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To the ladies,

Always cut your boys.

Britney was a vindictive bitch. She was originally a sweet wife, but Jason’s porn habits went too far. She needed to control her man. Thankfully, she had the perfect solution. The question was how long would it take before she became a member of the castrating wives club.
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The Last Straw

“You got to be kidding me right?! You are looking at porn. I am sitting right here; not even 10 feet away.” Britney was furious. She always knew Jason had a wondering eye and watched porn while she was out working, but now he is watching while they are home together.

“I wasn’t watching anything. I was just looking to see if there is something I want to download for later.” Jason tried to explain but Britney did not want to hear anything. He caught him with porn on his screen and there was no explaining anything.

“You clearly have a problem. Fortunately, I know the solution,” Britney exclaimed as she stormed upstairs. Jason remained frozen on the couch. He looked at a few more clips until he heard Britney coming back down the steps.

“Drop your pants, I have the temporary answer.” Britney instructed as she opened a box containing a plastic chastity cage. “I bought this to help solve your problem, but I am not even sure if this is enough. From now on, you will remain locked unless I let you out to fuck me.”

Jason could not argue. Britney was fuming and clearly had been sitting on her anger for some time if she secretly acquired a chastity device. He followed the orders and unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down his boxers. His tiny cock just sat there as Britney encircled his entire package with a ring. Despite seeing what was happening, the stimulation meant his penis started to engorge as Britney struggled to attach the penis sheath. Exasperated, Britney almost gave up.

“Sit here, I will be right back,” Britney exclaimed as she walked towards the kitchen. She grabbed a handful of ice and returned to her awaiting husband and his now fully erect cock.

“This should help” was all she said as she placed the ice on Jason’s enlarged member. The sudden cold on his erection and testicles had worked its magic. Jason shrank back down to his normal size, possible slightly smaller. The result made it easy for Britney to slide on the cock cage and fasten it to the appropriate ring. After aligning the pins, Britney placed the lock and quickly shut it closed. She stared at her accomplishment before slowly shifting her eyes to her husband’s face.

“I will keep the key and you will need to earn a release. Follow all my instructions or you will be punished. Talk back to me and you will be punished. Complain and you will be punished. Try to get out of this device and you will be punished. Do you understand?”

Jason could tell she was serious. This was not something she would get over in a few hours or days. He was stuck in chastity with a woman who knew how to keep a grudge. His fate was sealed. All he could do was shake his head “yes.”

“I cannot hear you.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what!?”

“Yes Mistress. I understand.”

“Good. Now get naked and bring me a glass of wine. From now on, I want you naked and serving me when we are home alone.”

Jason did not say anything. He simply stood up and removed his clothes. Folding them neatly, he placed them on the table next to the stairs – Britney was a stickler for cleaning and he did not want to anger her by simply dropping them on the floor.

Once he stood there wearing nothing but the chastity cage, he walked to the kitchen for the wine. His penis, and by extension the chastity cage, swung with every step. The attached lock would bang into the plastic cage. The “clank” echoed across the room. Jason just closed his eyes and attempted to walk normally as he got a wine glass and poured Britney a glass of Riesling.

Carrying the glass, Jason returned to his wife. Britney just smiled as the sound of the “clank” got closer. “Here you go Mistress,” was all he said as Jason handed the wine to Britney.

Taking a sip of her wine, Britney smiled. It was her favorite sweet Riesling; something they always kept chilled in the refrigerator. The soft tones and gentle flavors reminded her of her own juices. Suddenly, a thought appeared in her mind. Sliding down on the couch, Britney spread her legs. She looked at her husband eyes and bit her lip. She started to rub herself.

“On your knees,” was all she said. Jason followed the orders and understood Britney’s desire as she placed her leg on his shoulder. Slowly, he kissed down her thigh. When his lips landed just above her pussy, Britney’s panties already started to moisten. She always loved his oral skills – that is why she put up with his porn addiction.      

Sliding Britney’s panties out of the way, Jason started to kiss her lips. Gently, he slid his tongue up the outer creases only to softly exhale across her lips before licking again. Every so often, he would kiss Britney’s inner thigh or pelvis. The anticipation of further action was driving Britney crazy and Jason could begin to taste her juices. With a tender kiss, Jason kissed the hood and then circled his tongue around. Britney squirmed slightly with the first touch of her clitoris and then exhaled deeply. Jason hit the spot and delicately slid his finger into Britney’s awakened pussy. He continued to suck her clit as a worked his fingers. The combined sensation achieved its goal and Britney let out a moan of her first orgasm.

After recovering from her climax, Britney grabbed the back of Jason’s head and pushed him deeper between her legs. She took a sip of wine and steadied herself. She could feel a second orgasm approaching. In no time, her toes curled and she squeezed the couch cushion. The fire of the orgasm filled her body. She wanted to scream with pleasure. The moment was fleeting and quickly passed. Jason attempted to move, but Britney’s grip on his hair held him in place. She was not done and wanted him to continue pleasing her.

For the next hour, Britney enjoyed her wine as Jason enjoyed her juices. Both continued to flow freely. Only when the bottle was empty did Britney release her hand from the back of Jason’s head. She was out of breath from all the orgasms, but looked at him with affectionate eyes. Not since their honeymoon did she have such feelings for her husband. The relationship was renewed, but in a different format. She was now in charge.


Asking For Release

For 30 days, Britney kept Jason fully locked in his cock cage. The frustration was excruciating. No matter how long he pleased her, she never opened his cage and returned the favor. His balls ached and he started to have wet dreams – something he has not experienced since a teenager. As much as Jason attempted to hide his mess, Britney had noticed and was quite proud that Jason could not cheat on chastity. Finally, Jason had enough and decided to ask Britney after a long session of oral.

Looking at Britney’s face from between her legs, Jason swallowed and mustered all his courage. “Mistress,” was all he could say.

“Yes, slave?”

“May I ask, when do you expect to let me cum? It has been a month since you locked me in chastity. Every night, I spend hours between your legs. Have I earned an orgasm for myself?

Britney smiled a devilish smile. Jason was sweet in the manner he asked, but she could not let the fact he asked stand. Even if she wanted to grant him a release, he just earned a punishment.

“How dare you slave? What kind of insolence do you show by putting your needs on full display? I had planned on granting you a release today, but now you MUST be punished. You are not to ever ask for a release. I alone decide when it happens.”

Jason was terrified and started to stutter. “But Mistress…I…”

Britney interrupted before he could even start his sentence begging for forgiveness.

“Sit on the floor with your back against the wall and spread your legs.”

Jason knew what was coming, but he did not want to upset Britney further. Slowly, he crawled to the wall and got into the instructed position. Britney went upstairs and returned moments later wearing her favorite black leather high heel boots. Jason watched each step as Britney’s heel struck the floor.

Once Britney approached her awaiting slave, she looked at his position. “I want your legs spread wider. I already have a small enough target. Do you want to make it harder for me?”

Following orders, Jason spread his legs as wide as they could go. The position left him completely vulnerable as his balls touched the floor. He was helpless and ready to accept anything Britney was about to deliver.

To his surprise, Britney gently rubbed his balls and chastity cage with her right boot. “Do you want me to play with these things? I know they must be full since I have seen the spots on the bed in the morning. Would you like me to help release them?”

“Yes Mistress. Please release them.”

“Very well slave. Just remember that you asked me for this.”

Britney lifted her foot back and kicked Jason in the balls as hard as she could. She curled her toe as it struck as if she was kicking a soccer ball. The chastity cage shook from the force and Jason let out a loud scream in pain.

Britney smiled as Jason’s face contorted in pain from her kick. He attempted to slide over, but she straightened him on the wall. Looking in her tearful eyes, she lifted her foot back and kicked again.

“You want an orgasm, how many orgasms do you think you deserve? Five, ten, how about 30? How is that? I will give you 30 orgasms. One for every day you have been locked in chastity. Is that enough for you or would you like more?”

Jason was crying, but he knew that needed to answer Britney. “Thank you Mistress. You are so kind to give me any orgasms.”

Britney smiled at Jason’s answer. Looking at her pathetic husband, she lifted her foot and kicked his balls again. Whack. “Count them for me. I want to make sure you get every orgasm you deserve.” Whack.

“Four Mistress.” Jason said as he was in full blown tears. His balls started to swell from the blows and all he could think about was that more kicks were coming.

Whack. “Five Mistress.”

Whack. “Six Mistress.”

Whack. “Seven Mistress.”

The hard kicks to his balls were excruciating. Jason felt like he would vomit, but Britney assigned 30 kicks so she just laughed and kicked away. Every kick landed harder than the one before. Each followed with Jason announcing the number followed by Mistress.

Finally, Jason said, “Thirty Mistress.” His sobs had soaked his face. Even though she only kicked his balls, Jason’s entire body was a pile of mush. He could not move and just continued to cry.

“Poor baby. Didn’t you enjoy your 30 orgasms? If you want, I can give you another 30?”

Jason just cried. He could not handle the pain from 30 more kicks to the groin. “Thank you Mistress. My orgasms were wonderful. You are too kind.”

For the first time since starting, Britney looked at Jason’s balls. After 30 kicks, they have swollen immensely engulfing the chastity cage. Their color had shifted from a light pink to deep purples and blacks. She lightly tapped them with her toe, “They look like they enjoyed everything. Do they hurt?” Britney asked as she placed her heel on the testicle.

“Yes Mistress. They hurt very much.”

Britney smile increased. Putting more pressure on her heel, she looked at Jason. “You know I could probably crush them right now. A small pop and you are free. Would you like me to free you?”

Jason was scared; he could not tell whether Britney was kidding. Of course he did not want her to crush his testicles, but he knew he could not just say that to her. “As you wish Mistress”

Britney started to add weight to her heel on Jason’s testicle. The pain was intense. Jason started to cry harder. It just made Britney laugh more. He was completely helpless and she could destroy him with just a quick downward push. Pop and it is over. The testicles would be crushed and Jason would no longer be a man.

“Tell me if you want me to stop. Otherwise, I may just crush them. You are a pathetic man. It is not like you will need these little lumps anyways.”

“It hurts Mistress. Please don’t crush my balls. I love you. I want to still be a man.”

It was too late. Britney already felt a pop under her heel. Jason’s left testicle could no longer take the pressure. She knew it had ruptured. Jason passed out from the pain.


The Hospital Room

Jason awoke in a medical office. He saw a nurse shaving his scrotum while a female doctor talking to Britney. The doctor and nurse were beautiful. If not for the pain, Jason would have been too embarrassed to explain what was happening. Thankfully, Britney seemed to maintain her composure.

“The left testicle has ruptured. There is no saving it. We will need to remove it immediately. There is some swelling and bruising on the right testicle. It will be up to you whether to keep it. With only one ball, he will need a different chastity cage. If you remove his other testicle, you can control the hormone levels and no chastity cage is needed. Of course, you can always get a penis tube attached with a prince albert for extra security if you so desire.”

Groggy from the pain and the medication, Jason watched his wife. She seemed to understand everything the doctor was saying. He loved her and was thankful she brought him to the hospital.

“Take both and remove the sac as well. I want him to have the smooth look so many of my friends have talked about.” Britney instructed the doctor.

Jason must have misheard Britney. He started to talk as the doctor approached, but the medication had started to work and his words were incoherent. The doctor just smiled and introduced herself.

“Hello, I am Doctor Caroline. Don’t worry, this should be a quick procedure. You are lucky to have such a strong and wonderful wife. As soon as you passed out, she called and brought you here. Fortunately, we were available for the emergency operation. The good news is you won’t need this small metal cage once we are finished.”

Jason could not understand what she was saying. He heard the words, but they did not seem to make any sense. What has happening? He needed to know. He needed his wife. Britney saw Jason stirring. She wanted to comfort her husband and held his hand. With a quick squeeze, she whispered “I love you” and then kissed his forehead. “Be a brave boy for the doctor,” was all she said. It was a reassuring gesture and Jason just laid back on the table.

The doctor grabbed her elastrator and stretched open a small band on its jaws. Carefully, she worked the good testicle through the opening. The damaged testicle was easy to get through since it lacked a significant solid mass. She slid the band all the way to the base of Jason’s cock.

“We want this first band to be as close to the cock as possible. That is what gives the tight look after he heals. Otherwise, there is loose skin that some girls find distasteful.” As Dr. Caroline spoke, she carefully rolled the band off of the elastrator. The band snapped into its original size pulling the skin tight. “You may feel a pinch with the first band, but it is just momentary. I hope it does not cause too much discomfort. It needs to be tight to cut the blood flow before the rest of the operation.”

Jason just squeezed Britney’s hand as Dr. Caroline worked a second band up his ball sac. Again, she had no issues getting the ruptured testicle through the device. Carefully aligning the second band just below the first band, she started to work it off the elastrator. Jason did not even notice the snap of the second band. His balls had already started to go numb from the lack of blood flow.

“Let’s give it a minute or so before continuing. We could technically start right away, but it is better just to make sure everything holds so there will not be excessive blood loss. Now Britney, would you like to do the honorary cut?”

Britney just smiled as Dr. Caroline spoke. Jason was unsure why his doctor would let his wife operate, but the doctor has been nothing but professional since he had awoke. He felt Britney’s hand leave his own as she picked up the scalpel.

“You want to make a clean cut between the two bands. It will probably take several smaller cuts. Do not cut the bands and do not worry about cutting through in a single slice.”

Britney placed the edge of the blade just where Dr. Caroline had instructed. With some force, she pushed into Jason’s skin and pulled the knife back towards her. The action went through some of the outer skin. It looked like a deep paper cut; only it was Jason’s scrotum. With the bands holding, there was no blood.

She put the blade at the top of the cut and started to make a second pass. The cut went deep and Britney could see the difference between skin and blood vessels. She even saw the large cord connecting one of Jason’s testicles. She loved the sensation as she used the scalpel to sever the cord as she continued her incision. The doctor needed her to cut through the entire patch of skin, she still had work to do.

With several more flicks of her wrist, Britney severed all the skin. The only thing keeping Jason’s testicles and scrotum attached to his body was the last cord connecting his good testicle. Britney looked at it with amazement. It was so small and delicate, yet it had so much power. She could cut it now and make him her eunuch slave, or she could stop and let Dr. Caroline stich his sac back on.

Britney just looked at her husband. He was so sweet lying on the table attempting to see what Britney was doing. For a moment, she was tempted to just leave it alone until it appeared that Jason shook his head in approval. Did he secretly want her to castrate him? That must have been why he nodded his head. It was the reassurance she needed. After whispering “I love you,” Britney cut the last cord and pulled his testicles free.

Without any balls, she removed the chastity cage and placed both on Jason’s chest. With a deep kiss, she thanked her husband for his sacrifice. For five minutes, their lips remained locked as Dr. Caroline closed the severed wound.

When Dr. Caroline was finished, she asked Jason how he felt. He still did not seem completely aware of what had transpired.

“Actually, much better. It doesn’t hurt anymore. Was there any permanent damage? In the future, Britney will need to be more careful when she kicks me in the balls.”    

Britney looks at the doctor and then at the balls lying on Jason’s chest. She looks at her husband and strokes his cheek. “Don’t worry sweetheart, I cannot kick you in the balls ever again. When we get home, I will even let you polish the container holding them anytime you want. After all, we want them to shine on the mantle for the entire world to see.”

As Britney kissed his cheek, Jason understood everything. For the second time that night, he began to cry.      
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Mistress Victoria is a young author of erotic fiction largely based on her life experiences with her long time obedient submissive husband. Based in New York City, she loves to entertain and humiliate her little subby by pushing his boundaries. The two are active members of lifestyle clubs and Victoria loves helping introduce the lifestyle to potential new mistresses. Her favorite activities are chastity, cuckolding, BBC, strap-on play and humiliating subby sexually. As far as Victoria is concerned, nothing is off the table including forced-bi activities where she routinely has subby satisfy her lovers orally and occasionally anally. Other than having her submissive where panties, she does not regularly feminize subby. 

After years of practice, Victoria is very skilled at teasing her submissive husband; but, she is always looking for new ways to punish subby or to humiliate him. She loves her readers and encourages them to offer suggestions or to just reach out for ideas to turn them on. Before committing to writing a story, she will try to test nearly everything on her obedient submissive – as long as it doesn’t leave a permanent mark. (Other than the tattoos she has already used to mark her property.)  

Contact her at: Mistress.Victoria.Erotica@gmail.com

If you liked her story, please rate the book or try one of the others she has written. Alternatively, try one of the stories written by her subby under the nom de plume “Obedient Submissive.” Finally, Mistress Victoria also has a Patreon page if you would like to help support a young female dominate. Sales and Patreon support help bring wonder stories about female dominance to life.
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