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ABDUCTED



The Hegothian Empire has scores of gods and goddesses, however there are only seven major deities in our pantheon:  Appealien, god of the Day and of the Sun, Lemurien, god of the Sea, Chassea, goddess of the Hunt, Guerres, god of War, Moissonna, goddess of the Harvest and Fertility, Siervera, goddess of the Night, Eternal Darkness, Death and Shadows and finally Opathia, goddess of Beauty and Sexual Passion.


Temples to these seven deities can be found in almost every city, town and village.


I am not overly religious, although I do participate in all of the rituals for the major religious holy days and I attend services at the temple of Appealien once a week and give thanks for the warmth and the illumination of the sun.


However, the fact that I fail to think overly much about the gods, goddess, priests and priestesses, does not mean that they don’t think overly much about me.


In my own village of Cairforr, the acolytes and priestesses of the goddess Opathia took notice of me and had been keeping watch over me until my eighteenth birthday and yet I was never aware of it.


Every year there is an event called the Choosing of the Divine.  This is an annual event where the holy order of Opathia chooses nine young men and nine young women of exceptional beauty to be sent to the great city of Gran Admirus to serve as avatars of the goddess.  


Those nine young men and nine young women can be chosen from anywhere in the Hegothian Empire, from the Emresh Islands in the West to the Markovian Territories in the East, from the Ivorian Alps in the North to the Cathari Valley in the South.


It is an old sacrosanct arrangement and an honor to be chosen, although it is also something that the youths who are chosen dread.  


You understand, even though many youths have been chosen to be avatars and have always returned to their towns, villages and cities afterwards, they never speak to other youths of what has taken place during the years that they were in the service of the goddess, although there has always been an silent understanding that somehow great suffering and hardship is involved.


About twelve years ago one of the youths of Cairforr was chosen to be an avatar.  Her name was Albia and I remember her being terrified at the prospect of being taken away by the priestess and the devotees, however, when a priest or priestess orders a mere girl of eighteen to come with them, there is no option for her other than to obey.


When I was just eight years old, Albia returned to Cairforr.  She was whole and healthy, however she never spoke of her time in Gran Admirus.  Her mother and father; likewise; refused to speak of her time as an avatar.  Albia is now a woman of thirty, and to this day she still will not speak of what happened to her in Gran Admirus.  My friends and I all surmise that it was something terrible, yet no one will speak of it, so we can only suppose just what happened to her.


Albia is still whole and healthy and has even become prosperous.  Her family has had good fortune since she returned from Gran Admirus.  And many people attribute this good fortune to the Goddess Opathia.  It is said that having an avatar as a son or daughter brings good luck to the entire family.


And yet, despite all this talk of good luck and prosperity, when Sister Exhanna arrived in Cairforr with two acolytes and six devotees to the temples of Opathia, I felt a choking sense of fear and trepidation.  I was just recently eighteen years of age, and that was the exact age that youths were chosen to be avatars and taken to Gran Admirus.  I was considered by all of my peers and all of my elders to be of exceptional beauty, and thus an ideal candidate to be selected as an avatar for the goddess.


Giving into fear, I decided to hide within my home for several days in the hopes that I would escape the notice of the priestess and her acolytes.  It was perhaps a cowardly decision, however I am not the bravest man in Cairforr, not has anyone ever expected me to be.


I made my way through the crowds, pushing past people without really seeing their faces.  It was not a day for being social or admiring the sights or smells of my fair village.  It was a time for evading the watchful eye of religious leaders and making my way to a safe refuge, where I could hide.


Normally I am a shameless flirt when I encounter an attractive girl on the street, however I passed by a half dozen beautiful girls my age as I made my way through the vegetable market and I didn’t even speak to them.  I barely even registered their existence.  My fear of the priestesses caused me to rush through the streets with haste, ignoring the young, slender females with their soft curves and their alluring smiles.  I sought the safety and obscurity of my own home and I would not be distracted by any pleasant diversion.


It took me mere minutes to make my way back to my family abode, however it seemed as if the trip took me most of the day.  Fear and trepidation had possessed me and addled my senses and made me feel as if the short trek to my home was in fact, a trip of many miles.


Once inside my home, I slammed the door behind me and bolted the door shut.  Slamming the door and sliding the bolt into place had made more noise than I had originally intended, and the clamor had alerted my mother of my sudden arrival.


“Jathan?  Is that you, son?”


My mother came into the foyer with far more grace and far less noise than I had entered our home.  She briefly hugged me, which was her traditional way of greeting family and close friends.  Her familiar touch made me feel safe once again.  It seemed to me that no priest or priestess could lay their hands upon me while I was wrapped in my mother’s benevolent embrace.


Sadly, that feeling of safeness was soon dispelled.  Another voice called out from behind my mother, an unfamiliar voice.


“Excellent, the boy returns,” the phlegmatic, female voice said.  I broke from my mother’s embrace to see that the voice came from the mouth of a woman in the traditional rosewood and burgundy robes of an Opathic priestess.


“He is quite pretty for a boy,” she remarked.


Behind the priestess stood a girl in the black and gray robes of an acolyte and a man wearing the simple tunic of a devotee.  Both of them looked me over appraisingly.


“Jathan,” my mother explained, “these people are from the temple of Opathia.  They have come all the way from Gran Admirus to meet with you.”


I sighed heavily.  I had returned home in such haste to elude the priestesses of temple, and they had been here waiting from me.  I would have a much wiser decision if I had fled town in my attempts to elude them.  


“I am Exhanna,” the priestess explained.  “I have come a very long way, to find new avatars for the goddess.  The goddess guided me to your village.  And once I was in your village, almost immediately I was lured to the front door of your home.”


I felt ill that it had all been so easy for her.  Had the goddess truly led her directly to my home?  And if the goddess allowed her priestesses to find me with such ease, would it even have mattered if I fled? Would the goddess have guided her to any town I fled to?


Stricken with emotion, words burst forth from my mouth with the benefit of intelligent scrutiny, “Mother, I do not want to be an avatar!  You should not have allowed this priestess into our home!”


My mother gave me a vexed look, while the priestess looked amused.  Finally, my mother replied, “You should know better than that, Jathan!  She is the face and voice of one of the major gods.  By Imperial Law, she can enter any dwelling she wishes.  If I had attempted to obstruct her, she could simply have called upon the local soldiers to force her way in!”


“Your son has a lot to learn about submitting to those in authority,” Exhanna coldly observed, “I have some experience in teaching this sort of respect.”  As she said it, she gave me a smile that looked dangerous and predatory in nature.  


“He’s just a boy,” my mother protested, “Cannot you show him leniency?”


“He is eighteen,” Exhanna declared dismissively, “By the laws of the Hegothian Empire that makes him an adult.  He may look boyish, however he will be punished for his disrespect, just as we would punish any man who dared to insult the priesthood.”


I felt panic welling up inside my breast and I wanted to flee, however I forced my feet to remain rooted to the spot.  I knew that fleeing would only make my situation even worse.  I tried to calm my fear and ignore the painfully rapid beating of my heart in my chest.


Then, my courage almost faltered when Exhanna took two steps forward, looked at me intently and dispassionately said, “Remove your clothes, Jathan, all of them, and your sandals.  And do not ask to keep any article of clothing about you.”


I was too stunned to respond at first.  I had never stripped naked at the orders of a total stranger before.  Indeed, the only people who had ever seen me unclothed were my mother, my father, our family physician and a few of the village boys with whom I was friends. I sometimes swam naked with my friends at Tannis Lake in the days when the weather was too hot for doing much else other than swimming.


The priestess noticed my hesitation and said, “Must an order be repeated?  Jathan, you are already scheduled to be punished for being disrespectful.  Must you be punished for disobedience as well?”


My hands trembled as I removed my sandals, my tunic and my loincloth.  I was rendered naked all too quickly and the priestess, her devotee and her acolyte all looked fixedly at my nakedness.  My face felt hot with embarrassment and I attempted to conceal my exposed cock with my hands, however the priestess snapped at me.


“Don’t cover yourself,” she said admonishingly, “Put your hands behind the back of your neck.  That’s better.  Elbows back.”


My mother looked down at the floor, ashamed for me and obviously sympathetic to my plight, but she could do nothing to come to my rescue as Exhanna and her retinue openly studied my naked body.


I flinched when the priestess laid a gentle hand upon my naked hip and looked me fixedly in the eyes and said, "Stand straight Jathan, with your legs further apart."


I was filled with shame and humiliation, however I knew helplessness and defeat at the hands of this temple priestess and I shuffled my bare feet further apart, leaving my legs wide open, straightened my naked torso and raised my chin and leaving my belly and genitals as completely displayed as possible. 

Exhanna’s voice was aloof and imperious when she next spoke to me.  "Well done, Jathan.  You’re learning the proper way to respond to those in positions of authority.  Now keep quite still while I examine you." 


My sense of helplessness and exposure only grew as she slipped her right hand further around my naked body until it was resting on the swell of my buttocks. 


"Now keep quite still," she ordered and I trembled as she reached across with her left hand and cupped it around the soft skin of my scrotum, lifting my balls gently, as if weighing them, while simultaneously squeezing one of my buttocks as if testing it for resiliency. 

She ran her hands across much of my naked body, feeling the smoothness of my skin, squeezing my arms, my thighs, my buttocks, feeling the firmness of my muscles, stroking the hairs that had grown about my cock, prying my buttocks apart, pinching my nipples, slapping my cock and pulling back the foreskin.  She also examined the soles of my feet, my teeth, my tongue, my nipples and very nearly every other part of my naked anatomy that you might think of.  When she finally finished, I was trembling, flushed hot with shame and tears of shame had begun to well up in my eyes.


“He’s more than just pretty,” the priestess announced, “He’s precious.  He’s slender, his belly is hard and flat, he’s long-limbed, yet of sturdy build.  He has excellent, resilient buttocks with soft skin and his cock is of admirable size, even though he’s not fully erect.”


“He’s a splendid boy,” said the acolyte, speaking for the first time since I’d entered the house, “The soft curve of his jaw, the softness of his chin, the fullness of his lips, the length of his eyelashes, he looks almost more like a girl than a boy.”


“Ah, but that organ between his sturdy thighs,” the priestess countered, “That’s nothing like you’ll ever see on any girl.”


“You’re right of course,” the acolyte sniffed, “However, should we not see it fully erect before we decide if he is suitable to be taken to Gran Admirus?  What if it grows no longer than that when he’s fully erect?”


There was silence in the room for several moments, and something in the air seemed to suggest that Exhanna disapproved of her acolyte’s remark.


“I think you know boys better than that, Alesca,” the priestess finally replied, “When a boy’s organ is fully at attention, it increases greatly in size.”


“It is such a small thing I’m requesting,” Alesca protested, “He is quite young and healthy.  It should not take me more than a few seconds to bring his penis fully to life.  Would you deny me a mere few seconds?”


“Please, Priestess,” my mother pleaded, urgently, “Do not do this thing.”


My mother’s pleading seemed to anger the priestess far more than Alesca’s request and suddenly the priestess decided in favor of Alesca.


Alesca was young, slender and had the soft curves of the sort of girl I was inclined to amorously play with, however I flinched when Alesca’s hand slid down my flat belly towards my defenseless cock.  She laughed slightly, smiled at me and said, “Don’t be scared, pretty boy.  I’m not going to hurt you.”


Alesca’s hand was warm and vigorous on my cock and she stirred it into wakefulness.  She gripped it firmly, twisted it, stroked it and touched it much in the same way that I touched it myself.  Within seconds she had roused my cock from its slumber and brought it to a state of attentiveness.


I moaned as my erect cock twitched in her hand, swollen with libidinous heat.  Blood throbbed in my face and my cock and I panted, feeling more naked than before as my hard, embarrassingly erect cock boldly presented itself to eight female eyes and begged for attention.


“Yes, our pretty boy is far more endowed than I had suspected,” the acolyte announced, stepping back from my naked form and surveying the effects of her work.


My organ was hard and ready.  I looked down and could see a thick bead of moisture on the head of it.  I felt such a bolt of desire.  At the slightest provocation, I might come, however Alesca showed no inclination towards touching me again and I was forbidden from touching myself and ordered to keep my hands firmly clasped behind the back of my neck.


Alesca circled my nudity and ended up standing behind me, giving the priestess, her devotee and my mother an unobstructed view of my now painfully erect organ.


Then I felt her strong hands on my buttocks.  She took one of my buttocks in each of her hands, squeezed them earnestly and declared, “Yes, with that face, these firm buttocks and that impressive cock of his, the goddess will be pleased to have Jathan as an avatar.  He is splendid in his beauty.”


“He is, as I said he would be,” the priestess said, with a hint of admonishment in her voice.


“And his thighs are a marvel!  How did he get such splendid legs?”


“Jathan is a very athletic youth,” my mother explained, “He’s won most of the contests in the Battlefield Festival two years in a row.”


“Battlefield festival?” The acolyte asked.


“It’s a two-day event,” the priestess explained, “filled with athletic contests for boys and young men that are not old enough yet to be soldiers.  They compete in archery, swimming, wrestling, knife dancing, foot races and other events that require strength, speed, agility, resiliency and coordination.”


I was surprised that the priestess knew of our local traditions so well.  I’m certain that she had never set foot in Cairforr before, and Gran Admirus was very far away.  Had the goddess told her about the Battlefield Festival?  Just how much did the goddess Opathia know about me?  Just how much interest did she have in me?


“We shall take Jathan with us to Gran Admirus,” the priestess said imperiously, “However there are certain protocols which must be observed.  I shall have to inform his father, before I take him with me.  Where can he be found?”
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


My father was at Cairforr’s Great Hall.  The Great Hall is the seat of our village government.  It is where new laws are written and voted upon.  It is where our most infamous criminals are tried and sentenced.  It is where all official records are kept.  It is also where my father is employed as the Village Boursier.


The Village Boursier is a very important job in our village government.  The Boursier posts all new laws and proclamations in the Village Square.  He is also in charge of all the books on our village’s history and all of our laws.


My father has been training me to take over for the job of Village Boursier when he reaches the age where he is no longer willing or able to perform his official duties anymore.  As a result, I’ve been taught to read and write and I have memorized much of the laws that govern our village.


Much to my relief, I was permitted to clothe myself before the priestess took me to the great hall.  My humiliation would have been unprecedented had I been forced to meet with my father and many of our village’s scholars, planners, clerks and law makers while stripped naked and displaying my buttocks and cock for all to gape at. One day some of these people will be my peers, and I did not relish the thought of being humiliated in front of any of them.


“I will take Jathan to serve,” the priestess explained to my father, “He belongs to the goddess now.”


“Of course,” my father said in complete agreement with the priestess, “My family has always respected the will of the gods and goddesses.  I am honored that she has chosen Jathan to serve as one of her avatars.”


“The goddess values your family’s respect,” the priestess told my father, “And your son will be returned to you in four years.  He will be much improved by his time serving Opathia, and your family shall almost certainly be rewarded with good fortune upon his return.”


The priestess gave my father a religious talisman of silver and gold and he kissed it.  


“It is ceremonial in cases like this, that one of the parents be given Opathia’s holy symbol of divine appreciation.  You may carry it with you or wear it about your person until your son is returned to you.  It will inform my holy sisters of the sacrifice your family has made for the goddess.”


“Many thanks, Holy Lady,” my father replied, “I shall wear it proudly, until the day that you return with my son.”


I groaned in helpless defeat, however, I seemed to be the only person that was miserable by the events of the day.  All around us, scholars, clerks, and village elders watched the exchange between my father and the priestess with open approval.  I even heard faint whispers from some of the clerks, declaring their jealousy that I was chosen to serve the goddess instead of them.


. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 


Powerful religious leaders do not travel across the empire alone or poorly equipped, as a result, when Exhanna took me to Gran Admirus, she was accompanied by two acolytes, six devotees, a score of soldiers, two supply wagons and more than thirty good, fast horses.


I was not permitted a horse of my own and was often made to ride with one of the devotees.


It took several days to cover the distance from Cairforr to Gran Admirus, and every day we were traveling, Exhanna and her acolytes took time to indoctrinate me in the religious teachings of her temple.


I was taught that Opathia was not always a goddess.  Many centuries ago, she was a mortal just like me.  She was also extraordinarily beautiful and one day while she was bathing in a lake, her naked beauty was glimpsed by the goddess, Siervera.


Siervera was eternally young and quite beautiful herself, however the mortal girl; Opathia; was clearly superior to her in physical beauty.


In her jealousy, Siervera abducted Opathia and kept her as a captive in Her Realm of Eternal Darkness.  Opathia was kept naked, sexual violated by Siervera’s handmaidens, succubi and incubi.  She was also given degrading tasks to perform and mercilessly punished if she performed poorly, was disobedient or rebellious.


Opathia’s torment went on for exactly four years, however one day the mighty god, Appealien happened to spy Opathia being tormented in Siervera’s realm and he became smitten with her.  Four years of being punished, humiliated and sexually abused had only made her more beautiful and Appealien determined that Opathia would become his wife.


Of course, Siervera was still insanely jealous of Opathia’s beauty and she refused to release the girl from her captivity.  This created an animosity between Appealien and Siervera that was not resolved until Appealien, his sister Chassea and an army of divavaunts invaded Siervera’s dark realm and forced Siervera to release her captive.


Upon her release, Opathia was taken to Appealien’s realm, where Appealien and Chassea bestowed immortality upon Opathia, and not long after that Appealien and Opathia were wed.


“Just as Opathia was taken captive at the age of eighteen, so all avatars are taken at the age of eighteen.  Just as Opathia was held captive for four years, all avatars are held captive for four years.  And just as Opathia spent her entire captivity naked and sexually abused, avatars likewise spend their entire captivity naked and sexually abused.”


“So, I am to be kept naked and sexually tormented the whole time I’m in Gran Admirus?” I asked filled with fear and trepidation.


“Of course,” Exhanna replied, “It is the will of the goddess.  As her avatar, you will suffer just as she suffered.”


I considered fleeing my fate and becoming a fugitive from the Opathic Temple, however I was miles from home, I knew nobody in this part of the empire and Exhanna had soldiers with fast horses to do her bidding. Also, the goddess herself seemed to know everything about me and routinely shared that information with the Holy Lady Exhanna.  If I ran, it seemed I would not get very far before I would be recaptured.



GRAN ADMIRUS


On the eleventh day of travel we finally reached the city of Gran Admirus.  I was duly impressed with the grandeur of the city.


The city was surrounded by mighty stone walls that were at least fifty feet high.  There were massive iron gates at the city’s main entrance that looked strong enough and impressive enough to keep out an invading army.  The road that led into the city was wide enough for twelve stout men to walk abreast down the road all at once.


Once inside the city gates, I was witness to grand buildings and grand marble statues, sculpted to bear the resemblance of gods, goddesses, great military leaders, great scholars and emperors.  The craftsmanship that was lent to the creation of those statures far outstripped the skill of any artisan we had back in Cairforr.  Many of those statues looked as if they were about to come to life and step out into the street at any moment.


Well-dressed nobles and poorly-dressed laborers alike followed Exhanna and her procession, their eyes alit with curiosity and rapt interest.


“They know that I’ve brought home another avatar,” Exhanna informed me, “They’re all eager to get a good look at you.  They’re like this every year when new avatars are brought in.”


The priestess and I were in one of the supply wagons as she explained this to me, and I was still enjoying the anonymity of being just another face in Exhanna’s group of loyalists.  I feared that this anonymity was soon to be cast aside.


“There’s hundreds of them,” I observed, nearly breathless with horror, “Must they all pay witness to my impending humiliation?”


“It is the will of the goddess,” the priestess said simply and she refused to discuss the topic any further.


The crowds followed us until Exhanna and her religious retinue stopped in a rectangular plaza, surrounded by several important ancient government buildings. 

Stationed out in front of these government buildings were statues and monuments commemorated the city's great men.

At the eastern edge of the plaza there was a collection of impressive shrines.  And temples were located on the southeastern edge. These included temples to Appealien, god of the Sun, Chassea, goddess of the Hunt, Guerres, god of War and of course, Opathia, goddess of Beauty and Sexual Passion.


I was made to vacate the supply wagon and walk towards the temple to Opathia.  The gaping crowds followed as close as the soldiers would allow.  The streets filled with a flood of people.


“Continue walking until you reach the steps of Opathia’s temple,” Exhanna directed me, “Then stop walking, turn and face the crowd.  Once you are facing the crowd, do not move from that spot.  Do not speak unless I tell you to speak and keep your hands at your sides.  You are not to touch yourself or anyone else.”


I was apprehensive and trembling about what was to come next, however I obediently stopped at the bottom of the temple stairs and turned to face the mob of curious onlookers.  There were rich shopkeepers and wealthy women adorned with jewels attempting to examine me and appraise me from a distance, however there were also a great number of coarse laborers and lesser merchants attempting to get a closer look at me.  And up near the front of the crowd were several young women pointing in my direction and whispering.


Thankfully, the soldiers formed a protective semi-circle around me, the priestess, the acolytes and the devotees.  The ogling mob could gape and leer at me, however the soldiers would keep them from laying hands on me.


An expectant hush fell over the crowd and then Exhanna called out in a booming voice that seemed to fill the entire plaza.


“Citizens of the Hegothian Empire and visitors from foreign lands,” the priestess called out, “Hear my words!”


The crowds actually seemed to shrink back slightly, intimidated by the power and authority of her voice.  I would have shrank back as well, if I were not following the priestess’s orders to remain standing where I was.


“This beautiful youth,” she said, pointing theatrically at me, “Is named Jathan!  With the divine guidance of the goddess, we were able to locate him and bring him here, to Gran Admirus!”


At a signal from her, three soldiers swiftly stripped me of my clothing.  Two of them gripped me tightly by the arms, while a third one employed a remarkably large dagger to cut through my tunic and my loincloth.  I was gripped with fear and very nearly certain that the large, burly soldier would slice me open with his sharp weapon.  It was very nearly as large as a sword and as he gripped the hem of my tunic and cut upwards through the fabric of my clothing I dreaded the feel of his sharp-edged blade cutting into my soft skin, however he managed to slice through my clothing in just a few swift, confident thrusts of his dagger without cutting me even once.


My heart had been thudding in my throat until all I could hear was my blood pulsing in my head, but when the soldier put his dagger back in its scabbard, I was still alive and wasn’t bleeding.


My heart began to beat less rapidly and my fear began to abate somewhat, however I was now standing humiliatingly naked before hundreds of strangers and my tunic and loincloth were now shredded and lying discarded on the ground at my feet.  The young women at the front of the crowd ceased whispering and now spoke much more openly and freely, the sight of my naked body apparently emboldening their tongues.


And, as I stood there naked and embarrassed, Exhanna continued to address the crowd, “He has high, firm, buttocks, firm thighs, a lean, graceful body, smooth skin, a face of exquisite beauty and an impressively-sized organ between his legs!”


I felt my face heat with shame as my naked body was ogled by hundreds of strangers and my physical attributes were announced to the crowd, as if I were a horse, being sold at auction.  Both men and women stared at my naked attributes openly and did not attempt to hide their carnal interest.


“During the next four years, Jathan will serve the goddess, Opathia as an avatar should!  He shall be kept naked at all times!  He shall be punished for the slightest sign of disobedience, and he shall be taught to use his naked body to please the sexual needs of both men and women!”


At this announcement, several people in the crowd cheered.  I could hear the voices of young women saying that my naked body was bewitching, and that my thighs and cock looked magnificent.


And then, one of the soldiers ordered me to turn around.  It was the will of the priestess that the crowds be allowed to admire my naked buttocks as well.  I attempted to protest, however I was admonished that should I fail to obey, I would be forced to display my bare bottom to the crowds, and it seemed to me that being forcibly handled and made to exhibit myself by these rough soldiers would be even more disgraceful and humbling.


I breathed heavily and with much care, attempting to calm my fear and my shame.  Then I heard the voices of young men nearby, saying that my buttocks were beautiful and flawlessly shaped.  I trembled and found it difficult to breathe.  Unlike some of the boys from my village, I had no sexual interest in men.  I found the idea of serving the sexual needs of men to be daunting and demoralizing.  Would men with a taste for the shape of my young buttocks truly be given an opportunity to make me their sexual plaything?


Then I was made to turn again, to show my bare cock and scrotum to the crowd once again.  Tears began to well up in my eyes as I considered the dread possibility of some of these boorish strangers having unrestrained possession of my helpless naked body. 


“And if the goddess looks upon you with favor, some of you will have the opportunity to feel his naked flesh underneath your hands, his mouth and his tongue upon your genitals!”


At this announcement, even more people in the crowd cheered.  The unrestrained voices of both men and women were wild with passion and desire for my naked body.  And I could clearly see the eyes of many young men and women glazed over in undisguised lust.


“So, pray to the goddess,” She commanded the crowd, “And give generously to her temple!  Do whatever you can to gain her notice and her approval and she may choose you as one of the fortunate ones who are entitled to enjoy the pleasures this exquisite young man’s naked flesh!”


The crowd cheered even louder at these last words and then I was grabbed roughly by two devotees.  One held my right arm, one held my left arm and I was led naked up the limestone stairs and into Opathia’s temple.


“Is it true?” I asked timidly, filled with fear and trepidation, “Will they truly give me to other men, to be their sexual plaything?”


“Your body no longer belongs to you,” an acolyte snapped at me from somewhere nearby, “Your body belongs to the goddess, and if she desires for you to have sex with men, you shall have sex with men.  And if you complain or attempt to rebel against the desires of the goddess, you shall be punished for it.”


“When Opathia was held captive in Siervera’s Realm of Eternal Darkness, she was not permitted to choose her sexual partners,” Exhanna elaborated from somewhere behind me, “While you are held captive here, you can expect your fate to be much the same as hers.”


I bit my lip and held back on voicing my frantic objections.  I understood the authority that the priestesses of the temple held.  Rebelling against their dictates would be fruitless and voicing my objections would only antagonize them.  Exhanna had already made that quite clear to me.  She would force her will upon me and punish me for any disobedience or disrespect.


The devotees took me ever deeper into the temple until we came to a vast candlelit room with many tables and pots of steaming water, which all gave off a delicious fragrance.


We all came to a stop and Exhanna called out, “Seamaul, we have brought you another boy to care for!  Come out and see to him!”


I had no idea who Seamaul was, and I waited, naked and vulnerable, while the sound of footsteps grew closer.  I urgently wanted to run, however I would only be caught, returned to this place and punished.  Focusing on this fact, I attempted to summon my courage and kept my feet firmly planted on the floor.


The footsteps became louder and were accompanied by a slender boy of about my age.  He had fair skin and kind eyes.  I allowed myself to relax, as Seamaul had the least-threatening appearance of anyone I had met in the past eleven days.


Exhanna placed a hand on the small of my back and said, “Seamaul is a devotee, who has volunteered his services in washing and grooming the avatars we bring to Opathia’s temple.  You will show him the same respect that you would show to any priestess.  Should I hear of you being disrespectful or discourteous to him, I will see you punished severely for it.”


“Yes, Holy Lady,” I replied, timidly, “I understand.  I shall be respectful and obedient.”


Exhanna introduced me to Seamaul and she told him to bathe and prepare me, just as he did all the other avatars.  Then she and her loyalists silently left the room and I was left alone with Seamaul.  Seamaul led me to a large, wooden tub that was filled two-thirds of the way with steaming hot water that gave off an inviting scent.


“Into the tub you go,” Seamaul instructed me, then once I was in the water, I was ordered to kneel with my thighs apart and my hands clasped behind the back of my neck.


I was quite uncomfortable being naked while Seamaul ran his hands all over me, washing me from my face, all the way down to the soles of my feet.  And my discomfort grew greatly when spread a lather of soap across my buttocks, cock and balls.


The touch of Seamaul’s unfamiliar hands on my cock, lathering it up and rinsing it clean; much to my embarrassment; caused my organ to be roused from its slumber and to swell.  It grew both and length and girth, and by the time Seamaul was finished, I was utterly, shamefully erect.


I groaned at the humiliation of how my penis reacted to Seamaul’s hands, however Seamaul assured me that my embarrassment was misplaced.


“I’ve seen many an avatar respond this way, when I’ve washed them,” the devotee explained, “It’s nothing unexpected.  Although very few of the avatars are as well-endowed as you.  You should be proud that you possess a cock of such impressive size.”


I nodded my head and attempted to calm my sense of embarrassment.  I breathed slowly and deeply in an attempt to calm myself and had managed to decrease my feelings of tense humiliation somewhat, when I felt Seamaul’s fingers in the tight furrow between my buttocks.


I gasped and flinched at the feeling of unfamiliar hands touching the sensitive flesh of my anus.  The muscles of my buttocks tightened reflexively and closed tightly around Seamaul’s finger.


“Jathan,” the devotee said to me in a soft, patient voice, “you cannot shy away like that when a devotee of the Opathic religion attempts to touch you.  It is the will of the goddess that your naked body be given to priestesses, acolytes, devotees and patrons of this temple.  Should you show the slightest resistance to her will, you will be punished for your behavior.”


“Please,” I begged miserably, “I’ve never been touched there before.”


“I know it’s difficult,” Seamaul said, “However I’m just going to wash you.  And I have to report any hesitation or disobedience on your part to the priestesses.  Do you want me to report that refused to let me wash you thoroughly?”


“No,” I finally replied and I relaxed my buttocks so that Seamaul could wash me in the tight space between.


“Spread your thighs wider,” Seamaul suggested, “It will make it easier for me to accomplish my work that way.”


I sighed and spread my thighs even further apart, giving the devotee even greater access to the sensitive flesh of my anus.


“You must learn to calm your inhibitions,” Seamaul said to me in that soft, soothing voice of his, “I merely want to wash you, however there will be others who wish to open you up and penetrate this soft pink orifice of yours.  If you panic this much when it is just my innocent fingers, what will you do when it’s the rigid cock of one of our lustful patrons?”


“Will they do that to me?” I fearfully asked as Seamaul washed the intimate flesh between my buttocks, “Will they give me to the temple’s patrons?”


“Not at first,” Seamaul explained, “Avatars are always made to serve the priestesses first, however in due time, you will also be made to serve the acolytes, the devotees and the more generous patrons of the Opathic temple.”


“Devotees?” I asked, “So, I may be given over to you someday?”


“It would be difficult to resist beauty such as yours,” Seamaul answered, “If you were offered to me, I doubt I could refuse such a gift, however that will not happen any time soon.  For now, it is the priestesses who will lay claim to that lovely body.”


My heart thudded painfully in my chest and I could feel tears welling up in my eyes at the realization of how freely my young, naked body would be given to those connected to the Opathic Church.  I attempted to keep my feelings of utter defeat and helplessness from my face, however I do not believe I was very successful.


Seamaul cleaned me inside and out.  And when I was cleaned and dried, Seamaul had me step out of the tub and he had me open my mouth, so he could rub an orange-colored oil onto my teeth.


“It is a potion brewed by one of our priestesses, the Holy Lady Willeau,” Seamaul explained, “It will help keep your teeth strong and it will make your breath a delight to smell.  I’ll be applying this to your teeth on a daily basis.”


Seamaul also took a very small, very sharp knife and used it to shave every inch of hair he could find on my body.


“You’re far less hairy than most of the avatars,” Seamaul explained, “Some of the others have taken me hours to denude of all hair.  Your body should take only a few minutes.”


The men in my family tend not to sprout much in the way of hair.  My father didn’t sprout any whiskers on his face until he was past thirty years of age.  And body hair was something we grew only sparsely.


Before shaving my body, Seamaul smeared a viscous substance onto any area of my skin that was sprouting hair.  This primarily meant my cock and scrotum, however Seamaul also found some small, delicate hairs around my anus, my nipples and my thighs.  He took his time rubbing this thick, syrupy substance into my skin before shaving me.


“This will cause your hairs to stick up more and be easier to shave,” Seamaul explained, “It should also help protect your skin and make it far less likely that you’ll be cut by the blade.”


Seamaul had me stand with my legs far apart and my fingers laced behind the back of my neck.  He cautioned me not to move, as any sudden movements while I was being shaved could result in him slicing into my skin.  I obediently stood very still while Seamaul carefully shaved my cock and balls with his very sharp knife.


I was incredibly nervous.  I was naked, in a foreign land and a stranger was applying a sharp blade to tender parts of my anatomy such as my nipples, my cock and my anus, however Seamaul took great care and was skilled at his work.  He never cut me, not even once.


“Now, that is what a proper avatar should look like,” Seamaul exclaimed when I was utterly devoid of hair from my collar bone, all the way down to the soles of my feet.


“This next part you will not like,” Seamaul warned me, “But I must caution you not to move.  If you flinch or move about, I shall have to report you.”


Seamaul produced a bottle with another potion.    “This was also brewed by the Holy Lady Willeau.  She is a genius when it comes to potions,” he explained.


“It keeps the hairs on your body from growing back for several weeks.  As a result you’ll not need to be shaved every day.”


Seamaul seemed to be saving the bad news for last, but finally told me, “The potion will sting when it’s applied to your bare skin, however I must ask that you hold still while I rub it in.  The more you move about, the longer this will take and the more of the potion I’ll be forced to use.”


I sucked breath in through clenched teeth as Seamaul applied the potion to my nipples.  As he promised, the potion stung when it was applied to my bare skin.  And the pink flesh of my nipples was far more sensitive than most of the flesh on my body.


The flesh of my erect cock was also quite sensitive, and Seamaul rubbed quite a large amount of the potion into my cock, the foreskin, the shaft and of course a very large amount was rubbed into my balls.  A lesser amount was rubbed into the tender flesh of my anus.


“It stings,” I complained as tears welled up in my eyes and rolled down the cheeks of my face.


“As I said it would,” replied Seamaul, “However this need only be applied once every five or six weeks.  As a result, you’ll be free of this torment most days.  You’ll learn to treasure those days when the potion won’t be applied.


At the final stages of this ritual, Seamaul rubbed a great deal of the potion into my thighs.  I thought he was using far more than was actually necessary, however Seamaul informed me that I shouldn’t speak of such things, and that when avatars complained about the way they were treated it almost always resulted in that avatar being punished.  


“Complaining is almost as bad as disobedience,” Seamaul explained.


Tears welled up in my eyes.  I felt so very helpless and vulnerable.  I was naked, humiliated and maltreated, however I was forbidden to complain about any of it.  How was I to survive such an ordeal?


“Now, I must take you to the Interim Hall,” Seamaul explained, “You must place your hands firmly behind the back of your neck while I walk you down there.  It is very important that you not look anyone in the eye.  Keep your eyes downcast and do not speak to anyone unless spoken to.  If you must speak to anyone, keep your answers short and respectful, and refer to everyone as Master or Mistress.  Do you understand?”


“Yes,” I replied, trembling with fear and trepidation.


“Yes, Master,” Seamaul corrected me.


“Yes, Master,” I repeated.


“Such oversights as that may get an avatar punished,” Seamaul explained, “You must be more careful in the future, Jathan.”


With my eyes downcast, I was constantly forced to encounter the sight of my own swollen, erect cock jutting out shamelessly from between my legs.  Seamaul had stirred my organ to life, and now it seemed that it refused to return to its slumbering state.


Naked, and with my eyes downcast, I was pushed forward by Seamaul into the Interim Hall.  At first I failed to notice the other people in the room, however Seamaul and I were not alone.


A second devotee was in the room and approached Seamaul.  Together, he and Seamaul placed their hands upon me and backed me against a wall of grey bricks and used rope to tie my wrists and ankles securely to sturdy iron rings that were set into the face of the wall.


“Jathan, you will remain here until the priestesses are ready to examine you.  Please behave and do not speak unless someone in authority asks you a question.  Should you be caught speaking without permission, you can expect to be punished.”


Seamaul and the other devotee left me like that, and shortly after they departed, I struggled against the ropes that bound my wrists and ankles.  I was healthy and athletic, however my struggles against the ropes and the iron rings accomplished nothing.  The ropes defeated my struggles easily.


“It’s no use,” a female voice nearby informed me, “I’ve been trying for hours.  The ropes are too tight and too strong.  Neither one of us is breaking free.”


I stopped struggling and looked to me left.  A naked female was bound much in the same way I was.  She looked to be about my age and was very attractive.  Her rounded breasts and dark nipples rose and fell in a constant, regular pattern as she breathed in and out through clenched teeth.


“You’re an avatar,” the girl said, “You and I are the first.  There will be many more before the day is done.”


When I lived in Cairforr, it was very rare that I was able to see a female without her clothes.  And the girl that I saw bound to the wall was far more attractive than any of the girls I knew in Cairforr.  It was as if a master craftsman carved her out of marble and created the most beautiful female the human mind could imagine.


“I didn’t want to be an avatar,” I replied numbly, “I was taken from my home against my will.”


The naked girl sighed and replied, “I didn’t want to be an avatar either.  I come from a wealthy family.  My father offered to pay 25,000 gold monae to save me from being an avatar, but the priestesses refused his offer and now I’m to be punished because he attempted to bribe a cleric of the Opathic Church.”


Her round, flawless breasts rose and fell as she sighed, and I watched transfixed.  The girls and women of Cairforr jealously hid their breasts behind tunics, strophia and other garments, obscuring them from my gaze.  Now that I was a captive of the Opathic Church, it seemed that I was to be given an unprecedented opportunity to gaze upon naked, feminine breasts for as long as I could keep my eyes open.


I felt my defenseless cock stir and throb between my thighs.  Against my will, it seemed to stiffen and become even more erect, drawing attention to itself.  I felt humiliated that this girl would notice, however there was no rational way I could think of that she would fail to see it.  I was naked, bound helplessly spread-eagle and less than ten feet away.


“My name is Jathan,” I said to the girl, attempting clumsily with my words to distract her from my cock.


“I am Denaris,” the girl replied.


“What is going on here?” a stern, female voice snapped at us, “Talking without permission?”


The severe voice came from a young girl with a cruel-looking demeanor.  She wore the robes of an acolyte and her feet made no noise and she moved gracefully across the room towards us.  I was instantly afraid of this woman.  She was fully clothed and overtly antagonistic towards us.  Denaris and I were both naked, bound with our legs open wide, chest, belly and genitals displayed as completely as possible.


“The rich girl,” the acolyte said as she approached Denaris, “I knew that you would be one of the youths that would cause trouble.  I’ve seen your sort before.”


And then the acolyte reached in between Denaris’s widespread thighs and grasped one of naked girl’s defenseless labia between her thumb and forefinger and cruelly pinched Denaris’s tender, intimate flesh.


“Aaiighhh,” Denaris gasped and her face soon became wet with tears as the acolyte tugged at the pink, sensitive flesh of the helpless girl’s pubic lips.  Denaris was in a riot of miserable pain as the acolyte used both hands to abuse the naked girl’s nether lips, pinching, pulling and twisting, soft, delicate flesh.  Denaris whined and strained against her ropes, however the ropes held tight and her struggles accomplished nothing other than to cause her to break out in a fine sheen of sweat.


It was maddening to watch this innocent, naked girl be so cruelly abused, and outraged I cried out, “Leave her alone!  There’s no reason to be so cruel to her!”


As soon as those words left my mouth, the acolyte released Denaris’s poor pubic lips from her grasp and turned her attentions to me.  When her cold, icy gaze met mine, my heartbeat sped up painfully and I instantly regretted speaking those words.  I was as if I had just drawn the attention of a pack of wolves and now I was being surrounded by them.


“Ah, the boy from the crossroads village,” the acolyte said as she stalked closer to me, “I hadn’t expected much trouble from you.  Do you truly think that you can be this girl’s protector?”


Then she wrapped her graceful, feminine hand around my penis.  She squeezed it hard and then painfully pinched the tip shut.  I gasped at the sharp pain of her fingernails pinching such sensitive flesh.


“You can’t even protect yourself, naked boy,” she said mockingly, “How do you intend to protect this naked girl from the will of the goddess?”


Then she fondled my scrotum, before pulling the flesh of my scrotum away from my body and pinching it cruelly.  


“Rebelling against the Opathic Church will only invite more humiliation and punishment, naked boy,” she informed me, “The next time you see a naked avatar being pinched, spanked or disciplined in any way, I expect you go keep silent.  Naked boys like you are to remain mute until you are ordered to speak.  Do you understand?”


Then she grabbed at the soft flesh on the underside of the shaft of my cock and she pinched it cruelly between her thumb and forefinger, twisting and yanking the delicate flesh, causing me to gasp at the sharp and sudden pain.


“I understand, Mistress,” I said through clenched teeth.  The pain she was inflicting on my tender flesh was excruciating.


“See that you don’t forget,” the acolyte warned me, “and then she finally stopped tormenting my cock and returned her attentions to Denaris.


At first she returned to pinching the poor girl’s pubic lips, however she soon decided that the girl’s nipples were a far more inviting target.


Pinching, pulling and twisting Denaris’s vulnerable nipples elicited a great deal of feminine moans and whimpers, and I felt helpless in my silence, however if I were to speak out against the way Denaris was being abused, I was certain to be abused as well.  


. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


Before the day was over, sixteen more naked men and women were forced into the Interim Hall.  Without exception, they were all slender, well-formed and a delight to the eyes.  Like Denaris, they were bewitching, I could not seem to take my eyes off of any of them.  Even the male avatars overwhelming in their beauty.  

The male avatars had slender waists, flat bellies and exquisite legs, rather like the legs of skallari dancers.  And all the males had been shaved of their body hair, thus making them seem much more feminine.  I had never had sexual feelings for any of the boys in Cairforr, however the naked, male avatars that had been herded into the Interim Hall, stirred my sexual passions in much the same way as the female avatars.


“Attention, avatars,” a tall, imposing priestess called out, imperiously, after all of the avatars were naked and helplessly bound to the walls of the Interim Hall, “Direct your attention to me.  You will listen intently to everything I have to say, and you will listen intently. “


Heads were raised and the eyes of intimidated, young men and women focused upon the priestess.  Some of the avatars trembled at the sound of her voice.  She was beautiful, however she was also cold and imposing.  I found myself to be instantly frightened of her.


“The goddess has chosen that you be brought here,” the priestess announced, “Many of you do not yet understand what that means, however you will be made to understand before your service in Gran Admirus comes to an end.”


Many of the bound avatars squirmed apprehensively against their bonds as she spoke.  None of us truly understood what our service to the goddess would entail, however all of us feared the possibilities.  We were all assuming that the next four years would somehow be dreadful and humbling.


“You will be constantly and tirelessly worked, here in Gran Admirus,” the priestess announced, “The more your struggle, suffer and toil here, the more Opathia you will show your devotion to Opathia.  Of course, if any of you are caught lagging in your duties, you will be punished for it.  You may be frightened by the severity and apparent cruelty of the punishments inflicted upon you, however more than anything else, the punishments you suffer here will show the goddess your devotion to her!”


“Your punishments shall be received by the goddess in the same way that she receives your prayers,” announced the acolyte who had cruelly pinched the tender flesh of my erect penis.


“The goddess values your suffering far more than she values your prayers,” the priestess announced loudly, glaring at the acolyte, “Only by suffering for the goddess do you show her your true devotion.  All other attempts to show your fealty to Opathia are paltry by comparison.”


One of the female avatars groaned and the priestess smiled a wicked, pitiless smile and approached the girl.


“What is your name, girl?” the priestess asked, grasping one of the girl’s unprotected nipples between her thumb and forefinger.


“Femelle,” the unfortunate girl replied, and then suddenly the priestess pinched and twisted Femelle’s innocent nipple painfully, causing her to gasp and whimper.


“You will suffer much while you are here, Femelle,” the priestess told her, “You will have four years to learn what true religious devotion and true service feel like.  At the moment you have no real understanding of the concept, however you will learn.  Clerics such as myself shall teach you.”


“Yes, Mistress,” the girl replied miserably, her eyes welling up with tears.


“Today, your education begins,” the priestess said, finally releasing the poor girl’s nipple from her cruel grasp, “One by one, you shall each be sent into the next room.  It is a large chamber and very nearly every priestess of the Opathic religion shall be in there.  When you enter, you shall walk with your eyes down and your hands on the back of your neck.  You shall not speak unless a holy lady prompts you for answers.  Should you fail to follow the protocols I have just described, you shall be severely punished.”


Her words sent a tremor through me and I could see a number of avatar tremble and few began to silently shed tears.


Denaris was the first of the avatars to be untied and sent into the next room.  She was visibly nervous as she entered, however she obediently kept her eyes downcast and her hands clasped obediently to the back of her neck.  I could not fail but notice how vulnerable this posture made her, and fearfully realized that I would be made to enter that room in the same submissive, vulnerable posture before very much time had passed.


Eventually my turn came.  My wrists and ankles were untied, and I was ordered to place my hands behind the back of my neck and to keep them there.

“Keep your eyes downcast and do not speak unless a holy woman tells you otherwise.  Keep your hands placed exactly where they are, unless a holy woman orders you to move them.”

A hand was then placed on the small of my back and I was pushed forward into the next room.

The next room was brilliantly lit with hundreds of candles that seemed to burn brighter than was natural.  At once a woman appeared before me.  Of course, she wore the traditional rosewood and burgundy robes of an Opathic priestess.

“Come forward boy,” she said, “I must introduce you to the other members of the clergy.”

Obediently I strode forward.  The priestess placed a hand around my waist and encouraged my forward progress.  When I was approximately twenty-five feet into the room, she introduced me to her religious sisters.

“This is Jathan,” the priestess announced, “With the divine guidance of the goddess, he was discovered in the crossroads village of Cairforr.  Examine him for yourself and see that the goddess has chosen well.”

All at once, a dozen priestesses moved forward to intercept me, or perhaps two-dozen, perhaps three dozen.  They moved about me, touching my naked body everywhere, cupping my scrotum, squeezing my buttocks, feeling my thighs for resiliency, pinching the tip of my cock and examining me in many other humiliating ways.

“You are not to look directly at any of us, Jathan,” one of the priestesses admonished me, “We are permitted to examine you.  You are not permitted to examine us.  Keep your eyes downcast until we tell you otherwise."

It was quite difficult to follow her instructions while an endless parade of women with bold hands squeezed my buttocks, cradled my scrotum, examined the foreskin of my cock, pinched my thighs and my calves, felt my abdomen, felt my back muscles and subjected me to scores of other indignities as they examined my naked body.

"He is exquisite," one priestess announced, while her hands grasped me firmly by the upper-thigh, no more than an inch or two from my vulnerable cock and scrotum, “He’s not bulky like a blacksmith or a woodsman.  He’s slender, but he has impressively hard muscles in his slender build.  He has very firm buttocks and thigh muscles, rather like a skallari dancer."

"Slender, but not delicate," another priestess agreed. "Like the expeditious scouts the soldiers sometimes use."

"Very impressive organ," said yet another robed priestess, encircling the girth of my swollen cock with her thumb and forefinger. "Also, he has very nice skin; very smooth with no scars or marks. I could cheerfully spend hours exploring every inch of his young body with my hands.”

It was now that an older, stern-face priestess cut a swath through all the other holy women and took my face in her strong, demanding hands.  She had me open my mouth so she could examine my teeth and tongue. She also shoved her finger deep into my mouth, until it touched the back of my throat and made me gag. She cradled my scrotum in her hand, pinched my foreskin and pulled on it until I whimpered in pain. She also pinched the underside of my cock in three separate places, causing me to gasp and squirm in reaction to the sharp pain she had inflicted on my tender flesh.

“He’s a novice,” the stern-face priestess declared, “he’s sensitive and easy to provoke.”

And then; as if to emphasize her point; she pinched the underside of my cock again, a hairsbreadth from the head of my cock.  Her cruel pinch caused me to whimper once again and tears to well up in my eyes.

“Be fair, Thessia,” one of the other priestesses admonished the stern-face woman, “This is his first day as an avatar.  He has four years to learn stoicism while being abused by your cruel hands.”

“I think he’s beautiful,” said another priestess, standing behind me while fondling my abdomen, chest, ribcage and nipples, “Simply beautiful.  His face, thighs and torso are like things carved by a master artisan.”

“His backside is perfect,” another priestess affirmed, “His buttocks are small and firm, a pleasure to grasp in my hands.”

“And a delight to spank, I’m certain,” another priestess added.

There were murmurs of agreement from all corners of the room, and I feared that before my time as an avatar was over, every woman in this room would likely have the pleasure of spanking my bare bottom.

Then I felt something prodding at my backside, attempting to force open my anus.  I whimpered again and felt the beginnings of panic being born within my breast as an insistent finger; well lubricated in some sort of oil; speared my anus and was thrust deep inside of me.

I felt the hot breath of a holy woman near my ear and in a deep, raspy voice, she said, “I think they’re adorable when they’re as sensitive as this one.  Their suffering is so sweet and so obvious, it’s like the song of a siren.”

“You’ve always enjoyed abusing the innocent ones, Cruenna,” an older woman admonished the priestess who was impaling my poor anus on her forceful finger, “Do you intend to reduce this young boy to a flood of tears?”

“He’s an avatar, Avisee,” said the deep, raspy voice near my ear, “His tears will please the goddess more than any prayer possibly could.  The goddess shall cherish seeing this charming youth naked, sore and his face wet from his own tears.”

And much to my horror, the vast majority of the holy women agreed with Cruenna, that my suffering would greatly please the goddess.  I groaned at the thought of what humiliations the next four years might bring.

“He must be punished anyway,” Exhanna announced, “Back in Cairforr he said disrespectful things about the Opathic Church, and in the Interim Chamber he was seen speaking to another avatar without permission.”

“He has yet to learn his proper place,” Cruenna declared, her finger still probing deeply into my poor anus, “We should punish him now.  It will benefit him greatly to experience the sort of penalty that is the fate of an impertinent avatar.”

“It will be an educational experience,” Exhanna agreed.

“It will teach him not to use that tongue until it is called upon to be used, “another priestess agreed.

Somewhere beyond the stark illumination of many candles, there was the sound of an iron wheel being turned and a large iron ring, suspended upon a strong iron chain was lowered from the ceiling.

I was made to stand underneath the iron ring and told to grasp it with both hands.  When I had grasped the ring tightly, devotees appeared and made certain that my wrists were bound securely to it.  When they had finished trying my wrists, the iron wheel was turned again, and the chain rose steadily, and my arms were stretched skyward.  When the chain had completed its ascent, my arms were stretched uncomfortably high, and I was left standing on tiptoe.

I hung like that while the clerics debated who would have the privilege of whipping my defenseless, naked body.  In the end, that honor went to Exhanna. 

I was stricken with fear, and yet my engorged, erect cock refused to become soft.  Fear should have sapped all the pride and vigor from my penis, yet inexplicably my cock was as swollen and erect as I had ever seen it.

“The goddess does not value impertinence in her avatars, Jathan,” Exhanna announced from somewhere behind me, “She values obedience, servility, humility and respect.  As a servant of the goddess, it is my religious duty to punish you and teach you all of these things.”

The first blow across my defenseless, naked buttocks stung horribly.  I screamed and kicked and struggled fruitlessly against my bonds.  The second blow struck my naked buttock no more than an inch below where the first blow landed.

“Please stop,” I begged, “I promise to be obedient and respectful!  I’ll do anything!”

“Yes, you shall,” Agreed a priestess from somewhere in the chamber, and my buttocks were struck with the whip again.

Again, and again the priestess struck my bare buttocks viciously.  With each stripe of pain, I shook and jerked my legs up as if these actions might somehow shake off the horrible sting that the whip was inflicting in my poor, innocent flesh.

“You must give yourself over to the pain, Jathan,” another priestess instructed me, “Even if you were utterly obedient and devoted, the goddess values your tears and your suffering.  With every crack of the whip, you show your devotion to the goddess.  With every tear you shed, you show that you truly care.”

The priestess whipped me again and again.  I felt my buttocks growing hotter and hotter, and when I was certain the stinging pain could not possibly grow any worse, I felt the leather whip crack across the back of one of my thighs.

“Aaaahhhh,” I cried out at the sudden, sharp cruel pain and twisted away from the whip, only to be struck on the back of my other thigh.

“Oooooh!”  I writhed and danced under the painful sting of the whip and tears spilled down my face.  I abandoned all semblance of resistance and dignity and promised the goddess that I was truly devoted and that I would do anything that was asked of me. 

Finally, when my buttocks and thighs were very red but not welted, the crack of the whip against my naked skin stopped. 

My buttocks were raw and stinging, I was sobbing, and my face was wet with tears, and then Exhanna closed the distance between us and she kneaded my sore buttocks hard.

“Aaaghhhh,” I cried out in distress, but the priestess was cold and merciless.

“It is the pain from punishments like this one that shall be your baptism, Jathan,” she explained to me as she kneaded my poor, punished buttocks, “When you have suffered enough, the pain shall purify you, transform you, you shall be much improved in the eyes of the Church and in the eyes of the goddess.”

And while I hung there helplessly and sobbed in pain, Cruenna took hold of my penis and scolded me, as my penis was no longer hardened and engorged.

“Male avatars should have their cocks roused and ready at all times for the goddess,” Cruenna said admonishingly, “Your lack of readiness is an insult to Opathia.”

She pinched the tip on my cock painfully and added, “Do you understand, Jathan?”

“Priestess, please,” I pleaded, “I was just subjected to a very cruel whipping!  What male could keep his cock roused and ready while enduring such stinging pain?”

Cruenna laughed and replied, “Foolish boy!  That was a mild whipping.  Before your time here is done, you shall know punishments that are far more severe than the one you have received today.”

She then released her grip on my penis and added, “When Siervera abducted Opathia and kept her as a captive in her Realm of Eternal Darkness, Opathia learned to think of pain and pleasure as one in the same.  In this way, she thrived, and even learned to take delight in being whipped, disciplined and humiliated.  As an avatar, you will be expected to learn this lesson as well.”

I groaned at the thought of learning to take pleasure in a whipping.  Certainly, such a thing was an impossibility!

The priestesses left me with my buttocks stinging, my wrists tied well above my head and my toes just barely touching the floor, and then they turned their backs to me as another avatar was admitted into the room for the priests to examine.

The next avatar was female.  She was naked, beautiful and looked just as vulnerable, miserable and frightened as I felt.  The priestesses shamelessly fondled every inch of her naked body, they fingered her vagina shamelessly, and they pinched her nipples, pinched her labia and performed other humiliating and painful acts upon the girl as they examined her.  By the end of the examination, her face was wet with tears as well.

It was the same with every avatar, regardless if they were male or female.  The way the priestesses examined them were humiliating and cruel.  A total of nine male and nine female avatars were examined by the priestesses, and without exemption every avatar was reduced to trembling and a free flow of tears by the time the examination was complete.

Finally, every avatar had been examined, shamed and humiliated and the Holy Lady Avisee announced that it was time for the priestesses to declare for themselves the avatar they wished to take control of, train and educate for the first year of his or her captivity.

There was a great rush of voices, as holy women announced which avatar they chose and why they deserved the responsibility of training their chosen boy or girl.  There were only eighteen avatars and at least sixty priestesses, eager to claim an avatar for herself, so the competition was fierce, and the shouted words were passionate.

While this cacophony of voices was dominating the room, acolytes and devotees quietly made their way around the chamber and made certain that the avatars would be ready when the shouting was over.  A grim-faced acolyte ambled towards me with a young, kind-faced devotee loyally following in her footsteps. 

“This one has allowed his organ to go soft,” the acolyte said to the devotee, “Rouse his organ again and get it hard.”

I moaned at the acolyte’s words.  I had never been sexually attracted to boys, and now this acolyte had ordered a boy to take control of my cock and bring me to full sexual arousal.  It was yet another humiliation, and I felt even more weakened and helpless than before, knowing what this boy was about to do.

The boy cradled my balls with one hand and pinched the tip of my cock with the other.  He produced a glass vial of oil from his tunic and poured it into his hand, so that he could lubricate my cock as he stroked it.  I moaned and whimpered at the embarrassment of having my naked cock fondled by a boy, and no matter how much the boy pinched my cock or pulled upon it, it would not reach full erection.

“We don’t have a great deal of time,” the acolyte hissed, “Use the enivrant elixir.”

The boy reached into his tunic again and pulled out another glass vial.  This one was filled with a white, milky liquid.

“Use it sparingly,” the acolyte advised, “It’s very potent.  You should not need but a small amount.”

The boy cupped the head of my penis and poured his mysterious white liquid directly onto the head and shaft, instantly causing a burning sensation.

I hissed through my teeth as the sharp pain burned across my cock, however the boy hushed me and said, “The pain only lasts for a few seconds.  Soon your cock will warm and then the pain will cease.  All that will be left is a warm, tingling sensation.”

The boy watched me intently as the pain faded and was replaced by a warm, tingling sensation.  My breathing quickened and became ragged as my lusts became inflamed and my cock became swollen once more.

It is a potion brewed by the Holy Lady Willeau,” the boy explained, “When it is poured upon the nipples or genitals, it caused intense throbbing and a powerful craving for physical contact.  For the next few hours you will be craving sexual release.  Most avatars become so desperate for sexual contact that they will shamelessly beg anyone they see to touch them.”

I swore to myself that my pride would prevent me from such shameless, lewd behavior, however the boy said that the effects would last for hours and within seconds I was already sweating and moaning in shameful, wanton lust.

Tears welled up in my eyes and I started to shake my head frantically side to side. I was shamed at my libidinous, wanton moaning and humiliated at my lack of control over my own naked body.  My cock was now painfully erect.  It throbbed and ached, and I saw a shameful drop of clear fluid form at the tip.  I gasped, feeling the orgasm ready to explode inside, to roll up through my organ and out of it, however without the touch of someone’s enveloping lips, inquisitive tongue or firm fingers, my orgasm would remain just out of reach. 

My cock was sensitive and throbbing, however I would need some more attention to my painfully erect organ before I could achieve the orgasm I desperately needed.

And then the boy turned to the cold-eyed acolyte and asked, “Is that satisfactory?”

The acolyte looked at my now erect, straining cock and nodded.  “Hard and erect like it was carved from marble,” the acolyte remarked, “That is quite satisfactory, Alluin.”

And so, now that my cock was painfully erect and my poor balls were swollen, heavy and throbbing, the acolyte and her devotee moved onto the next avatar to make certain they would look presentable as well.  More tears formed and wet my cheeks as I was forced to endure this sexual torment.

My wrists were still tied helplessly high above my head, so there was no hope of touching my poor, throbbing cock with my hands.  And the religious leaders in the room were cold, merciless and unconcerned with my suffering.



LUCIPHINE 

My naked body glistened with sweat and my chest heaved as I panted in desperation. And as I looked about the room, I could see that there were at least six more avatars suffering the same miserable fate as I.

“In the name of the goddess, I claim this one for myself,” a loud, authoritative voice declared to the entire room.

A very tall priestess in robes of rosewood and burgundy stood next to a female avatar of exceptional beauty.  Her breasts were perfectly round and larger than I would have expected to find on such a slender girl.  Her belly was flat, her waist was narrow and her whole body was firm, as if she had been carved from marble.  I could see why the tall priestess wanted her to herself.

There were looks of resentment on the faces of numerous priestesses in the room, however no one dared speak against the priestess who had just claimed the girl.  The tall priestess had a gold diadem encircling her brow, which I took to be a symbol of authority in the church. 

The female avatar was untied, and the tall priestess took possession of her.  The poor girl was gagged, and her wrists bound helplessly behind her.  Once her hands were helpless, a very tight rope was wound about her narrow waist.  A second, longer piece of rope was tied to the first piece, just above her buttocks, where she could not see it.  The second piece of rope was then passed between the naked girl’s legs. When the tall, imposing priestess pulled, the rope went taut and insinuated itself into the cleft between the girl’s buttocks and buried itself deep into the tender folds of her swollen pubic lips.

The naked, bound girl let out a painful yelp and then the imposing priestess used the second piece of rope like a leash.  She tugged on the cruel leash and led the poor, helpless girl from the chamber by her abused loins.  I prayed to the gods that I not be treated in the same humiliating manner, however I had very little faith that I could be spared. 

I soon learned that the tall priestess with the gold diadem was the Matriarch.  She was the ultimate authority in the Opathic Church, therefore when she claimed an avatar for herself, none of the other priestess dared to challenge her.

There was a great deal of loud squabbling over who would claim me as their avatar, however a high priestess with long, red hair shouted the most passionately and vehemently in favor of taking custody of me.  She intimidated the other holy women with her voice, the look of malice in her eyes and her assurances that she knew secrets that the other women did not want her to divulge.

When it was clear who had won the right to claim me, the other priestesses scurried away to find another unclaimed avatar, in hopes that there might still be hope of securing one for themselves.

The red-headed priestess came up closer to me.  She squeezed my sore, tender buttocks and then spanked my cock with her hand.  My cock was as hard and erect as if it had been carved from limestone and her hard slaps barely managed to make my erect organ even twitch.

“My name is Luciphine,” the priestess said as she pinched the underside of my painfully erect cock, “However I expect you to address me as Mistress.  Should you fail to address me properly, you will be punished.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said through gritted teeth.  I attempted to ignore the pain she was inflicting on my tender flesh; however, the pain was truly quite cruel and intense.

“I will be cruel to you,” Luciphine assured me, “However no more so than you can endure.  And there are other holy women in this room who would treat you far worse than I would.  In time, you may become grateful that I am the woman who claimed you.”

I was naked, helpless and this woman had just assured me that she would be cruel to me, and yet she also assured me that I may learn to be grateful for the level of cruelty she’ll inflict upon me.  I had no idea how to respond to such a claim, so I merely replied, “Yes, Mistress.”

Luciphine was very tall for a woman, and her eyes had an intense and intimidating look about them.  Her face was vaguely oval-shaped and was certainly beautiful once, however years of constant frowning and glaring had left deep lines on her face that made her look severe.  Her most appealing feature was her long, red hair which beautiful and flowed freely from her scalp very nearly down to her waist.

My wrists were untied from the iron ring and Luciphine had me gagged just as the female avatar had been gagged.  My wrists were bound tightly behind me with the same sort of leather strips.

Luciphine was then handed a coil of ropes.  Feelings of helplessness and panic enveloped me as she wound ropes around the base of my cock.  The ropes were pulled tight enough to bite into my tender flesh and then; much to my horror; I saw that a much longer rope was secured to the ropes that bound my genitals and was to be used as a leash to pull me along.

The priestess tugged upon my leash and I hastily followed in the direction that she led.  She did not tug especially forcefully, however the flesh of any naked and defenseless males’ genitals will be quite delicate and even modest jerking upon the leash caused pain in the vulnerable flesh between my legs.

If I ever allowed myself to forget the extreme peril that my intimate, naked flesh was being subjected to, or lagged in my following of her lead, the Holy Lady Luciphine would give a sharp tug on my leash, causing me to immediately increase the speed at which I followed.

“You should think of the gag as a mercy, Jathan,” my new captor told me, “New avatars tend to have very little control over their tongues and tend to say things that are impertinent.  That leather gag is very likely keeping you from saying something foolish and earning very painful punishments.”

I was unable to reply and merely followed behind, barefoot and naked as she led me through her temple of worship.  I passed a small number of acolytes and a great deal of devotees as Luciphine dragged me along at a very brisk pace through the unfamiliar corridors.

Being displayed naked before scores of unfamiliar people would have been humiliating enough, however, to be displayed nude, with my erect cock jutting out where the acolytes and devotees could stare at it, multiplied my humiliation.

Fresh tears burst forth from my eyes as I found myself drowning in a sea of humiliation and inescapable submission.  The fresh tears stung my eyes, and I found myself wondering how Albia had endured four years of inescapable servitude, sublime nakedness, humiliation and shame in the city of Gran Admirus.

I was naked, my thighs and buttocks burned from my recent whipping, my cock was swollen and embarrassingly erect due to the wicked potion they had used upon my organ and I was being led around by my cock.  How was Albia able to survive four years of this sort of maltreatment?

Eventually I found myself brought to a large chamber.  The chamber was lavishly furnished, well lit, expansively large and tended by three servants that I could see.  I rapidly concluded that this was Luciphine’s living quarters.

“Degauche,” Luciphine called out sharply, after the doors to her chamber had been bolted behind us.

Degauche was a fair young man in a spotless tunic of azure and ultramarine.  He seemed to me too beautiful and graceful to be a mere servant, and yet Holy Lady Luciphine spoke to him as if he served her every whim, and he hastened to obey whenever she spoke to him.

“Degauche, this naked young avatar is now mine,” the high priestess declared, “Tell me what you think of him.”

Degauche eyed me intently.  I could feel my face burn scarlet with embarrassment as he gazed with open interest at my swollen member.  My cock was painfully hard, and Degauche did not attempt to hide the fact that he was staring at it and appraising its attributes.

“Very lovely,” Degauche replied, still staring at my painfully erect cock.

“I want your entire and proficient opinion on the naked boy, Degauche,” the high priestess snapped, “Not merely your opinion of the boy’s strong, attentive organ.”

“My apologies, Holy Lady,” Degauche said, his voice filled with deference and grace, “May I examine the young man closely?”

Luciphine gave her assent and my heart pounded wildly as Degauche approached intimately close. 

“Calm yourself, Boy,” Degauche said to me as he gently stroked my face, “I’d never injure a lovely boy like you.  I’m just going to inspect you.  Avatars are inspected quite often and by a great many people in Gran Admirus, so you shall have to grow accustomed to them at some point.”

Degauche’s voice was gentle and I attempted to calm myself, however my heart still beat painfully fast.  The idea that my naked body could be inspected by a great number of people filled me with humiliation and dread.

Degauche removed my gag, the ropes binding my cock and scrotum and the leather bindings that had imprisoned my wrists, then he ordered me to stand with my hands behind my neck so that he could have a good look at me.

I trembled and felt my face burn hotly at the idea of Degauche closely inspecting my naked body, however I obeyed his command.

He spent a great deal of time grasping my arms, my thighs, my buttocks, my calves and various sections of my torso, squeezing them in his hands, as if checking for resiliency.  He pinched my reddened buttocks a dozen times, provoking whimpers and gasps from my lips.

He slapped my cock, making me yelp in surprise and shame.  He cradled by balls and lifted them up, almost as if weighing them.  He also inspected me from behind, and I could also feel Degauche thrusting something into my anus, probing it, making me squirm and whimper.

I trembled as he pinched my nipples and pinched the tip of my cock as well.  He forced me to open my mouth and examined my teeth and tongue.

When he had apparently completed inspecting my body he turned gracefully to the high priestess and summarized his opinion.

“Your avatar is slender and long-limbed, but not delicate.  His thighs and calves seem quite sturdy and strong.  His entire body is very well put together.  The organ between his thighs is not only of impressive size, but also appears resilient and capable of enduring much.  He has very pretty hips and a slender waist.  His buttocks are of excellent shape and firmness, however his anus is very tight and unsuited for enjoyment by another man’s cock.”

“Is that all that you’ve learned?” the high priestess inquired, and the demeanor in which she asked, told me she knew Degauche had gleaned more than that about me.

“No, Holy Lady, it is not,” Degauche replied, “The naked avatar is quite lovely, yet has a compelling flaw.  He is unable to control his fear of what is to be done with him.  He trembles and shrinks from my every touch.  He also retains a great deal of pride and willfulness from the days when he had his freedom.  He follows commands, but in his heart, he still believes that he is too distinguished and noble for naked servitude and the delicious humiliations that the Opathic Church needs him to experience.”

I very wisely remained silent as Degauche made his report to the high priestess.  There was no person in the empire so lowly that they deserved the humiliations that had been inflicted upon me today.  I knew full well that I did not deserve the humiliations that the Opathic priestesses had in mind for me, however I choked back my outrage and attempted to appear as yielding and acquiescent as possible.

“You are right, of course,” the high priestess told her attendant, “His pride is by far a larger problem than his fear.”

“It is not impossible to break a naked avatar of their pride, though,” observed Degauche helpfully.

Luciphine nodded in agreement and said, “It shall take time, but with a great enough number of humiliations and abuses, he will forget his old life and give up his pride and willfulness entirely.”

Holy Lady Luciphine and Degauche spoke of me as if I were not even in the room.  I was gripped by a sense of helplessness and misery, as they discussed a plan to crush my sense of pride and utterly break me, and they did it boldly in my presence, knowing that I would hear every word.

“Perhaps you could prevail upon the Holy Lady Intoresse to assist you in breaking the young man’s spirit,” Degauche suggested, “She has a great skill at dispensing humiliations upon his sort.”

I felt myself overcome with a sense of fear and trepidation as Luciphine smiled and agreed with her attendant.


THE ANATOMY LESSON

Intoresse was a teacher of sorts in the Opathic Temple.  She gave her students practical instruction on male and female anatomy.   There are such teachers in many towns and cities across the empire, however the majority of those teachers do not bring naked men and women into their classrooms and use them to demonstrate the appearance and function of the male and female anatomy.

I had been bound in a very helpless position in front of twenty-four very attentive students.  My wrists had been bound to two upright iron shafts, well above my head and far apart.  My ankles had also been bound very far apart to the same shafts.  I had tugged upon the ropes that bound me and found that I could not possibly get loose.  This bondage left me helplessly on display, with my buttocks and genitals shamefully exposed and vulnerable to Holy Lady Intoresse and her students.

A naked female had been bound in a very similar fashion no more than twenty feet from where I stood.  She was just as defenseless and exposed as I, and fear and humiliation were displayed openly on her face as she contemplated her naked body being used to instruct these students on the appearance and function of the female anatomy.  She trembled in her bondage and tears had welled up in her eyes.

Less than a dozen of the students were devotees of the Opathic Church.  The remainder were young women with intent eyes and eager smiles.  Most of them were no younger than me, and the majority of them stared openly at my exposed penis and scrotum.

“Students,” Holy Lady Intoresse called out sharply, “We are fortunate today that these two avatars have been generously donated by Holy Lady Luciphine and Holy Lady Cruenna.  Give them your fervent thanks when you are released from class.  Donations such as this are what make it possible for me to give you proper instruction.”

I swallowed hard and choked back bitter words about my shameful fate.  I had very recently been a respected citizen of the Hegothian Empire.  Now, I was merely a naked body to be fondled, examined and studied for the betterment of these students.

I was mortified to have my naked body examined so openly by such a large group of strange people.  I felt the fear rising in me in a near mirror image of naked female bound just a short distance away.  I wanted to scream wildly at the extraordinary injustice of it, however I held back my words, almost as if I were gagged, and only moaned instead.

“I shall begin your instruction today with the difference between the male and female nipples,” Holy Lady Intoresse announced to her students as she gracefully made her way across the room to where the female was helplessly bound.

Standing beside the poor, helpless girl, the priestess captured one of the girl’s nipples between her thumb and forefinger.  She took special care to make certain that she stood in a location where she would not obscure her student’s view of the girl’s naked body.

“The young women in this room are already aware of how the nipples are one of the most sensitive pieces of the female anatomy,” Intoresse announced, “However the young men in this room may be unaware of this fact.  Pay close attention students, to this demonstration.” 

I watched along with the unsympathetic students as the priestess reached toward the helpless girl’s breast with one cruel hand and pinched the poor girl’s nipple between thumb and forefinger.

I saw the naked, defenseless female react immediately to the cruel abuse her nipple was receiving.  She reflexively strained against her bonds, threw her head back and wailed in pain. 

“Holy Lady, please,” the naked girl began to plead urgently as her poor nipple was tugged upon and maltreated, however the priestess silenced her almost immediately.

“In my classroom, avatars have no voice,” Intoresse coldly admonished the poor, abused girl, “In this room, you are to be nothing more than a naked body on display.  If you cannot succeed in silencing your tongue, one of the devotees shall gag you.”

The helplessly bound girl burst into a flood of tears at the holy lady’s cruel announcement, however she spoke no words after that.  The priestess’s threat had silenced her voice.

The male students were invited to come forward and verify for themselves how sensitive and easily pained a female’s nipple might be.

The helpless female screamed wildly and shook in her bonds as one student after another took possession of her nipples and pinched them, yanked upon them or otherwise abused the poor sensitive nubs.  I was overcome with sympathy for the poor, abused girl, however I was bound just like her, and was helpless to do anything to come to her aid.

As students cruelly tugged and pinched the helpless female’s nipples, the instructor asked her students to pay attention to some of her more interesting reactions.

“Ignore her screams,” Intoresse sedately advised, “An avatar might fake her screams, especially one as young and undisciplined as this one.  There are more effective methods for judging the amount of pain your actions are causing her.”

Intoresse then called attention to the stricken look on the girl’s face, the wet tears cascading down her face and certain involuntary movements her body made in response to deep physical distress.  She informed her students that this was a much more effective method for judging the amount of physical distress being caused.

“Always watch for an avatar’s tears,” she told her students authoritatively, “Tears are the most honest sign of how much pain you’re inflicting on the avatar’s body.”

Then, a pretty female student pointed at my helpless form and asked, “Why should it be that female nipples are so delicate, and yet the male nipples are so resilient?”

The tone in which she asked her question made it sound as if she felt it was unfair the way the gods made females so much more vulnerable than males.  Her face was slightly flushed, and I anticipated a speech, voicing her outrage of the injustice that had been done to the female race.

“Fouetter, I am pleased that you asked this question,” the priestess said, “It is a widely held belief that a boy’s nipples are far more resilient than a girl’s nipples, however that is a myth…largely advanced by male physicians, in an attempt to make men seem more robust and more enduring than they truly are.”

Holy Lady Intoresse turned to a table at the back of the room and opened a leather case.  From this she withdrew two pieces of silver jewelry.  From a distance, they looked very much like the fasteners used to hold loincloths in place.

“It may come as a surprise to many of you,” Intoresse called out emphatically, “That both male and female nipples are very sensitive to touch. Perhaps the male nipples might be slightly less sensitive.  That is an issue that may require further study, however male nipples are nowhere as resilient as male physicians would prefer you to believe.”

Like most boys, I had been told that my nipples were hardier than those that adorned the breasts of girls.  I had never had a reason to doubt what I had been told until I was stripped naked, bound spread-eagle and had a priestess advancing upon me with cold, merciless intent in her eyes.  My belief in the superiority of my own body faltered, and I wondered what the priestess intended to do me.

She held her silver jewelry in one hand and toyed with my exposed nipples with the other.  I was surprised at how my nipples responded to her touch as she stroked them.  There was a sort of pleasant, warm tingling associated with her touch, and I wondered how it was that my own nipples could be a source of pleasure without my having known it.

I sighed and Intoresse called out to her students and told them to take note of how my body responded when my nipples were stroked and caressed.  She told her class that a boy can enjoy having his nipples toyed with almost as much as girl.

Her fingers worked with great care, brushing across my nipples, making my entire chest feel warm and causing my nipples to respond and become hard and erect.  How did I never know my own body could respond this way?

Then, when Intoresse was certain every student’s eyes were intently focused upon my naked body, she took one of her pieces of jewelry out where the students could see it, and then clamped the piece of jewelry over my right nipple.  Upon closer inspection, the jewelry was shaped very much like the jaws of a rat or a large rodent.  And when the silver jaws were placed within reach of my exposed, vulnerable nipple, there was an audible click and the jaws bit down and latched firmly into my pink, tender flesh.

I gasped sharply at the sudden and unexpected pain.  And then an instant later, the other piece of jewelry was clamped tightly onto my other nipple.

My nipples were in unrivaled torment.  I had no idea my nipples could feel such miserable pain, and tears welled up in my eyes and I proceeded to groan as my nipples throbbed in an agony that seemed never to end.

“As you can see, a boy’s nipples are quite tender,” Intoresse told her class impassively, “Our captive, young male is showing obvious signs of distress.  Please take note of the deep, blushing of his face and the tears welling up in his eyes.  These are not reactions that can be feigned.  The boy is in genuine agony.”

I continued to moan, whimper and pant as the miserable throbbing in my nipples persisted.  Intoresse continued to lecture her students on the realities of both male and female anatomy, however I was in an ocean of ceaseless misery, and all I seemed to know was the sharp bite of clamps on the unaccountably tender parts of me and I heard not one word of the priestess’s lessons.

The acute agony in my innocent nipples seemed to go on for hours or even endless days, however it might not have been more than minutes.  And at one point; as I was blinking back tears of undeserved suffering; I saw an acolyte approaching my helpless nude body and reach for the offending jewelry that was biting into my tender flesh.

I had assumed that removing the metal jaws from my abused nipples would be a mercy, and relieve the throbbing pain that I had been subjected to, however, when the jaws opened up and were removed from the pink flesh of my nipples, the pain sharply and suddenly increased.

I screamed with unbridled anguish as the suffering in my poor, abused nipples was greatly enhanced, and I reflexively thrashed in my bonds.  If my unfortunate nipples were to be whipped, the burning agony could not possibly be worse, however, no amount of thrashing or writhing could free me from my bonds or reduce my suffering.

And when my screams had died down, the priestess calmly explained my reaction to having the cruel silver jaws removed from my innocent flesh.

“These are souffrance clamps,” Intoresse explained, “They are made by our silversmiths for the purpose of clamping onto the delicate flesh of avatars.  They are most often used on the nipples, however, they are sometimes applied to a girl’s nether lips, of the soft flesh of a boy’s scrotum.”

I groaned at this announcement.  The thought of having those cruel, biting jaws anywhere near my genitals filled me with fear and trepidation.

“They bite into the tender flesh of your victim, and they hurt quite intensely, however they bite down so fiercely into a boy or girl’s nipple that they prohibit the flow of blood.  This limits the amount of pain that your avatar can feel in that part of the body.  This is the reason our poor avatar screamed and thrashed in response to Charis removing the souffrance clamps from his nipples.  With the clamps removed from his poor, abused nipples, his nipples swelled with blood and his ability to feel pain was greatly enhanced.”

I panted and felt an appalling helplessness.  My poor, blameless nipples were still throbbing in a riot of pain, and I had done nothing to earn such a violation to my naked flesh.  I had been cruelly maltreated simply to educate Intoresse’s young students.  How could I endure four years as an avatar, if my naked body could be afflicted with such torments for no other reason than to display my natural reactions to the young and curious?

The extremely cruel souffrance clamps were applied to the helplessly bound naked girl to demonstrate their effect on the girl’s nipples and on her exposed pubic lips.  They were later used on the soft flesh of my scrotum, causing me to gasp and whimper in outrageous torment, as the cruel jaws bit into my tender flesh.

At some merciful point, the cruel instructress ended her lessons on how to inflict pain on the male and female anatomy and began to instruct her class on how to manipulate the libido of males and female and to induce sexual arousal.

They started on the poor, naked girl and it was interesting to watch and listen as Intoresse explained the female anatomy to her class.

“And here is the girl’s clitoris,” the priestess said, her students crowding around the girl, staring directly at her exposed sex, “There are several parts the female anatomy that can be touched, stroked, suckled and rubbed to arouse her sexual passions, however, none are more responsive than the clitoris.”

The helpless girl moaned as the instructress rubbed her fingers across the girl’s pubic lips and trapped a tiny piece of flesh between her thumb and forefinger.

“There is a protective hood that covers the clitoris,” the instructress said to her students, “Gently peel it back before you work to stimulate her.  The more exposed the clitoris is, the more she’ll feel the efforts of your fingers, your tongue or the shaft of your penis.”

At least a dozen of Intoresse’s students took the opportunity to direct their attentions in between the naked girl’s widespread thighs and toyed with her clitoris, rubbing it, teasing it, licking it, sucking upon it and making the helpless girl moan and writhe in wild, miserable abandon.

The poor girl was overwhelmed, and her nether lips were obviously soaked in her own juices.  Even at a distance, I could see the fluids of her sex as they ran down her inner thighs.  And when a pale youth with midnight-black hair thrust fingers from both hands into the helpless girl’s sex, she let out a hoarse scream and her hips trembled and spasmed uncontrollably as an orgasm ripped through her naked body in front of dozens of interested witnesses.

I had thought it a humiliating and shameful ordeal for the poor girl to endure, and then I realized that a very similar fate was intended for me as well.

“A great many of you are already aware of the most obvious targets of the male anatomy to stimulate for male arousal,” Intoresse told her class, “Such as the foreskin and the head of a man’s cock.”

As she spoke these words, she placed her thumb and two of her fingers gently upon my cock and manipulated my foreskin in such a way that made me moan and feel a warm, tingling sensation in my loins.

“However,” she continued, “There is a highly sensitive organ of the male anatomy that many of you do not know about.  It is sometimes referred to as the male clitoris, although in the community of teachers and scholars, it is most often referred to as the garris.”

“The garris was written about extensively by a male physician who lived centuries ago and had a multitude of male lovers.  According to him, if you were to massage this tender spot of the male anatomy, a young man’s cock could come to a full and impressive erection, even if he were actively opposed to becoming erect.”

Intoresse addressed her students and asked if any of them could tell her where the garris was located.

Her inquiry was met by silence and a great number of glassy-eyed stares.  It seemed that not one of her students were familiar with the location of this highly sensitive part of the male anatomy.  Even I was perplexed, although even if I had known about the garris I would have kept silent.  Intoresse was apparently very opposed to naked avatars speaking up in her classroom.

“it is hidden in a very unlikely place,” the instructress informed her class, “Come closer and I shall show you.”

When her entire class was standing nearby, Intoresse directed their attention towards my buttocks and declared, “The garris is located deep inside of a man’s anus.  It is highly susceptible to prodding by a woman’s finger, or by a phallic device.  I shall demonstrate.”

I very nearly screamed in protest, however I was certain that the punishment for speaking in the priestess’s classroom would be worse than having my anus probed by her fingers.  I gritted my teeth tightly together and swallowed back my words.

Naked, and with my legs bound shamefully apart, I was helpless to defend the sensitive, pink orifice in between my buttocks.  And to my further shame, the girl named Fouetter took hold of my naked buttocks and spread them apart, leaving my anus even more vulnerable and exposed.  I hissed between clenched teeth as the girl grasped my naked buttocks in her strong hands.  My buttocks had been cruelly punished earlier with a leather strap and they were still stinging and tender to the touch.  I trembled in both pain and overpowering shame as the female student grasped my poor, abused bottom and spread my buttocks humiliatingly far apart.

“This is beurrer cream,” the holy woman said, apparently displaying some sort of jar for her students, “Whenever you attempt to probe a male’s anus with your finger, apply generous amounts of this substance onto your fingers, all up and down the surface of the boy’s anus and into the anal cavity itself.  It shall allow you to penetrate him with far less difficulty.”

And a heartbeat after I heard those words leave her mouth, I could feel the cold, oily substance of the cream being smeared in between my naked buttocks and across my innocent, pink anus.  I gasped and tensed up, anticipating the violation of my virgin cleft.

Intoresse’s finger pushed against the soft, pink flesh of my pink opening, but did not stab all the way inside of me.

“Don’t resist me, Jathan,” the priestess admonished as her finger continued to prod insistently against my rear cleft, “Should I have to force my way in, that shall hurt a great deal.  It shall be far better for you if you relax the ring of your anus and open up for me.”

I trembled in fear and humiliation, yet somehow managed to relax my anus and allow the priestess to impale my anal cavity with her fingers.

“That’s better,” the cold, authoritarian woman said as she wriggled and thrust her fingers deeper and deeper inside of me, “Soon you will grow accustomed to being opened and impaled like this.  It is common for male avatars to impaled thusly.  It even happens to some of the females at times.”

I felt a cold, appalling helplessness as the cleric’s fingers probed deeper and deeper inside of me, filling me with overwhelming shame and defeat.  Tears welled up in my eyes, however, the instructress and her students took no notice.

The fingers broke me open wide and pushed deep.  I groaned, pulled uselessly against my restraints and felt utter helplessness, as if those fingers now owned me and had me utterly subjugated. 

I groaned again and felt the woman’s fingers inside of me as they located my garris.  I had never been previously aware of it, however when I felt the tips of her fingers press against it, I could feel the heat in my loins rising and the first agonizing waves of desire passing through me.  I felt my breath becoming ragged and labored, and my cock becoming painfully hard.

“You see, class,” the instructress said, calling attention to my now erect organ, “I was able to bring this boy to full erection without the slightest touch to his cock.  Rubbing, stroking and pushing at the secret spot deep inside of his anus is all that’s truly required.”

The priestess sild her fingers out of my anus, leaving me feeling suddenly odd and bereft, however, there was a student standing right at her shoulder who offered to impale my defenseless anus on her fingers as well.

More of the chilling cream was smeared across my delicate, pink orifice and rubbed in much deeper this time.  And then a different set of fingers stabbed into me, breaking me open wide, and I could not stifle the groan that came out of me.  I was helpless, naked and being violated in a manner I had never previously even thought possible.

The girl worked her fingers back and forth inside of me, stretching me helplessly open until my anus felt enormous, throbbing around her insistent fingers.  And then she found the garris deep inside of me, stroking her fingertips against it, making my already erect cock twitch and throb.

A large dollop of clear liquid appeared at the tip of my penis and the instructress called attention to it, informing her students that this was evidence that her student had found my garris and was effectively manipulating it.

“See how responsive this boy is when his garris touched?” the priestess asked, “This is far more effective than stroking his foreskin or rubbing the head of his cock.  The garris is simply far more sensitive.”

Female fingers were removed from my anus; however, they were soon replaced by the fingers of another student.  As I stood there naked and bound helplessly between two iron shafts, five more students stabbed their fingers into me.  They thrust deep, stretched my anus open wide and probed my interior, searching for the sensitive nodule that would make me moan helplessly in sexual need.  My distress concerned them not at all.  I was merely a living gift from the Holy Lady Luciphine to aid in the educating of Intoresse’s curious students.

My cock was painfully hard and throbbing, and my naked body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat when the seventh student worked a glob of the greasy lubricant into my tight anus and twisted fingers around inside of me relentlessly.  I groaned and she thrust her long, unwelcome fingers deep inside of rear cleft and felt her knuckles inside of me as she flexed her fingers.

The rest of the students had positioned themselves behind me, having an extraordinary view of my naked and vulnerable buttocks as a young, audacious woman violated my anus and thrust her fingers deep inside of me, causing me to tremble in helpless shame and humiliation.

I whimpered and tears ran wetly down my face as I trembled in both intense humiliation and sexual arousal. Both feelings seemed boundless in their extremity and it seemed impossible that one should coincide with the other.

My entire being was one of absolute and unremitting distress as he the young woman’s fingers violated that sensitive cluster deep inside of my anus and caused a powerful orgasm to build in strength inside of me.  I looked down at my naked body and found that my cock was painfully hard, erect and larger than I had ever seen it before.  With all my pubic hair having been removed; and my cock now looking more erect and swollen than I had thought possible; it seemed almost as if this cock belonged to someone else. 

No sooner had I had this thought than the student impaling my anus pressed hard against my garris gland, prodding it vigorously. My helpless body stiffened in my bondage, my wrists and ankles hurting as I pulled against my bonds.  My spine arched backwards, and I howled like a wolf-bitch in the midst of a mindless, wanton, sexual climax as the inevitable orgasm shamelessly erupted out of me, while dozens of curious students witnessed my humiliation.

“AAAAAUIIGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHUUGGGHHHH!!!”

My throbbing orgasm seemed to explode out of me, intensely hot liquids discharged from the tip of my cock and my whole body seemed to spasm as wave after wave of intense sensation coursed through me.  I gasped and panted, and I could still feel the powerful fingers inside of me, my anus contracting around them as the powerful throbbing in my loins, and the explosion of semen from my urethra seemed to continue for hours.

I mindlessly gave one last shudder, and at long last the throbbing ended.  At that moment, my naked body finally went limp in my bonds and I felt utterly weakened and drained.  At long last the woman who had molested me, extricated her fingers gently from my abused anus.  I whimpered but could not find the strength within me to react in any other way.

“I do hope you have found this lesson to be instructive, class,” the robed priestess said resoundingly to her students, “As you can see, Fessera has brought this naked boy to boisterous orgasm without touching his cock or balls.  With sufficient practice, any one of you should be able to do the same with any man you choose.”

I was still naked and helplessly bound when the female naked Fessera ambled over where she could view my body directly from the front.  She gave me an intense look and then took hold of my scrotum, lifting my balls up slightly, as if weighing them.

“You are very beautiful, my subjugated, naked captive,” the young woman whispered to me as she stood disturbingly close, “And I intend to speak to your overlord, and see to it that I am allowed to spend a great deal of time with you.”

The tone of the woman’s voice was the sort of amorous tone that haunted my fervid, impassioned dreams of naked couplings with the more pleasing girls of Cairforr.  I was naked, bound with my ankles and wrists helplessly far apart and this woman was holding my defenseless scrotum in her hands. 

I feared this woman, and yet somehow the fear I felt was delicious.  It was a fear colored with passion and adoration.  It was perplexing.  And I did not understand what was happening to me, and there was no one in the entire Hegothian Empire to explain it to me.



PUNISHED SLAVES


My third day in Gran Admirus, two of the avatars made an attempt to escape. 

It was a foolish attempt.  They were in the center of the Opathic Church’s power.  The simple act of making it outside the church walls, would require them to evade the grasp of dozens of priestesses, scores of acolytes and more than two-hundred devotees.  And once outside the church, they would need to evade thousands of loyal citizens of Gran Admirus, steal clothing from somewhere to cover their nudity and then make their way past the city gates.

They were captured before they ever made it to main steps of the temple.  Two unsupervised, naked avatars running through the corridors invite too much attention to themselves, and the end result of such a spectacle was the naked avatars were grabbed by five devotees each and were carried bodily to the matriarch.

The matriarch sentenced them both to be publicly punished for their transgression.  I was ordered to be present at their punishment, so that I might see what happened to avatars that were foolish enough to violate the rules.

The display was to take place in a huge, foreboding room known as the Chamber of Penance.  I was taken there by the Holy Lady Luciphine and made to kneel along with all the other naked avatars.  Like all of the other avatars ordered to witness the punishment, my wrists were bound behind my back with metal shackles and I was forced to keep my wrists up near the small of my back by a short chain that connected the iron shackles locked upon my wrists to a metal collar locked about my throat.  And like all of the other avatars, I was made to kneel in the front row, so that I could receive the full force of the physical and emotional trauma that the two headstrong avatars would be suffering.

A grim-face priestess in robes of rosewood and burgundy appeared in front of us and she seemed to be illuminated by an unnatural light.  There were no candles near her, and the chamber was windowless, thus she could not be lit by sunlight or moonlight, yet she was lit up no matter where she stepped in the dark chamber.

“You are here today,” she announced loudly to her captive audience, “to witness the discipline of two insubordinate avatars.  This is intended to be an educational experience for many of you.  Every single one of you may be punished for disrespect, disobedience or pride, however the most severe offense an avatar may commit is any attempt to escape.”

Then she turned and seemed to look me directly in the face and said, “Any begging to be liberated shall be punished just as severely as an attempt at escape.  And need I add that there is no escape?”

She needn’t have added that part.  I had been told time and time again that were hundreds of miles from home.  And even if we should manage to flee from the temple itself, there were over two-hundred members of the city watch and thousands of city-dwellers that would instantly take notice if they discovered a naked man or woman running down the streets of Gran Admirus.  We would be captured almost immediately and returned to the temple within minutes.

Then the illumination that favored the priestess seemed to expand, and suddenly two naked avatars were on display behind her.  One was male, and the other was female.  Their wrists were both bound with rope and their nude bodies were both stretched taut, each of them standing on the balls of their feet.

For a few dramatic moments. The priestess walked a circle around her naked captives, and I noticed the strain in their naked bodies.  They strained to keep contact with the floor. The feet were arched nicely and muscles in their legs were at their most graceful and aesthetically pleasing.  Their bellies looked flat and tight and the female’s firm breasts were thrust up with her nipples on display, as if begging to be noticed and touched.  Even the looks of distress on their young faces seemed to add to their beauty somehow.

“This is Anon,” the priestess said, indicating her male captive, “And this one is named Nyme,” she continued as she gestured to her female captive.

“The goddess conferred a great honor upon them by allowing them to serve her, and they both foolishly attempted to reject that honor.”

Suddenly a young acolyte was standing between the naked captives.  The acolyte held a long, leather whip in her hands and the priestess continued, “Now they shall both experience the misery that comes from displeasing the goddess.”

Nyme was the first to be punished.  The acolyte pinched the poor, helpless girl’s nipples first and slapped her breasts with a bare hand several times hand before she began to use the whip.  Nyme was helpless to protect her naked breasts, and the look on the poor girl’s face was one of fear and trepidation before the whip was even brought into play.

“Oghhhhh,” the helpless girl gasped as her defenseless breasts were subjected to a series of unforgiving cracks from the leather whip.  The girl squirmed and attempted to evade the blows, however, with the way she was bound, she could do little more than shake her head or kick an unfettered leg in agony.

The naked girl twisted, squirmed and cried out in shameless torment as the stinging blows of the whip continued to rain down upon the soft flesh of her innocent, naked breasts and nipples.

The poor punished girl swung her head violently to the left and to the right as her breasts were decorated with an increasing assortment of painful colors, pink, rose, rouge and amaranth.  Her breasts were crisscrossed with marks from the whip and looked incredibly hot and tender.

They girl gave out a high, keening scream and continued to make loud sounds of distress as tears welled up in her eyes and cascaded down her face in a flood.  She raised her legs, kicked and writhed as she was punished, however none of her frantic movements protected her bare breasts or reduced her misery by even a small fraction.

“The goddess loves your tears, sweet Nyme,” the acolyte said to her naked, helpless penitent, “The more tears you shed, the more you show your devotion to her.”

I watched Nyme’s whipping just as all the naked avatars knelt in the Chamber of Penance and witnessed her whipping, however, much to my surprise, I discovered that my cock had become painfully hard and erect as I witnessed her punishment.

I attempted to tell myself that I was not sexually aroused from watching this poor naked girl being cruelly disciplined with a leather whip, yet I wondered if that was strictly true.  Being a slave of the Opathic Church was changing me, and I had no real knowledge of what I was to become when my four years of captivity were over.

A quick glimpse at other male avatars to my left revealed that at least four more naked males were also painfully hard and erect.  What was the Church doing to us?  Why were we reacting this way to such humiliation and harsh punishments?

And when I turned my attention back to the poor, punished Nyme, I saw that a second acolyte was standing behind her.  When she raised a leg in agony, the second acolyte used another leather whip to strike at the soft, pink tenderness between her thighs.

Nyme twisted her head to gaze at her second tormentor and screamed louder than any female I had ever heard before.  Her scream was piercing and seemed capable of reaching the heavens themselves.

Nyme’s face was covered in tears and her naked body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat.  The two acolytes nodded as if this was all natural and a conventional way to punish a girl.  Then they resumed Nyme’s punishment.

The second time Nyme’s poor pubic lips were struck by the whip, she looked back across a sweat-drenched shoulder to give a look of reproach and appeal to her tormentor, however the acolyte returned Nyme’s look of appeal with a look of cold indifference.

Nyme’s whipping continued.  Of course, the poor, suffering girl screamed, and her naked flesh was soon covered in vivid whip marks from her knees to her breasts.  And the acolyte standing behind the poor girl struck at the poor girl’s pink nether lips every time she writhed in pain and raised a leg high enough that the naked girl’s loins could become a target.

Her screams were loudest whenever her defenseless sex was struck with the whip, and she writhed frantically whenever she was struck there, however her screams and struggles did nothing to ease the painful sting of the leather whip or free her from her bondage.

When Nyme’s whipping was concluded, Holy Lady Cruenna announced to the chamber that Nyme’s tears and Nyme’s sobbing were accepted by the Goddess Opathia as gifts, and as tokens of how much Nyme wished to please her. 

“The more you suffer, the more you show the goddess how much you respect her,” the priestess announced, “The goddess never listens to your prayers on penitence unless you show that you are willing to shed tears for her.”

Another priestess came forward and fondled Nyme’s poor, punished buttocks, however; now that the female’s whipping was over; most of the clerics were focusing their attention on the frightened, male avatar.

Anon was trembling before the leather whip even touched his skin.  He had seen the harsh, stinging punishment Nyme had endured and it apparently had left him intimidated and stricken with panic.  He knew that his punishment was imminent, and his courage had left him.

Anon gasped when one mean-spirited acolyte pinched the tip of his cock, and whilst he was distracted by that female, another acolyte trod silently across the chamber and took up position behind him.  And once she was in position, she cocked her arm back and began whipping poor Anon’s naked body.

The acolyte whipped poor Anon, first one buttock, then the other, then the backs of his thighs.  Anon cried out in pain, writhed and danced under the painful sting of the whip and contorted his naked body into awkward positions as he vainly attempted to escape the stinging pain of the lash, however none of his frantic thrashings did anything to protect his naked flesh.

I felt sympathy for poor, naked Anon.  Like me, he was merely eighteen years of age.  It seemed an injustice to subject such a tender, innocent youth to such a harsh punishment.  The cruel acolyte whipped the backs of his thighs and his calves as well as his poor buttocks.  It took perhaps twenty seconds before tears began to well up on Anon’s eyes and no more than two minutes before his face was soaked with the wetness of his miserable sobbing.

“I am truly sorry for what I did, Mistress,” Anon proclaimed to the acolyte in a raw, torn voice, “I promise I shall never attempt such a foolish thing again!”

Anon’s naked body was trembling and the look on his tear-stained face was wretched.  My heart went out to the poor boy, however, I could do nothing to ease his plight.

“If you are truly penitent, the Goddess shall know of it, Anon,” she told her naked captive, “However I cannot forgive you.”

The acolyte then set down her cruel-looking weapon of punishment and picked up a much smaller whip.

“Every avatar that attempts to escape must be punished without mercy.  It is not just for your sake, but also for the sake of every avatar here.  Your punishment will serve to discomfit them and to teach them the utter folly of ever attempting to defy the will of the Church.

Anon’s head hung low and he sobbed, already in a great deal of throbbing pain, yet knowing that his punishment was not yet over.

Yet before Anon’s punishment resumed, he was subjected to another indignity.  The acolyte took Anon’s cock and held it between her thumb and forefinger.  Anon’s cock was soft at first, however the acolyte handled Anon’s tender flesh, squeezing it, kneading it, pinching the tip and fondling his scrotum.  Anon attempted to shrink back, however his wrists were bound with rope.  And that rope was stretched taut and secured to something in the ceiling.  Anon’s tightly stretched nudity was helpless and unable to back away.

Anon moaned softly as his genitals were handled and worked by the acolyte’s hands.  His moans were resonant and imploring, yet the acolyte showed him no pity.

“The Goddess demands that you suffer, Anon,” the acolyte informed the helpless youth, “And therefore the Church also demands that you suffer.  No pleading eyes or claims of sincere penitence can save you from that now.”

When Anon’s cock was fully and humiliatingly erect, the acolyte whipped his vulnerable cock with her whip, causing Anon to cry out with pain and alarm.

“It is no worse than you deserve, Anon,” the acolyte admonished her naked captive.  She seemed utterly without mercy at first, however I noted that she did not whip his cock a second time.  Instead she contented herself with whipping his tight, flat belly, his hairless chest and his pink, vulnerable nipples.

The crack of cruel leather against Anon’s naked skin filled me with fear and a sense of foreboding.  I had been sentenced to four years in Gran Admirus.  Four years of being a naked avatar, at the mercy of priestesses of the Opathic Church meant there would be hundreds of opportunities for these cruel priestesses to discover a rationale for punishing me.  How much longer would it be before my naked body was bound, suspended and whipped by an unforgiving acolyte?

Poor Anon would jerk and cry out every time the supple leather smacked his innocent, naked flesh, his entire body was a target from his nipples to his knees, and the acolyte seemed eager to find the most sensitive areas on Anon’s body, the ones that would make him respond with the greatest amount of writhing and agonized squeals.

Anon’s whipping ended with a dozen stinging lashes across the backs of his bare thighs.  Anon screamed and jerked his legs up in response to each blow.  His whole body shook as if he might somehow shake off that terrible sting.

Anon cried out in anguish and I noticed that his naked body was now covered in a fine sheen of sweat.  He writhed and danced under the painful string of the whip, his bare feet kicking at the air, however there was no mercy in the eyes of the woman who punished him.  She continued to mark his slender, naked body with painful-looking red and pink stripes.

When Anon’s whipping had come to an end, his feet were lowered to the floor and his hands untied.  Nyme was lowered to the floor and released from her bondage as well.  Both of the punished delinquents were ordered to kneel, and the Matriarch strode forward to stand imperiously over them.

“Anon, you and your foolish cohort have just learned the folly of attempting to escape,” the Matriarch announced in an authoritative tone of voice.

“Your actions were foolish, however you have found favor with the Goddess today.  Opathia takes a great deal of interest in her avatars.  You few were chosen out of many mortal men and women in the Empire for your great beauty, and it pleases her to see you completely naked and helpless as instruments of pain sting your bare flesh and decorate your nicely rounded bottoms with symbols of your suffering.”

Nyme whimpered at this announcement, however the Matriarch ignored her.

“Your tears, your suffering and the stinging, red marks on your naked flesh enhance your beauty far more than you realize.  The goddess sees the whip marks on your skin as a beautiful tribute of devotion to her. As yet, you do not appreciate the honor that comes from suffering in Opathia’s name, however I assure you, the Goddess values and appreciates your suffering.”

“The Goddess treasures your tears, your weeping is music to her ears,” scores of priests and acolytes suddenly chanted in unison. 

I blinked my eyes and their religious belief suddenly seemed to fill the room and I could feel my body fill with an intense sort of spiritual potency.  I hadn’t been brought up to worship Opathia or visit her temples, however it seemed that I could suddenly feel her divine presence filling the room and entering my body.  There was a raw, untamed sexual passion to her.  I could feel the savage, luxuriant libidinous nature of the Goddess, and I understood the appeal of keeping the avatars completely naked. 

Raw, primitive sexuality was an irresistible force, as powerful as a storm that drowns sailors and throws mighty, wooden treasure ships miles off course, or sends them to the bottom of the ocean.

My cock was now painfully hard, and my breathing was labored.  I felt exceedingly hot, even though I was utterly naked, and there was a throbbing in my head.  Sweat beaded my brow and I desperately wished for someone to touch me. 

I wondered if Anon and Nyme felt the raw, untamed sexual passion of the Goddess like I did.  I wondered if the other naked avatars in the chamber had felt it as well.  I knelt there and my breath came in a loud gasp followed by desperate panting.  I felt feverish and my body was throbbing.  My body was begging for some sort of physical contact.  I was desperate for a mouth, a tongue, a hand or even a finger to touch my fever-hot skin. 


ECHOUX

After one week in Opathia’s Temple; we were told that as avatars of the Goddess; we were obligated to exhibit the same sort of sexual passion that Opathia had displayed in the Realm of Eternal Darkness.  The pubic lips of the female avatars are expected to always be moist and swollen with desire.  Male avatars; like myself; were expected to always be painfully hard, with our cocks swollen and erect. Avatars were inspected several times a day, and failure to display such raw, libidinous passion always resulted in punishment.

Luciphine enjoyed seeing me punished, and she sent me to the Chamber of Penance as often as she could find an excuse for it.  And should my cock ever grow soft, that was always sufficient excuse to have me punished.

“Your cock should always be ready, Jathan,” the unforgiving priestess admonished me every time I was marched off to the Chamber of Penance, “Avatars are punished for disobedience. And allowing your cock to grow soft is a form of disobedience.”

The Holy Lady Mauvais ruled the Chamber of Penance, along with an assemblage of loyal acolytes and obedient avatars that had earned the priestess’s favor.

Whenever my mistress brought me to the Chamber to be punished, Mauvais would take great delight in scolding me and telling me how bad I was, as if it were a simple matter to keep my cock painfully hard and erect at all hours of the day.

“You are such a bad boy,” Lady Mauvais admonished me, “But you shall be trained to display the proper passion.  I shall make certain of it.”

Mauvais would order her acolytes to make me helpless for my punishment.  They would bind me spread-eagled, my ankles and wrists bound to vertical shafts, immobilizing me with my legs open wide, chest, belly and genitals as completely displayed and vulnerable as possible.

“When a male avatar is being taught to always keep his cock ready,” Mauvais told me once, “There is no better teacher than another avatar.  Their sexual hunger seems quite often to be contagious.”

Mauvais had a female avatar she often used to arouse the cocks of male avatars.  The female was named Echoux, and she was a great beauty.

All of the avatars are great beauties, that’s why we’re here, to display our naked bodies and act as warm-blooded representatives of the goddess of beauty and sexual passion.

And yet, somehow, Echoux made my body and soul respond in a way that none of the naked avatars did.  She had perfectly shaped breasts, beautiful buttocks and long legs like so many other avatars, however she also had an expression on her face, that made her look tender and even somewhat lost most of the time.

Her lips were naturally full and sensual, and were always parted, as if they were always on the verge of letting out a sensual gasp or overwhelming a fortunate consort with a feverish, prurient kiss.  Her hair was raven-wing black and cut into a boyish style, however it was still long enough that wisps of it would sometimes spill down into her eyes and need to be brushed back.

“Come, Echoux,” Mauvais said authoritatively, “Show the boy your skill at making flesh respond.”

I reflexively struggled against my bonds as the female avatar moved in very close to my helpless nudity.  She favored me with an attentive smile, and I had time to notice that her eyes were a vibrant shade of green just as her hands reached for my nipples.

Her hands were feverishly hot, and I moaned as her hands made contact with my naked flesh.  I wanted to kiss her, however my face was too far away from hers, and my bound wrists made it impossible for me to move any closer.

Echoux took my vulnerable nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched them, causing them to swell with blood.  My naked body reflexively tensed as Echoux abused my poor nipples, and the intense sensations that she created traveled far across my body.

I gasped, and my cock began to react to the abuse my nipples were enduring.  It also began to swell with blood, and I thought it to be an odd thing, however Echoux was still smiling at me, and I could not tear my gaze away from her enchanting lips.

Echoux’s fingers pulled at my nipples, pinching them hard suddenly so that I gritted my teeth and gasped in pain, yet I still found myself obsessed with her lips and desperately wondered what it would feel like to have her lips pressed against mine.

My head was swimming and I was somehow feverish with desire.  I wanted to reach out and grab Echoux’s naked body in my arms, but of course, I couldn’t.  The ropes held my wrists and ankles firmly and made me utterly helpless.

Then Echoux allowed one of her hands to slide down my flat belly and her thumb gently massaged my navel, before dropping even lower and touched my cock.  My body seemed to grow even hotter and my cock swelled even more.  I gasped and forgot that I was there to be punished.  All I could think about was the delightful, naked female with her hand on the most intimate part of my anatomy.

One of Echoux’s hands grabbed me by the back of my neck and suddenly her lips were joined to mine.  My fervent wish to kiss Echoux had become a reality!  I eagerly returned the kiss with more passion than I had ever displayed before.  Echoux painfully pinched the soft skin of my scrotum as we kissed, and I moaned into her mouth as we kissed.  The kiss was my food and drink, the pain in the tender flesh of my scrotum was just a bit of spice added to the meal.

My mouth locked tight upon hers as she kissed me.  It was an intense kiss, I felt as if she’d melt into me through my mouth.  Her fingernails pinched the flesh of my poor, vulnerable scrotum harder, however the pain from my abused, tender flesh seemed to merge with the pleasure of the kiss, and she kissed me for a long and impossible length of time.  The kissing was wet, feverish and delicious, and the pain of her abusing my soft, intimate flesh somehow became delicious as well.

Echoux finally broke from the kiss and gathered up my scrotum in her hand, lifting my balls gently, as if weighing them.  She was gentle, yet my heart pounded madly, and I reflexively tensed, as if my body feared her touch.  She rolled my balls slowly and reverently in her hand as if they were something of great value that she wished to purchase.  She savored the moment, seeming to want it to go on forever.  Are all females fascinated by a man’s balls?  Or where mine somehow of a special quality?  Or did Echoux merely have a personal fascination with the size, shape and weight of the balls that dangled between my legs? 

Eventually Echoux released my balls from her grasp and instead wrapped her confident fingers around the shaft of my cock.  She expertly stroked my cock from the root of it, all the way up to the head.  Her fingers brushed up and down my helpless cock again and again, causing me to gasp and take in my breath in agonizing gulps.

Soon my cock was painfully hard and throbbing, and still Echoux’s hand continued to rub up and down the shaft of my cock, occasionally pinching the tip and then she planted her sensual lips once more against mine, merging our mouths together and forcing her tongue into my mouth.

My moans were muffled by her mouth, utterly and completely covering mine, so only the two of us could hear the sounds I made.  Her kisses seemed to become more passionate and wanton as her hand brought me closer and closer to orgasm.  I had never been this hard before.  Echoux had brought my cock to a level of libidinous excitement I had never before thought possible.  My balls felt tremendously heavy and when Echoux finally drew back, I was left breathless, gasping and feeling helpless.  I swallowed hard and gazed at her with desperate, pleading eyes, begging for her to touch me again.

“No, don’t stop,” I whispered, my voice raw with need and suddenly I felt a stinging explosion of pain against my buttocks and heard the sharp crack of leather against bare flesh.

“You have no voice here,” an acolyte sternly admonished me and then she cracked me across my bare buttocks a second time for emphasis.

I understood the warning of her words.  I was to be silent in the Chamber of Penance.  Talking would only result in more punishment.

Echoux closed the distance between us and pressed her feverishly-hot naked body against mine and whispered softly in my ear, “There is still much more I can show you, beautiful boy.  I have only just begun.”

I sighed in great relief.  The touch of Echoux’s lips and fingertips was intoxicating and addictive. I felt her fingers once again upon my naked body, touching my balls, stroking my penis and twisting my vulnerable, pink nipples.  I adored every caress, every pinch, every kiss, every bite.  It seemed that I would love everything Echoux did as long as her body was touching mine.

When she took her hands away from the next time, she turned her back and I could see her exquisite buttocks for the first time.  They were high, firm and perfectly shaped.  They were also reddened, evidence that she had received a very painful spanking just recently.  Somehow the painful stripes on her buttocks and thighs seemed to make Echoux even more beautiful.  They enhanced the beauty of her naked body, although I could not explain why.

When Echoux turned to face me again, she was holding a long, thin, leather-covered rod in one hand and a glass bottle in the other.  My heart pounded painfully hard in my chest as I suspected what the beautiful female intended to do to me next.

Echoux stood behind me and lubricated the crack between my buttocks with some sort of cold, oily liquid.  Then she smeared generous amounts of the oily substance into my anus itself, making me squirm and whimper.  I loved Echoux’s fingers, but I always felt an appalling sense of helplessness whenever any person touched or opened the very intimate and secret pink flesh of my anus.

I felt her lubricated fingers driving sharply into me, opening me, violating me, and then they were thrust mercilessly in and out of my well-oiled anus, and then finally the girl’s fingers were removed and the leather-covered rod was thrust inside of me, impaling me cruelly and finding the tender spot deep inside of me that made me gasp and groan when the leather rod prodded it, causing me to shudder.  The intrusive rod she thrust inside of me felt enormous, although I knew it was not much thicker than a man’s thumb.  

“Shhhh, don’t resist.  You must keep this inside of you, beautiful boy,” Echoux whispered in my ear, rocking the rod back and forth as she spoke, spearing me with it, “If you allow it to fall out, it will seem that you are disobedient, and you will be punished for it.”

I whimpered and tears welled-up in my eyes.  I had no idea how to follow her commands, but then she elaborated, “Relax your buttocks,” she said softly, “Don’t fight it.  Open for me and allow the rod to impale you.  Surrender to it.  That is how you shall prove your obedience.”

I swallowed hard and attempted to follow her orders.  I felt, stuffed, impaled and violated.  I was naked, helpless, vulnerable, feverish with sexual need and my poor, pink, virginal anus was being raped, yet I was somehow supposed to relax my body.  Nothing in my previous years had ever prepared me for such a command.

The acolyte then ordered Echoux to her knees.  The naked female knelt in front of me, held my balls in her hand, and took my cock into her mouth.  Echoux toyed with my balls and I could feel Echoux’s tongue along the underside of my cock’s head and shaft.  Her mouth was deliciously hot and the sensation of her saliva on my swollen penis seemed a salacious pleasure.  Her mouth was a feverish, impassioned delight.  I moaned as Echoux drew upon my hard, swollen member with her eager mouth.  She suckled my throbbing cock until my whole body trembled and I was panting with raw, wanton, libidinous urgency.  My entire body was feverishly hot and intensely sensitive to the touch.  I was covered in a fine sheen of sweat and I was no more than a heartbeat away from culminating my passion.

And then; just as an orgasm threatened to erupt from the tip of my engorged cock; Echoux’s mouth released its hold on my rigid penis and Echoux herself withdrew silently across chamber, leaving me panting and in sexual misery.

“Echoux, I beg you…” I pleaded, sounding weak and desperate, and suddenly I felt the stinging crack of leather across my buttocks and the backs of my thighs.

“No talking,” an acolyte sternly admonished me, and then she struck my thigh again, just underneath that leather implement that impaled me, making the leather rod move and tremble inside my anus making me moan and whimper at the unfamiliar sensation.

“Your cock does not belong to you anymore, pretty boy,” Echoux whispered to me when she was standing close to me once more. “You are expected to be hard and erect at all times, however you shall very rarely be permitted to reach the pinnacle of your desire.  You are here for the pleasure of others, not for yourself.”

My cock remained painfully hard and Echoux was then ordered to suckle the penis of yet another wretched male avatar, bringing him to the point of climax and then withdrawing her mouth just an instant before her would have achieved release and spilled his hot seed.

I saw Echoux work her skill on two female avatars as well, using her tongue, lips and teeth to bring those poor, unfortunates to the height of sexual need and then leaving them in misery just as they were about to reach a tempestuous, explosive orgasm.  The girls pleaded for mercy, however Echoux ignored their please and the acolytes punished the bound females with stinging spanks from a leather strap, for daring to speak without permission.

After a great deal of time, my cock began to become soft again, and Echoux returned to my helpless nudity and took my cock into her mouth once more.

Echoux’s mouth and hands took away my dignity and reduced me to a mindless, naked thing that was burning with sexual desire.  Hours of intense teasing and sexual torment had driven me into a witless state.  I became oblivious to everything save for the intense, throbbing need in my painfully swollen cock.  My legs became profoundly weak from the constant sexual provocation and a large dollop of liquid formed at the tip of my painfully rigid penis.

I was feverish with need and trembling right at the precarious edge of a frenzied, wild, eruptive orgasm.  I wanted to hate Echoux, however every time I looked at her, I would see her sweet face, utterly devoid of malice, and I knew she was every bit as much a victim as I was.

I attempted to calm my sexual need by calming my body.  I closed my eyes and attempted to control my breathing, drawing my breath in deliberately and letting it out slow and gradually.  This tactic succeeded in calming my body only slightly, and even that slight boon was not permitted to me for very long.  Whenever Echoux saw that my sexual passion had lagged, she would return and begin to stoke the fires of my passion once more.

Her mouth and fingers owned my naked body far more than I did.  Her mouth and fingers would confidently take possession of my nipples and my cock, and proceeded to bite them lick them, suckle them and rub them until my body was racing towards the orgasm that had been denied to me so cruelly earlier. And then; when I was trembling, feverish with sexual heat and my cock was painfully swollen and a larger size than I had ever seen before; Echoux would remove my throbbing cock from her delicious mouth and pull away from me once again.

I spent more than six hours in the Chamber of Penance, being tormented in this way.  Acolytes would occasionally amble past my helpless nudity and grab at the leather rod that had been thrust into my anus and use it to prod at the delicate flesh inside of me, causing me to groan and whimper even more. 

By the time my tormentors were done with me, I was shaking uncontrollably as my body screamed at me, demanding release from my unending sexual distress.  My naked body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat and my face was wet with the shameless tears I had shed.  As an utterly helpless, tormented, naked prisoner, weeping and sobbing uncontrollably was the only form of relief that I could achieve.


LESSONS IN SERVITUDE


Seamaul washed me inside and out.  When he spoke to me, his words were soft and kind, however I always felt humiliated to have his hands in possession of my naked body as he washed me, especially when he took possession of my anus or my painfully hard, swollen cock. 

And then my humiliations were greatly intensified the day that Seamaul told me that my anus was too tight, and he had been instructed to open my anus and make it less resistant to being impaled.

“You have beautiful buttocks,” Seamaul said soothingly, as he washed my shoulders and the  back of my neck, “And there already several wealthy patrons of the Church who have voiced their wish to be the first to thrust their rigid cocks in between those proud buttocks and bury themselves deep inside of you, however, you must be opened up first or else such a penetration shall be quite…traumatic.”

I imagined that Seamaul was correct.  My own cock was quite wide when fully erect.  The other male avatars were also very well-endowed.  If something that large was thrust into my poor, diminutive anus, it should certainly render me senseless with pain, and perhaps cause the flesh of my tight anus to be torn open violently.

“You shall have to be opened up gradually,” Seamaul explained, “Fortunately the Church has devices that we can use to open up a male avatar and make his anus much more amendable to being penetrated by male admirers.”

Seamaul made it all sound so civilized.  I felt it all to be cruel and mortifying, however I was merely a naked, helpless prisoner of the Church and I knew the penalty for objecting to the manner in which I was treated.  The conditions of my imprisonment would only grow worse if I resisted or complained, thus I quietly acquiesced to every new humiliation that was inflicted upon me.

“Spread your legs, Jathan,” Seamaul told me, “And stand over there, facing that table.  Now bend over at the waist and grab the edge of the table with your hands.”

I obediently did as the young devotee bid me, mortified at how this humiliating position left my reddened buttocks wantonly on display, as well as my hairless anus and scrotum.

“No, very wide,” Seamaul said, correcting me, “Until you feel it in those exquisite thigh muscles.  That’s better.  A beautiful, naked avatar should never be modest.  You must display your naked body at all times so that you are utterly open and available to the clerics and all who serve them.”

I groaned at this, but bit back on my complaints of how humiliating were the circumstances of my imprisonment.

“I know that it is difficult, Jathan,” Seamaul said, “However remember that you are very beautiful.  Only the most beautiful youths in all the Empire are chosen to be avatars.  It is a great honor.  There are many young men and women in Gran Admirus from wealthy families that would pay a fortune to have your beauty and to be chosen by the Goddess to be one of her representatives on Earth.”

Seamaul gently stroked my hair as he spoke and then kissed the side of my face.  He truly was a gentle soul and did not wish to increase my humiliation, however, he was devoted to the Church and he would obediently follow any orders given to him as far as how I was to be treated.

While I was bent over in that humiliating position, I felt Seamaul work a large dollop of cream into me, twisting his finger around inside my anus, making me quite violated.  The cream was cold against the hot flesh of my anus and I shuddered in response.  Seamaul repeated this process several times, making certain that my anus was well-lubricated.

“Excellent,” Seamaul commented when he finally removed his fingers from my virginal anus.  I foolishly thought that Seamaul was finished toying with the tender, pink cleft between my buttocks and attempted to stand, however, Seamaul placed his hand on the small of my back and admonished me that we were not finished yet.

“You need to remain bent over until I give you permission to rise, foolish boy,” Seamaul informed me, “And we are not finished yet.  You still need to be fitted with an impaling contrivance.”

Seamaul left me there like that and went to fetch a box from a faraway shelf.  Acolytes and other devotees gazed openly upon my naked body while I remained bent over, my buttocks, anus and heavy scrotum indecently on display with my legs spread obscenely far apart.

Seamaul returned and opened the box, pulled out an unfamiliar device and showed it to me.  It looked as if it had been carved from ivory or whalebone, and then polished to a lustrous shine.

“This is a device for boys like you, Jathan,” the young devotee explained to me, “To open your anus and make it wider so that you shall not be injured when you’re forced to take a man’s cock into that charming rear cleft between your buttocks.  You’ll be plugged with this all day, every day, until I decide that you’re ready for a larger one.”

The device Seamaul held up was phallic-looking, and perhaps six inches long.  The base was flat and wide, so that it could not fall inside of me.  The center of the device was bulbous and perhaps two inches wide, thus making certain that it could not be removed easily once inside of me.  There was a stem between the base and the bulbous part, that would be gripped by my anus and keep it from closing all the way.

I wanted to cry out, “No!  I cannot allow myself to be impaled on that thing!  It’s a violation!  It’s almost like being raped!”

My mind rebelled at the indignity of having that thing thrust inside of me, and tears welled up in my eyes, but I think I may have loved Seamaul and I wanted him to be proud of me.  I wanted him to approve of my behavior.  He was the closest thing I had to a friend in the City of Gran Admirus.  If I lost Seamaul’s approval, my circumstances would become even more miserable.  I bit back on my protests and attempted to force a look of calm acceptance onto my face.

Seamaul took more of the greasy ointment and smeared it across much of the impaling contrivance before taking up position behind me.  I inhaled deeply through my nostrils and attempted to brace myself for what was to come. 

Seamaul’s hands were experienced and efficient as he forced the phallic device; sharply and firmly; into me.  I recoiled and gasped at the sudden anal penetration and began to tremble and pant.  Tears came in a flood and my mind rebelled at the thought of my innocent anus being impaled on that hateful thing all day, every day.”

It felt awkward and alien to have that thing inside of me.  My anus felt enormous, throbbing around the odd implement that forced my virginal cleft to remain stretched open.  Seamaul still had not given me permission to rise, and I remained bent over, my buttocks raised and wantonly on view with my legs spread indecently far apart.

“Jathan, I know you’re going to be tempted to remove that training device from your delicate little orifice,” Seamaul said tenderly as he stroked my bare buttocks, “Many male avatars find it to be a violation of their manhood to be anally penetrated, and many have been caught removing the device when they think that they are alone and unobserved.”

Seamaul paused and I silently sobbed and listened attentively.  His tone of voice was quite serious, and I had suspicions that what he said next might be of great importance to me.

“The truth is that during their first year in Gran Admirus, avatars are almost never unobserved.  Even when you are alone, there are spy holes and other devices that allow the priestesses to observe you from afar.  And if an avatar is caught removing their impaling contrivance without permission, they are very severely punished.

I nodded my head at this announcement and very faintly said, “Thank you, Master.  I promise not to remove the device, no matter how tempted I might feel to do so.”

Seamaul then patted me on the head, and I was finally given permission to rise from my degrading position.

.   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .   .  

As an avatar, I seemed to have two main purposes in life.  My first purpose was to perform menial labors, such as scrubbing the floors, the baths in the grooming chamber, the latrines and the stone stairways.

My second purpose was to serve the sexual needs of the priests, the acolytes, the devotees and anyone who had attained the good will of the church.

I was considered to be too young and inexperienced to serve the sexual needs of either men or women, and thus Holy Lady Luciphine held a meeting to discuss who might be best suited to train me.  I was present in the room during the meeting but was not invited to participate.  I was ordered to kneel some thirty feet away from my mistress, with my knees far apart, my erect cock humiliatingly on display, my hands clasped behind my neck, my spine straight and my elbows pulled back, so that Luciphine’s guests might enjoy the sight of my naked body, while they discussed my future.

Of course, Degauche was invited to offer his insights and offer his counsel.  Luciphine trusted his opinion implicitly.  A grim-faced acolyte named Cheval was invited to advise Holy Lady Luciphine as well.  A young, delicate priestess named Lamelle was also invited to the meeting.  And lastly in attendance was a bookish man attired in a simple, black tunic.  He barely spoke, but had long, graceful hands and wrote industriously the entire meeting, keeping notes of what was said, I assumed.

I had very intense feelings for Echoux and would have gladly welcomed any excuse to spend more time in her company, even if it was to be trained for sexual servitude.  However, my opinion was not considered important, and therefore no one requested my opinion and I was not permitted to speak upon the subject of who would be best suited to oversee my training.

“Jathan should have two instructors,” my mistress announced to the room, “One to teach him how to please women, and a second instructor to teach him how to please men.”

I cringed and my mind rebelled at the thought of being made to use my naked body to please men.  I had never had a male lover, and was not inclined to ever have one, however, my mistress did not ask for my opinion; and instead; made plans for me to sexually service both men and women.

“I should like to teach your pretty boy how to please a woman,” the grim-faced acolyte offered, “He wouldn’t be the first male that I’ve taught to use his tongue in the art of making a woman happy.”

“I’m sure that’s true, Cheval,” Luciphine replied, “However the honor of training an avatar for sexual servitude is a great honor, and much sought after.  And Jathan is currently one of the most popular avatars in Gran Admirus.  I have therefore decided that I shall turn over the duties of training him to some of the Church’s more generous patrons.”

The acolyte made a muted sound of disappointment, and then the young priestess, Lamelle commented, “Fillesse has donated over two-thousand argents to the Church within the past six months.  She is by far, our most generous patron.”

My mistress’s brow furrowed before inquiring, “Are you referring to Fillesse, the emperor’s daughter?”

“Of course,” Lamelle replied, “She has been very generous, and I think she should be rewarded.”

“I agree that Fillesse deserves some sort of reward for her generosity, however she has no interest boys.  And, I do believe that she has already requested the right to teach a female avatar the art of bringing pleasure to a woman.”

“Nécole,” Degauche replied, “A very athletic girl, somewhat famous for feats of athletic prowess in bull-jumping.  Her legs are exquisite.”

“I saw her the day they brought her in,” Lamelle replied, “Her entire body is a marvel.  I was especially impressed by her well-shaped buttocks.”

“Yes, she has a splendid body,” Luciphine agreed, “However, that tells us nothing about who shall have the honor of training Jathan.”

“Duscheau; the wife of Croseaus; is a very wealthy woman,” Lamelle suggested, after poring over a document she held in her hand, “She owns almost as much land as we do, and she has donated quite generously as well.”

Degauche cleared his throat quite loudly and exchanged glances with my mistress.  They seemed to share some sort of silent communication with that glance, and then Luciphine responded, “Duscheau is very nearly seventy-years of age and is on the verge of going blind.  I must insist that Jathan’s instructors be vigorous and healthy.”

Lamelle was silent for some time as her eyes danced across the surface of her document and finally, she responded, “There is a wealthy patron by the name of Saveur.  She is the daughter of a wealthy merchant.  She donated nearly seven-hundred argents to the church just yesterday, and she’s donated at least twice that amount over the past two years.  She is a mere twenty-five years of age and is in exceptional health.  I’ve seen her engage in foot-races with some of the local soldiers.”

Luciphine turned her face to Degauche and again they shared a silent communication.  I surmised that this was nothing mystical, but merely the result of endless hours of serving Luciphine.  Degauche had served her for so long, that he could intuit what his mistress wanted merely by viewing her facial expression.

“Saveur is very vigorous,” Degauche said in reply to the priestess’s unspoken question, “She is more boyish than feminine, yet still quite attractive.  She is quite tall for a female, and very athletic.  She has a flat, firm belly, a narrow waist and a sprinter’s legs.  Her fingers are somewhat rough and calloused from endless hours of practice with the longbow, however that shouldn’t hinder her in instructing young Jathan in the art of pleasing a woman.”

“It sounds almost as if she wants to be a boy,” Luciphine responded.

“Her father wanted to have a son,” Degauche said politely, “And he has spent years raising Saveur as he would have raised a male offspring, however Saveur prefers sex with men, and she has taken at least two male lovers that I know of.”

Luciphine smiled and finally replied, “Very well, Saveur sounds acceptable.  You may inform her that she has the honor of teaching young Jathan the art of pleasuring a woman.  Now, we shall need to locate an instructor to teach Jathan the art of pleasuring a man.”

As I knelt there, naked and shamefully exposed, my mistress and her allies began the debate once again to find a tutor who would instruct me on how to serve the sexual needs and desires of total strangers.  Eventually, a decision was made to give me over to a wealthy, twenty-year old patron named Cesvalles.  Cesvalles was the son of a very wealthy and educated man that owned marble quarries around Mount Inécove.  Despite Cesvalles’s young age, he had had many male lovers and was an expert on how to pleasure a man.

I cringed inside.  The thought of sexual servitude to another man seemed humiliating to me.  I had no sexual desire for those of my own gender, however those who controlled my fate, where not interested in my feelings and did not care if intimate contact with Cesvalles caused me discomfort or mortification.  They would force me to have sex with Cesvalles, no matter how detestable I found the idea.

When the meeting concluded, the bookish man gathered up his pages of notes and departed the chamber at the same time as Degauche.  I knelt there, naked with downcast eyes and waited for permission to rise from my submissive position, while my mistresses discussed religious matters with Cheval and Lamelle. 

When they had finally settled all pressing church matters, my mistress made an announcement to her guests, “Jathan must be punished for his lapses today in good and dutiful behavior.  The two of you are welcome to stay and watch, or even participate if you feel it might be a pleasant diversion.”

I was shocked and I loudly protested without thinking, “Mistress, I have followed your every order!  What lapses in dutiful behavior am I to be punished for?”

My mistress shook her head as though disappointed in me and replied, “You were to kneel with hands behind your neck, chin up, spine erect, and elbows pulled back.  You were supposed to be displaying your naked body to its best advantage, however, several times during the meeting, I observed you wilting, your head dropping down and your elbows inching forward.  If I am to display you to my guests, I expect you to show excellent posture.  When you fail to do that, you must be punished.”

It was a great strain on my limbs to hold such an awkward and demanding posture for long periods of time, and I felt it cruel that I should be punished for failing to have perfect posture, however I could not protest or complain.  I had learned in the previous days that protesting my maltreatment only brought more punishment upon myself.  I bit back my words of outrage and quietly accepted my fate.

“I should like to punish young Jathan,” the acolyte said to my mistress, “What did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking of a spanking,” my mistress replied, “It’s not as traumatic as the whip, however, boys like Jathan find the punishment to be quite humiliating.  He’ll have to go over your lap of course.”

In my estimation, a spanking would be more than humiliating.  My bare buttocks were already tender from a harsh spanking I had had earlier that morning, as well as a stinging punishment with a leather strap the night before.  It was almost unthinkable that these women would inflict more damage on innocent buttocks that had been so cruelly abused already.

“Come over my knee,” said the acolyte, “And turn your face towards your mistress.  I am certain she would like to see the suffering on your face as I redden your naughty buttocks.”

I stretched myself out over the young acolyte’s lap and felt my swollen, rigid cock press against the fabric of her robes and her firm thighs beneath.  I drew my breath in through gritted teeth and wondered if what should happen if I were to reach climax while being punished over this cruel girl’s lap.

“Show some self-control, pretty-boy,” the acolyte lectured me, “If you disgrace yourself by spending your passion all over my robes, I’ll see to it that that magnificent cock between your legs is whipped.”

I let out an audible gasp at the acolyte’s warning.  The cruelty of such a punishment washed over me in an instant and then the acolyte added, “I’ve seen many a disobedient cock whipped into raw, stinging agony.  It teaches a young male exactly how vulnerable they are in our hands.  You should attempt to avoid such a punishment for as long as you are able.”

I shut my eyes tightly and my naked body went rigid as I raised my cock up slightly from the acolyte’s lap.  I planted the balls of my feet and palms of my hands firmly on the floor as I attempted to raise my hips up and keep my painfully swollen cock from rubbing against the acolyte’s lap during my punishment.

“That’s a clever boy,” the acolyte said, commending my efforts, “See if you can maintain that pose for the duration of your punishment.”

Then; instead of beginning my punishment immediately; the acolyte spent several moments stroking my naked buttocks, slowly and amorously with her fingertips.

“You have excellent buttocks, Jathan,” the acolyte said as she fondled my naked buttocks and thighs, “With soft, smooth, touchable skin, but with firm, delicious muscle underneath.  They’re a delight to touch.”

Without warning, I felt a sharp smack from her hand crack across my already sore bottom and then she quite calmly added, “And also a delight to spank, I am quite certain.”

I shuddered at the sudden blow and feared I would not be able to long maintain my position with my starving cock lifted up from her lap.

“Make certain to spank the backs of his thighs,” my mistress advised Cheval, “He is most tender there.  The noises he makes when he is struck there are most gratifying.”

The acolyte gladly followed my mistress’s instructions, however, first she reddened my already-sore buttocks with a rain of spanks that came down upon my innocent backside in a rapid succession of stinging blows.

My eyes welled up with tears and soon my bottom was a riot of tingling pain.  I lost my composure, dignity and self-control and soon was thrashing across Cheval’s lap in stinging agony.  I jerked and writhed, and my legs kicked and lurched about mindlessly as my innocent bottom was reduced to a patchwork of red-hot misery.

Then Cheval’s merciless, stinging hands began to target the underside of my buttocks and the backs of my thighs.  My mistress was correct, I am more tender there, and I was choked with sobs and wretched gasping sounds as the cruel acolyte abused the most sensitive patches she could find upon my naked flesh.

“He reddens quite nicely,” the acolyte told my mistress as she paused my punishment momentarily, “Do you think seven more should be sufficient to punish him for his lack of proper behavior?”

My sobbing was the only sound that could be heard in the chamber for several moments, as my mistress considered Cheval’s question.  And when she finally answered, I was disheartened to hear her respond, “Make it fourteen.”

I groaned in despair at those words and then Cheval proceeded to make the last fourteen spanks across my abused flesh the most painful of all.  She targeted the backs of my thighs for each remaining blow and soon my face was wet with tears and my throat was raw from my screaming in utter agony.

I squirmed and danced across the acolyte’s lap as the stinging pain made it impossible to remain still.  I shook and thrashed as my abused thighs and bottom throbbed with a hot, pulsing pain that made me feel is if my punished buttocks might ignite end burst into flames. 

When the punishment was finally over, I was a naked, sweating, sobbing bundle of male flesh.  The young cleric had quite deliberately stripped me of my dignity, my pride, my spirit and my humanity and reduced me to a sobbing, dispirited thing of agonizing pain and desperate sexual need.


Lady Saveur was a very demanding teacher. She expected me to be attentive and learn from her words of wisdom quite quickly. 

The Church had bestowed upon Lady Saveur, a large chamber where she could instruct me in my lessons. To focus my mind and motivate me, Saveur had decorated the chamber with leather straps, whips and other instruments of vexing punishment.

Failure to learn quickly, always resulted in my naked, unprotected thighs and buttocks being subjected to stinging assaults by Saveur's instruments of punishment. I resolved; from the very beginning to be an apt student and to learn her lessons with extraordinary quickness.

Of course, mere resolve is not enough to give a student immediate mastery of a subject. There were many times when I performed less than skillfully. I was an utter novice when it came to pleasuring women.

"Jathan, your tongue is awkward and clumsy," Saveur berated me, "What sort of foolish teacher taught you to pleasure a woman like that?"

I had been a shameless flirt back in Cairforr, however I had never been successful in enticing a woman to strip out of her clothing, and I had never used my mouth to bring a woman to orgasm before.

"No sort of teacher, Mistress," I replied timidly to Lady Saveur, "I have never had the opportunity to have my mouth this close to a woman's sex before."

Saveur didn't care about my youth or lack of experience. She demanded that I use my mouth to bring orgiastic pleasure to a woman, and she punished me mercilessly whenever I failed to do so.

In Cairforr, the women customarily had looks of sweetness, innocence and timidity on their faces, Saveur had a look of strength and determination on her face, not that I spent a great deal of time looking at Saveur's face. When I was with Lady Saveur, I spent a great deal of my time on my knees, with my face between her firm, athletic thighs, trying to learn what pleased her.

I came to know what the folds of her pubic lips looked like very well. I also memorized the exact location of her clitoris rather rapidly. I learned a great deal about what sort of attention Saveur appreciated most to be applied to her nether lips, her clitoris and deep inside her vagina. The lessons Saveur taught me were quite complex.

"Don't target the clitoris so soon foolish boy," Saveur admonished me, "Just because you know how to locate a woman's clitoris, doesn't mean you must attack it with such haste. Use your tongue and your lips on my inner thighs at first. Gradually move on to the lower portion of my nether lips, and when my sex is soaking wet, you can move up higher. You save the clitoris for last, when I'm at the height of my passion."

It was hard to tell what Saveur wanted at first, and I was punished with stinging blows of a leather strap when I did the wrong thing. Saveur had slender arms, but they were imbued with strength and skill. And when she used her leather strap to punish my naked buttocks and thighs, she made my poor, unprotected backside sting.

I eventually learned to monitor Saveur's breathing and the wetness of her sex. I also learned to take notice of the heat coming up from her naked skin. Her breathing changed depending on how I stimulated her with my tongue and my lips. I soon learned which sounds meant I was doing well, and which sounds meant I was doing poorly. It was a good education; not only for how to please Saveur; but also, for knowing how to please other women.

Saveur's sexual arousal always built up gradually, so I had to learn to be patient and be willing to invest a great deal of time into bringing her to her eventual orgasm. My tongue and my jaw were forced to learn endurance. I was told that not all women take as long as Saveur, and that I would have to adjust the way I performed when I was loaned out to please other women's sexual needs.

Every day, I learned more and more of how to please a woman, however it never seemed to be sufficient. Saveur would always find some fault in the way that I pleasured her and I would be beaten once again by her cruel, leather strap.

Lady Saveur had used her strap on my naked skin so often, I had come to presume that Saveur would beat me every day for as long as I was a prisoner in Gran Admirus. It seemed that it had become an inevitable part of my daily routine.

And yet, one wondrous day, much to my surprise, Lady Saveur announced that I had pleasured her flawlessly. The resulting orgasm I had given to her left her shuddering and gasping in a quite agreeable manner. I felt her clitoris shudder and throb in my mouth as I held it gently; yet firmly; between my teeth while my teacher cried out, trembled and her legs shook with violent spams.

"Pretty boy," Saveur said, as I remained kneeling before her, "You have learned your lessons well."

Up until this day, Saveur had only words of disapproval and faultfinding for me. I had felt demoralized and wretched during the days that I knelt naked at Saveur's feet, attempting to learn from her, but suddenly; after a few small words of praise from her lips I felt transported. I treasured those small words of praise like valuable gemstones and thanked my mistress for her kind words and then kissed the smooth flesh where her thigh met her pelvis.

"You've been obedient and struggled to please me, Jathan," my teacher said, as she ran her strong fingers through my blonde hair, "And I think that you should finally be rewarded for all your efforts."

Immediately after she said these words, she placed her hands against my bare chest and pushed me so that I was lying prone. I gasped as the naked flesh of my back and buttocks pressed hard against the unwelcome coldness of the stone floor.

Her strong hands gripped my inner thighs and my legs were pushed lewdly far apart. My cock was painfully erect and shamelessly on display as Lady Saveur spread me wide open. I feared what she would do to me, and I ached to inquire as to her intentions, however I would be punished for speaking without her permission, so I struggled to remain silent.

My teacher cupped my scrotum with one hand and pinched the tip of my cock with the other. I whimpered and trembled as I lay there in that vulnerable position, however Lady Saveur's intentions were not at all malicious this time.

She pressed a strong finger insistently at base of impaling contrivance that was still buried deep within my anus, and then drew the tip of my cock into her mouth. I gasped at the euphoric sensation of what Saveur was doing to me. My cock had been starved for attention and had been painfully hard for days. Luciphine, Seamaul, and everyone else in the Church had power over me and had all denied me permission to touch my own cock, and they had all denied me any contact that might bring me sexual relief. As a result, I had been in ceaseless sexual torment.

My swollen cock throbbed uncontrollably as Saveur drew it deeper and deeper into her mouth. I gasped and panted and made inarticulate sounds as Saveur devoured me. The tender muscles of my anus gripped at the impaling contrivance inside of me, as the orgasm inside of me built up in strength. And when my orgasm erupted out of the tip of my cock, I could feel Saveur pushing forcefully at it, using it to prod insistently at the tender spot deep inside of me. My body responded instantly to Saveur's manipulations, making my climax even more intense. I screamed and shuddered uncontrollably as my body experienced one all-consuming orgasm after another. My piercing screams and violent erupting seemed to go on endlessly, and I was helpless to stop it.

At some point, my naked body lay on the floor, silent and still, save for the panting and occasional spasms from my thighs. I was spent, limp, weakened and covered in a fine sheen of sweat. My instructress seemed content to leave me in that condition, and did nothing but stare at my naked, panting body for the longest time.

. .. . . . . . . .

The next day; after washing and grooming me; Seamaul ordered me to bend over so he could liberally lubricate the furrow between my buttocks and the tender flesh of my anus. Then he opened me with his fingers and thrust a new impaling device deep inside of me. This one was larger than before, and I gasped and whimpered as Samuel forced my tight anus to open wide and accept the invading foreign object.

"I only have two sizes larger than that one," Seamaul confided in me as I remained bent over, and he stroked my naked flanks, "If it were up to me, this would be the largest training device you would be fitted with, however the decision is Lady Luciphine's and not my own."

Seamaul showed me the other impaling contrivances, and I felt a sense of panic fill me. The largest one was easily as thick as my wrist and more than twelve inches long. I was quite certain that was impossible for any mere mortal to take something that size up their anus.

"Don't look so afraid, my beautiful boy," Seamaul said as gripped my torso and pulled me into a standing position, "Lady Luciphine hasn't ordered anything that size to be put inside of you as yet. And if she ever does, I promise that I shall never do anything to injure you. I know how to manipulate a boy's anus, to stretch it and open it gradually so that there's never any real harm done. I know my craft, and I ply it well. I've never injured an avatar that was under my care."

I felt some relief at that. Seamaul was the closest thing to a friend that I had in all of Gran Admirus, and I trusted him to tell me the truth on such matters. If he assured me that my anus could be impaled on such things without injury, I would believe him.

Seamaul kissed me tenderly on the side of my face before sending back to my mistress, and I felt a sudden surge of desire, and yearned for Seamaul to touch me and devour my erect cock, much in the way that Lady Saveur had done.

I had never felt a libidinous desire for men before, however I was now filled with a delicious and insistent heat. I would now willingly offer up my naked body to anyone who might satisfy the painfully desperate throbbing craving that I felt. My cock was starving and desperate for the attentions of any person's mouth, male or female.

However, Seamaul had no intentions of satisfying the urgent, wanton neediness that I felt deep within my sexual core. He merely sent me to my mistress, so that I might be forced to perform my duties.

. . . . . . . . . .

Lady Luciphine sent me back to Lady Saveur for more lessons on how to please a woman. I had supposed that my satisfactory performance on Lady Saveur the day previous had meant that my lessons with her had come to an end, however my mistress informed me otherwise.

"An avatar does not practice until he succeeds," Lady Luciphine informed me, "An avatar practices until he or she is so adept that they cannot possibly fail."

Degauche smacked my bare buttocks playfully and escorted me to the chamber where Lady Saveur was waiting to instruct me in more lessons.

Lady Saveur looked just as I remembered her, and so did the chamber where she had spent the past several days instructing me, however this time, Lady Saveur was not the only female in the room with me.

Along with my instructress were two female avatars and two acolytes. The two acolytes were pleasant-faced and no older than me. The avatars were naked of course, and splendid beauties. My cock had already been painfully hard before Degauche had escorted me to Lady Saveur's chamber, however the sight of two naked beauties with their high, firm breasts, pink, erect nipples, swollen pubic lips and narrow waists, caused cock to throb insistently and my balls to ache with need.

The look on the face of the female avatars was also a look of sexual longing and desperate need. Little did I realize that their heated, sexual needs would be sated long before mine.

"You may leave us now, Degauche," Lady Saveur said sharply, "Your assistance is no longer needed here."

With Degauche dismissed, Lady Saveur explained her intentions for the day.

"Your skill is growing, young Jathan," she said to me, "However you need to learn how to use that mouth of yours to satisfy more than just one woman. I have brought four female acquaintances with me today, to aid in your education. Kneel before each of them and see if you can satisfy them all."

I had grown to adore Lady Saveur, her pink pubic lips, her domination over me and her strict teaching methods. In my mind, we had developed an intimate relationship. I had not anticipated that she would ever share me with other females in the city. Inwardly I felt a sense of betrayal, however I kept my emotions from my face and knelt in front of the closest female in the chamber, intent on using my mouth to bring her to orgasmic bliss.

I was whipped quite often that day. Every mistake that I made was quickly punished by a stinging lash across my naked skin. All five women had different preferences and sexual predilections. Lady Saveur preferred a slow, gradual buildup before I focused my attentions on her clitoris, however the first woman I knelt before had no patience for that sort of approach and demanded that I immediately take her swollen clitoris between my teeth and that I suck upon it vigorously.

One of the acolytes could not abide direct clitoral stimulation at all and shrieked in alarm when I attempted to lick the hood away from her clitoris.

My buttocks were beaten until they were raw and stinging with a riot of scalding pain, and still I was made to use my mouth to bring pleasure to these women.

The two avatars were insatiable, and I brought my tongue to their swollen nether lips and serviced their swollen pink nubs until my tongue was exhausted and yet they demanded more.

"Indolent boy," one of the females admonished me, "You were tasked to satisfy the women in this room! I'm still not feeling sated! Bring that pretty mouth to my loins again!"

If I was slow to perform my duties, the tip of my cock was pinched, my painfully hard cock was slapped, my poor nipples were pinched and twisted. Even my chest and belly were whipped. The women in the chamber were merciless in their treatment of me.

One of the acolytes seemed to enjoy striking my buttocks with a leather strap more than she enjoyed my tongue. She found an unbelievable number of reasons to punish my naked buttocks, and each stripe of pain across my backside seemed to sting and burn more than the ones that had come before. She especially had a fondness for cracking her leather strap against my thighs and the undercurve of my buttocks.

"He is truly adorable, his buttocks are quite firm and exquisite," the acolyte commented, "However the more I redden them, the more adorable they seem. Shouldn't we decorate him with red marks from his thighs to his waist? It would greatly enhance his beauty."

"Jathan is my property as long as we are in this chamber together," Saveur replied, "And we shall not whip him anymore than I say. He shall only be whipped for failing to learn his lessons."

It was a small mercy, however naked avatars in Gran Admirus could not expect any more than that. Avatars were subject to strict rules, naked humiliations and harsh punishments. Making the punishments less cruel and more preventable was the most an avatar could hope for.

"I believe he thrives on it," the acolyte argued. She spanked my cock and it barely bobbed. She spanked it again and again, however my cock was deep red and hard as iron. She could barely make it move.

"The boy's cock is swollen, enormous and hard as marble," the acolyte insisted, "He thrives on these punishments. It's quite obvious that they arouse and excite him. They bring him a delicious and exotic sort of pleasure he would never have known in his little crossroads village. You are doing him no favors by being tender."

"I am by no means being tender," Lady Saveur shot back, "I am merely educating the boy, and I shall continue to educate him as I see fit."

Lady Saveur continued to oversee my education, and I did not perceive any of it to be tender. I was spanked and pinched and slapped until I groaned and whimpered.

And yet there was some truth to the words of the cruel acolyte who had wished to whip me more ruthlessly than Lady Saveur would allow. When I was punished, I found the pain and the humiliation delicious. My body was filled with a delicious, libidinous heat, and I found myself craving and adoring all the attention that these lavished upon me. My naked body craved their touch. I craved the fondling of their feminine hands, the cruel pinches, the abusive slaps and even the stinging crack of leather across my bare buttocks, legs, chest and nipples.

I was baptized in my own tears and sweat, and when I had used my mouth to bring these women to over a dozen spastic orgasms, I was informed that my lessons were done for the day. By this time my jaw was sore, my tongue was useless, and my buttocks were raw from repeated whippings, yet I was somehow intoxicated and filled with a strange form of bliss at all the humiliation and abuse I had endured.

I panted, and my abused buttocks throbbed with a merciless heat, and yet I was filled with a strange sense of joy and gratitude for all the suffering that I had suffered at the hands of these cruel women. Being humiliated by these women had left me with a sense of confusing pride, satisfaction and delicious heat. I felt an odd sense of contentment, being helpless, humiliated and serving these women while naked and on my knees.

And when I was returned to Lady Luciphine and told to show her what I had learned about pleasing a woman, I felt oddly delighted that I would be allowed to perform and display to my mistress, my newly learned skills in bringing females to sexual gratification.

"Your buttocks look quite sore, Jathan," my mistress observed, "Why did your teachers redden them, I wonder?"

"It was for not learning quickly enough, Mistress," I replied deferentially, "They felt that pain would focus my mind and hasten the speed at which I absorbed my lessons."

I trembled as she touched my tender buttocks. They were inflamed and tender, and even the gentlest touch of her fingertips caused the poor ache I was suffering to become a sharp turmoil of searing agony.

I could not help but gasp when her fingers gently caressed the redness of my naked flesh, and my mistress laughed at my reaction.

"Yes, pain does have a way of forcing a boy to pay attention to his mistress," Lady Luciphine agreed, "But now I am eager to see if your teachers have truly made you adept at bringing a woman to sexual satisfaction."

Lady Luciphine sent Degauche away and I was then led into Lady Luciphine's bedchamber.

I had never been permitted to enter my mistress's bedchamber before then. Like most avatars, I slept in a candle-lit chamber, lying upon a raised rectangular platform known as a plansche. Leather straps bound my wrists, keeping my hands far from my body so that I might not ever touch my own genitals, and leather straps bound my ankles far apart, that my cock might always be on full display, even while I slept.

Every night there would be a great deal of agonized moaning and sobbing as dozens of naked avatars attempted to sleep while our intense sexual need tormented us. Both male and female avatars suffered the same torture every night, with that horrible ache within our loins. I've seen the pleading look in the eyes of both male and female avatars as they were secured to their plansche for the night, hoping that they might be allowed a free hand to relieve the horrible torment within their starving sex, but the devotees and acolytes that bound our wrists and ankles for the night never took the least bit of pity on us.


Lady Luciphine's bedchamber was quite different from the chamber where the avatars slept. Her room was lit with two grandiose candles and strange crystal orbs that illuminated the room like the sun. She also had a writing desk, a multi-colored Hummurian rug across the floor, bottles of perfumes, potions and mysterious liquids. And of course, she had combs, shelves of books, a massive chest for robes, tunics, cloaks and other vestments and a massive bed, piled with blankets and pillows. 

Perhaps she showed me all of this so that I could see how much lower my status was than hers. It would be in keeping with the humiliations that I had suffered since I had been brought to Gran Admirus.

"Kneel on the rug, my beautiful boy," Lady Luciphine commanded me, "I shall make myself ready for your tongue."

I knelt with my knees apart and placed my hands behind my back with my wrists crossed as if bound there. Lady Luciphine had not ordered me to position my arms and wrists in this fashion, however I had come to understand that the clergy in Gran Admirus preferred their naked avatars this way. If we were not ordered to use our hands for some task, it was preferred that our hands be placed far away from our genitals and it was best if we appeared helpless and bound.

Lady Luciphine removed her rosewood and burgundy robes, her sandals and every other item of her clothing. When she stood before me naked, I was forced to admit, she was a great beauty. Her breasts were rounded and firm, her belly was flat and tight, her legs were firm and athletic looking. Her nipples were puffy and darker than most.

Like many women from the larger cities, her legs were shaved and smooth, yet her vulva was rich with pubic hair. And yet; even with the generous amount of pubic hair obscuring her sex; I could still see swollen pubic lips peeking out and even a few drops of moisture from her inflamed nether lips.

"Show me that you've learned your lessons well, Jathan," my mistress commanded me, "Or I shall apply even more pain to that abused body of yours."

My cock throbbed painfully at her words. I was growing to adore the yoke of servitude that these harsh women had imposed upon me. I had been nothing like this in Cairforr, however I now delighted in being humiliated, made helpless and punished. Was this some sort of miracle performed upon me by the Goddess Opathia, or did I always have a latent desire to be abused and subjugated, and the Opathic priestesses merely assisted me in discovering my latent desires?

When Lady Luciphine presented her needy sex before my mouth, I reflexively began to perform my duties. The swollen nether lips nearest her anus were the most visible, so I directly my tongue's efforts to those first. My mistress moaned and trembled slightly as I began to work that part of her sex, and I took that as a good sign. Every time I did something that caused her to pant, or to gasp, I decided that I was executing my duties satisfactorily, and would endeavor to repeat the same actions that caused my lady to react with gasps of feminine pleasure.

Darting my tongue in between her swollen labia and deep within her vagina met with moans of approval, and I continued to probe her sex with my tongue for as long as I could elicit gasps and moans of feminine delight from her lips.

Luciphine's juices had a taste that was earthy, but also subtly sweet. I could not help but feel that her sex tasted very much like white wine, and as I had that thought, a loud, protracted moan filled the room and my mistress grabbed the blonde hair of my scalp and boldly positioned my head, guiding my mouth closer and closer to her swollen clitoris.

"Take it into your mouth, my avatar," Lady Luciphine said breathily, "Draw it deep into your mouth, as if you mean to devour me."

Obediently, I took Lady Luciphine's clitoris into my mouth and sucked upon it. Some women prefer to have their clitoris sucked vigorously and without mercy. Others can barely withstand having their clitoris to be touched at all. It took me a few seconds to learn what sort of treatment my mistress preferred.

"That's it," Lady Luciphine said, her voice ragged and strained, "That's it. You're..."

Then her voice broke, and she gasped wildly. Then she clutched fiercely at my scalp and squeezed my head between her firm thighs.

"Oh, Goddess," she exclaimed loudly, and then her pelvis writhed uncontrollably, as she panted and clutched at my head even harder. She cried out like a woman in torment, but I knew that she wasn't suffering. She was in the midst of a powerful and unrestrained orgasm.

Her screams were wild and inarticulate, and when her screams ceased, she maintained her tight grasp on my scalp and sucked air into her lungs in great gulping breaths.

"Yes, you have been well trained," Lady Luciphine conceded when she could finally find her voice, "I could present you to the empress herself, with a mouth like that."

I had an unvoiced hope that my mistress might allow me some sexual relief after the blissful orgasm my mouth had just given her, however, Lady Luciphine had other ideas. Not matter how well-trained I was, I was still an avatar, to be abused, worked and punished. Free women did not concern themselves with the urgent needs of an avatar's starving cock.

Instead of being rewarded with attention being paid to my painfully hard cock, I was ordered to temple's great hall, and ordered to scrub the floors, along with four other avatars. We toiled on our hands and knees, with our knees far apart, so that our swollen cocks and pubic lips would be lewdly on display.


CURIOUS REVELATIONS


My life as an avatar continued much like that for a time. I was made to use my mouth to bring acolytes and holy women to resounding orgasms, Seamaul continued to groom me and make certain that the opening of my anus was progressing, I was given menial labors to perform and I was punished for the slightest sign of disobedience, indolence or impertinence. 

At night I was always bound, so that I might not bring pleasure to my own cock, and sleep came with great difficulty. And some nights a cruel acolyte named Mafem would wander up and down the chamber where avatars attempted to sleep, and torment us even further. She would painfully grab the female avatars by their nipples and pinch and twist their sensitive nubs. With male avatars, she would pinch the tips of our cocks or our foreskin until the pain caused tears to well up in our eyes. And any avatar who dared to complain was gagged for the entire night.

One night after my cock was cruelly abused by Mafem, I strangely had no difficulty in falling into a slumber, and that night my sleep was populated by an extraordinary dream.

. . . . . . . . . . . . .

. . . . . . . . .

. . . . . .

It seemed that I was standing on a verdant field. I was naked, barefoot and bound to two vertical poles with my wrists and ankles far apart. The night sky was inky black and the moon above was giving off a ghostly illumination. I knew that the ropes that secured my ankles and my wrists were far too tight and too strong for me to break free, and yet I struggled against my bonds anyway. This action succeeded only in chafing my wrists and ankles and causing me to feel an even greater sense of helplessness.

The moon in the sky above looked odd. It was round and shone with a silvery light, but there were eerie shadows across it like I'd never seen across the moon before, and I felt deep in my heart that I was very far from home, in some sort of foreign land.

"It's quite confusing, isn't it?" a female voice asked from somewhere out in the darkness.

My gaze darted about and I struggled to catch a glimpse of the lurker in the dark, but I could find no trace of her.

"The clerics tell you lies, Jathan," the female voice informed me, "But they mix their lies with the truth. It makes it quite difficult for you to know which words to trust and which words to discard."

Suddenly a humanoid shape formed in the darkness in front of me. She formed as if by magic, each moment becoming more real and more distinct than the moment before.

Her skin was an unnatural color, white as polished ivory. No human could ever have skin that pale. Even a human that had never seen the sun would have a darker complexion. The blood in any natural human being's veins would give their skin more color than this woman had.

And her clothing defied description. It was black in color, yet it was not a wool tunic, it was not tanned leather, it was not a breastplate armor made of iron. It was like no fabric I had ever encountered before. It was almost as if she had fashioned a garment from the inky blackness of the night itself.

When the exceedingly pale woman ambled forward and stood directly in front of me, I saw that she was quite tall for a female. She was even tall for a male. I am a man of good height, and she seemed to outrank me in height by a good six inches.

"Do you know who I am?" the pale woman asked, and I was fascinated by the paleness of her lips. A woman's lips were normally of a darker color than the color of her shoulders or her breasts, however this woman's lips as white as milk. I'd never seen their like before.

And as my gaze shifted away from her lips, I noted with great interest, that the irises of her eyes were the same silvery color as the moon above us. And it suddenly struck me who this woman must be.

"Siervera," I replied to woman with eyes that shone like the moon and wore clothes that appeared to be crafted from the darkness of the night itself.

"Well done," my intimidating host said to me, "I am Siervera, goddess of the Night, and my influence and power of mortal men and women is always at its strongest when the land is covered in darkness. In the dead of night, I can make myself known directly to mortals, even if they dearly wish to avoid me."

Her words sounded like an accusation leveled at me. I squirmed in my bonds and felt as if I Siervera were condemning me for some sin I had committed against her.

"You have paid very little attention to the gods," Siervera berated me, "However the gods have paid a great deal of attention to you. You have been watched and evaluated and found to be pleasing. It is because of this that the mortal women from Gran Admirus traveled to your home-village and selected you to become one of their playthings."

"I don't understand," I said, still squirming nervously in my bondage.

"Of course, you don't," Siervera said as she stroked one pale hand gently down my bare chest, "The clerics in Gran Admirus don't wish to tell their sexual playthings the truth about their beloved goddess, but I shall explain it all to you."

One of Siervera's hands gripped my left nipple, and her other hand cupped my scrotum and gently lifted up my balls as she explained how I had been lied to.

"Hundreds of years ago, Opathia was my favorite sexual plaything. I plucked her from a small town near the border of Göttland. She had hair like spun gold, adorable firm round breasts, delectable buttocks, and a pleasure cleft far too delicious for any mere mortal. I abducted her from her home and kept her as my pleasure slave."

"The priestesses told me of this," I said timidly to the goddess, "And then the god, Appealian saw her and fell in love with her. He invaded your realm with an army and took Opathia away from you."

Siervera smiled wickedly at this and pinched my nipple as well as the soft flesh of my scrotum simultaneously. The pain was so sharp, I could not restrain myself from gasping.

"Appealian did indeed become infatuated with Opathia. She was a female fit for the gods, but Appealian was not fool enough to declare war upon my realm. Such a war would cost many lives and likely lead to the destruction of both of our realms."

"When gods go to war, young Jathan, millions die," Siervera informed me as she painfully pinched the tip of my cock.

"Instead of girding himself for war," Siervera explained, "Appealian approached me with an idea. He would take Opathia to his realm and make her his wife. She would become immortal and live forever among the gods. In return for this favor, a small part of Opathia's essence would be spread across the cities, towns and villages of mortals. Generation after generation, mortals would be born who would possess the beauty and grace of Opathia, and it would be my right to turn all of them into my sexual playthings."

"So, the priestess had lied to me," I said to the goddess as she toyed with my naked body.

"It is the nature of priests and priestesses to lie," Siervera explained, "Anything they do not understand or approve of, inevitably is replaced with a tale of their own design."

So, when the Opathic priestesses gathered up men and women like Anon, Nyme, Echoux and me it was all part of some centuries-old arrangement to keep two powerful gods from going to war. Young men like me were made to suffer so that Siervera would be compensated for the loss of one mortal woman that she long ago granted freedom to.

"The arrangement between Appealian and myself has worked out well for everyone," the goddess said with satisfaction, "Opathia has her freedom, and I now have multiple sexual playthings who are equal in beauty."

Suddenly standing behind me, Siervera grasped my naked thighs and buttocks and made a sound of satisfaction, similar to a cat's purr.

"I adore these narrow, tight buttocks, Jathan," Siervera said to me, and I felt her hands fondling me, "I've seen them punished from afar. They color beautifully under the assault of a whip or a leather strap. And you are beautifully responsive when you are punished. The sounds you make when you are disciplined are quite pleasing to my ears."

And while the goddess spoke fondly of how I responded to punishment, another female ambled out of the darkness. This one was almost as pale as Siervera herself, however she wore no clothing whatsoever. She was as blatantly naked as I and seemed utterly unashamed of her nudity.

"Ah, this is Sekyebes," the goddess explained, "The oldest and most trusted of all my attendants. She had served me loyally for well over six-hundred years."

"You sent for me?" Sekyebes asked the goddess, and she looked me up and down like a starving woman who had just been offered a delicious treat.

"Indeed," Siervera replied to her loyal attendant, "This is Jathan. He normally has a strong cock, of impressive size between his legs, however he has allowed himself to go soft. I need you to rouse his member and bring it back to the enormous size that he is famous for."

I had a few moments to think about Siervera's words. It confused me when she said that the size of my cock was famous. Then it occurred to me, that since I had been abducted and taken to Gran Admirus, many people had seen me naked.  And the priestesses insisted on keeping my cock painfully erect at all times. It was quite feasible that amongst the people of Gran Admirus, the size of my erect cock was famous.

I had a moment to feel shamed and degraded by that revelation, and then Sekyebes was on her knees, drawing my flaccid cock into her mouth and guiding one of her hands into the tight furrow between my buttocks. One of her fingers eventually found the soft flesh of my anus and I whimpered as a felt a well-lubricated finger pressing against the delicate pink flesh, and then forcing its way inside of me.

I always feel a great sense of helplessness and violation whenever my anal cleft is forced open, and this occurrence was no exception. I felt violated and helpless, and then I felt two fingers probing deep inside my rectum until they found the deliciously responsive and tender spot inside of me, the one that made me moan when it was prodded or stroked.

I writhed and moaned shamelessly as Sekyebes drew my cock deep into her mouth and did wicked things with her tongue. Siervera instructed her loyalist to continue her ministrations until my cock was enormous and fully erect. Her mouth was extraordinary and soon my cock was swollen and throbbing with need, yet Sekyebes continued to knead the responsive spot deep inside of me and suckle my cock until I was painfully hard and desperate for climax.

When my naked body was covered in a sheen of sweat, and I was panting, and it seemed that my orgasm was unstoppable and would erupt up from the tip of my penis less than a heartbeat later, Sekyebes removed her fingers from my anus and pulled her mouth back away from my swollen cock.

"No, don't stop," I pleaded, desperate for her to touch me again, but Sekyebes took her orders from Siervera, not from me.

"I had said that your cock was famous for its enormous size," Siervera commented as she stood behind me, "Now see if you can maintain that impressive size while I add some color to those exquisite buttocks of yours."

I had been whipped many times since I had been taken to Gran Admirus, yet somehow, I was filled with a chilling fear when Siervera picked up a long, thin leather strap and doubled it in her hand. The first crack of leather across my right buttock stung fiercely, and it dawned upon me that Siervera was far more ancient than any of the clerics who had punished me and had had thousands of years to learn how to inflict pain on a mere mortal's naked flesh.

I tensed for the next blow, my buttocks tightening, waiting for the next assault from the stinging, leather strap, yet Siervera waited, allowing my fear and trepidation to build.

Then I felt Siervera's strong fingers on my buttocks, kneading the sore spot that she had struck with her cruel whip. She kneaded my buttocks hard, working the pain in even deeper, until I gave out a long, whimpering wail.

Then her hand was removed and three hard, punishing cracks of the whip rained down on my naked buttocks, landing in the exact same spot as the first blow. I danced and writhed shamelessly, and struggled not to cry out, as Siervera cruelly cracked unforgiving leather across my soft, resilient, naked skin.

I had been whipped many times before, however, the Goddess of the Night understood the art of inflicting pain better than any priestess or acolyte. The whipping went on and on, causing me to dance and writhe shamelessly with the unbearable pain of it.

And when it felt as if my poor buttocks had been completely reddened and were burning with a complicated crisscross of stinging agony, Siervera targeted the deliciously tender spot where the underside of my buttocks connected with the backs of my thighs.

I gasped and cried out with indignant pain every time Siervera's whip stung me there, so she targeted that area often, enjoying the sounds I made every time she struck me.

When my face was covered with tears, and my naked body was shuddering and jerking with devastating pain, Sekyebes surveyed her mistress's handiwork and said, "His buttocks look quite red and abused now. Has he not had enough?"

Siervera then handed the whip to her loyalist, so that she could grasp my buttocks with both hands and see precisely how hot my abused bottom truly felt. She kneaded my poor, innocent buttocks vigorously with her strong hands and the stinging pain was greatly multiplied and caused me to whimper shamelessly.

"Ten more," Siervera replied, as hot, wet, miserable tears slid down my face, "Ten more and he will have had enough."

The next ten cracked across my already-abused buttocks, tormenting my innocent flesh, forcing wretched sobs of surrender and agony out of my diaphragm. I had utterly abandoned any hope of dignity, mercy or self-worth, and I just gave myself over to torment and suffering.

Siervera allowed me time to sob and tremble as my traumatized naked body attempted to reconcile itself to the wretched pain it was suffering.


"Now he's beautifully reddened," Siervera said to her loyal attendant, "Pleasure slaves should at all times exhibit evidence of a sound whipping." 

I moaned miserably, and then Siervera moved gracefully to stand in front of me and pressed her lips firmly to mine. She kissed with passion, forcing her tongue into my mouth and making me moan as she filled my entire body with a libidinous heat. My cock throbbed and I felt an urgent desire to thrust my erect organ deep into her sex, and when she broke from the kiss, her eyes were awash with feverish desire, much like I imagined my own eyes were.

Grabbing the root of my cock, Siervera laughed as said, "Not tonight, young Jathan. I know what is in your heart. I know what is in your fevered imaginings, but pleasure slaves must learn patience, suffering and denial. You will not be thrusting your attentive organ into my pleasure cleft tonight. That is an honor that must be earned by much suffering, and many displays of obedience."

"Of course, if I were a man, I could mount you and thrust myself into your pleasure cleft right here and now. The way you're bound there's not a thing you could do to stop me."

I continued to sob softly as she said these things to me but did not expect that she would torment me any further. Siervera was quite obviously female, thus I had no fear of her spearing my anus and thrusting a cock deep inside of my most intimate orifice. I whimpered and was very thankful that Siervera was not a man.

Then Siervera removed her strange, black garment. It seemed to disappear when it touched the ground, and I finally saw Siervera's naked body.

Her breasts were round and firm, showing no signs of sagging. Her erect nipples and areolas were a pale grey color. Her pubic hair was sparse, and dark black, partially obscuring her swollen, moist pubic lips. Siervera had said there was no possibility of thrusting my cock into her pleasure cleft tonight, and yet I panted and yearned to impale my painfully hard organ deep inside her, despite everything she had told me.

"Perhaps, I shall mount you anyway," Siervera said as she held my scrotum and lifted my balls, as if weighing them, "Perhaps it is time that you felt what it's like to have a cock deep inside of you."

And then the Goddess of the Night changed. I watched in disturbed fascination as the moist, swollen pubic lips of between her thighs grew larger and reshaped themselves. Instead of a neat incision with plump, swollen labia surrounding it, Siervera's genitals changed, grew, protruded and thrust upwards, until she had a perfectly healthy, impressively erect cock between her legs, every bit as large and intimidating as my own.

"All of the gods and goddesses are shape-shifters," Siervera explained, "We can change anything about our bodies that we wish, even our genitals."

I squirmed and whimpered at the sight of Siervera's large and intimidating cock. I panicked at the thought of that thing being thrust inside of me.

"No...No, please don't" I pleaded, but the Goddess of the Night gave me a look that was utterly without mercy and once again she stood behind me, my buttocks totally defenseless.

"Open for me, Jathan," the Goddess advised me, "Should I have to force my way inside of you, it will hurt a great deal."

It was an impossible order. Where I came from there was a great deal of shame associated being anally impaled. I wanted to be obedient, but I couldn't force the muscles of my anus to relax. I was too overwhelmed with panic, shame and other emotions. My anus remained tightly clenched shut.

"You need to relax these darling buttocks, Jathan," my captor insisted, "You are an incredibly beautiful pleasure slave, but I won't allow you to deny me my rights. I will be the first to impale your sweet, pink anus and violate you from behind. Accept it or suffer."

My punished buttocks were parted with her hands and I could feel oiled fingers prodding at my rear cleft. I felt tears welling up and overflowing out of the corners of my eyes, as insistent fingers rubbed against my anal opening, pushing and prodding unceasingly until somehow, I found myself opening for the probing digits.

The lubricated fingers wriggled and twisted around inside of me and I heard Siervera say, "You're tighter than I had expected. This still might hurt, even if you're a cooperative slave."

I whimpered again, my anal muscles tightened and then I somehow made them relax once more.

The fingers Siervera had inside of me began to thrust in and out of me with vigor and enthusiasm. I gasped at the unfamiliar sensation of being used and violated in this way and knew myself to be utterly helpless and in Siervera's power. She could do anything to me, and I was helpless to prevent her.

"It appears that he's trying to cooperate," Siervera's attendant opined, "Perhaps I could assist in relaxing him."

"It is possible," Siervera conceded, "Let us see if you can help."

And then Sekyebes knelt in front of my once again, cradled my balls and took my cock in her mouth, wetting it with copious amounts of saliva and stimulating me in such a way that my entire body was soon permeated with a libidinous heat.

And when my breathing was beyond my control and I proceeded to pant, gasp and whimper helplessly, Sekyebes removed my throbbing cock from her mouth and said, "He appears to be ready. I believe that now is your time."

I gasped when the terrible girth of Siervera's cock opened my anus up wide. "Please, no," I cried out with alarm, but the Goddess of the Night is not famous for mercy. She pulled her impressive organ back for a second, but only to side it forward again, and this time even deeper inside of me, causing me to panic and pant uncontrollably.

It seemed impossible that I could be impaled on something so large, however Siervera didn't share my concerns. She continued to glide the well-lubricated phallus deeply inside of me until I could feel the entire bulk of it filling me.

"A good pleasure slave is capable of taking anything that their mistress wants to thrust inside of him," Siervera explained as she whispered into my ear, "Don't you want to be good for me?"

I nodded my head and I tried to be good for her, but I was opened and violated in a way I had never been violated before. I felt an overwhelming sense of panic. My ankles were bound and spread helplessly far apart, and I felt the overwhelming sensation of being speared, filled and owned by her impressively large cock. I panted and gasped as she impaled me and raped my anal cleft.

And adding to the overwhelming sensations, Siervera reached around me and found my nipples. She pinched them painfully as her pelvis vigorously slapped against my sore buttocks, her strong, imposing cock driving deep inside of me again and again, shoving into me mercilessly hard and deep.

And all the while; as Siervera raped me from behind; Sekyebes once again devoured my cock, drawing it deeply into her mouth and then pulling back so that she only tended to my cock's swollen head.

Sekyebes seemed to enjoy the underside of my cock and the swollen head the most, bathing them enthusiastically with her tongue, and suckling the sensitive tip.

This is not to say she could not take my entire throbbing member into her mouth, she did so again and again, however it was the delicious tip of my cock that she seemed to lavish most of her attentions upon.

I had never felt more helpless, defenseless and without will, and yet I found myself in a state of feverish, tingling heat. My cock was pulsing and swollen, and my entire body was filled with a marvelous, sacred warmth. I cried out again, but this time it was not a cry of pain, it was a cry of glorious bliss.

I found myself adoring the pain of my nipples being cruelly pinched and stretched. My body was flooded with exalted gratification at being roughly opened, speared and impaled on Siervera's merciless cock. Being helpless and submissive to these powerful women was bringing me to a state of pure contentment that I had never known before.

As the cruel goddess thrust into me again and again, spearing me and battering that sensitive spot deep inside of me, I realized that I was utterly without regret in the way I was being treated. I truly wanted and desired to be helpless, defenseless and roughly used. I wanted to be naked and punished and commanded by others. I panted and gasped and cried out, but now my cries were cries of wanton desire and exultation.

Siervera's grip upon my nipples became tighter and her thrusts into my orifice became more forceful and intense, thus forcing my back to arch and my pelvis to push forward. My swollen member pushed deeply into Sekyebes's mouth and my cock pulsed and spasmed fiercely, and suddenly my cock erupted forcefully into Sekyebes's mouth. Siervera plunged even deeper into my intimate orifice as my cock pounded and throbbed and exploded into Sekyebes's mouth. I spent my hot seed into her warm, inviting mouth and it seemed that the milk from my cock just continued to spurt and throb and erupt without end.

I screamed wordlessly, and the pain and humiliation Siervera inflicted upon me just made my inarticulate orgasm all the more delicious. I gave myself over to Siervera completely and mindlessly pledged my body to her, that she might treat me to such delicious abuses any time she wished.


PUBLIC HUMILIATION

When I awoke, I was in the sleeping chamber of the avatars. To my left, a male avatar named Anon was tied to a plansche. To my right, a female avatar named Nyme was tied to a plansche. There were at least a dozen other naked avatars in the chamber, all tied down for the night.

"Jathan, you were screaming," one of the avatars whispered timidly from somewhere in the darkened room.

"I had a very distressing dream," I whispered softly in return.

"Try to think of something peaceful, and get back to sleep," another female voice advised from somewhere in the darkened room, "When you are awake, the clerics will inflict more than enough torment upon you. You needn't have torment in your dreams as well."

And even as I claimed it was merely a dream, I could still feel the soreness in my nipples from when Siervera's fingers pinched and abused them. My buttocks likewise felt raw from the whipping Siervera had given them, and my poor anus felt roughly used.

I believed that this was more than a mere dream. I believed that; as I slept; I had met the Goddess of the Night, and she had treated me roughly and used my naked body for her own amusement.

Not long ago, I would have found such an encounter to be greatly disturbing. However, now I found myself elated, and was eagerly anticipating my next encounter with Siervera.

After my dream about Siervera, I was in a state of confusion and disquiet. Attempts to fall back into slumber were largely unsuccessful. There may have been a few fitful moments where I drifted back into darkness, but I never managed to regain full sleep again and I never managed to once again begin to dream.

At sunrise, Seamaul appeared to wake me and release me from my bondage, however, I had already been awake for hours.

"It is important that you sleep, Jathan," Seamaul informed me as he untied me, "Your masters and mistresses will work you very hard when you are awake. You will need your strength to deal with the demands that they will place upon you."

"I apologize, Master," I told Seamaul, as he forced me to sit up and then to slide off the plansche, and to place my bare feet upon the floor, "However I had a very intense dream that utterly overwhelmed my senses and overcame my ability to resume my slumber. I am not to blame for such dreams, am I?"

Seamaul looked me up and down, and then sharply slapped my left buttock, indicating that I should walk forward. I knew without being told to place my hands behind the back of my neck and interlace my fingers together. Unless otherwise told, this is the way all avatars were expected to walk.

"You are a very beautiful youth, Jathan," Seamaul informed me, "However an avatar can be blamed for anything, even the things that happens whilst he is asleep. But, tell me of this dream. Perhaps it will have some value to entertain and amuse."

I gathered my thoughts as Seamaul forced me to kneel in a bath of warm, scented water and attempted to put the words together.

"I was in the Dark Realm of the Goddess, Siervera," I explained to Seamaul, "I was her helpless prisoner and she told me a great many things. She told me that there was no battle between her and Appealian. She told me that a deal was struck between the two of them, and that avatars such as myself are a part of that deal."

Seamaul placed his fingers to my lips and said, "Hush, Jathan. Talk such as that is blasphemy. If a priestess hears you say such things, you will surely be whipped for it."

Ordinarily, I am quite obedient, however I had allowed myself to be overcome with emotion, and the instant Seamaul took his fingers away from my lips, words burst forth from my mouth once more.

"But, Master," I protested, "She told me that Opathia's freedom was paid for, by mortal youths such as myself losing their freedom! Anon, Nyme and hundreds of others throughout the centuries, we're all part of the price that was paid for Opathia to be free!"

Suddenly, Seamaul's hand was clasped firmly over my mouth, and Seamaul looked prepared to drown me in the bathwater.

"It is blasphemy for you to say such things," Seamaul insisted passionately, "You will cease to speak of this dream, and all the blasphemous things that you think that you learned, or I shall whip you myself. Is that what you truly desire, Jathan? Do you want me to whip you?"

I had never seen Seamaul disappointed in me before, or offended by anything I had said, however now he appeared to be quite displeased with me. Seamaul was the closest thing I had to a friend in Gran Admirus, and I valued his good-will. I immediately attempted to repair the rift between us.

"I apologize, Master," I said penitently, "I will never speak of such things again." . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Behind the Church's main building is a two-acre piece of land that the Church uses for growing vegetables. Several naked avatars were ordered to work in the gardens that day, and we were made to crawl on our hands and knees and uproot weeds. Two acolytes watched over us and punished us with sharp, stinging blows from a leather strap if we became indolent or accidentally uprooted a vegetable.

After several hours of this sort of toil, my hands and knees were filthy and I my naked body was covered with a fine sheen of sweat.

And; without my noticing; a female avatar had crawled very close to my position in the gardens. Suddenly she was near enough to me, that her hips and shoulder were in direct contact with my hip and shoulder.

I glanced in her direction, and saw that it was Echoux, the avatar that served the Holy Lady Mauvais. She was also covered in a fine sheen of sweat, and her raven-black hair was plastered in an ungainly way across her face and forehead.

"You are not alone," Echoux whispered to me, "I have had the dreams as well."

I glanced about to make certain we weren't being watched and whispered in response, "The dreams of Siervera?"

Echoux pulled a weed up out of the ground and held it up, as if intensely examining it and said, "Many of the avatars dream of her. I have dreamt of being in her Dark Realm more than fifty times, but I dare not speak of it to any of the acolytes or priestesses."

"One of the devotees told me that it was blasphemy to speak of such things," I whispered to Echoux, "What does this all mean?"

Echoux closed her eyes and sighed. She looked utterly adorable with her long lashes and sweat beading on her smooth skin and whispered softly, "It is blasphemy to speak of such things because it contradicts the Church's teachings, but I am almost certain that the Church's teachings are riddled with lies. I think that we are her for the amusement of Siervera, and nothing else."

Echoux assured me that we would both be cruelly punished if we were to be caught speaking aloud of what we knew, however, she assured me that many avatars were aware that we were here to serve as erotic entertainment for the Goddess of Darkness, not to show our devotion to the Goddess of Beauty.

I wondered how many other avatars were in possession of the same knowledge that Echoux and I shared. However, I resolved to keep silent about everything Echoux and I spoke of. Avatars were subject to enough painful punishments even without provoking the Opathic clerics. I did not wish to invite even more punishments upon myself.

. . . . . . . . . . .

All of the avatars were in exquisite physical condition. We were all slender, with flat bellies, narrow waists, firm thighs and firm, high buttocks. The priestesses were all quite determined that we remain in exquisite physical condition, and thus we were exhaustively exercised six days out of the week.

Three days of the week, we were given to an acolyte named Charrelle to mercilessly make us labor and sweat under her supervision. The other three days, we were given to Rigoureux.

Both Charrelle and Rigoureux were merciless in the way that they worked us, however I much preferred to be in the custody of Rigoureux.

My preference was due to the fact that Rigoureux would train the avatars with the walls of the church. Charrelle would take us from the church and have us run through the streets of Gran Admirus with our hands clasped firmly behind the backs of our necks, allowing lords, ladies, merchants, laborers, and even common louts and beggars to ogle at our nudity as we were made to run mile after mile, naked and exposed.

The Pretresse Theatre is perhaps two miles from the Opathic Church, or perhaps slightly less than two miles. Or perhaps slightly more than that distance. Charrelle enjoyed forcing us to run to this theatre and then to circle it several times before ordering us to return to the church.

A multitude of public performances are held at the Pretresse Theatre, and the people of Gran Admirus may enjoy these performances for free. As a result, the theatre has become a public gathering place, where crowds of people can be confidently found at almost any day of the year, any time of the day. Charrelle knew this, and she deliberately paraded us around the Pretresse Theatre to expose our shameful nudity to great numbers of people and to increase our humiliation.

Laborers, merchants, soldiers and other townspeople might be seen along the sides of the roads where we ran, however the greatest number of people we encountered were always gathered in droves around the theatre, and they would always be certain to call out to us and let us be aware that they were enjoying the sight of our exposed, naked bodies, sweating underneath the hot sun as we ran.

"Beautiful young avatar," one young, poorly groomed laborer called out as we panted and ran past, "Your breasts are magnificent!"

"Such buttocks," another called out to me, as I ran naked, "The things I could do to your buttocks, pretty boy! They tempt me!"

"Make that one run faster," a wealthy lady in a fine tunic and gold adornments called out, "Give her bare buttocks the strap and make it sting!"

Both men and women would shout out comments about my buttocks and my painfully erect cock. My naked body was a source of entertainment for them, and I was forbidden to cover myself...no matter how course or vulgar the comments of the public citizens.

And woe to any avatar who lagged or displeased Charrelle, for she would allow the uncouth spectators a closer look at his or her nudity.

"Nyme," Charrelle called out one morning as we were circling the theatre, "I notice you can't seem to keep up the pace with your bother and sisters! You're falling behind the rest of them. Do you lack the stamina of your sisters? Do you need an interval to recover from all this exercise?"

The sound of Charrelle's voice was filled with wickedness and playful amusement. Nyme knew that Charrelle was about to spring some sort of cruel humiliation on the girl. We all knew it, but we were all helpless to do anything to prevent it. Charrelle did what she wanted with us, and we had no recourse, but to endure the torments she planned for us. Resisting her will would only lead to more punishments.

"I do not need to rest," Nyme insisted, panting, her naked body covered in a fine sheen of sweat, "I can continue to run."

It was a respectful, accommodating answer, however there was no response respectful enough or clever enough to save Nyme. When Charrelle had a wicked plan for one of us, there was no means of saving us from our fate.

"I say that you shall rest," Charrelle declared imperiously, "Go stand over by that wall! The rest of the avatars will wait and watch over you, until I believe that you have recovered from all this taxing exercise."

Nyme was herded over to a wall outside the Pretresse Theatre. She was made to stand in inspection pose while she recovered, with her fingers laced behind the back of her neck, and her legs far apart. Of course, the rest of the avatars where ordered to stand in that position as well.

However, poor Nyme had it worse than the rest of us. While Nyme stood and placed her naked body on display, Charrelle shouted out to the masses on the street, and invited them to examine Nyme more closely.

"You! Come closer," Charrelle called out to three spectators who were standing nearby. The spectators were all females with long, dark hair and cinnamon-colored skin. They stepped forward somewhat cautiously.

"What do you think of our avatar?" Charrelle asked the woman closest to her, "Is she not a beauty?"

"She's quite beautiful," the woman replied with a foreign accent. To my ear her accent sounded Hummurian, although she spoke Hegothian fluently.

"Would you like to touch her?" Charrelle asked the foreign woman, and I heard Nyme gasp. Charrelle ignored Nyme's obvious distress and waited to hear the foreign woman's answer.

"Are you certain it's permitted?" the foreign woman asked, "I do not wish to run afoul of any of your laws."

"This woman is the property of the Opathic Church," Charrelle responded, "And I am an acolyte of that church. This woman is basically my slave, and I am giving you permission to touch her. You may caress and fondle the most delicious parts of her anatomy without violating Hegothian law."

That seemed to persuade the Hummurian woman and she took five silent steps forward and cupped Nyme's naked breasts in her hands.

"She is quite warm," the Hummurian woman said as she fondled Nyme's vulnerable flesh, "She must be very hot-blooded."

Nyme whimpered and blushed as her bare breasts were so casually fondled by a stranger. Of course, all of the naked avatars watching this spectacle felt a mixture of fear and compassion. Tomorrow it might be any one of us that Charrelle publicly humiliated by allowing us to be intimately fondled and examined by strangers.

"All the avatars are hot-blooded," Charrelle replied, "Opathia wishes for her avatars to always be hot-blooded and feverish with sexual need. If you place your hand between her thighs, you'll find that her sex is soaking wet."

I flinched at those words and hoped that the Hummurian woman would not act upon Charrelle's suggestion, but I hoped in vain, and Nyme's public humiliation became even more unkind.

Nyme's lower lips trembled and her naked legs wobbled slightly as the foreign woman cupped her wet sex and gently stroked her swollen pubic lips. Nyme moaned as the woman elicited a sexual response from her, and I wondered how shaming it would be if this strange woman caused her to reach sexual climax in this public place with a crowd of dozens watching intently, viewing her humiliation as a form of entertainment.

The Hummurian woman eventually removed her hand from Nyme's sex and held up her fingers, examining the glistening juices that had been produced by Nyme's sexual desire.

"You have completely sexualized this young woman," the Hummurian observed as she examined the slick fluids on her hand.

"Just as Opathia was completely sexualized while held captive by the Goddess Siervera," Charrelle explained, "It is the will of the Goddess that her avatars experience the same indignities that she experienced."

"And her buttocks are quite red," observed another Hummurian, "It is quite obvious the poor girl has been spanked."

"Again, the will of the Goddess," Charrelle explained, "Opathia was an innocent, but was subjected to a great deal of punishment in Siervera's Dark Realm. Opathia's avatars show their loyalty to the Goddess by suffering the same fates that she suffered."

The Hummurians examined Nyme very thoroughly with their hands and their eyes. They fondled her buttocks, prodded her tight, delicate anus, pinched her nipples, squeezed her breasts, stroked her belly and toyed with her nether lips.

Nyme whimpered and panted when her sex was penetrated and probed by inquisitive fingers. A large crowd had formed around Nyme and Hummurians by then, and the crowd laughed and cheered at the sounds Nyme made and encouraged the Hummurians to impale Nyme's sex even deeper and make her moan in mindless sexual passion.

This was a humiliation that all avatars sought to avoid, however, if Charrelle wished to humiliate us, we were helpless to stop her. I was subjected to such humiliations myself once. On this occasion, a wealthy patron of the arts was outside the theatre with her two children. All three were invited to touch me, examine me closely and evaluate my naked body.

The patroness herself looked wealthy, sophisticated and was perhaps in her mid-forties. Her son was slender, athletic and was perhaps nineteen years of age. The patroness's daughter looked to be anywhere between twenty and twenty-six.

"He looks apprehensive," the teenage boy remarked, "We haven't even touched him yet."

"He's naked and on display like a slave on the auction block," his older sister remarked, "Would not you be distressed if you were forced to expose your nude body before crowds of leering strangers?"

"He needs to learn to conquer his fear," Charrelle told patroness's daughter, "Being anxious and fearful is to be expected during his first few days as an avatar, however he has years remaining in his service to the Goddess. He cannot remain an innocent fledgling forever."

Of course, my cock was painfully hard, and the daughter took a great interest in that. She slapped my erect cock and pinched the sensitive tip, making me whimper in pain. She cupped my balls with one hand, as if weighing them, and then with her other hand, she spanked my cock yet again. I squirmed but dared not to protect my genitals or attempt to cover my nudity. Such things would only invite more punishment.

"He is very well endowed," the young woman remarked, "Not only is his cock large, but it seems as hard and resilient as polished marble."

Then she placed one hand underneath my chin, lifted my face so that I was forced to look her directly in the eyes, and she said, "If you were a slave on the auction block, I would gladly pay a dozen gold argents for you. Your cock is quite exquisite."

I could feel my face flush hot with embarrassment at those words and felt helpless and humiliated. This woman could not buy me; however, I was still utterly at her mercy. Charrelle would allow her to do very nearly whatever she wanted with me.

The patroness's son examined my sore buttocks, squeezing them, resurrecting the pain of recent stinging punishments and making the pain fresh again.

"His buttocks look remarkably inflamed and tender," the son observed, "What did you do to him?"

"He is spanked at least once a day, even if he is well-behaved," Charrelle replied, "And when exercising him, I whip his buttocks with a leather strap to make him run faster."

"I imagine that's quite effective," the boy said as he kneaded my poor buttocks and made me gasp in red-hot stinging torment.

"Has he been raped yet?" the patroness asked, as she stood back several feet and watched her children stroke, pinch, fondle and examine my naked body.

"Not yet," Charrelle replied, "His anus was remarkably tight and narrow when he was brought to Gran Admirus. With one such as him, it is necessary to open up his anal cleft gradually before we can allow him to be raped."

The patroness's children proceeded to run their hands across my naked thighs, belly, buttocks and torso, to pinch my poor nipples and examine my physical endowments as if I were a slave on the auction block. The boy spread my sore buttocks apart and discovered the impaling contrivance that had been forced inside of me to widen my anus.

A large crowd had gathered to watch the spectacle as my naked body was examined, pinched, slapped and toyed with. And any time I would gasp or whimper, the crowd would laugh or applaud or make some other sort of boisterous noise to show their approval of the way I was being publicly humiliated.

It was all quite degrading and dehumanizing, and I let out a great sigh of relief, when I was ordered to being running again and make my way back to the Church.

. . . . .

Rigoureux inflicted just as much physical pain on the avatars when she exercised them, however she did not put our naked bodies on display in front of crowds of city-dwellers, and I found that to be a mercy. When Rigoureux trained us, she would take us to a great empty hall near the acolyte's quarters, or sometimes to a verdant field that the Church owned, just out behind the church library.

Rigoureux's style of training us was painful and humiliating, however, at least, there were no crowds surrounding us. Only Rigoureux and perhaps some of the other acolytes would be there to witness our humiliation.

When she exercised us, we would be forced to assume various positions on command. The positions were designed to be quite humiliating and to make us feel quite helpless. Failure to assume the positions quickly often resulted in a stinging bite from Rigoureux's stinging strap.

"Inspection pose," Rigoureux would call out, and eighteen avatars would obediently stand with their legs spread far apart, their fingers laced behind the backs on their necks, their elbows pulled back, their chests thrust forward, their chins up and their lips slightly parted.


“Pelvis pose," she would call out imperiously, and we would hastily obey, lying flat on our backs, legs far apart, feet flat on the ground, our buttocks and pelvises lifted up high off the ground, our genitals indecently on display and defenseless. Quite often Rigoureux would take advantage of the female avatars while they were in this position and play with the folds of their swollen pubic lips, or cruelly pinch them. 

"Rigid pose," she would bark at us, and we would fearfully comply with great haste, raising our naked buttocks high into the air, the balls of our feet and the palms of our hands pressed intently into the ground, our legs straight and rigid, out arms straight and rigid, our heads down, eyes gazing at the ground.

This was a difficult position to hold for long periods of time. It put a great strain on the arms and the backs on ones legs if one held it too long, therefore Rigoureux would have us hold this position for long periods of time, and whichever avatars were overwhelmed by the strain first and began to buckle or falter would feel the acolyte's stinging strap across their upraised buttocks.

"Sacrifice pose," she would bellow and we would all end up lying face-up on the ground, with a severely arched back, our chests raised up to the sky, our heads thrown back, our palms flat on the ground near our heads, using the strength in our arms, legs and spines to raise our upper torsos up as high as we were able. Of course, Rigoureux would always take advantage of one or two avatars while we were in this vulnerable position and toy with our defenseless nipples or even pinch them. And if an avatar was unfortunate enough to flinch or break position while their nipples were being abused, they would be punished for it.

"Supplicant pose," she would call out and every avatar would drop to the ground, male chests and female breasts pressed firmly into the ground, knees on the ground, buttocks raised up high, legs spread very far apart, leaving our buttocks and genitals very exposed and vulnerable.

There were other poses we had to learn as well, and we had to assume that all gracefully and with great haste. Failure to assume the poses properly or quickly enough always resulting in stinging punishment. Rigoureux would train us for hours in these poses, and by the time these training sessions were complete every avatar under her care would be sore, exhausted, covered in a fine sheen of sweat and bearing the painful marks of her cruel leather strap.


SYMPAS AND JATHAN


After I had served one-hundred days as an avatar in the Church, I was loaned to a wealthy patron of the Church to be taught how to give sexual pleasure to a man.

The wealthy patron was named Cesvalles. Cesvalles was twenty years old and had been known to have many male lovers. The chamber that had been assigned to Cesvalles for instructing me was quite different than the one Lady Saveur had been assigned for instructing me on how to give pleasure to a woman.

The chamber assigned to Cesvalles was appointed with a long, polished table, three multi-colored rugs, a dozen well-crafted chairs, a large bed, piled high with pillows and more than half a dozen mysterious orbs that gave off illumination that far surpassed the illumination of any candle.

And near the chamber door were a collection of leather straps, whips and paddles, all conspicuously placed to remind me of the consequences of disobedience, indolence or failure to learn my lessons with haste.

"Lady Luciphine had informed me that your buttocks were exquisite and perfectly shaped," Cesvalles said as he looked me over, "I had thought that she was making an empty boast, in order to arouse my interest, but now I see that she was merely speaking to me an obvious truth."

I felt a certain amount of pride in the way that Cesvalles described my naked body, and then he ordered me to approach one of the chairs in the room, and to bend over at the waist while standing behind it.

I was quite obedient at this point in my training, and I did exactly as Cesvalles commanded, however I apparently did not bend over quite far enough, and Cesvalles pushed forcefully against my back and forced me to bend forward until I was forced to grab the front of the chair with my hands.

"Your naked buttocks are your best feature," Cesvalles assured me, "I wish for them to be prominently on display. You must spread those beautiful thighs apart for me and raise those splendid buttocks up, so that I might more easily fondle them and feast my eyes upon them."

I did precisely as Cesvalles said, and bent forward, grasping the front of the chair tightly with my fingers and spreading my thighs as far apart as I could while still maintaining my balance. When Cesvalles was finally pleased with the way I was presenting my bare buttocks, he took some lengths of rope and bound my wrists and ankles to the chair, making certain I would remain bent-over and exposed until he was done with me.

"You see, Jathan," Cesvalles expounded, "Pleasing a woman is very different than pleasing a man. A woman quite often will only require a boy's mouth and tongue to make her happy, however a man will require a great deal from a boy's exquisite buttocks and that tight, pink anal opening that you hide discretely between your buttocks."

Before being sent to Cesvalles, Seamaul had thoroughly bathed me and the impaling contrivance had been removed. Seamaul had then shaved away any hint of stubble from around my genitals, then he took scented oils, and polished my chest, pinched my nipples until they blushed a much darker shade, and polished my balls and cock and then very meticulously oiled my anus.

When I felt a finger poking at my lubricated anal cleft and stroking the sensitive flesh between my buttocks, I felt gratitude to Seamaul, for I knew Cesvalles meant to impale my poor anus, and I was helpless to prevent him.

I surrendered to the inevitable, and then he thrust inside of me, impaling me on his probing digit.

"Ah, you're tight, Jathan," Cesvalles commented as his finger twisted around inside of me, "But not too tight. Your anal orifice is perfectly suited for a man's cock."

The probing fingers found a sensitive spot inside of me and I gasped. Soon the finger withdrew, but then Cesvalles inserted two fingers inside of me. The fingers played with my sensitive interior, causing me to alternatively tense and relax, to gasp and sigh, I found it difficult to remain obediently bent over the chair, with my legs spread so far apart. My natural inclination was to protect my anal cleft from being impaled.

The fingers working my anus sawed in and out of me with vigor, creating a stimulation that both shamed and excited me, and when I was panting and could feel my heart pounding with a painful intensity in my chest, Cesvalles removed his fingers and began to disrobe.

He disappeared behind me for several minutes, and I dared not stand up or turn around. When he stood before again, he was wearing naught but a tight loincloth, and his cock was straining against the thin fabric of his brief garment. Cesvalles was older than me, yet his body looked surprisingly youthful. His waist was slender, his belly was flat, and his thighs were firm.

"First, I will teach you to proper way to take a man's cock into your mouth," Cesvalles said, "When you have shown some skill at suckling my manhood, I'll show you what it feels like to be impaled on it."

Cesvalles ripped his loincloth off and discarded it on the chamber floor. His erect cock was now free and appeared to be almost as long as mine, and disturbingly thick. At the tip of his swollen cock was a small bead of fluid, a sign that he was on the edge of climax. I groaned and wondered if he would be spending his passionate fluids inside my mouth or my anus.

Cesvalles stepped forward until his disturbingly erect cock was very nearly touching my face and said, "Open your mouth, Jathan. Take me into your mouth and I'll instruct you on how to please a man."

Obediently, I took his thickness into my mouth and wrapped my lips around it. I had a penis of my own, so I already knew how the male anatomy worked, how it felt when it was touched, stroked, gripped and squeezed, so I had an advantage when it came to guessing what Cesvalles would like done to his penis.

I moaned as Cesvalles pumped his swollen cock slowly in and out of my open mouth. He did this for several minutes, careful not to reach climax too soon, always pulling out when his breathing became too labored.

Cesvalles sighed, with his erect cock pointing directly at my face and said, "You need to relax your mouth when I'm thrusting forward, and you need to suck hard when I begin to withdraw. Pay special attention to the head of my cock and suck on it enthusiastically when I'm drawing it out. Now, we're going to try this again. Do better this time, or I'll have to punish you."

Cesvalles invaded my mouth with his intimidating cock once again, and I attempted to do better this time. Cesvalles thrust his cock into my mouth all the way to the balls, making it difficult to breath and nearly causing me to choke as the head of his cock touched the back of my throat.

"Relax your throat and breathe in through your nose," Cesvalles told me, admonishingly, "You can take the entire length of me into your mouth if you just open your mouth wide and relax your throat. Don't fight me, just surrender and allow all of me inside of you. You won't choke if you just relax and accept the inevitable."

As difficult as it was, I attempted to do as Cesvalles said. I attempted to control my body's reactions and accept his cock deep in my mouth as something normal. I sucked hard at the swollen head of his cock when he withdrew, and then relaxed my mouth as much as I could when he thrust his organ forward.

At first, long streams of saliva spilled from my open mouth as I suckled his cock, but I soon learned to continually swallow, and this kept me from drooling.

Cesvalles continued to push his cock into my mouth and down my throat, thrusting it in and out, making my jaw ache, and my eyes well up with tears of humiliation, but I was naked, bound and helpless. I was fated to endure this for as long as Cesvalles determined I should.

Eventually Cesvalles let out a great moan and his hot fluids spilled into my mouth and filled it. I was forced to swallow all of it, and he kept his demanding cock in my mouth until his cock stopped spasming and began to become soft.

With his erection depleted, I had assumed that Cesvalles would be finished with me, however, I was wrong.

Cesvalles quickly dressed and exited the chamber, but he soon returned, and he brought a naked avatar into the room with him.

"This is Sympas," Cesvalles explained to me, "He knows a great deal about pleasing men. He will be assisting me in your education."

Of course, Sympas was naked. All avatars are kept naked at all times, and Sympas was no exception. Although bent over at the waist and bound in an awkward position, I was able to view Sympas and get an idea of his general appearance. He was young and slender, just like the other avatars, however he had also had the posture and grace of a skallari dancer. He was male, but he was too beautiful to be handsome, he was almost feminine in his beauty. He had an alluring mouth with seductive, pink lips, high cheekbones, a rounded chin and long, delicate eyelashes.

The manner in which I was bound kept my head level with Sympas's hips. As a result, my best views of Sympas were of his thighs, his buttocks, his taut belly and his genitals. His buttocks were firm, boyish and reddened from a recent, stinging punishment of some sort, and although I had not traditionally felt any sexual attraction to those of my own gender, I now found myself admiring the size, shape and color of Sympas's naked buttocks.

"I was teaching Jathan how to use his mouth to please a man," Cesvalles said to Sympas, "Introduce your cock to his mouth, so he can practice what he's been taught thus far."

"Open," Sympas said to me, and I opened my jaws as wide as I could. His cock was swollen and erect, and larger than mine. I am impressively endowed, however Sympas had an impressive weapon that may well have been twelve inches long, and almost as thick as my wrist. I suspected that it was too large and imposing to fit into my mouth, however Sympas thrust it into my open mouth and slid it in until I could feel the head of his cock touching the back of my throat.

"Relax your mouth," Cesvalles barked, and cruelly smacked my bare buttocks with a stinging leather strap, "Don't fight him! Let him invade your mouth!"

Sympas used my mouth as a sheath for his impressive weapon, thrusting it inside of me over and over again. Cesvalles would whip my buttocks with a strap whenever he felt I was failing to treat Sympas's cock properly, and it seemed to take hours before he was satisfied with the way I used my mouth to make Sympas happy.

I was panting and gasping for breath by the time Sympas had finished using my mouth, and then Cesvalles ordered Sympas to take up a position directly behind me.

"He is very pleasing from behind," said Sympas's voice as he stood somewhere behind me, "And not just his firm buttocks; his thighs, his calves, everything about him is impressive."

"You are not here to admire the aesthetics of his naked body," Cesvalles admonished the naked avatar, "You are here to open his virginal anus wider and make him familiar with what it's like to have a man inside of him!"

Suddenly a felt stroking the tight furrow between my buttocks and a fingertip probing at my oiled anus.

"Are you certain he's ready, Master?" Sympas inquired softly, "If he is truly virginal, I could do him a great injury by forcing a very large staff into a very narrow breach."

Cesvalles grunted and replied, "The church has been playing with his anal cleft for weeks, opening him up and making his anus more accommodating. I promise you'll be able to thrust your staff inside of him without mutilating him. He may whimper and sob when you impale his poor anus on your weapon, but you won't abuse him any more than is allowed by the church."

Apparently, these words were enough to convince Sympas that it was acceptable to thrust him massive weapon into my tender anal cleft, and I soon felt fingers thrusting inside of me, opening my anus wider, making me ready for his cock.

"He is quite tight," Sympas announced, "But well lubricated. I think he could accommodate me with some difficulty."

Sympas removed his fingers from inside of me and then I heard Sympas announce, "I'm oiling my cock, to make entry easier. I don't think I'll fit otherwise."

"Yes, just get on with it," Cesvalles snapped impatiently.

Within seconds I felt something being forced into my anal cavity. I was opened up, and then opened up even wider, and then wider still. Sympas's cock was larger than the impalement device Seamaul had used to adjust my anal opening, and I gasped and felt gripped with panic as Sympas shoved his intimidating weapon deeper and deeper inside of me. His massive cock now owned me and left me feeling utterly subjugated.

"You can take it," Cesvalles assured me as Sympas's cock opened me up and filled me more than I would have believed possible. I felt helpless panic, my heart pounded painfully fast and I panted uncontrollably, and then the head of Sympas's cock touched that tender spot deep inside me that controlled all of my libidinous passions.

I groaned as the tip of Sympas's cock located that sensitive node inside of me and I could feel the heat in my loins rising and a feverish wave of desire passing through me. I felt my breath becoming ragged and labored, and my own cock becoming painfully hard.

Sympas's cock was still painfully large and difficult to accommodate, however every time the head of his cock probed at the at the secret spot deep inside of my anus I was overcome with a libidinous feeling of heat and desire. The feelings of helplessness and being stretched open painfully wide mixed in with powerful feelings of lust and libidinous desire and I surrendered myself utterly.

The pain, humiliation and desire all combined into one, and the combination was delicious. As Sympas repeatedly thrust his way into my tight orifice, my cock throbbed and I was overcome with an intense, wanton, naked feeling of libidinous passion.

The pain, humiliation and feelings of helplessness made my feelings of libidinous passion far more delicious, and I wanted Sympas to take me roughly, forcing himself into me again and again. I said none of this out loud, I merely panted and whimpered as Sympas impaled me on his impressive weapon and thrust himself into me again and again. And yet, while I whimpered, one agonizing wave after another heated my loins, and my swollen cock throbbed again and again with hungry twitches and convulsions, eager for direct physical contact...which was of course denied.

I panted, whimpered and a fine sheen of sweat soon covered my body. My own cock was painfully hard and erect when Sympas spilled his hot seed into my tight orifice, and then he withdrew from my abused anus, leaving my swollen cock feeling needy.

After Sympas finished with his brutal pounding of my tight anal opening, tears welled up in my eyes; not due to the humiliation of being raped while tied and helpless; but due to the agony of being driven to the pinnacle of sexual need, and then to be denied sexual climax. My balls ached with their fullness and my cock ached with intense throbbing and spasms. I was consumed with sexual fever, but neither Cesvalles nor Sympas did anything to offer me relief from my distress.

And then, Sympas was ordered to oil up his cock again, so that he could thrust his way into my abused anus once more.

Sympas has just spilled his seed into me; I was certain that he would be unable to make his cock hard and erect again so soon; yet within less than a minute, he was hard and erect and pushing at my anal opening once more.

And the whole delicious, agonizing humiliation began once again.

. . . . . . .

It took less than a day before much of the Church had heard of my sexual humiliation at the hands of Cesvalles and Sympas. Cesvalles had told the Holy Lady Mauvais. And Mauvais felt obliged to tell the other Opathic priestesses.

My mistress had heard the tales of my humiliation, and requested that Sympas be brought to her chambers, so that she could witness Sympas and I together, merged in some sort of sexual union.

"Mauvais claims that you and Sympas together, make for a very erotic sexual coupling. As your mistress, it seems only right that I should be allowed to witness this for myself."

Of course, my own opinion on the subject did not matter, and was never sought out. My mistress simply decreed that I would have sex with Sympas while she watched. If I were to feel this was a humiliation, that was of no concern to her.

It was all arranged, and within a day's time, Sympas was brought to my mistress's bedchambers. Degauche was my mistress's trusted advisor and had expressed an interest in watching as well. Mauvais was Sympas's mistress and demanded to be present as well, so in all I had an audience of three interested spectators to ogle my naked body as I had sex with Sympas a second time.

The first time I had been forced to have sex with Sympas, I had been bent over at the waist and tied securely, so that I could not stand. This made it impossible to get a clear look at Sympas's face.

In my mistress's bedchambers, I was permitted to stand for my second meeting with Sympas. Once I was able to stand close and get a good look at him, I could see that his lips were naturally full and sensual. His hair was raven-wing black and cut into a boyish style, however it was still long enough that wisps of it would sometimes spill down into his eyes. And as I considered his eyes, I noticed that they were a vibrant shade of green, the same shade of green as the female Avatar named Echoux, that I had grown so fond of.

Sympas and Echoux were so similar in appearance, I felt they could be brother and sister. I was lost in this line of thought and wanted to ask if Sympas and Echoux were related in any way, but then my mistress's voice snapped at me and shattered my thoughts.

"Jathan, you and Sympas are not here to stand in my chambers merely looking at each other! Pleasure yourselves for my entertainment, or else you'll be whipped for neglecting your duties!"

As if to emphasize her words, my mistress struck me sharply across my right buttock with a leather strap, punishing my bare flesh with stinging pain. I took a step closer to Sympas and waited to see what Sympas would do with my naked body.

Then, Sympas gave me a timid, expectant look, as if I was to be the aggressor this time. I had no experience in being the sexual aggressor, however I had been threatened with a whipping if I did not entertain, so I reached out for Sympas, drew him closer and I kissed him softly on the mouth.

Sympas responded, kissing me back and moaning into my mouth. My mistress didn't bark any more orders at me, so I assumed that I was now pleasing her with my performance.

As we kissed, Sympas used one hand to grab me by the waist and pull me closer. With his other hand, he fondled my bare buttocks. My buttocks were sore from a spanking I had received earlier that morning; however, I did not complain or flinch as Sympas's hand squeezed and caressed my tender flesh. I had been in Gran Admirus for months at this point, and pain was a near constant reminder of my new status. Avatars learned to merge pain into their lives without complaint.

I forced my tongue into Sympas's mouth and kissed him deeply as he fondled my poor, abused buttocks. If he was too rough in his treatment of my tender flesh, I would whimper or gasp into his mouth, and the sound was muffled to the point where my audience was unable to hear my noises of distress.

Sympas's skin was soon feverishly hot, and I he moaned provocatively when our mouths were not merged together. I took that as a sign that I should begin to focus my attentions on his cock. His cock had already been swollen and mostly erect when he had entered Lady Luciphine's chambers, but after a few minutes of physical contact with me, his cock was fully and impressively erect. Several times while we were kissing, I felt his impressive organ contact mine. It reminded me very much of two duelers crossing swords.

When I knelt before Sympas, I was once more impressed with the size of his cock. It was intimidating in its girth and I marveled at the fact that I had taken the thing all the way into my mouth once before. Rather than take it into my mouth immediately I hesitated. I attempted to mask my hesitation by fondling Sympas's scrotum and lifting his balls gently, as if weighing them. I also spent some time kissing his firm thighs and taut belly, but I could only do that for a few score seconds before my mistress became impatient again. She would not allow me to hesitate for long.

Trying to remember my training, I took his cock into my mouth and suckled him much in the manner that Cesvalles had taught me. I relaxed my mouth and took Sympas all the way to the back of my throat, and then sucked on the tip of his cock vigorously as I pulled back. I did this with as much skill as I could and was rewarded with the sound of moans and labored breathing from Sympas.

I cradled Sympas's scrotum with one hand and grasped at his buttocks with the other as I drew his cock into my mouth and suckled it. As Sympas's passion grew and her approached the moment of orgasm, he began to thrust his hips forward and back, speeding his rhythm as he went. His breathing became more and more labored, and I knew he would spend his passion into my mouth soon.

And then, I was holding Sympas's buttocks with both hands as he thrust himself vigorously and repeatedly into my mouth. As I cupped his bare buttocks, I could feel the smooth, soft skin and the firm muscles underneath the skin. Based on how his buttocks felt in my hands, I could easily believe that these were the buttocks of an exquisite female, but I knew better. Sympas's cock assaulting my mouth was proof of his maleness, however his buttocks felt wonderful in my hands.

And then Sympas spilled his hot seed into my mouth, and he gasped and moaned as his passion exploded out of his cock. I tried to swallow it all, but the amount that spilled out of him was extraordinary.

"That was exquisite," Degauche proclaimed as Sympas panted and I knelt before his cock. His cock was now coated liberally with my saliva, and it was still swollen, however he was no longer erect, and his weapon was now beginning to shrink somewhat in size.

"Cesvalles has taught you well, Jathan," Degauche said, and he patted me somewhat kindly on my shoulder.

"You may use him if you like, Degauche," Lady Luciphine said magnanimously, "I have noticed the way that you look at him."

"That is most kind of you, Holy Lady," Degauche said, "I do have a fondness for the boy. He is most adorable. Many members of the Church think so."

"Both male and female," Lady Mauvais added.

"If you would like to use him, as well," Lady Luciphine said graciously, "That could be arranged. Jathan is young and resilient. He can manage to please a great number of fortunate men and women in the same day."

"I would very much like to whip him first," Lady Mauvais said, "There is something about reddened buttocks and thighs that adds a delicious sensation to the whole occasion. I always whip my dear avatars immediately before taking them into my bed."

At those words, Sympas gave me a sympathetic look, that seemed to say much. I assumed that he had been the recipient of such whippings in the past.

"Avatars should be whipped," my mistress said, "Whether they have done anything to deserve punishment of not. Every time they are punished it shows more and more, their dedication to the Goddess Opathia."

That settled, Mauvais, and Degauche negotiated who would be allowed to use me first. Lady Mauvais outranked Degauche, however I would be sorely taxed after being whipped, so there was an argument made that Degauche should be allowed to have me before Lady Mauvais.

Lady Luciphine was my mistress, so she had the authority to decide my fate. She decided that Degauche would have me first, and Lady Mauvais could use me immediately thereafter. However, she found that Sympas and I made such an adorable couple, that she was not yet willing to have the two of us parted just yet, and she demanded that we continue to entertain her with erotic play.

"Shall we have them kiss again?" inquired Lady Mauvais.

My mistress rejected that idea and instead ordered Sympas to stand in front of the east wall of my mistress's bedchamber and assume the impalement pose.

Sympas obediently replied, "Yes, Mistress," and stood with his legs far apart, bent over at the waist, his firm, shapely buttocks raised high in the air, the muscles in the backs of his athletic legs tight as he balanced on the balls of his feet.

"Now remain in that position, until we tell you otherwise, Sympas," my mistress said to him, and then Degauche was ordered to take scented oils and to oil both my painfully erect cock and Sympas's exposed anus.

"You know what it is like to be impaled on another man's cock, Jathan," my mistress said to me, "Now I would like to see you impale Sympas. Thrust your cock inside of him and see what it feels like from the other perspective."

Sympas was a patient and willing victim. He kept his naked buttocks raised and his beautiful legs far apart and waited patiently for me to violate his pink, vulnerable anus. I had been painfully hard and erect before, but when Degauche oiled my cock, I groaned, and my cock throbbed and became even more responsive.

I had never mounted thrust my cock into a man's anus before, however I told myself that I was only a naked and helpless avatar. I had no choice in the matter. Refusal would only lead to more punishments. And my cock was throbbing and in desperate need of attention. I should feel no guilt for doing this.

I held Sympas by his hips and thrust my cock into his oiled anal cleft. It slid in easier than I thought it would. Sympas was tight, but well-lubricated, and it seemed as if his anal cleft was designed for my cock. It seemed as if it were exactly the right shape and size to sheath my erect penis.

Sympas gasped as I thrust inside his tight orifice and it seemed that he had muscles inside his rectum that gripped my cock and held it like they wanted my cock inside of Sympas.

At first, I just stood there, listening to the sound of Sympas's labored breathing as my cock rested inside his tight aperture, but then Degauche, struck my sore buttocks with a leather strap and barked, "Don't just stand there idly! Thrust in and out of him foolish boy!"

The muscles inside of Sympas seemed to grip my cock even harder as I thrust in and out of him. Sympas made inarticulate sounds that resembled whimpering and grunting as I thrust in and out of his vulnerable anus. The muscles in his arms and shoulders strained noticeably underneath his bare skin as he struggled to maintain the awkward position my mistress had ordered him to maintain.

I began to make inarticulate sounds as well as I thrust my hips forward and back and my swollen cock throbbed and felt more invigorated than ever. An orgasm built inside of me with ever increasing intensity. Like a wave that has been building in strength over a thousand miles of ocean, so built the strength of the orgasm in my long-abused cock.

It had been over a week since my cock had been permitted any relief, and I was kept painfully hard and erect every hour of every day. My balls were aching and heavy, and my cock felt distressed from being roused, swollen and stimulated by priestesses, acolytes, devotees and faceless city-dwellers. Every day I could feel an orgasm straining to be released from my abused cock, but that orgasm was always cruelly denied.

And suddenly, as I stabbed deep into Sympas's orifice I cried out a wordless cry, and my orgasm exploded into his depths. I screamed and my throbbing cock seemed to just pulse and pulse and more of my seed just spilled into Sympas. Sympas screamed inarticulately, almost in unison with me. We both screamed as I impaled his delicate orifice and my orgasm just seemed to go on and on endlessly.

My cock throbbed, and the muscles inside of Sympas's orifice continued to squeeze my cock until my feverish orgasm was finally spent, and I was ordered to withdraw my cock from Sympas's anus.

"I was quite entertained by watching Jathan and Sympas together," my mistress said to the Holy Lady Mauvais, "May I borrow your avatar in the future?"

"Of course, you may," Lady Mauvais replied, "Just so long as I am invited to witness the entertainments that they provide for you."



THE SLAVE AND THE GODDESS


After I had spent six months, slaving away as a naked plaything in the custody of the Opathic Church, I had a dream, where the Goddess Opathia spoke to me. 

Somehow, I knew I was in a dream from the moment it started.

I found myself naked and outdoors, my bare skin was warmed by the sun overhead and my bare feet felt somewhat tender as I stood on a cobblestone street, that seemed to stretch on endlessly to both the east and the west.

Green fields of grass stretched on for miles and seemed to have no end. I could run in any direction I wished, and there was no one around to prevent me. I had unlimited freedom to travel, and no restriction on my movements.

In Gran Admirus, I had no freedom. There were always priestesses and acolytes controlling where I could go, and what I could do. My every action was dictated by them. I was given to men, so that they could vigorously violate my anus, I was given to women so that I could I could use my tongue to lap at their sex, and I was cruelly spanked and whipped for the entertainment of others.

Perhaps, that's how I knew I was dreaming. After six months in Gran Admirus, freedom had become so foreign to me, I believed on some level that freedom could only exist in my dreams.

I stood there in the comforting warmth of the sun's rays, engrossed in my thoughts, when suddenly a seductive voice from behind me uttered the words, "Greetings, Jathan."

A moment before I had been the only person in the vicinity. I could see for miles in every conceivable direction, and no other persons were in view, yet somehow this woman had stealthily positioned herself directly behind me. I turned around startled and stared at her wide-eyed.

She was tall, slender and almost naked. She wore tiny scraps of white silk, that barely managed to obscure her loins and her firm, rounded breasts from view. Her hair was like spun gold, and it cascaded down past her bare shoulders. Her face looked sweet and innocent, with long, delicate eyelashes, high cheekbones, an oval-shaped face and a soft, rounded chin. Her lips were full, and slightly parted, as if waiting eagerly to be kissed.

"I apologize for surprising you," she said softly, "However I wished to view you first from the rear. You have such excellent buttocks. They are perfectly shaped, and a delight to gaze upon, however, when we speak it should be with you facing me."

Her beauty was intoxicating. As I gazed upon her alluring femininity, I found myself growing warmer, even feverish. My cock throbbed and became painfully erect, and the whole of my feverish, naked body was gripped with a raw, mindless hunger for her. I found my breathing becoming labored, and I had difficulty focusing on her words. I heard the words that came from her beautiful mouth, but it took time for my mind to understand their meaning.

"If you wish to gaze upon my buttock, Mistress," I finally replied, "You needed only to order me to turn them towards you. I have been trained to be very obedient."

"Yes, you have," she said pleasantly, "You have become very compliant, and dutiful. You are respectful and subservient and submit to every order the priestesses give you. And your obedience and sacrifices show a great deal of devotion to me."

She smiled beatifically at me, and suddenly I knew precisely to whom I was speaking.

"Opathia, my Goddess," I said reverently.

"Jathan, my Avatar," she said, with equal reverence.

I immediately sank down to my knees. When meeting a goddess, is it not appropriate for a moral to kneel? I believed that I should kneel before Opathia, and so I did.

Opathia looked down upon me kindly and placed her fingertips underneath my chin. She gently raised my chin up and forced me to look up at her.

"Jathan," she said softly, "You have sacrificed much for me, and a small sliver of my essence resides within you. I value you; and your fellow avatars; more than any other man or woman still living. When I appreciate a mortal as much as I appreciate you, there is no need for you to kneel before me."

I had been taught how to rise gracefully from my knees and did so in front of the Goddess. I was silently glad that she bade me to rise, as kneeling on cobblestones is quite painful. Yet, I would have said nothing about the pain if the Goddess had wanted me on my knees.

"There is a bond between you and I, Jathan," the goddess informed me, "When you were in your mother's womb, I planted a spark of divinity within you. Your physical beauty comes not from your mother or father, but from me. Every year, I slice off a small piece of my noble, godly essence and I implant it into dozens of mortals. Only a few of those mortals become avatars, however, all the mortals that have a spark of my divine spirit are exceptionally beautiful."

She placed her hands upon my bare shoulders and said, "Can you feel the divinity that binds us?"

I stood silently and attempted to absorb her words and fathom the full extent of their meaning.

It seemed that I hadn't two parents, but rather three. My mother, my father and the goddess all played a part in making me the person that I am today. It was very much as if, Opathia was my second mother.

And, upon the heels of that thought, came the realization that the other avatars were very much my brothers and sisters. We were all born with a tiny sliver of Opathia within us. The blood in the veins of every avatar was the blood of a goddess. I had noted that many of the avatars were very similar in physical appearance. We all had smooth, flawless skin. We all had oval-shaped faces. We all had high cheekbones and long eyelashes. We all had high firm buttocks and well turned out legs, much like the legs of a dancer. We were all slender, lithe and graceful. We were all exquisitely beautiful.

There were times when my mistress ordered me to engage in sex with other avatars for her entertainment, most often with Sympas. Although on occasion, I had been made to perform cunnilingus on Echoux, or one of the female avatars. This now seemed like incest, as Sympas and Echoux were very much like my brother and sister.

"This divinity that binds me to you," I said respectfully, "It binds me to the other avatars as well."

"They possess the same spark of divinity as you," Opathia conceded, "The blood of the goddess flows in all of your veins."

"My Goddess Opathia," I said reverently, "I have had libidinous thoughts about my fellow avatars. I have thrust my eager tongue and throbbing erect cock into the naked flesh of some of them. They are my brothers and sisters, and I have made my naked body their plaything. I feel ashamed."

And then, the Goddess laughed.

Her laughter was beautiful, almost like music. I had never heard laughter like hers before.

"My dear, sweet Jathan," the Goddess said, "The Gods do not view incest in the same way as you mortals. We satisfy our sexual passions with our brothers and sisters whenever we feel the urge, and it is not viewed as a taboo. Now, that you are one of us, you should not view it as a taboo either."

I stood embarrassingly naked in front of her with my cock painfully erect, with the knowledge that she was my second mother. I should have felt shame to place my brazenly erect cock so brazenly on display in front of my mother, yet Opathia had just told me that incest was no taboo in the culture of the Gods.

If I had the blood of Gods in my veins, perhaps I should not be ashamed of incest either.

"You have a kinship to me," the Goddess confined, "And I am the goddess of Beauty and Sexual Passion. As my blood relation, you have inherited my beauty, and a great deal of my sexual passion. It is expected that a man as passionate as you will have many lovers. And where would you ever find lovers more deserving of your charms, than with others of my passionate lineage?"

"So, if I were to take Nyme, or Anon, or even Sympas as a lover...the gods would find no fault with that?"

"You will not likely find any lovers with beauty to compare with those of my lineage. Your siblings are my equal in beauty. If you seek out a lover, outside of my kindred, do you truly believe you will find one as pleasing?"

I considered the face of the Goddess, and my head pounded as I attempted to formulate a response for her. Her lips were naturally full and sensual. Her hair was like spun gold, and she had pleasingly long eyelashes and exquisite eyes that were a vibrant shade of green. The outline of her nipples was visible through the thing scrap of cloth that attempted to cover her breasts, and my cock twitched in response to her beauty and her overwhelming proximity to my nude body. I wanted desperately to reach my hand forward and touch her.

"No," I finally responded, "I do not believe I could find a lover more pleasing that those of your lineage."

"And you are a fully sexualized being," Opathia informed me, "You are sexually aware, raw, wanton, desirous. You cannot go through your life as some emotionless scribe, or a dry, impotent scholar. You will be a man of wanton passions and desires, and you will need lovers that can assist you with your passions."

Opathia then gathered up my scrotum in her hand, lifting my balls gently, as if weighing them. She was gentle, yet my heart pounded madly, and I reflexively tensed, as if my body feared her touch. She rolled my balls slowly and reverently in her hand as if they were something of great value that she wished to purchase. I moaned and had to restrain myself from grasping the goddess with my hands. Her touch was exquisite and caused my head to swim and my entire body to feel stimulated. My breathing became labored, and my whole body began to feel feverish with libidinous heat. Eventually the Goddess released my balls from her grasp and instead wrapped her confident fingers around the shaft of my cock. She expertly stroked my cock from the root of it, all the way up to the head. Her fingers brushed up and down my helpless cock again and again, causing me to gasp and take in my breath in agonizing gulps.

I could feel my cock throb so mightily that it ached. I looked the Goddess in her intense, green eyes, and knew myself in her power. I would do whatever she said, no matter what she might request. I opened my mouth to speak, and softly said...


SOLD TO MISTRESS THEDIA

I awoke on my planchette, Seamaul's hand was on my chest, urging me awake. All of the avatars were to be marched into the Great Hall, and Seamaul needed to groom me before I would be deemed presentable to be marched anywhere.

I was bathed, groomed and polished with oils that made me smell exotic. Then my arms were bound securely behind my back with my left wrist bound to my right elbow and my right wrist bound to my left elbow. I was then marched out into a corridor with a flood of other naked avatars. I knew there were a great number of avatars in Gran Admirus, but I'd never seen this many in one place before.

Some of them had their arms bound in the same manner as mine, however there were others with their wrists bound to collars around their necks, and expressions of helplessness and resignation on their young faces. There was a tide of naked buttocks in front of me, and should I cast my view to my flanks, there were female avatars with naked breasts, or male avatars with swollen, erect, bouncing cocks. I had never been surrounded by such a brazen display of nudity before in my life.

When we reached the Great Hall, there were dozens pf priestesses in robes of rosewood and burgundy, near the back of the hall. A dark-haired priestess with a strident voice, barked out orders, commanding the avatars to come forward and telling us where to stand.

Being avatars, we instantly obeyed her orders. We were now conditioned to obey any order without hesitation. We were now all well-behaved, attentive and submissive avatars. We were utterly under the control of the clerics.

And lingering in close proximity to the dark-haired priestess were two of the Gran Admirus City Guards, as well as a blonde-haired-haired woman dressed in a colorful tunic of black, royal blue and ultramarine. She also wore a heavy royal blue cloak, the sort that wealthy merchants wear with hidden pockets. I'd never owned such a cloak, however, I'd heard many times they were ideal for concealing weapons, as well as hiding items of great value.

There were at least fifty naked avatars in the Great Hall now, possibly as many as eighty, and we were tightly clustered together. The female avatar in front of me pushed her warm naked body against the front of mine and I felt the smooth warm flesh of her rounded buttocks friction against my painfully erect cock. I moaned slightly at the pleasant contact of her naked flesh and wished that my hands weren't bound behind my back.

"Avatars, step away from each other," the raven-haired priestess barked out sternly, "Do not touch each other! Keep a distance of at least five paces from the avatar nearest you at all times!"

The crowd of avatars stirred, and we all stepped away from each other. A hot flash of guilt flooded my naked body and I feared that the priestess might somehow have seen through the bodies of dozens of other avatars and witnessed my erect cock as it had covertly rubbed up against the buttocks of another naked avatar.

Nothing was said aloud about my guilty secret, and instead the priestess made an announcement about the woman in the heavy cloak.

"This notable person is Thédia, mistress of a troupe of actors that perform at the Pretresse Theatre. She has decided to purchase six avatars from the Church. The six that she purchases will perform on stage before an audience of thousands. We have called forth every avatar in the city, so that she may view every one of you, and choose those avatars best suited for her needs."

Six of us were to be sold! How could this be? I had been told that the Church viewed us as semi-divine beings, sacred to the Church's mission! And now we were to be sold like slaves in an Ahbra'hamian slave market!

Several avatars in the front row whimpered or gasped at the announcement that we were to be sold, and from a short distance behind me, I heard a female avatar whisper, "She's not really going to sell us, is she?"

Thédia then produced a wooden chest and opened it. The ornamental chest was filled with gold coins.

"Seventy-eight gold argents," Mistress Thédia announced to those attending her words, "This is for the six avatars that I will be taking from you today."

It suddenly made more sense to me. Seventy-eight gold argents changed everything. My father is the Boursier of Cairforr. It's a very important job in the village government, and he is paid twelve gold argents a year for his service. And the mistress of this troupe of actors just offered more than six times that for the purchase of six of us!

Apparently, religious doctrine is considered sacred until the priests and priestesses are offered a great deal of gold to ignore religious doctrine.

The wooden chest was handed to the mistress of the Church coffers, and then Thédia strode forward majestically and began to inspect the apprehensive, naked and bound avatars in the first row.

"Cooperate with Mistress Thédia as she examines you," one of the priestesses called out to the assembled avatars, "Do not resist her in any way! Any avatar foolish enough to be disrespectful to the Theatre Mistress shall be swiftly and severely punished!"

I was in the fifth row from the front, so I had a great deal of time to watch as the Theatre Mistress examined the avatars in the first four rows.

I've never witnessed a slave auction before, however in Cairforr there are numerous writings that describe the practice in great detail. Slaves are stripped of all their clothing, and prospective buyers use their eyes and their hands to examine the naked slaves in great detail. That is exactly what I saw happening in front of me.

The Theatre Mistress took her time, examining each naked avatar at her leisure. She would cup the scrotum of male avatars and hold them in her hand, as if attempting to determine the exact weight of his balls. She would pinch the nipples of both male and female avatars and look them intently in the eye, as if trying to study their reactions. She thrust her fingers into the sex of one female avatar and mercilessly probed her sheath until the poor, whimpering avatar panted her way to a very boisterous and public climax.

She would handle the breasts of all the female avatars and knead them, as if inspecting them for durability and toughness. She handled the buttocks of every avatar in much the same way, squeezing them, pinching them and kneading them, as if evaluating them for their firmness. She was followed by two acolytes that would assist her in her examinations in any way that she requested. If she requested a leather strap with which to redden an avatar's naked buttocks, they would produce it for her within seconds. If she requested a cloth to wipe off her hands after fingering a female avatar's wet sex, they would produce that for her with great haste.

The first avatar that the Theatre Mistress claimed as her own was Echoux. My heart sank when she announced this. I had developed very strong emotions for Echoux. The mere sight of her made my heart pound faster and caused my blood to grow hot. If she and I were separated, I would miss her intensely. A heartbeat after the Theatre Mistress claimed her, I prayed that she would claim me as well.

Then, my odds of being claimed diminished as the Theatre Mistress claimed a red-haired female avatar as hers, and then another female avatar named Nyme. Shortly after she claimed Nyme, she claimed two male avatars, Anon and Sympas. My feelings for Sympas were almost as intense as my feelings for Echoux. Sympas had used his mouth to bring me to forceful, protracted orgasms, numerous times. He was the only male that I had ever developed intimate feelings for. If I was forced to spend my remaining years in Gran Admirus without Echoux or Sympas, I would be overwhelmed with despair and sorrow. I did not know how I would endure without them.

The Theatre Mistress had already claimed five of the six avatars she was entitled to, and there were many other very attractive, naked candidates for her to choose from. I looked around the Great Hall, and I was surrounded by firm, exquisite buttocks, impressively swollen, erect cocks, appealing young avatars with delightfully submissive expressions on their faces and delicate lips that begged for a chance to please a master or mistress. How was I to make myself acknowledged, when there were so many other ravishing faces and statuesque bodies to draw in Mistress Thédia's attentions?

The Theatre Mistress took a great deal of time examining a male avatar that stood a mere arm's reach away from me, and she seemed to be greatly interested in him. He had an alluring face with high cheekbones, flawless skin, a pleasing mouth and remarkably long eyelashes. He also had an impressive cock, which was even larger than mine.

She spent a great deal of time handling his painfully erect cock and seemed to be intoxicated by his beauty. My chest felt heavy with discontent and sorrow, and I found it impossible to breathe. I felt an overpowering sensation of defeat and it seemed as if a crushing weight had been placed upon my shoulders and that I would surely suffocate and die from this new and unjust burden.

Then; much to my surprise; the Theatre Mistress stepped away from the other male avatar and began to examine my naked body instead.

"Nice and smooth," she said, as she cupped my chin and then allowed her hands to travel across my chest and my abdomen, before finding my nipples, and slowly, methodically rubbing her thumbs across them. The sound of her voice and the touch of her hands had my blood racing. I let out a breath and closed my eyes, attempting to control my racing heart and the potent feelings that her touch stirred up inside of me.


"What is his name?" the Theatre Mistress asked an acolyte. I had been in the Opathic Church for months, so all of the acolytes knew my name. 

"His name is Jathan," the acolyte responded, and then the Theatre Mistress said, "Open those little eyes, Jathan, no cheating. I wish to stare into your eyes and see what sort of emotions wash over you, as my hands lay claim to your body."

Ever the obedient avatar, I opened my eyes, and she watched my face intently as her hands roamed all over my naked body.

The Theatre Mistress took my vulnerable nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and pinched them, causing them to swell with blood. My naked body reflexively tensed she abused my poor nipples, and I strained against the bonds that held my wrists securely behind my back. I gasped, and whimpered and bit my lower lip, but Mistress Thédia showed me no mercy. Her fingers pulled at my nipples, pinching them hard suddenly so that I gritted my teeth and gasped in pain

Then she allowed one of her hands to slide down my flat belly and her thumb gently massaged my flat abdomen, before dropping even lower. And when her confident hand touched my painfully erect cock, I gasped and panted. And while I struggled with the sensations of what her hands were inflicting upon my naked flesh, the Theatre Mistress stared intently into my eyes, studying my face and scrutinizing my reactions.

She squeezed the shaft of my swollen cock, and it throbbed vigorously in response. I whimpered and sweat broke out on my chest as the hall seemed to grow unbearably hot. She rubbed her thumb firmly across the underside of my shaft, and a dollop of clear fluid formed at the tip of my penis.

I groaned when she took her hand away from my swollen member, and then she reached for my buttocks with one hand and gave them an ardent squeeze.

"Very firm," she said sweetly, still handling my bare buttocks, "A landscape of perfect muscles, sheathed in smooth skin."

While still touching my buttocks with one hand, she used her other to cup my balls and lift them up. I reacted instinctively, my legs trembling and my breathing becoming labored. It had been days since I had been permitted sexual release and my balls were swollen and sensitive. They reacted to her gentle touch with a riot of sensation, and I squirmed and arched my back without making a conscious decision to do so.

She continued to cradle my balls in one warm hand, while her other hand proceeded to spank my painfully erect cock.

A man's cock is perhaps the most sensitive part of his anatomy, and I gasped at her cruel treatment of it. She gave it several harder spanks, and tears welled up in my eyes, as I struggled to stand still while my manhood was cruelly mistreated by more aggressive slaps. When she finally ceased spanking my painfully erect organ, she pinched the tip, and gathered up the fluid that had formed there.

I watched as she stuck two fingers in her mouth and in a performance, that was very deliberately carnal, sucked my juices off her fingers. Her mouth formed an erotic shape, that was very suggestive of the way an avatar's mouth appeared when diligently suckling an erect cock.

My legs trembled and felt weak as I watched this display. The intimate ways that she fondled, pinched and rubbed me, while denying me sexual release, was a form of sexual torment. She quickened my libido, and left me filled with sexual need, yet vexed me by refusing to allow my tantalized loins any relief.

And then, she abandoned her position in front of me and took up a new position, at my rear. I was already trembling, and my senses heightened with sexual tension, when I felt her strong hands upon my buttocks, prying them apart, so that she might examine my anus.

I gasped and felt all of my strength go out of me. I felt a fingertip stroke the sensitive flesh of my anus, and then with slow, deliberate forcefulness, I felt the Theatre Mistress force her finger inside of me. I drew in a deep breath and hissed though clenched teeth, as the Theatre Mistress probed deep into my delicate interior, and I found my hips and pelvis writhing of their own accord.

"He is quite responsive, isn't he?" the Theatre Mistress inquired as she continued to probe and explore my intimate orifice, searching for the most sensitive spots within me.

"If you wish, I can direct you to a number of avatars who know how to be handled without making such a fuss," an acolyte offered, and I wondered if I had ruined my chances of being with Echoux with my whimpering, trembling and other displays of emotion.

The Theatre Mistress made a dismissive sound at the acolyte's suggestion and then softly responded, "I have no desire to put an impassive avatar on the stage. I need passionate performances, I need young men and women who can display emotion and cause the audience to become engrossed in their misery and suffering. If a young man cannot make a fuss, he has no business in the Theatre."

And thus, with my trembling, writhing, labored breathing and my shedding of tears, I had swayed the Theatre Mistresses decision and became the sixth avatar that she took from the Church and assured that I would not be separated from Echoux or Sympas.

. . . . .

More city guards appeared as we left the Opathic Church and escorted our group to the Pretresse Theatre. The avatars Mistress Thédia had selected as her own, were naked, bound, and had a history of being meek and subservient. I felt that it was an excessive use of manpower to have four armed men in military armor to supervise the transport of six naked and bound submissive men and women.

The Theatre Mistress led us to a section of the theatre with a private entrance. It wasn't until Mistress Thédia had unlocked the door, all six of the avatars had been shepherded into the building and the door locked securely behind us, that the guards finally ceased acting as our escorts.

"Welcome to your new home," the Theatre Mistress announced ceremoniously, and she pressed her hand into the small of my back, urging me forward. She urged all six of us forward, and we soon found ourselves in a large, rectangular room with shelves built into the walls. Dozens of wooden chests and cloth sacks were sitting on the shelves.

"We should get those chains off you," the Theatre Mistress proclaimed and then she produced an iron key that was certainly purchased from the Church along with her six naked avatars.

The shackles that had held all six of us helpless and bound were removed and then piled on one of the shelves. It felt odd to be so unfettered and unhandled. Avatars are used to being controlled and commanded. We rubbed at our chafed wrists and waited to be given orders, yet orders seemed to be slow in coming.

"I doubt we shall be needed those during your time here at the Theatre," our new master declared, "Actors would be hard pressed to perform with their wrists bound behind them."

I continued to rub the reddened marks on my wrists and looked dubiously at my fellow avatars. They all had identical looks of confusion and curiosity painted upon their facial features. If this was to be our new taskmaster, why had she not yet put us to work at new and difficult tasks?

"You should come with me now, and meet your fellow actors," the Theatre Mistress announced boisterously, "This way!"

Naked and perplexed, we followed our new taskmaster and wondered disconcertedly what lay ahead.

We were led down a corridor and into a larger room that was illuminated by more of those mysterious orbs. There was a group of comely, young people, seated around a long, wooden table. When we arrived, they rose from their seats and came forward to great us.

Five of them were male, the other four were female. All nine of them had a youthful, spirited, freshly scrubbed look about them. The youngest of them were my age and were all smiling convivially at me and my fellow avatars. The eldest of them was perhaps twenty-six or twenty-seven and looked as if he were too aloof to smile.

"These are my actors," Thédia announced and then proceeded to introduce each one of them to us. The one who looked aloof and standoffish was named Gaston. The females were named Andja, Lydie, Dienne and Sylveur. The young men were named Alain, Leverett, Mathieu and Patrice.

Most of the actors were emotionally demonstrative and proceeded to welcome us to the Pretresse Theatre with warm, enthusiastic embraces. Alain seemed to be especially enthusiastic about hugging each of the new arrivals. Gaston seemed to think that he was too manly or too unsociable to hug, so he just maintained his stoic silence and stood on the far side of the room.

Dienne kissed each of the avatars on the cheek while she held us in her arms. There are cities in the North-Western part of the Hegothian Empire where it is traditional to kiss a stranger on the cheek when you first meet them. I was supposing that Dienne had been raised in one of those cities.

"Anon, Echoux, Jathan and the other avatars will be with us for one season," the Theatre Mistress announced, "During that time, they will rehearse with the rest of the acting troupe and take their meals with us. They will perform on stage, just as you do. Treat them as you would treat any other actor in the troupe."

"Should we get them something to wear?" Mathieu inquired, "None of the other actors in the troupe stroll around naked."

The Theatre Mistress's face turned into a grim, thin, straight line and then she replied, "I have spoken with Fillesse, as well as with the Matriarch of the Church. The avatars will have to remain naked during much of their time here. They may be allowed to wear certain costumes on stage if a performance calls for it, however the majority of the time they must remain unclothed."

At this announcement, many of the actors let their eyes linger upon me and my fellow avatars with undisguised lust. The Theatre Mistress obviously noticed this and, in response, said, "You may use them, if you wish, however do so at night, in your bedchambers. During the day, I expect them to be in rehearsals, not being used to repeatedly satisfy your sexual desires."

Of course, after this announcement, it became a priority to determine which avatars would be sleeping in which bedchamber. Alain was quick to claim me as his own. Lydie wrapped her arms around Roux's waist and claimed the red-haired avatar for her bedchamber. Dienne was quick to claim Nyme, and Thédia, much to my surprise claimed Echoux as her lover.

Anon was claimed by Patrice, and there was much squabbling over who would get to take Sympas to their bedchamber. Andja, Mathieu and Sylveur all fought over him, placing their hands upon him and shouting out justifications for why each of them had a superior claim to Sympas's naked body over the others.

"Silence!!"

The loud, commanding bellow had come from Gaston. A hush immediately fell over the chamber, and everyone deferred to his authority and forceful personality.

"I will not watch you three fighting over him, like dogs fighting over a rat carcass," Gaston spat, "Andja, you may have him the first two nights of the week. Mathieu, you may have him the second two nights of the week. Sylveur, you may have him the remaining three nights of the week."

Andja opened her mouth and color rose in her cheeks. She looked as if she were about to forcefully object to Gaston's decree, but then he raised one eyebrow at her and the furrows in his face deepened significantly. This was apparently some sort of warning gesture from her fellow actor, and Andja backed down from Gaston without saying another word.

. . . . .

Each avatar was given a role to play in a different staged drama. I was given the role of General Crise. Crise had the honor of being the youngest general in Hegothian history. He also had the dishonor of being the worst general in Hegothian history. He lost every battle he ever fought against the Jägerins and managed to get over ten thousand Hegothian soldiers killed. He retreated from the battlefield during the Battle of Grünfeld and was never seen or heard from again.

No one is certain what happened to General Crise after the Battle of Grünfeld, however the acting troupe had put together a staged drama where General Crise ended up in the Darkwood Forest, lost his horse, and ended up getting captured by the Gitan.

The Gitan are a tribe of nomadic people who build no cities and live in camps of the Darkwood Forest. They're typically considered barbarians, and in the staged drama that was written for us to perform, the Gitan take General Crise's weapons, take his armor, strip General Crise naked, and then take turns raping him.

"We could never have cast a regular actor for such a brazen and debauching scene like that." Alain confided in me.

"Hegothian law forbids my actors from performing scenes that are too wanton or scandalous," Mistress Thédia elaborated, "However scenes of flagrant libidinousness and sexual violence are strongly favored by Hegothian law, if they are imposed upon avatars."

"We've noted with great interest, the crowds that form outside the theatre any time a church acolyte humiliates and punishes a naked avatar on a public street," Sylveur added, "And they always form within seconds. Your lithesome, naked bodies draw forth large crowds into the Theatre with ease."

"I decided that the power to draw forth large crowds such as that should be on my stage," the Theatre Mistress said, laying her hand on Sylveur's shoulder, "So, I spoke to my most generous patron and requested funds to buy half a dozen avatars from the Church. Once I had explained the rationale for my request, she readily agreed to donate the funds."

"The avatars will perform the roles are too scandalous and wanton for regular actors," Alain added, as if I hadn't already understood what my function in the Theatre was to be.

. . . . .

I was given a great deal more freedom in the Theatre than I had been given in the Church. I had freedom to speak whenever I wished, and I was allowed to sit at the same table as the actors when they took their meals. When I slept, I slept in Alain's bed, and was not tied down, or bound in any way.

Naturally, Alain used me to satisfy his sexual desires. The Theatre Mistress had already given him permission to do so, and Alain found my naked body to be very appealing.

"Have you ever been used by a man before?" Alain asked me, when we were alone in his bedchamber, the door bolted shut from the inside.

I nodded in the affirmative. Alain seemed like a sweet, innocent boy. I could detect nothing nefarious about him. I could scare believe that he was to use my body like the merciless patrons that paid for the privilege of violating my virginal anus repeatedly and with vigorous depravity.

"Try not to be so apprehensive," Alain said to me, "I'm not an ogre."

Alain was actually a quite beautiful youth. He was my age, slender, fair and had a kind face with soft eyes, however I had discovered that men with soft eyes could have cruel hands and unrelenting cocks. Just because a youth has soft eyes does not mean that he would not take delight in hurting me.

And then, Alain's mouth was on mine. I was shocked by the suddenness of it and stiffened at his touch. I murmured into his mouth and attempted to relax into the kiss. Alain was still fully clothed, and the fabric of his tunic felt odd against my naked flesh.

I melted into the kiss and kissed Alain back with a passion I did not normally associate with kissing men. Alain's mouth had a softness and taste I did not normally associate with men. Alain claimed my mouth with his, yet it didn't feel like a conquest. It felt more like Alain had hungered for me, and at the touch of his lips, I suddenly felt eager to satisfy his hunger. I would provide for him, I would sustain him. He seemed much too innocent to take me by force, so I would need to be more accommodating and obliging with Alain than I would be for many of the males in Gran Admirus.

Alain's hands made their way around my waist, and I encouraged his actions by placing my hands around his slender body and pulling him in closer. And as he continued to kiss me, I kissed him back eagerly and parted my lips to allow him entrance into my mouth. Alain took this as encouragement and his tongue entered and brushed across mine.

Alain moaned and eased one hand into my hair and grasped at it fervidly. His other hand roamed my body, caressing my shoulders, my waist, the small of my back and my buttocks. His hand eagerly sought out every inch of my naked skin and he moaned into my mouth and his tongue lovingly caressed mine.

When Alain broke from the kiss, we were both gasping for air. Alain had a look of breathless exhilaration and youthful enthusiasm on his face. This was a very emotionally powerful moment for him. I strongly suspected that I was the first male that he had ever taken sexually. His enthusiasm was so potent and striking.

Alain's eyes sparkled with eagerness and exultation, and he ran his hands over my naked chest and thighs. Then he cupped my balls in one hand and lifted them up slightly.

"Their weight is impressive," he said as he cradled them gently in his hand, "Everything about you is impressive. I adore everything about you."

The look Alain gave me just then was one that I recognized as youthful infatuation and devotion. Alain's feelings for me were potent, and I felt certain stirrings of emotions for him as well. It was almost as if his feelings were infectious.

And when Alain moved to kiss me again, I felt intoxicated. He moaned softly into my mouth, and I moaned in return. I felt captivated by Alain's lips, and whimpered when he broke from the kiss this time. I wanted his mouth to claim mine once again, however he was soon exploring and claiming other parts of my body.

He grasped one hand gently around my rigid cock and began to place kisses on the side of my neck, across the smoothness of my chest, and then he began to kiss one of my pink nipples, before gently biting into it. Much to my surprise, my nipple stiffened, and I made a whimpering sound of lustful yearning in response.

This encouraged Alain and he increased his attentions on my responsive nipple. He brushed his tongue lightly across it, and I let out a faint gasp. My body was very responsive to everything he did. I moaned and clenched my hands tightly into fists before opening them again.

Alain sank his teeth into my sensitive nipple once again, harder this time, getting a louder reaction from me, and causing a tingling, throbbing sensation that seemed to spread across most of my body. My cock throbbed in response every time Alain bit into my nipple.

Alain continued to sink his teeth into my stiffened nipple, his biting no longer gentle. He became more aggressive, biting harder and getting louder reactions from me. He held my cock tightly in one hand and I was certain that he could certainly feel the intensity of it throbbing every time he bit into my pink, sensitive flesh.

When I was delirious and feverish with sexual need, Alain removed his hand from my throbbing cock and ordered me to lie upon his bed.

I lie down on his bed, my eyes watching Alain intently, searching his face for a hint of what he intended to do to me next.

"On your hands and knees," Alain insisted, "With your head resting on the mattress and your buttocks raised and your back arched."

Obediently, I flipped over and presented my buttocks in the lewd manner that Alain had commanded me. I spread my knees far apart without being told, as I had been taught by the acolytes and the priestesses.

"You have splendid buttocks," Alain said with quiet reverence, "All of the avatars have splendid buttocks, but yours are truly flawless. I was quite fortunate to speak up and claim you when I did, before any of my fellow actors had seized the opportunity."


It was difficult to watch Alain with my head down and awkwardly pressed into the bed, however I watched as Alain disrobed. His body was far better-looking than I had suspected it would be. He was slender and graceful in appearance. He was slightly built, yet had firm muscle on his slender frame, his thighs and calves seemed especially well turned-out. His abdomen was flat and taut. His chest was smooth and hard, and his ribcage connected his chest to his abdomen in a way that I found very appealing. 

When Alain was wearing naught but his loincloth, I could tell that his cock was hard and erect. His tumescent organ strained against the thin fabric of his meager garment and seemed nearly capable of shredding the garment and bursting free without any assistance from Alain's hands.

Alain used his hands to free his cock from the garment anyway. When his cock sprang free, it bobbed slightly and then rose up, fully erect, and even in the poor light of Alain's bedchamber I could see a small bead of translucent moisture at the tip of his penis.

Alain's cock was very nearly as large and impressive as mine, which is quite impressive. I felt a debt of gratitude to Seamaul for all those weeks he spent training my anus to be more receptive to a man's cock, otherwise I would suffer a great deal of injury taking a cock as large as Alain's into me.

"Mathieu gave this to me," Alain said as he brought out a wooden chest from underneath his bed and held it out near my face, "He said I should apply plenty of it, before I used you."

Inside the wooden chest were several glass bottles. Alain removed one bottle from the chest and uncorked it.

No matter how often I am anally penetrated, it always creates a pounding sense of helplessness within me. I could feel my blood racing and my heart pounding madly in my chest, as Alain took generous amounts of the amber-colored liquid and used it to oil my vulnerable anus.

I tried to calm my fear, but then I felt the tip of Alain's finger as it probed gently, yet firmly at the entrance to my pink, delicate orifice. I trembled and moaned as his finger rubbed at the delicate flesh of my anus and then I felt more of his oils being poured into the flesh between my buttocks.

"You said this has been done to you before," Alain said softly to me, as he continued to massage the pink flesh of my anus with his finger, "This shouldn't cause you so much distress."

"I apologize, Master," I said to Alain, "Ignore my trembling. I shall attempt to calm my foolish feelings of panic. There is no compelling reason for me to feel this way."

"Do not call me master," Alain said softly, "I do not own you. You shall address me as Alain, always Alain."

I called Alain by his given name, and then a smile spread across his boyish face.

And then Alain worked more oil into my anal cavity. And as he twisted his finger around deep inside of me, some of my panic melted away. The feeling of helplessness still permeated my entire being, however those feelings of helplessness now felt delicious and wantonly sexual. My cock began to throb in response to Alain's fingers working their labors deep inside of me. I deliberately relaxed the muscles inside my rectum and allowed Alain's finger unfettered freedom to do whatever it wished to do inside of me.

Alain seemed pleased with my visible attempts to relax, and then removed his finger, before anointing my anus with even more oil. Then he speared my anus again, yet with two fingers this time. I could feel knuckles and fingertips deep inside of me. I felt myself resisting, then forced myself to relax again and allow the fingers unfettered access.

"You are doing very well, Jathan," Alain said while his fingers probed deep inside me, "I find everything about you to be adorable, not just your physical beauty, but your utter compliance and deference as well. You strive so hard to please."

Those words did something to comfort me and caused me to feel a fondness for Alain. He wasn't my master, but he acknowledged my submissive nature and confessed to me how much he valued it. As an avatar, it was my duty to please any free person that I encountered, however, I now felt a desire to please Alain even more than other free persons.

Then Alain removed his fingers from my anus, and gracefully moved closer, guiding the tip of his erect cock up against my oiled, pink orifice and I waited for Alain to push himself inside of me.

Alain's cock was very substantial and impressively wide. There was a flood of sensations when he forced it inside of me. I gasped at the sudden intrusion of the mighty organ inside of me and stifled a scream. Alain was not as massive as Sympas, however he was still quite substantial to take inside of me all at once, and he thrust himself inside of me with a raw, wild enthusiasm that Sympas lacked. He impaled me on his organ with a sort of fervent intensity that was overwhelming.

My anus reflexively tried to close in response to the violence of Alain's assault, however it was impossible. Alain's cock had stuffed me full and forced me wide open. My delicate anus spasmed and tightened uselessly. It was his to do with as he wished, until he relinquished it.

I felt deliciously vulnerable as he speared my defenseless orifice over and over again. Alain claimed that he wasn't my master, yet I felt utterly like his slave. I felt utterly subservient to him. I felt myself opening, involuntarily, physically and psychologically. I couldn't resist him. I was completely helpless and vulnerable with Alain's swollen cock inside of me and found that helplessness to be delicious and exciting. That feeling of delicious helplessness made my cock throb far more than anything else.

The feeling of helplessness intensified as Alain's cock made its way even deeper into my core. His cock seemed to be larger now, and I gasped and writhed, thrashing my head pointlessly from side to side and feeling sweat form on my naked and helpless body. The head of Alain's cock repeatedly pressed up against the sensitive spot inside of me, the spot that Lady Intoresse had told us about. The head of his cock seemed to find that spot again and again by design. I gasped every time the tip of his cock pressed against it.

I moaned and writhed as Alain's cock rhythmically pressed on sensitive point within me, and I felt waves of intense sensation from that sensitive spot. I felt tremors pulsating throughout my loins every time Alain buffeted that sensitive location, and my cock throbbed violently in response each and every time.

I whimpered and panted while Alain mercilessly impaled me over and over again, and his battering of my secretive caused an orgasm to build. Lady Intoresse had proclaimed that a man could achieve climax from nothing other than stimulating this spot, however few had the skill to bring a man to full orgasm by prodding at this sensitive spot alone.

Alain's thrusts became more brutal and sank more deeply inside of me, causing me to scream, but Alain continued to pound his swollen cock deep inside of me, until he spilled his hot, wet semen into my violated aperture.

Alain screamed a lusty, primal, wanton scream and he thrust himself painfully deep into my core. And much to my shock, the orgasm that had been building deep inside my loins finally culminated in an overpowering eruption of hot, milky fluid from the tip of my cock. I screamed out a resounding, wild, boisterous cry just one or two heartbeats after Alain, and then we both collapsed onto the surface of his mattress in a boneless heap.


Alain woke me up in the middle of the night, wanting to use my naked body once again. And when the moon went down, and morning came, he wanted to use my body to satisfy his lusts a third time. He seemed to be near-insatiable. 

When the sun rose, Alain showed me where he and his fellow actors went to wash and groom. He then took me to the section of the Pretresse Theatre, where the spectators sat. There were twenty-six levels of seating, and the actors were required to run up and down all twenty-six level at least once a day. It was Thédia's belief that all actors should be slender, swift and able-bodied. Actors who were bulky or slow had no place on the stage.

Then Alain he led me out to the hall where they took their meals.

I spied Echoux, and then wandered off to speak with her. Now, that I was owned by the Theatre Mistress, speaking was no longer forbidden. I could converse with Echoux freely, without fear of being punished for it.

"How was your first night as an actor?" I asked her, "Did you enjoy sleeping in a real bed?"

"Thédia did not allow me to get much sleep," Echoux replied, "She seems to be quite smitten with me. All night long she had an insatiable urge to explore every inch of my body with her hands and her mouth. She is endlessly infatuated with me."

"Alain was very much the same," I replied, "His sexual need was endless. Neither one of us got much sleep."

"I believe that Patrice was very likely insatiable as well. Look over to the far side of the room."

Echoux tilted her head in the direction she wished me to examine and I followed her line of sight. Anon was on the far side of the room, ladling food into his bowl, and it was impossible for me to ignore the deep shades of red and pink on his bare buttocks, and upon the backs of his thighs. Such vivid colors on his bare flesh were evidence of multiple and enthusiastic spankings.

"What reason could Patrice have for punishing Anon so unsparingly?" I asked, "Such deep colors are proof that the spankings he gave Anon were very painful."

"Anon has very attractive buttocks," Echoux replied, "Patrice probably enjoys attending to them, in any manner he can think of."

I allowed my gaze to linger on Anon's bottom and was forced to admit that he did possess very well-shaped buttocks. And the denizens of Gran Admirus seemed to believe that the proper method for rewarding avatars for the exquisite curves of their buttocks was by lashing them with a painful leather strap.

"You have very attractive buttocks as well," Echoux reminded me, "It may not be long before Alain decides to spank your backside. Patrice will no doubt suggest to Alain that your bottom would look more attractive if it were reddened."

No doubt Echoux was correct. Social norms in Gran Admirus made it acceptable to spank or whip avatars for no discernable reason. It would be no breach of etiquette for Alain to spank me. Perhaps that thought might even have already occurred to him.

Then, much to my surprise, Echoux added, "If the Theatre Mistress would only allow it, I would enjoy the opportunity to abuse your perfectly-shaped buttocks myself. They are a delicious landscape of flawless muscles, sheathed in smooth skin. They would tempt anyone."

I felt a certain excitement at Echoux's words, however I knew Thédia would never allow Echoux such a degree of power over another one of her actors. As we ate, I inquired into the sort of treatment Echoux had received from Thédia last night, and what sort of treatment she was expecting to receive from her in the future. She answered my questions freely and in detail, however our conversation was cut short when our Theatre Mistress announced that mealtime was over, and it was now time for rehearsals.

"Attention everyone," Thédia called out, "This is a three-act play. Those of you who are in the first act, come forward."

None of the avatars were in the first act, therefore we were ordered to clean the spoons, pots and bowls from the morning meal, while the other actors learned their lines. Actors are not allowed great amounts of time to relax. Their work as not as humiliating as the types of labors an avatar is normally given, however they are worked hard all-day long. If an actor isn't rehearsing, they're sewing costumes, building stage scenery, building props, or some other sort of labor for the theatre.

The play my fellow actors were rehearsing dealt with the last days of General Crise. During the first two acts, Mathieu was to play the role of General Crise, however, in the third act, General Crise is captured by the Gitan. The Gitan take General Crise's weapons, take his armor, strip General Crise naked, and then take turns raping him. Hegothian law forbids respectable actors like Mathieu from appearing naked on stage, however Hegothian law treats avatars quite differently. It is expected that avatars will also be naked, no matter where we shall be found.

It was thus decided that I would play General Crise in the third act.

Very little rehearsal was needed for my role. Anon, Sympas and Leverette would play the roles of the Gitan who captured me. All three of them would forcibly tear my clothes from my body, and then Anon and Sympas would rape me in turns. For my part, I was to struggle against them, scream with helpless indignation, and make it appear as if I were terrified and attempting to escape.

Very little acting would be required, as Thédia had given my fellow actors instructions to be as forceful and violent as they wished. What the audience witnessed would look like rape, as it was to be rape. Anon and Sympas were not to be gentle. They would force themselves upon me with all the gentleness of a barbarian invader.

. . . . . . . . .

Much to my surprise, Echoux had spoken to Thédia and requested permission to spank my bare buttocks until they were colored with vivid shades of red and pink. Even more startling was the fact that Thédia granted her request. Alain was ordered to share my body with Echoux any night that she felt like punishing my poor, innocent bottom. Alain was somewhat dismayed that he had to share my naked body with someone else, however, Thédia was the Theatre Mistress, and Alain was merely an actor. He had no choice, but to obey her dictates.

That very night, Thédia escorted Echoux into Alain's sleeping chamber, and invited her to spank my bare bottom while she and Alain stood and watched.

Alain looked Echoux over as if she were a criminal trespassing in his chamber, and I could see him biting back the harsh words he wished to say to her. Eventually he calmed his stormy emotions and instead of words of angry recrimination her asked, "Have you ever spanked an avatar before?"

"Oh, many times before," Echoux replied, "A number of the holy ladies insisted that I learn how to punish both males and females. They insisted that this was a special skill I would need to know."

"Indeed?" Thédia asked, her face curious, "Cannot the acolytes and the priestesses inflict punishments themselves?"

Echoux's eyes became thoughtful, and she paused as she considered her answer.

"They can, of course, punish men and women themselves," Echoux replied, "however, there is a certain delicious humiliation involved for an avatar if they are punished by one of their own low status."

Mistress Thédia then turned her attention to me and inquired, "Is that true, Jathan? Do you find it deliciously humiliating to be punished by one of your fellow avatars?"

I could feel my face grow hot because of her words. It was humbling enough to be punished by a priestess. However, they at least had power and authority. To be punished by a naked, powerless plaything of the church, that was even more humbling. My feelings of mortification and powerlessness were doubled and redoubled when I was given over to a naked avatar to be punished.

"The feelings that permeate my being are different when I'm punished by one of my fellow avatars," I admitted.

Thédia smiled, licked her full, luscious lips, and inquired, "And, why is that?"

The room seemed to grow hotter as three sets of eyes gazed upon my naked body, stripped not only of clothing, but stripped of dignity and respectability as well. Stripped of everything that gave me status, they now wanted to peer directly into my soul, and know my deepest and most shaming secrets as well.

"When I am punished by a priestess, I am being punished by a person of great influence and esteem. A great lady like that can use her influence to command a great many people, and effect great changes all over the city. There is little shame in bending to the will of one so powerful," I confessed.

I swallowed deeply, and then continued to say, "However, an avatar has no power and no influence. We are truly without status. We are naked playthings. To be punished by a naked plaything makes me into something even lower than naked plaything."

"I understand," the Theatre Mistress said, her voice sounding rougher suddenly, "An avatar is basically a naked sex-slave, and to be put at the mercy of an avatar is to be brought down even lower. It must be a very humbling experience."

"It makes me feel very humbled, debased and powerless," I admitted.

"Jathan, I wish to see you humbled, and stripped of your dignity by Echoux," Mistress Thédia said, "I wish to see for myself how delicious an experience this is when you surrender your will and your self-respect completely to another naked plaything."

Her face held a wicked smile as she said these words, and I reminded myself of just how little I knew of Mistress Thédia. She had seemed much kinder than any of the holy women at the temple, however, that meant very little. Some of the cruelest lords and ladies could wear a kind face when it suited them.

There was a high-backed chair in Alain's room. Without a word, Echoux retrieved it from its corner, dragged it out into the center of the room, and settled herself into it.

"Come closer, Jathan," Echoux commanded me, her voice suddenly sounding rough and assertive, "and turn around."

The authority in her voice reflexively caused my heart to beat faster and the muscles in my stomach to tighten. I hastened to obey, and then she sharply ordered me to move my hands far away from my buttocks.

"Place them behind the back of your neck," Echoux said firmly, "I do not wish for them to impede when I am examining those exquisite buttocks of yours."

I excitedly obeyed, and then I was ordered to spread my legs apart as well. When I was positioned exactly as Echoux wanted me, I was in a very familiar position. It was a position the acolytes and the priestesses had often ordered me into. It left me feeling very exposed and vulnerable, and it allowed the clerics to examine every inch of my naked body with casual ease.

"I love these buttocks," Echoux said to Mistress Thédia, "Soft, alluring skin, wrapped around perfectly-sculpted muscles, they are a delicious treat for my eyes to gaze upon and for my fingertips to touch."

As if to illustrate her point, Echoux spent an extensive amount of time exploring my buttocks with her hands and fingertips. Should fondled each buttock individually, as well as the backs of my thighs. She also used her graceful fingers to explore the tight fissure in between my buttocks, even rubbing her fingertips across the sensitive flesh of my anus.

"They do look beautiful and well-shaped," the Theatre Mistress agreed.

"If I could control my own fate," Echoux replied, "I would spend half my waking hours with my hands upon his buttocks. They are a temptation, they are flawless. It is difficult to keep my mind from constantly dwelling upon them."

And then she smacked me sounding upon my buttocks three times in rapid succession and ordered me across her lap.

I had been spanked across the lap of holy women many times while I was incarcerated at the Opathic Church. I was familiar with the appropriate posture for such a punishment. I kept my head down, my palms flat upon the floor, my legs straight and my buttocks raised high and available for punishment.

My cock was already hard and flagrantly erect before I was ordered to lie across Echoux's lap, and the instant my cock was trapped underneath my weight and pressed against her bare thighs, it began to throb fiercely.

Echoux placed a hand upon one of my exposed buttocks and squeezed it in her grip, while explaining to Mistress Thédia, "There is a moment during a distressing punishment when an avatar surrenders utterly to the helplessness and the suffering. This is a delicious moment, and if you watch his face intently, you will witness it when it happens. You may get lost when you behold it. The look on his face will be utterly bewitching and adorable."

I was ordered to turn my face towards the Theatre Mistress, and I had expected Echoux to begin spanking my buttocks without delay, however she postponed the assault on my naked body to continue her loving exploration of my backside. I could feel her hands smooth themselves across the individual cheeks of my buttocks and dipping into the furrow in between them, prodding at my sensitive pink anus.

Alain made a noise of sullen disapproval, as if my anus were his to explore, and his alone. Echoux seemed determined to tease the young actor and she pressed harder on the soft pink flesh, digging in her fingertips until she had opened me up and I let out an audible gasp.

Alain visibly disapproved of this, and I focused so intently on the dynamic between Echoux and Alain, and their unspoken claims of ownership over my body, that it came as a sudden and startling surprise when Echoux's strong hand came cracking down with a stinging impact on my defenseless, bare bottom.

A lamentable groan escaped from my mouth and my body jerked, as Echoux assaulted my innocent buttocks again and again with cruel, pitiless smacks of her strong, capable hand. The harsh, stringent blows came rapidly, without surcease, causing me to squirm across Echoux's lap and to cry out with humiliating sounds of distress.

Echoux's hand stung worse than any paddle and she rained blows down upon my unprotected buttocks furiously. I writhed helplessly and let out gasps and cries of misery as Echoux reduced my bare buttocks to an extensive web of red-hot, throbbing agony.

"His buttocks are already quite red," Thédia remarked when my squirming caused me to very nearly fall off her lap, and she used both hands grab my slender, boyish hips and pull me solidly across her lap once again, "surely you don't intend to spank him any more than that."

"He has not surrendered yet," Echoux replied firmly, "He is still holding on to a small shred of dignity and composure. I will know when he's surrendered to the suffering, and that's when his punishment will end."

My eyes had welled up with tears and I could feel them as they wetted my cheeks and slid down my face. I tried to choke back sobs, and then Echoux resumed punishing my already-sore buttocks.

At an unknown point during my spanking, my writhing had caused me to toss my head and turn my face this way and that. Echoux halted my punishment briefly to admonish me and order me to keep my face turned towards the Theatre Mistress.

"Mistress Thédia wants to see your pretty face as you suffer," Echoux reprimanded me, "Must I tell you again? You want to please us, do you not?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, addressing Echoux by the honorific I was taught at the Opathic Church.

"Then you will keep your face turned towards the Theatre Mistress," Echoux replied, "If I have to tell you again, Thédia and I will be most displeased with you."

I felt a surge of panic as the blows came down on my tender flesh fiercer than before. And then her merciless hand found the backs of my thighs and the underside of my bottom. The stinging was much worse on my thighs, and soon Echoux concentrated a sadistic rain of blows there, sensing that that was where her spanks would cause the most agony. I twisted and groaned as the pain became unbearable. A torrent of sobs escaped from my throat and I felt undone. The pain was scalding, and I bounced and writhed across Echoux's lap, yet still she continued to abuse my suffering flesh.

A flurry of sting blows cracked across that delicious lower curve where my bottom meets my thighs, and I cried out in misery. My buttocks and my thighs seemed to be on fire, and still Echoux would show me no mercy.

And the, there came a moment where I seemed to lose my will entirely. I was still sobbing, and the pain was still unbearable, however along with the feelings of pain, humiliation and helplessness, was a sense of normalcy. It was a sense that that this cruel punishment was reasonable, and what I deserved. I felt that it was the natural order of things, that Echoux would harshly punish me across her lap, even though I had done nothing wrong. I also felt that it was fitting for Alain and Mistress Thédia to witness my humiliation, and without thinking, I raised my bottom up higher, presenting it to Echoux, making it a more convenient target for her wicked blows.

I arched my back, spread my legs farther apart and raised my buttocks up, feeling that it was appropriate that I make myself more vulnerable. Echoux responded by randomly changing her pattern, spanking my buttocks, first the left and then the right, then my thighs once again, and then returning to the tender, delicious curve where my thighs met my buttocks, making my entire backside a crisscross of scalding, red-hot misery.

When the spanking finally ended, all I could hear was the sound of my own miserable sobbing, and then I could hear Mistress Thédia remark, "I understand your meaning now. When he is at his deepest level of suffering, he looks younger, more boyish. He becomes much more alluring and beautiful. It is intoxicating to watch him when his suffering is so abject and intense."

"They look much more innocent when they're punished like this," Echoux said in genuine agreement.

"He was a very comely youth even before you abused his buttocks," Thédia remarked, "however, his beauty has now been greatly enhanced. He is now truly exquisite."

I clenched my teeth tightly, sobbed and moaned as Echoux kneaded my now-sore flesh, and the two women discussed the capacity of harsh punishments, and how it had the potential to enhance the beauty of the afflicted victim.

In the end, Thédia and Echoux departed from Alain's sleeping chamber. Thédia kissed me warmly before she left and thanked me for a very enlightening experience. Mistress Thédia then proceeded to kiss Echoux with even more warmth, and escalating passion, and then the two women left together.

When the two women had left, Alain allowed me to sob and shed tears on his shoulder, while he held me intimately close. Much to my embarrassment, my cock had grown even more swollen and shamefully erect while Echoux had cruelly spanked me, and I am certain Alain could feel it pressing into him as he held me tightly, and my swollen cock was pressed against the fabric of his tunic.

. . . . .

Alain did not develop a fondness for spanking my bottom as I thought he would, however Mistress Thédia seemed to develop a fascination with the idea. I was invited to her sleeping chambers on several occasions, so that Echoux might tutor her in the proper way to punish the buttocks of a naked avatar.

Thus, it did not surprise me when, one day, Echoux informed me that Mistress Thédia wished to see me in her chambers after the day’s rehearsals and all my other labors were done for the day.

"So, she wishes to place me over her knee again?" I asked, believing I already knew the answer.

"Actually, her interests now run in a contrary direction," Echoux explained, "I cannot tell you more at this moment, however all will be made clear to you in Mistress Thédia's chambers."
 

I knocked on the door to Mistress Thédia's chamber's that night and was granted entrance by Echoux. Under her direction, I stepped inside, and Echoux closed and barred the doors behind me.

Mistress Thédia stood in the center of the chamber, her eyes wide and filled with expectation. I was still bewildered as to why I had been summoned, however, it seemed as if Thédia's emotions had been stirred up and she was visibly enthused about something.

"You sent for me, Mistress?" I inquired, with as much deference and civility as I was capable.

"I did," Thédia replied, her voice thick with barely contained passion, "I have had a series of lengthy discussions with Echoux, and tonight I wish to attempt something with you. You may not speak of this with anyone other than Echoux or myself. You must take an oath to remain silent about what transpires tonight, for as long as you shall live."

I was bewildered by this demand, however I swore by three different deities that I would never breathe a word about what I was to see tonight to any person outside this room.

Once I was sworn into silence, Thédia explained the situation to me.

"There is a passion and a beauty within you every time you are punished," she expounded, "and I have decided to become a participant in that. I am no longer content to merely be a spectator. Tonight, you shall punish me, and make me suffer until I surrender completely to the pain."

Thédia had rendered me speechless with this announcement. I had suffered many painful punishments because I had been captured by the Church and forced to become their naked prisoner. Thédia was a woman with freedom and respectability. I had never heard of such a woman voluntarily surrendering to harsh punishments such as the types suffered by an avatar.

After a protracted silence, I heard Mistress Thédia exclaim, "Jathan, in this room, you shall always have permission to speak freely. What is it that you wish to say?"

"You are a great lady," I protested vehemently, "You wear fine clothes and have gold in your pockets! I cannot punish a great lady such as you!"

In response to my impassioned words, Thédia began to undress. She methodically divested herself of her cloak, her tunic, her sandals, and even her loincloth. When she was as utterly naked and exposed as I, she handed her clothing to Echoux, and said, "Echoux, these now belong to you, you may do with them whatever you wish. And you are welcome to any gold you find in the pockets as well."

Thédia then stood before me with her hands placed upon her bare hips. Naked, she was a very pleasing sight. Her waist was narrow, her belly was flat and smooth, her thighs were firm, and her breasts were proud and perfectly shaped. Her hair was blonde and long and flowing in graceful, cascading waves. Thédia was known to be ten years older than myself, however, her body was still as firm and appealing as a woman of nineteen.

"There, Jathan," she said as she faced me, "I am no longer a woman who wears fine clothes, and I have no gold in my pockets. I am nothing but a naked plaything to be at your mercy. You may punish me as cruelly as you wish. No one will attempt to stop you."

I was still bewildered, however my loins stirred with a delicious excitement at seeing Thédia naked and offering herself to me.

"Our mistress has become infatuated with the idea of becoming powerless and used as a naked avatar is used," Echoux explained, "I have spent a great deal of time explaining to her what it has been like to be owned and used and mercilessly punished."

"She has explained the life of an avatar to me in great detail," Thédia said softly, "It is fraught with cruel punishments, humiliation and helplessness, but it is also filled with a sort of thrilling passion and libidinousness that I have not yet experienced. I wish to feel the things that you and Echoux have felt. I am therefore giving you permission to treat me as if I am your naked plaything. Treat me as if I were just another avatar, and I were your possession."

I turned to look back at Echoux and saw that she had donned the clothes of the Theatre Mistress. If she wished, she could walk out of this room and onto the streets of Gran Admirus, and no one would stop her. She would blend right into the crowds and become just another citizen. Yet, she stayed in the room with Thédia and me.

"Tonight, Thédia is our naked slave-girl, Jathan," Echoux elaborated, "She is offering her naked body to us as a gift. This is a precious gift and a momentous sacrifice. I am in awe of how devoted she is to experience what our lives have been like and intend to make her experience as real and authentic as if she were truly a helpless captive of the Opathic Church.

I nodded silently and allowed myself to be caught up in the wave of Thédia's determination and Echoux's newfound authority. Events were transpiring, and I was merely playing a role that had been written for me. I looked to Echoux to determine what was next required of me.

"She will have to be bound," Echoux explained, "She is a novice, and will not have the discipline to hold position while she is cruelly punished."

I agreed solemnly with Echoux and then I was told where I could find a length of rope, as well as a collection of paddles, leather straps, whips and leather belts of varying lengths, thickness and styles. Thédia held up her hands voluntarily, with her wrists pressed closely together, it was an ideal offering for someone who wished to bind her wrists and make her helpless.

Acting in accordance with Echoux's instructions, I tied one end of the rope around Thédia's wrists, making certain the bondage was tight and secure. I hurled the remainder of the rope over a massive overhead beam and pulled until Thédia was nearly lifted off the floor, only the balls of her feet still maintained contact with the ground.

There was a large polished mirror with an elaborately ornate frame against the north wall in Thédia's chambers. Conforming to Echoux's instructions, Thédia had stood before the mirror before I bound her wrists. The outcome of this was that Thédia would be a witness to her own suffering and would be able to watch herself as her naked body writhed and danced under the whip.

When Thédia's naked body was stretched taut, and her toes just barely touching the floor, I tied off the other end of the rope to a massive oak chest that was far too heavy to be dislodged from its location no matter how Thédia might struggle or jerk against her bonds.

Somehow Thédia's naked body looked even more alluring once she was bound and helpless. I could not explain it, however, her face seemed more beautiful, the curve of her hips seemed more pleasing, her buttocks seemed more enticing. Everything about her seemed more wonderous and fascinating.

I found myself staring, transfixed by the visual beauty of Thédia's helpless nudity and my mind seemed to dismiss all else in the world as unimportant. I failed to remember that Echoux was in the chamber with me and was expecting me to finish my task.

"Next you will need to select the instrument of her punishment," Echoux said, shaking me out of my reverie.

Her voice broke me from my trance, and I turned my attentions to the collection of leather implements. The whips, scourges, belts and straps all appeared to be unused. There were no signs of the wear that would occur from repeated usage, and I concluded that Thédia must have obtained these within the past few days, most probably at Echoux's urgings. All of them looked wicked and would cause pain when wielded against Thédia's bare flesh, however some would hurt even more cruelly than others.

I eventually chose a strap that was made of thin leather and slightly more than an inch wide. The strap was over thirty inches long, and I couldn't wield a lash this long, so I folded it and held both ends in my whip-hand. With the length of the strap halved, I could now swing it and gracefully hit my intended targets.

"Whip me as long as you wish, Jathan," Thédia implored me, "I expect I will scream, however do not take that as a sign that you should cease my punishment or wield the whip with less vigor. I want to experience true helplessness and stinging agony...just as you and Echoux have experienced."

I stood there, just as utterly naked as Thédia, however I held a whip in my hand, and Thédia was helplessly bound. I gazed at the mistress of Pretresse Theatre in rapt silence. Her lithe, graceful body seemed somehow more exquisite for the strain in her muscles as she struggled vainly to keep contact with the floor. Her feet were arched gracefully and the muscles in her legs were displayed in a very pleasing manner. Her belly was flat and tight, and her breasts were lifted high and proud. Her breathing had become labored and panicked, and her breasts would rise and fall noticeable because of her strained breathing. Being helpless and bound had somehow transformed her and made her far more adorable and exquisite.

The strap I held was made of soft enough leather that it should not wound my naked sacrifice, however, that did not mean it wouldn't cause pain when applied to Thédia's smooth, flawless skin. I had been whipped by leather straps very much like this one, and I knew they could inflict scalding agony.

"Why do you hesitate?" Echoux inquired as I stood there, silently staring at Thédia's body, her every curve exposed to me as her body was stretched tight and pulled up harshly by her bound wrists.

"You have chosen the whip that you wish to employ," Echoux snapped at me, "Now, use it on her, or I shall whip her myself."

Somehow, that jolted me out of my dreamlike admiration of Thédia's body, and I swung the long, thin strip of leather at my victim's perfectly shaped buttocks.

My naked victim reacted immediately to the pain. There was a crack of leather on bare skin, and Thédia kicked her legs and writhed uncontrollably. I imagine it stung quite a bit.

"Oh," Thédia exclaimed, "That's agonizing! The pain is intolerable! And avatars get whipped like this every day?"

"As often as the acolytes and priestesses feel is warranted," I replied, "We need not even do anything to deserve it. Sometimes we are whipped merely for the entertainment of our overseers."

"It stings when the whip cracks against my skin," Thédia complained, "and even now it continues to throb. How long does this insistent, throbbing pain continue?"

"It can last for days," Echoux replied, "however, you have not been punished enough to understand what a true whipping feels like."

Then Echoux turned her attention to me and instructed me to continue marking Thédia's perfectly smooth and flawless skin.

My arm seemed to wield the whip without my brain making a conscious decision to do so. The thin, leather strap seemed to dart out like a poisonous snake, striking again and again. The leather cracked against the bare buttocks of the bound woman repeatedly, causing her to cry out and jerk in her bondage. I felt a sense of guilt as I marked smooth virgin flesh and decorated it with pink and red marks. Thédia continued to kick her long legs and gasp, and cry out in harrowing pain, yet my arm continued to swing the whip, and color her sore flesh with even more marks.

Thédia's reactions were familiar. They were much like the reactions of any naked avatar punished by the acolytes of the Opathic Church. Her muscles tensed to raise her from the floor, her exquisite legs kicked witlessly in reaction to the pain. She writhed and danced under the painful sting of the whip. Tears welled up in her eyes and left her face wet as they slid down her cheeks. She screamed lustily and panted between blows. I felt certain that what I was doing to Thédia was wrong, however I had the authority of Echoux and Thédia herself to contend with. I was overwhelmed by their combined authority, and stood there helplessly and wielded the whip, as I had been told to do.

Pursuant to Echoux's instructions, I continued to whip Thédia no matter how much she squirmed, writhed or cried out in pain. My heart was heavy with guilt and remorse; however, I was merely following orders. Echoux and Thédia had both told me that this is something I must do, and I was merely a naked avatar. How could I disobey?

Despite the guilt that weighed me down, my cock remained hard and painfully erect. It seemed to throb every time Thédia cried out in pain.

I colored Thédia's buttocks and thighs with shades of amaranth, blush and crimson, and watched as she flinched and writhed, and made feminine sounds that stroked my libido and heated my loins. Watching Thédia's taut nakedness suffer and flinch underneath the whip stirred my libido up into a fever. Deep within my chest, I found Thédia's writhing hips, jerking feet and pathetic wails of pain to be erotic, although I was loath to admit it.

I was swept up in a wave of conflicting emotions. I was suffused with a libidinous fever at the suffering of my helpless victim, however coexisting with that fever was a feeling of crushing guilt for my sin of inflicting torturous pain on a great lady. What I was doing felt wrong, and yet I felt a dark, carnal thrill.

In the end, overcome with self-loathing, I threw down my whip and confessed to Echoux my ponderous feelings of guilt.

"I cannot do it," I exclaimed, "The priestesses conditioned me to meekly accept punishments and harsh discipline. I was never expected to dole them out, and even attempting to inflict punishment tears my soul violently asunder."

"My poor Jathan," Echoux cooed, "the clerics have trained you too well in your submissiveness. It appears that I shall have to carry the burden of being the dominant one all by my lonesome."

Echoux then placed a hand in the center of my bare chest and kissed me warmly on the lips. She pressed her clothed body in close to my naked flesh, and I could feel a passion stirring inside of me. I had amorous feelings for Echoux, and I moaned with heady desire as she slide her tongue into my mouth and gently probed my mouth's interior.

Sadly, the kiss lasted for only a few moments. And then Echoux returned to the matter of our bound and naked victim. She selected another whip from Thédia's collection and declared that she would finish whipping Thédia herself.

Thédia's naked thighs and buttocks were already crisscrossed with whip marks, however, Echoux wielded her whip with a wicked vehemence, leaving as assemblage of painful looking weals on Thédia's innocent flesh.

Echoux seemed to possess an intuitive sense for where to strike to cause the greatest amount of stinging pain for her helpless victim. Thédia thrashed and writhed under the assault of Echoux's whip and howled with resounding agony when Echoux would swing her thin, leather whip between Thedia's legs and strike her directly on her soft nether lips.

Thédia's cries of torment and distress were so piercing I feared the other actors would overhear and come rushing to her aid, however, the doors to her chamber were thick, and her chamber doors even thicker, and the two combined to muffle the sound of her screams, so none of the other actors were alerted to her plight.

When Echoux finally ceased whipping her innocent, naked victim, Thédia was soaked in a sheen of her own sweat, weeping uncontrollably, and her breasts, shoulders and belly were wracked with frantic sobbing.

Echoux then touched her naked victim in the small of her back, and softly said, "Open your eyes, Thédia. See the beauty that we have shaped tonight."

Thédia's long, blonde hair was now a violent shamble, and random strands were now stuck to her bare arms, shoulders and other places where they had become matted with Thédia's sweat. All Thédia's pride and cool arrogance had melted away, replaced by a wild amalgamation of powerful emotions. Distress, helplessness, vulnerability and surrender were all etched into her facial expression.

Her desperate sobbing was eventually reduced to panting and whimpering, and I was shocked to hear our naked victim respond, "Oh, Echoux, it is a frightening thing to be whipped, yet there is a dark, delightful thrill also. I cannot describe it."

"I do not have the words for it," Echoux confessed, "however, I share your feelings. There is a deliciousness in surrendering, to being helpless. There is even a dark, delightful piquancy to the pain."

Thédia sighed heavily in response and trembled. There was a look of wounded innocence about her, and it greatly enhanced her beauty.

"I have never felt this way before," Thédia confessed between sobs, "roused, excited, and terror-stricken all at once. My emotions have never been inflamed to such a pinnacle before you bestowed this experience upon me."

I recognized that this was a solemn moment between the two women and did not interrupt. They had just shared something of great significance, and I dared not profane it by adding my words to their own. The Church should have taken Thédia when she was younger and trained her as an avatar. She was ideally suited for the role. She thrived on being helpless, punished and abused.

"You are an exhilarating experience," Echoux replied, "I have punished many females during my time in captivity, however, none have ever responded so favorably to punishment as have you."

At thirty years of age, Thédia was now far too old for the Church to make her an avatar, however Echoux would doubtless be willing teach the Theatre Mistress what it felt like to be naked, helpless and cruelly punished.

"Do not release me just yet," Thédia said when I attempted to untie the ropes that held her suspended, "I wish to savor these feelings of helplessness for a few minutes longer."

I abided by Thédia's wishes, and when she finally wished to be set free, Echoux took her into her arms, and the two women embraced passionately. Thédia's legs were unsteady, and it seemed that Echoux might be holding the older woman up to keep her from collapsing, however, there could be no doubt that there was an intimacy to their embrace. And, when the two women kissed, Thédia kissed Echoux with a passionate abandon. I suspect that she did not have the capacity for this sort of passion before her whipping. I believe that Echoux had awakened something powerful within the older woman.

. . . . . . . . . .

The next day Thédia presided over her acting troupe with the same degree of confidence and authority as she had when I first met her, however, there was a visible change in her. She exhibited more passion with every word she uttered. She seemed to feel things more deeply. She seemed more heated and impassioned when she spoke, and she carried that heat into her work, and drove her actors to breathe more passion and vigor into the roles they portrayed.

Another change I detected was that Mistress Thédia was utterly enamored with Echoux. She was absolutely spellbound by her. Anything Echoux wanted, was hers, she merely needed to ask Thédia. When Echoux mentioned that she was desirous of a role in the third act of the play, Mistress Thédia cast her as one of the Gitan that abducts and torments General Crise. She even allowed Echoux a free hand in writing the fine details of her role in the third act.

And it came to be a tradition that Thédia would order me to report to her chambers the sixth night of every week. On those nights, Echoux would bar the doors to Thédia's chambers, and proceed to torment both Thédia and myself.

Echoux understood that I would never be able to assert myself over Thédia. The Opathic clerics had conditioned me to be servile, accommodating and obedient. I was now uncomfortable in any other role. If Echoux was to include me in her games, I would have to play the role of the naked submissive.


Echoux had no difficulty in either role. She could switch from meek, obedient naked plaything to cruel, domineering woman of authority in the paltry amount of time than it takes to don a cloak. The two roles are so exceedingly opposed to each other, I do not understand the ease at which she can shift from one to the other. 

Echoux would find different methods of tormenting Thédia and myself, however there were certain rituals that remained constant whenever I was summoned.

Every time I was summoned to Thédia's chambers, Thédia would be naked, while Echoux would be wearing Thédia's clothes. Sometimes all Echoux would be wearing was a loincloth and a strophia, however, the fact that Echoux was clothed still conveyed a message. Echoux and I were of inferior status and Echoux had authority over us. The fact that she remained clothed, while we were always naked and exposed was a constant reminder that she was our superior. We there to serve, and Echoux and was there be obeyed.

Another constant was that Thédia's vulva would be utterly bare of pubic hair every time I saw her. Echoux had apparently taken to keeping Thédia's loins utterly smooth and hairless, much in the same manner as an avatar.

Perhaps another habit that we held fast to was Echoux's penchant for forcing Thédia and I to participate in rivalries against each other. As we were made to contend against one another, it was declared that in some fashions, Thédia surpassed me as one of Echoux's naked playthings.

Thédia and I were both servile and obedient, however, Thédia was far more passionate about being Echoux's slave. Thédia was also extraordinarily apt at using her mouth and tongue to feast upon Echoux's sex and bring her to staggering, resounding orgasms.

For my part, I was better at taking punishment without being bound, and could withstand a great deal of pain without collapsing or using my hands to defend myself.

This was discovered very early in the relationship that the three of us shared. One evening, after we were all safely sheltered inside the privacy of Thédia's bedchamber, Echoux ordered Thédia and I to stand side by side. We were both ordered to assume the inspection pose. As an avatar, I had been taught the inspection pose by the clerics of the Opathic Church, however Thédia needed to the pose to be explained to her.

"Stand straight, legs far apart," Echoux snapped sharply at Thédia, "lace your fingers behind the back of your neck, pull your elbows back and thrust your breasts forward! Keep your chin up and leave your mouth slightly open!"

The authoritarian sound of Echoux's voice reached my ears, and I felt my cock twitch with a sudden excitement.

The posture Echoux had commanded me to hold was designed to leave the subject exceedingly vulnerable and exposed. Every inch of the naked victim was open and available to the tormentor. It made me feel even more naked and helpless than before.

When Echoux was fully satisfying with the way both of her naked subjects were displaying themselves, she began to closely examine our physical attributes.

"Alain adores these buttocks, doesn't he?" Echoux asked as she held my buttocks in her grasp and began to knead them with both of her bold, questing hands.

Then, to Thédia, she commented, "Jathan seems quite boyish. He has boyish hips, and small firm buttocks. Would you not agree?"

"Jathan is a boy, Mistress," Thédia replied without breaking her pose, "He is a child, struggling towards manhood. In Gran Admirus, a male must be twenty years of age before he may serve as a soldier, or a palace guard. Jathan is merely eighteen."

"He is a stripling," Echoux replied sternly, still exploring every inch of my buttocks with her fingers, "however, he is not a boy. He is youthful; however, he has left his boyish innocence behind. I have helped to make certain of that."

"I am sorry, Mistress," Thédia replied, "I mean to say that Jathan is a stripling. He has just recently left boyhood behind."

Then Echoux began to intimately examine Thédia's buttocks with her hands, fondling, kneading and probing. "Thédia's buttocks are quite firm," Echoux replied, "however, they are shaped differently, with a delicious, feminine curve to them. I adore both her buttocks and Jathan's. It is difficult to decide which of my naked beauties I love more."

Echoux then dipped her hand between Thédia's widespread thighs, and palmed Thédia's exposed sex. Her fingertips rubbed across Thédia's swollen pubic lips, causing Thédia's breathing to become labored, followed by a sudden gasp.

"You are quite wet for me, Thédia," Echoux commented as her hand continued to explore the soft flesh between Thédia's legs, "I adore that you are always wet for me. This is evidence that your passion for me is honest and true."

Then Echoux took slow, measured steps towards the spot where I stood and reached down with her hand, securing the shaft of my excruciatingly erect cock in her grip. My cock throbbed and twitched at her touch, and my instinctual response was to use my hands to protect my vulnerable member, however I remained in position, with my legs far apart, my hands behind my neck, and my swollen, throbbing cock, utterly defenseless and vulnerable.

"And you, Jathan, are quite hard and erect for me," Echoux said as she gripped my exposed cock in her capable hand, "I truly adore that. I would be quite disappointed if you failed to be hard for me during these special assignations. I would be forced to punish you for such a shortcoming."

My heart thudded sharply in my chest at Echoux's words, and I felt feverish. The casual cruelty that Echoux subjected me to, roused my libido and inflamed my senses. I was breathless in anticipation for whatever she would inflict upon me next.

My cock was painfully hard, and Echoux continued to hold it tightly in her grasp. With her other hand, she gathered up my scrotum and lifted it slightly, causing shivers to resonate across my skin, from my loins, all the way up to my chest. Her hands held the intimate parts of my male anatomy, and my breathing became labored, as I awaited my fate.

"It is difficult to decide which one of you I love more," Echoux said as she released her grip on my desperately starving cock, "I think I shall have to impose a test to see which of you is the most worthy of my affection."

Having said these words, she disappeared from my sight, and did not return until after a considerable amount of activity had gone on behind Thédia and I. I was unable to see what Echoux did during this time, as I obediently remained in position, facing away from the section of the room where Echoux busied herself.

When she returned, she stood before Thédia and me and held a man's leather belt in her hands.

"This will not be an easy test for either of you," Echoux explained, "I intend to whip both of you, however, neither one of you shall be bound for it. You shall be unrestrained. The only thing that shall keep you rooted in place is your devotion to me. If you use your hands to protect yourself, or stumble away from the whip, you fail the test. The only way to pass is If you maintain that pose with your legs far apart and your hands behind the back of your neck while I whip your naked body."

I felt a delicious, dark thrill and I trembled. My cock throbbed at the prospect, and I felt a heady trepidation wash over me. I was Echoux's naked plaything, and I was being tested with an undeserved punishment to see how much torment I was willing to suffer on her behalf.

The leather belt would hurt far less than one of Thédia's whips, however in the hands of a skilled tormentress, like Echoux, the belt could still inflict a great deal of scalding pain.

"Both of you, keep your hands on the back of your neck," Echoux ordered, "and keep your legs spread wide. You are both to remain where you are standing. You are not to beg for mercy, and you are not to attempt to evade my blows as I crack this leather across your bottoms. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Thédia and I responded in unison.

"You're afraid, aren't you?" Echoux said, "I detect it in your voice. Both of you are here of your own free will, yet you fear the pain I can inflict with this thin strip of leather, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," we replied once again, and there was a throb in Thédia's voice that made my heart melt. She hadn't experienced months of humiliations and cruel, stinging punishments as I had. She was lacking the conditioning needed to withstand this sort of treatment. I knew how to be tormented and still remain blindly obedient to my tormenters. Thédia was a fledgling. She had no experience with these sorts of wicked entertainments.

Of course, every avatar starts out as a novice. No avatar has perfect obedience and self-control when they first begin their life as a naked plaything. Thédia would have to be conditioned, tormented and punished much like I was before she learned my degree of stoicism and surrender.

The first crack of leather across my bare bottom was painful. Echoux was vigorous in the lashing of my buttocks, and I struggled valiantly to endure the pain with a degree of dignity and poise.

Despite my best efforts, I began to whimper after the first six cracks of the leather belt, and tears began to well up in my eyes. I maintained the posture that Echoux had ordered me to maintain, however my arms and legs trembled with the effort of arduous such self-control. I squeezed my eyes shut tightly and tensed up as my bare buttocks were cruelly assaulted, and I was subjected to searing, intense pain. I could feel my legs weakening and wondered how much longer I could endure.

The demands of maintaining my vulnerable position while Echoux abused my innocent buttocks had almost become too much for me, but then Echoux switched targets and began to spank Thédia's naked buttocks instead.

"Oh, Mistress," Thédia wailed beseechingly after the first four cracks of stinging leather across her innocent bottom.

"No words out of you now," Echoux admonished the naked theatre mistress, "You may whimper and wail, but you are forbidden to speak until this test is concluded."

Thédia attempted to choke back a sob, and she nodded her head in agreement. She could end this at any time. She could call the other actors in the troupe to protect her if she wished for Echoux to stop, however, Thédia chose to maintain where she was and endure Echoux's leather belt lashing against her smooth, flawless skin.

Thédia's slender body flinched and writhed as her alluring buttocks were brutally abused with the leather belt. Her face was etched with pain and effort as she attempted to withstand her whipping without breaking the position Echoux had ordered her to hold. Her brow furrowed with distress, tears welled up in her eyes and then wetted her face. She trembled, tensed and shuddered as she struggled to remain still for Echoux, and miserable, pathetic, feminine gasps escaped from her enticing lips.

"Posture," Echoux admonished her female victim, "Stand straight, elbows pulled back, breasts thrust out!"

Thédia resumed the posture she's been ordered to assume, however her wailing intensified. She began to keen hysterically, and her breasts and belly palpitated with tormented sobbing. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, and just as I was certain that she would collapse, Echoux stepped away from the ill-treated female, and began to punish my innocent buttocks once again.

My buttocks were already sore, yet Echoux laid down new stripes of pain over the previous ones. I shuddered and bit back on sobs as Echoux painted my bottom with scalding pain, and then let out an agonized gasp when she began to whip that tender spot where the swell of my buttocks met with the backs of my thighs.

I clenched my teeth at the agonized throbbing coming from my thighs and buttocks and attempted to conceal how intensely the pain was affecting me.

The pain was cruel and excruciating, but as my buttocks throbbed with red-hot pain, my loins were also inflamed and heated. My body was suffused with a sexual heat as I writhed and recoiled under the whip. The pain was agonizing, but I felt a dark, delightful piquancy to the pain.

My face was soaked with the wetness of my own tears, and I gasped and cried out with each blow of the leather belt on my tender skin, however, I thrived on Echoux's cruel treatment of my body and I felt myself drowning in my own delicious feelings of desire and helplessness.

My libido had been stirred up even before I entered Thédia's bedchamber, however as Echoux tormented me with her leather strap I could feel the sensation in my loins doubling and redoubling.

And, just as I found myself being swept away by the bewitching sensation of being helpless and controlled, Echoux shifted her attention back to Thédia, and began to torment her female victim once again.

Echoux vigorously assaulted Thédia's unprotected flesh with her leather belt, causing the defenseless woman to begin squirming and shrieking in torment the instant the stinging assault began.

Thédia valiantly attempted to withstand the assault, however after half a dozen strokes, Thédia collapsed to the floor, a naked heap of sobbing, shuddering female flesh.

"Ah, Thédia," Echoux said softly, "I had expected better of you. You had seemed so eager to please me."

"Mistress," Thédia protested desperately, "I do wish to please you. I truly desire to earn your approval."

Echoux knelt gracefully beside Thédia's naked, sobbing form, and tenderly touched her arm. Then, in a voice that sounded as smooth and sweet as honey, she said, "That is very well, however if you truly wish me to be your mistress, you will need to improve your control, and your responses to my commands must become perfect."

I understood the fervor in Thédia's tone. Belonging to Echoux did more than stir up my loins into a fever of lust. Belonging to her also gave me a palpable sense of purpose. I have a notion that Thédia shared my feelings and wished to belong to Echoux for the same reasons that spurred me into obeying Echoux's every whim.

"I will improve, Mistress," Thédia insisted, "Tell me how to improve, and I give you my oath, I shall do whatever is required."

Of course, Thédia was required to endure more pain and suffering as part of the training she underwent to improve her control. For Thédia, each day brought more intensely painful punishments that she struggled to endure without being bound.

...

Thédia's training had no effect on rehearsals. They went forward with the same degree of vigor and efficiency as before. A public performance was expected soon, and our troupe of actors would have to be ready. Thédia was committed to entertaining the public, and she would not allow the quality of her work to diminish, not even if Echoux was training her to be a perfect slave-girl.

My own role in the theatrical production was greatly significant. I played the role of General Crise in the third act, and I was under a great emotional strain. Not only was I to be sexually violated, I was to be sexually violated in front of a crowd of thousands of eager spectators, for their entertainment.

Rehearsals did not prepare me for the harrowing emotional impact of thousands of staring faces, waiting impatiently to behold my humiliation when I was forcibly stripped naked and my body was crudely used for the sexual gratification of others.

My emotions were turbulent, and my legs felt unsteady as I trod across the stage. As an actor, I was to portray General Crise after he fled from a battle with the Jägerins. I wasn't to know that I was walking into an ambush by the Gitan. I was supposed to be agitated, yet also somewhat relieved, as I had escaped being slain by Jägerin soldiers.

For the third act, the stage had been bedecked with fabricated weeds, fabricated vegetation, concocted boulders, and a series of vertical columns that had been attended to with considerable care in an effort to make them greatly resemble forest trees. The full effort combined to make it seem as if I were trekking through the Darkwood Forest, rather than walking across the floor of a theatre's stage.

Several of my fellow actors were lying in wait, concealing themselves behind fabricated trees, fabricated weeds and concocted boulders. It was these actors who would soon leap from their places of concealment and sexually violate me. It was my responsibility to appear surprised when it happened, and thus I walked unsteadily across the stage and attempted to feign ignorance of where my attackers were lying in wait, or what fate was to befall me.

Before I had set foot upon the stage, I had been dressed in a replica of a Hegothian general's armor. It was composed largely of stiff leather, soft leather and cotton fabric; however, it had been painted and attended to take on the appearance of the sort of heavy armor that would protect a soldier impeccably in battle. My helmet was made largely of rigid leather, however to the audience, it would appear very much like it was composed of iron.

When I reached center-stage, I paused for a beat to glance out at the frighteningly large audience in their endless rows. It seemed almost beyond belief that this great a number of people were here to witness my humiliation. And just as that reverie intruded upon my thoughts, my fellow actors sprang from their places of concealment and their hands immediately took possession of me.

Acting became unnecessary as I responded on an instinctual level. I struggled as strong hands held me and began to rip off my garments. Four sets of strong hands held me tight and unceremoniously wrested my garments from my writhing body.

My helmet was ripped off and hurled across the stage, bracers were removed from my wrists and my weapons belt was grabbed and unbuckled. I was methodically stripped of every item that endowed me with authority or status.

With each item my fellow actors pillaged from my body, they gave out a victory-howl. Divesting me of my clothing and possessions was not sufficient humiliation for this performance. It was important that there be a vigorous and breathtaking spectacle to the event. Anon, Echoux, Leverette and Sympas played the role of savage Gitan barbarians quite admirably and I honestly felt as if I was a helpless victim in their clutches.

I squirmed and struggled as Anon and Sympas divested me of my breastplate, and soon I was wearing naught but a cotton loincloth. There were claps, laughs and shouts as I was handled and turned and jolted one way and another, allowing the audience to view my struggling, nearly naked body from a multitude of different angles.

Then Echoux produced a wicked-looking knife that shone as it reflected sunlight off the blade. In rehearsals the other actors had stripped the loincloth from my hips with their bare hands, however there had been mutterings that it was a slow and tedious process. Echoux had proposed the solution of having the loincloth sliced from my body with a sharp blade.

Echoux's dagger was large and quite sharp. I was fearful of what it might do to my flesh as Echoux used it to remove the last of my clothing from my body, and as I felt the cold iron of her blade against the soft flesh around my waist my breath caught in my throat.

There was a sound of tearing fabric, and suddenly my cock and buttocks were exposed to the boisterous crowd. There was a thundering roar of approval as Echoux held up the flimsy garment that had previously preserved my modesty, and then she tossed it in the general direction of the audience.

My cock was immediately hard and erect. As an avatar my penis was constantly being sucked, stroked, grasped and roused, yet, my cock was rarely ever permitted any sort of release. My cock was like a volcano that was constantly on the brink or eruption, yet despite all the boiling heat and ominous pulsing within, the eruption miraculously never materialized.

Leverette and Anon kept my arms pinned behind my back and swung my struggling nudity about the stage, placing my naked body on display and allowing the thousands of spectators in their seats to have an excellent view of my naked humiliation.

Anon, Echoux, Leverette and Sympas were all dressed as Gitan. They looked fierce and savage. They wore loincloths made of sewn deerskin and very little else. The area around their eyes had been smeared with kohl in a pattern that made their gazes look intense and made their faces appear nearly demonic.

Anon had also painted his nipples with kohl, making them black as pitch. Echoux and Sympas wore necklaces adorned with the teeth of dire wolves. All four of my assailants were clothed and adorned in such a way as to make them appear threatening and wild.

A long strip of leather was used to bind my wrists behind my back and then yanked up and tied to a thicker strip of leather that was bound around my throat. Once I was naked and bound is such a way as to make further struggles fruitless, Anon and Leverette guided my body around so that Sympas was positioned directly behind me.

Much like myself, Sympas was kept in a state of constant sexual need. His cock was painfully swollen and erect much of the time, just as mine was. There were few opportunities for an avatar to ever find release from their sexual distress.

This performance was one such opportunity. And the audience roared and cried out with approval as Echoux grabbed my blonde hair, yanked my head forward and forced me to bend at the waist. And while I was in this vulnerable position, Sympas removed his loincloth and plunged his cock into the tight aperture of my anus.

Before we had gone on stage my anus had been thoroughly oiled and all the male actors had had their cocks polished with some sort of oily fluid that made our cocks glisten. When Sympas thrust himself into the tight sheath of my anus I gasped, however having his impressive organ impaling me would have been far more distressing were his cock not so generously lubricated.

I shuddered as my tender anus was widened and abused. Sympas grasped my hips and slender waist tightly as he thrust himself inside of me. There was no gentleness to it, and he simply pounded his hard, swollen organ deep into my depths over and over. He was wild and unrestrained, much to the amusement of the crowds, who shouted in approval at the way he battered my tender anus and thrust himself mercilessly inside of me.

I knew Sympas couldn't buffet my poor anal passage for overly long. His cock had been abused much as mine had, roused and denied relief often, Sympas was certain to erupt inside of me within moments.

As I had predicted, Sympas's cock discharged his hot, molten fluids of me within mere seconds. I heard him gasp and pant as his thrusts slowed down and the last drops of liquid were milked from his erect penis. The audience applauded as Sympas slid out of me. Sympas then slapped my naked buttocks several times. My buttocks were already sore, and Sympas's slaps stung my naked flesh, however it was good theatre, and the audience was entertained by it.

And then Leverette loomed over me and turned me to face the audience in the central rows. He kicked my legs far apart and ordered me to kneel. Positioned in this way my painfully erect cock was shamelessly on display, and I felt my face flush feverishly hot. I had grown accustomed to the humiliations of having my naked body displayed for the entertainment of a handful of priestesses or a wealthy patron, however, it still felt strange and exotic to have my naked body shamelessly exposed for thousands of nameless strangers to gape at.

I was filled with humiliation as I knelt there with my legs spread indecently wide, however, my cock pulsed with unabashed spasms, eager for the touch of any stranger who would be willing to reach out and grasp it.

I had scant time to consider my feelings of shame and humiliation as Echoux soon stood before me with more long, thin strips of leather. She held them with malevolent intent, and I knew what she intended to be their purpose.

I attempted to calm my sense of fear, however, it took only the space of two heartbeats before Echoux sliced the leather strips painfully across my chest, making me wince, gasp and moan. She decorated my naked skin with stinging stripes of pink and red, striking my sensitive nipples with her cruel whip several times as she abused my naked flesh.

The more I suffered, the more boisterous the reactions of the crowds. Seeing my skin turn red and hearing my cries of pain was grand entertainment for them. They wholeheartedly approved of my naked humiliation and torment.

I writhed under the painful sting of Echoux's whip, however, my cock was painfully hard during the entire ordeal. My passions had changed dramatically during my time in Gran Admirus, and now I found the helplessness, the humiliation and the pain to be delicious.

When my chest was a riot of stinging pain and my eyes were welled up with hot, wet tears, the whipping ceased, however, the spectacle was not yet over. One of the actors stood behind me and held my head in his hands. He tilted my head up and I was forced to open my mouth and stretch my jaws far apart, as Anon removed his loincloth and prepared to thrust his eager cock into my waiting mouth.

Anon spread his legs and pushed his erect cock into my gaping mouth. I could see his flat, tight belly above me as I sucked upon his pulsing cock. Awkward gasping sounds escaped from my throat as I found it difficult to breath while Anon forced my mouth wide open and thrust his eager, swollen member into me.

I suckled Anon's cock exactly as Cesvalles had taught me in my long hours of training. I relaxed my jaw as Anon thrust into my mouth and sucked vigorously upon the head of his wet cock when he began to withdraw. By relaxing my throat and breathing in through my nose I was able to take in the entire length of Anon's penis, and I heard Anon gasp every time that I sucked hard at the swollen rounded tip.

Anon was able to stave off his orgasm for considerably longer than Sympas, however within minutes Anon's hot fluids spilled into my mouth and I was forced to swallow all of it. And even after I had swallowed all of the milk from Anon's cock, he remained in my mouth until he stopped spasming and began to become soft.

The crowd enjoyed seeing my naked body violated by libidinous barbarians and there were cheers and howls of approval from the front rows.

When the cheers and shouts died down, Leverette lied a leather leash to the front of my collar and forced me to stand. He then led me around on the leash, forcing me from one end of the stage and then to the other, forcing me to display my naked body from every angle he could imagine and allowing spectators to have an advantageous view of me regardless of where they had been seated. The crowds in nearest center stage, left stage and right stage were all favored with excellent views of my buttocks, my thighs and every other inch of my naked body.

My cock was so painfully erect that it did not even wobble as I was being led around the stage. It remained steadfastly vertical and refused to tilt either to the left or right. It was as if my cock had been chiseled from marble.

When Leverette dragged me back to center stage, Echoux and Anon joined us there. And even when Echoux vigorously slapped my erect cock with her hand, it was not enough to cause my cock to flinch. It remained steadfast in pointing directly towards the sky.


My arms were already bound behind my back and Leverette controlled me by the leash attached to my collar, however Echoux deepened my feelings of helplessness ever further as she and Anon laid hands upon me and dragged my legs wide apart. 

Echoux had carried onto the stage a throwing club that was sometimes used by the Gitan. It was perhaps fourteen inches in length and at its thickest point was almost as thick as my wrist. If a warrior was skilled enough, they could hurl a club like this more than fifty feet and hit their victim in such a way as to do great injury.

Echoux had devised a very different use for the throwing club, one which I began to suspect when I felt Anon's hands upon my buttocks, pulling them apart.

One end of the club had been rounded and polished with oils until the sunlight was reflected from its surface. It was that end of the club that Echoux thrust into my anus. Echoux then proceeded to rape me with her throwing club as roughly as I'd ever been raped by any man.

I rose up on the balls of my feet and gasped as Echoux thrust that thing into me again and again, violating me in front of thousands of enthralled witnesses.

The crowd went mad with boisterous shouting and unrestrained applause. Avid shouts of encouragement urged Echoux to continue violating my anus with merciless vigor. I gasped and whimpered, and tears welled up in my eyes as Echoux did their bidding, and she raped my tender anus without mercy.

I was naked and spread wide open for Echoux. Such a predicament is devised to make an avatar feel deliciously helpless and vulnerable, however, to be raped mercilessly by Echoux's phallic weapon made me feel far more vulnerable still.

According to Hegothian law, I was now the property of the Theatre Mistress, Thédia, however deep within my heart I felt as if I belonged to Echoux. I felt utterly subservient to her. I was completely helpless and vulnerable to the wooden thing that Echoux had thrust inside of me and found that helplessness to be delicious and exciting. That feeling of delicious helplessness made my swollen, erect cock throb with a passionate life of its own. The feelings of helplessness intensified as Echoux thrust ever deeper and more roughly into my sensitive core. I could not move my arms as they were bound behind me, still, I gasped and writhed, thrashing my head pointlessly from side to side and feeling sweat form on my naked and helpless body. I moaned and writhed as Echoux's wooden club rhythmically pressed on the sensitive spot deep within my anus, and I felt waves of intense sensation from that sensitive spot. I felt tremors pulsating throughout my loins every time Echoux buffeted that sensitive location, and my cock throbbed violently in response each time. The crowds reveled in my helplessness and cheered Echoux as she impaled me and caused me to whimper and pant. The vulnerability and helplessness I felt as Echoux raped me was delicious and I squirmed and reveled in my helplessness. My cock stirred as Echoux twisted and thrust her weapon deep inside of me and I gasped, feeling as if I were on the verge of an intense and humiliating orgasm.

However, before my twitching cock could erupt, Leverette yanked upon my leash and I was led unceremoniously off the stage with the intrusive, phallic club still jutting from my anus, shamefully reminding the boisterous crowds how Echoux had impaled me.

. . .

"The crowds adored you," Mistress Thédia proclaimed after the performance was over and all actors had vacated the stage, "They shall be counting the hours until you next set foot upon the stage."

"Your reactions were priceless," Echoux assured me as she wrapped her arms around me in a hearty embrace, "The emotions you projected were palpable."

All my fellow actors embraced me and lavished words of spirited praise upon my performance. I was suddenly a prominent performer in the world of stagecraft.

My performance art was much sought after, and the crowds became more enthusiastic and boisterous in the days that followed. It seemed that I was favored by the public, and celebrated for the beauty of my features, the shapeliness of my body and my expressiveness as I was stripped naked, abused and raped on stage.

My popularity grew every larger and it seemed that everyone in Gran Admirus wished to admire my performance onstage, however there was also controversy.

. . .

"We have had a visit from Fillesse," the Theatre Mistress explained to the assembled actors one morning, "and she has advised us that me must cease all future performances of The Capture of General Crise, else we will lose her patronage."

A heavy silence followed this announcement. Fillesse was the Theatre's most generous patron, as well as the daughter of the emperor. To lose her patronage would mean the ruin of us all. We could not afford to offend her sensibilities.

"Yet, the public is mad for this production," protested Alain, "Why is Fillesse's heart set against it?"

"It has to do with the pride of the royal family," Thédia explained, "General Crise may have been the most-inept general in Hegothian history, however, he was also of royal blood. He was the son of Emperor Royauté. And our patroness does not wish to see any member of the royal family stripped naked and sexually violated on our stage."

Discussion on the matter was declared closed and Thédia cancelled all performances and rehearsals for the next three days. It was declared that she and Echoux would be locked away, hard at work at writing a new play for us to perform.

While most of my fellow actors eagerly took advantage of this break, I volunteered to be locked away with Echoux and our Theatre Mistress to assist them on writing a new play.

"There's nothing you can do to help," Echoux insisted, "Now go and indulge yourself. Perhaps you should see what Alain wishes to do during this time. He would be glad for your company. He is quite smitten with you."

"He is quite smitten with me," I admitted, "however, he is soft and tender. My passions have transformed, and do not respond well to soft and tender. I respond to hard punishment and direct commands."

I adored Echoux and wished to remain with her. I wished to be cruelly tormented and punished by her firm hands and I knew that she adored punishing me, however, now was not the time.

"My adorable Jathan, what am I to do with you?" Echoux said as she stared deeply into my eyes.

"The Pretresse Theatre has a number of wealthy patrons who are very fond of Jathan," suggested Mistress Thédia, "They would treasure the opportunity to take him for a few days."

Echoux furrowed her brow and seemed to consider this. Then, she turned to Thédia and said, "He craves strict discipline and harsh punishments. Would any of them provide him with what he needs?"

. . .

Lady Grivois was a wealthy woman, who was always searching for new distractions and new entertainments. Her husband was part of a diplomatic delegation and spent much of his time in foreign lands. As such, she could engage in any erotic pursuits that she wished, and her husband need never know anything about them.

Rather than explain to Lady Grivois my intense desire to be helpless, humiliated and cruelly punished, Mistress Thédia created a polite fiction that would make it seem as if she was the one who wished me to be bound and subjected to cruel treatment and stinging punishments.

"His popularity amongst the city-folk has caused him to become arrogant, disobedient and prideful," Mistress Thédia explained, "It seemed prudent to strip him of his arrogance before he be allowed back onto the stage. Do you not agree?"

Lady Grivois gazed up and down my naked body, paying special attention to my thighs, my flat belly and my cock, which was incessantly and painfully erect.

"He is quite a beauty," Lady Grivois replied, "and I am in need of an amusing diversion. I would be delighted to be the boy's overseer. Leave him with me for a few days, and I shall teach him the error of his ways and force him to surrender his pride."

An agreement was struck between the two women, and Mistress Thédia returned to the Theatre. Of course, I was to remain behind so that I could be disciplined, subjugated and abused.

"Let us get a look at you, Jathan," the cold-eyed woman said when we were alone in the entrance hall, "Position yourself for inspection."

The clerics at the Opathic Temple had taught me how to stand for inspection. Obediently, I stood with my spine straight, my fingers laced behind the back of my neck, my elbows pulled back, my chest thrust forward and my legs well apart, leaving my painfully erect cock indecently on display.

"Well, your mistress believes that you are a discipline problem," Lady Grivois commented, "however, you seem quite obedient to me. Now, maintain that pose while I examine you."

The well-dressed woman examined my naked body at her leisure. She lifted my balls and held them in her hand, as if attempting to weigh them. Next, she circled her thumb and index finger around the thickest part of my cock, as if attempting to measure its girth. She used both hands to encircle the thickest part of my thighs as if attempting to measure them as well.

She examined my entire body like that, an intimate examination that seemed to take hours and left no part of my naked body unexplored. She probed my mouth, squeezed my buttocks and even inspected the soles of my feet. She spent a peculiar amount of time examining my nipples, pinching them, pulling upon them and painfully twisting them this way and that in an effort to find out just how swollen and stimulated she could make them.

She spent several minutes pinching the tip of my swollen cock and mercilessly tormenting the sensitive underside with the tips of her strong fingernails. I whimpered and panted as she abused the soft flesh of my cock in this way but attempted not to squirm. It would have been unforgivable if I were to break from inspection position without her permission, however, the way she tormented my cock made obedience an agonizing struggle.

And, when I had thought that Lady Grivois was finished with her examination of my naked body, she dropped into a crouch behind me and pried my buttocks apart. I gasped as I felt strong hands grasp my buttocks in a painfully tight grip, spreading them so that the pink, tender flesh of my anus might be intimately examined.

"So virginal," Lady Grivois said as she held my buttocks uncomfortably apart, "so delicate and darling. Your anus practically begs to be touched. Tell me, Jathan, has anyone opened this pink, delicate flower of yours yet?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, feeling my heart hammer in my chest and my face grow heated. My anus had been violated many times, however, I still felt helpless and humiliated every time I was touched there, in that secret, intimate place.

"And who was it that opened the pink, delicate anus of my naked youth?" Lady Grivois inquired, "Was it a man or a woman?"

I felt the hot air of her breath brush across the soft flesh of my anus and shut my eyes tightly and replied, "It was both, Mistress. I have been opened wide by both men and women."

"Intriguing," Lady Grivois said and then I felt a fingertip pressing firmly into the soft, pink flesh of my anus, "My lovely boy has been taken by both men and women. It fills my head with lively possibilities."

Lady Grivois did not elaborate, but merely crouched there, fondling my buttocks and probing my sensitive anus with her finger. My legs trembled, and I felt feverish with heat as I continued to stand in that vulnerable position with my legs spread uncomfortably far apart and my hands helplessly behind the back of my neck.

"I must make plans for you," Lady Grivois said finally removing her hands from my naked flesh, "Your nipples and anus are the perfect shade of pink. Your face is beautiful, and your buttocks are exquisite. You have such a lovely body for a boy, graceful and not too muscular, yet not too delicate. You have the most perfectly proportioned male body that I have ever gazed upon with my own eyes, and the thought that you have been taken by both men and women makes you all the more delicious and enticing."

Lady Grivois proclaimed that she must make plans for me, however, she did not seem willing to share with me what those plans might entail. I thanked her for her taking an interest in me and agreeing to punish me, and then I a firm hand was placed in the small of my back and I was prodded into marching from the entrance hall and into a much larger room, and then herded into the southeastern corner of the room and ordered to stare at the bare, white surface of the walls before me and clasp my hands behind my back. Lady Grivois left me there alone, and I was made to stand and look at the wall for a considerable time. I had endured far worse punishments and did not find this to be much of a burden to bear. I stood there for more than an hour, perhaps two hours, yet never considered moving from where I had been ordered to stand or turning my head away from the wall I'd been ordered to focus upon. Silent obedience was something that was taught to all avatars. When I had been standing a great deal of time and I my legs began to feel stiff and uncomfortable, I heard the sounds of somebody entering the room. Obediently, I remained in position and kept my gaze forward, even when I felt warm hands upon my nude body, grasping my wrists and crisscrossing rope around them, helplessly binding my wrists behind my back and knotting the ropes into strong secure knots that would take very competent hands to untie.

I knew myself to be helpless and did not complain. This was why I agreed to be brought to Lady Grivois's manor house. I wished to be helpless, vulnerable and punished. My heart pounded madly in my chest as I considered the many ways Lady Grivois might be cruel to me. My cock throbbed in anticipation and twitched slightly.

Had it been Echoux that made me helpless I would have enjoyed the experience even more, however, Echoux insisted that she had no time for me right now, and being helpless, humiliated and punished by Lady Grivois would have to do for the time being. The strong, competent hands that had bound my wrists then took hold of my body and turned me around, forcing me to look my captor in the face. I had expected that the hands that bound me would have belonged to Lady Grivois, however, when I faced my captor it was a much younger female. The female who had tied my wrists looked to be perhaps twenty years of age. Lady Grivois was perhaps twice that old.

Although, I did note that this younger female had a similar face. Her chin and her mouth were shaped with the same sort of soft curves that shaped Lady Grivois's chin and mouth. And when she smiled, she had the same sort of strong, white teeth with sharp canines. This woman could easily be Lady Grivois's daughter.

"I have been told that your name is Jathan," the attractive female said, "is that true?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, feeling very helpless because of my bound hands and my nudity. Then, adding to my feelings of helplessness, the girl grasped both of my nipples between her thumbs and her forefingers and began to toy with them.

"Oh my," the young woman exclaimed, "you are so well behaved! And my mother said that you'd been sent here because you were arrogant and disobedient!"

"I am here to be punished, Mistress," I replied simply. I did not wish to admit that Mistress Thédia had lied.

"Oh well," the girl exclaimed as she continued to toy with my captive nipples, "I suppose it doesn't matter. Perhaps you were arrogant, or perhaps Mistress Thédia is simply doing a favor for my family. Either way I'll be delighted to assist in punishing you. I've never had the opportunity to punish a male before, and you are quite a beauty."

The girl who had captured my nipples was named Oriana. She was Lady Grivois's eldest child and Lady Grivois gave her the privilege of tormenting me.

"I've punished females before," Oriana explained, "and I enjoy females. Punishing them has a certain allure, however, I've often thought that it would be delightful to punish a boy, especially a boy as adorable as you."

The enthusiasm in Oriana's voice was unmistakable. She was quite eager to see how much she could hurt me. Then the combination of excitement, nervousness and uncertainty about what was to come made me feel feverish with heat.

Oriana tightened her cruel grip on my sensitive nipples and used them to pull me forward. I was obliged to follow Oriana from that chamber and into another part of the manor house.

I was led into a room that appeared to be Oriana's bedchamber. My nipples had been very cruelly abused by the time I arrived there, however, Oriana was not finished with them.

"A female's nipples are quite sensitive," Oriana informed me, "I've grown quite adept at tormenting the nipples of female avatars, however, I've never had the opportunity to ply my skills on a male. Do you think that a male is apt to whimper and cry out like a female, when his nipples are punished?"

My answer to Oriana's question was quite unimportant. Oriana had no interest in my reply, she simply went to work, testing the sensitivity of my vulnerable, pink nipples.

Oriana began by gently tugging and pulling upon my nipples. However, when she became dissatisfied with my reactions she resorted to roughly twisting them. She yanked twisted and pulled, gradually increasing the intensity and the strength that she applied. Then she scraped the tips of her strong fingernails across the reddened and sensitive flesh of my abused nipples.

I gasped at the intense sensations that flooded through my body as my delicate nipples were subjected to Oriana's wicked and creative cruelty. I could well imagine that she had tormented the nipples of many female avatars in this way, and I was certain that those poor females were all reduced to throbbing pain, whimpering and hot, wet tears flooding from their eyes.

The throbbing pain in my nipples was acute, however the cruel abuse of my nipples also heated the desperate, throbbing need in my loins. As Oriana tortured my naked body, one agonizing wave of desire after another passed through me, causing me to moan and causing my cock to throb with hungry spasms.

"I'm so pleased to see the way you react to my ministrations," Oriana said when I whimpered, squirmed and tears began to well up in my eyes, "I was worried that a man might not respond in the same way as a woman. And if you weren't truly suffering, this wouldn't be nearly as entertaining."

And then, Oriana placed her beautiful mouth over one of my nipples and began to suckle the tender, pink flesh. Oriana couldn't see the way my cock reacted as it twitched and throbbed, however, she could hear the way I moaned as she sucked upon my sensitive, abused nub.

Her mouth was gentle at first, however I gasped when I felt her teeth close upon my abused, pink flesh. She bit into my sensitive, swollen pink nipple and pulled her head back with my nipple firmly between her beautiful, white teeth, pulling and stretching my delicate flesh. I moaned, and then she released my abused nipple from her mouth.

"I enjoy the sounds you make," Oriana confided in me, "It's delightful to listen when you when gasp or moan. I think I should like to hear a great deal more of that."

I stood there with my nipples throbbing in intense pain as Oriana gracefully made her way to the other side of the bedchamber. She rustled through some of her belongings on the surface of a small table and then she returned to where I stood, holding something in her hands.

At first glance it appeared that she was holding the sort of jewelry that women attach to their earlobes, however as she held them up closer to my face, I was able to see them much better and I realized what they truly were.


Souffrance clamps. 

The souffrance clamps are wicked devices made by the silversmiths in Gran Admirus for the purpose of cruelly biting into the delicate flesh of avatars. They are most often used on the nipples however, they are sometimes applied to the sensitive flesh of a woman's labia, or the soft flesh of a boy's scrotum. I groaned as Oriana approached me with two shining, silver clamps in her hands. The jaws of her clamps were wide open, and the thought of having those cruel, biting jaws clamped onto my tender, innocent nipples filled me with fear and trepidation. Obedience had been conditioned into me, I therefore stood motionless and awaited my fate as Oriana carefully positioned the souffrance claps over my nipples and then clicked the jaws shut over my sensitive, pink flesh.

I whimpered and panted as I felt the cruel jaws bite into my tender flesh and hot, wet tears moistened my face. Oriana seemed pleased with my reactions and then she asked me if I'd ever had souffrance clamps on my nipples before.

"Yes, Mistress," I responded through clenched teeth as my nipples throbbed with a cruel intensity.

"My, you are a treasure," Lady Grivois's daughter replied, "You knew how much the bite of these clamps would hurt, and yet you cooperated and allowed me to attach them to your nipples anyway. You seem far more well-behaved than my mother indicated."

"What could I have done to stop you, Mistress?" I said, "I am quite helpless. My hands are bound behind me."

Oriana leaned forward and kissing me passionately on the lips. The clamps on my nipples still hurt terribly, however, I was able to moan into her mouth as we kissed.

When Oriana broke from our kiss, she said, "I never bound your legs or your ankles. You could have run. You could have squirmed out of the way, however, you didn't. You obediently stood there and waited for me to hurt you."

I admitted that she was correct in this, and Oriana said that she suspected that Mistress Thédia lied when she said I was disobedient.

"I cannot say anything disrespectful about my mistress," I told Oriana, "It is forbidden for an avatar speak disparaging words about anyone that has authority over us."

"Perhaps," Oriana said, "however, I do not believe that you were disobedient. It seems impossible that you would misbehave. You've acquiesced to me so easily and have been so perfectly obedient."

I nodded in agreement with Oriana and she returned her attentions to my naked body.

The throbbing pain in my nipples was both cruel and delicious at the same time. The more pain that stabbed through my sensitive, inflamed nipples, the more my cock throbbed with a need that seemed to permeate every part of my feverish, naked body. Reaching between my thighs, Oriana captured my swollen erect cock in her grasp and squeezed it slightly. Then she twisted my pulsing cock while brushing her fingers across the wicked clamps that were tormenting my nipples.

My cock pulsed in her tight grip as she twisted it vigorously, a powerful wave of desire resonated through my loins, taking me to the edge of a potent orgasm. My legs trembled, and I moaned in anticipation of my impending reward, however, Oriana took her hand away from my cock before it could erupt into orgasmic release.

"When I punished female avatars, I always kept them in sexual distress," Oriana explained, "It seems fair that I should treat you in much the same way. Would you agree with that, Jathan?"

It was an impossible question to answer. Should an avatar disagree with a free woman, it would be considered an insult, however, should I agree with Oriana, I would be encouraging her to keep me in sexual misery and never allow me relief.

Another agonizing wave of desire passed through me, heating my loins and causing my cock to jerk in great, desperate spasms, however I replied, "If that seems the most prudent course to you, Mistress, I believe that is the way you should treat me."

"Oh, Jathan," Oriana enthused, "you are adorable."

Her words were friendly and cheerful, however she chose that moment to roughly yank the silver jaws of the clamps from my abused nipples. I gasped as the pain to my nipples sharply and suddenly increased. I stifled a scream of unbridled anguish however, I could not keep myself from panting and whimpering as the suffering in my poor, abused nipples was greatly enhanced. As the blood rushed back to the abused flesh of my poor, unfortunate nipples, they were subjected to burning agony.

"You are a great delight to punish," Oriana enthused, "Your reactions to the pain are quite fetching. If I were your mistress, I would never loan you out to anyone. I would keep you by my side always."

Oriana found my beauty, my obedience and my cries of pain to be charming and delightful. And she seemed to be even more creative than the priestesses when it came to devising ways to punish an avatar.

One of the ways that Oriana had devised was to take a simple brush, the type used for scrubbing floors, and to use it upon my naked flesh. The stiff bristles of such a brush will never break the skin, however when used to scrub the sensitive flesh of my poor, tender nipples, or the head of my swollen cock, they would sting like an army of wasps all assailing my poor, innocent flesh at once.

I danced and writhed under the painful sting when those bristles assaulted my sensitive skin and I made desperate sounds of distress. Oriana felt that writhing and cries of misery made for great entertainment and she scrubbed my naked flesh until my throat was raw from screaming and the tender skin of my cock and nipples were both unbearably sore.

When Oriana finally ceased tormenting my cock and nipples with her wicked brush, my face was wet with the multitude of tears I had shed. I was still sobbing when she pulled me close to her and insisted that I was her "sweet boy" and that I had brought a great happiness and merriment into her life.

At first, Oriana held me intimately close and allowed me to rest my head upon her shoulder while I shed my tears, however, she eventually raised my head up so that she might meld her mouth to mine and kiss me amorously on the lips.

. . .

When Oriana tired of hurting me, I was ordered to kneel. Punishing my cock and my poor, defenseless nipples had left Oriana in a sexual fever. She stripped off her tunic and her loincloth and ordered me to use my mouth to satisfy the throbbing need in her loins.

My own loins were throbbing with need, and a sizeable dollop of thick fluid had formed on the head of my cock, however, Oriana made no mention of providing the sexual relief that I so desperately needed.

"My mother was very kind," Oriana said as I licked at the folds of her swollen labia, "She could have kept you to herself for the three days you were loaned to us, and never given me an opportunity to use you."

I raised my head up from between Oriana's widespread thighs and said, "Perhaps this is evidence that your mother loves you."

Oriana swung a long, thin leather strap and it snapped painfully across my left thigh and buttock, a reminder that my mouth should be put to use lavishing attention on her pubic lips, not conveying my opinions.

"I agree," Oriana replied as my tongue once again attended to her slick, pink nether lips, "and the polite thing to do would be to share you with her before you must be returned to Mistress Thédia."

Maintaining balance while I knelt before Oriana's sex was awkward. My wrists were still bound behind the small of my back and the more I used my mouth upon her pink sex, the more she squirmed and wiggled her hips.

"If that is your wish, Mistress," I said, raising my head again, "share me with your mother."

My left buttock was stung again with a much crueler blow from Oriana's leather strap, and I obediently lowered my head to her loins once again.

"I also have a brother," Oriana said as I methodically licked the area around her clitoris in a slow circle, "He has had female avatars before, however, he has never had the opportunity to slake his sexual appetites with a male avatar. I know he would enjoy using you."

This time I made no comment and instead ran my tongue gently across the surface of Oriana's swollen clitoris. I was capable of learning and being conditioned.

"My brother is the same exact age as you," Oriana continued, "he is nineteen. As he is the same age and gender as you, he would understand your body far better than I. Perhaps that would make him more cruel than mother or I."

I knew that my bare buttocks would pay the price if I raised my head, or attempted to respond to her words, I therefor kept my face between her legs, and I clamped my mouth to her sex.

I forced my tongue deep inside of her and savored her taste. Within seconds, Oriana seemed to lose the power of speech and her pelvis rose up off of her chair and her hips bounced and writhed. She cried out as she was overcome with a powerful wave of pleasure as her orgasm finally swept through her body.

Despite her writhing, my mouth remained between her thighs as I continued to lick at her hard, swollen clitoris and her sensitive labia.

At some point the sensation provoked by my mouth and tongue became too much, and Oriana pushed me away. My wrists were still bound securely behind my back, and without my hands to support me, I fell onto my side and rolled onto my back.

I laid there and stared up at the ceiling, my legs far apart and my poor, abused cock, hard and erect and aching to be touched.

I listened to the sound of Oriana's labored breathing as she recovered from the crushing orgasm she had just experienced. I was forced to wait patiently, however, at some point Oriana's panting ceased and I heard her exclaim, "My adorable Jathan, my adorable talented slave-boy, I must share you with someone, else I shall die of libidinous pleasure."

I heard her let out a sigh, and then she inquired, "But to whom should I loan you?"

After Oriana had used my mouth and my tongue to bring her to several vigorous orgasms, she declared that she must share me with another member of her family, else she would continue to use me, and at some point, die of the libidinous pleasure that I provided.

Once she had made her decision, she summoned two family servants and instructed them to wash and groom me. Once I was groomed, they were to use aromatic oils to polish my buttocks, my thighs, my balls and my cock. They were also to make certain that my anus was thoroughly oiled.

"And once you have completed those tasks," Oriana said, "Take him to my brother. Tell my brother that he may use him if he likes, and he may whip him if he thinks that he needs it."

These instructions did not shock or surprise the household servants in the least. They had had avatars in the household before and it was no surprise to them how avatars could be used and punished at the whims of people like Oriana's brother.

One of the servants was male, the other was female. The female washed and groomed me. The male lubricated my anus and polished my cock, balls and my thighs. Of course, my cock was throbbing and painfully erect the entire time the servants went about their duties.

The male servant oiled his fingers copiously with a sweet-smelling, greasy ointment and smeared it across my vulnerable anus before plunging his fingers inside of me and oiling my rectum.

He did this several times, twisting his slick fingers around inside of me, touching me in sensitive places, making me moan and shudder as he did so.

"Must you use so much?" the female servant asked as she watched my anus being lavishly oiled.

"I have seen the way Fievre uses avatars," the male servant replied, "He is remorseless and unrelenting. This one will be grateful for the amount of lubricant that I have used."

"Fievre is also infamous for using the whip and the strap on avatars," the female servant replied, "What shall you use to protect his skin from the stinging scald of the lash?"

The male servant seemed to have no true answer to that and simply said, "It is the will of Opathia that avatars should at all times exhibit evidence of a sound whipping. Who are we to question the will of the gods?"

. . .

The servants escorted me into a great hall, that was illuminated by the same esoteric, curious sort of glowing orbs that the priestesses used to illuminate their living quarters. The glowing orbs gave the room an eerie sort of light and cast long menacing shadows.

There were shelves along the walls, and most of the shelves supported marble statuettes, carved into the likeness of attractive, nude, young men and women, restrained in helpless, malevolent bondage. The artistic carvings were somewhat suggestive of what might transpire in this room.

"We must restrain you before Lady Grivois's son will see you," the female servant explained, and I was led over to the device that would restrain me.

It was a pillory. A heavy wooden yoke had been securely mounted onto a wooden post. The three holes that had been cut into the heavy wooden yoke were of a perfect size to hold my neck and wrists.

"You will bend over, and place your wrists and neck in the indentations," the female instructed while the male servant lifted the top half of the wooden yoke.

My obedience and surrender were total. There were no ropes or chains restraining my limbs. The only thing that prodded me into obedience was my own submissive nature.

Without a murmur of complaint, I dutifully bent over at the waist and gently laid my neck and my wrists in the waiting holes. Once I was properly positioned, the servants then lowered the top half of the wooden yoke, locked them both firmly together, and imprisoned me helplessly in the pillory.

Bound in this way, my buttocks were especially exposed and vulnerable. No doubt Fievre wanted me to be bound this way for that very reason.

Naked and bound, with my buttocks indecently on display, I felt my heart thudding wildly in my chest. I was young, sturdy and resilient, however, even a lad of nineteen may find it taxing to be mercilessly tormented, raped and whipped by a cruel master.

Oriana had warned me that her brother would be more wicked than she, however, she was sparse with the details.

The servants left the room and I was left naked and alone to await whatever fate Oriana's brother had in mind for me.

Silence and solitude were not my friends. The longer I was left to wait, naked and bound, the more fearsome and terrible I imagined Fievre would be when he finally arrived. By the time twenty minutes had past, I was certain that Fievre must be some unkept, foul, hulking, sadistic, brute, and that I had made a horrible mistake in coming here.

In a panic I struggled against the wooden yoke that held my wrists in place, however, the thick, ancient wood held firm. I was unable even to make the wood creak or shudder.

When Fievre at last arrived in the room, I was taken aback by his physical appearance. Rather, than an unkempt, hulking brute, Fievre looked refined and polished.

Fievre had a youthful face with soft lips and bright, intelligent eyes. He had a full head of hair with golden strands falling either side of his youthful face. He wore naught but a small loincloth and had a powerful ribcage with smooth skin pulled taut across it, a concave belly and the line of his ribs merging with his hipbones.

I thought he looked too boyish, inexperienced and young to be cruel, although I did see the swell of his cock clearly pressing against the thin fabric of his loincloth.

"Jathan," the slender youth said as he leisurely circled my helpless nudity and viewed me from a variety of different perspectives, "I saw you perform when you were on stage at the Pretresse Theatre. You were beautiful on stage; however, I must confess, you are even more of a delight when I am gifted with the opportunity to view you from a distance of mere inches."

"Thank you, Master," I replied as he continued to slowly circle me and assess my naked body.

"Your legs are exquisite," Fievre commented as he stood behind me, "You should become a dancer, after your service to the goddess is completed. Any dancer with your exquisite legs and adorable face would fast become the favorite of the patrons of the performing arts in this city."

Fievre stopped circling me and placed his hands upon my thighs. I could feel his hands glide across my naked flesh.

"Lady Ghislaine trains and manages a troupe of dancers for paid performances in the city," Fievre said as his hands explored the flesh of my thighs and calves, "All it would take is a word or two from me and she would be eager to take you on as one of her dancers."

The way I was locked into the pillory, I couldn't see what Fievre was doing, however, I could feel his hands as they drifted away from my thighs and then took possession of my buttocks.

"Of course current social convention insists on skallari dancers wearing a loincloth while performing on stage," he said as his hands grasped my buttocks and squeezed them like ripe fruit, testing them for firmness, "It seems a shame to cover up a body as delicious as yours, however, social attitudes are changing. Within a few years it may be acceptable for skallari dancers to perform fully naked on stage. Of course, I will press for Hegothian laws and attitudes to change with all due haste. Does that sound to your liking, Jathan?"

Avatars are rarely asked for their opinion, so I was caught by surprise when Fievre inquired after mine. It sounded as if he wished me to validate his preferences, so I replied, "Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."

"You are quite adorable," Fievre said as thumbs and fingertips continued to press into my buttocks and feel every inch of them, "however, I note a distinct lack of color in your buttocks and your thighs. Did my sister not whip you?"

"No, Master," I replied, "Your sister was quite pleased with my behavior. She could find no disobedience or other faults for which to punish me."

"My sister is a foolish girl," Fievre exclaimed, and then suddenly he smacked my buttocks sharply, "Your bottom is exquisite! It was made to be whipped! My sister fails to understand these things. A naked slave with such a splendid backside should be whipped often. When there is a field of red and pink stripes across the buttocks of a well-formed slave, it makes them look much more delicious and enticing. She should never wait for a slave to disobey or misbehave before whipping them. She should do it just to add color to their flesh."

Then, he wandered away from my backside and into my line of sight. He made his way over to a shadowy corner of the room and picked through a few objects that were laid out upon a shelf.

"This will color your backside nicely," Fievre informed me as he held up a long, thin, cruel-looking leather whip, "and cause exquisite agony."

I had no doubts that he spoke truthfully about the leather whip he held in his hands. I had been whipped by priestesses, acolytes, devotees and even other avatars. I had become something of an expert on the scalding pain that could be caused by leather straps, whips and other items of punishment. This one looked quite wicked.

Fievre then set that whip down and held up a different one. This one was much shorter than the first and the lash was nowhere near as thin.

"This one will allow me to hit my target with greater accuracy," Fievre informed me, "It doesn't sting as much, however it allows me greater control."

He set that whip down and rummaged until the found another whip of interest and held it up where I could see it.

"This is an equestrian whip," he explained, "It was designed for the purpose of stinging the buttocks of a horse, and making it run faster, however, I sometimes enjoy using them on the backsides of naked avatars."

I squirmed at this announcement and struggled against the yoke that held my throat and my wrists. The equestrian whip looked more painful than the first two and I felt a sense of dread that Fievre might use it upon my vulnerable backside.

Then Fievre moved liquidly and spun around, snatching up one of the whips as he moved. He made his way back behind me once again where I couldn't see him, and I shuddered.

"Have you ever seen a public whipping before, my dear Jathan?" my captor asked, and he began to massage my bare buttocks as he spoke.

"No, Master," I replied, and my legs began to tremble in fear and trepidation.

"It is an amazing spectacle," he informed me, "We don't have them much anymore. We have become too civilized. However, once upon a time, public whippings were more common than drunken sailors."

Fievre rested his hand on the small of my back and then began to elaborate.

"When I was a youth there were scores of crimes that called for the miscreant to be publicly whipped in Châtiment Square. I could watch both men and women writhing and dancing under the painful sting of the whip. Of course, the culprits were stripped naked first. It would be foolish to allow them to wear any sort of garment that might protect their skin from the sting of the lash."

Then I felt the smooth leather of Fievre's whip gently stroking my bare thighs and buttocks. It was little more than a caress however, I knew it would only be a short time before Fievre used his whip to rain down sharp, stinging blows on my unprotected flesh.

"It was grand entertainment for a boy to watch as naked outlaws were suspended above a stage, stretched taut and made helpless for the whip. And then, the way that they twisted and writhed and cried out as the whip reddened their skin was erotic and delicious."

I had grown fully attentive to Fievre's words and thus was taken by surprise when he stopped speaking and rained down more than half a dozen blows upon my taut buttocks. My estimation that Fievre seemed too young and innocent to be cruel was rapidly laid to waste.

The searing blows from Fievre's leather whip delivered bright explosions of pain to my naked buttocks, and I reflexively writhed and stamped my bare feet in response to the bitter, excruciating pain.

"You see?" Fievre inquired, "The way you dance and writhe under the whip is delicious. It makes you far more alluring and delightful than if you were just to stand there and offer your naked body to me."

I reflexively twisted my hips and stomped my feet as the sharp pain of the whip scorched my bare buttocks again and again. The agony bore by my innocent flesh doubled and redoubled. Fierve seemed pleased by the way I recoiled, squirmed and cried in pain as he abused my bottom. He encouraged me to continue.

"The way you twist and struggle in a vain attempt to avoid the whip is a great part of what makes whipping an avatar such splendid entertainment," Fievre commented, "If you just stood there impassively, it would steal a great deal of the delight out of my endeavor."

I sucked air in through my teeth and gasped as Fievre decorated my taut buttocks with a collection of stinging stripes. I would have been unable to cease my twisting and writhing even if I wished to. Fievre's merciless assault upon my innocent buttocks provoked a spontaneous response that would have taken a heroic effort to suppress.

As if to prove the truth of my opinion, Fievre's whip cut vehemently across my innocent buttocks four times in rapid succession and I mindlessly stamped my bare feet, as if such a useless action might somehow mitigate the agony of my unearned punishment.

"I lament that you cannot see your own muscular bottom, Jathan," Fievre remarked as he paused briefly in thrashing my taut buttocks, "It becomes more delicious and as I add more color to it. By the time I am finished it will be exquisite, an irresistible temptation!"

Fievre was quite dedicated to bringing my buttocks to the appropriate color. I squeezed my eyes shut tight and recoiled in agony as my cruel captor delivered another dozen swift strokes, aiming for the center of each taut cheek, six on one side, six on the other. I cried out in pain until my throat was raw, yet the whipping continued.

I sobbed uncontrollably, and my legs trembled as Fievre calmly made his way to the corner of the room, set his whip down on a shelf, and selected another whip with which to continue my punishment.

"You look lovely," Fievre assured me, "however, we are not finished yet. We cannot stop until we have that bottom and those legs in good color. If you were my slave, you would begin every morning with a sound whipping, just to make certain that the color never truly faded."

Then he removed his loincloth and his bobbing, impressive erection came into view. It seemed larger now than when he first entered the room. I wondered if it had grown larger as a result of punishing my backside. Some of the men in Gran Admirus became excited at when they inflicted physical pain upon others and their cocks grew much larger as a result.

"Take it into your mouth," Fievre insisted, thrusting his cock towards my face and holding a whip in his hand.

I opened my mouth wide, displaying my total obedience. Fievre grasped a handful of my hair and forced his cock all the way in, to the hilt, prodding the back of my throat and nearly choking me. The boy raped my mouth, forcing his erect organ in until my mouth was filled, and I was forced to suck air in through my nose in order to breathe.

And while my buttocks throbbed with scalding pain and my mouth was cruelly gagged by Fievre's hard, swollen cock, Fievre confessed that his desire to be cruel was not limited merely to avatars such as myself.

"I take great joy in whipping pretty slaves like you, Jathan," he said as he filled me all the way to my throat, tears welled up in my eyes and I struggled to breath, "however, even more delicious than whipping a pretty boy like you, would be if I could see my sister stripped naked in Châtiment Square, bound and made to dance, struggle and writhe underneath the sting of the whip."

I was unable to reply, as I was choking on Fievre's invading cock, however I didn't think that Fievre was supposed to desire to have his sister whipped. Even in Gran Admirus, this seemed to be a violation of social custom.

"I have attempted to bribe a handful of local inquisitors to alter documents and show my sister guilty of a whip-worthy offense," Fievre confessed as the head of his cock repeatedly thrust against the back of my throat, "however, Gran Admirus has a surprisingly large number of honest government officials. It seems that no matter how much gold I offer, no one in authority is willing to assist me in having my sister whipped."

As Fievre continued to rape my mouth he explained what an exquisite event it would be if his sister were whipped in front of the entire city. He insisted that such a public punishment would help to cure her of her arrogance and intractable attitude.

"She also has very splendid buttocks that she selfishly keeps hidden from the eyes of her admirers," Fievre complained, "At a public whipping they would strip her naked in a public square and her naked body would be on display for all to see and admire."

Fievre was still speaking of his sister's exquisite thighs and buttocks when his cock erupted, and his fluids spilled into my mouth.

It seemed a horrible violation that Fievre had a vigorous desire to see his innocent sister stripped naked, publicly humiliated and punished in front of hundreds of her fellow citizens, however, I was a naked and helpless prisoner at Fievre's mercy. I was not responsible for whatever sickness existed between Fievre and Oriana. I was naked and locked into a pillory with no means to escape. There was nothing I could do to repair the troubles that plagued this family.

I rapidly abandoned my musings about Fievre's unhealthy relationship with his sister when Fievre disappeared behind me and my hindquarters exploded into agonizing pain once again.

"Aaaiighhh," I exclaimed and began to dance and writhe once more as Fievre punished my innocent naked body. Soon all thoughts were banished from my mind, save for red-hot pain.

I was utterly without thought or dignity as my hips weaved and my legs kicked and danced gracelessly. Fievre's whip caught me across the soft, sensitive areas where the lower curve of my buttocks met my thighs. Fievre cruelly targeted perhaps a dozen or more stinging blows at those areas, deliberately bringing my innocent body to such agony that I sobbed and writhed mindlessly.

I whimpered and cried out in misery as Fievre mercilessly assaulted my naked flesh, and yet my cock remained as hard and painfully erect as it had ever been. It bobbed and danced as my hips writhed and bounced, however, it never wilted.

When my master paused in lashing my backside, my legs trembled, my calves tensed, and I sobbed uncontrollably.

"Your bottom is in good color, Jathan," Fievre informed me, "however, your thighs are looking a little pale. I think perhaps, some work needs to be done there."

And with that, he spanked my thighs furiously until the backs of my legs were a tempest of scalding pain. I danced and writhed and struggled against the wooden yoke that held my upper body helpless, however, my struggles did nothing to protect my naked body from the whip. The solid wood and iron of the pillory prevented me fleeing or raising myself up. The only task I could manage was to raise my legs up on the balls of my feet and shift my buttocks from side to side, an action which only succeeded in providing entertainment for my tormentor.

"It is quite a performance you put on for me," Fievre said as he paused in tormenting my young, naked body, "It is a shame no one else is here to witness it! The way your exquisite legs cause your perfect bottom to sway and bounce! It is a delicious spectacle!"


There was a flurry of scalding lashes across both of my legs. There was no pattern to them, they simply fell across the vulnerable backs of my naked thighs and left me whimpering and gasping in pain. I raised myself up on the balls of my feet, squirmed, jumped, recoiled and writhed, however, I was helpless to avoid any of the blows that my master aimed at my innocent flesh. 

Eventually, the punishment of my innocent hindquarters ceased, and I felt hands grasping at my poor, abused buttocks, provoking my already inflamed bottom into even greater extremes of searing agony.

The hands grasping at my sore, reddened buttocks pried them apart, and this made me feel even more defenseless and exposed.

"Those buttocks look sweeter now," my master assured me, "A little color always makes a naked avatar's shapely buttocks and thighs even more enticing. Such a sweetness it adds to an already tantalizing treat."

I whimpered as Fievre's hands pried my raw, tender buttocks apart and then felt fingertips pressing insistently against my anal opening. Fievre had already made me helpless, however my heart pounded madly with renewed feelings of helplessness and vulnerability as those fingers forced themselves into my anus.

I gasped as the fingers speared me, probed deep and then twisted around inside of me. I whimpered and struggled vainly against the wooden yoke locked around my wrists and neck as the fingers began to work deeper and more vigorously inside my sensitive orifice.

"Your anus is tight," Fievre commented, "almost virginal. If you were a free citizen of the city, I'd be gentle with your tight, little anal orifice, however no one is ever gentle with avatars, now are they?"

When Fievre had raped my mouth with his cock, it took no longer than two, perhaps three minutes before he exploded into my mouth, however when he raped my backside, it seemed that his cock took ten times as long to erupt into orgasm. I had no way to judge time as he thrust his swollen, invading member into me. Perhaps it took as long as an hour.

He speared his swollen, throbbing cock deep into my tight, virginal rectum, filling me violently. His imposing weapon was forced inside me, until I could feel its entire length prying me wide open.

Fievre's cock assaulted my tight passage, and my heart was filled with a momentary sensation of helpless panic. I was naked, bound and suddenly impaled on my master's imposing cock. The muscles deep within my rectum reflexively attempted to expel the invading phallus, however, Fievre's thick, invading lance was more than equal to the task of defeating my body's feeble defenses.

My chest heaved, and I sobbed uncontrollably as Fievre eagerly thrust himself deep inside of me again and again. The young master raped my backside with youthful enthusiasm and athletic vigor. His merciless thrusts forced me open again and again deep enough to hurt. And while his relentless cock drove itself deep inside of me, roughly invading again and again, his thighs smacked against my raw, stinging backside with every thrust.

As the cruel, unrelenting youth raped my backside, my young chest heaved, and tears came splashing down my face. My young, naked body was grand entertainment for him, and my tears did nothing to stop his thrusts into my tight passage, or to lessen his enthusiasm.

. . .

Much later, Fievre tired of assaulting my tight anal cleft, and a young, female servant set me free from the pillory.

The female servant had fair skin, dark hair and eyes like polished onyx. She was slender and delicate-looking, however, the cruelties I had endured in the custody of Lady Grivois's children had left me bone-weary, drained, limp and unresisting. I was without any sort of will or spirit. The servant-girl could inflict whatever humiliation upon me that she wished, and I would not oppose her.

Rather than dispensing further abuse on my slender, naked body, the servant guided me into a good-sized chamber, illuminated with enigmatic glowing orbs, carpets of a deep brownish-crimson color, chairs made of dark exotic hardwoods and a table that held a pitcher and basin for washing.

The servant instructed me to stand near the table with my hands clasped behind the back of my neck and my legs spread apart. I felt a sense of humiliation standing naked before her with my legs spread apart and my cock fully and humiliatingly erect. She could not have failed to notice my exposed and painfully erect penis, however she seemed neither surprised nor concerned. It was as if encountering naked youths with painfully tumescent cocks was a commonplace experience in her life.

The servant-girl proceeded to wash my naked body. At first her gentle hands felt comforting as she took a wet cloth from the basin and used it to stroke my weary shoulders, my arms, my chest, my back and the soles of my feet.

The girl held no malice towards me and was attempting to show kindness, however when she smoothed the wet cloth across the sore flesh of my abused buttocks, it rekindled the throbbing pain that Fievre had inflicted there, and the series of welts and redness that crisscrossed my bottom blazed with renewed intensity.

I squirmed and gasped when the girl touched me there, and the girl made awkward apologies.

"I'm sorry," I girl proclaimed emphatically, "I do not intend to hurt you. It is only my intention to wash you and treat your injuries with healing ointments."

I nodded to the girl and inquired, "You were ordered to do this by Lady Grivois?"

The servant-girl answered in the affirmative and I told her to continue bathing me. I felt no enmity towards the girl, and I did not wish for her to meet with Lady Grivois's ire or suffer difficulties as a result of disobeying Lady Grivois's orders.

Fievre had left almost a dozen stinging welts across my poor buttocks and across my legs. The servant-girl attempted to be gentle as she washed my enflamed backside, however, every soft touch of her wet cloth and feminine fingertips caused my sore and stinging flesh to ache even more keenly.

"I do not wish to see you suffer," the girl said as she gently smoothed her wet cloth across my abused buttocks in a tender circular motion, "however, it is the will of the gods themselves that avatars be punished and molested by those that the Opathic Church deems suitable."

"It is not your fault that I suffer," I assured the girl, "My fate was set long before I met you."

And when the girl applied healing ointments to my punished buttocks, I gasped at the touch of her fingertips.

I recoiled at the touch of her fingertips and had to tell her to continue with her work before she would touch me again. The girl was quite gentle and kind. She seemed averse to hurting anyone.

With a great deal of hesitation and reluctance, the servant-girl rubbed more ointment into my poor, abused flesh. She worked it into my reddened buttocks and into my thighs. The entire area that Fievre had crisscrossed with stinging, red-hot pain was eventually coated with cold, soothing ointment. The girl then gave me something to drink and instructed me to lie upon the bed and regain my strength.


A PUBLIC WHIPPING

In sum total, I spent three days incarcerated in Lady Grivois's manor house. During that time, Lady Grivois herself made use of my skills, and her daughter availed herself of my naked body twice more. My services were much valued.

And; on the third day; soldiers came to Lady Grivois's manor house and announced that they were there to arrest one of her children.

I thought for certain that this boded poorly for Oriana. Fievre's spirits were visibly lifted when he heard that the soldiers were there to arrest a member of his family. I had presumed that Fievre had finally found a corrupt government official and at long last, his dream of seeing his sister arrested was to come true. Fievre's thoughts seemed to mirror my own.

However, fortune did not favor Fievre that day.

Much to Fievre's shock and disappointment, the soldiers had not arrived to arrest Oriana.

It was announced that an inquisitor had went to the tribune of Gran Admirus and swore out a complaint against Fievre for attempting to bribe a government official. The tribune was not amused that Fievre had attempted to bribe an inquisitor, and he ordered the young man's arrest almost immediately.

When Fievre realized that the soldiers were there to arrest him, his visage transformed from a look of youthful enthusiasm to one of fearful hopelessness.

Fievre came from a family of wealth and social status, so, when he was arrested it became a story of great interest. Everyone in the city with a tongue to speak and ears to hear, was enthusiastically talking about Fievre's arrest.

I was sent back to Mistress Thédia, and the Pretresse Theatre, however news soon reached me anyway about Fievre's fate.

"Many of the merchants are closing their shops," Dienne enthusiastically told the other actors in our troupe, "Also many of the priests and priestesses are closing their temples for most of the day. Half the city intends to be in the square so that they can watch when Fievre is punished."

"Everyone wants to be there," Alain agreed, "It's going to be grand spectacle. Even those who fail to be there will be claiming to have witnessed it. People will be telling tales about it for years to come."

"Fievre is a pompous, spoiled child," Gaston added, "He has offended a great many people in this city. There will be hundreds who he has aggrieved, that attend merely to see him humiliated. They will consider it to be retribution for all the pain and annoyance he has caused."

"I would not mind seeing him punished," Dienne added, "He has been quite a vexing young man. He is terribly presumptuous, especially in his dealings with women."

"He thinks that women should shed their garments and spread their thighs the minute he so much as gives them any notice," agreed Sylveur.

It came as no surprise that the actors in Mistress Thedia's acting troupe wished to be in the square when Fievre was punished. The whole city wished to witness the spectacle. Why should the actors of Gran Admirus be any different?

It seemed that Mistress Thédia wished to see the arrogant youth punished as well. And on the day of the grand event, Mistress Thédia was there, just a few yards from the stage. Dienne, Sylveur, Alain and all of the actors and actresses of Thedia's acting troupe were there as well. Dienne was overcome with enthusiasm. She was throbbing with anticipation, waiting to see Fievre finally penalized for his arrogance and wrongdoing.

I was awash with a sea of competing emotions. As an avatar, I had been conditioned to be passive, obedient and subservient. It was unseemly for an avatar to wish for a free person to be whipped or humiliated, and yet, Fievre had plotted to have his sister come to harm. I had no desire to see Oriana come to harm. Perhaps I should have simply been glad in that Fievre's arrest and punishment would save Oriana from being unjustly humiliated, stripped and publicly disciplined.

There was a long wait, and the crowds grew restless during the interim.

As I was a lowly avatar, I was brought to the square naked. Because of my nudity, bored spectators were tempted to reach their hands out to touch me, to fondle my buttocks, pinch them or even spank them. My wrists were cuffed behind me, joined to the back of my collar with a short chain, thus preventing me from protecting my bottom. My bondage made me vulnerable, that combined with my nudity emboldened spectators to squeeze my buttocks, slap them or pinch them as they waited for the main entertainment to begin.

Mistress Thedia's other avatars were all naked and bound in a manner like mine, however, they were not all as vulnerable to pinches and slaps as was I. Echoux had used my body to shield her backside, standing in front of me, intimately close, on occasion rubbing her shapely buttocks against my swollen cock.

Nyme was likewise using Anon's body as a shield to protect her from the crowds. Anon stood directly behind her, his naked body pressed profoundly and guardedly close against hers, protecting her naked flesh. Pitiless spectators would pinch Anon's firm, boyish buttocks or spank them sharply, making them sore and driving them into reddened state, however, he dutifully stood guard over Nyme's backside and kept it safe from the crowds.

However, the crowds lost interest in the exposed bodies of naked avatars like myself when military drums sounded, announcing the arrival of a group of soldiers escorting a prisoner.

A large group of soldiers at last brought Fievre to the square, and the crowds cheered in approval.

Fievre's expensive clothes had been taken from him and he was wearing a prisoner's tunic and his wrists were locked in iron shackles. He looked distraught and defeated. All signs of arrogance had been stricken from his face.

There were wooden stairs that led to the top of Châtiment Square's large, wooden stage. The soldiers directed Fievre to climb those stairs and to stand near the towering gibbet which seemed to dominate the scene.

"Stand there," a soldier ordered Fievre, and he was made to stand upon a milking stool directly below a dangling leather chain which hung, suspended from the gibbet.

Fievre was surrounded by soldiers and the square was filled with spectators. Even without the shackles on his wrists, he was helpless to disobey. Even if he attempted to escape, there were greater than a hundred eager hands ready to grab him and drag him back to his place upon the stage. Fievre obediently stepped up upon the stool and his shackles were removed. His freedom was short-lived however, as a soldier climbed a few rungs up the ladder that was propped against the gibbet and bound his wrists to the leather chain that hung above his head.

The soldier then stepped down from the ladder and moved it well out of the way, thus allowing the crowds a better view of the wrongdoer who was soon to be punished.

There was a resounding blast of trumpets that filled the air, and a hush fell over the assembled crowds. Most of the spectators were there for low, vulgar entertainment, however, the soldiers insisted that their voices be heard and that their views upon the subject be recorded in the minds of the city's residents.

A tall, imposing soldier stepped in front of the miserable prisoner and unrolled a large scroll, holding it up proudly. so that the crowds might take notice of it.

"Fievre, free citizen of the Hegothian Empire and resident of Gran Admirus has been found guilty of the crime of attempted bribery! The inquisitors of this city are expected to be honorable and law abiding! With his attempt to bribe an inquisitor, Fievre has attempted to violate and despoil the Emperor's system of government and sink this city into injustice, lawlessness and chaos! It is the judgment of this city's government that Fievre be brought to Châtiment Square, so that the good people of this city may witness his punishment as he is hung by his wrists, stripped naked, and whipped until it is determined that he has been sufficiently disciplined for his crimes!"

A cheer of boisterous approval went up from the crowds, and Fievre squirmed and twisted as a soldier abruptly yanked the milking stool out from underneath his bare feet.

The youthful Fievre looked even more helpless and panicked when he was hanging by his bound wrists and he was dangling free, above the stage.

And while Fievre dangled helplessly, a soldier came forward, grasped Fievre's flimsy tunic with both hands and with a vigorous display for force, tore the tunic open and shredded the garment until it was nothing more than a sad pile of rags lying upon the wooden stage. The very same soldier then grabbed the thin fabric of Fievre's loincloth and proceeded to tear that asunder with a violent show of strength.

Fievre gasped at the sudden and violent way means by which his naked body had been exposed to the crowd, and then there was a deafening roar of approval from the mouths of hundreds of spectators. The entertainment they had been awaiting so long had finally begun.

The crowd reveled in Fievre's helplessness and humiliation, and they were even more delighted when one of the soldiers escalated Fievre's torment by stroking him roughly between the legs and plumping his pendulous balls. Fievre's face became red and his eyes developed a pleading look as the soldier roughly clutched at his cock and pulled and twisted it until it was blatantly, humiliating erect.

One woman in the crowd of spectators explained to another that this was traditional in a public whipping, as it added to the humiliation of the wrongdoer who was being punished. She also called attention to the fact that Fievre's pubic hair had been removed and trimmed to the point where there was almost nothing, thus leaving Fievre's genitals blatantly exposed.

"They do this to all those who are publicly whipped," said an older woman to the others who had been talking, "It serves to make the prisoner's mortification greater and far more memorable."

Several people in the crowd nodded in understanding. Fievre had an impressive cock of extraordinary size, however, no man or woman possessing dignity or self-respect wishes to have their genitals placed involuntarily on display before a crowd of gaping beggars, merchants, laborers, soldiers, commoners, priests, scholars and nobles.

There were barefoot people dressed in rags scrutinizing the entirety of Fievre's young, slender body as he was stripped naked. And those poor souls stood shoulder to shoulder in camaraderie with soldiers, military officers, sailors, merchants and wealthy aristocrats wearing imported silks and linens.

Sailors, courtesans, widows, merchants, beggars, foreign visitors and the noblemen of the city were all joined in solidarity as they ogled and mocked the naked prisoner. For this one, brief, shining moment, everyone in Gran Admirus felt united, as they all had had someone they could look down upon.

And while the spectators busied themselves discussing Fievre's public humiliation, the punishment corporal marched onto the wooden stage and was handed a cruel-looking leather whip.

Punishment corporals were common in both prisons and military fortresses. They were the ones tasked with inflicting punishments on deserters, mutineers and a variety of criminals. They had an extensive education on how to use many different types of leather whips, straps and tools of punishment so that they could inflict excruciating pain without causing the victim to suffer serious injury.

A hush fell over the crowd as they anticipated the first blow of the whip on the prisoner's naked skin. They waited intently, with hunger in their eyes.

The punishment corporal swung his leather strap with expert aim and the sound of the strap cracking across Fievre's bare bottom was loud. It seemed to fill the entire square. Then Fievre's slender body recoiled from the sudden pain and he cried out in distress.

His head jerked back, and he screwed his eyes shut tight as he screamed and gasped. Suspended, naked and helpless, he danced, thrashed and writhed as the corporal's leather strap stung his naked skin. He twisted to the left, to the right and kicked his legs out at nothing, however none of his gyrations were effective in evading the corporal's wicked, stinging whip.

Fievre's buttocks rapidly reddened under the attentions of the corporal. The sound of leather cracking against his bare skin resounded again and again as Fievre twisted and squirmed miserably.

The crowds were enjoying Fievre's anguish immensely and shouted out words of encouragement to the man employing the whip. The punishment corporal was only too willing to continue inflicting punishment on Fievre. And when Fievre's buttocks were quite red, her proceeded to mark Fievre's thighs and calves with stinging red stripes as well.


The crowds intently watched Fievre's struggles and enjoyed his cries of pain and helplessness. It was a grand spectacle for all that were fortunate enough to witness it. The young prisoner's legs kicked, his chest heaved, and tears splashed down his face as the wicked leather strap made loud smacking blows and one stinging crack after another sliced across his thighs. 

By the time the punishment corporal was finished whipping his helpless, naked penitent, Fievre's voice was hoarse from crying out, his face was slick with the scores of hot, wet tears he had shed, and his face was almost as red as his backside.

The corporal stepped away from the shuddering, sobbing form of the naked prisoner, and another soldier stepped forward. This one grabbed Fievre by the thigh, pulled his leg away from his body and then took a phallic-looking black rod, and shoved it between Fievre's tight buttocks, pushing the rounded tip roughly into Fievre's anus.

And with a deep, booming voice that resonated across the entire square, the soldier called out, "And does this foolish stripling think that he shall be attempting to bribe any government officials after today?"

Fievre's voice was tremulous, however he spoke loudly enough that his words were audible when he said, "No, sir."

Then, the soldier laughed, and in a firm, boisterous voice replied, "That's a good boy! Of course, if you go back to your wicked ways, we can always bring you back to the square and whip you again!"

The laughter and shouts from the approving crowd were deafening.

Fievre was broken, defeated and utterly without pride, without will. He had been humbled and stripped of his arrogance. His boldness and resolve had been extinguished, however, the authorities of this city were not yet done punishing him for his misdeeds.

When his wrists were released from their bondage, and his feet touched the ground once more, two soldiers approached Fievre with chains and leather restraints. Fievre was utterly without will at this point and allowed the soldiers to bind him again.

They buckled a leather collar around his throat and his wrists were cuffed behind him, joined to the back of his collar with a short chain, thus preventing him from touching or covering his buttocks. Then a longer chain was attached to the front of his collar, which was then utilized to force Fievre to walk forward, as if he were an animal on a leash.

"Is it over?" a man in the crowd asked, "Are they returning him to his home?"

"They will make him walk down Calvary Road," explained a matronly woman in an impressive cloak and a pale gray tunic, "He will be forced to walk like that all the way to Market Square."

"That's over two miles from here," Dienne replied to the woman, "What is the purpose of making him walk all the way to Market Square? What could they do to him there, that cannot be done here?"

"It is a further form of humiliation," the matronly woman replied, "As he is led, there will be thousands of spectators to ogle his nudity, jeer at him, and point him out to their children as an abject lesson."

"The entire city will remember his humiliation for many years to come," Gaston added, "And Fievre will carry around an agonizing memory of this day for the rest of his life, as his fellow citizens will not let him forget. Too many of them will have been witnesses to what has transpired."

The soldiers led Fievre away, slowly. And as they made him walk past crowds of gawking spectators, I took note of his reddened buttocks.

Fievre's buttocks were exquisite. I had never noticed it before, however, he had slender hips, exceptional thighs and in between were firm, boyish buttocks that looked almost sculpted in their perfection. Yet, I had never took note of the extraordinary shape of his buttocks until after he had been whipped.

Fievre was correct in his pronouncement that a crisscross of red and pink stripes across the naked buttocks and thighs makes the flesh appear much more delicious and enticing. Fievre's backside was exceptional well-reddened and I could not take my eyes off his punished bottom as the soldier tugged on Fievre's leash and forced him to walk down Calvary Road for the amusement of the crowds.

I suddenly agreed with Fievre that it would have been delicious and grand entertainment if he had succeeded in having his sister in Châtiment Square.

His sister was an innocent in all of this, thus I was glad that she hadn't fallen prey to Fievre's scheme. Yet, if I were honest, I would have to admit, Oriana had exquisite legs and her buttocks were even more beautiful and pertly shaped than her brother's. If she were to be stripped naked and her skin reddened, the crowds would be even more enthralled by her naked body, squirming over the stage, than they were by watching her brother.

It was wicked and indecent to be entertained by the helpless writhing of a bound, naked victim, applauding as their skin is reddened and they're whipped into a frenzy of mindless, screaming agony, however, this city is a wicked city and the customs of these people are not decent.

And I vowed to remain in this city forever.

There was now a darkness in me. I adored being controlled, cruelly punished, forced to display my naked body for others and luxuriated in the sweet shame of being examined and fondled by strangers. I also adored took pleasure in watching Fievre's reddened, naked buttocks as he was forced to walk past crowds of gawking spectators.

I belong in this city now.



AUTHOR’S NOTE


Thank you for reading The Slaves of Gran Admirus.  I hope you enjoyed it.


If you can spare a few minutes to write a review online that would be great, and if you have any questions, comments or suggestions on how to improve my writing, please feel free to email me at dennispaul6000@yahoo.com
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