
        
            
                
            
        

    
Amara Haynes, professor of anthropology, gazed appraisingly over her freshman introductory class, eyes peeled for the next tender young woman who would serve as her slave. Tall, black, and voluptuous, age 45, with a wide spreading Afro hairdo, she was of powerful dominant orientation and her “gaydar” was infallible. She could detect a latent lesbian with one look in the subject’s eyes. As her eyes passed over the class her eyes homed in on petite, flaxen-haired, blue-eyed Julie Miles. Their eyes locked for just a moment and Amara knew Julie better than she knew herself. Amara mused silently as she felt a wet warmth and a pulsing tingle between her comely thighs.

“Ahhhh! What a darling little vanilla treat! She will be the next to serve me!” Julie’s fate was sealed.

Though already 20 years old Julie was enrolled in the intro course out of intellectual curiosity that had developed during her first two years of school. She loved learning but had yet to settle upon a major course of study. Amara Haynes was a renowned anthropologist who had done field research worldwide before settling down to teach at the university. Her reputation drew Julie to take this course. Most people were puzzled by Amara’s willingness to teach introductory students but it was thought to be proof of her humility and devotion to learning. Her real motives were a dark secret closely held.

When Julie’s eyes locked with Amara’s for just that moment a gamut of feelings flashed through her. There was a twinge of fear at first, a feeling of being naked and vulnerable, but, at the last Julie felt her own warm tingling within her loins. It left her breathless for just a moment and from then on through Amara’s lecture Julie’s eyes were riveted upon her. And there were a few more moments when Amara’s eyes met hers with the same result and she left class feeling wetness in her panties.

Julie was a small-town girl, a farm girl, living far from urban sophistication. Her life was sheltered, her high school graduating class had only 50 students. She was a pretty thing and subject to frequent male advances but they left her cold. Yet, she wanted to seem “normal” so she dated and accepted invitations to school dances and the prom. What always unsettled her was that warm wet between the thighs she felt in the locker room and showers after gym class in the company of her naked female classmates. It confused and scared her a bit but the idea she might be a “lezbo” was unthinkable. It was the same feeling she had under Amara’s riveting glance.

Lezbos were spoken of with contempt and loathing in her town, just as were “homos”. They were thought to be denizens of the corrupt and evil cities and colleges far away. Julie even shared these beliefs, too naïve to suspect herself. And yet she also yearned for escape from her stultifying small-town life.

Julie was bright and studious. But college seemed out of reach, her family being poor farmers. Nevertheless, she applied for admission to several colleges. Her diligence was rewarded one day when a letter arrived telling her she was not only accepted but was awarded a generous scholarship meant to help excellent students of modest means. She rejoiced in her coming escape.

Amara drove home at day’s end a bit faster than usual because of the hot throbbing itch Julie had sparked between her thighs. But she was enjoying the fierce burn of her lust, knowing blessed release was assured upon her arrival. All the better to feel the flame of desire when it’s heavenly quenching was assured.

Arriving at her elegant Georgian home, she drove around back to enter its underground garage. She all but ran from the garage to the great room where the fragrance of lovingly prepared dinner filled the air.

Kneeling before her black leather recliner were her two naked and lovely young slave girls, Kiku an exquisite little Japanese doll and Fay, a darling ginger-haired thing. Each had hair cropped short and had nipples pierced with rings from which a heavy weight was suspended from a golden chain. And over each little pussy was a golden wire cage, held in place by rings pierced through the labia and secured by a small padlock to prevent self-pleasuring.

Amara rushed between them to plant her foot on the seat of the chair while hiking up her black leather skirt and parting her legs wide. Her slaves went to their duty with no words needed, Kiku burying her face in Amara’s dense nappy thicket to caress her lady parts with loving tongue while Fay nuzzled her way deep between her ample nether mounts, probing with her tongue to find her mistress’s anus and slither her tongue in deep.

Amara shuddered and gasped as she felt the two tongues upon her, grabbing each slave by the hair in a fierce grip and forcing them hard against her pubis and between her cheeks. She twerked her pelvis, panting as spittle flew from between her clenched teeth. Orgasm came swift and sure. She quivered, convulsed as the waves of ecstasy commenced, giving voice to sounds of ferocious delight and celestial release. Her legs failed her but her dutiful worshippers were at the ready. Each grasped a thigh in her arms and they guided her to slump gelatinous in the chair. Then they knelt before her again to await her next command.

She beamed at the two sweet beauties who had abandoned all to devote themselves to serving her. Then she stood and waited patiently while her two slaves undressed her. Animal naked she settled into her chair and gave command.

“Now where’s my dinner girls?” Both slaves all ran but left to fetch her repast, grimacing as the cruel weights hanging from their nipples brought pain. But there was no complaint. They knew their suffering pleased their mistress and suffered willingly. Kiku fetched a wide board to place across the arms of Amara’s chair to serve as her table. Fay brought in a tray bearing the crown rack of lamb and rice pilaf, and also a bottle of red wine and a glass. She poured a glass full and went to her knees beside Kiku. Amara pulled the lever that extended the recliner’s footrest and without needing to be told her slaves went to licking her feet.

Amara fell to ravenously, eating her fill. Never one to deny herself any pleasure she gorged shamelessly, never mind her hefty figure. She sighed in contentment as she looked over her prized possessions, utterly devoted to serving her pleasure. It was axiomatic among the Mistresses of the League that owning two slaves was an absolute necessity. Only then could a mistress be assured of enjoying two tongues at once (TTAO), the one act that never failed to bring orgasms that satisfied to the depths.

Amara was a “gateway mistress”; one who seduced and trained slaves for the League. Her job at the university gave her access to a pool of the kind of tender young morsels of woman-flesh preferred by the membership. She was not alone at the school. Marta, a professor of the Spanish language, a short, buxom, and voluptuous raven haired, chocolate skinned beauty was her co-conspirator and devoted friend.

There was a rotation of slaves. Fay had been seduced and enslaved two years ago and Kiku just the last school year. Fay was to be sold at the League district annual auction soon after Julie was seduced and enslaved. There were numerous other gateway mistresses who had well trained slaves to put up for sale. The purchasers were members of the League who were too busy to seduce and train slaves. They were women of wealth and power willing to pay high prices. The district encompassed the New England states and the state of New York. A dozen slaves were to go on the block at this year’s event. The annual auction did much to supplement Amara’s modest salary and give her the lifestyle to which she had become accustomed.

Two weeks into the course Amara assigned a brief essay to be written and turned in. After reading and grading Julie’s essay she gave her an “A+” Though good, it wasn’t really that good but the process of softening up had begun. Julie was thrilled when her essay was handed back to her in class and when the lecture ended Amara, wasting no time, beckoned to Julie to come and talk to her before leaving.

Amara smiled at her beaming, showering praise on her. Julie blushed and tears came to her eyes as the wet between her thighs soaked through the crotch of her jeans. Amara proceeded with the seduction.

“Julie, you show great promise in the field of anthropology. I would love it if you would come over to my house this evening to see my collection of artifacts and antiquities. And you can stay for dinner. Have you found a favorite restaurant yet? We can order delivery.”

Julie nodded, unable to speak, thrilled that the woman she had come to idolize would give her this honor.

Amara wanted the seduction to proceed apace but was patient and experienced. The evening would be devoted to good food, good wine and pleasant conversation meant to lower Julie’s guard. She had frightened away other young prospects when younger by moving too quickly.

Julie summoned a Lyft at six o’clock and arrived at Amara’s fifteen minutes later. The tender juicy steaks and big baked potatoes were already on the table along with abundant red wine. Amara drew Julie out, urged her to confide and made her feel they were kindred souls. At ten o’clock they parted with a warm hug. Julie was squishy between the thighs on the ride home, excited, confused but with no inkling of what was to come.

A week later they spent another evening together but when it was time to go home Amara walked Julie to the door and leaned in to hug her. Julie returned the hug and Amara pressed her mouth to hers and invaded it with her long tongue. Julie drew back at first but then there was surrender and their two tongues caressed for minutes.

But the time was not yet right and Amara broke off the kiss, smiled at her and tenderly said good night. Julie’s legs were wobbly as she made her way to the Lyft car and the wet ran down the insides of her thighs. She lay long in bed that night fighting hard against admitting to herself what she truly was, but in the end the truth proved strongest and she lapsed into waking dreams of Amara and touched herself. Sound and blessed sleep, filled with wild dreams of her newfound Goddess, came in the wake of her ecstatic release.

Amara knew their third tryst would bring the moment of truth and she wasted no time. She invited, or rather commanded, Julie to come over for dinner the very next night.

Amara answered the door wearing a black silk robe tied off at the waist with nothing underneath. She steeled herself against forcing Julie to her knees then and there and pulling her face into her moist throbbing pussy. Instead, there was first dinner and abundant wine.

After the meal Amara took Julie by the hand and led her to her recliner. With a sweeping motion she cast aside her robe and settled into the chair leaving Julie standing with mouth agape. Amara spoke in a well-practiced tone of command.

“Take off your clothes Julie! I want you naked!”

Julie’s eyes glazed over and trembling hands went to unbutton her blouse as if driven by a will not her own. The blouse hit the floor beside her, soon followed by her bra. She kicked her shoes off and dropped her jeans to her ankles before kicking them aside as well. She hesitated over her panties, giving a timorous glance to Amara who gave her an impatient glare. The panties dropped to her ankles and she kicked them onto the pile of clothes lying beside her, then stood animal naked for inspection.

Amara gazed rapt at the perfect porcelain doll on display before her, perfection in miniature, barely five feet tall, with lovely curvatures and plump pert breasts, a whitish golden curly triangle at the convergence of her thighs. Her breathing hastened; her heart pounded as she gave the next command.

“Get on your knees now Julie!”

Julie’s knees seemed to buckle unbidden and she dropped to kneel an arm’s length away as Amara raised and parted her legs, draping her ankles over the arms of the chair to exhibit herself bold as could be. She saw Julie’s eyes rivet between her thighs.

Julie had never known the sight her own sex and had only seen the pubic triangles of her schoolmates in the locker room. What lay deep between the thighs of woman was a hairy mystery. Her eyes widened as she drank in the revelation before her, the dense nappy black wedge that trailed down between the legs, framing the long, ragged coal black labia parted slightly, showing the hot pink within. And then down below was the ebony vortex, twitching and puckering as if in anticipation of some rare delight.

Amara watched as fear first showed in Julie’s eyes but then morphed to mezmerization. At the last there was a licking of the lips as a look of hunger came to those deep blue eyes. Julie leaned forward with tongue extended but Amara grasped her hair and held her back.

“Do you like it Julie?”

A tremulous and breathless reply: “Yes! It’s so beautiful! I never knew…”

“Do you want to taste me?”

“Yes! Please! Oh please!”

“That’s wonderful dear and it makes me very happy. But first there is something you must understand and accept of your own free will. At the first taste of me you will fall under my spell and be irrevocably enslaved to my will. You will remain here with me from that moment on and I will teach you to give me pleasure and to obey and serve me in every way. If you can accept this I’ll delight in the touch of your sweet tongue upon me. But if you cannot make this commitment you must leave now and we will never be together like this again.”

She released her grip on Julie’s hair, eased back in the chair, and waited. Moments later she felt her new slave’s first taste of her, a tentative and trembling lapping of the tongue up the length of her oozing slit. Then the second taste was filled with passionate hunger and limitless desire to please. She let Julie explore her pussy as she would, feeling her tongue plunge into the cavern of her vagina and slither about, sending shivers through her, then taking her labia between pursed lips and running them up and down along each one, wriggling her tongue as she did so, bringing moans of delight.

The room spun around Julie as she leaned forward for the first taste and her nostrils were filled with Amara’s feral perfume. She ran her quivering tongue up the ragged oozing slit, gathering in its amber ooze and a craving was born, making her next taste go deep into the salty cavern to cast her tongue about, cup it, gather in a mouthful and swallow. There was a burst of joy in her bosom when Amara shuddered and moaned in growing pleasure. She unleashed the worshipful passion that blossomed within.

Amara felt Julie’s epiphany and could bear not a moment longer without release. She knew she had stumbled upon one who would come to be a very special slave who would give unrivaled pleasure to her and the Mistresses of the League with whom she would be shared. She took Julie by the hair and guided her up to where her pulsing pink berry awaited, gasping a command.

“Lick hard now!”

The sweet supple tongue caressed her firmly with a lateral motion, prolonging her progress toward crescendo, sweet torture through pleasure, until the brink was reached and fallen over. A supernal surge like none she had known before raced through her body from her core to her extremities as a primal shriek was torn from her depths as her body tensed and the world morphed to a pink haze. Then her bones seemed to go to jelly and she lapsed into sweet semi-consciousness, slumping slack in the chair, drifting on a cloud. Amazed at the quality of the orgasm this young thing had given her she looked forward to pleasures she would know when Julie was paired with another slave to give her TTAO.

After long moments, her body firmed and the world returned to focus. She looked down and her eyes met Julie’s as she knelt there with eyes wide, an adoring look in them.

“Did you like it…Mistress?”

Amara’s heart melted and no words sufficed. She reached out and took her tiny new prize in her strong arms and held her close against her big breasts. Then she composed herself and set Julie back down on her knees. She put her guard back up lest her new slave might become presumptuous.

“That was very nice my sweet slave. But we are just getting started. You will give me much more pleasure this evening, and you will get your share too if you continue as you began.”

She eased back in the chair, again lifting her legs to drape them over the arms and expose herself before giving further instruction.

“Look down to my bottom Julie.”

Julie turned her eyes to Amara’s lower orifice.

“You must lick me there now. Show me that you know your place and that you truly love me. I will want to come again eventually and when ready I will let you know.”

A limitless desire to please had come over Julie and she buried her face in Amara’s crotch, nose up her vagina as she put her tongue to the wrinkled vortex, finding it a lightly soiled but liking it the more for that, knowing her willing abasement would show proper worship to the Goddess who had come to rule her life in just a few short minutes. She felt the orifice tighten at first, then open and flare as Amara pressed down to bring her tender rectal tissues in reach of Julie’s tongue. She was in need of cleaning deep within and Julie felt a thrill at this sweet degradation. Pleasing her Mistress had already become her sole purpose in life.

Amara lost herself in the blissful rapture only perfect rimming could bring. She marveled at her new slave’s absolute worshipful submission to this act. Most new slaves showed some hesitancy about it and some forcing was needed. Her body cried out for release long before usual. She took Julie’s hair between thumb and forefinger and guided her upward toward her waiting, throbbing clit as she murmured a command: “Stick your finger where your tongue was!”

She felt a tiny finger go into her, barely felt, so she commanded Julie to add a second. That sufficed and she felt the tingling connection between clit and anus that would enhance the orgasm soon to follow. And follow it did, and soon, shattering her again, launching her to the moon and melting her.

Once she recovered it was time for Julie’s pleasure, the pleasure necessary to utterly enamor her. There would be much of it tonight, multiple orgasms. But as time went by that pleasure would be ever more grudgingly rationed and finally bestowed only on rarest occasions. The giving of unreciprocated pleasure was the prime duty and sacrifice of the slave.

Amara lifted Julie by the armpits, rose, turned around and set Julie down in the recliner. Then she went down on her with Julie’s ankles resting on her shoulders. The little nookie was the most delicious she had ever tasted. Julie came quickly and hard under Amara’s practiced tongue, crying out her thanks as she writhed in the throes of a multiple orgasm.

Then it was time for the facesitting 69 with Amara on top. She picked Julie up again and laid her face up on the thick soft aubusson rug that lay before the recliner. She stood with Julie’s head between her feet, looking along the length of her exquisite little body, then lowered herself to kneeling, pinning Julie’s arms to the floor, holding her pussy just above her face. She wanted her own pleasure first and decided to make a game of it:

“Make me come fast sweety if you want to breathe!”

Julie lay on her back, gazing upward along the length of Amara’s legs at the big nappy cunt that had so suddenly become the center of her universe. It came down inexorably toward her upturned face as Amara lowered herself to her knees, then hovered just out of the reach of her tongue. She heard Amara’s words and it descended, engulfing her face in its oozing lushness, cutting off all light and air.

She could think of nothing to do but lick, casting her tongue about everywhere, hearing her mistress’s moans of delight. But breath became short and she knew she had to find the clit and serve it hard and fast. Heedless and remorseless, Amara pressed her full weight down. Julie found the pulsing orb and set tongue to it in desperation but already lack of air brought fading consciousness. Her body thrashed and kicked by reflex. Just before the total blackness fell Amara lurched and shuddered and filled her mouth with the liquor of her pleasure. But Julie passed into the blackness not knowing if she was to see light again.

Amara lifted herself from Julie’s face, anxious, fearing things might have gone too far and she had snuffed the life from her. Such a waste it would be of this special little thing. But Julie would not have been the first to perish under her big sucking snatch. A mistress could so lose herself in the rapture of the facesit there was always that danger and one dear sweet little ebony thing who had shown much promise had never emerged from the dark. That had been early in Amara’s “career” and she had learned to be more careful. Being a hefty woman made self-control all the more necessary. 

But soon Julie gasped and regained wakefulness. Amara’s cunt still hovered above her face and she raised her head to plant tender kisses upon it. Amara felt them and was moved to tears. Life would be sweet indeed from that day forward.

Then it was time to 69. Amara laid herself over Julie and pressed her face into her sweet little golden cunt while pressing her own big sex down on Julie’s face. They tongue-loved each other with passion, coming as one over and over until they could come no more. Amara was limp and languid in her satisfaction and lay with her bulk pressing down. Julie was deliriously enamored, in utter surrender to the longing she had suppressed her whole life. Nothing had ever brought such joy as that surrender and she resolved, as she lay beneath her mistress, she cried out that she would do anything to please her. Little did she know what “anything” would mean.

They fell asleep as they lay there, the sunlight coming in the widow awakening them. Amara rose to her knees with her cunt above Julie’s mouth and informed her of what was to be a regular morning duty.

“Open your mouth sweet thing! I have a drink for you and then you can say good morning by making me come. Don’t spill on my fine rug unless you want a whipping you will never forget.”

With full faith in Julie’s total submission, she released the golden torrent. Her new slave rose to the occasion, guzzling down the pungent flow with a thirst born of her newfound love. It subsided to a trickle and then stopped. Knowing her duty now with certainty she reached with her tongue to caress her mistress with passion in the places she knew to please. Her reward was a mouth-filling gush of the juice of Amara’s ecstasy. It too was swallowed down with thirst.

Then, Amara’s anus pressed down on her lips and she knew to give tongue love there too, straining to probe deep. After some minutes of moaning in sweet rapture Amara offered her clit again and took her pleasure. Then she rose, helped Julie to her feet and ordered her to make morning coffee, then settled into the recliner.

A few minutes later Julie brought her a steaming cup. But Amara just stood and ordered her to follow. Her pleasure horse was across the room in front of a window that gave a view of her well-tended and luxuriant backyard garden. It was Amara’s habit every morning to drape herself over the horse and receive sweet rimming from a slave until nature took its course. There was a small table in front of the horse and she had Julie lay her coffee cup on it next to the tablet she would often use to email other mistresses and shop online while enjoying her slave’s adoring tongue upon her anus.

But the morning rim job required a show of ultimate submission. Amara settled over the horse and took and took a deep drink of the strong brew. Her ass was held in offering and she thrilled when her sweet new slave fell to her knees behind her and went to work with her tongue without needing to be told. But the ultimate test was not long in coming. Another few drinks of warm coffee and Amara felt the movement within her.

After a few pleasant spasms she felt the turd opening her orifice. Julie drew back at first when she felt and tasted it but Amara was firm in asserting her dominance.

“You told me you would do “anything” to please me slave! It is time for you to prove it! Accept and swallow what comes from me! Prove your love!”

Julie hesitated just a moment but then was overcome with feelings of devotion and longing to please her newfound goddess in any way she might command. She circled her lips around Amara’s hole and reached out to caress her shapely cheeks with both hands, signaling her submission. Amara let nature take its course, feeling the tip of the long stool pass her portal. And it passed smoothly, inch by inch as Julie swallowed it down. Amara’s heart swelled as she felt their two bodies working together to complete this selfless act of love. It was a long and satisfying movement and she sensed its leading tip was already in Julie’s stomach before its trailing end left her anus. She loved that sensation most of all.

Amara was well pleased at how quickly Julie had proven her limitless submission. But there was an urgent matter that needed attention. Julie was never again to be seen by anyone other than the Mistresses of the League. Her disappearance needed and explanation for her family and the police. There were several subterfuges employed by the League for this purpose; The elopement to parts unknow, the fake abduction, the fake accidental death with no body to be found, and the fake suicide, again with no body to be found.

Amara chose the last one. She had Julie send out a suicide note via email. Recent heavy rain had swelled a local river to a raging torrent. There was a high bridge nearby on a little traveled road with no security cameras. Julie’s purse with phone inside was left lying by the rail.

Then began one of the most enjoyable times in the life of a gateway mistress, having three slaves to serve her. Julie had yet to be fully trained and Fay wasn’t due to be auctioned for a month. That meant a chance to enjoy three tongues at once, one tongue serving the pussy, the other two on nipples or feet depending on Amara’s mood.

Some of the wealthier mistresses kept harems, half a dozen slaves or more. Amara would have liked that but it was her duty as gateway mistress to provide well trained slaves for the league so she limited herself to just two slaves.

Julie, along with eleven other newly trained slaves, was to make her “debut” on the same night as the auction. Her nipple and labial rings would be implanted then and her chastity cage installed. Amara left Julie uncaged and continued pleasuring her but less and less as the days passed. Eventually her pleasure would cease all together except for when her mistress might feel she deserved some reward. Such times were few and far between and many slaves never enjoyed orgasm again.

Julie’s training went smoothly and it seemed her disappearance had been explained to the satisfaction of the authorities. But then one evening as Amara was enjoying TTAO with Julie and Fay there was an insistent pounding on the door. Amara took her orgasm through clenched teeth, hoping she wouldn’t be heard and then ordered the slaves to go hide.

She threw on her robe and went to answer the door. Standing there was a tall, slender black woman with short cornrowed hair. She wore a black leather trench coat and held a badge in front of Amara’s face. She spoke in a voice filled with insinuation.

“Good evening professor Haynes. I am detective Lara Martin, missing persons squad. I’m investigating the disappearance of one Julie Miles and several other young women over the years. They all have one thing in common: They were enrolled in your classes.”

Amara’s head spun but she kept her composure and invited the detective in. She knew the male detectives on the city’s missing persons squad by name and knew them to be lazy and mostly interested in “closing” cases with minimum effort. Any plausible explanation for a disappearance would satisfy them. But she could sense that Lara was a different breed and she faced what might turn out to be an implacable foe who might just get to the bottom of things.

“That’s all quite circumstantial detective. A mere coincidence I’m sure. Please come in and sit down. Would you like some coffee?”

Lara accepted her offer and the sat at the kitchen table. Amara went to serve up the coffee and slipped the liquid roofy into Lara’s cup. She had to act quickly. And her infallible gaydar detected something she could tell Lara was suppressing.

Lara took a big sip of coffee and then hit Amara with the first of her probing questions. But moments later her vision blurred and her body grew limp. She sagged to the floor semiconscious.

CHAPTER TWO

Lara Martin was a driven woman who had longed for a career in law enforcement since childhood. She was obsessed with the idea of righting wrongs and protecting the innocent. It was a struggle through the police academy and her years as a uniformed officer. Her male fellow officers were vulgar sexists and racists who either harassed her for invading their old boys club or made crude and repugnant sexual advances. She rose to the rank of detective by sheer force of will.

Men had always left Lara cold. One she found to be somewhat more tolerable than most had gotten her into bed when in her early twenties but the experience left her with feeling of disgust. A devout Baptist she felt alarm and guilt at the moist warmth she felt in her loins in the presence of attractive women. She suppressed those feeling her church considered abomination.

Now, at age 35, a deeply repressed woman who threw herself into her work to distract herself from those unsettling feelings, she knocked on Amara’s door with no inkling of the epiphany awaiting her.

Amara’s deep perceptiveness had told her everything about Lara with one look deep into her ebony eyes. Here was a woman who could be an implacable foe but with a little “persuasion” was sure to be a fast friend and ally as a fellow Mistress of the League. Lara was not only a severely repressed closet lesbian but one with a strong dominant orientation. Her persuasion would be swift and sure.

Amara and her three slaves hoisted Lara bodily from the floor and took her to where Amara’s TTAO horse stood in the corner of the vast great room, covered by a scarlet cloth. They bellied her over the horse, resting on knees and breast with her lady parts presented for pleasuring. The Amara bound her down with leather belts attached to the horse.

Julie laid herself down on her back between Lara’s thighs, resting her head on the leather pad that would hold her within tongue reach of Lara’s nappy pussy. Fay straddled Julie and leaned in to put adoring tongue to Lara’s coal black nether orifice. At Amara’s command the two tongues turned to their work.

Lara emerged from her drug induced fog feeling a strange and intense pleasure down where she had touched herself in weak moments. But that pleasure far exceeded any she had ever given herself and most of the time she had forced herself to stop and taken a cold shower.

She found herself belly down over some kind of leather upholstered piece of furniture and tried to rise but found herself to be bound. She strained hard against the bonds at first but then the pleasure asserted itself and she gave in to it. There was fluttering and wriggling and slithering all over her tender parts that soon overcame her and she rolled and gyrated her hips in answer to the maddening caresses.

The first orgasm struck hard, tearing a primal cry from her depths and then the celestial sequence began, orgasm following orgasm as the caresses put just the right touch to her erogenous tissues. There was one final surge of supernal ecstasy and she went limp, muscles slack, unable to move as she drifted in sweet afterglow.

Amara set a small black leather chair in front of Lara and settled into it so her pussy was inches from Lara’s face. She waited patiently as Lara’s body firmed and her mind cleared and she emerged from the heavenly mist. Lara’s eyes opened to the sight of Amara’s big nappy snatch and she squirmed in her bonds at first. Then the scent of woman crossed her nostrils and she lay staring at what lay before her eyes. The scent made her lady parts warm and tingling despite the mad orgasms that had coursed through her body. Almost involuntarily she strained forward with tongue extended. Amara petted her hair softly and leaned down to kiss her forehead.

“It’s okay dear. I’m sorry about the bondage but I needed you to hold still while I got my point across. Don’t be afraid. I mean you no harm. Quite the opposite indeed. You are a lovely woman and I know you have suffered in a pointless struggle against your true nature. I hope what you just experienced will encourage you to embrace the life of sweet pleasure that can be yours if you just give in. I think you would like to taste me now wouldn’t you? Please do! And don’t be bashful. It’s a natural thing, a holy thing.”

Amara pressed her pussy toward Lara’s mouth and Lara strained forward again to lick her. The scent and taste intoxicated and a craving was born that would last for her lifetime. Amara signaled to the two slaves to begin TTAO again and Lara shuddered in delight as she showered ever more passionate worship on Amara’s luscious parts. The thrill of her awakening transported her to a celestial realm.

Orgasm welled up in both women at once. Amara grabbed Lara’s hair and rammed her cunt into her face as the first wave coursed through her. Lara writhed in her bonds and convulsed, her cry of ecstasy muffled by Amara’s sumptuous flesh and luxuriant bush as she pushed her face in deep to bring Amara to her finish. Then both went flaccid in satiation, sighing in their contentment.

When her body firmed Amara unbound Lara and helped her to her feet. Both on wobbly legs they leaned on each other as they made their way to the matching sofa set at right angles to the recliner. Amara tumbled to sit on one end while pulling Lara down to lie full length with her head in her lap. She raised her to kiss her deeply and their tongues made tender love.

Then Amara held her close as she spoke.

“You are a natural dear, to become one of us, a Mistress of the League. We are women of a certain inclination who have joined together for mutual support and defense, and, above all to share the pleasures you are just beginning to experience. We must make sure you acquire some slaves as soon as possible so you can enjoy TTAO, “two tongues at once” whenever you please.”

“I am currently in possession of three slaves but that’s a temporary thing. Fay, who served you anus this evening is due to be auctioned soon and Julie, the sweet little blond, has yet to complete her training and be fitted with her adornments, the nipple clips the weight, the chastity cage. You haven’t met Kiku yet but I’m sure you will enjoy her.”

Lara could only stare at her openmouthed, struggling to take it all in. She sat up and leaned back against the opposite arm of the sofa. She blushed as Amara’s eyes traced over her nakedness.

“Amara this is a lot to digest. Mistress of the League. Auction? Slaves?”

“I know Lara. Your life has taken a radical turn you could never have expected. Do you like it?”

“Yes! But what comes next?”

“Publicly you will continue to live your life as others expect of you but privately things will be quite different. And the League can surely use a member who is on the police force. Your visit here was not the first a Mistress has been subjected to. The “normal” world cannot understand or accept us. We have been fortunate so far in evading detection but you would have your ear to the ground and could keep us informed of what the cops are up to.”

“I will surely do that Amara.”

“Excellent! Now back to the subject of slaves. As I said, Fay is due to be sold at auction. I am what is called a “Gateway Mistress”. My position at the university gives me access to a pool of tender young things who are naïve and out of touch with their true sexuality. I have a partner here named Marta, another professor. She two has three slaves with one ready for auction.”

“The League is very welcoming and generous to new Mistresses who have as much to contribute as you do. I know your salary as a police officer is modest. Slaves are usually purchased for high prices by mistresses of wealth. But I’m sure we could arrange for you to acquire Fay and Marta’s third slave Tisha, she’s a darling little ebony doll, for nominal sums. But first I would like to introduce you to the Mistresses of the highest rank in our League. Before that I must give you training in the finer points of giving pleasure. You have the passion and that’s most important but there are techniques you need to learn that require diligent practice.”

Lara stared at in rapt attention but then leaned back and yawned deeply. Amara took note.

“You’re tired aren’t you? So am I actually. It’s been quite an evening. Why don’t we do a quick 69 and go to bed?”

Lara’s eyes betrayed her eagerness for the act and Amara took her hand and helped her to line supine on the thick luxurious rug that lay before the sofa. She straddled Lara’s head, facing her feet and lowered her pussy within reach of her tongue while parting Lara’s thighs with her hands and pressing her own face into Lara’s cunt. She was fragrant with the scent and delicious as Amara had imagined. With long honed skills she took charge, intent on guiding them to a cataclysmic simultaneous orgasm.

Lara’s passionate though untutored caresses soon had Amara close to the brink but she held back until she sensed Lara’s impending climax. The she put just the right touch to Lara’s clit while yielding to her own desire. They entwined arms and legs, writhed, convulsed, their primal sounds of release and delight muffled by each other’s bushes. Then they relaxed and savored.

Amara led Lara to her bedroom and settled her in comfortably. Then she went to put Julie and Fay in their cells for the night. Normally two slaves would share her bed in case the urge for TTAO came to her in the night. But she would be pleased to share pleasure with Lara again if their desires kindled under the covers.

Amara rose early and emailed work to inform them she was “sick” and would have to cancel her classes. When Lara arose a short time later she encouraged her to do likewise. Then she texted Marta and invited her over for the day. She put her slaves to work preparing breakfast. Then she locked them away. It was time for the mistresses to get to know each other and share pleasures among themselves.

She looked out the window and saw Lara’s car parked in the driveway. That would not do! She opened her garage door and Lara parked her car in the vacant stall.

Marta cancelled her own classes and arrived at Amara’s soon after before breakfast got cold. She stripped naked, hugged Lara warmly and tenderly in greeting and then kissed her deeply. When the meal was finished they retired to the great room. Wasting no time, Marta invited Lara to join her in a ‘get to know you 69’.

She laid herself on the rug and let Lara take the top. They lost themselves in the tender pleasures of mutual exploration and Marta orchestrated things so they came hard and as one, each gushing a mouthful of cum which was swallowed. A deep bond was established.

Then Amara stood up with legs spread apart, offering her parts for pleasuring. Lara went to her knees behind her and pressed her face deep between her cheeks with tongue seeking anus. Marta knelt in front and went to work on her familiar pussy. The orgasm was deep and powerful, buckling her knees. Her two friends wrapped arms around her and guided her to the floor to savor afterglow.

After that it was time for coffee and conversation. They revealed to Lara the extent of the League around the world and its rapid growth as many women discovered their true selves. Lara was rapt. After years of struggle and confusion life now made sense. She had found new friends and kindred souls.

Inevitably their desires rekindled and Lara was given instruction in the fine points of giving pleasure one on one. She learned to put tongue to anus and nose to clit to induce powerful orgasms (TANC). Then there was the finger and flutter (FAF), first doing TANC to orgasm, then quickly switching tongue to clit and inserting a finger in the anus while fluttering the tongue softly on the clit. With practice this could set off a chain of shattering climaxes, a dozen or more.

Lara was denied orgasm during practice because performing the acts would build her own desire and lend necessary passion to her attentions to the recipient. But when Amara and Marta had come until they could come no more they gave Lara release through TTAO.

They whiled the day away in rambling conversation interspersed with pleasures. After lunch coffee gave way to hashish and Lara lost herself in the heightened sensations of this newfound intoxicant.

The young slaves were brought out to prepare dinner and hashish gave way to fine red wine. The slaves were put away for the night. Lara discovered a seemingly bottomless wellspring of orgasmic pleasure under the practiced tongues of her new friends.

It grew late and Marta summoned a Lyft to take her home. Amara insisted that Lara spend the night and also the following day at her house.

“Lara, I must go back to my classes tomorrow. But you know the “flu” can last for at least two days and I would be remiss in my hospitality if I didn’t invite you to stay here another day and enjoy my three slaves to your heart’s content. So please call in sick for another day.”

“And you can help me with something. My new slave Julie is not fully trained, as you know. In particular she needs work on her rimming. Her technique is delightful but she is still prone to tongue fatigue. The tongue must be utterly tireless if rimming is to be done properly. The slave must find the tongue motion that most pleases the mistress and be able to continue it indefinitely without even the slightest interruption of the mistress’s pleasure.”

She led Lara to where her pleasure horse stood before the window and took out a small device from a pouch that was fitted into the leather upholstery. It was a small box with a dial on it and two wires about a meter long that ended in spring clips. Amara explained its use.

“This is a training device that employs electro-torture to punish lapses in pleasure. You fasten the clips to the slave’s labia. The dial is spring loaded and delivers increasing pain to the slave as it is turned to the right. This serves as “motivation” to the slave to fight fatigue and rim to perfection. When the tongue is pleasing you properly you will pass into rapture and involuntarily release your grip on the dial and the pain will cease. But fatigue will surely set after a while and you will turn the dial again. I suggest you put Julie through two hours of such practice. It usually takes about a week of daily two-hour sessions to get a slave into proper form. Now let’s go to bed.”

The next morning Amara woke early as usual but let Lara sleep in. She brought out her slaves and enjoyed her customary morning TTAO with Fay and Julie. Fay, in the front, first had the honor of a deep drink of Amara’s pungent morning wine.

Kiku prepared coffee and breakfast for two. When her meal was finished Amara led Kiku to her pleasure horse. She would have the honor receiving the fruit from her mistress’s anus.

When showered and dressed Amara woke Lara. After breakfast Lara sat in the recliner with the three slaves on their knees before her while Amara gave instructions.

“Girls! My new friend Lara will be spending the day with you alone. You will serve her in every way as you would me and find creative new ways to give her pleasure. I had better get a favorable report from your new mistress when I come home this evening or the whips will sing their song!”

Lara wasted no time when Amara left. She first enjoyed a standing TTAO with Fay and Kiku. Then she refilled her coffee cup and led Julie to the pleasure horse before the window. She put Julie on her knees and fastened the clips of the device to her labia. The she settled comfortably over the horse and drank in the view of the lovely garden as she felt Julie’s tongue go to work. It was delightful for a minute or two but then Julie’s tongue tired. Lara turned the dial to three quarter power and Julie found new motivation. Lara lapsed into the rapture and her hold on the dial slackened.

Lara had forgotten about Mother Nature but soon enough she asserted herself and began to take her course. As the movement grew Lara’s first thought was to get up to use the bathroom. But Julie had sensed what was happening and held her down with arms across her hips, making clear her willingness to accept what would come from her. Lara relaxed and let go. She was overcome by the total submission of the sweet young slave and the feeling of being adored without reservation. When she was emptied she felt Julie’s tongue cleaning her with loving care.

Poor Julie endured much painful current during the two-hour rimming session but she never complained, just tried all the harder to please.

The day passed delightfully and Lara came to understand the exquisite pleasures that would be hers once she had slaves of her own. In the late afternoon she set the slaves to work on dinner.

Amara came home, bursting through the door holding a piece of paper, breathless, with a big smile on her face. Lara looked at her quizzically.

“Lara! I have been awarded a fellowship to go to Africa to study an all but unknown and secretive tribe there called the Lezuba! I’ll be leaving at the end of the semester and it may be a year before I return. At least we will have a few months to get to know each other better and get you properly situated with slaves. You are welcome to use my house as your love nest while I’m away.”

Lara could only hug and congratulate her. She felt happy for her new friend but sad at their parting not long after she had introduced her to this delightful and fulfilling new world.

Lara assisted in Julie’s training before the upcoming auction. Auction day came and they went to the secret venue in the sub-basement of a tall building downtown that was, among other things, the headquarters of the local chapter of the League.

Some three dozen League members were there to bid on slaves or just enjoy the proceedings. The first order of business was the debut and evaluation of the twelve newly trained slaves. Each slave was made to pleasure or serve each Mistress. Each Mistress received TTAO as a matter of course and all slaves were made to accept and swallow wine of the bladder and the fruit of the bowels of at least one Mistress to prove their absolute submission. Finally, the new slaves were fitted with their nipple weights and chastity cages.

Then the bidding began for ownership of Fay and the other slaves the gateway mistresses had for sale.. Fay was held back until she was one of the last two slaves. Lara was given the first chance to bid $50 for her and the other Mistresses passed, allowing her to acquire her first slave. The same was done with the last slave available and Lara went home with Amara and Julie and her new slaves.

CHAPTER THREE

Amara’s fellowship came from an endowment that required certain commemorative things. She had to sail to Africa on a ship leaving from Seattle Washington and going around Cape Horn to the mouth of the Congo river because that was where the anthropologist in whose name her grant was given had made her voyage to Africa during the late 19th century. The voyage would be two weeks duration, matching the original. Julie and Kiku would come along with her as her “assistants.”

The ship was an aging and small ocean liner, the product of a bygone era but elegantly fitted out. The staterooms were luxurious with two vast canopy beds in each. The ship was at only half capacity with perhaps fifty passengers. They were obviously wealthy and used to being pampered. Among them Amara saw several fetching young things.

Once the ship was underway the captain announced a meeting of the passengers to be held on the foredeck. Chairs were set up and food and drink were laid out. There were a dozen crew members, a mix of men and women. Once all were seated they were joined by the Captain, Tasha Barnes, age 30. Amara drew in breath at the sight of her, an imposing, statuesque black woman with cornrowed hair. She wore a white shirt and tight white shorts that accentuated her curvy hips. White boating shoes were on her bare feet.

She stood before the passengers to give a brief welcoming speech and her eyes met Amara’s who’s infallible gaydar told her all she needed to know. Here was yet another woman out of touch with her sexuality and struggling with her identity. Amara resolved that this voyage would be one of self-discovery for her.

The captain announced that she would be making a personal visit to each stateroom to ensures the passengers were comfortable and lacked nothing. Amara wasted no time setting her trap. The passengers retired to their rooms. As it happened Amara’s room was last in the captain’s tour.

Amara had her naked slaves place one of the big leather armchairs in the room facing the door about three meters from it with a second set at right angles to it. She stripped naked and settled into it with legs draped over the arms, then ordered Kiku to go down and serve her. Julie fetched her a bottle of red wine and two glasses. She filled the glasses to the rim and knelt beside her. Both slaves wore their adornments.

The captain knocked on the door and Amara invited her in. She stepped through the door, closed it behind her and gasped as her eyes took in the sight of Amara with Kiku on her knees, face pressed into her big nappy cunt. Mesmerized, she stared openmouthed.

“Oh! Dr. Haynes! I’m so sorry to intrude! Perhaps another time!”

Amara laughed, but kindly.

“It’s not a problem captain! Please sit down.”

She gestured toward another armchair set at right angle. The captain accepted the invitation with eyes riveted on Kiku. Amara got right to the point.

“You seem to be quite a dedicated and conscientious captain. That must be quite stressful considering how demanding your passengers must be. Do you ever feel the need for some loving tongue to ease that stress? My sweet slave Julie here would be happy to oblige!”

“Dr. Haynes, I can see you are a lesbian, not that there is anything wrong with that. But I am not…”

“Oh yes you are captain! I knew it the moment our eyes met. So how is your sex life? Perhaps a bit unsatisfying? Men don’t do it for you do they? When was the last time you had a decent orgasm? Have you ever had one? I can promise you Julie here will make you come so hard you’ll pass out.”

Tasha fidgeted in her chair and could not take her eyes off Kiku, who continued her tender worship of Amara’s pussy. Amara sighed deeply in her enjoyment and just looked at Tasha with a twinkle in her eye. Tasha looked to Julie who knelt at her feet with eyes on Tasha’s crotch. Tasha’s breathing elevated and her hand went between her legs. She began to sweat. Amara moved matters along.

“Julie dear, please help Tasha undress. I think it’s a bit warm in here and she will be much more comfortable naked.”

Julie first removed Tasha’s shoes. Tasha hesitated briefly, trembling, then stood and removed her shirt and bra, exposing large but firm breasts with big dark nipples. Julie pulled her shorts and panties down and helped her step out of them. Tasha settled back into the chair and Amara told Julie to hand her a glass of wine.

“Just relax Tasha dear. Julie is ready any time you are. Take a good deep drink! It will help you relax.”

Tasha took the glass with trembling hand, spilling a lot and it flowed down over her belly into the dense nappy thicket at her loins. She felt it trickling over her lady parts, making her squirm and sigh. Involuntarily, she parted her legs wide. Amara seized the moment.

“Julie dear, please clean up that wine for Tasha!”

Julie’s face was buried in Tasha’s crotch in a heartbeat and her tongue went to work before Tasha could even resist. She gasped at the artful ministrations of a well-trained tongue and gulped down the rest of her wine. The glass fell to the floor and shattered as she reached down to grab Julie by the hair while parting her legs wide and resting her feet on the arms of the chair. Instinctively, in the throes of her desire, she guided Julie to her clit, her need too urgent to waste any time before being satisfied. Then and there she realized she had been living her life in a painful state of sexual tension and frustration but had been enduring and suppressing.

Sweet release came in a surging wave of ecstasy. She writhed, convulsed, clamped her powerful thighs together on Julie’s head, stiffened, then let go with a long primal shriek that tailed off into a high-pitched sigh as her body went limp. Amara’s words proved true as she passed from consciousness.

But Julie wasn’t finished, knowing her duty well. She went down low to caress Tasha’s anus with her wriggling tongue. Tasha lay motionless for minutes in her pleasant stupor but awoke to the delight of sweet rimming. She moaned softly and her hips rolled in rhythm. It took a while for the inevitable. The heavenly caresses to her orifice sent her arousal back to its peak and she reached down to grab Julie’s hair again and guide her to her clit.

But Julie had a surprise for her that would rock her world, the FAF. She inserted two fingers in Tasha’s hind hole and brought her to the first orgasm. Then, her artfully fluttering tongue on the clit set off a chain if shattering climaxes that reduced Tasha to a quivering blob of satisfied delight. Again, she took leave of outer awareness and basked in afterglow.

For Julie’s part it was heavenly to have another new mistress to serve and pleasure, especially one so like the black goddess who had come to rule her life. She feasted on Tasha’s luscious oozing cunt with adoring hunger, attuning herself to the needs of her mistress, always seeking ways to please. Every sound of delight emitted by Tasha was sweet music to her ears. Though her body had been aching with desire and longing for release for weeks she accepted it as her lot in life and sacred duty as one destined from birth for enslavement by a superior mistress.

Amara waited patiently while Tasha was being satisfied. When the pleasuring was finished she beckoned Julie to her side and kissed her forehead. Her sweet young slave would be rewarded with pleasure soon for her performance.

Tasha roused from her daze and stared at Amara with eyes filled with gratitude.

“Amara, how can I ever thank you? I now know the truth I have been refusing to face. It’s like years have fallen off of me and I’m ready to begin life anew.”

“Don’t mention it Tasha dear. I have an infallible instinct for detecting women like you and I take it as my duty to help them.”

“But these young women? It’s clear they are your slaves. How did they come to submit to you this way?”

“They too were living lives of denial. They just happen to be of a submissive nature. Once introduced to the pleasures they soon become willing slaves who will do anything to please. They wear the cage over their womanhood to deny them orgasm and they accept it unselfishly. But you Tasha, are of the dominant orientation. You will find your happiness in owning slaves. It’s best to have at least two and soon you will know why. But first, Julie has earned a rare reward tonight. I have decided she may have pleasure and release for serving you so well and making you see the light. Would you like to taste her? Her little blond pussy is delicious. Like all slaves she has been enduring unsatisfied desire for a long time and I assure you it is torment. If you give her release she will be all the more devoted to you.”

Tasha looked down at Julie as she knelt beside Amara awaiting the next command. She stood and went to her, picked the sweet tiny thing up in her strong arms and laid her in the armchair. Amara handed her the key to the lock and she removed the cage. Her eyes feasted on the sweet little cunt; its tissues long engorged from unsatisfied need. She plunged her face into it and was soon overcome by the taste and scent as she plied her tongue everywhere, lapping up the amber ooze. She probed Julie’s salty cavern with her tongue, slathering it about as Julie moaned and sighed. Tasha’s dominant nature took over and she chose to deny Julie release for some minutes, then went to her turgid clit to finish her. The lovely little legs clasped on Tasha’s head as a cry of blessed relief was torn from her depths. Her petite exquisite body tensed and quivered, then went all to jelly.

Tasha stood and backed up a step, staring down at Julie with tenderness in her eyes. Julie roused, looked up at her and then fell down at her feet, kissing them while babbling her gratitude. Then she settled back into the chair and parted her legs, offering to be caged again. Tasha took her cue and replaced the device. Julie went back to kneel beside Amara. Tasha sat back down and gazed at Amara, enthroned like a queen with worshipful slaves kneeling by her side.

“Amara they are adorable! I want two of my own! But how?”

“Not to worry Tasha. It will be much sooner and easier than you think. I have detected two darling young things who are traveling together aboard this very ship. I sense they are ripe for their epiphany. By the time we reach my destination they will be yours. I promise! But we have much to talk about this evening and then later I will introduce you to a pleasure that will eclipse what you have already known!”

Amara went on to tell Tasha about the League and the privileges and pleasures its members enjoyed. She told Tasha she had potential as a gateway mistress because of all the tender young tourists who came aboard her ship for long voyages. They were somewhat captive and vulnerable to seduction and training. Tasha just sat openmouthed, rapt, nodding, downing several glasses of wine. Soon her hands strayed between her legs and Amara knew it was time to introduce her to TTAO.

“Tasha dear, I see your getting horny again. Now Julie and Kiku will do something very special for you. We of the league believe it’s axiomatic that two tongues are better than one. Please turn around and kneel on the seat of the chair and rest your elbows on the back. Julie! Fetch a pillow form the bed!”

Tasha wasn’t sure what to expect but she knew a rare pleasure awaited her so she was quick to comply. Amara placed the pillow up between her legs so it would prop up Julie’s head and keep her tongue in reach of Tasha’s pussy. Julie knew what to do and laid herself back on the floor and put her head up between Tasha’s legs. Kiku straddled Julie and pressed her face between Tasha’s chocolate mounts.

Tasha gasped in delight as the two trained and tireless tongues went to their duty. Their ministrations were artful and adoringly subservient. She could tell each sweet young slave was giving her all to make her orgasm special. The double stimulation had her near the brink within the minute and orgasm rocked her with seismic force. A bestial cry of ecstatic release came from her depths. She felt herself gush and heard Julie gulp and swallow. Her bones seemed to melt and she slumped sideways in the chair, briefly passing from consciousness.

But the two slaves were just getting started. Kiku continued her anal caresses and Julie kissed and licked her mount and labia ever so tenderly. They were patient, slowly coaxing her back to arousal so she could enjoy another orgasm. Tasha immersed herself in the rapture of it, feeling her desire rekindling. Her second journey to paradise was longer.

Amara looked on, well pleased with the performance of her slaves. She looked at the clock on the wall and saw fifteen minutes had passed since Tasha’s first orgasm. The slaves were skilled at drawing things out, making arousal build ever so slowly to crescendo. Tasha gasped and giggled, being tortured with pleasure and loving it. She rocker her hips to urge the slaves to make her come. Amara snapped her fingers twice, the signal for the slave to ignore Tasha’s urging and prolong the heavenly torment.

Tasha mewled and whimpered, now begging for release but the slaves awaited Amara’s signal. Finally, Tasha cried out.

“Oh Goddess! Please make me come! Please! I’m losing my mind!”

The answer was a single snap of Amara’s finger and the two tongues bore down on Tasha’s tender tissues with knowing skill. She writhed, convulsed, spittle flew as her breath came out from between clenched teeth. A high-pitched wail was ripped from her soul and was followed by another and another beyond her counting as Julie fluttered her tongue on her clit and Kiku probed her tongue in deep, slithering it in and out of her. All her muscles failed her and she slid down from the chair on top of Julie slack, unable to move. Julie lay passively beneath her and Kiku showered worshipful kisses all over her shapely behind.

She lay that way for some minutes, moaning softly in blissful contentment. Finally, she firmed and Amara helped her to her feet and settled her back into the chair. She looked up at Amara wide-eyed.

“Amara! All these years I fought against myself never knowing what getting in touch with my true nature could bring. How can I ever thank you?”

“You can thank me by becoming the mistress I know you can be and by spreading the word to others who are struggling as you have. You are a dominant superior like I am as well as all the Mistresses of the League. Now it’s bedtime. Please spend the night. Would you like Kiku or Julie to share your bed?”

“I think I would like more of Kiku in case I wake up horny.”

“Very well!”

The two mistresses settled into bed on their backs with legs parted and the two petite slaves curled up on their sides between their legs with heads pillowed on pussies, ready to serve any needs.

Morning came and awoke and stirred. Immediately she felt Kiku’s adoring tongue and lips caressing her cunt. But she fended her off gently.

“Just wait a minute sweet thing. I have to go pee first.” Then she heard Amara’s voice.

“Kiku will take care of that for you dear. Just lie back and relax. You’ll know when to let go.”

Tasha felt Kiku’s tender lips encircle the spot from which the flow would come. She hesitated at first but then her need overcame her and she released the golden flood. She sighed in relief and heard Kiku guzzling down what poured from her. The flow ended and Kiku’s tongue went to work to say a sweet “good morning” to her mistress.

Kiku was in heaven with her new goddess and had spent nearly the whole night awake and thirsting for the drink she would receive upon her awakening. She lay with head pillowed on pussy, loving the tickle of Tasha’s nappy pubes and the scent of her feral perfume. She resolved to make her mistress’s waking pleasures special indeed. Her loins ached for relief as they had for months now and she had hope that perhaps Mistress Amara might grant relief if her submission and pleasuring were exemplary. But she was willing to suffer in silence, knowing her duty.

Tasha heard a liquid hissing from Amara’s bed and knew she too was giving her slave a drink of strong morning nectar. Each mistress enjoyed a quick first orgasm, then a multiple one through FAF. Tasha rose feeling refreshed and brimming with confidence to start the new day. Amara called for breakfast to be brought to the room and Julie prepared coffee.

They sat in the armchairs engaging in rambling conversation, getting to know each other better. Kiku knelt before Tasha ready to serve and Julie before Amara. In the midst of conversation Amara rose from her chair, turned, and knelt on the seat, presenting her behind. Julie took her cue and pressed her face between her ample cheeks. Tasha looked on, puzzled. Amara gave out a soft sighing grunt and then moaned long and softly in obvious enjoyment and relief. Tasha saw Julie licking at her anus lovingly. She finished her work and Amara sat back down with a contented sigh.

“Mother nature always calls when I have my first cup of coffee Tasha and the girls are always ready to take care of things for me. Kiku will do the same for you when you hear the call.”

Tasha’s eyes grew wide in disbelief. Amara reassured her.

“Just go with the flow dear. It’s such a special feeling. It’s how the slaves show us their love and submission are without limit. It’s our birthright as dominants and their duty as submissives.”

Tasha fidgeted in her chair and took a deep drink of the warm coffee. Then she felt the movement within and knew the inevitability. She looked at Kiku, who smiled and nodded encouragement and then spoke the words that sealed the deal.

“Please mistress. I love you. I beg you to feed me!”

Tasha reversed herself in the chair and offered her ass. She felt the tender adoring lips encircle her hole and the tender tongue caressing to help along the movement. Tasha held back at first in uncertainty but Kiku’s tongue overcame any inhibition and she let go, feeling the tip of her turd exit her anus. The sensation was heavenly, a feeling of sweet relief and of being adored without reservation. Kiku caressed her hips lovingly as she took in Tasha’s offering inch by inch. Tasha felt the trailing end leave her and the Kiku’s tender cleaning until she was spotless. She turned and flopped back into the chair in a daze, overcome. And she felt a tenderness toward Kiku and a desire to reward her.

“Amara! She is so sweet! And I know the poor thing must be in a terrible state. I would love to taste her!”

Well Tasha, I do ration the pleasure of my slaves very strictly. But this is a special occasion and it’s clear that Kiku has pleased you to the fullest. Please by my guest!”

Kiku had returned to her position, kneeling before Tasha. Tasha lifted Kiku bodily and laid her in the chair with her legs parted. Amara handed her the key and she released the sweet little pussy from its prison. She went down to nuzzle the soft fuzzy Asian bush taking in its pungent musk, then extended her tongue to taste.

Kiku thrilled and tears of gratitude came to her eyes as she felt Tasha’s caresses and sensed her hunger. She grabbed Tasha’s cornrowed locks and pulled her forward, thrusting her pubis against Tasha’s lips. But Tasha’s dominance asserted itself and she pulled Kiku’s hands away and made it clear that her release would come when her mistress was ready and not before.

Kiku’s torment only grew as Tasha teased her along with tongue plunging it into her vagina and slithering about. Her tongue was long and Kiku felt it go deep until it found the softness of her G. Its probing tip massaged it, sending shivers through her body. She begged for release but her mistress refrained, bent on reciprocating the torture through pleasure she had known from Kiku during TTAO.

When satisfied that Kiku had suffered enough Tasha kept her tongue deep within and managed to press her nose to Kiku’s clit while still caressing her G. The double stimuli had the desired effect and Kiku’s little body bucked and writhed as she passed into the throes of a rolling orgasm. Babbling and gibbering she rode the waves. One final burst of ecstasy finished her and she went limp and languid with legs draped over Tasha’s shoulders. When she firmed Tasha picked her up and placed her on her knees before the chair again. She sat back down.

Then Tasha thrilled as Kiku flung herself at her feet kissing them while blubbering her gratitude. Finally, she cried out: “Mistress! I am unworthy of such pleasure! My selfishness is unforgivable! Please whip me!”

Tasha gaped at Amara who just smiled and nodded and went to her suitcase that lay open upon a stand. She returned holding a thin stiff whip about a meter long, handed it to Tasha and told her to rise from the chair. Kiku moved forward to lay her torso over the seat and knelt there whimpering and trembling in her fear of the whip. Amara enlightened Tasha.

“My slaves know their place. They have accepted their status as unworthy inferiors whose purpose in life is to submit, obey and give pleasure. They are devoted to sacrificing themselves for the pleasure of we Superiors. You have given Kiku pleasure of which she feels unworthy and she now welcomes the whip to compensate. Please apply it with vigor And Kiku! You had better make mistress Tasha’s pleasure extra special or the whip will be doubled upon you!”

Tasha looked down at Kiku as she knelt bent over and trembling. She felt a strange flash of exciting cruelty, raised the whip, and brought it down in a firm stroke over Kiku’s tender behind. Kiku flinched and cried out. A red welt rose across her cheeks.  Amara urged Tasha on.

“Harder!”

Tasha raised the whip higher and brought it down with brutal force on Kiku’s back. This brought an outright scream and another welt was raised. Wet heat blossomed in Tasha’s loins and she unleashed a flurry of cruel lashes that reduced Kiku to sobs of helpless agony and pleas for mercy. This only further inflamed Tasha’s loins and the cadence and force of the lashes redoubled. Kiku’s back was bloody stripes.

Tasha’s exhaustion and burning lust put an end to the flogging. She tossed the whip aside, grabbed Kiku by the hair and pulled her from the chair. Then, keeping her grip she settled into it and pulled Kiku’s face into her oozing, throbbing crotch.

Kiku was overcome with mingled terror of the whip and repentance for pleasure undeserved. Her entire being we bent on expressing that fear and penitence and giving her mistress pleasure and release that would assuage her. Tasha’s cunt was awash in its amber ooze and her tissues were engorged so that her snatch was a wall of hot pink swollen tissues with her big clit bulging above and her cavern agape at its center. Kiku laved her tongue all over it, sometimes probing the cavern to scoop out the ooze with cupped tongue and swallowing it.

Tasha lay breathless and panting under Kiku’s tongue. It seemed her pussy had melded into a giant clit and it mattered not where Kiku’s tongue fell. And she felt the adoring passion mingled with equal parts terror. But somehow climax eluded her until she felt Kiku finally go to her pulsing orb. Her body was racked by a supernal surge and a bestial sound was torn from her as the tension flowed in waves of delight from her loins and out through fingers and toes. Sweet darkness fell and she floated, adrift in a celestial daze.

Light returned and she saw Kiku kneeling again at her feet, bowed forward, holding out the whip in offering, trembling in terror but clearly willing to take it again if her mistress was less than pleased with her orgasm. She looked over to Amara, who sat there beaming.

“Amara! Is this what life is like for you every day? I have to have it!”

“And you shall dear, you shall. Now let’s get to work on fixing you up with two loving slaves. By the time we reach our destination I have no doubt you will have them.”

There was no time for a slow seduction if the new slaves were to be properly trained by the time they reached Africa. Amara chose the direct approach.

The two young women, blond Jane, and brunette Marie were traveling together and shared a stateroom. Tasha shut off the water to the room. Jane called Tasha to complain and Tasha assured her the problem would be dealt with promptly. She turned the water back on for them and then went to their stateroom bearing a complimentary tray of snacks and a bottle wine to apologize for their inconvenience. The food and wine were well laced with drugs that would put the two under quickly.

Jane and Marie awoke to find themselves in Amara’s stateroom, each bound down to an ottoman in front of an armchair with a big black pussy inches from face. And both shuddered in delight from the rimming they were receiving under the artful tongues of Kiku and Julie. Julie had Jane and Kiku Marie.

They struggled at first but soon the sight and scent and pleasure had their effect and their latent tendencies asserted themselves. Both strained forward with tongues extended to taste. But Tasha and Amara held themselves out of reach at first. Amara enlightened them about their future.

“Girls, your lives are now to change for the better because you will stop trying to deny your true selves and give in to the pleasure you have always secretly craved. You are to be slaves of course but it is in your nature to submit to your superiors. Captain Tasha will be your mistress and I will help her train you. You may now taste our black pussies. When you do you will succumb to our dominant will and surrender yourselves.”

Both mistresses pressed forward to within reach of the new slaves’ tongues. Tasha thrilled at her first experience of a new slave’s surrender but it was all quite routine for Amara. Nevertheless, she took sweet delight from it as always. The two new tongues were untutored but the girls made up for it in passionate submission. Deep and satisfying orgasms soon followed for the mistresses. Then the new slaves were rewarded for their submission by their own orgasms under the tongues of Julie and Kiku.

Amara knew the accelerated training regimen had to be employed. This would require giving the new slaves pleasure sufficient to addle their minds so they would become quickly addicted to it. Then the pleasure would be withdrawn and withheld. She went to her suitcase and fetched her TTAO collar. It was actually two black leather collars joined together by a short brass rod.

She had Julie and Kiku kneel face to face and put the collars around each of their necks so they were chin to chin. Then she unbound Marie and Tasha helped her set her down between the faces of the two slaves. They held her upright and the tongues went to work on pussy and anus. Marie was treated to a long orgasmic sequence that rendered her unconscious. Tasha and Amara flopped her down in the armchair and seized Jane and placed her between the slaves. When Jane passed out from orgasmic overload she was set down in a chair as well and the two mistresses waited until they came to.

Amara removed the collar from her slaves and when the two trainees revived she made them kneel face to face and put it on them. She filled Tasha in about what would come next.

“Mount their faces dear. Get them licking. Julie and Kiku will lick their pussies while they serve you. We must get them addicted to the black pussy through mingled pleasure and pain. When the slave who serves your ass succumbs to tongue fatigue I’ll be ready with the whip. Just raise your hand.

Tasha mounted up with Jane on her pussy and Marie on her asshole. Kiku and Julie lay on the floor with faces between their legs and set about teasing them with their tongues to bring them to the edge of orgasm but deny them. Tasha grabbed each slave by the hair and forced their faces into her cunt and cleft. The delight of TTAO began and she lost herself in enjoyment for a while but sure enough, Marie’s tongue tired and the rimming pleasure waned. She raised her hand. Amara wielded the whip without mercy while exhorting Marie.

“Eat that black asshole little white girl! Get your tongue in there! I’ll stop when you please your mistress!”

Marie was “motivated” and worked her tongue hard, fighting the fatigue to avoid the whip. But she could only hang on for a little while. Tasha raised her hand again the whip was applied harder. She summoned the will to please and Tasha came hard. Amara had to hold her upright when her legs failed her. But after a minute or two she reversed herself and it was Jane’s turn to eat ass under the whip.

Jane took her share of stripes as Tasha ground and gyrated her hips, rubbing cunt and asshole in the faces of the slaves until she came again. Amara had to guide her down into a chair where she lay languid until afterglow passed. Then Amara mounted the collar for her own two rounds of pleasuring while Tasha wielded the whip. All the while Jane and Marie were teased without mercy by Amara’s trained slaves. But they were left unsatisfied when the TTAO session ended and they would remain that way indefinitely until they earned release.

The two mistresses felt insatiable lust from the novelty of having two new slaves to train and enjoy. The newbies were instructed in every art of pleasuring until the mistresses could come no more. Then they retired with Amara taking Julie and Jane to bed with her and Tasha Kiku and Marie. In the morning, the new slaves would be introduced to the acts of ultimate submission.

Marie was exhausted from the long training session. Tasha lay on her back and made her lie by her side but down toward the foot of the bed with her head level with her mistress’s pussy, ready to serve. Kiku lay on the other side.

Marie fell asleep quickly but in the middle of the night she felt a tugging on her hair as Tasha, who had awakened horny, guided her head toward her pussy. Tasha lay on her side with her knee raised, parting her legs so she could receive TTAO. Marie was surprised by her own hunger to taste the ebony cunt. She nuzzled into Tasha’s fragrant thicket and reached out with her tongue to find her clit. She heard Tasha’s murmured words of encouragement.

“That’s the way little white girl! You like that black pussy don’t you. Now make me come quick!”

Marie worked her tongue hard on the turgid orb and was soon rewarded with a heavy gush of woman cum, which she gulped down with a thirst that surprised her. Tasha sighed in satisfaction and fell back asleep.

Marie awoke to another tugging on her hair to find Tasha lying on her back and ready for her slave to say good morning. She guided Marie to her pussy and gave instruction.

“I want my pussy eaten before I get out of bed but first I need to take a good piss. Now my little white princess, you are going to get a big yellow drink from me and you will swallow every drop! Do you remember the whip from last night?”

But, to her own surprise and Tasha’s delight, Marie eagerly cupped her mouth on where the piss would come out and when Tasha released the golden torrent she guzzled it down. It was strong, salty, pungent, filled with the essence of her newfound black goddess and every drop seemed precious. When the flow ceased she sucked the outlet hoping there would be more. Tasha was well pleased.

“That’s the way my little vanilla treat! Now go down and lick my black asshole!”

Marie went down low to taste her puckering vortex. Just yesterday she had been living her “normal” life, a dull routine she had hoped to escape with this sea voyage adventure. She had always felt sexual confusion and frustration. Other young women were obsessed with men yet she felt no attraction. And other young women made her feel warm and wet between the thighs when she saw them naked, a feeling that brought shame. And her friend Jane sparked this lust as well, a secret she guarded closely, often having to resist the urge to kiss her.

But now, overnight she had found her true self and destiny. Submission and surrender to the two black goddesses who had come into her life so unexpectedly brought a sense of fulfillment she had never imagined. She buried her face deep in Tasha’s big snatch and found the orifice with her seeking tongue. Her heart thrilled when Tasha gave out a moan of pleasure and she caressed the anus with a hungry passion and adoration. All that seemed to matter now was pleasing her mistress.

Tasha’s lust peaked after just a couple of minutes and she tugged Marie up by the ears to serve her clit and finish her. Marie felt worshipful joy when the powerful thighs clamped together on her head as Tasha passed into her throes of orgasm. Tasha lurched and writhed with ankles locked, threatening to break Marie’s neck in her convulsive ecstasy. But Marie only felt devotion to the pleasure of her goddess and softly fluttered her tongue on Tasha’s clit to make the supernal waves continue. Tasha thrashed and rolled her hips, letting out breathy grunts of purest delight that were music to her slave’s ears. Gushes of cum filled Marie’s mouth one after another and she swallowed them down.

With one great sigh the clutching legs parted and she lay limp. Marie wrapped her arms around Tasha’s thighs and showered adoring kisses over her mount and thighs. Words of passion were torn from her.

“I love you mistress! Thank you!”

Tasha caressed her head tenderly, looking forward to the many mornings like this that lay ahead.

“You’re most welcome my little creamy thing. Now let me relax a while and then my black pussy will want some more of that white sugar!”

For a few minutes Tasha basked in afterglow, then pushed down on Marie’s head to let her know she should go back to the bottom and begin again. The sequence was repeated, filling Tasha with sweet satisfaction as she rose to start the day. She looked to the other bed and saw Amara lying on her back with knees raised to her chest. Jane’s face was buried in her cunt and her tongue was obviously busy in her mistress’s asshole.

“Good morning Tasha! I hope you enjoyed your wake-up call. I didn’t want to distract you by making noise so I just had my little white thing here give my black asshole some loving. But now I’m ready to come if you’ll excuse me.”

Tasha just laughed and ordered her two slaves to get coffee ready. She called the galley to order a big breakfast. Soon she heard Amara’s cries of mad delight as she enjoyed the attentions of the newbie slave.

Jane was intoxicated as she lay with her face dep in Amara’s nappy fragrant cunt, caressing her ebony orifice. Her life too had been one of frustration and confusion and she, in turn had felt desire for Marie but was shamed into silence. Now it felt like the weight of the world had been lifted from her. Surrender and submission to the black amazon who lay moaning in sweet delight under the adoring caresses of her tongue gave her life a meaning and purpose she could never have imagined. She sensed that a life of enslavement lay before her but that felt like freedom compared to her former life. The taste and scent of the oozing black pussy dizzied and mesmerized her.

She had also drunk deeply of the golden morning wine and something told her other degradations were to come and she found herself looking forward to them with burning anticipation. It seemed like nothing was too much for her mistress to command of her. The pleasure of her mistress was to be everything and no sacrifice of her body or dignity would be too great.

Amara rolled her hips to invite her to her clit and Jane set her tongue to it with fervor. When orgasm struck Amara rolled onto her side in her convulsions and clamped Jane’s head in a heavenly headlock, hard muscles tensed in a remorseless grip, her big sucking cunt cutting off all light and air. Jane’s breath was giving out fast and her legs kicked and floundered but yet she sought no escape, such was her devotion. She heard Amara’s primal cry, though muffled by her flesh, and felt the muscles slacken. But the grip held firm even as she relaxed and the lush tissues of her pussy still smothered her. All went black for Jane and she knew no more. But then she woke to a pinching on her cheek and saw the smiling face of her mistress.

“Thought I might have lost you there sweetie. You do give great head and I can tell your mind is right and you know your place. Great way to say good morning! Come on. It’s breakfast time.”

There were huge omelets for breakfast with toast and sausage on the side, far more than either mistress could finish. They managed to down about a third of them and dumped the rest onto the floor. Julie and Kiku were used to being fed in this way and they fell to gobbling the food from the floor like hungry puppies. Jane and Marie soon realized they would get nothing if they didn’t fight for it and the four slaves battled for the scraps. The mistresses tossed bits of toast and sausage into the fray and laughed as the slaves banged heads together and bit each other in order to claim them.

Tasha and Amara each took a deep drink of the warm coffee and their eyes met, each with a lustful gleam in them. It was time for the new slaves to learn the true meaning of submission. They ordered Jane and Marie to kneel before the armchairs.  Amara settled into one in front of Marie and Tasha before Jane. Amara enlightened them as to what was to follow.

“Your mistress Tasha and I know you accept your enslavement and your duty to submit without hesitation to our commands. You will now be made to know the depth of submission that will be expected of you. As slaves you are the lowliest of creatures and you exist only to give us pleasure. Much of that pleasure comes from your willingness to submit to any degradation we may choose to inflict upon you.”

She looked at Tasha and nodded. Both mistresses reversed themselves and knelt on the chair seats presenting their behinds. Amara continued:

“You will now get those pretty pink tongues busy in our black assholes and give us enjoyment. Soon enough you will feel and taste what will be expected of you!”

Marie leaned in with tongue extended to lick Amara’s anus. She wrapped her hands around her hips and caresses their curves lovingly as she showered adoration on the orifice, joy filling her when Amara sighed in pleasure. But suddenly the anus bulged and distended and she found her lips wrapped around it. Undaunted she probed her tongue in deep and then she felt and tasted it, the big turd that was soon to emerge from her mistress. She had felt willing to submit to “anything” to please the mistresses and now the true meaning of that word came to her in a flash of realization. But her devotion held true and she never faltered as the firm stool filled her mouth and pressed against her gullet until there was nothing to do but swallow.

Contrary sensations flooded over her. Lower in her perception the mass was foul and bitter but in her higher sensibilities it was rich and delicious and she swallowed hungrily as inches more of it passed her lips. She swallowed again and heard Amara give out a soft grunt of enjoyment as she pressed down to feed her more. On it went, inch by inch. Marie felt it enter her stomach but still more came forth. Finally, Amara gave out a lusty grunt of pure satisfaction and the tip of the turd passed Marie’s lips. She swallowed one last time, sated for now but knowing she would feel a hunger for it from then on. Her love for the ebony goddesses who had come to rule her life only deepened and she looked forward to when Tasha would feed her. With worshipful tongue she cleaned the leavings from Amara’s hole until it was spotless.

Jane knew her own epiphany when Tasha fed her the fruit of her bowels. She had felt fear and revulsion at first when the reality came crashing in. But her dedication to pleasing her mistress made her rise to occasion and she gulped her feeding down with hunger, encouraged by Tasha’s moans of delighted satisfaction. When the turd passed she licked her mistress scrupulously clean and gave voice to her adoration.

“Thank you so much Mistress! I love you! May I have more soon? Please?”

Amara had slave adornments in her suitcase and the instruments needed to implant them. The slaves were made to lie supine. Tasha straddled Jane with her head between her knees while Amara knelt pinning her thighs as she performed the piercings and installations. The slaves squirmed in pain. Soon they knelt before their mistresses beside Julie and Kiku, cruel weights dangling from every slave’s nipples, chastity cages in place.

There were days of delight to follow until the jungle shores of Africa came into view on the horizon.

CHAPTER FOUR

Amara and Tasha stood on the bow of the ship as it sailed into port at the mouth of the Congo River. No words were needed. They just shared their special bond in silence. The ship pulled up to the dock and it was time to say goodbye. They went to the bridge and Amara called the stateroom to tell her slaves to come on deck with her luggage. The two mistresses hugged and promised to meet again soon. Amara gave Tasha the contact information for her friends back home and also for the Mistresses of the League at large.

The next leg of the journey was a boat trip 100 KM upriver on a small ship with capacity for fifty. Among the passengers was a group of thirty white college girls on an ecotour. Amara eyed them lustfully, the little white princesses, detecting a few with latent tendencies. But there was nothing to be done.

It was an overnight trip to where they would catch a bus that would take them down a road leading deep into the jungle. The boat docked at a ramshackle village and there on the dock was the battered school type bus that they would be taking. The driver was a hefty black woman with a shaven pate and large gold hoop earrings who wore a floral print halter top that barely contained her big breasts and brief khaki shorts. She was barefoot and her feet looked calloused, as if she never wore shoes.

It happened that the only passengers on the bus were Amara and her slaves and the little white princesses. The slaves wore baggy khaki shirts that hid their adornments and also khaki shorts. Amara wore similar clothing, suitable to the tropical climate.

The bus departed. The road was paved for perhaps 20 Km but then gave way to gravel. It worsened as they went along, the potholes getting wider and deeper until the bus had to pick its way around them at a snail’s pace. The little princesses started whining and complaining.

Farther on the “road” became just deep ruts and tree branches brushed the side of the bus. They came to a small clearing about 100 meters around but when they reached the other side there was a large tree fallen across the road just ahead in the forest. The driver stopped and the little princesses whined all the louder.

The driver told everyone to get off the bus and stretch their legs to give her time to think. They milled about the clearing and the driver honked the horn three times as if giving a signal. Suddenly, numerous coal black amazons charged out of the forest from all directions, surrounding the passengers. They were naked with pates shaven but there were dense nappy pubes at their loins. Each also wore gold hoop earrings like the driver, who promptly shed her clothes, revealing her treachery.

All carried long spears and wore belts from which hung coiled whips. Amara stood staring with her slaves by her side as the little princesses were herded together to where the largest of the amazons stood waiting. Then she spoke.

“Well, my pampered little white things, you have been princesses but now you are our captives and will become our slaves. You are fated to fall from your lofty perches and become the lowliest of creatures. Our black pussies will become the objects of your worship and you will submit to things you cannot imagine for the sake of our pleasure. Strip yourselves naked now!”

The princesses were too shocked to obey at first but the amazons stepped forward, menacing them with their sharp spears. Soon clothing lay in piles at their feet and they stood naked, humiliated, and helpless. The leader barked an order.

“Now line up single file!”

They milled about like frightened sheep at first but, with some goading from the spears, they finally formed a line. Two of the amazons went to the edge of the forest and returned carrying a long rope with a series of leather collars attached. A collar was placed around each neck so they were strung together about two meters apart, weeping and sniveling in terror.

Then the leader’s gaze fell upon Amara. Their eyes met. She beckoned Amara forward in a welcoming way. Amara stepped toward her and when they stood face to face it seemed she was looking at her mirror image, but for the shaven pate. She was of near identical height and build. The amazon spoke.

“Sister? Could you be one of us? I sense your power.”

“Who are you? And you speak English!”

“I am Dayo of the Lezuba tribe. Some of us have spent time in the ‘civilized’ world and learned the tongue of the white devils. Who are these two little white things by your side?”

Amara’s head spun. Here she was in the presence of the tribe she had been sent to study but she never could have dreamed of these circumstances. Would she too become their captive? But the woman had called her “sister” and she did feel a strange sense of bonding, of being home. Her mind cleared and she introduced herself.

“I am Amara, an anthropologist. I have come to study your people but I never imagined we would meet like this. These two are my slaves, Julie and Kiku.”

“Well, you too should strip naked and come with us. You might never leave but I think you will be very happy in your new home.”

Amara ordered her slaves to strip and did so herself. She felt the warm jungle air caressing her nakedness. Her nipples hardened and her pussy felt warm and wet. Dayo looked at her naked slaves with their cruel adornments and nodded approvingly.

“I think our slaves should wear similar ornaments. Would you care to do the honor of decorating them?”

“I will be happy to!”

“Then let us go home.”

Dayo took Amara’s hand and led her to the head of the column of slaves. Julie and Kiku followed. Dayo barked the order to march and the slaves were herded toward a thick growth of vines at the forest edge. Four of the tribeswomen grasped the vines and pulled. The vines were wound upon a latticework of slender wooden poles, forming gates that swung open to reveal a wide trail through the dense jungle, invisible from above under the lush forest canopy.

The legs of the amazons were long and the pace was fast. Amara’s own long legs served her well and her slaves dutifully kept up the pace, though the jiggling of their nipple weights was painful. The princesses struggled to keep up. The amazons wielded their whips with skill and stinging lashes fell on tender white behinds when they lagged. They whimpered as they stumbled along.

On they marched for what seemed like miles. They came to a high wall of rock covered with lush vegetation and another vine gate was opened onto a tunnel that led into darkness. The slaves were herded inside and the gates were closed behind them. Darkness fell save for a dim light up ahead in the distance. After about two hundred meters they came to another vine gate which was opened onto a steep rocky hillside. A winding trail with many switchbacks led downward into a deep bowl in the earth covered by dense foliage. It was the crater of an ancient volcano overgrown by the jungle, utterly invisible from above.

The slaves were goaded down the trail at spear point, often screaming as snakes crossed the path. They reached the bottom and the trail continued along the jungle floor for about a km. Then large grass huts came into view and they entered a circle of them about 100 meters diameter. In the center was a wide, circular raised wooden stage with five steps leading to the top from each direction. Three huge logs about a meter diameter lay upon it. Each was about ten meters long and set up on blocks so there was a small space beneath it. Off to one side of the circle of huts was a huge iron cauldron set upon rocks with a bed of firewood burning hot beneath. Steam rose from the boiling water within. A wooden crane extended over it.

And, upon a dais five steps from the ground, seated upon a throne formed from elephant tusks was a coal black giantess. The slaves were herded before her and made to kneel. The giantess stared at them with lustful eyes and spoke.

“What do you bring me Dayo?”

“Thirty little white slaves for your pleasure my queen! I trust you will find them enjoyable!”

“And who is this woman with the two nicely decorated little slaves?”

“A sister who was on the bus with this batch of captives my queen. I sense she is one of us, at least in spirit.”

“Very well. Let us have dinner together this evening.”

The queen rose to reveal herself as a head taller than any of the amazons, a study in voluptuous curves, huge but firm breasts, her broad behind a meter wide. Her eyes traced the line of white slaves, who withered under her gaze. She resumed her seat, raised her legs, parted them, and rested her ankles on the arms of her throne, presenting her huge black pussy. She spoke in menacing tone to the cowering slaves.

“Welcome my new slaves! I am Queen Thandi. Your pampered lives are over now. You now live to serve my pleasure and that of all of my warrior sisters. You will now have the honor of eating this big black pussy first, though you will have a steady diet of that from all my warriors. I expect orgasm from each of you. Any refusal or failure to satisfy will put you in the village cooking pot to be boiled alive for the evening meal! Now begin!”

The slaves, still strung together, were goaded forward, groveling up the steps in single file. When the leading one came within her reach the queen grabbed her hair and shover her face into her oozing cunt, commanding her to lick.

The first slave had it easy. Thandi had been expecting a herd of new slaves and her anticipation had horned her up. The little white thing’s head was buried deep between her big, ragged labia and her desperate terror made up for any lack of training in giving head. Her tongue was everywhere, seeking to please and Thandi guided her to her big pulsing clit. Half a minute sufficed to set he off and she clamped her massive fleshy thighs together in a smothering grip as she passed into the throes of orgasm. The slave struggled to escape, rubbing her nose on Thandi’s clit in the process, igniting multiple orgasms. Primal shrieks of ecstasy echoed off the overhanging trees.

Then she relaxed in her satisfaction and her thighs parted. The slave fell unconscious and was dragged aside. The second one was goaded forward. This slave had it fairly easy too because Thandi was still horny and came hard quickly. But the remaining slaves were to face a challenge to save their lives. Thandi grabbed the hair of the third one and held her face near her cunt and addressed the remaining slaves.

“These first two had it easy. But I’m quite dehorned now and the rest of you must still bring me to orgasm or be eaten. Having my asshole fervently licked will never fail to horn me up again. So, when it is your turn you will first go down to the bottom and get busy with your tongues. I will let you know when I am ready to come!”

She shoved the third slave’s face into her crotch and moaned in enjoyment when she felt the tongue caress her anus. The abject terror of the slaves gave urgency to their attention. Thandi was long accustomed to this delight but never tired of it. One by one the slaves serviced her to orgasm. She finished with the final one and stood to speak.

“Now my little creamy pets! You will serve the pleasure of my devoted and dutiful warriors. Each is prepared to give her life for me and I value them highly. You will spare no effort to please them as you did me! And always remember the cooking pot!”

Amara stood aside with Dayo, marveling at the queen’s appetite and capacity for orgasmic pleasure. It seemed limitless. And her own pussy was warm wet and throbbing. Dayo sensed her condition.

“Are you horny?”

“Yes! I can barely stand it!”

“Never fear. You will have ample opportunity to enjoy the new batch of slaves once the queen has finished. And by the way, we are not cannibals. The mere threat of the cooking pot has never failed to induce submission from the slaves, although occasionally we have a slave hung by a rope above the boiling water and threaten to cut it. They always give in.”

The last slave serviced the queen but their introduction to slavery was far from over. The string of slaves was herded up onto the stage where the logs lay. The were made to lie face up on the logs, six slaves to each log while the rest were cut loose from the rope. There were elongated wooden stools set aside on the stage and they were brought out and set between the logs. The remaining dozen slaves were forced to their knees on the stools and their lead ropes were tied off so they knelt chin to chin. Dayo nudged Amara.

“Now that our queen is satisfied it’s time for the rest of us to have our pleasure. There are about a hundred of us here. This village is the queen’s residence. We are the elite warriors who serve and protect her and capture new white slaves. The slaves are trained here and then sent to the other Lezuba villages. There are males in the tribe as well. Most are castrated and used for brute labor. The strongest specimens keep their balls and are milked for their white goo for use in breeding. But they get no pleasure from their ejaculating. We have cruel ways of ruining male orgasms. The caldera is vast and totally unknown to the white devils. They search in vain for the little white things we abduct.”

Matters were proceeding apace up on the stage. Amazons mounted the faces of the slaves who were tied to the logs and began to enjoy themselves. Other warriors stood with legs parted wide, feet each side of the stools, their pussies at just the right height for them to receive TTAO from the kneeling slaves. Moans and sighs of mounting delight were heard as the terrified little erstwhile princesses feasted on the big black pussies that would come to rule their lives. Soon there was panting and grinding of hips and the first mad orgasmic cries echoed off the treetops. The remaining warriors lined up to wait their turns. When the warriors on the log finished with their slaves they went to form a second line to wait for TTAO. The warriors in the first line mounted the faces of the slaves on the logs and when those receiving TTAO were satisfied they went to the line awaiting a turn on the log while those from the log went to the stools to receive TTAO.

Dayo told Amara she was too horny to stand it and stepped toward the end of the first line. But Amara took hold of her arm and asked her to wait.

“Dayo, my slaves are quite well trained and I would love for you to sample them. They are expert at TTAO.”

Dayo nodded and barked a command in the Lezuba tongue. A warrior fetched one of the stools and brought it to her. She took position and Amara’s slaves did their duty. Dayo’s knees all but gave out from the first caresses of the well-trained tongues. Amara held her shoulders to steady her. Dayo was horny indeed and came hard and quickly, her legs going to rubber from the force of her orgasm. The two slaves wrapped their arms around her hips to keep her from falling while she savored afterglow. She firmed and looked to Amara with eyes wide.

“Exquisite Sister! You must help us learn your training techniques. Our slaves go through rigorous training and give great pleasure but nothing quite like that. You have found a new home among us. Now I invite you to have your time up on the stage. Terror of the cooking pot makes the attentions of the little white pets most pleasing. This evening we will join the queen for dinner.”

Amara mounted the stage to wait her turn on the log. Only two warriors were ahead of her and soon she stood straddling a log looking down at the terrified face of a spoiled little blond princess. Her face was caked with the amber ooze from the big black cunts. Amara settled herself down to enjoy, amused by the look on the white pet’s face when she saw the big black pussy descending to engulf her. Dayo’s words proved true. Desperate terror of being boiled and eaten gave a unique intensity to the pleasuring.

Amara was madly horned up and her first orgasm struck unexpectedly. She passed out briefly and would have fallen from the log if the strong arms of a warrior had not steadied her. She sighed in satisfaction and plopped her anus down onto the lips of the slave. The little thing knew her duty by then and Amara felt a long slender tongue slide up her ass in a manner most pleasing. And there was real desire in the slave’s efforts as well. Amara knew she had found a latent and settled her weight down to enjoy.

Her big wet cunt cut off all hope of breathing but the slave knew better than to do anything but lick in a most delightful way until her breath started to give out. Her legs kicked wildly and she writhed in her bonds. Amara felt ready to come again and shifted herself to feed the slave her clit, giving her a chance for a quick breath. She gasped as Amara settled down on her again. The mingled terror and passionate desire of the slave’s servicing brought Amara to the brink in just minutes and she threw back her head as the waves of climax coursed through her, giving out a bestial cry of sweet, heavenly release.

Her muscles slacked and she almost fell forward but caught herself on her arms, leaning forward on the log but bringing her full weight down on the slave’s face again. Lost in her savoring, she was heedless of the slave’s predicament. The little blond thrashed and squirmed, then went limp but Amara remained lost in the fog of afterglow. She felt someone shake her by the shoulders and opened her eyes to see Dayo, who urged her to dismount. The slave lay senseless. Dayo signaled to a warrior who brought her a small pot filled with dried leaves. She took some in her hand, crushed them and held then to the slave’s nose. She sneezed and gasped as her eyes flew open wide.

“Almost lost her there Amara! They are only slaves but a lot of effort goes into capturing and training them and they do serve a purpose. We try not to snuff the life out of them but it does happen, especially when the queen rides the log. Come join us for one last entertainment before dinner”

The slaves were herded over to the cooking pot and made to kneel. The warriors stood surrounding them, menacing them with their spears. At random, Dayo had one of the slaves cut loose from the rope and brought forward. She accused the slave of giving substandard pleasure and told her she was to be dropped into the pot for dinner. The slave pleaded for mercy, blubbering and sniveling as the rope from the crane was tied around her ankles and she was raised high by the strong arms of two warriors and swung over the dreaded pot, hanging just a meter above the boiling water.

Dayo carried on the deception, offering her one last chance to show proper submission. The slave begged for it and was lowered to the ground to lie on her back. Dayo felt the movement within her as she always did when playing this cruel trick. She squatted over the slave’s face with anus just above her lips.

“Open your mouth little white thing! I have something to feed you. If you are wise you will eat it and thank me for your tasty meal and your worthless life! Or in the pot you go!”

The slave’s eyes widened in horrified revulsion but terror of the pot won out and she opened wide. Dayo’s anus gave forth a turd the size of a large banana that filled her mouth to the gullet and projected upward. The slave gagged but Dayo signed for the rope to be wound up and when the slave felt the tugging on her feet she steeled herself and began to swallow. Inch by inch the turd was consumed and when the last was gulped down Dayo lowered herself to be licked clean. Then she rose to address the quailing, weeping slaves.

“This is the submission that will be expected of all of you soon lest your worthless lives end in the pot! Prepare yourselves for the inevitable. You have fallen far in this world white worms! You are now the lowliest of creatures whose only purpose in life is to submit, obey and give pleasure to our black pussies with your little pink tongues. You will be taken now to the slave pens while we have dinner. But you have a long evening of pleasure-giving before you.”

The slaves were herded off to the bamboo pens where the ropes were cut from their necks but the collars were left. The slave pens were two large bamboo-barred enclosures and half the slaves were thrown into each one.

Then it was time to join the queen for dinner. Amara and her slaves walked with Dayo to the largest hut in the village. The queen sat enthroned at its rear wall. A warrior stood each side of her throne. There were leopard skin rugs arranged around a big pot of fragrant stew. Dayo sat cross legged on a rug and invited Amara to do likewise. Slaves Julie and Kiku knelt facing the queen with the pot between her and them. Thandi stared at them with eyes alight with lust. But she turned her attention to Amara first.

“So, sister. Tell me of yourself and how you acquired these slaves.”

Amara was awed to be in the presence of such dominant majesty. But she also had a feeling of belonging she had never felt before. She was so overcome she went to her knees before the queen and begged to serve her. Never one to refuse and opportunity for orgasm Thandi parted her legs to offer her big cunt to Amara’s tongue.

Amara buried her face in the oozing crevice and showered all her passion onto the woman parts of her newfound goddess. Rarely did she feel such a longing to submit, but the dominant power of the queen brought it out of her and when the queen’s massive thighs clenched on her head and rendered her breathless as the big body lurched and convulsed in ecstasy she felt a worshipful joy, even as the smother of the queen’s flesh caused darkness to fall.

A sharp scent assaulted her nostrils and she found herself lying at the queen’s feet with Dayo bending over her with a handful of the waking herb under her nose. She rolled over, kissed the queen’s feet and knelt before her again. Thandi smiled kindly.

“Now Amara, where were we? Oh yes! How did you come by these slaves?”

“First my queen, let me say I am awestruck at meeting you and your warriors. I know I have found a place where the world is in proper order for those of our inclinations. In the world from which I come I too capture and enslave sweet little white things. I am one of many who go by the name of Mistresses of the League. I am what is called a “gateway mistress.” But I enslave by means of seduction rather than at spearpoint. I’m infallible at detecting tender young things with latent lesbian orientation. They succumb to my dominant will quite easily. I train them to submit and give pleasure and then sell them at auction to my fellow mistresses. But I always have two for my own enjoyment. Would you like to sample the pleasures my slaves can provide?”

“All in good time sister. You cunnilingus was quite satisfying. Let’s eat first. I’m famished!” She clapped her hands. “Bring palm liquor!”

One of the warriors fetched a large earthenware jug and three coconut shells. She first handed one to the queen and filled it from the jug, then served Dayo and Amara. Amara took a deep drink. The liquor had a pleasing burn and she felt a warm glow of lust. Thandi emptied her shell at a gulp and held it out for more. Then she joined them, sitting cross legged on a leopard skin, a mountain of dark chocolate flesh.

All three women drank until the jug was dry. Thandi called out for another and they fell to eating the spicy stew, dipping it from the pot with pieces of foofoo bread and washing it down with more of the liquor. They nearly emptied the pot. Thandi told Amara to give the leavings to the slaves and the two little heads plunged into the pot to lick it up.

Amara was pleasantly drunk and horny and she could tell the others were as well. But it was courtesy first. She offered her slaves to the queen for TTAO. Thandi put one foot up on her throne and stood with legs parted wide. The slaves went to their duty, Kiku to the pussy and Julie to the asshole. The two little heads all but disappeared into the deep clefts of cunt and buttocks. Thandi shuddered in delight as the tongues went to work.

“Well trained indeed sister! You must teach us your techniques!”

But, so pleasing were the tongues she lost herself in the rapture and spoke no more. She threw her head back and her breath came in gasps through clenched teeth, spittle flying. Her head lolled drunkenly and she rolled her big hips, grinding cunt and ass in the faces of the slaves. Then a deep breathy moan came from her depths, transitioning to a ferocious, snarling sound of supernal ecstasy. A great gush spurted from her, soaking Kiku’s hair. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her body went soft in her satisfaction as her legs failed. Dayo and Mara leapt to their feet to steady her and ease her onto the throne. She was languid, semiconscious, giving out sighs of contentment.

They let her savor until she regained herself. She looked at Amara wide eyed in near disbelief.

“Sister! I’ve never gotten such great head from slaves! They didn’t just pleasure me they worshipped me like a goddess. How do you do it? I must know!”

“My queen, it’s quite simple. I give them a ration of pleasure in the early stages of their training and gradually reduce it as training progresses until they get nothing. Then the chastity cage is installed and the slave lives in a perpetual state of longing and desire. As I speak their little pussies are wet and throbbing and tingling. And they look forward with craving to their next taste even though it worsens their torment.”

“You employ terror to get submission from your slaves and that’s a necessary thing. My slaves suffer under the whip and cane and they fear and adore me in equal measure. A terrorized slave can give great pleasure but a slave who also loves her mistress gives the best pleasure of all. And my training technique results in the slaves adoring all mistresses. They come to crave the juices of the black pussy, the poontang and the cum. I must apologize for my slave spilling so much of your cum. She takes every drop of mine but she just wasn’t ready for you. She’ll be punished and then we can try again. Because she failed you I invite you to apply the whip. And don’t pull your strokes.”

There was a short thick whip on the floor next to the throne. To Thandi’s delighted surprise, Kiku fetched it and went to her knees before the throne, bowing low, holding out the whip in offering. She spoke in a voice quavering in her fear.

“Please mistress! I beg you to punish me for my failure. Hurt me until you think I have suffered enough and then give me another chance!”

Thandi took the whip from her and ordered her to rest her shoulders on the seat of the throne. She noticed the many healed welts on the slave’s back and behind. A look of lustful cruelty came to her face and she raised the whip high and brought it down with all her great strength, raising a lurid welt on Kiku’s back. Kiku let out a high-pitched scream that tailed off into pathetic sobbing. This only incited Thandi’s cruelty. A flurry of twenty more vicious lashes zebra striped Kiku’s back and ass as she blubbered in her agony.

Thandi stopped to catch her breath and her hand went to her pussy to fondle as she tossed the whip aside. There was a queening log off to one side of the hut. She scooped her left arm under Kiku’s waist and lifted her to ride on her broad hip as she carried her to the log and laid her on her back. She stepped over the log facing Kiku’s feet and lowered her fleshy bulk onto her face.

Thandi thrilled and felt goose bumps cover her and she felt the little slave’s tongue go to its duty with a melding of practiced skill and beseeching penitence. Many a slave had lain beneath her smothering mass to serve her pleasure but she had never felt such depths of submission from any of them. The worshipful tongue caressed her anus with such a passion! Her broad hips rolled rhythmically in her enjoyment. She settled her full weight down and lost herself in rapturous delight until the slave’s legs kicked and thrashed as her breath gave out.

Thandi shifted to offer her throbbing clit to the tongue, giving Kiku just a moment to gasp in a breath before being engulfed again. Orgasm struck quick and hard. Thandi’s big body lurched and convulsed as a primal wail was torn from her depths. She felt herself release a gushing flood of cum and passed into afterglow, her body going slack and settling down remorselessly, her eyes closed.

Amara was alarmed but reluctant to interrupt the queen’s savoring. Kiku lay compliant and patient until her breath was spent and reflex took over. She thrashed and writhed, then went limp. Just in time, Thandi’s eyes opened and the realization came to her. She rose and looked down on Kiku, who lay senseless. Dayo knew what to do. There was a bowl of the waking herbs on a table beside the throne and she grabbed a handful and held it under Kiku’s nose. Her eyes flew open and she took in a deep breath. Amara picked her up from the log and made her kneel by her side. Thandi looked down at the log, which was bone dry. Not a drop of her cum gush had been spilled.

Thandi went to her throne and flopped down, giving a deep sigh of contentment. She felt the movement within her that a good pleasuring would often bring and ordered one of the attending warriors to fetch her a toilet slave. Amara broke in.

“My queen! No need for that. My slave Julie will be happy to serve you! Just kneel up on your throne and offer your ass.”

Thandi would usually make a toilet slave lie on her back while she squatted over her mouth. But her curiosity was piqued and Amara’s slaves seemed to give rare pleasures so she followed Amara’s suggestion. She turned around and knelt on the seat of the throne, presenting her vast behind, holding her cheeks apart with her hands. Amara could see the ebony vortex twitching and puckering. She signaled to Julie who promptly pressed her face deep between the dark chocolate mounts. Thandi let go and her massive buttocks closed over Julie’s head. Only the ends of her blond hair could be seen.

Thandi felt Julie’s tongue rimming her exquisitely and that hastened nature taking its course. She felt her big turd passing smoothly from her and it kept going, nothing backing up and making a mess. Never had this act brought such sweet delight and satisfaction. Inch by inch the stool passed and was consumed by this exemplary slave.

Usually, when she squatted to receive service the mass of her feces would overwhelm the slave and pile up on her face and much would be spilled on the ground. The slave would be fed the spillage with a spoon or made to eat it from the ground. That had always frustrated her and the slave would get a whipping. And yet she would still feel unsatisfied.  But this new way of doing gave such pleasure and was so neat and clean. She lost herself in the enjoyment of the passing until she felt the end of the turd leave her. Julie’s tongue went to work immediately and she was licked spotless.

Julie backed away and Thandi turned to resume her seat, looking at Amara with respect and admiration.

“Sister! You bring us new and wonderful things that will add manifold to our pleasures! Never have I known slaves to show such passion and depths of submission. I command you to begin training our slaves first thing in the morning!”

CHAPTER FIVE

Amara wasted no time. The next morning at sunrise she first joined Dayo and the queen for breakfast. Her slaves were used by each of them to satisfaction and the slaves were also fed “breakfast” from the bowels of each along with the leftovers and scraps. Then they went to roust the little white slaves from their pens to begin their training.

Tara, a tiny and exquisitely proportioned little blond doll, lay among the other captives in the slave pens with her head spinning in confusion. The day before had been harrowing and terrifying, first being captured by the fearsome black warriors and herded off through the jungle to the village where the degradations had begun under pain of being thrown into the cooking pot and eaten.

She had always been confused in her sexuality, knowing she was supposed to be attracted to boys and later, men. But they left her cold and she was even repulsed by the thought of a penis entering her body. She felt an attraction to girls and women she suppressed due to a strict religious upbringing. Sex between members of the same gender was considered perverted and vile and those who engaged in it were said to be bound for hell.

But now, in this strange new world into which she had been dragged none of the rules she had been raised by seemed to apply. She was forced to admit to herself that when her face was shoved into the gaping hairy pussy of the queen, though she had at first resisted, in the end she liked it. When the queen’s mighty thighs engulfed her head as she passed into orgasm Tara nearly came herself. She felt happy to have given the queen such pleasure and hoped she would be “forced” to again. She hoped to get the Thandi’s attention so perhaps she would be chosen to serve her.

And when she was handed from warrior to warrior to pleasure their nappy cunts she did have an orgasm while pinned to the log by the pussy of the big, strange woman who had been on the bus with them. She loved the oozing wet and the scent of her and used her tongue with hunger and passion, licking her everywhere, even running it deep up her ass. And she welcomed the pussy of the next warrior who mounted her face, wanting only to please.

So, when they were herded from the slave pens and made to kneel before the throne while Thandi eyed them lustfully Tara made sure to be front row and center. Then Dayo barked a command.

“Our queen will have her morning pleasure now! Slaves! Fall in line!”

Tara scrambled to be first but need not have. Most of the others hung back until forced into line behind her. The queen raised and parted her legs, rested her ankles on the arms of the throne presenting her big nappy cunt to be served. She beckoned to Tara who stumbled and nearly fell in her haste to press her face into the oozing, aromatic wet. She ran her tongue all over, head buried to the ears in the queen’s lush and engorged tissues, seeking the spots that would bring pleasure.

Thandi grabbed her by the hair and ran her face slowly up and down her poon-soaked crevice to work her arousal up to orgasmic pitch. Tara used her tongue with passion, caressing her black goddess with selfless devotion, hoping she would sense her adoration and be pleased. At length Thandi found herself ready to come and tugged Tara’s head upward to press her big throbbing clit to her mouth. Tara enfolded the grape in her lips and licked while she sucked. Thandi was always horny in the morning and her first orgasm always struck quickly and hard.

Tara felt the clench of the massive thighs on her head as Thandi passed into her ecstatic throes and welcomed it. An inspiration came to her and she kept her tongue against the big clit and fluttered it every so softly. Thandi’s orgasm passed but another surged through her and then another under Tara’s caresses. She bucked and writhed through half a dozen of them as Tara’s body was tossed about with head clamped in her fleshy grip. Then satisfaction came and the big gams parted. Thandi let out a deep savoring sigh as Tara fell to the ground.

But Tara wasn’t finished. A fervent passion had been born in her and she had yet another inspiration, an act she hoped would bring her newfound goddess pleasure beyond imagining. Thandi lay limp and languid, legs still spread wide and resting on the arms of the throne, her full crotch presented. Tara rose and pressed her face deep in the big snatch but went down low with her tongue to caress Thandi’s anus with ardor. Good rimming was always irresistible and she lapsed into sweet rapture.

Inevitably, the caresses of Tara’s tongue brought the queen back to arousal. She reached down to grab Tara’s hair and pull her up to her clit. Tara again enfolded Thandi’s orb in her lips to lick and suck. But then she brought her little right hand up into Thandi’s gaping vagina and slipped it inside, coating it with poon, then withdrawing it. She slipped her left hand into the wet cavern and then slid her right up Thandi’s ass. Forming fists with both hands she fucked the queen while sucking her.

“Thandi gasped at a delight beyond even her jaded experience. The little slaves tiny fists were a perfect fit in her orifices. The one massaged her G, the other sent tingling waves of pleasure from her anus to her clit, already under the slave’s sweet little tongue. The orgasm that rocked her surpassed any she had ever known. Her shriek of primal ecstasy echoed from the towering treetops and she passed from consciousness to drift in a sweet haze.

A hush fell and all watched their queen in the midst of her pleasures. None dared utter a sound as she lay in afterglow. Tara gently slipped her fists from her orifices and planted tender kisses over Thandi’s mount and inner thighs.

Slowly the queen recovered herself and pushed Tara back gently. Two warriors started to drag the next slave up to the throne to serve her but Thandi waved them away. She bent down and lifted Tara by the armpits and set her on her lap. She whispered in Tara’s ear.

“You will be my special one sweet thing! Never have I known such delight. You will share my bed now every night!”

Then she addressed Amara.

“This one has satisfied me for now. Amara, please commence the training of the slaves.”

Amara asked Dayo to assemble the warriors so she could speak to them. Dayo interpreted for those who didn’t know the white devil’s tongue.

“We will now put the slaves on the logs and you will enjoy them. But please be gentle and don’t threaten them with the pot. Just make them serve you and be attentive. There are surely some among them who have latent tendencies and you should be able to tell if they are serving you out of fear or desire. If you have one you suspect is one of these enjoy your orgasm but then point her out to me. I will have her serve me and then I will know for sure. We will put them aside and they will assist in our training and turning of the others. The rest will remain on the logs until you have all had your pleasure. Then the training will begin.”

The slaves were herded onto the stage and bound face up to the logs. The warriors lined up and those in the first wave settled pussies over the slaves faces and began to enjoy. Some warriors came sooner than others and other warriors took their places. But, sure enough, one warrior came with a greater intensity than the others and rose from her seat on the face of a fetching brunette, beckoning to Amara.

Amara looked down at the slave and could tell by the look in her eyes that she was most likely latent. But confirmation was needed and she settled her cunt down on the slaves face. The sweet caresses of the tongue left no doubt. She felt passion and hunger in the slave’s attentions and took her enjoyment, having a deep and satisfying climax. She dismounted and untied the slave from the log and put her off to the side.

Five more times warriors called Amara’s attention to likely latents and all were confirmed. Then it was time to begin training and turning in earnest. Amara went to where the outed latents knelt waiting and spoke to them kindly.

“Be honest with me now my girls and please do not be afraid. You will not be harmed, quite the opposite in fact. Did you enjoy giving pleasure this morning? Please do not feel guilt or shame. You have merely found your true selves. Did you have any doubts or confusion over your sexuality growing up?”

All nodded in answer to both questions.

“Excellent! The others of your group are of “normal” sexual orientation and have given pleasure out of fear. They are our slaves now and will continue to give that pleasure willy-nilly but it will be much better for them and, above all for their mistresses if they can be converted to the lesbian orientation. To this end they will be introduced to the pleasures of that orientation with your help.”

Amara then conferred with Dayo as to how this would be accomplished.

“My training methods may seem counterintuitive because they don’t employ pain and terror as their basic elements. Pain and terror do reduce a slave to submission and great pleasure can be had from their serving. But a slave who has been conditioned to serve by my methods serves with a passionate adoration that adds a whole new dimension. And these little princesses already live in terror of the cooking pot so the benefit is double.”

“The slaves must first be given the pleasure of TTAO while performing the cunnilingus. This will pair that pleasure with the scent and taste of pussy. Orgasm will be the most powerful reinforcement of the behavior. They must be given TTAO to orgasm in conjunction with performing the cunnilingus for a week or so. By then they will give oral pleasure unreciprocated and with passion. They will still be reinforced by TTAO but at longer and longer intervals for perhaps another month. Then, once addicted to TTAO, they will be denied orgasm altogether. They will come to be in a state of constant arousal and longing for the pussy and be given false hope that they will again receive TTAO if they are dutiful and submissive in serving their mistresses. They will submit willingly to any degradation one might wish to inflict upon them. Let’s begin!”

Amara invited Dayo to sit sideway on one of the pleasure logs with her legs spread. Two warriors seized one of the straight princesses and put her on her knees before Dayo, then shoved her face into Dayo’s pussy. Amara assigned Julie and Kiku to demonstrate the procedure to the outed princesses.

Julie lay on her back and slipped her head underneath the subject to lick her pussy. Kiku laid on top of Julie and pressed her face between the subject’s cheeks. Then both well trained tongues went to work. Dayo ordered the subject to lick her. There was resistance and reluctance at first but soon the two tongues began to have their effect and the subject put her tongue to Dayo with rising desire. Julie and Kiku were well versed in this conversion technique and finely tuned in to the progress of both the subject and Dayo toward orgasm.

Dayo’s arousal reached a crescendo and her breath came in high-pitched pants as she rolled her hips, ramming her cunt into the face of the subject whose own arousal came to its zenith under the teasing tongues. Both subject and Dayo came as one, Dayo letting out a shriek that echoed off the towering jungle trees while the subject’s cry of pleasure was muffled by Dayo’s lush tissues.

Dayo stood up on wobbly legs and stepped over to Amara, who had to catch her before she fell. She expressed her amazement at the depth and intensity of her climax.

“Whew! That was special Amara! And just the first time! How much better will it get?”

“You’ll be surprised Dayo. But there’s still a lot to do. The latents have much training ahead in performing the TTAO. I might be a couple of months before maximal pleasure is to be had from this batch of slaves. But it will be worth the wait, I promise.”

It was a long and hard day of training for the slaves but by the end every slave had one session of conversion sex. The warriors were the recipients of the cunnilingus and they were unanimous in their positive evaluation.

That evening Amara and Dayo joined the queen for dinner. They brought four of the slaves with them to demonstrate their progress to Thandi. Kiku and Julie provided the TTAO upon the slaves while the queen was served by each of the four. She was well pleased. Amara made sure to tell her that the conversion training would transform the princesses into willing slaves and captives. This led Thandi to mention a bit of cruel sport the Lezuba partook of with recently captured slaves.

“We always hold a ‘slave hunt’ with every batch of new captives Amara. Tonight, the doors of the slave pens will ‘inexplicably’ be left unlocked and the warrior guards will be absent from their posts. Inevitably, the slaves will flee into the jungle, foolishly thinking they have a chance of escape. In the morning, the hunt will begin. But for now, let’s enjoy these slaves until bedtime.”

Dinner was served for the queen and the mistresses and the leftovers were thrown on the floor for the slaves to fight over. Tara sat on the queen’s lap and the queen fed her tidbits with her fingers. Thandi fondled her little head tenderly as an idea for a special new pleasure came to her mind. She wasn’t sure it would work but her curiosity overcame her.

Two warriors stood at attention nearby to serve the queen’s wishes. She ordered them to shave Tara’s head and rub it with palm oil. Then she raised and parted her legs, resting her ankles on the arms of her throne, exposing her pussy and the gaping maw of her vagina. She commanded the warriors to take hold of Tara and press her head against the entrance to her cavern face up. Then she told them to push hard. Sure enough, Tara’s head disappeared inside the queen. She was docile and compliant until her breath gave out and she started to kick. Thandi ordered the warriors to pull her out. Her head was coated with amber poon. Then she spoke to Tara.

“Now you are going in again sweet thing. But this time you will rub your little nose against my G and lick it until you make me come. Then you will be pulled out for a breath and back in you will go. Do you understand my little pet? Do you love me enough to give me this pleasure?”

“Yes, my queen! Nothing is too much for you to ask of me!”

In her head went again and soon the queen was moaning in delight under the caresses to her G. Tara was heroic and devoted in serving her queen and had taken a deep breath to make sure she could remain inside for as long as needed. In about a minute Thandi quivered and a brutish orgasm racked her massive body. Her vagina spasmed in her ecstasy, ejecting Tata’s head. The queen savored her afterglow and gave another command.

“Fuck me with her!”

The warriors went to pushing Tara in and pulling her out. Ever dutiful, Tara made sure to nose rub and lick during every insertion. Amara and Dayo each grabbed one of Tara’s legs to assist the warriors in speeding up the pace of the head fucking. Thandi passed into the throes of a rolling orgasm, giving out primal wails as her devoted slave’s little head went in and out, faster and faster. At the last they shoved Tara’s head inside and held it so she could finish the queen with rubbing and licking. With one great convulsive shudder she gushed a flood over Tara’s little tits and relaxed in total satisfaction. Tar’s head slipped out, caked with poon. One of the warriors wiped her head clean with a towel and set her back on Thandi’s lap. Thandi hugged her to her big breasts.

“Ah, little doll! You have made your queen very happy tonight. But now you know you must head-fuck me every day!”

“I am yours to do with what you will my queen! Anything for your pleasure!”

The spectacle had aroused Amara and Dayo and the slaves were put to work satisfying them. They continued with conversion training. The trainees performed the cunnilingus upon the mistresses while Amara’s slaves performed the TTAO upon the trainees. Progress in the training was already noticeable. The slaves served the mistresses with growing desire and hunger. They retired for the night, looking forward to the slave hunt that would begin at dawn.

After breakfast, just as the sun was coming up Dayo and Amara went to the slave pens and as expected, found them empty except for the latents who felt no need to flee because they were now willing captives. Dayo handed Amara a blowpipe and a small quiver full of feathered darts and gave instructions.

“These darts are dipped in the sap of a tree. The potion causes a fierce stinging burn and also weakens the muscles gradually. We will stalk through the jungle together to seek out the little princesses who by now will be wandering about bewildered and lost. Most of them just go in circles. The walls of the caldera are steep and unscalable in most places. There are big snakes and spiders everywhere. Leopards patrol the jungle seeking tender and succulent meat.”

CHAPTER SIX

Paula, a fetching, creamy skinned, blue-eyed brunette, was one of the most resistant of the little princesses. She was first to notice the open gate of the slave pen and the absence of guards and was the instigator who had urged the captives to flee.

They had fled into the jungle, first in a pack, but then they started splitting up into smaller groups or individuals, more and more lost and terrified as they went deeper into the menacing forest. Paula found herself leading a group of six along a trail that seemed to lead nowhere. They came across a huge python lying just ahead on the trail seemingly ready to pounce and enfold one of them in its deadly and inescapable grip before swallowing her hole.

Everyone fled back down the trail for a distance, then they all huddled at the base of a big tree, most of them crying, too terrified to go on. Paula lost patience and set out by herself, heading into the trackless wild, bent on escape, but without any plan or idea where she was going. She stopped for a while in a small clearing to rest and gather her wits, lying face down on a carpet of soft vegetation studded with little red flowers.

Suddenly she felt a searing sting in her left butt cheek. She screamed and looked behind her, to see a feathered dart embedded there. Pulling on the dart made it clear it was barbed and would not come out. She looked in the direction from which it seemed to have come and saw two Lezuba warriors lurking about 20 meters away, each holding a bamboo blowpipe and leering at her with both lust and amusement. She jumped to her feet and fled headlong into the forest but just before she reached the concealment of the bushes another dart took her in the right cheek, bringing a yelp of pain from her.

She ran through the jungle, torn by thorny bushes, dodging around huge spiders that hung in webs and coiled snakes that hung in the branches. Exhaustion soon set in and she collapsed at the base of a big tree. She tried tugging out the darts again but there was no hope. She stood for a while with her back to the tree trunk but then she felt the sting of a dart in her left breast. With a howl of torment, she stood and looked around. Her eyes fell on those warriors, cruel grins on their faces, one of them aiming her blowpipe. Before she could run the dart pierced her right tit. She fled again, whimpering in pain, but she also felt a weakening, her legs getting wobbly. Soon she collapsed again, managing to do it in a low thicket that gave her concealment.

The warriors were skilled trackers who knew the jungle like the backs of their hands. They followed her trail that led to the thicket and split up one going to each side of her refuge. One of the warriors picked up a rock that lay nearby and heaved it to the opposite end of the thicket. It landed with a thud and rolled along the ground, bushes rustling as it struck them.

Paula rose from her hiding place slowly, looking at where the sound had come from, only to take another dart in the left tit and one more in the right cheek. In panic she ran from the thicket blindly, right past on of the warriors who stepped aside to let her pass, then planted a dart right between her cheeks. Her legs went to rubber and she crashed to the ground, moaning softly, lying on her back.

The warriors were randy from the excitement of the hunt and they took turns facesitting their fallen quarry, each enjoying a couple of orgasms and some rimming before carrying their game back to the village. The warriors carried machetes and one of them cut down a sapling about two meters long and stripped away the branches. They tied Paula to the pole by wrists and ankles and hoisted her onto their shoulders, carrying her back to the village like a slain game animal.

Meanwhile, Dayo and Amara stalked though the steaming bush, eyes peeled for game. Peering through the foliage they spotted two creamy white bodies huddled beside the trunk of a big fallen tree. They stalked unseen into dart range and Dayo invited Amara to take the first shot. She was not skilled in use of the blowpipe but her dart did find the thigh of one of the princesses, who let out a high-pitched howl, leapt to her feet and hopped over the log, running as fast as her legs could carry her. The other looked around with terror in her eyes, which fell upon Dayo as she aimed her pipe.

The dart struck the left tit and she screamed and fled in the same direction as her companion. Filled with the thrill of the chase, Amara had reloaded her pipe and managed to plant the dart in the fleeing girl’s back. The game animals disappeared from view and Dayo suggested they wait a while before following. She could track them and sooner or later they would tire and try to hide. As they waited, screams were heard here and there from all directions in the jungle as the darts of the other huntresses found tender white flesh.

Amara felt the wet warmth of lust in her pussy and looked at Dayo who nodded in recognition of her expression.

“Yes sister! The hunt is quite a thrill is it not? My own pussy is throbbing and tingling. I think we should move along now. Our game has surely gone to ground now, hoping in vain to avoid capture. It will take a few more darts to bring them down for good. We will try to get close so you can put a dart in a pretty little titty or cheek, or best of all, right in a nasty little pussy! When we bring our game in points will be awarded for the best shots. Shots to the pussy give the highest scores and a special privilege.”

They stalked slowly, eyes peeled, Dayo looking to the ground for tracks. Suddenly, she stopped and pointed in the direction of a big tree. Amara looked closely and saw a little white foot sticking out from behind it. Dayo beckoned her to sneak up close in the cover of some bushes and then used the rock throwing trick, tossing a fist sized stone far to the other side of the tree.

Sure enough, the little creamy blond scurried around to the other side of the tree trunk, crouching down, sticking out her pretty little behind. Amara’s dart was in her back. She took careful aim with her pipe and blew. The dart struck square between the cheeks, down low, lodging in the tender pink anus.

The game creature shrieked, jumped up and turned around. Amara was at the ready and pierced her left tit with another dart. The little beast fled in panic, letting out whimpering yelps. Dayo laid out a plan.

“She won’t get far. I think the potion will bring her down in maybe a hundred meters. Follow her and I’ll track down the other. She can’t be far away.”

Amara set out in pursuit, but slowly, watching for any sign of white flesh among the greenery. Dayo headed off to the left and vanished into the jungle, silent as a she-leopard. After a few minutes Amara heard a scream and a rustling in the undergrowth and soon a little white creature ran across her path, left to right, with two darts in her behind. Soon Dayo followed, grinning, eyes alight with lust. She waved and vanished into the brush. A few minutes later Amara heard a scream of torment that eclipsed any other she had heard from the game.

Dayo’s guess was right. Amara followed a game trail the little thing had run down, thinking it might lead somewhere meaningful to a human. And about a hundred meters along, there she lay, belly down, exhausted and loggie from the potion on the darts. Amara stood over her, looking down at her helpless prey, lust boiling between her thighs. There was only one thing to do. She put a foot under the prostrate princess and flipped her onto her back, then lowered herself, holding her pussy just above her nose.

“You gave me a fine chase my tender white thing. It has horned me up severely. Now you will use you little pink tongue to ease my lust. Perhaps the cooking pot awaits you after your foolish attempt to escape. If you please me I might put in a good word for you with the queen and she may spare you.”

She grabbed the princess by the hair and pulled her face into her oozing cunt. Desperate terror made the caresses of the little pink tongue pleasing indeed and Amara gushed heavily when she came, filling the little mouth of her victim, who swallowed every drop. Then Amara pressed her anus to her lips and ordered her to start over.

Soon Dayo emerged from the jungle with her quarry draped over her broad shoulder. She smiled and nodded when she saw Amara in the midst of her pleasuring and waited patiently until she came. She dumped her game on the ground with a thud, face up. Then Amara saw the reason for the terrible scream she had heard. Dayo’s dart was planted squarely in the little blond bush of her quarry, down low and in the clit. Amara expressed her appreciation of such a fine shot.

When Amara finished Dayo put the two slaves to work, standing between them as they knelt fore and aft, giving her TTAO. Amara’s lust was still at a simmer so when Dayo was satisfied she took her place. Dayo stepped in to receive another round and then each slave got a good drink of strong piss. Dayo used her machete to cut a pole and the bound their captured game to it by the ankles and slung the pole over their shoulders to carry them back to the village.

They arrived to find most of the slaves had been captured and were assembled on their knees at the foot of the queen’s throne. When all the game was brought in the slaves were made to stand in a line while the warriors admired each other’s dart placements. The most skilled huntresses had place darts in each tit and each cheek and one in the bush. But Dayo’s clit shot gave her the winning score. Then the darts were pulled from the white flesh. Just a twist to the left while pulling would extract them, albeit painfully.

Then the slaves were put on their knees before the queen and they cowered at her menacing glare and frightful words.

“Foolish, foolish little white scum! The punishment for attempted escape is death! Now let us go to the place of execution where you will see the fate you have earned!”

The slave were herded to a place along the edge of the forest where two slender tree trunks, stripped of their branches stood about ten meters apart. Each was also about ten meters tall. Two warriors shinnied up each trunk and their weight bent them to the ground where they met. The warriors held the trees to the ground while Dayo informed the trembling princesses of the manner of their execution.

“One of your ankles will be tied to each tree and then…!”

The warriors released the trees, which sprang apart and straightened out with great force.

“You will be ripped in two!”

The princesses sobbed and sniveled in terror. Dayo continued.

“But our queen is not without mercy! You will be given one chance to escape this dreadful fate by serving the pleasure of our queen and a select group of our warriors. A vote will be taken and if approval is unanimous you will be spared.”

The whimpering slaves were herded off to the slave pen, except for Paula, who was now known to be the instigator of the escape. Dayo pulled Amara aside to let her know what to expect.

“The little white thing will not really be killed. We are just having some more sport with them. Watch!”

The queen and the three warriors who had landed pussy shots during the hunt had the privilege of being pleasured by the “condemned” slave. Amara was included as a courtesy to a special guest. Each received rare pleasure from the tongue of the terrified little princess and when they were satisfied the vote was taken. All thumbs turned down. Paula broke down, sobbing and pleading for mercy but two warriors seized her and carried her, kicking and screaming, to where the four warriors were holding the tree trunks at the ready.

But only one of her ankles was tied to one of the trees. The queen called out in a voice that could be heard throughout the village: “Die little white thing!”

The warriors let go of the trees and Paula let out a horrifying scream as she was pulled aloft on one of the trees, shitting herself, but alive. Wild cheers and laughter broke out among the warriors, accompanied by the beating of bongo drums. And many of the little princesses who awaited their “execution” in the slave pens pissed themselves in terror at the sounds.

Then Paula was pulled down and released. The blood of a deer that had been killed in the forest and was roasting on a spit for later was splattered on the tree trunks so the next little princess to be “executed” would see it and have her terror redoubled.

Two warriors went to the slave pen and dragged another princess before the queen, who first took her pleasure before handing her off to the others. On it went. One by one the slaves were brought forth to their fearful fates. Those who waited in the pens heard the screams and cheering and drumbeats and were paralyzed with dread. They gave exquisite pleasure before being “executed.” The queen and the others were sated by the time a third of the “sentences” had been carried out. A lottery had been held to see which warriors would next have the privilege of being pleasured by the terrified little white things. Amara was much impressed by the inventive cruelty of the Lezuba.

The next morning Amara accelerated the training of the slaves. First and foremost, she gave the latents rigorous training in the performance of TTAO so they could assist in the conversion of the straights. It took a month but by then all of the slaves were serving the Lezuba with adoring passion, rather than fear. It was time to withhold the pleasure from them and install the chastity cages and nipple weights.

It was a ceremony held under the moon and stars amid flickering torchlight. One by one the slaves were properly adorned and served their queen.

Her duty being done, Amara had to admit to herself she was becoming homesick. Her time with the Lezuba had been a rare adventure and she knew she would want to come back and visit. But she knew the queen might be resistant to letting her leave. A plan and a proposal came to her mind. She disclosed herself to Dayo, who was most understanding and also enthusiastic about Amara’s proposition. They decided to go visit the queen the next morning.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Little Tara’s devotion to her queen had come to know no bounds and she endeavored to show this devotion by giving her ever greater pleasure. She took pains to hold her breath until nearly passing out when her little head was deep in the queen’s cavern and soon her breath could hold for minutes on end as the warriors pulled her back and forth. She showered her attentions of nose and tongue upon the queen’s G, causing rolling orgasms that left her languid in contentment.

Thandi liked to walk around the village every morning on an inspection tour. She would see to it that everything was up to her high standards and chat with her warriors to get to know them individually. But she found it harder and harder to spend even a minute without the attentions of her sweet little slave. One morning a solution came to her. She stood and ordered Tara to part her massive cheeks and put her face between them with her tongue pressed to Thandi’s anus. The Tara let go and the fleshy mounts closed on her little head, clamping it inextricably tight. Thandi set off on her inspection tour, dragging Tara behind her as her dutiful slave rimmed her tenderly the whole time.

The morning after the adorning ceremony they were alone and she asked Thandi to kneel on her throne facing away, offering her cavern from the rear. Tara knelt behind her and took a firm grip on the throne for leverage and shoved her head inside. Then she pulled herself back and forth in a rising rhythm while shaking her head from side to side, sending the queen into repeated spasms of ecstasy. To finish, she plunged her head within to the shoulders, licking while still shaking her head, until Thandi passed into an orgasm that made her cavern clench tight in its throes for minutes on end.

Every dutiful, Tara held her place, never struggling to escape until her breath gave out and her body thrashed by reflex as the airless darkness closed in. Thandi was lost in her delight and heedless. Dayo and Amara were just arriving at the queen’s hut and heard Thandi’s ecstatic vocalizations. Curious, they peeked inside and saw Tara going limp as she passed from all consciousness. Only their quick action saved her. Just as Thandi let out one final moan of satisfaction they grabbed Tara’s legs and pulled her head from its oozing prison.

Thandi turned in her throne and settled in with a vapid grin on her face, gelatinous in her satisfaction. Then she looked down at her sweet little slave, beaming. She invited Tara to jump up onto her lap and gave her a tender kiss.

“Ah, my sweet little thing! I think I almost lost you there. I’ll have to have some warriors here the next time you head fuck me like that so they can pull you out. And good morning Dayo and Amara. Thanks for making sure I will have this little head to fuck me every day like that. What brings you here?”

They sat cross-legged on the ground before the queen and Amara spoke of her dilemma.

“My queen I have enjoyed every minute of my time here among the Lezuba. I revere you as a goddess and if it is your will I am prepared to spend the remainder of my days here as your servant. But I also grow homesick. I would like to make a humble proposal. I will return home, but I will spend the year thereafter arranging for an anthropological expedition that will bring another busload of sweet, succulent slaves to be captured by the Lezuba. I will remain here to complete the conversion training and then return home to prepare another “expedition” for the next year.”

Thandi was silent for a long moment, considering, then:

“My dear sister, you have brought us new pleasures that take our enjoyment of the slaves to new heights. It was my hope that you would remain with us forever. But I understand. What you propose will more than compensate for your absence and we will be seeing you once a year with another busload of fresh slaves. Your wish is granted.”

CHAPTER EIGHT

At dawn, Amara and Dayo, along with Amara’s slaves, waited in the jungle clearing where the mass abduction had taken place for the bus driver who was in league with the Lezuba to arrive. This time she drove and SUV and had the clothes Amara and the slaves had worn on the day of the capture with her. She also had Amara’s phone. Amara and Dayo hugged goodbye and they set off with the driver back to civilization.

They reached the small town by the river where the boat awaited. There was wireless service there and Amara’s friends back home had paid her bills in her absence. She contacted everyone, including captain Tasha, whose ship was in the Atlantic at the time. Tasha promised to change course and meet her at the mouth of the river. Amara and her slaves boarded the riverboat and reached the harbor the next morning. She had to wait two more days in a small hotel, but then she saw the ship silhouetted in the sunset as it approached.

When the ship was docked Amara ran up the gangplank to where Tasha waited with open arms. They hugged, tears of joy falling.

“Tasha! I can’t thank you enough for changing course to pick me up! I hope your passengers were not too upset.”

“Not to worry Amara. The ship is quite different now and soon you will see why. For one thing, thanks to the Mistresses of the League I am part owner of it now in partnership with the mistresses. I want to show you around and the best place to start is in the hold, believe it or not.”

She took Amara by the hand and led her to a small door in the bow, below the bridge that opened onto a spiral stairway leading down into the deepest level of the ship. Julie and Kiku followed. She opened the door and Amara saw a long corridor going all the way to the stern. Along each side were vertical iron bars close together. They entered the corridor and Amara looked to left and right and gasped in delighted amazement. The iron bars enclosed cells. Some cells were empty, but many contained fetching little white slave girls with the customary adornments. Tasha smiled.

“Yes my friend! The ship now provides pleasure cruises for the Mistresses of the League. The cruises are “all inclusive” food, drink, and above all unlimited use of slaves are part of the package. Needless to say, the ship is booked solid all the time. And more than a few new mistresses have been recruited once they come aboard and sample the pleasures. Let’s go on deck!”

“Wait a minute Tasha. In exchange for my passage, I will contribute my slaves to serve the mistresses. Julie! Kiku! Strip naked and each of you enter a cell where you will await the summons of a mistress for you to serve her!”

The two slaves obeyed and were locked into cells. Tasha was appreciative.

“Thanks Amara! There’s no such thing as too many slaves!”

They exited the slave dungeon and went on deck to where there was now a small swimming pool surrounded by wooden cabanas with canopies that shaded the occupants from the burning sun. And each cabana had an oval hole cut in the seat with a slave lying on her back, legs sticking out behind, upturned face fitted into the hole. The holes were padded around the rim for the comfort of the mistresses. Most of the cabanas were occupied, naked mistresses sitting on the faces of the slaves, who provided oral pleasure according to their liking. Tasha invited Amara to strip and have a seat. There was a double cabana nearby that was unoccupied and Tasha stripped as well. Each settled down over the face of their slave with a sigh.

Amara felt the well-trained tongue of the slave begin to rim her ever so gently, just perfectly; to give a feeling of relaxation and contentment. Some slaves were assigned the task of bring mistresses food and drink. Tasha clapped her hands and a sweet little redhaired slave came to take their order and then hurried away to the bar, her nipple weight bouncing. She returned with two large margaritas.

They just sat and chatted idly for a while, but soon the caresses of the tongue on Amara’s hind hole brought growing arousal and she wiggled her ass to urge the slave to rim harder. Obedience was immediate and she felt the tongue wriggle into her deeper and slither about in a manner most pleasing. The arousal became too much to bear and she shifted a bit to offer her clit to the slave. Barely a minute passed before orgasm struck and she let out a high-pitched sigh of ecstatic release, along with a heavy gush that the slave swallowed down with seeming thirst.

Heads turned to her from the other cabanas but there were only approving smiles and winks. As time passed other cries of orgasmic delight rang out, including one from Tasha.

Tasha called for two more margaritas and the second one had its effect on Amara. She shifted in her seat to put her pussy over the mouth of the slave where the golden flow would come from and let go. The slave guzzled it down, never spilling a drop and went back to gentle rimming. Amara’s orgasmic satisfaction led to nature taking its course and when the slave felt the turd emerging she opened wide and took it down by the inch, then turned her tongue to cleaning. Amara reached out and took Tasha by the hand.

“You have done yourself proud captain! This is heaven on earth! I trust you are well compensated?”

“All credit to you and to the League Amara. You helped me find my true self after so many years of frustration. And the Mistresses were so welcoming and helpful, so receptive to the idea of making this ship what it is today. And were are only getting started. Soon there will be a fleet of such vessels. Every black sister who comes aboard is changed forever and for the better. The hard part will be maintaining the supply of slaves, but now that you are back I’m sure you will contribute your share. Now, let’s continue our tour of the ship. You must see the private pleasure chambers!”

She led Amara back down the spiral staircase to a deck on level above the dungeon. There was a corridor running from stern to bow with doors along each wall. Amara could hear muted sounds coming from within the chambers that lay behind the doors, cries of ecstasy as mistresses came, the sound of cracking whips and cries of torment as the leather was applied to tender white hides without mercy.

Tasha opened the door of the nearest empty chamber, revealing a room filled with everything the heart of a mistress might desire for the taking of pleasure with slaves. There were furnishings to allow a mistress to enjoy rimming and TTAO in perfect comfort and a fine collection of whips, canes cattle prods and other devices for when a slave earned punishment or a mistress was just in a cruel mood.

The next level up in the ship was the private staterooms. They were comfortably appointed and also had furnishings similar to the pleasure chambers for the convenience of the mistresses. Tasha had one set aside for Amara and her slaves.

The level below the pool deck was a large hall where the evening meal would be served, followed by the evening orgy. The slave dungeon would be emptied and the slaves would be used in common by all the mistresses.

They returned to the pool to relax in the cabanas as the afternoon passed and the sun sunk low on the horizon. The fragrance of dinner being prepared wafted from the kitchen one deck below. Two more margaritas had them famished and horny. A bell rang and everyone made their way to the hall for dinner, slaves groveling behind mistresses with heavy nipple weights dangling painfully from little tits.

The dining hall had circular tables that seated six. The chairs were fitted out similarly to the cabanas, with seat holes so the slaves could lie face up in them and serve the mistresses during their dinner. Tender tongues caressed pussies and assholes, but just enough to heighten the arousal of the mistresses for the orgy to follow.

When the meal was finished the leavings were tossed on the floor for the slaves to fight over while the mistresses watched with amusement. Mistresses dipped morsels in their oozing cunts and tossed them to the slaves who caught them in their mouths and gobbled them down. Ample golden wine from the pussies of the mistresses was provided for the slaves to wash down their food.

Then the slaves were put to work cleaning up the mess and stacking the tables and chairs aside for the orgy. Lounge chairs were arranged along one wall so mistresses could receive cunnilingus in comfort. They rollout out thick rubber mats to cover the floor. Wine and spirits were set out on a bar along one side of the hall. Padded benches were set out so the slaves could be tied down and face-sat.

The slaves were gathered in the center of the hall on their knees while the mistresses walked in circles around them, perusing them with gleams of lust in their eyes. There were slaves in abundance, two slaves for each mistress with more left over as spares in the event some of the slaves were too used up to continue. Some of these were bound to the queening benches.

As if at a signal the mistresses converged upon the cowering slaves, most seizing two slaves by the hair and dragging them aside to first enjoy TTAO, standing with legs spread while the kneeling slaves buried their faces between cheeks and into nappy cunts.

Amara was in the mood for queening but she grabbed a fetching little redhead and dragged her to a bench where a cute brunette was tied down. She settled herself down on the slave, facing her feet and made the redhead straddle the slave so she could lick and suck and pinch Amara’s big nipples to enhanced her arousal and orgasms while she rode the slave’s face. The dark-haired slave’s tongue was unusually long and strong. It penetrated pleasingly into her rectum and slithered about. Amara passed a few small turds in the midst of the rimming and the slave took them down with barely a second’s interruption of her lingual caresses. It was back and forth between clit and anus until Amara came herself to satisfaction for the time being and took a break to just sit in a lounge to sip wine and watch while a slave licked each of her feet and two more gave attention to her nipples. Soon her lust rekindled and she beckoned to a little blond thing who was unoccupied for the moment. She groveled to Amara, who spread her legs and enjoyed sweet cunnilingus.

Amara saw Tasha standing nearby, enjoying repeated orgasms through TTAO, a tall glass of wine in her hand, which was refilled by a slave when she emptied it. At one point the wine overcame her bladder and the rimming made nature call so the slave in front got a good deep drink while the one behind got a snack from her anus.

One last brutish orgasm under the two tongues sated Tasha and she came to sit beside Amara. The slaves groveled behind her and went to licking her feet. Amara gave voice to her pleasure.

“Tasha! I was not mistaken in you! You have outdone yourself. I’ll bet this ship is filled to capacity for every voyage. I could spend the rest of my life aboard!”

“All thanks to you Amara! I would never have found myself without you! Tomorrow you must avail yourself of one of the pleasure chambers and take five slaves with you.”

The orgy went on into the wee hours, slowly winding down as the mistresses achieved total orgasmic satiation. At the end, the used-up slaves lay in in a tangled heap in the center of the hall, except for those who were busy licking the feet of mistresses who lounged in the chairs sipping drinks, relaxing in afterglow and chatting. Finally, each mistress headed off to her stateroom with two slaves groveling behind her. Amara saw Julie and Kiku entangled in the pile and fetched them out. They followed her on hands and knees to the room.

The next morning Amara joined Tasha in the captain’s cabin for breakfast. She had woken up horny but contained herself and refrained from having her slaves satisfy her because she wanted to save her lust for her session in the chamber. After rising from bed, she stood while the slaves assumed TTAO position and Kiku got a deep draught of her morning wine and Julie a feeding from her behind.

She forced herself to contain her eagerness during breakfast and offered Tasha her slaves for TTAO. She informed Tasha the Julie had already been “fed” and Kiku had drunk from her. Tasha enjoyed the two tongues until she came, then made the slaves switched sides and made them satisfy her a second time. Then she sighed in blessed relief as she gave forth a golden flow into Julie’s mouth and passed abundantly from her anus into Kiku’s.

Then it was time for the pleasure chamber. The first order of business was the selection of slaves. The dungeon was mostly full. Amara chose the ones she found most fetching and put her own slaves into vacant cells so they could be used by others.

The five slaves crawled single file behind the mistresses down the corridor and up the spiral staircase to the deck where the pleasure chambers awaited. Some of the chambers were already in use and cries of pleasure and pain echoed off the steel walls. The sounds made Amara’s cunt tingle and throb in anticipation and her hand strayed between her legs. Tasha nodded and smiled.

“At first we considered soundproofing the chambers for privacy but then we thought better of it. Doesn’t this make things so much more exciting?”

Amara could only nod and she forced her hand away from her cunt, fingers dripping poon, lest she orgasm then and there. Tasha opened the door of the chamber and they stepped inside with slaves crawling behind. The slaves were no strangers to the chambers and they crawled toward the rear and knelt in line and at attention, ready to serve upon command. Amara looked around at the chamber’s appointments, torn between examining each and grabbing a couple of slaves for immediate TTAO. Her need for immediate release overcame her and she chose the latter, pointing to the two slaves at the left end on the line and beckoning. They groveled to her in haste and their trained tongues went to work fore and aft as Amara stood with legs apart with hands pressing the slaves’ faces deep into her cunt and cleft. Tasha’s lust boiled up and she crooked her finger at the next two slaves in line and took her own enjoyment. She thought it best for them both to have their lust eased for the moment so she could familiarize Amara with the chamber’s many furnishing and devices. Their orgasms hit the spot, calming them for the time being.

Then it was a brief tour of the chamber to appraise the fine furnishing, the superb black leather upholstered rimming and TTAO horse, the similarly upholstered queening bench, lounge chair and throne. Then there was the whip collection, every type of leather instrument of torment, bull whips, singletails, snake whips, and the cat o’ nine. Amara was skilled with all of them and the slaves were to be subjected to each and every one. Lastly, there were the electric prods that could be used to zap tender body part, and best of all, be inserted into body orifices to deliver cruel shocks. Amara felt her lust boiling up again as she looked to the slaves who knelt trembling, knowing the suffering that awaited them.

Tasha took her leave and Amara’s gleaming eyes turned to the slaves. A block and tackle hoist hung from the ceiling in the chamber’s center. An iron bar was attached bar to the end of the rope, a manacle on each end so that a slave could be hung upside down with legs spread wide apart. Amara went to the first slave in line and dragged her by the hair to lie belly down beneath the hoist she untied the rope from the cleat on the wall and lowered the bar so she could clamp the slaves ankles into the manacles. Then she hoisted her aloft and used a key that hung on a hook nearby to remove the chastity cage from the slave’s pussy. She also removed the slave’s nipple weight.

There was a ball bearing at the base of the pully and Amara gave the slave’s ankle a shove that sent her spinning fast. She went to the whip array and selected a pair of snake whips, then and grabbed two more slaves by the hair and dragged then to a spot on the floor within range of the whips. She placed one slave in front of her and one behind, on their knees and put them to TTAO, but ever so gently at first.

The slave on the hoist still spun fast and Amara unlimbered the whips, whirling them over her head in a blur, then flicking her wrist just so, making the cruel leather snap on the tender skin of the slave. At first she just let the lashes fall at random on the slave’s body, enjoying the screams. But then she focused on the tits and the pussy, flicking the whip unerringly on tender nipples and clit. The slave was reduced to sobs of purest torment and the two tongues caressing her erogenous parts pushed Amara toward the brink. She rolled her hips and the slaves, ever so well trained, knew to bring her to orgasm. The tongues worked hard on her pleasure points and she came with knee-buckling intensity.

But it only dampened her lust a little and she ordered the two remaining slaves to give the hanging slave another spin. The each gave an end of the bar another push and the slave spun in a blur, whimpering in pain and terror. The two tongues went back to soft TTAO so Amara could enjoy their caresses while wielding her whips. Even with the fast spinning the lashes fell on clit and tits and any other sensitive spot that caught Amara’s eye. Her lust boiled over again and she set the two tongues to licking hard.

After a second orgasm of such intensity that the slaves had to hold her steady lest she collapse to the floor it was another slave’s turn to suffer. She made two of the slaves lower the hanging slave and remove the manacles, then grabbed the nearest slave, shoved her to the floor beneath the hoist and ordered the others to hang her up by the ankles. When the slave hung helpless and terrified she removed the chastity cage and nipple weights, then went and fetched two electric prods. She cuffed the slave’s hands behind her back. The slave hung with her crotch at Amara’s waist level, her little vagina and anus at Amara’s mercy.

The prods were wedge shaped and slid easily and deep into each orifice. Amara pressed the buttons and the slave screamed as the current shot through her tender parts. After giving the slave a few more cruel zaps, she left the prods inserted and went to get a third one. There was a second button on the prods that would make them deliver zaps at two second intervals automatically. Amara pressed the button on the inserted prods and the slave lurched and screamed over and over as the current shot through her. Then Amara used the third prod to zap her at random on her body, paying special attention to the nipples and the clit.

She signaled for two slaves to come and provide TTAO while she tormented the poor slave who hung there taking the cruel jolts. She had tortured slaves many times before, but never with so many devices at her disposal. It incited a lustful cruelty she had never felt before and she lost herself in her enjoyment of it. Slaves existed for the purpose of giving pleasure according to the whim of the mistress and these finely trained slaves submitted to their lowly lot in a manner most pleasing.

As the two tongues caressed her, Amara’s lust rose to crescendo and she passed into a rolling orgasm, unable to use the prod in her hand but getting wonderful and ongoing arousal from the screams of the hanging slave as the jolts ran through her. One great surge of ecstasy finished her and she went limp, held up by the dutiful slaves as she savored for minutes while the poor slave suffered on. When her body firmed she finally felt merciful and removed the prods.

Amara’s legs were unsteady, but she made her way to the lounge chair and collapsed into it. Without having to be told, the finely trained slaves came to her and each went to her duty, one tenderly sucking each nipple and licking each foot. The fifth slave lay belly down with her face in Amara’s crotch and tenderly caressed her pussy with worshipful tongue.

Amara felt such pride in her protégé Tasha for blossoming into such powerful mistress and creating this floating paradise. The slaves worshipped her as a goddess, sparing no sacrifice of body or dignity for the sake of her pleasure, even though she was just a random stranger to them. Every new mistress who came aboard would experience this and the league was sure to grow and prosper as never before.

She basked in the adoring attentions of the slaves for she knew not how long. Inevitably, her lust rekindled and the slaves seemed to sense it and heightened the intensity of their tongue worship. The slave between her legs put tongue hard to her clit as the two on her breasts licked and sucked with practiced lips and tongues. Amara raised her knees and the slaves who licked her feet each slipped a petite finger into her anus and finger fucked her as her clit was licked. Orgasm struck and then was prolonged into repeated waves as the sweet tongue fluttered on her berry. Each slave did her part to prolong the ecstasy until the last of her lust was expended with a great high-pitched sigh of utter satisfaction and she lay gelatinous.

Amara led the five slaves back to their cells and locked them in. She noticed the cells that had confined Julie and Kiku were empty and she hoped her slaves were living up to the standards set by the slaves in the ship’s dungeon.

CHAPTER NINE

The cruise went on for another week of sweet delight but, at last the home port came into view on the horizon and soon it was time to say goodbye and return to day-to-day life. Amara made reservations for a two-week cruise the next summer.

It was a Saturday when the cab pulled into her driveway and she disembarked from it with her two slaves in tow. She came in the front door and Lara greeted her with a hug and a kiss. Three sweet and fetching slaves knelt in the living room awaiting the command of their mistress. Lara had done herself proud as a gateway mistress. Amara’s heart swelled and she took Lara into her arms and kissed her deeply. Ignoring the slaves for the time being, the two mistresses stripped naked and laid themselves down on the rug to enjoy a tender and affectionate 69.

After orgasm they relaxed a while, sipping wine, waiting until their lust built up again as the five slaves knelt waiting for whatever sweet indignities their mistresses might wish to inflict. The mistresses eyed the slaves with gleams in their eyes, feeling their pussies begin the throb and tingle and ooze.

TTAO was the first order of business and they stood, each with a foot on the seat of her chair, parting legs wide. The five slaves fell over themselves in the eagerness to taste their mistresses but one poor slave lagged behind and had to just kneel and watch. She would be used later in a much different way.

Both mistresses came, nearly as one and Amara felt nature taking its course. The fifth slave would have the honor. She dragged her by the nipples to the pleasure horse and settled down over it, belly down. Knowing her duty, the slave pressed her face between the chocolate mount to lick the nether orifice until it gave forth its plenty. It took some minutes and the tongue in her anus aroused Amara again. Her hand went between her legs to fondle her clit as she felt the movement within her grow. Just as she felt the turd breaching her portal her fingers pushed her over the brink and the force of her orgasm expelled it into the slave’s mouth until it pressed on her gullet.

Rising to the challenge of giving perfect service, the slave gulped it in and swallowed deeply as the brown mass slid from Amara relentlessly. Again, Amara felt that pride in a mistress she had initiated. The slave had been trained to perfection and did her duty in keeping, taking everything down without the slightest lapse. She felt the trailing end leave her body and then the dutiful tongue cleaning up.

But the poor dear slave wasn’t finished. Lara took Amara’s place on the horse and expelled what she had to offer.

Amara felt kindly disposed and persuaded Lara to let the slaves have pleasure. The gages were removed and the mistresses just watched as the madly horny slaves all but devoured each other’s pussies in a s frenzy of 69 and TTAO. Hours passed before they finally lay in an entangled heap on the rug, sighing softly in sweet relief.

The next morning was the first day of classes in the spring semester and Amara returned to her teaching duties with her gaydar turned on as never before. And she posted a sign in the classroom and also sent out emails inviting young female students to join her nest summer on an expedition deep into the African jungle to seek out and study the mysterious tribe known as the Lezuba.
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