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“Have you thought about what you are going to do with the money?”

Joe gritted his teeth and replied, “I suppose hiring hookers won’t be an option.”

His face fell as he saw that Dr. Bridget Schnitt did not consider his crude comment nearly as funny as he had. That was hard to do, given that he considered the pathetic bit of gallows humor barely even rising to the status of a full joke. Her bright green eyes seemed to almost glow from between the whisps of her blonde hair as she adjusted her white medical coat slightly closing it around her cleavage which peaked out from underneath. He couldn’t tell what she was wearing beneath her medical coat as no hem of skirt or short protruded beneath it. Rather, her smooth, curvaceous legs stretched down to her black leather sandals which clicked lightly on the marble flooring with her every move. Whatever faint hope of pleasure lay within her shapely body withered like flower cut from its stem beneath her sharp gaze combined with Joe’s knowledge of exactly why he had come that day. Even the whispering flow of the gentle breeze passing through the air between them and the sound of the roaring ocean in the distance did nothing to soothe the mood.

“You could still hire hookers.” She replied with a contemptuous snort.

“Uhh… yeah… sorry… stupid joke, I guess. I just mean that there wouldn’t be any point.” Joe muttered.

“There are things you can do with women other than sex.” Dr. Schnitt replied with a tone that tiptoed the razor-thin line between patronization and anger.

“I… uh… I know.” Joe stammered out quietly.

She gestured towards a door which opened upon a long hallway flanked on either side by smooth glass jars mounted on display racks and said, “follow me.”

The long journey, all expenses provided, had brought Joe to this private island, far away from the laws of any reasonable and civilized country. Here, transactions such as the one that he had been promised could be conducted absent any governmental interference. Despite the grim reason for his presence, Joe couldn’t help but be overwhelmed by the natural beauty of the island as well as the elegance of its singular, palatial building. From outside, the massive house bore elements of Greek and Roman architecture elegantly modernized in tones that bespoke of both ancient power and intellectual sophistication. Joe shuddered at this. Sophistication had never been his strong suit and people who lived in houses this expensive always made him nervous. The colonnaded marble entryway that he followed Dr. Schnitt down boasted large glass windows through which sunlight filtered in. Red carpeting squished slightly beneath Joe’s raggedy sneakers as he followed Dr. Schnitt down the hall. The entire room before him danced in an alluring array of hues of orange, pink, red, and purple. Ahead of him, Dr. Schnitt’s hips swayed deliciously with her every step and her jacket took on the transient colors of each of the stained-glass windows as she passed through their illumination. He grew increasingly convinced that she wore little to no clothing beneath the doctor’s jacket as no hem of shorts or skirt poked out from beneath it even as she walked. Despite the tantalizing view of Dr. Schnitt’s backside in front of him, Joe could not help but turn his head to the side to review the cases of glass jars. Small brass nameplates sat tacked into darkly stained wood above which clear fluid domes contained a glistening clear liquid liquid. Inside each jar floated a small pair of dead and preserved organs the likes of which sent a slight tremble down Joe’s spine and made him consider the wisdom of his decision to answer the advertisement in the first place.

Joe whispered to himself “come on man, you know you need the money.”

Dr. Schnitt abruptly stopped in front of him and turned to face one of the jars as well. He nearly ran straight into her, and an awkward glance passed between them as he slowly backed off from their dangerously intimate proximity. A strange blush crossed her face and Joe almost wondered if Dr. Schnitt was hoping he would run into her. She seemed to recompose herself and the moment passed as Joe reminded himself that such an illusion surely lay in his imagination as the bitter and severe woman in front of him clearly had no interest in a loser like himself, regardless of her state of dress. Before she had even fully began to speak, Joe had already convinced himself that the blush was simply due to some trick of the stained-glass lighting.

Dr. Schnitt gestured towards an empty jar beneath which lay a brass plate labelled “Joseph P. Miller.”

“You will be here.” She said.

“umm… okay.” He replied hesitantly as he instinctively shivered again and looked around the hall at all the testicles which had been sliced off their prior owners.

“You were using humor to cope with how terrified you must be feeling.”

“Huh?” Joe asked.

Dr. Schnitt looked at him and said “the hooker’s comment. You were simply trying to use humor as a coping mechanism.” She pursed her lips and said “there was no reason for me to be so hard on you. You must be terrified.”

Dr. Schnitt looked back at the jar and continued, “of course, Ms. Lorncraft would say that the reason you even thought of hookers was because you still had your poison glands.”

“Poison glands?” Joe asked in confusion.

Dr. Schnitt smiled and looked back at him, “her words, not mine. I would never use such an unscientific term to describe a man’s testicles.” 

“Your employer sure has a lot of balls.” Joe muttered as he looked up and down the hall.

“Yes. She sure does.”

Dr. Schnitt stared at the empty jar as they stood there in silence for a moment before she spoke up again saying, “I don’t hate men.”

“Huh?” Joe asked.

Dr. Schnitt continued staring at the jar as she continued, “It’s a common assumption that I hate all men because of what I do. However, I’m very well compensate by Ms. Lorncraft for the services I provide. I just want you to know that I don’t hate you.” She turned to look at Joe as she said this.

“Thanks… I guess?” Joe replied meekly.

“Come on. It’s time to go for the surgery.” Dr. Schnitt said with a jerk of her head.

“Does Ms. Lorncraft hate men?” Joe asked cautiously as they continued down the hall. He could see now that many more of the jars lay empty indicating that the collection was nowhere near complete.

“That’s a complicated question and I’ve found it ill advised to put words in the mouth of my employer. Perhaps later you can ask her that yourself.” Dr. Schnitt replied.

“Wait!” Joe shouted in shock as he stopped mid stride. Dr. Schnitt spun around to look at him.

“I get to actually meet the Tricia Lorncraft?”

“Of course. She loves watching castrations. She’ll also want to have a discussion with you before and typically checks in with the patient afterwards as well to see how he is adjusting to his new life.”

“But… the Ms. Lorncraft? Like, actual billionaire, Lorncraft?” Joe stammered in amazement.

“Yes.” Dr. Schnitt said, with a superior smirk.

“Wow! A guy like me meeting a woman like her.” Joe muttered as they continued walking together.

“Do remember that she will be adding your testicles to her collection.” Dr. Schnitt replied flatly.

“I know. I know. Still, it’s just not every day I get to meet a celebrity. Is she as rich as they say she is?”

They reached the end of the hall where a set of steel double-swinging doors stood. They clashed eerily against the decadent architecture of the rest of the opulent house.

“Even richer.” Dr. Schnitt said as she propped a door open for Joe to walk inside. He stepped into a surprisingly decorative room The walls were painted with broad strokes of green, yellow, purple, and red as over-sized flowers painted in broad strokes across the walls stared back at him. In the middle of the room sat a short surgical table replete with restraints and a small tray containing a variety of surgical instruments wrapped in sterile coverings. It seemed too short to Joe, but he noticed the restraints along near side and realized he was intended to lay on it with his knees bent over the edge. It also appeared to be a bit wider than necessary for reasons he couldn’t understand.

Next to the surgical table lay a red velvet and dark-stained oak overstuffed reclined couch. It looked something akin to what Freud may have asked his patients to lay across and complain about their parents as he scribbled in his notebook and Joe felt strangely drawn to the concept that he beheld a medical table used to hurt and a psychological couch used to heal. Overhead, a massive skylight let sunlight in to provide a shockingly bright, airy feel to the room. Soft classical music echoed in the background as a small fountain babbled mindlessly over in one corner creating a misty, magical ambiance. Far from Joe’s expectations for the typical aseptic smell of a hospital room, a heavily perfumed floral scent seemed to float through the air.

The sight left Joe’s mouth flopped open in shock.

The room looked more like a day spa than a surgical center and Joe glanced back out into the hallway and back into the room again to see if they had accidentally entered the wrong place.

“This room is primarily designed for her enjoyment of the experience.” Dr. Schnitt spoke to Joe, sensing his confusion at their surroundings. She stepped in beside him and placed a warm hand on his shoulder. He looked at it and then to her. She continued, “The experience of a man’s castration is extremely therapeutic for Ms. Lorncraft. You and I are both being compensated quite a bit of money to provide this experience for her.” Dr. Schnitt let go of him and gestured across the room as she continued, “don’t fuck it up.”

Joe swallowed hard and said “I understand. It’s just… this isn’t what I expected.”

“Out of curiosity, what did you expect?” Dr. Schnitt asked.

“I guess I expected a normal hospital clinic or something. I figured my testicles would just be mailed to her… or one of her underlings.” Joe replied. Even as the words left his lips, they felt stupid.

Dr. Schnitt chuckled and continued, “this is quite a bit more intimate of an experience than you expected, I suppose. I must admit though there has been a bit of a compromise in certain places. Ms. Lorncraft originally requested actual, live flowers surrounding the operating table. I protested on medical grounds of maintaining a sterile field.”

“Why… flowers?” Joe asked.

“Ms. Lorncraft has told me that flowers assist in the transition from masculinity to humanity.” Dr. Schnitt shook her head lightly and continued, “Ah, I should not speak for her. You can ask her more yourself later, if you like. My view on the topic is a bit more scientific. This does provide an incredible research opportunity.”

Joe stared at the table and a faint shiver ran down his spine.

“Research opportunity?” he asked.

Dr. Schnitt gestured towards a low bench and said, “get undressed while I tell you more.”

“Wait, you’re going to stay while I…” Joe trailed off realizing how dumb the next words to come from his mouth would sound.

Dr. Schnitt said “Joseph, I assure you that there is nothing dangling between your legs which will shock me. Besides, I will be handling your manhood up close and personal soon enough and will see it quite well, unless you thought I would be doing the surgery blindfolded.”

“Of course.” Joe replied sheepishly.

He gingerly stepped over to the low bench and sat down upon it. He had a strange feeling like being a kid in a locker room about to get undressed in front of all the other boys and feeling shy about his body. Here there were no other boys, just one gorgeous woman wearing a doctor’s coat, and little else…

…who was about to castrate him.

Joe’s fingers shook as he turned away from her and began fumbling through taking off his shoes and shirt. To his relief, Dr. Schnitt seemed to check over the instruments on the tray ignoring him for the moment. After he had stripped off his outer garments, hanging them in little cubies set aside in the wall just for holding his clothing, he began gingerly working over his underwear. He kept a repressing arm down over his crotch as he did this and tried his best to think about baseball knowing full well that he didn’t want Dr. Schnitt’s judgmental, green eyes to behold the state of his bulging cock. To his rising terror, she picked up a clipboard and sauntered over next to where he sat. He nervously glanced up at her and from his new angle he found that he could see well and truly beneath her short medical coat. Glistening little pink lips peaked out at him from between her legs just south of the hem of her coat indicating that she was not only naked but well shaved as well. He glanced only once and then drew his eyes back up to meet her gaze, less she catches him staring at her.

She smiled back down at him.

“I already know you have an erection.” She said calmly.

Joe shivered as she sat down on the bench next to him. Any illusion of demureness disappeared as she brazenly straddled the bench clearly displaying her pussy for him to see. Joe’s heart pounded loud in his ears as she pulled his hand away letting his cock spring up in excitement.

“Sorry… I uhh…”

“Shhh… this is perfect. I mean, I am glad to see you shaved just as instructed, but more importantly you are clearly demonstrating the central hypothesis of my research project.” Dr. Schnitt replied.

She reached up and grabbed Joe’s chin pulling his face so that he looked at her directly.

“Intellectually, you know that you’re not here for sex. You know that I’m just a medical professional who is going to cut your testicles off. You know that you don’t have a chance with me. You know that, right?”

Joe nodded.

“And you spent the entire time we were together staring at my ass and breasts.” Dr. Schnitt continued softly. She smiled lightly and continued, “I suppose you thought you were being discrete about it.”

Joe shivered under her analytical gaze.

“It’s okay, Joe. What you are doing right now, is part of my research project.” She ran a smooth hand down across his chest sending a shiver of pleasure through him as her palm glanced across his firm cock before finding his testicles and cupping across them. He moaned lightly as she whispered to him, “Isn’t it fascinating how these little organs can completely short-circuit your intellect and take control of your mind.” She smiled as she spoke with scientific glee. She continued as she gently massaged his testicles saying “It doesn’t matter that you know ‘why’ you’re here and you know what I’m going to do to you. Because of these, you literally can’t stop thinking of sex. They totally destroy your capacity for higher thinking. Here, I’ll demonstrate.”

Dr. Schnitt suddenly let go of his balls and stood up. She turned to face him hiking her medical coat up and stepped over his body behind him. She sat directly down on his lap facing towards him bringing his ripe, firm cock deep within her body. Joe gasped in shock and surprise as she smiled at him. Their faces were so close Joe felt like he should be kissing her, and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders as he felt the warmth of her close to him. He seemed to exist in some ultra-feminine paradise as she twisted her hips slightly back and forth bringing delicious pleasure to his cock as she slid further down while beautiful music and rippling water played in the florally decorated and perfumed background.

Joe sat still as a statue too terrified to move.

“You can hold onto me if you want.” Dr. Schnitt said and with this permission Joe reached up wrapping his arms around her waist. “Good. Does it feel nice to have my pussy? Be honest.”

“Yes.” Joe whispered back.

Dr. Schnitt began to raise and lower her body pumping fresh pleasures with every motion through Joe’s firm cock which rippled outwards through his body. He felt as if he existed within her, not only just a small part of him but his entire being as he smelled the warm, intimate scent of her body cutting through the faint perfume of the room. She seemed so large, so powerful, so in control in that moment. Like a goddess who had plucked his humble body up from the ground and placed it in a wet, delicious heaven. Terror still filled his heart a bit in the presence of her power. Her face held no contortion of pleasure and she bore now illusionary visage of love rather it seemed having sex with him was simply something she chose to do.

“Good. I’m going to teach you something about yourself, Joe.” She spoke intimately to him in a soft whisper but with the same tone he expected she would use as if she was addressing a class of medical students

“Okay?” Joe replied softly through rising pants of pleasure which threatened to overtake his voice.

She grabbed his face and forced him to look at her. Her piercing stare held in it a faint hint of recognition of love. It did not look like the love a woman has for a man, but rather more like the love a dedicated teacher has for a student. She said, “we’ll need to wait until you are ready. Don’t worry. I’ll be able to tell when you are ready. It is amazing what happens when a man is properly prepared. I can’t wait for you to see it for yourself.”

Joe licked his dry lips and softly nodded as she continued pumping beautiful sensations of glorious pleasure through him with her warm, rapturous body. He closed his eyes and sighed desirously. She shook his face lightly saying, “stay with me, Joe. I want you to be present with me intellectually as long as you possibly can.”

Joe’s heart quivered in fear at her words, but it was over-ruled by his cock which quivered in pleasure deep within her pulsating body. She thrusted and dipped her hips sliding his cock all around inside her tight, soaking wet, pussy. Joe groaned and looked away from her distantly.

“No, keep trying, Joe, look into my eyes.” She said firmly. Through great force of will, Joe concentrated on her beautiful face.  She smiled at him reassuringly and said, “you’re doing great. Stick with me. I’m going to take you right up to the very edge and let you look out over it so you can see something fantastic.”

Joe didn’t understand her words, but he kept his concentration on her face for as long as he could before his vision blurred and his body began to stiffen towards his own explosive orgasm.

“Now you’re ready to learn.” Dr. Schnitt said.

Suddenly, she dropped her hands down and shoved them hard against Joe’s upper thighs pinning him beneath her so that he could not thrust upwards inside of her. She stopped pumping her hips and held his quivering cock, so close to orgasm, ever so slightly enveloped in the thinnest penetration of her outer lips.

She knelt in close and whispered into Joe’s ear “I’ll only let you finish cumming inside me if you agree to give me all the money you earn from your castration today.” Joe gasped and groaned breathlessly as his blue-balled body shivered. His entire manhood agonized along the edge of the unfulfilled orgasm as Dr. Schnitt expertly denied him the ultimate pleasure that she had been working him up to so long. His mind collapsed into blankness unable to process the wretched decision before him. Dr. Schnitt continued whispering into his ear “say ‘no’ and keep your money, say ‘yes’ and my body will be yours.”

“Yes.” Joe whispered.

Pain and regret pierced his mind and heart as a lavish feast fell upon his cock as Dr. Schnitt released her grip and fell into her pulsing with renewed gusto letting Joe grab onto her burying his shame-filled head into her shoulder as he groaned loudly with explosions of sexual pleasure coursing through him sending jerky shockwaves through his frame as the goddess consummated his pleasure within her thirsty pussy. She dutifully continued her thrusting albeit at a slower, gentler pace as Joe finished his orgasm and shivered in aftershocks. He had never experienced such pleasure before in his life and yet he felt like crying.

“Do you feel regret?” Dr. Schnitt whispered into his ear.

“Oh, fuck shit!” Joe blubbered back on the verge of tears. He could not believe how stupid he had been.

“Shhh… shh… I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’ Don’t worry. I’m not going to take away your money.” She whispered reassuringly. She stopped pulsing and quietly sat down on his lap facing intimately towards him. She pressed him back lightly, so they were nearly face to face. Joe’s eyes glistened on the verge of tears. She spoke soothingly with a slight smugness to her voice like a teacher whose point has been proven, “You see how vulnerable you are. You almost gave up all that money just for what? A few seconds of pleasure? Surely you didn’t make that decision using your intellect.”

Joe’s mind spun as he was still coming to grips with the whiplash of emotions flowing within him. He felt as if a semi-truck had just whizzed past him leaving him alive and yet shaken to his very core. Dr. Schnitt continued, “you could easily imagine what a woman could do to you with such power over you or, even free of any intent, what you could do to yourself and your own life with those little organs of yours glitching out your brain. Now, think of it, Joe… All men, almost fifty percent of the human species, all men have this same fundamental miswiring. Little organs that stop their minds from working. It’s horrible when you contemplate the terrifying implications.”

Joe’s mind didn’t have to wander far to see how horrifically right she was. In fact, it didn’t have to stray any further than Lisa.

“I’m a fucking idiot.” Joe blubbered as fresh sobs welled up within him. Now Dr. Schnitt clung onto him nearly pinning him against her as he started to try and wriggle away. Some intrinsic part of him felt a deep-seeded terror of her. Whether it was her intelligence, her control, or her judgement, he knew he had to get away from it.

Dr. Schnitt did not allow such mercy of flight.

“Shhh…shhh…” Dr. Schnitt nearly wrestled him in as she said, “don’t be afraid. I know. I know. Don’t think of me as a woman. Just think of me as a person whose going to help you.” She pulled him in close and he sobbed on her white-coated shoulder as she absentmindedly stroked the back of his head. “You can cry. I won’t think less of you for it. Please understand, I’m seriously not taking away any of the money you’re earning today. You didn’t lose anything here.”

Joe shuddered and said “it’s not you. It’s not today. It’s…” He trailed off.

He sighed sniffing back a tear as he continued “…I’m a fucking idiot.”

Dr. Schnitt replied quietly, “surely, you’ve seen the news stories. A university professor with tenure caught soliciting a fifteen-year-old for sex only to lose everything and end up in prison. A CEO impregnates a cocktail waitress and ends up paying her blackmail money for years before she breaks her silence. A politician orders his intern to suck his cock behind the desk and loses re-election. A billionaire marries a woman half his age, who takes half his company. A university student date-rapes his classmate. Joe, these are not stupid men doing this. We’re talking about highly educated, incredibly intelligent people. Yes, their actions are often criminal, but, more importantly, their actions are also mind-bogglingly stupid. Everyone likes to wag their finger and say shame on them, but my research, my thesis, my…”

Dr. Schnitt drew in a deep breath and let it out as she released Joe to let him lean back and she smiled into his face saying “…my contribution to society is to prove scientifically that the lack of male self-control is not a character flaw but rather the aberrant biological dominance of the reproductive system over the frontal cortex.”

Some bizarre mix of shame and gratitude filled Joe’s heart at her words. It only grew stronger as she delicately kissed his forehead before saying “inside of you is a strong, intelligent, fully functional human being. Right now, you’re being suppressed and controlled by testosterone, but I can fix that easily enough.”  

Joe swallowed hard and said “it wasn’t you. It was Lisa… before… here…” He shook his head and gritted his teeth saying, “I was such an idiot.”

Dr. Schnitt lovingly caressed Joe’s cheek saying, “as long as you have testicles, you’ll be as much at the mercy of any woman who wishes to manipulate your desire against you as you would be for your own bad decisions. You came here, which shows you value money more than your manhood, but I hope you’re starting to see that your life will actually be better without it. Even after I cut them off, it will take a few days for the last little bits of excess testosterone to work their way out of your system. I’ll know it’s working when you see me dressed this way and look at me as a person, rather than salivating over my body the way a hungry wolf salivates over a piece of raw meat. You know…” Dr. Schnitt grabbed his chin gently and smiled warmly into his face saying “the way one human looks at another. You’ll see my breasts, my ass, my pussy, and see these just as parts of a human being rather than tantalizing morsels of sexual conquest. Same for every other woman. You’ll finally be free from your masculinity to fully experience life in a state of humanity.”

Joe sighed.

He thought of Lisa.

He thought of all she took from him.

He smiled sadly back at Dr. Schnitt and stared off distantly as he replied, “I think… I would like that.”

Dr. Schnitt nearly giggled with glee and said, “Wonderful. I feel better knowing you’re consenting to this with a clearer, post-orgasm mind. If I had my way, it would be illegal to allow a man to sign legal contracts until after he has orgasmed and can experience a few moments of clarity before desire takes control of him again.”

She stood up and Joe felt his now relaxing cock slide out of her with a messy sounding schloop. She stepped back over the bench onto the other side and merely slid her doctor’s coat down a little bit barely covering over her still drizzling pussy and ripe, warm hips. She smiled at him and held out a lithe hand. He took it and she helped him to his feet saying in the friendliest tone he had heard from her before, “lay on my table over there and I’ll fix what’s wrong with you.”

“Is this really necessary?” Joe asked as Dr. Schnitt buckled in restraints over his wrists.

“Between you and me, no. For some reason, Ms. Lorncraft insists on this.” Dr. Schnitt replied.

“Wait, you are going to use anesthesia, right?”

Dr. Schnitt crinkled her nose saying, “Of course. I’m a medical professional, not a barbarian. I’ll administer a local nerve block. If you’re brave enough, you can even watch. Here…”

Dr. Schnitt collected up a pillow and propped it behind Joe’s head situating him so that he looked down across his body before she continued around the table closing the restraints.

“I still don’t think the restraints are necessary. I’m being paid for this and, well, I get your point. Girls have made me do stupid things in the past and not being controlled by them would be nice for a change.”

Dr. Schnitt closed his last ankle restraint as shivers ran down Joe’s body. Fear crept back into his mind, and he pondered to what degree girls were still making him do stupid things.

She gave his restraints one last tug and said, “I’m going to get prepped. Ms. Lorncraft will be by to see you soon. Meanwhile…”

She patted his leg gently as she continued reassuringly “try to relax.” She gestured around the room saying “Lay back. Listen to the music and water. Calm your mind as best you can. And, when Ms. Lorncraft comes in, do be gentle with her.”

“Be gentle with her?” Joe asked in confusion, but Dr. Schnitt already turned and walked out the door leaving him alone and tied to the table.

He lay there for a while. With little else to do, he stared up at the ceiling watching white fluffy clouds pass in front of the bright blue sky as he listened to music and running water.

“Pondering the mistakes in your life that left you chained to my table?”

Joe snapped to attention and gasped as he beheld a tall, slender, woman with shoulder-length blond hair which shone near amber in the sunlight. She wore a slinky, white bathing suit which crisscrossed in intricate patterns across her smooth flesh. Somehow it simultaneously covered her and yet also seemed to leave her uncovered as a bit of her soft breast peaked out from underneath one side. Gold bangles dangled about her wrists while jewel encrusted necklace dripped across the skin beneath her chin. A thin golden chain also lay snapped lightly about her waist.

Joe squinted at her in confusion as she leaned back sensually against the wall and kicked a foot up bending a knee under her and looked at him with a wryly intelligent and mischievous smile.

“You are…” He stammered in confusion.

She giggled and said, “how about this?” She reached a hand up collecting her hair up behind her head and holding it tight in her hand like a ponytail. She turned to face him directly and stiffened her posture saying, “imagine me in a grey blazer with ‘Forbes’ printed across my forehead in big white text.”

“Holy shit, you’re the Ms. Lorncraft!” Joe shouted out in amazement.

She released her hair and rolled her eyes as he stammered “but… but…”

“You didn’t think I wore business suits under fluorescent lights in those drool office buildings all the time, did you?” She asked, pointedly.

Joe felt rather foolish as he considered his expectations. He kicked himself for having this weird image of her quietly receiving his balls in a suitcase in some New York high-rise between conference calls or something. She continued, “In life there is business and there is pleasure. This…”

She boldly stepped up to him closing the distance rapidly as her hips sashayed lightly with every step. She ran a smooth hand up along his clamped leg raising goosebumps of terror and anticipation along his skin. She boldly ran her small hand right up along his inner thigh and turned her fingers to grasp his balls cupped lightly in his hand. Joe gasped and tensed up in fear.

As she held onto his balls a wicked smile spread across her face as she continued softly “…is most definitely pleasure.” She licked her lips lightly and said to him “I love that look in your eyes.” Her eyes flashed as she continued, “Fear so strong you’re incapacitated by it. You can’t imagine how much good it does my heart to see a man tied up and terrified of what I might do to his body.” He felt her gently massage his balls rolling them back and forth between her fingers. The threat of her simply crushing them hung within the air as she toyed with his testicles and his mind by asking him, “do you find me attractive?”

Joe gritted his teeth and held his silence.

A dark look crossed over Tricia’s face for a moment but then it was gone.

She smiled and said, “what if I wasn’t some billionaire holding your balls? What if I was just some girl on the street? What would you do? Catcall me, follow me around, pester me, spike my drink?”

Joe shook his head emphatically.

She released grasp of his testicles and sighed lightly as she shook her hand limply before rubbing it across his chest hair. He felt slight dampness on her palm as she said, “you can have Dr. Schnitt’s sloppy seconds back. By the way, did you fail Dr. Schnitt’s test?”

“I did fail it.” Joe replied quietly.

Ms. Lorncraft sidled up onto the table next to him sitting half on it with keeping her other leg down on the ground. She rounded her mouth into an exaggerated expression of empathy as she said, “oof… how did that feel?”

Joe trembled lightly as he replied, “I felt like an idiot.”

Ms. Lorncraft shrugged saying, “Not just that. I mean, what did it feel like to experience the sensation of your body betraying you?”

Joe blinked thoughtfully and said, “I don’t know if I thought of it that way.”

Ms. Lorncraft scoffed and replied, “there is no other way to think of it. Human bodies are dumb, wretched little machines responding only to hormones and sensation. It’s difficult for a man to understand this but any woman whose ever …” Ms. Lorncraft looked off sadly for a moment before continuing with a hint of old anger in her voice, “felt herself growing wet, even though every fiber of her being hates what is happening, knows what its like for your body’s sexual organs to betray you in the most wretched of fashion. I think it’s important for a man to experience that at least once before losing his manhood.”

She looked off distantly as a bitter stare crossed her face. She continued “If I had my way, all men on earth would experience what you just went through at least once in their life so that they never again ridicule and mock the pain of women.”

Ms. Lorncraft shook her head as if chasing away a bad memory before continuing, “regardless, I’m sure you learned something today by experiencing how your balls betrayed you so wretchedly. This should make it easier to say goodbye to those wretched little things pumping poisonous passion into your veins.”

He sighed and continued, “Dr. Schnitt explained what she felt was happening to me but, ultimately, it was my own dumb mouth that said ‘yes.’ It was still my fault. Just like everything else, I suppose.”

“’Everything else?’ What do you mean by that?” Ms. Lorncraft asked placing her chin on her hand and adopting a strikingly casual pose.

Joe grimaced and said, “Look, you’re an important person. I shouldn’t bore you with my miserable life.”

“No, no, seriously, I want to know.” Ms. Lorncraft said.

“Well, it started with Lisa…” Joe began.

“Did you rape her?” Ms. Lorncraft blurted out.

Joe squinted at her aghast saying, “no, of course not.”

“Are you sure?” Ms. Lorncraft asked.

Joe blinked in confusion, “Uh… yeah… I’m sure. I dated her for three years.”

“Three years dating and no marriage. Why?” Ms. Lorncraft prodded.

Joe snapped his head back in shock and protested, “what are you a couple’s counselor?”

“I’m just saying it’s weird, that’s all.”

Joe pouted bitterly. He had come to be castrated, not aggravated.

“I didn’t have the money for her.” Joe spat out bitterly.

He waited for a reply, but Ms. Lorncraft simply sat quietly waiting.

“No matter how hard I worked or what I did, it was never enough. I showered her with gifts, went into debt trying to impress her, I…” He sighed and continued, “when I found out she was sleeping with my boss, I just… you know what. Just go ahead and cut my balls off. I’m sure that will hurt a lot less than talking about my ex.”

Ms. Lorncraft smiled sadly at him.

“If you’re hoping to use the money you gain today to impress girls, then I think you might be a bit confused on exactly what castration entails.” She said quietly.

Joe glared at her bitterly.

She blinked at him for a few seconds before whispering “you really hate us, don’t you?”

Joe shook his head “just how stupid I was with one of you, I suppose. Stupid and blind.”

Ms. Lorncraft trailed her eyes along Joe’s naked body and ran a smooth hand across his stomach for a moment. She then unexpectedly flipped over and lay on her back next to him on the table sprawling her arms out in an odd pantomime of his position. Her head rested on his bicep and her left arm spread warmly across his chest and her small hand clutched onto his elbow gently. She spoke in a lilting, mocking, falsetto in snippets:

“I regret not demanding a prenuptial…

then I found out she was fucking my brother…

I cut ties with my family for her and then she dumped me…

I found out she was fifteen when the cops showed up, I should have checked her ID closer…

I thought she loved me.”

She tilted her head to look at Joe as they lay there close enough to kiss. She licked her lips and seemed like she was planning to kiss him before she spoke up asking, “would you be surprised if I told you that I’ve heard the song you are singing before? And by much smarter men than yourself, by the way. The names change, but the melody stays the same.”

“You mean the other men… the men from your hall of balls, I suppose… they have also been hurt by women?” Joseph asked.

“People do not sell their sexual organs to strangers unless they have a damn good reason for it, Joseph, and I’m not talking about the money.” Ms. Lorncraft replied intimately.

She looked back up at the ceiling as she lay there next to him in a strange mockery of his position as she continued, “think of the beautiful thing we are doing for you. You have a lifetime of freedom to look forward to. Not to mention the ability to both trust yourself and be trusted by others. There’s a reason that palace eunuchs were always held in high regard by ancient societies.”

She sat back up and said, “however, this isn’t about you. It’s about me.” She reached down and cupped his testicles in her hand drawing a gasp from his mouth at the surprise of her touch. She continued “so, as their former owner, tell me a little bit about these balls I’m buying.”

“Uhh… I don’t know what to say.” Joe replied

“Okay, let’s start with something simple. Excluding Dr. Schnitt, how many women have you had sex with?”
 

“Ummm… two.”

Ms. Lorncraft cocked her head to the side and said, “Two? You’re lying. Come on, I’m paying you a lot of money for this. How many women have succumbed to your masculine charm and fallen victim to the power of your perverse, overpowering, sexual, desire?”

“I don’t know if I would describe it like that.” Joe said gritting his teeth.

“How would you describe it?” Ms. Lorncraft asked pointedly.

“I mean, over three years of dating Lisa did have sex with me a bit, but… well… looking back on it now it was mostly when she wanted something, I guess.”

“Yes, yes, we’ve covered your gold-digging ex-girlfriend already. Tell me about the other one.” Ms. Lorncraft said with a dismissive wave.

“Well, we were in high school. Jenny was a senior I was a sophomore. It was her idea to raise a demon or something.”

“Wait! What?” Ms. Lorncraft asked in surprise.

Joe smiled and asked, “did my melody hit a note you haven’t heard before?”

“Continue singing and let me see.” Ms. Lorncraft replied.

“Jenny was big into witchcraft. You know, demons, spirits, stuff like that. Mostly because her family were fundamentalist Christians. She told me what she wanted to do. And, well, like any horny fifteen-year-old boy, I was up for it. We went out into the woods, and she drew pentagram in the dirt. She then lit a bunch of candles and said some incantations. Mostly, I just watched from the sidelines not sure what she was trying to accomplish. Then she took her clothes off and lay on the pentagram with her arms outstretched before gesturing at me with her fingers. I remember that, while we were having sex, she didn’t like it when I tried to kiss her. She said something like, ‘that’s not the point.’ After I finished, she leapt to her feet and stood eagerly just outside the edge of the pentagram staring at it waiting for something to happen. I sat there, naked crouched on the forest floor feeling extremely embarrassed and a bit chilly.”

“What happened next?” Ms. Lorncraft asked.

“Nothing. No demon, no spirit, just candles burning in a forest. She began crying and screaming at me for having lied to her about being a virgin. I insisted I was, but she called me a liar and said she just had had sex for nothing and that, had I been a real virgin, Yog Shothoth, the goat with a thousand young, would have appeared.”

Ms. Lorncraft snorted out a laugh, “goat of a thousand young? She knew that Lovecraft just made that up, right?”
 

Joe continued, “what I know is I had to hop on one-foot, half-naked, out of that forest trying to slide my clothes back on while Jenny was chasing after me yelling obscenities.”

Ms. Lorncraft shook her head sadly, “only two sex partners, and not even good ones, either. I really was hoping for more from you.”

“More?” Joe asked.

Ms. Lorncraft nodded as she continued, “You’re here because you passed our baseline screening requirements of being a cisgendered, heterosexual man of appropriate age. However, it’s my personal preference to collect balls from Don Juan types. I’m sure you know what I mean… smooth operators, lady killers whatever they call it these days. I live for the sounds of a manly Casanova lying on my table, weeping and begging us to stop while Dr. Schnitt slits open his cute little pink scrotum, reaches inside, and we get to show him exactly how small his balls are. I like to think of all the women I’m protecting from his future and all the women I’m vindicating from his past.”

A frown crossed her face and her hands tightened around Joe’s testicles as she gritted her teeth, “the amount of pure evil in these wretched little things. The things they made that so-called good man do to me…” Joe whimpered in pain and Ms. Lorncraft looked back down at him loosening her grip.

Ms. Lorncraft’s tone changed as she looked down at Joe with a sigh saying, “sadly, you are no Don Juan. It’s a pity, honestly. However, as I say, when life gives you barely used testicles, you cut them off and float them in a jar of alcohol anyhow.” She began massaging away at his testicles with her hand, “Speaking of which, how do you think your balls will compare, sitting there in my hall of balls? Do you worry that they will be smaller than the balls I’ve collected from other men?”
 

Joe furrowed his brow and said, “I had not even considered it.”

“Really” Ms. Lorncraft asked in surprise.

“Well, yeah… I mean… after they’re off me, what does it matter anymore?”

“hmmm…” Ms. Lorncraft muttered quietly.

She then muttered to herself, “if I was a man, it would be the first thing I would worry about.”

Ms. Lorncraft slid her hand up to his cock which lay limp despite her ministrations.

She began now to gently caress it as Joe trembled.

“Are you nervous?” She asked him.

Joe nodded.

She smiled at him sinisterly and replied, “Good. I like my men nervous.” Despite the tenor of her tone, the caressing of her hand caused his cock to rouse in response. She chuckled and replied, “your manhood is already responding to its new owner I see. Don’t worry…” She wrapped her hand firmly around his cock and said, “Since it’s not part of our deal, I’ll let you keep this part.”

The doors behind her swung open and Dr. Schnitt entered wearing a surgical mask and with her hair tied up in a tight bun. She still wore no pants or other clothing on her body save for the doctor’s coat. Ms. Lorncraft looked at her and smiled saying, “right on time, beautiful. Did you know you were only the third woman he’s ever had sex with?”

Dr. Schnitt replied in an absentminded, scientific tone, “that does explain why he was so easy to control.”

“I got him nice and hard for you.” Ms. Lorncraft said as she let go of Joe’s cock. She knelt in and planted a warm kiss across Dr. Schnitt’s lips and then sashayed her way over to the reclining couch occasionally looking over to see both Dr. Schnitt and Joe staring at her ass. She knew after today that at least one of them would no longer be interested in staring at her ass and it wasn’t Dr. Schnitt. Ms. Lorncraft spread her sensual body across it and stared back at the surgery table with a languid stare across her face.

Joe stared back at her as she writhed slightly on the couch making herself comfortable.

Ms. Lorncraft suckled at her lower lip as her lithe fingers fluttered in under the hem of her swimsuit finding her pussy quickly. She seemed to sense Joe’s stare as she said, “if I were you, I would be more concerned with Dr. Schnitt’s blade than my body.”

She replied as she began delicately massaging herself beneath the thin white cloth stretched firmly across her crotch. She cocked her head to the side and stared at them as she continued, “It’s so sexy watching my beautiful angel at work. Please prepare his scrotum for incision, sweet doctor.”

Dr. Schnitt ripped open and unfolded a cloth pad. The sting of rubbing alcohol stung at Joe’s nose as she said, “a bit of cold.” She lifted his cock and rubbed the pad across his shaved testicles bringing a chemically cool yet slight burning sensation along with it as she prepared his manhood for its incision.

She held up a syringe and said, “a small pinch.” Joe felt her calmly grasp his testicles in her gloved hand as she gently slid them over to one side pressing the needle in bringing a gasp to his mouth for a moment before she depressed the trigger and retracted it. By the second injection on the other side of his balls, the numbing anesthetic was already starting to take hold. She then lifted from the tray a small scalpel. It looked so delicate, so small, so tiny that Joe felt an odd sensation of relief. Surely it could not actually remove his testicles. She used the tip of it to gently lift his testicles which seemed to dwarf the small blade. She looked up at him with an appreciative stare on her face. Behind her, Ms. Lorncraft leaned her head back and moaned with gasping anticipation while she reached whole handedly under her swimsuit. “oh… Dr. Schnitt… unzip that man’s scrotum like a purse and let’s see my new balls. I’m so eager to add them to my collection.”

Joe stared down at his balls, now resting delicately on the blade which would soon remove them. Dr. Schnitt caught his stare and she seemed to smile from behind her mask.

“I’m glad you like to watch, so many men are such cowards. If you watch the entire time, I’ll give you a little treat. A once in a lifetime experience, so to speak.”

Joe squinted at her skeptically, but she returned to her work glancing down at his balls and occasionally back up at his face. He felt an odd tugging sensation and a warm trickle cross underneath his crotch. He couldn’t understand it at first, but he watched as Dr. Schnitt slid the tiny blade right up across the seam of his scrotum right between his balls stopping almost at the base of his cock. A puddle of blood formed as she worked, and she diligently wiped this away with a series of gauze sponges until the bleeding had subsided. She then looked directly up at Joe’s eyes as she reached slender fingers into the incision and slid them around his left testicle. Although the anesthetic prevented Joe from feeling the excruciating pain, he did experience the unsettling sensation of another person reaching inside as he felt her fingers thrusting deep under his flesh and begin toying about with his organs.

“Feels weird?” She asked him.

He nodded.

“It gets weirder.” She replied with a giggle. A moan drew Joe’s attention and he looked past Dr. Schnitt to where Ms. Lorncraft was now pulling off her swimsuit letting her supple body slide out into the effeminate warm sauna of the sunlit room. The trickle of water, the ethereal music, the floral scent, the small fingers prying his left testicle out from his scrotum… the entire experience made him feel keenly aware of how out of place he was as a man in that room. In some surreal sense he now wanted Dr. Schnitt to remove his manhood so that he too could be free from illusions of masculinity and find some bizarre form of acceptance from the women before him. He knew that this wouldn’t truly happen. They would probably just pay him and send him home, but the vague sensation remained.

“What’s she doing back there?” Dr. Schnitt asked as she delicately transferred Joe’s still living testicle, along with a tether of blood vessels and its seminal cord into a small steel tray. A pitiful, hollow feeling seemed to pervade Joe’s body, as if his guts had just been emptied from him. Even more disturbing was the cold sensation he had and the sickening revelation that it was due to the metal tray that his now excised testicle rested on. He blinked as he looked down to still see blood beating within the small organ.

“Hey, I asked you a question.” Dr. Schnitt said pointedly. Joe blinked and looked at her. She chuckled, “a little distracted by the medical show, are we? What’s she doing back there?”
 

Joe gritted his teeth and held his silence as Dr. Schnitt reached into his scrotum once more. “It’s okay to look away now. You’ve proven your bravery. I just want to know what my boss is doing.”

“Uhh…. She stripped off her suit and she’s back to masturbating.” Joe stammered feeling unsure of his words.

“God damn that’s sexy as hell.” Dr. Schnitt muttered as she fished out his right testicle and softly plopped it onto the tray next to its squishy brother leaving Joe with a surreal, hollow, empty feeling between his legs.

“Do you think she’s beautiful?” Dr. Schnitt asked as she stripped off a glove. Joe blinked at her in confusion. The surgery was clearly not done by any stretch of the imagination, as he still bore a large, gaping incision across his scrotum and his testicles rested on a small tray in front of him.

“I…uh… what are you doing?”

“Is Ms. Lorncraft beautiful?”

Dr. Schnitt wrapped a hand around Joe’s cock. It had grown soft from a combination of medical incisions and neglect. She rubbed her thumb across the head stimulating parts of his nerves which were only partially operational. Like a machine with short circuits and gears loose, Joe’s manhood sputtered out some strange combination of pleasure, pain, and nausea all at once making his head twerk backwards and bringing a gasp to his mouth.

“Go ahead and look at her.” Dr. Schnitt said as she continued massaging his cock with her free hand making it firm up and bringing a fresh trickle of blood to Joe’s split open sack.

“What are you doing to me?” Joe asked with panting and gasping breath.

“Until I cut their cords, these things are still operational. Go ahead and look at Ms. Lorncraft.”
 

For her part, Ms. Lorncraft had her head cocked back with her eyes closed as one hand toyed with her soft little breast and the other flexed greedily at her pussy. She pinched her own nipple and bit her lip as another moan came to her mouth.

“She’s sexy, right?” Dr. Schnitt asked as she kept massaging Joe. He found that by concentrating, he could focus on the pleasure aspect of her small thumb sweeping sweetly across his frenulum and his cock grew firm at her touch. “Yes.” Joe gasped.

“Do you want to invite her over to play?”

“Play?” Joe asked.

“Play. It’s absolutely fascinating. There’s also a risk of infection, but you seem pretty healthy, and I can just dose you with antibiotics afterwards. How about you invite that lonely girl over to play while you still have a pair of balls remaining somewhat attached to your body.”

“Okay.” Joe said.

“Well, invite her.” Dr. Schnitt said impatiently. She checked down at his testicles saying, “your balls aren’t going to survive like this for much longer.”

“Uh… Ms. Lorncraft, would you like to come over and… play?” Joe asked trepidatiously.

To his surprise, Ms. Lorncraft leapt to her feet. A wild look glistened in her eyes as a broad, sinister smile spread across her face. “Oh, Dr. Schnitt, you know exactly how I like my men.”

She nearly sprinted across the room. Fear filled Joe as she clambered up on top of him and mounted him reverse cowgirl style. He stared in confusion at her back fearful of what she might be doing both to his now vulnerably disembodied balls as well as his surgically opened body.  She raised up to center herself a bit and he saw behind her Dr. Schnitt take his testicles out from the metal pan and transfer them to the palm of his hand. Some weird, remote feeling of warmth filled him, and he realized he was feeling the warmth of her holding his disembodied testicles.

Ms. Lorncraft plunged her body down spreading an incredible feeling of warmth and pleasure through his cock. Joe groaned at the incredible sensual act of both women tending to his sexual needs even though parts of his organs were outside of him. Ms. Lorncraft began thrusting in a rhythmic pulse as she pressed him towards orgasm. The women seemed to be conversing in low tones giving rise to fear within Joe’s heart especially as he could not see what they were doing to his testicles since his view was blocked by Ms. Lorncraft’s curvaceous body. Despite this, Joe’s body tensed, and his toes curled as he grew towards that beautiful explosion. With one last thrust, Ms. Lorncraft pulled the final trigger in Joe’s body causing his body to start bursting towards orgasm. Without warning, she shouted “now!”

The pain felt excruciating beyond Joe’s imagination. It was like being kicked in the balls and, even worse, the building orgasm ceased to exist almost immediately. All the sparkles of pleasure, all the explosions of joy, all the endorphins, hormones, and excitement disappeared from his experience. Or, rather, Joe now saw Ms. Lorncraft lean up and hold in her hand a pair of bloody, pulsating organs. She smiled over her back at him and held up his fully freed testicles writhing with pulsations in her hand as they desperately tried to fulfill their purpose to the body that they were no longer attached to. His cock still enjoyed the warmth of her bodily interior yet now sat strangely devoid of the intense sexual pleasure that had been there before. Still, her broad hips and powerful body seemed to swallow his sexuality whole and, indeed, she had consumed it away from him as it was no longer his to have.

She said, “It’s absolutely fascinating to see what happens out in the open. See how these are pulsing about in my hand. Just think of what they would be doing to your bloodstream right now if we didn’t take them from you. Think of how many more stupid things they would make you do.”

Joe began panting in a gasp at the shock of what just occurred. Ms. Lorncraft reached back with her non-bloodied hand and pressed it against his chest. He felt the warmth of her fingers spread over his heart as she said “it’s okay, Joseph. I’m here with you.” She wiggled her hips lightly letting his cock slide deliciously around inside her. She continued “No one can ever use your sexual desire against you again. I took it from you, and it will be safely secured inside one of my jars.” She smiled at him warmly saying, “you’re free now, Joseph. Focus on the warmth of my body. Listen to the beautiful music. Smell the decadent flowers. Let these experiences welcome you to your new life while beautiful, powerful, and intelligent doctor takes sweet care of closing your body back up again.” 

Joe followed her advice. His cock, shrinking back slightly as it was, still felt wonderfully welcomed within the sensual waters of Ms. Lorncraft’s body. Instead of any sense of accomplishment of ‘getting the billionaire’ or any other debased delusions, Joe had the distinct impression that she had taken him. Almost as if she had swallowed his soul deep within her gorgeous body and used her godlike powers to collect the nasty bits of it which always gave him trouble. His breathing slowed as he felt gentle tugging once more at his numb sac while occasionally sight of a forceps holding a curved needle would appear from the side of Ms. Lorncraft’s back from his point of view as Dr. Schnitt stitched his scrotum back together. He tried listening to the music, but their conversation felt infinitely more fascinating.

“I must say this is infinitely more fun than the orchiectomy procedure we were taught in school.” Dr. Schnitt said to Ms. Lorncraft.

“I’m glad I can provide a naked girl to look at while you work.” Ms. Lorncraft replied coyly.

“If I didn’t know better, I would say you were creating a distracting work environment. I should bring that issue up with HR.” Schnitt replied with a giggle.

“Oof, careful there. Speaking of distraction, please don’t sew my labia to his empty nut sack.” Ms. Lorncraft replied.

“Hmm… that would be a tragedy. Such a beautiful set of lips as well. They look so powerful, squeezing that softening cock just above this sad-looking empty scrotum. I always love how you look with a fresh set of balls. So dominant, so victorious. Makes me proud to be your employee.” Dr. Schnitt spoke. Her voice softened to near swoon towards the end.

“What do you have left to do, three sutures, four? I’m getting horny watching that tiny needle of yours slowly inching its way up so dangerously close to my clit. I keep wondering what will happen if you poke me with it driving that sharp little tip into my sensitive pleasure until I help and squeal with pain.”

“I hear you but no. I won’t do it.”

“Why not?”
 

“First of, medically speaking, that’s practically a guaranteed infection. We already take way too many liberties with sterile field as it is. Stuff like this would get your license suspended in a normal hospital. Second off, I like your clit and I don’t want to damage it.”

“You’re no fun. Fine then, just do a quick running suture so we can finish off this guy and I can start working on you.”

Dr. Schnitt scoffed, “Running sutures are for veterinarians and underpaid ER doctors. If you wanted a running suture, you should have hired some cow-birther from Iowa or a Chicagoland grunt sewing up gunshot wounds on gang bangers. I’m not going to ruin this person’s first few weeks of being fully human with sloppy suture technique.”

“You know you’re cute when you get angry about medical stuff.” Ms. Lorncraft said.

“Oh, stop.” Dr. Schnitt protested playfully.

“No, really, the way you scrunch up your nose and get all red in the face. It’s so cute.” Ms. Lorncraft replied with a saccharine tone. She continued softly “let’s get you out of that dreary suit.”

They said nothing else for a few moments as both women seemed to work on him and on each other for a short while. Joe couldn’t see what was happening, but he saw Ms. Lorncraft lean over and heard her and Dr. Schnitt kissing desirously.

Joe grunted as Ms. Lorncraft shifted her weight and dismounted from him just as Dr. Schnitt was taping on gauze bandaging over his scrotum. Her doctor’s coat was now opened across several of the top buttons such that her breasts were hanging out. Ms. Lorncraft stepped around behind her cupping her hands over Dr. Schnitt’s breasts as both looked at Joe. In any other condition, Joe would have found the visage maddeningly sexual but now that desire only lulled lightly within his body.

“How do you feel now?” Dr. Schnitt asked as she placed the final bandage, seemingly ignoring Tricia’s groping of her body.

Joe took inventory. It all happened so fast that he didn’t have time to fully process it. His orgasm had just been ruined and, yet, a sense of peace and calm spread over him. The painful desire which always pressed for him to get more and more sex now no longer bothered him.

“I can’t believe I’m saying this but… better.” Joe said softly.

“Good show, sweet Doctor, you deserve a bonus for this one.” Ms. Lorncraft said with a mischievous smile. Dr. Schnitt tried to stand up, but she never got the chance to fully rise. Ms. Lorncraft pulled her doctors coat free from her body and tore away the surgical mask and hat letting Dr. Schnitt’s blonde hair fall free. Ms. Lorncraft then kissed her passionately as she forced her to lay back across the surgical table right alongside Joe. Joe watched in awe as Ms. Lorncraft kissed her way down Dr. Schnitt’s chin, across her neck and down to her breasts where she suckled at Dr. Schnitt’s nipple forcing her head to arch back as she gasped reaching her arms over her head. Dr. Schnitt’s hand found Joe’s restrained wrist and crawled its way up into his palm grabbing tight onto his hand as he held her hand back. Dr. Schnitt looked over at him and their gazes met as Ms. Lorncraft continued kissing her way down across Dr. Schnitt’s abdomen soon finding her crotch and lapping greedily at Dr. Schnitt’s sweet pussy.

“Looks like you’re not the only one getting pinned to this table today, Joe.” Dr. Schnitt whispered between gasps at Tricia’s licking.

“Does it feel good?” Joe asked.

“Very.” Dr. Schnitt replied.

“Thanks for holding my hand. It’s nice to have something to focus on while I orgasm.”

Dr. Schnitt groaned and Joe gave her a squeeze. She smiled at him saying “god her tongue is amazing. You were wonderful today. Now that you’re eunuch, I have an opening for an assistant. Very well paying and I think you would be the perfect fit for it.”

“You would hire me?” Joe asked.

Dr. Schnitt panted lightly saying “Lucky for you, you caught me in a good mood. Think of it, you’ll be making the world a better place. Enabling men to experience the freedom you’re feeling now.”

“The world?” Joe asked.

Dr. Schnitt moaned loudly, and her eyes rolled up in her head before she drew in deep breath and regained control of herself.

“starting with Britain, of course, the only island to have ever ruled the planet.” She gasped back to him. She didn’t say any more as Ms. Lorncraft licked her dutiful servant up to a glorious orgasm.

Joe watched calmly as the woman lay convulsing in orgasm next to him. He thought about her and her offer. The whole ‘world’ thing of course seemed a bit odd, but he couldn’t deny how much better he felt now that his desire was gone. Dr. Schnitt gripped his hand hard and started screaming and bucking as Ms. Lorncraft forced her legs down and apart to finalize pushing her into mindless orgasm. After a few more seconds of this, Dr. Schnitt’s beautiful mind failed her, and she lay a puddle of pleasure there alongside Joe in a near catatonic state of mindless pleasure as her hand fell limply open within his own.

Ms. Lorncraft stood up and looked down at the two of them. A woman pleasured out of her mind and a man who would never need sexual pleasure again. She smiled and said, “That job offer is real and the pay is definitely high enough that you won’t be left selling body parts to make ends meet like you are now. So, what do you say, Joseph?” She stepped in between his legs and sensually ran her hands along his thighs with a smug smile on her face. “Would you like to work for the world’s most powerful woman. Would you serve the one who took away your sexual problems and put them in a jar?”

“Yes.” Joe replied softly.

Ms. Lorncraft reached over and gently petted his limp cock lying atop his now empty sack. She flashed him a coy smile as she said, “good boy.”

OEBPS/image_rsrcAC.jpg
A Billionaire

Bought My Balls






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




