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My fingers slipped and I nearly dropped the vanilla-scented candle down alongside my other instruments of worship on the desk. The odd assortment boasted KY jelly, a steel ruler, a pair of treasured, pink elastic hairbands (mailed to me by goddess), a set of syringe needles and other exquisite instruments of torture.

I arranged my laptop on the cheap box-store desk next to my bed, making sure that it had plenty of charge in the battery as my acts of worship could take me anywhere in the house. Similar to Pavlov's dog, the very act of preparing for worship made my cock grow hard and my pulse feel weak.

I suppose out there, in the normal world, a guy like me would look forward to Friday night as a chance to go drinking with friends at a bar somewhere. Perhaps he would flirt with some girl in hopes of taking her home but, I'm not that guy. For me, Friday night is not a time of loud music and crowded bars. It's a sacred time set aside for the acts of worship which bring healing to my soul while the rest of the weekend is set aside as a time of healing for my body from those same acts of worship. My trembling hands opened my laptop and connected it to the private server from which my goddess speaks.

An eternity passed as I sat at the desk staring at the loading screen. Terrified thoughts filled my head as I contemplated if I had not submitted enough tribute to her or perhaps if I had angered my goddess in some other way. To my relief, the screen flashed to life, and I saw my goddess, looking just as ethereal and beautiful as the day I first saw her, sitting calmly alighted upon her overstuffed couch of a throne.

Jenna smiled as she saw me, and I gasped with my eyes wide in delight and terror as my body instinctively prepared itself for both pleasure and pain. Every detail of her body seemed as if it had been carved by a Renaissance sculptor. Her bobbed blonde hair danced lightly against the edge of her pristine jawline right where her high, dainty cheeks touched against her elegant, slender neck. Her cute, upturned pert little nose crinkled lightly as piercing blue eyes gained a slight, malevolent twinkle. Her eyes bore the same kind of playful twinkle a cat gets when it spies a lone mouse out and ready for the pouncing. She leaned back against one side of the chair on her elbows and her petite yet powerfully compact body seemed to glisten, even without the goofy filters girls use sometimes to improve their appearance on social. She wore a low-cut pink blouse, through which her warm, smooth breasts pressed outward against the criminally thin fabric as her perky little nipples poked through testifying to a lack of bra beneath it. She sat sideways on the throne with her delicious, smooth legs slung casually over the arm of the white couch letting her beautiful little bare feet dangle and dance over the edge as her gorgeous, ripe buttocks rested upon the cushion of the throne encased in nothing more than a pair of spandex shorts that barely covered her. Her sensual butt cheeks poked out sweetly from beneath the black edged hem hinted at exquisitely sexual organs just beyond the world of my sight. My eyes glazed over as they trailed along the sensual treasure that was her glory. It felt like staring into the gilded vault of Fort Knox or perhaps directly at the sun as simultaneous memories of beauty and pain crashed through my mind.

“Good evening, Jordan.” She said calmly, but firmly. “Good evening, Mistress Jenna.” I replied, bowing my head low to her. “I was afraid you had not received my tribute.”

“Your earlier sacrifices of money have been received.” She said with an impish smile before shifting her body to face towards me and leaning in close to the computer before continuing “like a good little boy, you proved you know how to follow orders. However, you, of all people, should know that our relationship has moved past those little trifles. I haven’t made you suffer financially for months now. It’s so much more fulfilling to make you suffer directly. Are the burn wounds from our last worship session healed?”

“I think so, Mistress Jenna.” I replied.

A sly smile spread across her parted lips as she said “good. I feared this week may be ruined by what we did last week. God, that was so exciting. Making you jerk all the way up to near orgasm before forcing you to fuck the flame of a lit candle. You do know that your pathetic screams are the only part of you that makes my pussy wet. I could almost smell the cooking flesh of your delicate little frenulum from here.” Her voice dropped as she said this. Her breathing grew hoarse and shallow with desire. Her hand dropped to her crotch, and she began rubbing it slightly saying “I screamed too, by the way, later that night. As Jason pinned me under his six-foot-five inch, two-hundred and fifty-pound body to the bed and split my delicate little pussy lips wide open to shove his thick, ten-inch cock deep inside my womanhood. I couldn’t do anything but submit my body to his power. It felt like getting fucked by a hurricane.” She panted and her body shivered as she continued, “despite all that, the only thing I could think of was your worthless, sick, little cock cooking over that open flame. Seeing your face contorted in pain and hearing you scream and beg me to let you stop. I fantasized, Jordan, I fantasized about burning your cock all the way off. That fantasy made me squirt my sweet little womanly juices all over my husband’s giant fucking tool as he skewered me alive with it. It was only then that I felt him squirt his hot, powerful sperm all over my soft little insides.”

Jenna shivered and trembled as her eyes grew distant and she sat silent for a moment. I squinted as her face fell. Her voice changed and her expression softened as she continued in a tone which trembled between sadness and banality as she muttered almost to herself “why the fuck am I only able to cum when I think about hurting you?” She bowed her head and whispered to herself, “what’s wrong with me?”

“Huh?” I asked.

Jenna looked back up into the camera and said, “Jordan, can we talk?”

“Talk? We’re talking now?”

“No, no… not dominate, just… talk?”

“I’m listening.”

She sighed and her eyes turned dreamy and distant as she asked “do you remember the first time I hurt you?”

“I’ll never forget it as long as I live.” I replied as the memory came crashing back to me.

“God, it was so magical. April our Junior year, you asked me to go to prom with you, and when I said ‘no’ you leaned in for a kiss.” Jenna said with a light giggle.

“You did an excellent job of teaching me that my proper place is beneath you, Mistress.” I replied.

“I remember the warm feeling of your shoulders in my hands. I remember thinking, ‘am I actually going to do this?’ before I drove my knee up between your legs. It seemed so light a blow to me. I didn’t really have the room to swing my whole leg and kick you properly. It felt like the kind of desperate, flailing kick a teenage girl would give. But, my god, I felt them. I felt your nuts and erect cock squish against my kneecap. Then I saw your face. Your eyes nearly bugged out of your skull as you dropped to your knees. I remember that moment of revelation…I…” She gasped, enthralled with the power of the memory. She placed her left hand against the center of her chest saying “I… did that. I did that to a boy. I literally destroyed your existence and forced you to experience hell on earth for a while. I had never done anything like that before. I didn’t really think I could even do anything like that. I never knew I had such power. It felt so intoxicating, and, at the same time, terror filled my mind. I remember fear stalking my every step as I ran away from you while you lay writhing on the ground that day. I stayed up all night imagining you finding some teacher, telling her what I had done to you. I could almost feel myself getting expelled for fighting.”

She trembled slightly as she continued “but… you didn’t. You kept your silence and a part of me felt gratitude for that, even as I avoided you for the rest of school.  I could feel your hungry eyes on me in every class but every time I turned to look at you, you would cower like a beaten dog.” A sinister smile spread across Jenna’s face as she continued “God, I loved that. I loved seeing you so weak and pathetic and knowing that I did that to you. My whole life I always felt like I wasn’t important but, with a single kick, I put you in hell and gave you such horrible trauma that you never dared raise your head in my presence again.” Jenna swallowed hard and continued, “hurting you unlocked something incredible inside of me. Something I didn’t even know existed. I wanted to hurt men. I fantasized about hurting you again. I would rub my little clit at night as I dreamed about holding your feet up and driving my heel into your balls listening to your anguished screams. I dared not tell anyone about it. That’s why I married the most powerful man that I could find. I dared not trust myself in the same room with any man who couldn’t bench-press me.”

“I’m… the reason you… ended up with Jason?” I asked slowly in confusion.

Jenna giggled “‘ended up with?’ Oh, sad little boy, you of all people know I have the power to make any man do anything I want him to do. You’re all just cute little tinker-toys I can wind up and play with however I like, and you all still love me for it no matter how much pain I put you in. No, ‘ending up with’ was never part of the equation. I simply picked Jason out and married him. He never had a choice in the matter.”

Jenna leaned in and whispered intimately, “In a way, though, yes, you did contribute to my marriage. I suppose hurting you taught me what I was looking for in a husband. Just think, Jordan, if you had actually been with me, let’s say… my husband…”

She lowered her voice and her face softened as she licked her lips before saying sensually “I would have killed you by now, Jordan.” A smile spread across her lips as she continued “I would have killed you slowly, and I would have enjoyed every second of it. I would have tortured you until your sad little heart stopped beating. Then I would have desecrated your corpse by grinding my cunt on top of your lifeless body until I cummed all over it. God, imagine the DNA evidence for the district attorney on that one. I would… I would… I would have been executed or living in prison by now.” Jenna’s eyes went wide, and she trembled in a manner quite unbecoming of a goddess as she continued, “that’s why I married Jason. He’s so strong and powerful, I can’t do anything but submit in his presence. It’s for his own safety, too. Ever since you opened my eyes, hurting men has been an addiction of mine and I couldn’t find any release for that dark, primal, sadistic urge.”

Jenna gestured towards the screen saying, “That is, until the magic of the internet came into my life. I offered my services. Most simps and subs weren’t serious about it. They cum when I tell them they can’t, they don’t follow directions, scoff at my tributes.” Jenna scrunched up her nose and snorted, saying “pathetic wannabes. But then, lo and behold, the boy who started it all, came crawling back to me, craving, of all things, more abuse.”

Jenna leaned in close to the screen and said, “I never told you this before, but my heart felt so happy to see you again when you subscribed to me. Hurting you again after all those years felt like a dream come true.”

“Why are you talking this way?” I asked.

She blinked in surprise and sat back on the couch crossing her arms uncomfortably. She bowed her head slightly and said, “I just wanted to talk a bit, for real that is, before we get started with torturing you. You see, tonight is a special night. For both of us.”

“Why?”

A small smile spread across her face as she said “I’ll show you a big surprise. Close your eyes.”

I did as instructed. In the darkness, I heard a shuffling sound followed by my goddess’s voice as she continued.

“Okay, Jordan, open your eyes.”

Jenna’s face filled the camera as she crouched in front of it. She held in front of her a tapered white, plastic stick. It bore the superficially unremarkable, but contextually critical, two pink lines. My mouth fell open as Jenna smiled softly at me saying “remember how I said I could feel Jason’s squirting sperm all over my insides?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, one landed right on top of my sweet little egg.”

I trembled, not sure which emotion I should have been feeling at that moment. Excitement for Jenna, jealousy of Jason, fear for my own future…?

“I’m going to be a mother, Jordan.” Jenna said. Not a single hint of sexuality, domination, sadism, or power-play, lay in her voice. She spoke simply as a woman relating an exciting life transition to a close friend.

“Co…congratulations…” I stammered back.

She set the stick down and slid back from the screen a bit saying “thank you, Jordan. Like I said, tonight’s a special night.” She sighed and said with a determined voice, “this will be our last night together.”

“What!?” I gasped back in shock and horror.

“Jordan… I’m pregnant.” She said with a contortion of pain on her face. The facade of my goddess crumbled lightly under that look. “I’m going to be a mother.”

For the first time in my life, fear crossed the face of my goddess.

“A mother… me… mothering… a baby.” She began to pant in terror as she shook her head.

She gestured at the screen saying, “do you think I’m going to be torturing simps while I’m…what? breastfeeding my infant? Teaching my child how to walk? Joining the PTA or some bullshit?” She raised both her hands saying, “We’re converting this room into a nursery, Jordan.”

“No, no, no… you can’t.”

“Can’t?” She said back with a sinister growl.

“Sorry, Goddess, I spoke out of turn.”

Visible emotion crossed her face as she said "it’s time I grew up, Jordan. It's time we grew up, Jordan." She shivered lightly as she continued "it’s time to let go."

I shuddered and tears began to stream down my face.

She swallowed hard and continued, "that’s why tonight is going to be very special."

I wiped my ears away as she continued, “You were my first, Jordan. You were the one who made me fall in love with torturing men. The other subs, the wannabes and horn-dogs, I just closed their accounts. I told them I quit without saying why. I even reimbursed the last tribute checks that I’ve received this week. I didn’t tell them why. They don’t deserve to know. None of them ever formed anything real with me, just treated me like some pay-for-pain hooker. You, however…”

She shuddered and whispered “Jordan, I haven’t even told my parents about the child yet. You are literally the first person outside of my husband to know that I’m pregnant.”

She stared intimately into the screen at me and continued, “that’s how much I love you.”

My jaw dropped open.

“You… love me?”

She smiled saying, “in the sadistic way that I love feasting on your experience of pain.”

She raised a finger and said, “I’m not simply closing your account like I did the others. For you, I’m going to do something very special. I’m going to finally go all the way with a man. I’m going to indulge in my final, darkest fantasy. This is the last torture session that I’m going to conduct. You were my first, and you will be my last. After tonight, I will never do this again.”

“But…”

She leaned in close and said, "sometimes growth requires sacrifice. We're going to hold each other’s hands and sever this part of our lives cleanly away."

"What do you mean?"

“Do you remember that box I sent you? Several months ago? The one I told you to never open.”

“Yes”

“Go get it.”

I quickly left, dashing through my apartment to the closet. I cursed my clothing as I flung it about desperately searching for that box. At long last, I dug it out and blew the dust off the top of the cardboard. The box was about two feet long and very heavy. My name and address were neatly written on top in scripted, effeminate handwriting while a massive amount over-paid postage stamps decorated an entire side.

I returned to my bedroom with the box. Jenna smiled as she saw it saying “good boy. You know how to follow instructions. Did it drive you mad not knowing what was inside all these months? Please say that it did. I like imagining you lying awake at night whimpering in frustration wondering what lay inside the forbidden box that I had sent you.”

“I did feel, curious, but I knew that when the time came you would instruct me as to what to do with it.”

Jenna’s face fell and she cocked her head to the side lightly. “You trust me the way a rabbit trusts the wolf with his teeth around its neck… that is so fucking pathetic that it’s hot. Open the box, little boy, and keep looking up at the camera. You’re not allowed to ask questions until you have unpacked the entire thing. I want to see your expression as what the surprise I have in store for you reveals itself.”

My hands trembled as I pried open the packaging. Digging through I found a Ziplock bag with extremely reinforced looking, tight, rubber bands, a shiny, metallic tool that looked to be a pair of pliers, but with metal protrusions jutting out from the side. I pursed my lips and looked back up at her.

“Keep looking, it gets more exciting as you go.” She said as she seemed to peek over the edge of the laptop screen like she was trying to look down in the box. Next, I dug out a pair of metal rails, a set of inter-locked metal plates with a stand and bearing a two-inch diameter hole in between them, A crossbar fitted with a locking latch, a few stand pieces, some odd-looking electronic components, and a heavy, sharp, triangular shaped blade.

My breath shuddered in my chest as my hands trembled while I ran them along the blade. We had played with torture of my cock and balls for sure but this… this looked serious. This blade wasn’t designed to hurt, it was designed…

…to sever.

I swallowed hard and looked back up at the screen to see Jenna staring back at me, her eyes wide in delight. She asked, “does it excite you knowing the blade in your hands will soon be biting through your flesh?”

I shuddered lightly.

She crinkled her nose and said, “I thought you were serious about our relationship.”

“I am, I am… I just…” I set the blade down carefully on the table. “It’s a guillotine, isn’t it?” I said.

Jenna shrugged saying “A guillotine is designed to cut off a man’s head and end his life. The custom-built little device in front of you is designed to cut off a man’s other head and end his life as a man. They are very different things.”

“I never knew you hated me this much.” I muttered in shock.

“Hate!?” Jenna shrieked. She leaned in close to the screen and said “Jordan! How dare you accuse me of hating you.”

I squinted at her in confusion.

She continued speaking passionately, “I love you more than my husband. I’ve loved you ever since you opened my eyes to how delicious it feels to hurt a man. That device in front of you cost over five-hundred dollars. It is a testament to how deeply I love you. Not my husband, not the other subs, no one else, Jordan, nobody…”

She panted as her eyes went wide and she continued “is going to experience castration at my hands other than you.”

“You would take my sex away from me?” I asked in fear.

“As long as you are a man, you will be under my spell, fully in my control. If I hide, you will find me. If I run, you will follow. Your life, your destiny is to be destroyed by me.” Jenna’s eyes glistened as she spoke.

“You know this is true.” Jenna continued, firmly.

I bowed my head.

“I considered sending you a gun.” She said quietly.

I looked up into her eyes intimately. I would say that love passed between us, but our relationship could not be defined in such a limiting concept. No word, no image, no metaphor, no logic, nothing in this world above it or below it can explain the beautiful brutality of my worship of this great goddess.

“I would to kill you, but I want to kill you as a man, not as a person. So, I will sever the man from the person. What’s left of you may live on as a non-gendered person from this day forward. You already have a good name for it. Jordan, could be male, female, or nothing at all.”

I smiled at her lightly. I looked off distantly for a moment thinking about my future. A future free from desire, lust, control… and pleasure.

They would all leave me in the same, fell swoop of a blade.

I nodded quietly.

She smiled lightly saying “Good boy. I’m looking forward to staring into your soft brown eyes and seeing the light of manhood die within them as the pathetic excuse for a cock and balls falls free from your body.” As she said this, she leaned back and slid a hand down her spandex shorts to begin fingering herself.

“Command me, goddess.”

“Ohh…” Jenna said as she shivered in pleasure saying “you always do know how to please me, Jordan. In your own deliciously wretched little way. I’m going to enjoy killing your manhood tonight but, first, I want to see you strip for me like a good boy. Show me that sad little, doomed cock of yours and those pathetic little berries you call balls. You’re going to strip and I’m going to giggle at your scrawny, naked body as you construct our little toy here. Step-by-step, you’re going to build the very machine that will destroy you. I’m going to have my one last night of fun with you then cut your cock and balls off leaving you as a non-gendered person for the rest of your life and there is nothing you can do to stop me.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said.

Jenna giggled slightly with a sensual, “God, that’s so sexy. The thought of you flopping around in agony on the ground as your severed little cock lays bleeding but…” Her face turned flush as she whimpered slightly saying “I must be patient. The chance to castrate a man is a once in a lifetime opportunity for me and I’m going to savor every second of it. I’m recording tonight’s session, by the way, I’ll be rubbing my hard little clit watching you submit to my orders one final time, even shoving your cock under a guillotine which will drop that shiny, razor-sharp blade across it for years to come. That’s quite a thought for you, isn’t it? I will be squirting my womanly juices all over my bedsheets thinking about how I finally killed you as a man long after the last vestiges of testosterone have died within your body, and you shrivel up like an asexual monk.”

My heart pounded in my chest in terror and anticipation as I replied, “that is… exciting.” 

“Take your shirt off.” Jenna commanded. I quickly and silently obeyed, grabbing my t-shirt and sliding it up over my head. Her eyes glistened as she stared at my pale, skinny body. Somewhere out there, some other guy must have gotten my second dose of puberty because I sure as hell never received it. She licked her lips hungrily as she continued “take off your pants.”

She leaned back in the chair and continued masturbating as I obediently stripped my slacks off from around my waist letting them fall to a pile on the floor before kicking them away. I stood in my underwear shivering under the watchful gaze of my goddess. Her lips parted into a sinister smile as she continued “take off your underwear...slowly. Let me see the cock that I’m going to murder tonight.”

Just being in her presence had given me an erection. Shyly I looked down and to the side, unable to stare my goddess in the face, as I slowly lowered my boxer shorts feeling my cock stretch against the hem for a moment before springing free. I closed my eyes and shuddered as I felt the last vestiges of my clothing slide down across my knees and down my legs landing in a useless, crumpled heap on the floor.

“Oh god, I love that.” Jenna said as she panted out in ecstasy. Her lips drew back into a sneer as she continued “you are whimpering and looking away while you hesitantly unveil your body to me. You strip like a rape victim undressing for her abuser. It’s so fucking sexy how pathetic you are.” She shook her head and giggled as she taunted “Do you even know you can just turn the fucking computer off and throw my machine in the trash?” She cocked an eyebrow before chuckling, “or did I break that part of your brain a long time ago?”

I held my silence. I knew these were rhetorical questions and her answer came soon enough as she spoke for me saying “we both know you’re powerless to do anything other than exactly as I command.”

“Yes, mistress.” I replied quietly.

“look at me.” She commanded.

I turned and looked into the screen directly as a smug smile spread across her face.

She pulled her hand out from her shorts and licked her fingers saying, “mmhmm my womanhood is getting wet just thinking of what I’m going to do to you tonight. I always enjoy seeing your sad little cock and pathetic little body. But you’ve never even seen the body of the woman who enjoys torturing you every Friday. Right? You’ve never seen me naked.”

“That’s correct, mistress.” I replied. Sure, she normally wore skimpy outfits and every time she tortured me, she masturbated to the session herself until wetness would spread across the bottom of her shorts, but I have never actually seen her body beneath her clothes. She continued “I’m going to show it to you tonight. You’re going to look right at the tits you’ll never touch and the pussy you’ll never fill. You’re going to watch me squirting in orgasm while that steel blade slices your little giblets off and leaves them in a neat little bloody pile so that you will never orgasm again. Sound exciting?”

I gasped and replied “yes, mistress.”

“Good. Now, we’ll be turning that sad little cock and ball of yours into a pussy and the boys do like it when a girl like you shaves her pussy, so go fetch some clippers or a razor. You’re going to give me a nice, clean view of you carving all those disgusting, scraggly hairs off your cock, balls, and crotch. Remember to do a good job, you’re preparing your manhood for its funeral. I want your cock and balls shaved, clean, and as pretty as they will ever be when I devour them with my steel blade.”

I went to the bathroom and, after some digging around, returned with a pair of electric clippers. “Good boy, now get your sad little cock and balls up close to the camera so I can make sure you shave well.”

I plugged the clippers in to a nearby outlet and turned them on releasing a buzz. My hand shook lightly as I stood there in front of the computer silently running the clippers down one side of my crotch cutting a path of pale flesh beneath my curly pubic hairs. Jenna spoke, even though I couldn’t see her well from my current angle as I had angled the camera to look at my crotch. She said, “Nice. This should help you get used to your new role in life, that of a shaved and weak little eunuch.”

I shaved in silence for a while before Jenna said.

“Jordan?”


“Yes, mistress?” I said as I continued shaving my crotch for her. 

“Do you think you could ever get an alpha man to be your boyfriend?”

“I…I… I never…”

“Don’t be shy. Just answer the question.”

“I never thought about it before, Mistress.” I answered.

“Mumm… maybe I’ll send you one last present. A bottle of HRT to get you started on your transition from pathetic boy to hot bitch. That would be a funny thought, you growing a pair of breasts and finding yourself bent over a couch as a hot, powerful alpha male fucks your ass from behind. Maybe you’ll learn how to suck cock like a good little girl. Just think, Jordan, this might be the best thing to ever happen to you in this life.”

“I…I don’t know if I can be with a man that way, mistress.”

“Oh, I think you’ll make a fine little girl, Jordan. But first, let’s destroy this sad little manhood of yours. Lift that tiny little cock of yours and let me see you shave those cute little berry balls for me.” I did as she instructed lifting my cock and holding it back with my left hand as I gingerly ran the clippers over my scrotum with my right hand. The sensation of buzzing blades dicing thousands of times per second mere millimeters away from my testes thrilled me with the taste of danger while the knowledge that I was merely shaving them to cut them off rendered the terror moot. Jenna cooed as she watched saying “there you go, yes, shave all those nasty hairs off my new balls there. Make them sweet, clean, and pretty for my steel machine. Just thing, Jordan, you’ll finally get to penetrate something. You’re going to slide that little cock of yours into my guillotine and make my brutal slicing machine your very first and very last girlfriend. Lucky boy, you get to lose your virginity and your sexuality tonight.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I panted out as my whole body tensed at the thrill and fear of anticipation. This drew a deluge of giggles from her lips followed by “now shave your cock for me, I still see some scraggly little hairs around its base. I did as she instructed feeling the whirring machine slice with maniacal speed at the fine pubic hairs around my cock. Little tremors of pain sprung up like drops scattering across a glassy-smooth pond as the clipper occasionally pinched and pulled at my hairs rather than cutting them. I winced and my goddess asked, “cut yourself?”

“No, just…pinched some hair.”

“Good. I do want my cock and balls to be fully intact when you ship them to me.”

“Ship them to you?”

“Yes, after you cut your manhood off, you’ll plunk it in a jar of alcohol and mail it to me.”

My eyes grew glassy, and a smile spread across my face as I whispered “You… want my cock?”

She smiled at me warmly saying “Jordan, it will be my most cherished trophy. A reminder of how I took everything from you, and you helped me do it. Every time I look at your severed cock, I’ll remember you as you are now, a pathetic little pain slut, with a broken mind just begging to be abused by mommy.”

“Yes, mistress.” I replied.

“Good boy. Now take the laptop with you to your bathroom. Set it up where I can see you with your cock dangling over the sink.” I gingerly picked up my laptop and stepped over to the bathroom. The world outside the crystal-clear glow of the electronic device seemed dismal and grey. My mind-numbing and humiliating dead-end job, my extortionate rent, my eternally disappointed parents… somehow the glow of my goddess commanding me to commit acts of self-mutilation pushed back those dark clouds of existential decay as the promise of a brave and exciting life as an adult degraded into the bland monotony of ‘adulting.’

I set the laptop on the toilet top aiming it towards the bathroom sink. “Good boy. Now wash my cock and balls for me in your sink there. Use lots of warm water and soap.” I grabbed up the bar of soap and turned the water on asking “hot or warm?”

“Just warm.” Goddess commanded. She swallowed and said, “this is not part of your torture. Just…” She sighed and continued, “keeping down the chance of infection. Although it would be fun to kill you, I promised myself that I would leave you alive after tonight so, unfortunately, we need to make a few accommodations to accomplish that.”

As the warm water cascaded over the purple tip of my manhood and I rubbed white hand-soap across my shaft I said “it… really would be okay if you killed me tonight.” I looked at the screen and she stared back into my eyes as I washed my cock in front of her. Her face turned slightly sad, and she took this in thoughtfully as she continued, “from this day forward, for the rest of your life, I want you to remember this, Jordan. Your heart beats…”

She lowered her voice and continued, “…because I am cruel. I won’t let you enjoy the mercy of death tonight. I’m ruining the act of dying for you same as I ruin your orgasms. Your life is my final act of sadism against you.”

I can never explain the thought process that brought a smile to my face at her words. “Thank you, mistress.”

“For leaving you alive and miserable?”

I shook my head and said, “for making my life…something. Everyone and everything else remind me every day that my life is…nothing.”

“Shhh…shhh… Jordan. Remember, it isn’t any fun for me if I’m not the one hurting you.”

“I know, I know, mistress. I just…” I sighed as I continued washing my balls and said “I just wanted to let you know that the only part of my week that I look forward to is Friday night. You honestly enjoy hurting me. No one else on this planet even cares that I exist. The only time I feel special, the only time that I feel wanted, is when you are torturing me.” I choked up a bit and sniffed back a sob as I continued “thank you for hurting me.”

“Oh, fuck, you’re going to make me cry.” Jenna complained as she wiped tears away from her eyes. She gritted her teeth and went off script as she continued softly, “that’s not very goddess-mistress of me.”

“You’ve been honest with me. I’ll be honest with you.” Jenna continued as her face contorted slightly. She leaned in close to the computer on her side saying, “Jordan, I’m fucking terrified.”

“Terrified of what?”

“What if the baby inside me, is a boy? Jordan, oh-fucking-shit, what if I have a son?” Jenna gasped out fearfully.

I squinted at her, and she continued “I’m a god-damn menace to mankind, Jordan. You can’t see it, because you’re clamped in my jaws, but…oh, fuck… a baby boy… growing up under the care of a …what… a sadistic sociopath like me? I can control any man, but what if I can’t control myself?”

I thought about this for a moment before replying, “I think…I hope… your relationship with him will be different than the one you have with me.”

This seemed to calm her down a bit as she sat back in the chair and breathed out a sigh. “Oh, fuck, Jordan. I really can’t make up my mind as to whether to murder you out of pure mercy for saying something so kind or try and schedule a call next week as a depraved act of selfish greed. I suppose I can split the difference between those two possibilities and split your balls instead.” 

I turned the water off and patted my manhood dry with a towel saying, “they are nice and clean for you.”

“Good boy. Now it’s time for you to construct that sweet little machine of mine which will destroy your manhood. Bring the laptop back out to your room.”

I did as she commanded and set the laptop down on the desk angling it to look at me. “I suppose this part is rather boring, and I hate for us to get bored, so I’ll make you a deal.”

“A deal?” I asked.

“More like a game. Something to help pass the time while you construct the machine. For each part you put on, I’ll take an article of clothing off.”

My eyes went wide, and Jenna giggled. “Exciting?”

“I… I…”

“Speechless?” She taunted.

I swallowed hard and asked, “you’ll actually do that?”

“I already told you that you were going to see me naked tonight.”

“I know it’s just…”

I looked up into the screen to see a concerned look on her face as I continued “I just got so used to you hurting and humiliating me, It just feels…wrong… somehow.”

I bowed my head and whispered “sorry, Mistress.”

“Jordan, look at me.”

To my shock, Jenna had removed her pink blouse and her perky little tits glistened in the light of the room. Her perfectly rounded, smooth areolas had cute, glinting nipples poking up in excitement from them. She caressed her breasts with her hands and cupped them gently smiling at me.

“Does it hurt knowing you’ll never touch these?” She asked.

I stared at her breasts for a while before breathily replying “yes.”

“Good boy.” She said. She sighed as she looked down at her breasts saying “in nine-months I’ll be feeding a baby with these. They’ll swell up like balloons and the moment the little one weens; they’ll collapse like an overcooked souffle.” Her eyes turned sad as she said, “both of us are running out of time. Baby-fat, mommy-hair, haggard stare…” She muttered these as her eyes grew distant and trembled on the edge of tears as she looked back up into my face saying “Jason may still fuck me from time-to-time but tonight may be my last night that I can use my body to properly torture a man. Your goddess is powerful, but she isn’t eternal.”

She swallowed hard and looked down at her breasts as she squeezed them in her hands saying “at least they are pretty for now. I suppose I got a bit ahead of myself on our game here, already topless and you haven’t built anything. That box should have an Allen key, fish it out and attach those sturdy steel rails onto the machine that you’re going to fuck.”

I did as instructed, finding the appropriate bolts and fasteners. Despite its brutality, the machine seemed rather simple and straightforward to construct. I even smiled a bit at how easily everything fit together.

“Is it a bit of fun, working with your hands like this?” Jenna asked.

“It is, actually.”

“Well, you’ll still have that after today.” Jenna said calmly. As I mounted the stand into place, Jenna stood up and slid her spandex shorts off revealing crinkly-looking black lingerie panties.

“Is that what you always wear underneath?” I asked in surprise.

“Of course. These panties…mmmhmmm” Jenna moaned lights as she ran her hands along her hips shifting them back and forth before slipping her fingers underneath the hem of her panties saying “give me confidence boost I need sometimes. Do you like seeing me in them?”

“Yes.” I breathily replied.

“As you slide that blade which will chop your sad little cock off up into place, I’ll slide down these panties so you can see the pussy you never got to enjoy.”

I kept my eyes on the screen as I lifted the blade into place, careful not to lose a finger in the process. I watched in awe as Jenna slowly slid the black lingerie panties down across her hips exposing more of her smooth, flawless crotch until she got to her perfectly shaved pussy where two, delicious-looking pouty little labial lips met in a sweet kiss of her womanhood. From this point she quickly dropped the panties past her knees and kicked them off her ankles as I clicked the blade into its locking latch. She stood back a bit so I could see her whole body in the frame of my computer. She spread her legs open about a shoulder width apart and lifted her arms up sliding her hands in behind her head fluffing out her golden hair slightly and arching her back a bit spreading her warm, smooth breasts out in front of her as she thrust her hips forward giving me an unbelievable view of her womanhood. She posed like this and looked down at the computer screen as a smile spread across her face.

“Is my body everything you ever imagined it to be?”

“So much more. You’re like a heavenly being of beauty and majesty.”

She lowered her arms and put her hands on her widely spaced, beautifully effeminate hips as she replied “when I stand in the light of your eyes, Jordan, I feel like a heavenly being. I feel so powerful, like I can do anything. God, this power is as addictive to me as my sex is to you.” She nodded towards the guillotine saying “last few parts to put on. You noticed the wall-plug by now, for sure.”

“I did. That and a USB cable” I said scrounging up the correct parts.

She nodded saying “Good, plug the machine into the wall and plug the USB cable to your laptop.”

“I never knew a guillotine to work electrically before.” I said as I dutifully plugged it in.

“This is a very special machine. You remember those bands and the spreader from before?”
 

“Yes.”
 

“Use the spreader to put those bands on the pegs on both the front and back of the retaining plate. Right around where your manhood goes.”

I did as instructed, spreading the powerful elastic bands around the same hole I was going to stick my dick into shortly.

“Thanks for your patience with these minor conveniences, Jordan. It’s all because I’ve decided to keep you alive.” Jenna sat down at the computer at her end, and I watched as she typed something while looking at something else on the screen. I jumped in terror as the blade sliced downward and the pegs on the retaining plate retracted back snapping the bands into place on either side with a sickening steel ringing sound. The entire process took less than a few milliseconds and my eyes went wide with terror as Jenna’s eyes went wide with excitement.

“Oh, fuck, yes, it actually works.” She said with a gleeful chuckle in her throat. She panted in excitement like a little girl learning she’s going to receive a pony for her birthday as she said to me “I really am going to castrate you tonight. Oh, my god, I was so scared this wouldn’t work. This is fucking amazing, I can input the remote commands, just press ‘enter’ and off your cock goes.”

Her shoulders lifted almost to her ears as she shivered in anticipation. She licked her lips and said “Oh, my god, I get to fucking murder your cock and balls. This is so amazing.” She bit her lower lip briefly before blowing out a sigh saying “go ahead and reset the machine, Jordan. Now you know how it works. I hope it feels just as real to you as it does to me now.”

It did. My hands shook as I carefully slid the heavy metal blade back up the rails to lock it back into place. As it slid into the lock, the metal pegs protruded once more from the retaining plate. The world seemed to spin around me as my vision tunneled in on the hole my cock would soon be inside as I mounted a veterinary-grade castration band around it.

“Good boy, now have a seat in your chair.”

I collapsed into it, my head spiraling with emotions.

“You okay, Jordan?” Jenna asked sounding concerned.

“Yeah, just…” I panted in a mix of anticipation and fear.

“Jordan, it’s okay, I’m here with you.” She said. I looked at the screen see Jenna’s smiling face. My focus and my mind seemed to crystallize around her, and I realized my mistake earlier which had nearly led to my downfall. I had thought about what I wanted, what was going to happen to me, how I thought my life should be. None of that mattered because I don’t matter. All that matters is her, Jenna. In the face of that goddess, I am nothing more than meat to be toyed with and tortured and should behave as such. A smile spread across my face as I whispered back, “thank you, Jenna.”

She leaned back a bit and shimmied her breasts letting her nipples wave back and forth invitingly as she giggled asking “after all these years, are you finally ready to have sex?”

I nodded. She said, “slide the machine onto the chair with you. Just rest it in front of you for now.” I had to use both hands to life the heavy device down onto the plain wooden chair along with me. Seeing it fully constructed and knowing what it was capable of gave me a pause and I eyed Jenna nervously as she leaned into her screen to watch.

“Good boy. Now, slowly, slide your cock into that hole of death. Slide it in sweet and deep same as if that hole was my body.”

My cock trembled and I held onto the base of the machine as I looked up fearfully at the blade which dangled from the electronic lock.

“Don’t worry, Jordan, I won’t cut your dick off until you are fully inside the machine and I’m ready to do so.” Jenna said reassuringly.

Cold steel greeted my frenulum as I slowly slid my cock in through the hole in the plated. Nothing but cold air greeted it on the other side and yet my body quivered with anticipation as Jenna moaned.

“Ohh…. Good boy. Yes, press your cock into the machine which will castrate you at the flick of my finger. Like a sad little child getting the stick from the backyard that mommy is going to beat him with, do your part to help me murder your manhood.” Jenna taunted sensually. She continued, “Here, I’ll help you.”

She sat back on the couch and put her legs up on either side of the laptop such that she straddled it giving me a full view of her crotch and sweet breasts. She reached down one hand and pressed her lithe fingers against her pussy spreading it open letting me see the beautifully perfect little pink triangular lips inside just above her wet and deliciously tight hole. “Imagine your sticking your cock into my body as you go.”
 

Instead of looking at the machine which would soon kill my manhood, I stared at the body of the woman who would soon trigger it. I gasped and sighed as I pressed my cock in fully to the retention plate feeling the cold metal press against my freshly shaved and sensitive balls. The metal support posts on the front side of the machine slid up under my buttocks cradling me into place against the back of the seat. The disturbing realization that I could not escape this machine activating if I wanted to blended with the revelation that I wouldn’t want to escape its clean, surgical removal of my unnecessary body parts.

“Ohh… that got your dick nice and hard. Just think of all that throbbing blood inside it that will no longer be yours once I slice it off you.” Jenna giggled coyly as she reached down with her other hand and began caressing her clit. “I want to see you shove those sweet little balls of yours into my nasty little machine. I can’t wait to see them pop through to the other side so I can pop them off your body.”

It took me a few tries but using my hand I was able to pinch the skin on my scrotum and slip one ball through the plate followed by the other. With this done, my body now sat in two halves. The larger half of my normal body, arms, face, legs, torso…all the parts I got to keep after tonight and the smaller, yet equally important half of my cock and balls, all of my sex organs and manhood lay across the gulf of the steel plate with separated me from my doomed and vulnerable sex organs. I shuddered as I looked into the eyes of the woman who could cut my entire manhood off at the touch of a button.

She pushed a few buttons on the computer on her side saying, “don’t touch the blade from this point forward.”

“Why?”
 

“I’m turning the heater on. It will be nice and searing hot when it comes down now. Should cauterize and seal your manhood neatly.

She continued typing something onto the computer.

“What are you doing now?” I asked as I sat there with my cock mounted in the device and the terrifying steel blade trembling on the verge of my castration. Jenna’s eyes were wide with delight as she fiddled about on the computer on her end saying, “I’m screen-shotting this.” She clicked and a smile spread across her face “Oh, god, that’s so fucking sexy. Seeing you there with your sad little junk in my slicing machine. This is going to be my fucking wallpaper, I know it. I’m going to be jilling off to this picture of you for years.” Her eyes flickered up to meet mine as her smile turned cute and she continued “Jordan, I’ve been dreaming about this moment ever since I caught you staring at my breasts back in seventh grade. Say goodbye to your manhood. I’m finally going to go all the way and cut every part of you off so it can rot and die. You’ll never have a hard-on or any on for the rest of your life and it will all be because of me.”

Painful logic tortured my mind. Disturbing thoughts of pulling my dick out from her machine, turning off the computer, maybe trying to talk to that chubby girl in accounting who I might actually have a chance with… what if… what if…? What if there was more to life than worshiping a goddess who talked openly about murdering me and was about to destroy my ability to ever enjoy sex again? The question roiled deep emotions within me, and the turmoil made my soul grow weak and my worship feel blasphemous under these illicit thoughts.

I trembled and a tear rolled down my cheek. I sucked back a sob as I stared at the heavy steel blade which would soon part me from my manhood.

“Shhh…” Jordan shushed over the screen. An ominous smile spread across her face as she asked in a passionate tone, “Remember that you love me.”

“I’ve loved you since high school.” I said.

“And you realize you’ll never have me, right? Look at that tiny thing, even fully erect your cock isn’t even half the size of my husband’s. I mean, look at this pussy.”

She leaned back and spread her legs reaching down and stretching open her delicious, pink lips with her fingers.

Tears fell from my eyes as I nodded. I couldn’t tell if they were tears of pain, remorse, or relief. Some deep, primal part of our souls seemed to meet in that moment. She leaned in close to the screen on her side and continued “then you should be happy to end your ability to breed for me.”

I shuddered and she continued, “you’re never going to get a chance to use those body parts on a woman. The only thing they will bring you is disappointment and pain. You know that to be true, right?”

I nodded.

She continued, “You should sacrifice those parts to me. You were never really a man, and deep down inside a part of you understands that.”

I nodded.

“Good little boy, Jordan. You ready?

I nodded.

She smiled sweetly and said, “We’re going to fuck now. This is going to be actual sex. No ruined orgasm. No denial. This is going to be a good, nice, proper, fuck. Do you understand?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Start jerking off… slowly.” She cocked her head to the side and cupped one breast in her left hand while her right hand spread her labia open, and she strummed her clit. She moaned saying “Enjoy it, Jordan. I know you’ve been dreaming of fucking me your entire life and tonight, I’m going to let you do it. This is one last night for you to dream. I’m going to make your dreams come true and then I’m going to end your dreams for all eternity. Dream big, Jordan. Dream that we’re back in high school again…”

I moaned in pleasure and Jenna warned, “ohh… don’t cum yet, Jordan. This will be the last fuck you ever have. Savor it. Make it last. When you release, I want you to spray cum all over the image of my hot, delicious fucking body on the computer screen in front of you. I want it to be a lot, Jordan. I want it to be every fucking drop of cum you ever dreamed of squirting into my lithe, sweet little body. This will be the last sperm you ever produce and you’re going to spray it all over me on your computer here. You’re going to sacrifice your seed to this goddess.”

“Yes, goddess.” I panted out.

“It’s high school again… you asked me to prom but this time, this time Jordan, I say ‘yes.’” Jenna spoke aloud in fantasy as her body trembled with the force of her own growing orgasm. I felt my fingers caressing the head of my cock same as I felt the hard, cold steel plate cradling my balls just on the other side of the guillotine where the parts of my body which would soon no longer be mine lay. It felt like these pieces of me now lived in a distant land and yet the sensation of pleasure from the touch of my fingers felt all too real as it resonated with Jenna’s words spoken directly into my mind and soul.

“I’m wearing a thin, strapless white cotton dress with my hair all up in a stylish little updo tied with a ribbon. You’re wearing some suit jacket borrowed from your uncle or whatever. We’re on the dance floor slow-dancing and you feel my lithe little hand come up between your legs. Excitement grows in your heart as my fingers find your cock but instead of massaging it, I slide my hand further back wrapping my fingers around your balls.” Jenna said as she continued fingering herself. She moaned and said, “I squeeze your little balls right there on the dance floor. Squeeze your balls for me, Jordan.” Obediently, I stopped jacking off and slid my hand down squeezing my own balls feeling the pressure and pain well up across my entire body at the torment.

“I pull you in close as you realize that you’re powerless, only my sense of mercy is the only thing keeping me from crushing your balls to mush between my fingers. I whisper into your ear ‘come home with me, so I can fuck, torture, castrate, and murder you.’ What do you say, Jordan? What would you have said to such an offer back during high school prom?”
 

“Yes, mistress.”
 

“Oh, you wouldn’t have called me ‘mistress’ back then, Jordan. Squeeze your balls a little harder as punishment for making such a stupid mistake.” I tightened my grip and whimpered at the pain emanating from my crotch.

“Yes… Jenna.” I said.

“Good boy, release your balls. I let them go and we continue to dance as you weakly lean against me. You’re whimpering in pain through the slow dance. You don’t know what scares you more. Going home with me or going home without me.”

I released my tight grip on my balls gasping in relief as I did so.

Jenna moaned saying “oh, god, it’s so fucking hot that you’re powerless to stop me.” Jenna rolled her head casually and smiled saying, “I like you like this, Jordan. Weak, pathetic, like a sad little worm that I’m pinning down to a cork-board ready to yield up your soft little flesh to my blade as I watch you open, pull out your insides, and let you die. If only I appreciated the power that I had over, you back in high school. I just didn’t realize my strength. I could have done whatever the fuck I wanted to do to you. That’s what I regret, Jordan. Not that I kicked you, but that I didn’t take you to prom, make you my boyfriend, and lived out my dreams to torture you horrifically every single night.” Her breath stuttered as she continued “I could see it now, the night before graduation, I take you up to my room and cut your cock off. I would then spend the rest of the night kissing your lips sweetly as you bleed to death. Oh, god, I wouldn’t even have to tie you up. You wouldn’t have even whimpered a word of protest. I could have murdered you slowly and brutally. Like a good little boy, you would have just laid there quietly and let me do it to you as well.”

I trembled as she spoke. She gasped and panted at her own fantasy as she continued “go ahead and start jerking off again. It’s better late than never, I suppose. I’ll cut your cock off you now and, just like a good little boy, you’re not going to do anything to stop me. The fact that you could just slide your balls and cock right out of my machine there hasn’t even crossed your submissive little mind and that dedication to being devoured and destroyed by me is even hotter than when my big, powerful husband pushes my ankles up past my ears, chokes my slender little neck, and spits in my mouth when he power-fucks my little body.”

Jenna shuddered and continued.

“So, it is prom again. Your dreams are coming true, Jordan. After getting ball-squeezed on the dance floor in front of the entire school, I’m taking you home. My parents are out of town and you’re finally getting to go home with a girl. The night air is cold as you quietly sit in the passenger seat of that old Honda I had back in high school. You watch me slide into the driver’s seat and I tell you to put your seatbelt on. I grab the side of your face and smile at you saying that you’re not allowed to get hurt, unless I’m the one hurting you. What do you say?”


“I nod quietly and put my seatbelt on.” I replied. 

“Good boy. We drive back to my place, it’s dark and we’re alone. You hold my hand and I turn on the lights as we go inside. You can’t help but stare at my body even as we stop by the kitchen, and I pull out a knife from the block to torture and kill you with. It’s not a big, impressive butchers knife, rather a razor sharp, thin, paring knife. The kind I would normally cut vegetables with. I pull you in close and wrap my hand around your waist while wrapping my other around your neck. You feel me press the flat of the blade gently against your neck as I passionately kiss you. You feel cold steel against your vulnerable throat and my hot lips against yours as I press my warm little body tight against yours before releasing the kiss and whispering into your ear “ready to suffer and die for me, my good little boy?”

“Yes.” I whispered back to her.

Jenna shuddered and began stumming her clit even harder.

“Where should I kill you, Jordan? The kitchen, or my bedroom?”
 

I panted, nearing orgasm myself as I whispered back “the kitchen.”

Jenna smiled saying “good idea. Blood is a bitch to clean out of carpet. Besides, no one is home, no one is going to see us, no one is going to hear you scream. You can’t save yourself, my power over your mind is too strong. You’re nothing but a helpless victim now with nothing to do but find out what I do to you next.”

Jenna tipped her head back and her leg began shaking as she whimpered out “god, I wish I could be there in person. Hold your soft, pathetic balls in the palm of my hand and feel my blade bite into them as you whimper and cry. You about to cum?”
 

“Yes.” I replied honestly.

“slap your balls.”

I did as instructed feeling the crushing pain emanating upwards from my crotch into my chest.

“Harder!” She shouted and I slapped once more groaning in pain and jiggling the machine which trembled on the edge of castrating me.

“Good boy. You can jerk off again, but slow… I want to enjoy my time with you. I would have enjoyed my time with you back in school too. I place one hand against your chest and gently push you backwards holding the knife in my other hand. You feel the kitchen table compress against your buttocks and realize I’m forcing you to lay down on it. Once you’re on the old, oaken table, I climb up as well. You see me towering over you as I hike my dress up and straddle across your crotch letting you feel the warmth of my pussy through your pants and my panties. I pull the ribbon out of my hair and tell you to hold your hands out to me. You do so and I tie the lace-fringed pink little ribbon around your wrists in many tight, little knots. You watch in confusion as I push your hands up over your head, doing this brings me closer to you. Our faces are so close that we can almost kiss, but I don’t kiss you this time, rather I lay the flat of the blade against your cheek, just beneath your staring eyeball. I say ‘I know you’ve been feasting on my body with these disgusting, perverted eyes for years. There’s no use denying it. I would love to cut them out of your skull, but I also want you to see what I do to your sad little body. Like I broke my Barbie doll, you’re nothing more than a toy for me to break.’ I then slide the knife down along your neck until I come to your shirt. Here, I let the blade bite into the button knots and fabric carving your shirt open destroying your clothes but not ruining your body just yet. You watch me as I sit back up and slide back a bit continuing to carve through your clothes splitting them open leaving your bare, pale flesh at my mercy. I unbuckle your belt and then open your pants before sliding my blade beneath the hem of your underwear. You feel the cold steel glinting along your hard little cock for a moment before I violently slash outwards ripping your underwear open and releasing your cock to come out to meet the girl of its dreams only to realize that nightmares are dreams too.”

I groaned as she moaned. We were both near orgasm and I could tell it. Some strange part of me could almost begin to forget the guillotine contraption my manhood lay locked inside of awaiting its horrible fate. She continued “you watch as I stand up over you, my legs spread over your thighs and my head nearly touching the ceiling standing on the table like that. You stare in awe as I strip off my dress letting my hot, powerful, sensual body come out so I can use it to increase my control over you and magnify your pain. Like a lioness crouching over its prey, I crouch grabbing hold of your cock in my hand, guiding it into my sweet, delicious, tight, wet pussy.” Jenna began shuddering and her hips started instinctively thrusting at this point as I felt my own desire and sexuality begin to grow as the pain from my earlier ball-slaps subsided.

“I bounce up and down on your cock a bit, letting you feel the delicious, sweet, powerful sexual pleasure my body has to offer but I stop short of bringing you to orgasm. I slide the sweet little knife up and you watch in awe and terror as I bring the point of it to your slender little belly. You try sucking in to avoid the blade, but it’s no use, this time, I am going to cut you. You feel the heat of my pussy around your cock and the cold sting of the blade as I slice a thin line into the right-hand side of your belly.”


Jenna gave a nearly orgasmic giggle as she continued “are you going to stop me, Jordan?” 

“No.” I reply.

“Oh, it’s so fucking easy to control you mind, body and soul. God, I could have lived out my fantasies with you when I was in high school. I continue, rivulets of warm blood pool along your abdomen and stream down your sides onto the table as I keep cutting you. Thin, petite little slices, first a vertical one, then a horizontal one, then four of them next to those at angles, then two small angle ones and alternating small angle ones.” She shuddered and continued “any time you start to lose your wood from the pain, I stop cutting and give you a few thrusts feeling your pathetic little cock barely pierce my wet pussy. It’s not wet because we’re fucking, it’s wet because I’m living out my dreams with your body. I continue cutting and fucking you and, before you know it, I’ve now decorated your belly. You have the word ‘LOSER’ carved across your belly in all capital letters. I grab your head and pull it up so you can see my handy work. You watch your belly bleed as I thrust against you again asking if you are afraid of other people seeing what I did to you. Are you, Jordan? Are you afraid of the boys and girls in the school making fun of you for having your belly carved up by a girl?”

“No.”

“Correct answer. You know why you shouldn’t be afraid?”

“Because it is meant to happen. You’re my goddess and I’m your worshiper.”

“Wrong answer.”

Jenna giggled saying “wrong answer Jordan. The reason you shouldn’t be afraid of other kids laughing at you when you go back to school is because you’re not going back to school. You’re not going to do next week’s math homework assignment. You’re not going to chat with your friends or graduate or do any of those things because I’m going to murder you tonight. You’re going to die here, between the legs of a woman. Where most life begins, yours is going to end. Are you scared, Jordan? Are you going to fight back? Run away? Anything?”

“No, goddess.”

“Good answer. It’s time to end this, Jordan. I can’t hold out any longer. I slide the blade down and slip it in between our crotches. You feel your cock deep inside my pussy while the hard steel blade rests just alongside it. I have a strong grasp on the blade as I pin you down with my other hand. You see the blood pooling away from your belly, spreading red, cloying matte across our bodies and realize the reason I cut you was to weaken you up a bit, make you easier to kill. I continue to fuck you. Your belly burns in anguish as your cock dances in heaven. I whisper your future to you saying “once you cum inside me, I’ll cut your dick right off. I’m going to take it all the way into my pussy. I’m going to feel this sad little thing swallowed right into my womanhood and feel it shrivel and die inside my pussy as you lay here bleeding to death on my kitchen table like a good little boy who knows when it’s his time to go. Ready?”

“Yes.” I said.

Jenna smiled as her body shook uncontrollably as she said “I’m going to count down from three. Spray cum all over your laptop, and I’ll finally slice that cock and balls right off your fucking body.”

Her voice turned serious as she counted down.

“One…

Two…

Three.”

I groaned as ecstatic pleasure overwhelmed my body. My balls tensed against the steel plate as my cock sprayed cum all over the laptop keyboard and screen. At the same time, Jenna shuddered and howled in her own orgasm squirting womanly juices all over the couch she sat on. For a moment in time, we danced there in pure joy together across the gulf of the internet. Passion and power flowed through my body as I shuddered in orgasmic delight watching sticky ropes of cum splatter against my laptop, desk, and floor. I don’t know why, but I never cum quite as much when I’m not being dominated or tortured. After the delicious delight of orgasm, my breathing began to slow as my cock weakly pressed out the final drops of cum which drizzled from my purple tipped head. Jenna whimpered as her body shook and her pussy lips looked like they contracted and stretched hungrily all on their own. She looked down and our eyes met. A smile spread across her face as tears thinly dripped from the corners of her large, beautiful eyes.

I shuddered in post nut clarity as I watched her lift a long, beautiful leg, slide her small, bare foot sweetly in front of the screen, and push her big toe down on the keyboard with a cruel smile spread across her face.

My mind didn’t register the sensation at first, only her words as she said, “I hope it was as good for you as it was for me” rang in my ears. In the next moment, my crotch exploded with agony the likes of which I had never experienced before as my chest compressed and I slumped forward hugging the very self-same machine which had just castrated me completely. I heard a sickening plop sound and looked down to see that the burning hot steel had sliced right through my cock and balls like they were butter as a tension band snapped into place compressing my stump while my manhood plopped down onto the edge of the chair on the other side held together with its own little tension band. The world spiraled around me as shock set in and I distantly heard Jenna calling my name from the computer.

I looked up with my mouth cocked open and my eyes blurred over. I tried to suck in a breath, but my body wouldn’t breath. She stared at me the way a woman would look at a sunset over a lake or a piece of art as she whispered, “god, you’re so fucking beautiful.” She didn’t break eye contact as she said, “breathe in Jordan.” Together, we drew in a deep breath, and she instructed “breathe out.” My body could no longer obey me, but some ingrained instinct allowed it to obey her, and, in that moment, she controlled my breathing as tingling sensations of disgust and horror trickled their way up my spine and danced sickeningly across my flesh. My eyes grew heavy, and nausea overtook my stomach as the pain exceeded beyond the sensation and started to manifest in other ways. I gagged as my body shuddered and I felt my heart grip tight in my chest like it had been filled with concrete. Some strange trickling thoughts danced about in the back, logical recesses of my mind that had avoided the system-wide shutdown, which I seemed to be going through. The irony that, despite her provisions to keep me alive, I would still die from shock and blood-loss was not lost on me. I supposed that’s what I deserved, and I prayed that, in the future, Jenna could find a stronger, better worshipper than myself. Someone who can endure a castration without dying like some pathetic little beta-boy like me. The world darkened and my body grew weak as I heard Jenna’s voice rise from consolation to screams of terror.

Somehow in the realms of the damned, I suppose, I heard a deep male voice shouting, “You fucking pieces-of-shit whore! You fucking killed him! The only reason… the only fucking reason, bitch! That I let you keep whoring on the web and fucking with these beta-losers is the god-damn money. And now, you fucking mailed a god damn cock-cutted to one of your bitch-boys and killed the fucker. That’s fucking lot-lizard bitch thinking there from a piece of fucking trailer-park-trash-barbie with more tits and ass than brains. Why the fuck did I marry you? You useless fucking whore!”

“No! Please! It was an accident! I didn’t mean-” Jenna pleaded.

I heard a loud slapping sound followed by Jenna’s screaming and a struggle. I lulled my head up to see Jenna, still naked, pinned under a burly, bearded man in a sleeveless white tank-top and tattered jeans as he choked her. Tears streamed from her eyes which bulged out from her face as he let go of her neck to slap her across her face hard. His blow turned her head forcing her to look into the screen. We locked eyes as I gingerly picked myself up off the floor where I lay next to the now toppled over guillotine and my own severed cock. She gurgled and pointed at me urgently as he cocked back a fist to punch her hard in the face.

“Live…he-uh-uh…live…” She choked out. The man, I assume it was her husband Jason, turned his head to look at me where I lay on the ground.

“Shear fucking luck, bitch. Still, I’m going to learn your whore-ass a lesson you won’t ever forget.” He made to punch her as I weakly reached out mentally pleading with him to stop but nowhere near strong or vocal enough to give voice my protest.

She raised a hand to stop him and pleaded “Please…don’t kill me…our baby…” Jason paused and sneered at her before lowering his fist. He threw her down on the ground saying “Lucky you’re knocked up, whore. Otherwise, I would make it look like a fucking accident.”

My mouth hung open limply in shock as Jenna lay in a crumpled heap on the ground sobbing.

“Oh...fuck.” I muttered.

“For god’s fucking sake, Jordan, don’t look at me.” She pleaded. She curled up on the floor in front of the couch and hugged her knees. She peered over her kneecaps at me. The fact that her pussy peeked out from between her feet didn’t even register in my mind as I was too fixated on her swollen left eye. “I don’t want you to see me like this. I never wanted you to see me like this.” She whimpered.

“I thought you were…”

“I lied.”

“But… the…”

“Lies! Jordan, Fucking lies, every fucking part of it…” She seethed out bitterly. Her eyes darted to where Jason had just left and then back to me as she continued “except for the baby… and… my husband-er-fucking monster that I’m trapped with.” She growled out as she wiped away a tear before wincing in pain at touching her beaten face.

“Goddess?” I whispered.

“I’m no goddess, Jordan. I have no magic. I have no power. Goddesses don’t exist. All that exists is…” Jenna whimpered and continued “a beaten housewife desperate to feel special.” Her face turned dreamy as she continued “the way you looked at me, the way I felt… important…powerful…” She lowered her face into her knees and cried, “it’s all gone now.”

My world splintered into a million parts in that moment.  My mouth moved before my brain could.

“You should come here.”

I couldn’t believe the words from my lips. Somehow the thought crystallized. For the first time in my entire existence, I had something to offer to another person. Not some common things like a piece of bread or whatever but a real, life-changing, solution.

“Huh?” Jenna asked.

I looked into her beaten and beautiful face as I whispered, “does Jason know my address?” Her eyes darted nervously before she shook her head.

“Jenna… every time I was with you, I felt special, important, I felt…”

“Oh, fuck-off. You’re just a horny simp hoping I’ll bang him.” She hissed back.

“Really?!” I shouted in reply pointing to the bloody stump on my crotch. She took the sight in before saying, “I suppose you have a point that you don’t have a cock. But what if…”
 

I continued, “you’ll be safe here. That’s a lot more than you can say for where you are now.”

Her eyes looked off distantly for a while before she whispered, “god fucking damn me.” She dropped her head down saying, “who am I kidding? That bastard in the sky damned me a long time ago.” She looked up at me saying “I won’t leave my husband for another man. I made a vow and I never break my vows.”

I nodded saying sadly, “I understand.”

I stared down at the floor wishing that I could help her somehow.

“Which is why it’s lucky that you’re no longer a man.”

I looked back up into the screen.  A look of determination crossed her face as she said “I’ll have to wait for him to fall asleep to get away. I’ll be there before morning. No one, absolutely nobody is to know where I am. Do you understand?”

“Completely.”

A soft smile crossed her face as she said, “I’ll see you soon, Jordan.”
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