and was scarred for life. Rachel took hold of the lanyard, ready to spring the trap.

She watched and chuckled as the fool clenched his hole tight in the futile resistance that would only make her deflowering thrust more agonizing. The she pressed the big, flared glans against his trembling orifice, the foot-long shaft fully visible between her and him. Her hips were drawn back for the thrust and with a drive from her powerful glutes she rammed forward with cruel abandon.

Half the length disappeared into him as his clenched sphincter failed. A scream was torn from his depths, trailing off into sobbing and then there was another scream of even worse torment as she rammed deeper, all but three inches visible. One more brutish thrust and her raven Jewess bush tickled his behind.

As he sobbed and whimpered she drew back so the rim of the glans was on the inner rim of his orifice. After a brief pause she drove forward again, the entire length now vanishing within him. He was ready to be ravaged in earnest. Her shapely behind rolled in graceful undulations as the schwanz went in and out full length. She added gyrations to better stretch him.

Sophia’s rutting progressed to frenzy as he mewled and whimpered in his pain. But then, as always, the grinding on his prostate had its effect and his vocalizations carried a hint of growing pleasure. Soon his breath came out in high pitched piggy squeals and panting. At the last he gave out a shuddering gasp, anticipatory of his pleasure, no doubt as he always had before enjoying his ejaculation into one of his unfortunate victims.

But Rachel was attentive and attuned and gave the lanyard a yank at just the moment. The cruel plates snapped together on his balls and his prolonged agonized scream of disappointment brought cheers and jeers from the watching mistresses as Sophia’s triumphal orgasmic shriek gave harmony. Leah had donned a schwanz and as he howled open-mouthed she rammed it against his gullet, driving with her hips, forcing it down his throat. Sophia pulled out and Rachel, having donned schwanz in the midst of it, plunged her big mock organ into his behind. Sophia reset the trap and took up the lanyard, ready for the ruination of his next orgasm.

He was spit roasted without mercy until Rachel’s driving schwanz had its effect, his mindless male urge to come making him utterly forgetful of the cruel device ready to snap shut upon his balls. And snap it did, his shock at the agony of it no less than the first time. Rachel came hard, gave him a bitch slap on the ass and pulled out. Leah took her place behind him and Elsa stepped up to slide her schwanz down his throat. They wrung two more loads out of him, Elsa’s schwanz finishing things with Sophia’s soiled schwanz down his gullet. The made him suck the rest of the schwanz clean before the released him and dumped his emasculated wreckage onto the floor. Kicks and heel jabs were rained upon him as he lay in craven sniveling.

The ten schweinehunds groveled in line from the chamber, getting cane strokes on their asses and kicks to their tortured balls on the way. They were thrown into the bamboo pens and, like the previous batch, staked out so the mosquitos could feast upon their tortured organs. Training for their lives of punitive servitude would begin first thing in the morning.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

The fates of innate submissives such as Greta’s Egon and Victoria’s Juan would be quite different. There was a bond of affection between mistress and slave though there was never doubt as to who was the dominant. And each slave was subjected to 50 lashes proforma to establish that dominance and give him to know he might suffer under the whip or know other torments solely upon the whim and mood of his mistress.

Greta and Victoria were introduced on the island and they formed a sisterly bond, sharing Egon and Juan between them interchangeably. One was a likely to take either of the slaves to bed with her as the other.

And both were eager to deflower their young virgin prizes. But much rigor lay ahead for the slaves. Though each tongue was tireless it had yet to be lengthened and strengthened to standard so the full repertoire of oral pleasuring could be performed. And then there was the matter of ultimate proof of loving submission, toilet servitude.

To address the former issue there were prolonged rimming sessions emphasizing straining to penetrate the rectum and likewise cunnilingus sessions with striving to reach deep for the G. And when not occupied with that the slaves were assigned certain tongue exercises to further develop the musculature of the organ.

The ingestion of the mistresses’ pungent nectar was the first lesson in toilet servitude and the slaves took well to it, imbibing it in the morning upon the waking of their mistresses to give them relief before performing the cunnilingus to the two or three orgasms needed to start the day out right. And day by day they become accustomed to lying supine upon command to drink from their mistresses at their need.

The regular ingestion of amber vaginal ooze, salty woman cum and piquant piss was know to heighten the submissive longings of a slave, softening him up for the ultimate act of selfless submission. One day after Greta squatted over Egon to give him a good long drink he sucked the leavings of piss from her pudenda, then licked softly on her anus and thrilled her heart with his words.

“Please mistress! From here too!”

Dizzy with delight at the reaching of this milestone she put his tongue to work upon her orifice to stimulate the movement within her. Nature soon took its course and as she felt the turd begin to emerge from her she looked down and saw him with mouth open wide as it could go and seeming hunger in his eyes. Overcome by this proof of his limitless love her fingers strayed to her clit and she came as her offering passed from her and into his hungry mouth. He gobbled it down inch by inch while she stood watching. Then she squatted over him again for cleaning.

Then there was a dilemma. Should she tell Victoria about it or not? They had both felt a longing for this epiphany. Might Victoria be envious at her reaching it first and might she vent her envy upon poor Juan, perhaps resorting to the whip? But in the end she could not contain herself.

That evening while seated side by side on the couch with Juan and Egon knelt before them as they planned the evening pleasures Greta disclosed in lurid detail. Envy did show in Victoria’s eyes, which quickly fell upon Juan. He had taken in every word. To Greta’s relief and Victoria’s delight his response was immediate. He laid on his back, protesting his limitless love and begging to be fed.

Victoria was upon him in a heartbeat, lowering herself to press her anus to his lips so he could rim her to the movement. Greta saw Victoria rise a bit and Juan’s mouth popped open wide. Wanting to match Greta’s experience she fingered her clit as she pressed down to expel. She gave out a deep sigh of satisfaction as her orgasm seemed to eject the big stool that dropped into Juan’s mouth, projecting upward several inches from his lips. With hunger he ingested it inch by inch while Victoria remained squatted over him, looking down with pleasure upon her adoring slave. His tongue soon cleaned her spotless and she rose and plopped back onto the sofa with another satisfied sigh.

Toilet servitude became a routine matter with just hand gestures needed for a mistress to inform a slave of her need. One finger pointed to the floor meant “on your back for a drink.” Two fingers pointed down meant a solid feeding. Three fingers down meant both.

It took another two weeks for the slaves’ tongues to meet standard. One morning Juan achieved satisfactory rectal penetration and Victoria made him switch to her pussy to ascertain his progress. His probing tongue finally was able to caress her G and she instructed him in the ultimate oral pleasuring, the triple, finger in the hind hole, tongue up the vagina to massage the G and nose pressed to the clit.

Egon met standard two days later and the slaves were ready to be submitted to the members of the high command for their approval of the deflowering.

Each mistress of the command enjoyed their full oral repertoire with tongues never tiring. Their totality of love for their mistresses had to be demonstrated by toilet servitude to their mistresses under the watchful eyes of the high command. Approval was unanimous.

Word was spread to announce the public deflowering the next week so Great and Victoria could orchestrate the ceremony in a personalized way and have time to rehearse every detail. The mistresses decided upon a simultaneous deflowering with the goal of slaves and mistresses coming as one.

The slaves had yet to lay eyes on the frau schwanz so it was start from scratch. The size of the schwanz to be used was a matter of priority. A physician mistress named Helen was enlisted to examine and evaluate the capacity of the slaves to take the schwanz. She found the slaves to be very tight in both gullet and hind hole and recommended a 1 ½” diameter and ten inch length. The diameter she deemed sufficient to present a challenge for taking the member down the throat and big enough to make the deflowering thrust into the tight orifice suitably painful without risk of tearing.

The first order of business was the performance of the deepthroat fellatio to orgasm as a preliminary to the deflowering. The slaves were taught to install the schwanz upon their mistresses and then knelt back to back ready to suck. Greta and Victoria took their places, each before her slave and offered their schwanz. Both slaves struggled a bit to take the it down the throat but soon both noses were buried in bushes. The mistresses linked arms above the slaves for leverage and gullet fucked them with abandon. Their orgasms struck with knee buckling power and they leaned on each other to prevent toppling to the floor. After that the ceremony would be simple but they rehearsed diligently to ensure perfection.

The ceremony was to prove heart and pussy warming in the most memorable way.

A meter high stage was set up in the gathering hall so all in attendance could get a good view. Greta and Victoria led the slaves into the hall be leashes on balls stretched shiny and plum purple by stretchers. The schwanz that would be used to deflower them were hung by the straps around their necks. Their well sized erections jutted nearly vertical from prolonged denial of orgasm and dribbles of precum made a trail behind them. They were soon to come with an intensity that would enslave them to the schwanz forever.

The two young virgins had been sequestered during training and now, being revealed to the assemblage of mistresses, there were gasps of delighted surprise and murmurs of approval at what fine and fetching young specimens they were.

The mistresses led the slaves up the stairs to the stage and stood facing the audience, slaves kneel before them, facing that way as well, making their cocks bob up and down as they had been instructed for the amusement of the gallery. Helga served as mistress of ceremonies.

“Greetings ladies! This evening Mistresses Victoria and Greta will deflower their slaves Juan and Egon. The choreographed a creative double deflowering we hope you will find uncommonly entertaining. I must say it a sweet and rare thing to see such tender young virgins submit and surrender themselves to the reign of the Master Gender. Would that all males should surrender thus and peace would reign in the world. Perhaps one day if we are firm in our resolve it will be so. But, without further ado let the ceremony begin!”

As rehearsed, the mistresses removed the schwanz from around the necks of the slaves and handed them to each. With practiced hands the slaves installed the schwanz that were to deflower them upon their mistresses.

Next the slaves knelt back to back and the mistresses step toward them, offering the schwanz to be sucked. Again there was evidence of long rehearsal as the slaves opened wide and took the shafts fully down the gullet with practiced ease, burying their noses deep in the thickets.

Greta and Victoria linked arms for leverage and the slaves wrapped their arms around the hips of their mistresses to assist in the gullet fucking. Shapely hips rolled and gyrated and slave heads went back and forth, sometimes banging together in the midst of the rutting. The mistresses came as one with ferocious and ecstatic vocalizations, legs going rubbery. The slaves were quick to wrap their arms around their hips lest they collapse in their gelatinous satiation. Greta and Victoria leaned against each other in limp and languid afterglow, schwanz still rammed down the throats, amid a raucous standing ovation.

Rigorous drill was again apparent when the mistresses revived and the moment of truth was at hand. After a tap on the head of each slave as a cue the mistresses stepped back and the slaves turned, bent over and snapped into the position of offering in precise unison, one elbows and knees, foreheads on forearms, virgin asses raised. The heads of the slaves were two meters apart.

Helga stepped up to place a scant dollop of lube upon the glans of each schwanz to ensure penetration without tearing and, more importantly, appropriate pain from the deflowering thrust.

The mistresses dropped to their knees behind the slaves and pressed the tips of the schwanz against the tight virgin orifices. Each had grown her nails long, hardened them with certain lotions and filed them to sharp points for the occasion. Each slave yelped as the mistresses sunk their claws into the fetching buns for purchase, making blood trickle, leaving wounds that would scar, each mistress’s lasting mark of her ownership.

With nods of their heads the mistresses rammed forward in perfect unison and the tight holes were cruelly stretched, the slaves having clenched tight by reflex against the intrusion. Their sobbing howls of shock and pain echoed in the hall as the shafts plunged in halfway. Relentless, the mistresses rolled and gyrated their shapely hips, working the schwanz in deeper and deeper until bushes tickled tender behinds.

The deflowering was to become the stuff of legend. At first, as always, the slaves gave voice to the pain of the ravaging, mewling, sniveling, whimpering. But all ears were keenly attuned to the inevitable transition. Soon the snivels and whimpers took on a far different tone as the pleasure blossomed in the rectums of the slaves. Soon they were rocking back and forth to take the schwanz deep in rhythm with the rutting.

And then, crescendo. Greta and Victoria seized the moment when the slaves vocalizations reached their highest pitch as ejaculation impended. They grasped the slaves by the shoulders and pulled them upright just as orgasm struck.

Prolonged orgasm denial had resulted in the buildup of copious cum. Both cocks sprang to near vertical as the balls contracted for the first spurt. The long cocks and the constriction of the ducts by the ball stretchers served to eject the semen to unprecedented height and distance. Long creamy strings arched high and far, crisscrossing each other in their flight and landing in splatters before each slave. After half a dozen such from each slave the spurts weakened, leaving a frosty trail of cum between the slaves. And the sweetest of sounds fell upon the ears of the assemblage, the slaves’ sobbing moans of heavenly relief and relinquished “manhood” and the piercing, triumphal shrieks of the mistresses in lovely harmony.

Egon and Juan fell forward onto their elbows again, feeling the brief wilting and withering humiliation at being thus emasculated, this soon to pass and morph to a perpetual longing for the schwanz.

Their mistresses had instructed them as to what must follow their deflowering and they bent to suck and lick at the puddles of each other’s cum while still impaled upon the schwanz. Then they followed the trail of come between them, licking up and the went until their heads met and the finished the cleanup. Then each crawled to the other’s mistress who stood waiting for her soiled schwanz to be sucked clean.

The audience rose amid a mad cacophony of applause, whoops, cheers, whistles and catcalls. Eunuchs carried in tables and heaping trays of snacks and bottles of wine. A sufficient number of slaves was herded in on hands and knees to ensure every mistress in attendance would have one at her disposal. The after orgy was nearly as memorable as the deflowering.

The next morning there began their blissful day to day life together as mistresses and adoring slaves. One matter had yet to be resolved and that was the secondary virginity of the slaves and the mistresses turned their attention to it immediately. In preparation the slaves were denied coming for a full two weeks.

Every mistress found herself with a hankering for cock of worthy size from time to time. First the young virgins had to be introduced to the mad delights the vagina can bestow upon the penis. Slave Egon was strapped down to the padded table, helpless and at the mercy of mistress Greta’s sultry attentions.

She mounted his groin and guided his organ into her heavenly recess. He gasped in disbelief as its warm, silken clutch enveloped his length, even feeling some fear at his realization of how powerless he would be to resist this delight. The ache in his balls was severe and he felt on the very brink of eruption. But no permission to come had been granted and mistress Greta commanded him to resist his urge.

Ever so slowly she rose and fell along his shaft with just the right touch, holding him on the edge while he grimaced and writhed. Over and over she coaxed him to the point where he felt the first twinge portending ejaculation, then let him flop free of her, leaving him gasping and sobbing in frustration. The she would envelop him again and start over. Then, when she knew she had taken him over the threshold of madness she finished him, letting him burst forth inside of her with fullest ecstatic relief.

They released him from bondage and rolled him from the table, too weak and wilted to even rise to his knees. Slave Juan had witnessed all and soon he found himself bound down as well with his long organ engulfed in Victoria’s heavenly nookie. He too was edged to insanity and then granted release.

Thereafter the mistresses enjoyed the worthy cocks to their heart’s content with slave strapped to the table whenever the mood was upon them. But for the slaves it was a different matter because as often as not their orgasms were cruelly ruined by a cane stroke to the balls in order to keep them honest and humble. Nevertheless, when invited to climb up on the table and be strapped down they climbed up in eager haste.

And occasionally one cock was not enough for the mistresses and they would enjoy the double penetration, permitting the slaves to come freely into each orifice. And being young and virile the slaves were good for three time around before coming themselves dry.

If there was a problem it was the constant requests from other mistresses for swapping and sharing of their prized slaves. It was de rigueur that these requests be granted but limits could be set. Wednesday nights were reserved for this and the other mistresses just had to wait their turns.

All in all life was good on the island. Greta and Victoria had found paradise within the paradise.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Big Bella reveled in having slave Bradley captive and at her mercy there on the island. The first order of business, of course, had to be severe corporal punishment. Under the tutelage of Erica, Sonya, Rachel and Leah she learned to wield the whips with cruel precision, Bradly being the object of her practicing. He was cocky and defiant the first time he was strung up by the wrists naked with his toes barely touching the ground until the first searing lashes bit him, whereupon his façade crumbled and was craven under the lash.

Over and over she broke him down to a sobbing wreck and then he would be strapped to the queening bench to satisfy the lust the whipping had enflamed within her. And in spite of himself he was learning to serve her pleasure more satisfactorily day by day. Her orgasms reduced her to a sated blob and he smothering bulk bore down on him, her lush tissues precluding breathing. He would kick wildly until he passed from consciousness. Two fellow mistresses were always on hand to assist and they would hoist Bella from him before her big juicy cunt snuffed out his miserable life.

Ruined orgasms were another essential part of the rigor by way of cruelly teasing hand jobs while he stood with balls clamped in a stanchion. Bella learned to edge him to the brink of madness with her oily hand until his male urge overcame him while one of her cohorts stood by with the cane, ready to administer the vicious whack to the balls that would ruin it all.

And he would spend hours with his face deep in the cleft between Bella’s broad creamy cheeks as she lounged upon a rimming horse, watching movies or reading while his tongue did its duty upon her orifice. A foot operated ball squeezer was installed on the horse so that when tongue fatigue set in and his rimming flagged she could motivate his efforts by giving him a painful squeeze. This was employed less and less often as his endurance increased. And, like all slaves he was assigned certain exercises to lengthen and strengthen his instrument of oral pleasuring.

A milestone was reached when Bella sat his face one day facing forward, pressing her anus to his lips and his tongue probed to the depth that met standard. And when she shifted to put her cunt on his face his tongue plunged in and found the G.

Daily, copious ingestion of Bella’s amber poon and salty cum as well as that of the other mistresses had nearly purged him of his pig-male attitude. Bella could feel a growing selflessness and devotion in his attentions.

The next milestone was toilet servitude and one day as he lay strapped to the bench she informed him it was time for him to drink. Her delight knew no bounds when instead of clamping his mouth shut and turning aside he opened wide to accept the golden torrent.

It would take another two weeks of imbibing the female essence before she felt ready for the ultimate challenge and proof of loving submission. But it was to come as a surprise. One evening after dinner she settled onto a horse and put him to work between her cheeks. His deep-probing tongue caused nature to take its course. She felt the welling up and the movement deep within her. There was no holding back. She fully expected him to back off and turn away when the tip of her turd emerged from her but, to her surprised delight, her instead opened his mouth to accept the passing. Inch by inch he swallowed it down, no mean feat considering what Bella’s big body and hearty appetite could produce.

When all had passed down his hungry gullet she felt him cleaning her thoroughly and then he continued his rimming as if nothing unusual had happened. How sweet it was to have reduced this erstwhile unregenerate pig-male to such a state of worshipful submission. He was ready to be submitted to the high command for approval of his deflowering.

Approval was granted unanimously along with high praise for having so thoroughly transforming a pig-male. Then there was the rigorous rehearsing, the mastering of the deepthroat fellatio and Bella’s personalized orchestration of the ceremony. If any vestige of the pig-male remained in him her schwanz purged it utterly.

Life was to be bliss for Bella with here sweet pet and plaything. She never lifted a finger around their dwelling. Household chores were part of his daily routine. She loved to watch as he went about those duties, groveling on the kitchen floor to scrub it daily whether it needed it or not, dusting, vacuuming, his erection near vertical and dripping due to the scent of her pussy being always in his nostrils, balls aching in his longing for the next time she would ride his face or perhaps put the schwanz to him.

She rode his face to orgasm several times daily and denied him his own orgasms for at least a fortnight before granting him release and reward by way of the schwanz.

And she learned another form of “reward” for him, erotic asphyxiation. She would ride him facing his feet, enjoying her own orgasms to satisfaction, then press down remorseless with her smothering bulk, enjoying how he kicked and writhed as his breath gave out. She stroked his organ in the midst of it and kept stroking when he slumped senseless, bring him to an orgasm of mad intensity just before the darkness fell over him. His addiction to this was to equal his addiction to her schwanz.

But she rationed the asphyxiated pleasure, sometimes granting it, sometime not. And sometimes she would ruin his orgasm with a stroke of the cruel cane. She loved to keep him guessing as to which of the three outcomes it would be. But he would lay himself upon the bench and beg to be smothered in hope that the pleasure would be granted.

Bella couldn’t help harboring resentment against him for his fat shaming and felt righteous anger over his mistreatment of other women as well. She liked to invite multiple mistresses for girl parties at which Bradley would be the object of their righteous indignation. She would make him kneel naked before the mistresses and confess to every one of his transgressions.

The list was long, his fat shaming of Bella the least of it. There were his frequent crude sexual advances and when he somehow managed the seduction of a sufficiently malleable and naïve young thing she was used for his pleasure and discarded like trash. Of his own accord he confessed to the use of date rape drugs when his lust got the better of him and no other means succeeded.

When the litany ended he would be strung up by the wrists or ankles and lashes would be rained upon him by all until he bawled and blubbered. Then he would be forced to use his tongue upon everyone to “redeem himself” by showing penitence and contrition.

His “reward” for his remorse was to be strapped onto a horse and spit roast gang banged until he came himself dry. But more often than not his orgasms were ruined by the cruel testicle trap.

But withal, in the face of every humiliation, degradation, or gratuitous torment these words came to his lips in deepest sincerity: “Thank you mistress! I love you!”

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Years passed and the Sisterhood grew and prospered, new mistresses recruited in ever increasing numbers, new slaves in abundance procured by seduction or abduction, some sweet innate submissives, others rankest pig-males and all types in between.

The island became so crowded new permanent outposts had to be established. Victoria returned to the Hamptons along with Bella and some others of their batch of recruits to form one and carry on the slow but relentless march of conquest.

There even came to be a slave surplus and a eunuch shortage. The high command decided it was time for some of the first enslaved schweinehunds to lose their balls. One evening Rolf, Richter and ten others of their ilk were herded into the hall and the mistresses gathered for the spectacle. The schweinehunds were led into the hall naked, hands cuffed, ankles in irons that made them shuffle and hobble. They were made to kneel in line, cowering, wondering what was to befall them as all eyes turned to them filled with cruel and lustful anticipation.

Four eunuchs carried a testicle guillotine into the hall and set it down before them. The slaves took in the sight of the menacing blade they quailed and whimpered at the implications.

The device consisted of a wooden table with restraints at the corners for wrists and ankles and a wide belt across the middle to strap the victim down at the waist. A spring loaded blade was positioned at the crotch. The balls would be pulled through a clamp and past the blade, stretched out and the scrotum nailed to a wooden block. The clamp would be tightened to cut of blood flow. Torture would be inflicted upon the balls by way of red hot skewers piercing them repeatedly.

To make matters more cruel and entertaining the victim’s right hand would be left unbound to allow him to press a lever by his side that would trigger the blade when the torment of his balls drove him to self-castration. It never ceased to amaze and amuse the mistresses how long a slave would stubbornly cling to his doomed, precious balls despite the agony of the skewers. Wagers were made over how long each slave could hold out before seeking the mercy of the cut. Gunta explained the procedure.

“So, schweinehunds, you must have surmised by now that you are to be castrated and it will be by your own hands. When you are strapped to the table some quite unpleasant torment will be inflicted upon your balls. There will be a lever within reach of your right hand. You may press the lever at any time, even before the torture begins, perhaps the wisest choice. But it’s well know you males are loath to part with your balls so most, if not all of you, will feel the hot skewers pierce your orbs before you give in and press the lever. Let’s get the first schweinehund up on the table and get this party started!”

The first schweinehund was seized by four strong slave keepers, stripped of the cuffs and leg irons, hauled to the table and strapped down. His balls were pulled through the clamp and past the blade. He yelped and flinched when the nails were driven through his scrotum by the mistress who would administer the torture. Jewess mistresses were given the honor.

Elsa was to administer the torture. A blowtorch and a jar holding numerous steel skewers sat on a table nearby. She lit the blowtorch and let it stand on the table while she held a skewer in the flame until it was heated red hot. With a look of malicious glee in her eyes she plunged it into his right nut. His scream of unspeakable agony echoed long in the chamber, but before it subsided she pierced his left nut and he shrieked again, breaking down into sobs.

Elsa used a small hammer to pin each testicle to the block then heated up another pair of skewers. But before she could pierce him he pressed the lever, the blade cleanly severing his balls. Elsa picked up the bloody ball sack and held it before his eyes. He sobbed in despair. Gunta doused the wound in rum, getting another scream from him and while his mouth was open Elsa shoved his balls into it. Doctor Helen skillfully stitched him up. He was set on his knees on the other side of the guillotine with his balls in his mouth and the four slave keepers turned to the next in line.

The slave made a pathetic and futile attempt to flee in his hobbles and they let him go for a few yards before tripping him up and making him flop face down as the audience burst out in gales of mirth. He was strapped down and his balls made ready to be severed. But he proved “smarter” than the first slave. Before he could even be skewered he pressed the lever to part with his balls and be spared the torment. The dousing of rum made him open wide to howl and he too had his balls fed to him.

After that the subsequent slaves had their hands bound down at first so they could suffer the skewering before having the hand released so they could give themselves the mercy of the cut.

The assembeled mistresses reveled in the spectacle of the richly deserving schweinehunds being tortured and unmanned. Every scream of agony was met with whoops and cheers and catcalls. And every severing brought a cacophonous standing ovation.

One by one the schweinehunds were lined up shoulder to shoulder on their knees with their balls stuffed into their mouths. At last only Rolf and Richter remained, their faces pale as the cowered and whimpered pathetic pleas for mercy that drew cackling laughter from all.

Rolf was second last and Sophia was given the honor of skewering the worst two of the schweinehunds. We writhed maniacally as he was hauled to the table, sobbing and sniveling. They left his hand tied down far longer than the others and his balls were a pulp from which no more agony could be wrung before they released it and he gave out a moan of resignation as he pressed the lever. Sophia’s eyes gleamed with vindictive glee as she help the pulp his balls had become before his eyes and shoved it into his mouth.

That left Richter, who, if possible proved more craven the Rolf. Sophia took her sweet time about the skewering, making him suffer far longer than Rolf, taunting him every time she pierced him. He was bawling and blubbering when he finally pressed the lever. He joined the others kneeling in line. Then each one had his jaw strapped shut so he couldn’t spit out his balls during the after orgy that followed.

The mistresses were randy as she-goats from watching the proceedings. The bamboo pens were emptied and groveling slaves were herded in to satisfy the rampant lust. Eunuchs also brought out tables and trays of food and drink. Frau schwanz were readily available. Slaves had their faces buried in oozing pussies while taking the schwanz hard and deep from behind. Others were spit roasted or made laid out in the 69 position to be fucked so they ejaculated into each other’s mouths.

Mistresses took breaks from the action to taunt the nutless schweinehunds as they knelt with heads bowed in humiliated defeat. The mistresses used canes to whack the tips of the limp little peters that dangled over the wounds where their balls had been, making them double over in pain.

After some hours the orgy wound down, the shrieks of orgasmic ecstasy transitioning to soft sighs of satisfaction. The mistresses rose, most on wobbly legs from their utter satiation and made their way toward the door to the terrace overlooking the lagoon.

The schweinehunds were herded back to the slave pens on hands and knees to be staked out and covered with palm fronds except for their limp dicks which would become the feast of the mosquitos.

The slaves were first left behind to lick the cum splattered floor clean under the watchful eyes of the slave keepers who made sure not a drop was missed. Harsh cane strokes fell on behind for every missed spot discovered. Then they were herded out onto the terrace.

The broad terrace was lit by flickering tiki torches and amply furnished, each mistress having a chaise lounge or cabana to herself. And each would have two slaves to lick her feet as she relaxed there.

A full moon cast its stream of light across the lagoon. The tropical night was warm and the gentle trade winds caressed naked flesh, making the nipples of the mistresses harden and wrinkle even in their state of satiation.

Silence reigned under the full moon and star scattered sky as all basked in the warm glow of fulfilled retribution.

END OF BOOK TWO
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