

Confessions Of A Lesbian Ballbuster


By


Matilda Odell Shields


PART 1


"Hi, mind if I join you?" asked Paul.


I squinted at him in the bright sun. "Sure, why not."


He sat in the lounge chair next to me, and reclined with a smile. I couldn't help but notice how his package filled the front of his swim trunks as he lay back. Being a sexy blonde, I didn't have to worry about letting my glance linger the way guys had to worry about it.


I'm sure Paul noticed, and I'm sure he intended to make a good showing in his tight swimsuit. But he played it off and tilted his head back, his arms behind his head. He had a great six-pack and chest too, and it absolutely sizzled in the heat and sun.


"I love the smell of summer," he said.


I wrinkled my nose as I lay back. "It smells like chlorine from the swimming pool."


"Yeah; I love that smell!"


I turned towards him, and he smiled since he couldn't see my eyes narrow behind my sunglasses. He may have a hot bod, but there wasn't much upstairs. About as useless for conversation as most men.


The birds squawked in the background, just above the hum of a distant lawnmower, but it was as good as silence. Just as I was closing my eyes and nodding off in the 100 degree Phoenix heat, he spoke again.


"So, Dana..."


Here it comes. Get it over with already.


"I was wondering if you'd like to, you know, catch a movie or something some time."


He hadn't worked hard enough, so I lay perfectly still, keeping my eyes closed, waiting to see what he'd say next as his insides twisted up.


"It doesn't have to be, you know, like a date or anything.."


Oh, Jesus; getting colder. Do I have to spoon-feed him what to say?


"Sure," I answer, still laying back with my eyes closed.


I made plans to go to dinner with him that night, and he lingered a little while longer but then realized I wasn't as much in the mood to talk, as I was to relax and nap in the sun.


"I'll pick you up at six, then?"


"See you there," I said, my eyes drifting down as he stood up. I may prefer women to men, but a nice bulge of organs is hard to ignore. Male anatomy has always fascinated me, both sexually and intellectually. It has the power to impregnate a million women a day, it seeps hormones into the bloodstream that cause men's body to mutate into powerful machines, and yet it's as vulnerable and weak as any other internal organ would be if left hanging outside the body in a sack of skin.


Paul was early; I saw him sitting in his car a block away fixing his hair again and again in his rearview mirror. I had to laugh. I had no interest in him, other than the fact that he was a life support system for the very organs that made him desire me. I take that back: his whole body was sexy; I liked the whole muscular package as a change of pace from my usual diet of tits and pussy.


Six o'clock rolled around, and he rang the doorbell on cue. He was all dressed up, and he looked marvelous.


"Wow, you look GREAT, Dana."


I did. I was wearing one of my semi-slutty club dresses that was made of black Lycra and barely came halfway down my thighs. Cleavage was exposed liberally, although he had to pretend not to notice that part. Whatever.


Dinner was good, but he seemed compelled to make chitchat and try to seem witty. Too bad a language barrier couldn't be built on demand, so that we would be left with only silence and meaningful glances and gestures.


"So, Fred says he's got nitro built into his Pontiac, and I'm like, 'that'll get you through the first quarter mile-'"


His sentence came to an abrupt end and I smiled. I had wiggled one of my shoes off, and my stockinged toes had come to rest on the soft flesh pudding between his legs. His mouth opened and then closed again as I nudged my foot forward, gently sinking deeper into his yielding gonads. I could feel the two orbs against the ball of my foot, soft and warm through his slacks. Curling my toes, I could feel his dick above them, soft and draped to the left.


Paul looked around to see if anyone might be watching my indecent liberty, but the tablecloth hung far too low on the table. As I wiggled my foot and curled and uncurled my toes, I felt his dick starting to inflate. Paul played it off admirably, resting his hands on the table and looking around casually now and then as I moved my foot higher to follow his bulge as it migrated upwards in his pants.


When I had him stiff as a rock, I slid my foot back down and thrust forward hard. He let out a surprised grunt as his balls deformed under the sudden pressure. I felt a rush go through me, and a slight tingle of wetness between my legs. I slid my toes upwards again, tracing his boner through his pants until I felt the ridge of his head.


He relaxed again, and resumed his smile; even as my foot slid slowly back down. I guess he thought the first time was an accident.


"OOOF!" he bellowed, causing several people to turn and look. I had hooked my toes forward and dropped my foot down forcefully, sandwiching his nuts against the chair and smashing them good. His legs closed protectively, and he bowed forward slightly.


"Oops, sorry," I said coyly as I pulled my trapped foot free from his clenched legs.


He was finding it difficult to breathe, and his face was turning red. "It's ok," he said; "I'm fine."


My pussy got absolutely wet watching him sitting there breathing hard, and I imagined what kind of pain his nuts were sending up through his guts. A guy had once told me the muscles that connect to them go all the way up to the back of the throat, and after a hit to the pods, a guy can suffocate and pass out.


The first time I hit a boy in the balls was purely by accident. I was 7 years old at the time, and a neighborhood boy and me had gotten into a semi serious, semi playful fight. We were wrestling and rolling around, lightly hitting and kicking each other, when my knee came up between his legs. I remember the itchy, tingly sensation I got in my pussy as he curled up into a ball and cradled himself between his legs.


Ever since then, I was hooked. I'd use any excuse to hit a guy in the nuts, and I'd always laugh as they fell to the ground and cradled themselves. When I hit puberty, I got real interested in girls, but I still enjoyed hitting guys in the balls. I'd get real wet as I baited them to say something wrong, whumped them, and watched them writhe in pain. Sometimes I'd masturbate at night thinking about it.


"I'm fine," said Paul. Normal color had returned to his face, and his breathing was less strained.


"Oh, good. I'm REALLY sorry." I took another drink of my wine, and then looked over at him. "I'll make it up to you."


I couldn't see, but I knew just from the nervous smile he returned that his boner was making a comeback.


Finally, he was driving me home, and I invited him to come in long before we arrived rather than letting him sweat it out wondering how to ask. When we got in, I took the initiative and wrapped myself around him on the couch and began kissing him. To my surprise, he was an excellent kisser, and the excitement was back in my loins.


Things progressed quickly: My naked tits spilling out of his hands as he squeezed them, my tongue tracing his chest muscles, his mouth at my pussy. He seemed to be in no rush as he ate me out, and I was allowed to enjoy a nice orgasm on his talented tongue. He came up and cuddled me, and for the first time I felt guilty for smashing his balls in the restaurant and leading him on for the sole purpose of using him sexually.


I caressed his back as he held me gently, and let my hand cross his hip and slide across the front of his underpants. My fingers bumped up against a huge boner straining against the elastic waistband.


"We've got to do something about this," I said, my sexual excitement renewing. He turned onto his back and lifted his butt while I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pulled his skivvies clear. Before me was a magnificent cock which sprouted above two nicely plump balls. This guy wasn't huge, but he was nicely hung.


I bent my head forward and took in the pleasantly faint musk of his masculine scent as my nose touched the bottom side of his cock. He moaned as I traced my nose upwards, following the tube along the bottom that lead to his tip. There's no skin softer than the skin of a penis. His head was oozing pre-cum, and I used my right hand to lift his prick so I could lick it where it was leaking.


"OOhhhhh," he sighed as my tongue slid across his slit. I licked the spot underneath where the head joins the shaft in a vee, and his cock twitched in my hand like it was alive. That was the male G spot, and I knew not to linger too long but I had to lick it a few more times, enjoying the feeling of man-meat jumping and swelling in my hand.


"What would you like, Paul?" I asked, eager to repay him for his lack of sexual selfishness.


"Whatever you want to give," he answered.


"Tell me what you'd like," I said. "Anything."


"I'll be happy with whatever you feel comfortable with."


I slapped his balls lightly with my left hand, making him cringe. "Tell me."


"No."


I slapped them again, making them bounce in their sacks. He cringed again, and let out a soft grunt of pain. "Tell me."


"No."


Had he opened his legs slightly wider? I reached my hand under his plump balls and cupped them. They felt warm and heavy in my palm as my fingers began to close around them. Slowly I squeezed tighter and tighter. "You better 'fess up, Paul. Would you like a blowjob? Maybe you want to fuck me?"


Paul gritted his teeth as his testicles started to squish out of shape, spilling out the sides of my little hand as I gripped them tighter and tighter. His cock was absolutely throbbing in my right hand, and I made a realization.


"You like it when I hurt your balls, don't you?" He didn't answer, so I let off on the pressure. "Don't you?" I asked again, giving a quick squeeze.


He shook his head, but his cock swelled even more. His head had turned purple, and more pre-cum was drooling out of his slit. I licked his tip clean again, and began pumping his cock with my right hand while I tightened and loosened my grip on his nuts. Paul arched his back and moaned deeply, his stomach muscles tensing.


I took him into my mouth and sucked my cheeks in, sloshing my tongue around against the tightly stretched skin of his cockhead. I opened my left hand so I could feel his loose balls bouncing against my palm as I jacked him with my right hand.


Normally, I don't let guys cum in my mouth, but tonight I couldn't wait for Paul to explode. His balls felt so heavy as they thudded against my palm, and I started moving my open hand up and down in time so I was slapping them upwards each time they hit.


Paul placed his hand gently upon my bobbing head, and I could tell he was real close because his dick was suddenly expanding even more between my lips.


"Dana, I'm gonna...."


I jacked him even harder in response, making slurping sounds as I bobbed my head up and down. His balls were no longer bouncing in their sacks; they had tightened up against his body. I grabbed them and squeezed, and Paul groaned loudly.


His cock twitched in my mouth, then twitched again as a warm gush of salty fluid splashed against my tongue. I couldn't feel his balls doing anything in my hand, but I imagined the pressure I was putting on them was forcing out lots of sperm as he hosed the inside of my mouth. I let his semen drool back out, warm and wet as it coated his shaft and my hand. My nostrils filled with the sharp scent of cum, and I thought of Paul's earlier comment about the "smell of summer." Maybe the pool smell had reminded him of hot summer sex sessions.


His squirts died down to a trickle, and his body relaxed beneath me. I raised my head and smiled at him as he caught his breath. "That was fun," I said, using the back of my left hand to wipe the cum off my lips.


"Do you still want an answer to your question?" asked Paul as he passed me his undershirt to clean the gooey mess off my right hand.


"Yeah, I guess so."


"Both."


"Huh?" I looked down at his drooping cock. "I think it's a bit late to decide that now."


"I didn't say right now." Paul smiled. "Mind if I stick around for a few hours?"


I felt flattered and exited at the same time. I thought about how that cock would feel inside of me, with those big balls bouncing against my ass.


"That would be nice." I looked at his balls, now hanging so low they were almost resting on the cushion beneath him. I thought about hurting them while he begged for mercy until his cock sprayed. "That would be very nice."


Part 2


"Are you sure you don't want me to wear a rubber?" Paul was lying on his back on my living room floor, and I was straddling him.

"Do you know you're clean?" I asked, holding his dick with both hands. I had it aimed straight up, and my pussy lips were already starting to squish around his oozing cockhead.

"Yeah." Like a guy would say anything else at a time like this.

"Just don't cum in me," I said, waiting for his nod. I was on the pill to control the severity of my periods, but I didn't want to risk Michelle smelling sperm inside me. That smell can last a day or so in there, and she'd probably freak.

I let gravity do its work, and let out a shameless moan as the bulbous head popped through. He wasn't huge, but he was certainly a lot bigger than a finger or the occasional vibrator I'm used to. I've had dick before, but when it's been a while you can really feel the stretch. I had to hold myself there a bit and let my pussy expand before I could work him in deeper. At the halfway point, I just dropped and let out a shameless moan as I impaled myself.

My name is Dana, and I'm a lesbian. Ok, so I like a little dick every so often, but that's about the extent of it. Most men are a waste of time, but their organs fascinate me. Especially their balls. I got a reputation in high school for kicking guys in the nuts; doing that to a guy or seeing it done just turns me on for some reason.

Paul is a guy who lives at my apartment complex. I bump into him a lot at the pool and the laundry room. One day he gets up the courage to ask me out on a date. He's got a killer bod, and I was craving some red meat so I figured what the fuck. I played clumsy and hit him in the nads a few times by "accident," but come to find out the freak enjoys it. Not bad for a first date, though I hope he doesn't get whipped.

"Here's my number," said Paul as he left. He didn't seem too upset that I kicked him after we were done screwing. "Call me."

"Ok," I said, already not in the mood to kiss him goodnight.

As it turned out, it was a good thing I didn't let him spooge in me because the very next night I had Michelle over and we had ourselves our own hot little session in my bed. It was an hour later we were walking hand in hand to the soda machine in the laundry room when we ran into Paul.

"Hey, Dana."

"What's up?" I said casually.

"Not much, just doing laundry." He had noticed I was holding hands with Michelle and he was playing it cool. Damn, he was smarter than I gave him credit for. "Well, take it easy," he said picking up his basket and heading out.

"Who's that?" asked Michelle. I couldn't tell how she meant it by the tone of her voice. She had a bad Mexican temper.

"Just some guy who lives here. He's pretty cool."

A week later, I'm at the pool and there's Paul laying in one of the lounge chairs getting some sun on his hot bod. His male organs made a nice bulge where they were packed into his swimsuit.

"Hey," I said, sniffing the air, "I smell hot dog cooking."

"Real funny," said Paul, shading his eyes to look at me. "How are you doing?"

"Good, real good," I said, looking around to see if anyone was watching. I swung my towel and snapped it into his crotch. I missed and hit his thigh, making him jump with surprise. But he didn't close his legs, so I swung again and managed to nail him right on target with a nice "thwack!"

"OOOOF!"

I giggled as Paul's stomach muscles convulsed and he brought his knees together, rolling on his side. I lay my towel out onto the chair next to him and watched him slowly recover. Instead of lying back on the chair, he was sitting up with his towel draped over his lap.

"Paul?"

"Yeah?"

"How come you're not lying down?" I sat up and leaned towards him, trying snatch his towel away. "Do you have a boner because I snapped you on the nuts?"

Paul didn't answer, and I grabbed the towel and tried to wrestle it away from him. "Come on," I said, laughing, "let's see if you've got a sausage in your tight little bathing suit."

"Ehem," an elderly woman's voice came from over my shoulder. It was the dried up old bitch from Apt 43.

I let go of Paul's towel and straightened my hair back out of my face while she sat down on a chair on the opposite side of the pool.

"Let's get out of here," I said to Paul, getting up and pulling on his wrist. He wrapped his towel around his waist and followed me back to my place where we both cracked up and bad mouthed the old bitch by the pool.

"Now, give me that towel," I said to Paul.

"You got it," he said, unwrapping it from his waist. Without warning he snapped it, hitting my left tit.

"You BASTARD!" I shouted, as my stinging nipple stiffened through my bikini top. I charged him and threw a hard kick that would have probably damaged him if he hadn't covered his groin.

"Whoa!" he said, laughing.

But I was pissed, and I grabbed onto him and tried to knee him while he dodged and wrestled with me. I must have bruised his thigh well before we both went down to the carpet, tumbling across the floor while he was still laughing. He didn't know just how pissed I was!

Finally, one of my knees got through. It wasn't a direct hit, but it got him. I could feel his whole body shudder, and his grip suddenly got weak. I almost went for another hard shot, but my anger had subsided and I rolled off him.

"Oohhhhh," he moaned, holding his balls as he lay on his side. "Lucky shot," he said.

"You're lucky I didn't get you harder," I said, my anger turning into sexual excitement as I watched him holding his balls in agony from what I had done to him.

"I could have pinned you if I wanted to," he said. "I used to wrestle in High School."

"Then why didn't you?"

"I was taking it easy on you." Paul was sitting up now, his eyes sparkling with mischief. He was goading me on.

"Ok," I said. "Get up, strong boy."

We squared off, and as he came close, I kicked for his nuts. Before I knew what happened, I was on my back with my legs over my head like a pretzel. I tried to get my right hand free, but he had it pinned as well.

"That's called the cradle," he said, releasing me.

Now my ego was bruised, and we squared off a few more times, each time with similar results. Me pinned.

"Ok," I said, catching my breath. "Let's see how tough you are without using modern protection to cheat."

"Protection? I'm not wearing any cup," he said.

"Come on," I said, reaching behind to untie my bikini top. "We're going to wrestle naked like the Greeks did."

Paul's eyes bugged out as I pulled my top off and my tits bounced free. I smiled and pulled down my thongs. Paul hooked his fingers into his trunks and was naked in a second, his nicely shaped dick already starting to swell. It was a hot day outside, and his plump balls were still hanging low and pink between his legs. They swung loosely beneath him as he walked towards me.

Instead of trying to kick him, I put all my efforts into grabbing hold of his vulnerable gonads. As soon as he started applying his first hold on me, I caught his plums in my hand and squeezed. Paul stopped in his tracks, and I tugged down on them, bringing him to the floor with a groan. His nutsack was hot in my hand, and as I squeezed I could feel the orbs sliding around inside trying to equalize the pressure.

"AAHH!" he cried out when the pressure became too much to bear. He laid back and tapped the floor with his hand.

We squared off again, this time Paul was sporting a boner. That just exposed his nuts even more, and as he brought me down to the floor beneath him, I get ahold of them again. I could feel my pussy getting wet as I squeezed them in my hand, tugging them down sharply. They were so loose; they felt like they might pull right off. His body rolled off me and tumbled to the floor.

We went a few more rounds, and I found I had the same results if I grabbed onto his stiff cock and bent it or tugged it. Paul didn't stand a chance, and I got wetter and he got harder with each round, until I one time didn't release him when he slapped the floor.

"Say 'Uncle!'" I told him, squeezing his nuts in my hand.

"Fuck you!" he said, wincing in pain as I squeezed his nuts harder.

"Say 'Uncle,' or I'll pop your balls!" I shouted, increasing the pressure.

"Never!" he grunted, his face turning red. I was really squeezing hard now, and I was worried I might actually pop them. Did he want me to, or was he counting on my good conscience not to ruin him? His cock was absolutely throbbing, and redder than his face.

Just then, it started twitching. I grabbed it with my free hand and stroked it just as the first squirt shot out onto his belly. I kept the pressure on his balls while I jerked him off, until his stomach and chest were coated with his white goo.

I released his organs while he caught his breath, his face slowly regaining its normal color. I was still wound up with excitement, and took the liberty to squat over his face. He ate me out, and it didn't take long before I had a climax of my own....

Part 3: Friends Share

It was a Monday night and I was sitting in my apartment on the couch drinking a beer and watching TV. It was past 8:00pm and the air conditioning was still running constantly. Phoenix summers suck.

There was a knock at my door. Shit, I wasn’t expecting anyone. I was in a T-shirt and panties.

“Who’s there?”

“It’s me, Paul.”

“Hold on,” I said. He was a guy who lived in the same apartment complex. He and I screwed around sometimes when my girlfriend wasn’t around. She didn’t know about him.

I got up and opened the door wide, not really caring who saw me.

“Hi,” he said, his eyes briefly drifting down to check out my legs. “Just wanted to see what you were up to.”

“Come on in,” I said, returning to my position of semi-recline on the couch. “Help yourself to a Coors.”

“Thanks.” He returned from the kitchen with a beer and settled onto the couch next to me looking at the TV. He was wearing tight jeans that really showed off his package. I thought about how many of those bulges I had kicked and kneed in high school when I used to terrorize guys.

Paul caught me staring at his crotch, and smiled. “Nice panties.”

“Huh?” I forgot I was wearing thongs. From the position I was in, he could see pretty much everything. “You pig!”

“You looked first,” he said. “Pig-ette.” He was trying to provoke me to smack him in the balls. Since puberty I had gotten off on hitting guys where it hurts, but I never knew there were guys who were into it until I met Paul.

We turned back to the television for a few minutes before he broke the silence with a loud pig-like squeal. In an instant, I yanked the cushion out from under my head and swung it in a downward arc to land with a thump between his legs.

I had the pillow back under my head before Paul’s mouth even opened, and I smiled and sipped my beer as he groaned and crumpled forward holding his balls.

“What do you have in that pillow, sand?”

“Close; it’s filled with rice.”

“Ooohhhhhh….”

I had gotten him good. “Is the pain and heat backing up into your guts?” He nodded. But in spite of his pitiful moaning, I could tell he was aroused. And happy. We channel surfed and chit chatted for a little while, just kicking back.

Then there was a knock at the door again.

“What the fuck, is this Grand Central Station?” I said aloud to myself. “Who is it?”

“Michelle.”

“Oh, shit.” It was my girlfriend. And I was sitting in a T-shirt and thongs drinking beer with some guy. I thought about rushing into the bedroom to throw on some pants, but the delay would really make it look like something was going on, so I just got up and opened the door as I was.

Michelle smiled and opened her mouth, then her eyes caught Paul as he stood up from the couch. Her eyes returned to me, glanced down at my bare legs (just as Paul had done), and then back into my eyes.

“This is Paul, he lives in this complex,” I began.

“Yeah, the guy from the laundry room,” she said.

“Come on in, we’re just drinking beer and watching TV.” I sat back on the couch, and Michelle sat next to me. Paul stood awkwardly for a moment, sat back down as well, though farther away than he had been. We all pretended to watch TV.

Shit.

During the next commercial break, Michelle turned to Paul and asked him what he did and they started chatting. I was feeling relieved that her Mexican temper hadn’t gone off.

Michelle was being very friendly. In fact, a little too friendly. I realized she was flirting with him. That wasn’t a good sign, because she was one of those girls that had a strong hatred for all men. I gave a stern look in Paul’s direction to let him know that things weren’t as good as they looked, but he was oblivious, sucked in by Michelle’s false charm.

“Michelle, can I talk to you for a second?” I said, putting my hand on her arm.

“In a minute,” she said, and then turned back to Paul. “So you probably have a girlfriend, huh?”

Paul shook his head. “I’m kind of in the middle of relationships right now.”

“I can’t imagine someone as hot as you being single!” she cooed. “I got it, you must be gay.”

“No!” said Paul, laughing. He was eating this shit up.

“Michelle, can I talk to you for a second?”

“What?” she said, looking at me. I sighed. She turned back to Paul, “you know, both Dana and I are single right now too. You better be careful, or we might end up fighting over you.”

Paul laughed, a light blush showing on his face. “Better be careful, Dana’s a pretty good fighter.”

Oh, shit, Paul.

“Really?” said Michelle, looking at me coyly. “And how do you know this?”

Paul realized his slip too late, and visibly fumbled for a moment before I blurted in “cause I kicked him in the balls.”

“Did she?”

Paul nodded, not sure what to say. Michelle was looking at me now.

“You know me,” I said, “It doesn’t take much for me to give a guy a good punt.”

“What did he do to deserve that?”

“Nothing, really. We got into an argument about whether women fighters could take on male fighters. I told him to try to take me down, and he went down instead. Point proven.”

Michelle looked back at Paul. I couldn’t tell what was on her mind, whether she suspected anything or not.

“You mean SHE kicked YOUR ass?” she finally said to him.

“Well, not exactly. She kicked me somewhere else,” he said laughing.

Her laugh was phoney. “Well, maybe we can share you. I’m smaller than she is, do you think I could kick your ass too?”

I made a warning gesture to Paul, but he didn’t get it. He smiled and looked her over: “Well,...”

Michelle scooted over to him, and put her face up close to his. “Are you afraid of me?” She said, giving him puppy dog eyes.

“No!” he said, laughing. “I wouldn’t want to hurt you.”

I brought my finger across my neck, and mouthed “NO” to him, but he didn’t see me. Michelle got up and stood in the middle of the living room, a cutesy look on her face.

Paul stood up immediately, putting down his beer. He looked eager and exited at the prospect of wrestling with this cute, busty little Mexican girl.

“Michelle, don’t do this,” I said.

“I’m sure he won’t hurt me.”

Paul stood in a wide stance, as if inviting a low blow from her. His organs were so plainly visible in his tight jeans; they practically had a target painted on them.

“Michelle, you don’t need to do this,” I said standing up.

Paul moved in towards her, grabbing her shoulders firmly. He wanted her to kick his nuts, but he would be expecting a friendly kick.

“Paul, no!” I ran forward, but too late. Michelle’s foot went up fast and hard, her hips pivoting into the kick for power. The impact sounded like a textbook dropping on the floor, and Paul’s body jolted from the force of it. She almost lifted him off his feet.

His eyes were wide in shock as he looked at her, but the pain had not registered yet. He stood there dumbly, still holding her shoulders as her leg came back down. Then, like someone had cut the string holding him up, he crumpled to the floor like a sack of bricks. And lay there silent and motionless.

“What the FUCK did you do that for?” I shouted at Michelle as I reached her. I threw a punch at her, but she blocked it easily. My next punch hit her full in the face, and we began scuffling in an all out catfight. She was a better fighter than I was, but I was so filled with rage over what she had done to Paul that I had her backed into a corner shielding herself from my blows.

“Get out,” I finally said, out of breath and out of energy. She left without saying a word.

I walked over to where Paul lay unconscious, and turned him over. “Paul? Paul? Can you hear me? Oh, GOD!” I unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down, tugging his underpants with them. I was expecting his balls to look like bloody pancakes, but instead I saw the opposite:

They had grown as large as lemons!

As I watched in disbelief, they continued swelling, stretching the skin so tightly it shined. His balls now looked like one big balloon, and it looked like it was about to pop right before my eyes! I ran to the freezer and grabbed a handful of ice, put it in a dishtowel, and placed it on his distended sack. It was starting to turn a dark bluish in color.

“Hello, 911? I need an ambulance NOW!” Oh, God, Michelle; what have you done?

I stayed in the hospital all night and half the next day. Michelle’s kick had burst both his testes. The doctors sewed the ruptured organs closed, but there was little they could do for the hundreds of tiny tubules that might be damaged inside them. He could still loose one or both of them in the next week, and even if they survived, his ability to father a child might be destroyed. The doctor told me my ice pack was probably the key factor to him even getting this far. I visited Paul frequently in the hospital, and he always smiled sheepishly like he was the one who had fucked up.

He was lucky enough to keep both his balls, though the right one had lost 20% of its original size. It would probably be months before he’d be able to even attempt to jerk off into a plastic container at the fertility clinic to see if he was sterile or not, but he was finally out of the hospital and back around the apartment complex.

I was sure his ballbusting days were behind him, and I wondered if I'd ever feel the urge again.

The End


I hope you enjoyed the story. Kindly check out my other titles at:


www.amazon.com/author/matildashields


Thank you very much for your support. 


Love, Matilda.
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