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Tom looked out through his kitchen window over his back garden making a mental note that he should probably tend to the trimming of the shrubbery. Morning sunlight filtered in as he quietly sliced up several strawberries dropping them into a small bowl of yogurt for his breakfast. Leaving this on the table, he stepped through the short entryway to the front of his flat. He opened the door to the blare of a car horn driving down Purloss Road as one driver overtook another.

“Some people have no patience in life.” Tom grumbled sadly as he stooped down his tall, lanky frame and collected up the morning newspaper from the front step of his brick apartment. Across the street, in front of a fenced-in basketball court, stood a group of older teenage girls. Slender, curvaceous, and pretty, they chatted eagerly and happily laughing and joking back and forth in a flippant bit of cockney. He watched briefly, until he noticed one of the taller, brunette girls look his way. Her eyes narrowed angrily as her lips curled up into a scowl.

Tom slammed the door shut behind him fastening the bolt and leaning against it panting. He ran long fingers through his black hair trying to calm his nerves down.

“Don’t go bonkers, Tom. Just a few girls. Nothing to be afraid of.” Tom whispered to himself.

Tom’s heart nearly leapt out from his chest as a knock came to his door. He spun around and looked through the peephole seeing his neighbor, Bambi, standing there. He breathed out a sigh of relief. It was just Bambi, not one of those scary, strange girls across the street. Bambi wore her official chef’s gear and carried her customary cooking kit, so it looked like she was just stopping by before heading off to work.

“Morning, Bambi.” Tom muttered weakly after opening the door and peering about in a slight fit of paranoia for a second. It seemed the girls had moved on and so he was safe from them for the time being.

“Haldo, Tom. May I pop in?” Bambi asked with a friendly smile on her face. Her crisp, clean, professional outfit consisted of a navy-blue chef’s coat embroidered with “Chef Lapin” and black slacks with a beret bearing the royal insignia. The same insignia lay emblazoned on her canvas pack as well.
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She looked up at Tom, who was still wearing his morning house coat and slippers, through her bright blue eyes, slightly darkened with eye shadow, and her thin little nose with bright red lips and a round, youthful face.

“Pop in?” Tom asked tensely for a moment before saying “Yes, I mean, of course. You may come in.”

He stepped aside and she looked around as she entered saying, “I don’t know if I ever told you that I quite like what you did with this place.”

“Thanks, Bambi. Umm… was there something you needed?”

Bambi turned around towards him with her eyes locked wide and aghast.

“You haven’t seen the paper yet?” She asked breathlessly.

“Uhh… Just got it now.” Tom said holding it up.

Bambi frowned and said, “turn to page E-seven.”

Tom’s heart pounded as his eyes went wide with terror. He flipped through the sheets finding the requisite page. Sure enough, his name and address were listed there.

“I thought you already knew.” Bambi said quietly.

She continued, “I was surprised how calm you were about it.”

Tom shivered in fear. “I’m… going to meet the Queen?” He asked, slowly.

Bambi pursed her lips slightly and then said “well, yes, parts of you will be uh…”

He shook his head and said “Oh, God save me. What if I screw this up?”

Bambi smiled at him and replied, “don’t worry, Tom, you’re in the hands of Chef Lapin. You’ll be fine.”

She stepped in close to him and he trembled.

“Tom, are you quite right?” Bambi pressed.

“I’m a little scared.” Tom admitted.

“That’s natural.” Bambi replied reassuringly.

Tom looked over at his breakfast still sitting on the table. The time he had spent slicing the strawberries felt like eons ago and yet not even the space of a few minutes had passed.

“I was just about to have breakfast but…” Tom muttered absentmindedly.

“You still can.” Bambi replied with a nod.

He looked down at her. She seemed so small, so beautiful and yet she was going to be the one to do it. He swallowed hard and asked, “is that quite all right.”

“Quite. Feel free to finish. I need time to setup anyhow.” Bambi said.

Tom tried to not look at the instruments she was setting up on the table.

“I won’t lie, Tom. I’m a little bit nervous myself. I quite never did this with anyone I ever knew personally before.” Bambi spoke as she uncoiled the electrical power wire from the clamp-assembled air-fryer. She saw him eying this with terror as he numbly chewed on a bit of strawberries and yogurt.

She reached out a reassuring hand and placed it on his arm. He started to retract but she clung onto him saying “Tom.” She swallowed hard and continued “I want you to know, I’m truly sorry for what has to happen.” She sighed and continued, “I’ll probably have to live with the fact that you’ll hate me forever.”

Tom took a deep breath and let it out, “I understand that you’re just doing your job.”

Bambi nodded and said, “even if I refused, I would just get the sack and they would just send someone else.”

Tom shuddered and Bambi stepped in next to him. She hugged him from the side as he sat in front of the remains of his breakfast.

“I suppose I’m quite glad that it’s you, Bambi. I couldn’t imagine doing this with a strange woman that I didn’t know. That would be terrifying.” Tom whispered

Bambi nodded and said, “I do my best to avoid as much terror as possible. I believe that conducting as much of the preparations as possible in the comfort of one’s own home helps to ease the transition from man to meat. At least this will be private, just you and me. You know what I have to do, but I’ll do my best to do it in the least stressful way I can.”


“Thanks.” Tom mumbled out. 

Bambi rubbed his back and asked, “are you still scared of women?”

Tom nodded.

“Are you scared of me?” Bambi asked inquisitively.

Tom swallowed and replied “For some reason, I never found you scary. You have always been so nice in a natural kind of way. I suppose it’s all bloody foolishness on my part.”

Bambi smiled and said, “I always suspected as such and took it as quite the compliment. God, I hope I don’t lose that after today.”

Bambi took a seat on one the chair next to him and said, “or maybe, after today, you won’t be afraid of women anymore at all.”

Tom blinked at her.

“I mean, you won’t have anything left to lose.” She said casually laying a hand on top of his. He looked at her small, delicate hand resting on top of his own. Soon that hand would be ending his manhood forever…

…and he felt strangely quite fine with that.

He raised his hand lightly and they intertwined fingers. He looked up into her eyes and she smiled at him. “I won’t hurt you any more than I absolutely have to.” She whispered to him.

Tom took a deep breath and nodded.

Bambi let go of his hand saying, “We’ve got quite a bit to manage before you meet the Queen as her meat.”

“Quite” Tom said.

He cleared his dishes while Bambi continued setup.

He returned to her dutifully waiting her next instructions.

She looked at him with her winning smile once more, “I am grateful you’re not trying to escape or fight back or anything. I would feel miserable if I had to resort to summoning the guard on my own neighbor.”

Tom shrugged and replied, “where would I run?”

Bambi pulled out a chef’s knife and sharpened it a few times before setting it aside. She said, “nowhere, I suppose, but I have had men in the past who got quite cold of feet before meeting the Queen.”

Bambi trailed her eyes up Tom in a manner that made him nervous.

“Please take your clothes off.” She said calmly.

Tom slowly slid out of his pajamas and stood in his underwear.

“It’s just us, Tom. Besides, you might as well get used to being seen.” Bambi said as she gestured towards his underwear.

Reluctantly, Tom removed his underwear.

Bambi looked at his cock, slightly filled from the attention being paid to it, if by nothing else. She sighed sadly.

“I’m sorry if I’m not as impressive as some of the men you have served.” Tom said with a snort of irritation.

“It’s not that.” Bambi replied as she set up power to the air fryer.

“Then what?” Tom asked.

Bambi pursed her lips and then said “Tom, we’ve been neighbors a long time. Would you consider me a friend?”

“Of course.”

“Am I the closest you’ve ever felt to someone of my kind… a girl, that is?”

Tom thought about it for a second and then nodded.

“Before I prepare you for the Queen, can I ask a favor?” Bambi asked. Her voice trembled with terror mixed with anticipation.

“What favor?” Tom asked.

Bambi set her tools of the trade down and stepped over close to Tom. She reached down and gently wrapped her small fingers around Tom’s cock. He winced and looked at her in fear. She made no move to hurt him, however, she only held onto his cock with her fingers and began stroking along the top of it with her thumb.

“I’ve wanted something for a long time, now, but… well…” Bambi trailed off for a second before forcing herself to continue, “it’s something that’s quite difficult to get properly, even though I have it in my hands all the time.”

Tom’s breath came in ragged pants with the feel of her hand on his delicate genitals.

Bambi shushed him saying “I’m not going to hurt you, not yet. Understand?” Tom nodded.

Bambi continued, “a few months ago, I was issued a maternity license.”

Tom’s eyes went wide, “You got a maternity license?”

Bambi smiled proudly as she continued, “bestowed for royal service. A nice perk of the job, so to speak. The problem is, of course, getting pregnant is not easy to accomplish. Most men who still have their equipment aren’t exactly interested in any birds and they haven’t opened those sperm banks they’ve been talking about preserving future generations with.”

“Then what do you want from me?” Tom asked. Despite his confusion, his cock knew what she was talking about as it grew firm at her touch.

Bambi looked down at his cock and licked her lips than back up at his face as she continued “may I please have some sperm?”

“I don’t know if I should. I don’t want to get in any trouble.” Tom protested.

Bambi spoke urgently as she continued, “Lord’s promise. I’ll make it quick, get what I need, and then let you go so we can move on to spice infusions. I know it’s a lot to ask and a horrible time to request such a big thing. I’ve honestly been wanting to ask you for this for a while now, but could never work up the nerve…”

She looked down sadly at the cock resting in her hand and she continued “…and now I’m out of time.”

“What if this works?” Tom asked.

“What do you mean, what if it works?” Bambi aske.

“Would you want a relationship with me? Or one between me and our child?” Tom prodded.

“Even in my dreams I can’t manage a fantasy in which you are able to stand the sight of me after today.” Bambi replied looking up at him sadly. She continued, “I always assumed I would need raise the tike on my own.”

Tom reached out and caressed her cheek gently saying “but if I offered help? If I offered a relationship, would you accept it?”

She let her face fall into his hands but spoke up saying “Oh, bloody hell, please don’t be nice to me. That makes this even harder than it has to be.”

“I’m okay with what has to happen.” Tom answered

“It hurts like fucking hell.” Bambi

“I know.”

“It’s humiliating and horrible.”

“I understand.”

“Bambi, I’m not going to hate you for doing what you have to do.” Tom spoke reassuringly.

Bambi looked up at him with a smile.

“Would you like me to stay with you afterwards as a father figure for our child, if you have one? Just ‘yes’ or ‘no.’” Tom pressed.

“Yes.” Bambi admitted.

Tom drew her small body in for a hug and she allowed herself to hug him back. She marveled at how much hugging him felt like hugging a person, even though everyone knew men weren’t fully human in the proper sense of the word. Humans, as everyone properly educated knew, have the ability to make other humans, not just contribute some minor, yet apparently critical, bits of DNA for fertilizing an egg.

“We would be like one of those ancient family things from before the war?” Bambi asked still trying to comprehend the incredible kindness of her neighbor.

“Sure, like one of those.” Tom said.

Bambi continued “Thank you, Tom. I’m grateful you opted lottery program over unloading. Otherwise, you would have lost your manhood in a clinic years ago.”

“I’m glad I got to keep it too, at least until now. I’m happy that I can use the very thing that I’ve been hated my entire life for to help a friend. I suppose it’s not totally useless after all.” Tom answered.

He released the hug and asked “so, how do you want to get my sperm? Is there a method you prefer or what?”

Bambi answered “We have no choice but to do it the old-fashioned way. I’m a chef, not a biomedical professional who can harvest what she needs and self-fertilize.”

“So… sex?” Tom asked nervously.

“If that’s quite all right with you.” Bambi replied. She back peddled explaining “I understand if that’s a problem. Again, I know, it’s a lot to ask.”
 

Tom swallowed hard and said “No, it is quite fine. I suppose I should find out what all the fuss is about. I hope you’re quite the expert on this topic, as I’ll need some guidance.”

“Well, I’m not sure if ‘expert’ is quite the word for it, but I suspect that I know my way around a man’s cock better than you know your way around a bird. Of course, my knowledge is mostly culinary in nature.”

“I’ll trust your lead, then.” Tom answered softly.

They stared at each other for a moment neither one exactly sure what to do next.

Bambi collected up an electric razor and a bar of soap then nodded upstairs saying “the first step to proper meal preparation, and perhaps sex, is good cleanliness. Up to the shower then, let’s get you nice and clean first for me and then for the Queen.”

She held onto Tom’s cock as she led him upstairs to his shower knowing exactly where it was as their attached houses had the same layout. Tom felt oddly safe with his cock grasped in the hand of a woman despite his fears. He felt somehow reassured that she would know what to do with it, and that he could trust her to make the best decisions for him and his sexual organs.  She set the razor and soap down on the back of the toilet and turned on the water letting it get warm.

“Quite, well, in you go” she said gently directing him by his cock to step into the shower. She then held out the bar of soap saying “Food grade, edible soap. Do clean your whole body but, especially your cock and bullocks. We don’t want to serve subpar ingredients to the Queen, do we?”


“I suppose we don’t.” Tom replied as he stepped into the hot spray and rubbed the unscented soap all over his body. For her part, Bambi plugged in the electric razor to the wall. She then closed the toilet lid and perched upon it simply waiting for him to finish cleaning. 

“Bambi?” Tom asked while rinsing off.

“Hmmm?”

“What is sex like?”

“Not sure with a man. I had a girlfriend once back in high school. It felt incredible when she would lick me but that’s quite a different thing all together. Don’t worry. I’ll try to make sure the sex doesn’t hurt for you too much.”

“Thanks.” Tom replied.

He finished washing off and stepped back out into the bathroom.

Bambi stared at his cock hungrily and then looked up at his face from where she sat.

She grabbed up the electric razor and said, “Now we need to shave you.”

Tom frowned and stroked his chin saying, “I shaved earlier this morning.”
 

“I’m not talking about your face.”

Tom’s eyes went wide but Bambi reached out and gently pulled him in to stand close in front of her. He held perfectly still as she flicked on the electric razor and passed the vibrating blades over his crotch stripping away his fine pubic hairs.

“No one wants hair in their food. Right?” Bambi said.

“Of course. I understand.” Tom said.

She gently lifted his cock and caressed the sharp, vibrating blades along the wrinkled skin of his scrotum. Tom tensed with fear convinced that at any second the blades might catch and slide a piece of his testicular flesh, but Bambi took care to make sure no such thing happened.

“Spread your legs so I can quite reach all the parts of you.” She commanded and Tom quietly complied feeling her run the vibrating blades along his inseam and a bit around his thighs cleaning away his hair as she went. Terror went through his mind as she proceeded but he reminded himself that she knew what she was doing, and he had no choice but to trust his manhood to her care. In short order, she had cleared the bulk of his pubic hair and a reasonable buffer zone around his crotch.
 

“Nice, nice, very clean.” Bambi remarked as she ran lithe fingers along his thighs, the sides of his now fully erect cock, and along the sensitive flesh of his balls.

To Tom’s surprise, Bambi wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. He winced expecting her teeth to gnash down on him, but she only suckled sensually for a moment making him groan lightly with the sensation of pleasure before releasing his cock saying, “you have a nice, warm, earthy flavor. You’ll be wonderful served with paprika balanced with rosemary.”

Tom chuckled saying, “well you’re quite the Beefeater today, getting first taste before the royalty.”

“I suppose I am. Is that a problem?” Bambi asked.

Tom replied, “If any woman is to taste me, I’m glad it’s my friend first and then the honor of being served to the Queen.”

“Did you, enjoy me tasting you?” Bambi asked, inquisitively.

“I…uh…” Tom stammered feeling unsure of himself.

Bambi leaned in again and Tom’s breath caught in his throat as she suckled sweetly on the tip of his cock again. He felt her tongue sliding back and forth along the bottom flesh of his cock.

Tom gasped and pleaded “please… I shouldn’t do this…”

“Go into your bedroom and lay down so this beefeater can have her fill of you properly.” Bambi spoke in a firm yet sensual tone.

Tom nodded weakly and he followed her out to his room where she directed him to lay on this bed. He felt rather silly, lying there with the bottom bits of him shaved and standing fully erect and vulnerable in front of a woman. For her part, Bambi untied her chef’s jacket and set it aside before sliding off her kitchen pants revealing her supple body underneath encased in nothing more than a plain set of cotton underwear.

Tom glanced at her briefly then turned his face away quickly too terrified to even look at her sexuality.

“Tom, look at me.” Bambi commanded.

Shyly Tom turned to look at her.

Bambi smiled reassuringly at him saying “it’s still me, Tom. Even with my clothes off. Understand?”

Tom nodded.

Bambi unsnapped her bra as she said, “my breasts and hips are just parts of me. You don’t have to be afraid of them.”

Tom swallowed hard as he watched her slide off her panties. It felt perversely terrifying, in an existential sense, for a naked woman to now be in his bedroom. The place he had always felt was a location of safety and peace now boasted a naked woman inside it. To him, her body appeared just as terrifyingly disproportionate as that of all women’s bodies. Too short of a torso on too wide of hips with sinisterly large breasts made his breathing shallow in fear.

Bambi, seeming to sense his rising panic, pointed up to her face saying, “look at my eyes, Tom.”

He did this and she continued “Even with my clothes off, I’m still your neighbor and your friend. Understand?”

He nodded, finding staring at her face less scary than looking at her body. She got up on the bed and crawled to him with her powerful, oversized breasts hanging down from her hungry body as her wide, rounded hips lolled behind her. He kept his focus on her face choosing to ignore the prowling, almost animalistic power of her sexuality which trailed along behind.

Soon, she straddled directly over him, and he looked up into her face.

“There you go. You’re doing great, Tom.” She whispered to him soothingly. Tom trembled as he felt the heat of her body against him. Her breasts were already resting on his own much smaller chest reminding him of how he was less than her.

“Again, I can’t thank you enough for this.” She said as she looked down at his erect and eager cock which seemed mindless of its owner’s fears.

“I’m going to slide you inside me. I’ll go slow so my body doesn’t hurt you. Understand?”

Tom nodded.

He felt incredible warmth and a bizarre sensation of wetness that he could not describe as she gently lined up her hips and sat back upon him. She moaned desirously as she did this.

“You quite, right?” She asked him with gasping in her breath.

“Yes.”

“Does it hurt?”

“No. It’s so weird though. Am I properly inside of you? It feels like my cock is inside a hot-tub of water or something.”

Bambi pressed her hands against his shoulder to lean herself back to sit up on top of him. He saw that indeed nothing existed where her crotch and his crotch met indicating that his cock was indeed deep inside her body. She gently pressed her fingers against her lower abdomen saying, “you are quite inside of me, and it feels really weird. Very different from being licked by a woman. I feel quite full while I also didn’t feel empty before.”

He stared down in awe. To his surprise, having parts of his body swallowed in deep and internalized by a woman didn’t hurt at all.

Bambi leaned back forward and began to rise and lower herself in a slow, pulsing rhythm. Tom grunted and shivered for a moment before saying “Bambi, may I admit something to you?”

“Anything, Tom.” She replied.

“This actually is starting to feel… good.” Tom admitted gently.

“Good?” Bambi asked.

Tom nodded replying, “I don’t know how to explain it.”

“You don’t have to. Focus on the good feeling you get from my body. I think that’s how your sperm comes out. You can hold onto me if it’s scary. Just remind yourself you’re hugging your neighbor, Bambi, not just some scary, strange woman.”

Tom wrapped his arms around her tight enough to keep her close but not so tight as to stop her from pulsing back and forth in her rhythmic thrusting. The good feeling spread from his crotch outward through his body causing bizarre, internal tickling sensations as it went. Every part of her body seemed to bulbously envelope his own. He fought against the terror this thought held for him. Mercifully, Bambi caught his eyes with her own and beamed a warm smile at him.

“You feel wonderful.” She said to him

“Huh?” He asked.

She moaned lightly as she grinded down on his cock saying, “I can feel you inside me and it feels amazing.” She bit her lower lip and continued, “Tom, thank you so much for doing this with me. Are you quite well?”

Tom smiled and nodded saying, “I’m glad that it’s you who is doing this with me.” 


Bambi replied, “I… uh… really want to kiss you. Would that be quite alright?” 

Tom nodded and puckered feeling her soft mouth caress longingly across his own. He breathed in the deep scent of her and focused on her face as his body below felt as if it was growing towards some explosive conclusion that he did not know what it would be. Despite his fears. Despite his trepidations. He trusted that Bambi knew what she was doing with him and, even more so, that she wouldn’t hurt him out of gleeful spite.

He held on to her and maintained the kiss in a desperate bid to stabilize his body and his mind as he started to convulse. He suddenly lost control of his mind as his thoughts went blank due to the flood of energy and pleasure which coursed through his body from somewhere deep beneath. He felt an irregular pulsing, like something squeezing out from him, but not directly at his control. He feared briefly that he had peed inside her, but the sensation was so thoroughly different that he felt confident that this was not what had happened. His legs shuddered as Bambi released the kiss with a gasp on her lips. For a moment they both lay there shuddering in conjoined convulsions staring into one another’s eyes.

Finally, Bambi smiled broadly while her eyes grew misty, and a small trickle of a tear began to form. She bit at her lower lip and wiped it away as she panted and shuddered.

“Did I hurt you?” Tom asked in concern.

Bambi shook her head.

He looked down along their bodies. There was no way to hide or confuse what they had just done and yet the whole thing had passed with only the smallest bit of fanfare. Scarcely ten minutes had elapsed, and they had gone from naked people in a room to people who had committed the act of sex. Tom thought back to those mean girls in high school and the anger women naturally harbored towards men.

He whispered, “are you crying because of your innate womanly desire to hurt me for having enjoyed that?”

Bambi scoffed. Her eyes locked fierce and wide as she replied in a sudden outburst, “No, Tom. It’s my womanly desire to give the Queen the fucking figs, drag you and your gorgeous cock across the military blockades into France, and spend every waking moment of the rest of my life shagging you balls-deep until I go cross-eyed from delirium.”

She sniffed back a tear as a twinge of pain crossed her face.

She shivered for a moment and lay her head down on his shoulder.

She trembled and whispered, “God fuck me. Am I going heterosexual?”

“Hey, hey…” Tom whispered.

She leaned up and looked at him.

He asked her, “do you think you got the sperm you needed?”

She blinked at him in confusion.

She swallowed down her rising fear and mad desires before nodding “Yeah, I felt you… I felt it… properly squirting quite well.”

He smiled and said, “I’m glad I could help you. Honestly.”

She sighed.

He continued, “you do know there’s no way past those barriers.”

She rolled her eyes and snorted saying, “I know, it’s just a mad fantasy and bloody rubbish. Just, please don’t tell anyone what I just told you.”

Tom answered “Of course not. It’s just a one-off thing that happened while you were getting some sperm to have a baby. It doesn’t mean you’re completely hetero.”

Bambi nodded and replied, “thank you, Tom.”

She continued sadly, “I suppose I shouldn’t keep the Queen ’s lunch waiting.”

As she slowly righted herself off him, his cock fell out of her with a wet slurp and splattered sexual juices all over his abdomen. Tom looked at this in awe with his eyes locked wide open. Bambi just laughed in a sex-drunken state saying, “I suppose we should get you cleaned up again.”

By the time he got out from the shower, Bambi had already replaced her chef’s coat and pants. Looking up at her while toweling off he asked, “shall I get dressed?”

She shook her head and stared longingly at his cock. She frowned whispering to herself, “keep it together, Bambi Lapin. You’re a professional chef, not some doe-eyed hetero”

“Are you going to be quite all right with this?” Tom asked.

Bambi replied honestly, “I’m not sure yet. Most of the time, when I process a man, it’s some bloody rando I don’t know so it doesn’t matter. It’s going to be really difficult for me to force myself to process you.”

She looked down sadly saying “but it’s my job, and I have to do it.”

“I would rather you do it than some strange and terrifying woman I don’t know.” Tom answered. He looked down at his still slightly stiff cock and continued, “when I think of a woman enjoying the process of hurting me, it fills me with terror.”

“Then I suppose, in some perverse way, this is how I can save you from worse pain.” Bambi said.

She extended a hand, and he took it saying, “even though the Queen gets my cock, you could still have the rest of me afterwards.” Bambi smiled as they walked down to his kitchen.

“Go ahead and get up on the table.” Bambi said giving Tom direction as to where to lay.

He awkwardly clambered up onto the old oaken table feeling strange about laying his bare buttocks on the same surface he typically ate from. He lay back with his legs dangling over the edge of the table. Bambi reached into her chef’s bag and pulled out a length of rope connected to leather manacles. She stood alongside Tom saying, “there will come a point at which, no matter how compliant a man is or how calm of composure he maintains, that you will seek to protect yourself. It’s ingrained, survival instinct. I’ll need to tie you down for this. Do you understand?”

Tom nodded feeling his heart pound in his chest.

Bambi said, “Right. Stretch your arms out proper over your head and clasp your hands together.” Tom did as she instructed and waited patiently as he felt her tighten and lock the leather manacles around his wrists before knotting the rope around the sturdy legs beneath the table.

She rested a reassuring hand on his bare chest as she passed by him. She gave him a smile saying “now to tie your feet. Don’t worry. There will be no surprises. I’ll let you know when I get to the painful part. I’ll do my best to help you through it.”

He nodded and then stared up at the ceiling as he felt her lithe hands touch his left ankle and gently pull it out to one edge of the table forcing his legs to spread out. He closed his eyes and reminded himself to keep breathing as he felt her clasping his ankle into the strap. Surreally, although bizarre, this didn’t feel as terrifying as what he expected it to feel like. If anything, it just felt like some normal thing that him and Bambi were doing. Almost like a game between friends.

He felt her moving his right ankle drawing his legs very wide open. “I don’t want to tie you tight, but I have too, for the safety of both of us. Understand?”

“I understand, Bambi. Do what you need to do.” Tom replied.

Then, more quietly, “I trust you.”

Bambi stood up. He could barely see the top of her head from the bottom of his peripheral vision. She sighed saying, “trust that I’m going to destroy a part of you.”

“I know it’s for the good of the country.” Tom said. He tried to shrug but this was difficult with the bindings, so he continued, “besides, I knew this was going to happen sometime or another.”

He felt her lithe fingers caress his cock and he began to wince making the table creak slightly. She did not stop, rather she continued massaging him sending ripples of pleasure through his body and making his cock begin to rise to attention in response to her touch. He arched his head to look at her but couldn’t see very well from his vantage point.

“What are you doing to me?” he asked.

“Best if you don’t think about it.” She replied.

“I can’t not think about it. I can feel it, but I can’t see it.”

“I figure it would be best if you don’t see what’s about to happen to your manhood. It might be scary.”

“I would rather watch and know than feel and imagine.”

“Quite.” She replied. He felt her hand leave his cock and heard her footsteps exit the room. He lay there for a moment still tied to the table fearing what exactly was about to transpire.

“Bambi?” he called out in trepidation.

She stepped back into the room carrying a firm throw-pillow and lifted his head propping it up on the pillow

“Better?” She asked.

“Better.” Tom replied. He saw he lay naked and sprawled alongside his body sat a small rack of spices, a roll of aluminum foil, a custom-made air-fryer, and a mechanical clamping contraption loaded with some tension springs.

“Quite. Would you prefer for me to narrate or not bother you with it?” Bambi asked.

“Do tell me what you’re doing.” Tom replied figuring knowing would be better than guessing.

She grasped up his cock again and began caressing it once more saying “I’m getting you hard so that you’re cock looks nice and impressive as a dish. I’ll be cooking it with a portion of your blood inside so it can stay erect even after it’s dead.”
 

He swallowed hard.

She scolded lightly saying, “you did ask to watch and for me to narrate this even though I told you it would be scary.”

“No, I know. Go ahead.” Tom replied.

Bambi pursed her lips and said, “just let me have a few more strokes of you while it can still respond to my touch.”

Tom sighed as she massaged more firmly.

She smiled and said, “I’m still thinking about how you left a part of yourself deep inside of me.”

She stared desirously at his cock and then ducked her head down suckling warmly from it making Tom groan.

“That power-hungry bitch better fucking appreciate every drop of you.” Bambi grumbled as she let go of his pulsating and firmly erect cock. She held up the metal clamp loaded with a spring-clamp assembly saying “auto-tourniquet, anything closer to you than this lives, anything beyond it, dies.”

Tom took a deep breath and braced himself.

“This isn’t the most painful part.” Bambi said as she gently pulled his cock through the open central locking assembly of the clamp. He felt her tugging and winced in a bit of pain as she pressed first his left testicle and then his right testicle through the small aperture.

“Sorry.” Bambi said as she empathetically winced for him at the tightness of squeeze that this proved to be for his right testicle. At last, the device was in place.

“Okay, this will hurt. Trust me, however, doing this now will make everything I do to you later hurt a lot less.” Bambi said.

She looked up at Tom and asked, “would you like a countdown?”

“Yes.” Tom replied quietly

“Three”

“Two”

She stopped counting for a moment and bent her head low kissing the purple tip of his cock fondly and whispering, “goodbye my little friend. If only I had the courage to have met you sooner in my life, we could have spent more time together.”

She stood back up and closed her eyes as she said

“One”

Bambi triggered the assembly and Tom felt an incredibly powerful clamping sensation squeeze hard around the base of his manhood. She pulled the handle out from him and set it aside into her bag saying, “wonderful. You did wonderful. You didn’t even shout or anything.”

She returned her attention to his manhood gently lifting and checking the firmness of his cock and testicles. Tom watched as they began to swell even past what he had imagined possible and then reddened. A dull ache pulsed inside his balls.

Panic entered Tom’s heart and his breath grew a bit ragged. Some part of him expected Bambi to just tie him down, tether up his manhood, smack it around a bit or something, then cut him free but as she stood there most obviously not cutting him free as the pain in his testicles grew even worse and his cock started to turn a dangerous shade of purple the reality that he was about to lose these body parts revisited him.

“Tom, Tom? You quite well?” Bambi asked in concern.

Tom panted and replied “just… scared.”


“Of course.” She said as she continued to feel around his cock and swollen testicles with her lithe fingers. She said “it’s sad how one spring clamp is all it takes to destroy this delicate machinery. Some people use elastics, but I don’t want to risk bleeding out. It’s probably best if you just think of your manhood as already dead. Try to ignore any feeling you get from it, like it’s phantom pain from a missing limb or something.” 

Tom took a deep breath and blew it out trying to ignore the pain in his testicles. He reminded himself that this pain was no longer his concern.

They weren’t his testicles anymore.

Now they were the property of the Queen.

“You’re losing your pulse.” Bambi said as she gingerly felt around his swollen cock.

“That sounds bad. Is that bad?” Tom asked fearfully.

“No, no…” Bambi replied reassuringly. She continued “your manhood is dying normally. How’s the pain?”

“Still hurts.” Tom said with a pant.

He continued, “getting a bit worse actually.”

“It will go away after a while. Within…” She looked up at the clock on his wall and continued “about ten minutes, you won’t feel any pain in your manhood ever again. You can last ten minutes, right?”

Tom swallowed hard and nodded.

“Here, I’ll do the easy part while your cock and testicles take a little longer to die. Let me get you seasoned.”

Bambi stretched out a piece of aluminum foil and lay it on the table directly beneath his crotch. She then reached into her bag and withdrew a series of powdered spices saying “paprika, rosemary, marjoram, thyme, sage…” She took each spice in turn and sprinkled it across his now nearly purple-colored cock and testicles rubbing the spice into the flesh. Tom decided to distract his mind by focusing on the delicious scents which began wafting up to his nose from between his legs. As she continued, the pain in his testicles continued to throb angrily, but he became aware of the fact that he could no longer actually feel her touching his cock. He could somewhat feel that she touched his cock, at least the pressure of her fingers, but the fine details of her manipulations of his manhood seemed to be getting lost somewhere between the flesh and the spring-clamp.

Bambi pulled out a small freezer pack from her bag and produced a little brown bottle splashing some strong-smelling black liquid across his cock.

“What’s that you’re putting on me?” Tom asked in surprise.

“Soy sauce.” Bambi replied holding up the bottle for him to see it better.

She stroked a finger along the top of his bulbous cock, now swollen and purple. She collected up some of the juice and seasoning as she went and brought it to her lips licking at it lightly saying “Mmm… that’s going to be good.”

She looked at Tom’s face and asked, “would you like a taste?”

Tom bit his lower lip briefly in incredulousness at the thought of participating in the spice selection for his own genitals, but he figured he would be curious anyhow and besides, having savory flavors on his lips might distract him from the pain in his balls.

“I quite suppose I would be curious if I didn’t.” Tom replied.

Bambi drew a finger along his cock and held it out for him to lick the spice and sauce of the tip of it. Something about doing this felt incredibly intimate and powerful for him and Tom felt grateful that it was Bambi preparing him and not some terrifying woman he didn’t know. Bambi smiled at him as he licked her finger.

“What do you think?”

“I think you’re a good chef.” Tom replied.

“Missing something though…” Bambi replied thoughtfully.

“It’s not quite bright enough profile for olive oil and pig-fat would oversalt the dish, especially since your testicles bring plenty of salt flavor to the dish already.”

“Testicles are salty?”

“Oh, very. I think… veal fat.” Bambi reached in and withdrew a plastic satchel with some whitish grease in it. She took a clump of it up in her fingers and began rubbing it over Tom’s swollen manhood. Tom marveled at how he couldn’t hardly feel her touching him at all. Had it been up to him, his erection might have died down by the numbing effect however the tight clamp around his cock prevented all blood flow both in and out.

“Nice, Hungarian styled barbeque, that’s the flavor for you and quite a favorite of the Queen’s, as I’ve been told.” Bambi spoke with culinary zeal.

“I hope she likes it.” Tom murmured
 

“I hope she appreciates the sacrifice it took to give it to her.” Bambi snorted with a frown. She sighed and said, “I could think of a great many things I would rather do with these parts of yours than cooking them for her.”

Tom smiled at her lightly. She smiled back and said “my biggest regret is I didn’t come over earlier. I was quite the coward, not telling you what I wanted.”

“What you wanted would have been illegal for me to do.” Tom replied.

“I suppose.” Bambi said as she stared absentmindedly at his swollen manhood.

“Bambi?”

“Yes.”

“What are you doing?”

“Procrastinating” she said.

She clenched her teeth and released it saying, “I don’t want to do the next step.”

“We have to, though.”

She nodded and lifted the aluminum foil up wrapping it around his cock and testicles same as a home-cook would wrap their fish before baking it in the oven.

“This part… well… there’s no good way to do this part.” Bambi said as she brought up the custom air-fryer. She opened it and it split lengthwise swinging out like a clamshell. The custom-made rod-shaped device bore a long inner tube terminating in a bifurcated spherical chamber designed to hold a pair of testicles. Bambi slowly, and methodically closed the fryer around Tom’s manhood taking great care to line up his cock along the inner tube and his balls in the terminal chamber. Tom tried not to think too hard about the fact that the device seemed slightly oversized for him, given it was designed to fit any man and perhaps one with a bit more meat to offer than himself.

After latching the device in place Bambi held it up and stepped over alongside Tom looking down into his face. He looked up at her.

“Just breath.” She said.

Tom squinted and she continued “breathe in and count to five then breath out and count to five.”

Tom began doing as she instructed quietly counting as he went.

Bambi’s eyes misted as she said “Keep breathing. Keep counting. I’m going to turn this on.” She looked up at the clock saying “This machine cooks very fast. For the next three minutes, you will experience the most horrific pain you could ever imagine. It’s important that you keep breathing. Keep counting.”

Her left hand clicked a button.

The cooker whirred to life.

A tear dropped down Bambi’s cheek.

Tom gasped in shock.

“Breath!” Bambi commanded, her voice near cracking with stress.

Tom flexed and bucked against his restraints.

“Breath!” Bambi pleaded.

Tom drew in a deep breath and blew it out hoarsely.

“Count, one, two, three, four, five…” Bambi said as she glanced up at the clock.

Tom began to cry as the flesh of his manhood broiled in the sizzling heat of the despicable device. Deep inside, his pooled blood clumped and boiled rupturing the delicate connective tissues making them easier to chew and digest. Despite the clamp cutting off the bulk of sensation, a small portion of the shear agony of what was happening still managed to push through.

“One, two, three, four, five…” Tom began counting out loud as he forced his breathing under control.

“Keep counting. You’re doing great, Tom.” Bambi said as she put a reassuring hand on his chest. She checked the clock again.

“You’re doing great.” She said again.

Tom looked at Bambi and studied her face finding this to be much preferable to focusing on the pain. She would glance down at him and then back up to the clock as she coached him through counting his way through the pain. Tom couldn’t help but accept the fact that she truly was beautiful as she stood there caring for him through his moment of state-mandated sacrifice. “Two minutes left, Tom. You’re doing wonderful.” She said to him.

He nodded and said to her “will you hold my hand?”

“Of course.” She reached up to his restraints and grabbed hold of his right hand and he wrapped his fingers in turn around hers. She now knelt, splayed across his body with her left hand holding the air-fryer over his cock and her right hand holding his hand up over his head. This positioned her face right next to his.

She noticed this and he asked, “would you kiss me?”

She smiled and knelt in giving him a deep, sensual kiss of sexual desire while his sexual organs continued to cook and boil in the clam-shell air-fryer she held in her left hand. Tom focused on her hand, her face, her kiss. He ignored his decimated and dying cock, letting it go to the air-fryer and the clamp to die somewhere apart from his body. After a few minutes a strange reprieve came through to his mind.

His manhood no longer hurt.

Bambi released his kiss and checked the clock “Oh, its past.” She looked down at him and asked “you shouldn’t feel anything now? Do you feel anything?”

Tom shook his head.

Bambi smiled and asked, “can I still kiss you for the two remaining minutes of cooking time?”

Tom nodded.

She knelt in and kissed him vigorously and deeply as delicious cooked-meat smells filled the kitchen. Still a perfectionist, she managed to keep one eye on the clock for the next few minutes as she did this. With a final peck she announced, “you’re done, should medium well, but I’ll need to check.” She flipped the switch and unclamped the air-fryer from his manhood releasing more delicious, cooked-meat scents into the kitchen.

“Sorry about this. It’s only for proper food safety.” She said as she pulled forth a meat thermometer and stabbed it directly into his left testicle.

Tom felt only vaguely aware that something tugged at his crotch.

“Perfect. 74 Celsius.” She announced.

She patted his tummy saying, “you did it, Tom. It’s over.” She pursed her lips and asked quietly “do you hate me for destroying your manhood?”

“No. I love you for taking care of me while you did it.” Tom replied warmly.

Bambi smiled as she began undoing his straps saying “Well, time to meet the Queen.”

To Tom’s shock, she simply undid his restraints and helped him sit up on the table. Some part of him had a hard time comprehending this strange turn of events as he had always pictured the man being the Queen ’s main dish as being wheeled into her on a silver platter or something.

He looked up at Bambi in confusion as she began collecting her gear up rapidly. She turned to him and slid a strange pair of what first appeared to be underwear except for it had a special, heat-insulated pocket, to hold his cooked cock within. She then held out his bathrobe saying, “put this on and come out to the car.”

Tom gingerly sat down in the passenger seat. He kept expecting to feel agonizing pain from every motion in his cock but instead he felt nothing despite all the damage that had been done…or, more accurately, because of all the damage that had been done. It felt strange to sit there, half-cooked, riding through the streets of London as Bambi drove rapidly towards Buckingham Palace.

“Is there anything I need to know?” Tom asked her.

“About what?” Bambi asked.

“About meeting the Queen.”

“No.” Bambi replied.

“Am I supposed to do something special to greet her or-?” Tom began to ask but Bambi laughed saying

“Tom don’t worry so much. I tie you to the table, she comes in and eats your cock. Then, after she leaves, I come retrieve you. It’s quite all right. You did the hard part already. Now I just need to get you there before you cool off too much. There’s nothing worse than cold-cock for lunch.”

He held on as she sped down through the streets eventually coming to the most familiar sight of Buckingham Palace. It rose just as grandly sized, albeit a little less beautiful than it had once been. Many renovations were necessitated after the battle of the sexes. The cement-patched scars of bullet holes and shell-impact sites still etched their way across the front of the old palace. A raised wooden platform still stood, ready and waiting, off to the far side of the broad front courtyard. It boasted a half-dozen peckertines, miniature guillotines designed specifically for men. This was more symbolic as no one had been publicly castrated on the royal courtyard for a very long time.

Gone were the flamboyantly costumed, and partially symbolic, royal guard with their black bear-fur hats and red coats. In their place, grim-faced female soldiers in camouflaged fatigues and carrying assault rifles patrolled the perimeter. They bore the same degree of icy professionalism and watchfulness that they would have used in enemy territory. Tom shivered and shrunk down a bit realizing this was the closest he had ever been to Buckingham Palace before and for good reason. The guards were said to be trained for the scent of testosterone and to shoot on sight.

“Don’t worry. They won’t hurt you.” Bambi said reassuringly. She smiled and patted his shoulder saying, “you’re meat now, not a man. No guard will spoil the Queen ’s lunch.”

Just a short while later, Tom stared up at the beautiful, old-style ceiling and tried to force his mind to remain focused on the serene scene above him to distract himself from the surreal scene he occupied below. In the picture over his head, a group of heavenly looking young women in Roman-era tunics sat situated roughly in a circular fashion with clouds about their arms and feet. Tom couldn’t quite figure out what the painting was supposed to depict, or even signify, since the mindset which existed when the artists made stroke to canvas had passed from aristocratic knowledge to esoteric ambivalence, and finally died in the dusty backlog tomes of unread historical context which no living soul bothered to confer anymore. Tom figured it appropriate that he was still surrounded by women both above and below.

“Hold perfectly still.” Bambi said to him firmly as she tucked grape leaves in around his still steaming manhood arranging the dish with artistic flair. He lay tilted at a shallow angle on a slanted piece of mahogany wood custom built to hold a man. His hands were bound in chrome manacle mounted on either side while his legs were folded up with nylon braids contorting his shins in tightly bound to his thighs. His ankles were also mounted to the wood also by chrome manacles. He wanted to say something back to Bambi, except the golden bit which was crammed across his mouth and held in place by elastic prevented him from talking.

About him, other wait-staff busily bustled around the table laying out the side-dishes including a bitter greens salad for a starting course and a cherry cobbler as a desert. An impressively sharp steak knife was placed alongside three spoons of varying sizes, a gold-rimmed China-piece plate, and a series of various forks. Tom looked out the corner of his eye to witness another set of servants preparing the wine and knew that he was about to be served with a Sauvignon Cabernet. It felt strange to him that they were doing all preparations beforehand. He had always imagined royalty feasting with the waitstaff on hand prepared to swap out dishes and drinks upon the Queen ’s demand. If anything, this felt more like the most upscale family picnic imaginable with all the trappings prepared. On the table sat an incongruous place setting established for only one.

A tall, slender woman in an elegant ballgown entered the room. She wore her hair up in a fashionable set of tethered curls and a tiny hat fitted along one side. Tom squinted at her trying to remember what the queen looked like. This woman clearly was the queen if he had ever seen one. Regal, powerful, ambitious, her brilliant blue eyes seemed to blaze with intensity. He couldn’t gauge her height but guessed her to be nearly five foot eleven and with a build like a well-bred racehorse. His breath started to come ragged again as she looked directly at him, and her eyes seemed to bore directly into his soul. The fact that a pathetic loser such as himself even occupied the same universe as this incredible woman felt an affront to the laws of nature itself. Tom bowed his head. At least, when this powerful apex predator consumed what pathetic little bits of meat he had held onto as the vestigial parts of his manhood, the universe would right itself in establishing their proper relationship. For indeed he felt himself the rabbit to her wolf and here he truly belonged, trussed and cooked on the table for her pleasure and amusement. Soon his flesh would submit itself to her teeth as he would find his rightful place as her weak and submissive prey. A strange fear entered his heart as Tom pondered whether she would stop with his manhood. He imagined the woman ripping out his jugular with a hearty growl, but he dismissed this as stupid fantasy. Surely, she wouldn’t do anything stupid which would get her ballgown messy.

The woman spoke loudly, “Announcing her majesty, the Queen.”

Tom blinked in surprise.

She then stepped aside as the waitstaff began to flee. Bambi stepped in close and brushed Tom’s hair back slightly with her hand fixing it. She smiled at him saying, “just making you presentable for the Queen. When she’s done with her lunch, I’ll take you home.”

In stomped a petite woman, barely five-foot-one inches tall and in her mid-twenties. She wore a resplendent robe with such visible disdain that the silken creation might as well have been made out of radioactive waste and vomit. Braided into her hair was a thinly woven and minimalistic tiara. Her face appeared ashen as she grimaced at the sight of Tom. She then looked at Bambi and scowled.

The tall attendant spoke up with a slight hiss in her voice saying, “the Queen prefers to dine in private, chef.”

Bambi nodded with a snappy, “yes, your majesty” and scampered away along with the rest of the staff. Tom did the only thing he could do and wait patiently with his spiced and cooked penis and testicles splayed out along a small platform next to a large knife and platter for their serving.

The tall attendant stared directly at Tom as she pulled back a seat from the table and the Queen sullenly sat in it. As the attendant pushed her in, she glanced across Tom’s cooked cock and smiled at him with a wink that left his heart pounding in terror. Although not the one to consume him, the queen’s attendant truly knew how to terrify in her own way.

“Your majesty, is there anything els-?” The attendant began to ask but the Queen cut her off with “leave.”

The attendant bowed to the queen and walked around the table. As she passed Tom, she whispered “bon appettit” to him. He glanced and saw she had a cruel sneer on her face as she went by.

This left Tom alone with the Queen.

She appeared on the verge of tears as she muttered, “not this again.”

She then glanced around the room and untied a strap from beneath her chin letting the robe fall away from her body revealing the black lace underwear she wore underneath.

Tom’s eyes went wide as she scowled at him such that he quickly returned his eyes to the ceiling.

“Go ahead and look.” The Queen commanded him grumpily.

He glanced back down at her. Her pale, luminescent skin seemed to glow against the black oak chair she sat in making her small body appear somehow even more impressive than it had in the robe. Tom could not deny the fact that she was as beautiful as the glittering edge of a guillotine blade.  

She took a drink of wine and said, “Every fucking week explaining the same damn thing to some poor bastard.”

Her tone turned formal and bored as she continued, “According to tradition, this is properly done while wearing lingerie to further your punishment by reminding you of the pleasures you will never experience again.”

She took another drink and set the glass down continuing, “That made quite more sense when my mother feasted on political enemies, rather than just unlucky blokes who lost a lottery. You can stop looking, if you want. Indeed, I would quite prefer it. It’s unnerving for your food to look at you.”

She took up the steak knife and morosely sawed off the cooked remains of Tom’s cock tip. He tried gritting his teeth as he stared up at the ceiling. He felt nothing other than a vague tugging at his crotch as the cooked and dead flesh did not register any pain.

He heard a slight whimper, but it did not come from him. He looked down to see the Queen wiping away a tear as she shivered slightly while eat slices from his cock which she had placed upon her plate. A strange empathy blended in with curiosity welled up inside his heart. He hoped it wouldn’t make trouble, but he desperately wanted to ask her a question.

“Mm-nb-h-svh-ssp?” served as Tom’s eloquent question spoke through the gag.

The Queen looked up at him with slight redness around the rims of her eyes.

“Did you speak?” she asked sternly.

“M-M-hmy-psip-bm-bms” Tom tried again with as much elegance to his timbre as the gag allowed.

The Queen set the fork and knife down with a sigh.

“Quite. Let’s get this over with.”

She rose to her feet and stepped around the table to stand alongside Tom’s face.

She said “I don’t know why I bother to do this. I’ll just pull the gag out and you will scream curses at me. Then I put it back in and go back to properly eating your manhood. It’s not as if you will have anything to say at me which has not been said before.”

Her small fingers clutched the edges of his strap and opened it. As the gag pulled free from Tom’s mouth, he could see the Queen had tensed herself already for a verbal lashing.

“You seem sad. Is there anything I can do to help you?” Tom asked quietly.

The Queen blinked at him in shock.

“Come again?” She asked.

“If you don’t mind me saying, you seem sad. Can I help you?” Tom asked.

The Queen pursed her lips for a moment and then replied, “my food has never asked me that before.”

“Well, it’s just you look like-” Tom began but the Queen cut him off with a wave of her hand.

“I heard you,” she said.

After a brief silence which seemed to fill the room loudly, she squinted at him.

“Why do you care?” She asked skeptically.

Tom shrugged as far as the manacles allowed him saying “you are my Queen. And… I don’t know. I just want to help, I guess.”

“You’re supposed to hate me.” The Queen replied quietly. She cocked her head to the side and asked, “did you forget that, or are you simply quite mental and unable to process what is occurring to you?”

“I know what’s going on and I knew this is what I would someday have to do once I entered the lottery.”

The Queen frowned for a moment.

She blew out a sigh.

“If you are capable of remaining civil, I suppose I could use some company during my lunch.” She said tensely.

“I’ll try.” Tom replied weakly.

The queen twisted her lips up wryly and said “quite. At least you may be better company than that beastly herald of mine. Never could make proper sense of her.” The queen shuddered at this continuing, “quite the creepy one that is.”

She returned to her seat and dipped the severed tip of his cock in a thin bit of white wine vinaigrette.

As she chewed, she asked, “what’s your name, meat?”

“Uhh… Tom Richards.”

“Emily Lorncraft.” The Queen replied as she took up the platter of salad munching a few bites of it. She glanced up at Tom from where he sat.

A mischievous smile spread on her face as she continued, “I suppose, given that you are my meal, you may dispense the formalities and call me Emily.”

Tom blinked in shock “but, your majes-”

She cut him off saying “no one has called me by my actual name in a long time, Tom.”

He smiled sadly and said, “I understand, Emily.”

She continued as she forked another bit of his cock, “just so we’re clear, divulging anything we discuss will only result in an officially issued denial. Naturally, mad with rage and thirsting for revenge against the woman who ate your cock, you concocted all sorts of wicked lies about the Queen to blab to everyone you meet.”

“I won’t tell anyone anything, Emily.”

“Good, I would rather not have to go through ordering my jailors to break your bones one-by-one until you die from internal hemorrhaging.” Emily replied calmly.

Tom swallowed nervously.

Emily shrugged casually. It felt so surreal with her sitting there in her underwear looking so unimpressive and unassuming while knowing she had full power to usher him through the gates of hell.

“Don’t get me wrong, the jailors would be absolutely thrilled to have another victim, but torture was more my mother’s thing than it is mine. They quite let me know it too. I suppose my words ring hollow in your ears, given our current predicament.” She said as she took another bite from his cooked cock.

“It’s quite all right.” Tom replied.

Emily held up a sliver of his cock and tipped her head lightly looking at it on her fork.

“Did it hurt much? Being cooked proper, that is?” She asked.

“Quite a bit, I’m afraid to say.” Tom replied.

Emily sighed and said, “I remember back when I was younger, I convinced myself that men couldn’t actually feel their penis and testicles, that these abhorrent organs were just some strange growths which didn’t belong. I imagined that they were quite glued onto them or something. It made filling my mother’s demands that I eat their cocks easier. I’ll quite level with you, Tom. I don’t particularly like eating cooked cock.”

“With all due respect, your maje…” Tom stammered as she glared at him. He corrected himself “Emily, why do you keep doing it then?”

“Do you have any clue what those bitches in Parliament would do to me if they had even the faintest whiff that I was going soft on men? I’m not the legendary military leader that my mom was, holding onto power is not a trivial task and when one loses it…” Emily looked down and trembled lightly saying “well let’s just say you’re not the only one whose life could end violently here.”

“Then why not leave?” Tom asked.

Emily laughed and replied, “Flee? With the entire British Navy looking for me and half a planet which wants me to hang in Hague for crimes against humanity? You may be my food, Tom, but you are also quite the jester.”

She took another bite and said, “As I said, I never liked eating cock. Back when I was a child, I quite told my mother I wanted to be a vegetarian. I remember the stoic looks on the faces of our guards as my screams for help filled these grand halls. I grabbed one and pleaded with her, but she only stared as my mother dragged me back into my room and beat me until I lost consciousness. When I awoke, my mother had scissors…” Emily raised her left hand. Her third finger stood out as little more than a stub sheared off just below the knuckle.

Emily continued, her lower lip trembling as she spoke, “my mother feared I might be turning counter-revolutionary, might think of even going so far as to getting married to a man. I suppose it’s mostly symbolic, but I do remember her words that no daughter of hers would ever marry, ever.”

Empathy welled up in Tom’s heart as he witnessed this. He gasped and said, “I’m so sorry to hear that.”
 

Emily put her hand back down and shuddered saying, “why am I telling you all of this? Some random bloke is my lunch, and he is hearing my god damn life story.”

“Maybe its because I’m the only person you can tell it to.” Tom offered up.

She looked up at him. Her eyes glistened on the edge of tears. He lightly shrugged saying, “I don’t have any political leverage against you, and no one would believe me anyhow.”

Emily sniffed back a tear and said, “I suppose you’re right. Pity your reward is searing hot pain through your sexual organs.”

“It wasn’t so bad. Bambi was there with me to help me through the pain.”

Emily looked up at Tom with her eyes wide in shock.

She asked, “Bambi?”
 

“Uh… Chef Lapin, I mean.” Tom stammered.

“You found out her name during processing?” Emily asked in confusion.

“She’s, my neighbor. I knew her from… well… before.”

Emily chuckled lightly saying, “I suppose random chance meant such a thing would be an inevitability. She spiced you quite well, if you don’t mind me saying.”

“I don’t mind. I suppose a part of me is hoping to cheer you up enough to enjoy this meal.” Tom replied.

Emily returned to his crotch with the knife once more saying, “you are quite delicious. Don’t worry, I won’t cut at anything which isn’t already dead and cooked.” He felt a weird, hollow sensation as she sliced along his scrotum and scooped off his testicles letting them fall onto her platter with a plop.

Tom cringed.

“Did that hurt?” Emily asked in concern.

“No, just… felt strange.” Tom replied.

A wave of relief seemed to cross Emily’s face as she continued, “I suppose ‘strange’ is the best way it could feel.”

She sliced a testicle in half and dipped it in sauce holding it up for a moment studying it for a while.

“Did you ever get a chance to use these beautiful little things before they became my lunch?” she asked.

Tom stammered and blushed.

She looked up at him saying “you can tell me, Tom. I’m hardly a magistrate in charge of punishing acts of sex.”

Tom nodded weakly.

Emily smiled lightly and asked, “what was it like?”

“What?”

“Sex?” Emily pressed quietly.

Tom rested his head back and blew out a sigh. A part of him wanted to escape from the whole abhorrently gory scene before him at least in some mental sense of the word and yet the Queen, er… Emily, remained just interesting enough for him to remain focused in the moment.

“Well, its quite warm being inside a woman. Warm and wet, wet beyond your wildest imagination. Quite like being inside a hot-tub but she’s the hot-tub…?” Tom tried explaining. He shook his head and offered up “ahh… my mind is quite rubbish. I can’ think how to best describe it.”  
 

“Go on.” Emily countered. He looked down at her staring up intently at him. He smiled lightly as he thought about Bambi.

“I’ve always been quite afraid of women and B-” He stopped himself. He knew there were legal implications for him if he had sex, but would Bambi get in trouble for molesting the Queen ’s food? He shook his head and said “uhh… Barbara. Well, Barbara knew about my fear. She was quite gentle with me about it.”

Emily took another bite and said, “I really hope you and Barbara had a good time. I like to think that you got lots of use out of this delicate piece of equipment and you were able to make a woman quite happy with it before your lottery turn came up. Tell me about another time you had sex with her.”

“I’m sorry, Emily, we only had sex the once.”

Emily sighed and said, “I see. Well, at least you got one more round of sex than I ever will.”

She closed her eyes and continued, “To imagine someone touching you, feeling your body, desiring you…” She sighed dreamily, “love… any kind of love. My existence is a swirling vortex of hatred and fear, but to feel someone love you and want you to experience joy as well as participate in joy with them. Well, I suppose I can read about such things in books, but my life remains devoid of such pleasures.”

“Not even with another woman?” Tom asked.

Emily shook her head, “Even if I wanted one, I could never trust a woman. She would only be with me for power or leverage. Too many openings for my enemies to attack.”

“Well, would you like some… pleasure?” Tom’s mouth asked before it fully engaged his mind.

Emily slipped the last piece of his testicle down her throat and said, “maybe you are quite mental. Obviously, you’re ill equipped to do anything with a woman now.”

“Quite. However, could there be some other way that I can help you?”

Emily’s eyes darted about the room for a bit. She took her cup of wine and gulped down the last of it in one fell swig to work up her courage.

“I’ve consumed the bodies of so many men. I’ve never had a man consume my body before.” She whispered to Tom.

He blinked back at her unsure of what to say to that.

She first gave one more suspicious glance to make sure the grand hall sat well and truly empty. Then, Emily slowly climbed up onto the table. She slowly stood on her feet in front of Tom. He could now see her body more clearly. The pale, curvaceous form of her with its thin, crinkled cuts of her black, lacey underwear intersecting across her crotch and breasts. She stared at Tom for a moment then slid her panties down from her hips. Tom felt slightly surprised to see that her body was completely bare of any pubic hair and yet, in some strange sense, it seemed like it would have been more of a surprise had she not been so thoroughly groomed.

“This never happened. Is that perfectly clear?” She whispered sternly to Tom.

Tom replied quietly “I quite understand.” He stared at her crotch where a small squiggle of flesh poked out between two folds her legs. He had never quite had the opportunity to see Bambi, or any other woman for that matter, as clearly as he now saw the Queen. His jaw fell open in confusion and awe.  She caught his gaze and smiled back at him wryly, “do you like?”

Tom gritted his teeth not sure how to answer such a loaded question.

The Queen ran a lithe hand down her thigh saying, “You’re looking at the one thing I could do to get back at my mother. That angry old woman would rant and rave about the joys of being unshaved and free from bras, cosmetics, and other patriarchal restraints. I always fantasized about a man looking at me...” She cast a smoldering look back at Tom and continued, “and liking what he sees.”

Her eyes dropped to his mutilated crotch, and she sighed saying, “though I suppose I can’t have my man and eat him too.”

She reached down and grabbed up a wine glass refilling it with the bottle which sat nearby. Tom shivered as beads of sweat ran down his forehead. Every nightmare of his seemed to be coming true in that moment as his eyes traced the terrifying curvature of her ass while she crouched over the glass. She stood back up and smiled at him reassuringly saying, “you look like you could use a drink.”

“No, your majesty, I shou-”

“Emily.” She spoke in a correcting tone.

“Emily…” Tom panted out.

His breath came in shallow pants.

Emily pouted and asked, “is it because I ate you?”

Tom shook his head “No, I’ve always had… a… uh…”

“Gynophobia?” Emily offered up.

Tom nodded vigorously.

“And you’re quite terrified of this?” Emily said with a general sweep of her hand across her body.

Tom clenched his jaw and held his silence.

Emily looked down dejected.

She shook her head and said, “of course. The one man I break the rules with is gynophobic. Let’s try it proper anyhow. Maybe you won’t be so scared of my body if you get to know it a little better.”

She held up the cup saying, “a proper bit of liquid courage may help you.”

Tom lay there helplessly as she knelt in front of him and pressed the cup to his lips. He did take a drink of the much needed and fine-vintaged wine. She carefully tipped the cup just enough to give him the drink but not so much as to make him gag and sputter.

After he drank most of the wine, she carefully set the cup down off to the side and reached behind her undoing her bra strap and releasing the tension on her breasts. They swung out gently under their own soft weight and she smiled at Tom. “Are we quite brave enough for a little suckle?” She asked.

“I can try.” Tom replied.

Emily tipped her chest in to him and guided his mouth to her pink nipple. “Go ahead. I want to feel your tongue play with my tip.” Tom suckled lightly feeling nervous about the repercussions which would follow both refusal and allowance of this action.

Emily whispered into his ear “my body isn’t going to hurt you, Tom. I’m not going to hurt you anymore than you’ve already been hurt. You have nothing left to lose as a man anymore. Now you’re a subject to the throne, without gender and without shame. You’re no longer a man so you no longer need to fear women.”

At her words, Tom grew brave enough to circle his tongue around the delicate little fleshy tip of her nipple inside his mouth. She moaned lightly at this and said, “you’re a British subject, servicing the needs of his Royal and doing a very good job of it I might add.”

The warmth of her soft breast pressed against his face contrasted sharply with the wooden inclined plane that his body rested on as well as the phantom pains he occasionally received from his cooked and eaten manhood. Of all the sensations, he opted to focus on the feel of her soft breast and pressed his head and mouth in upon it as far as the manacles allowed. He thought of Bambi’s breasts and how warm and reassuring they had been. He contemplated his fear. A woman standing a few meters away from him, in a state of undress, appeared as terrifying as a venomous bear and yet when he was close enough to touch a woman directly, he yearned to be even closer and more intimate with her in some strange form of shelter.

It felt as if she could protect him from… herself?

Tom could not make proper sense of the whole affair but did know that suckling on Emily’s breasts felt infinitely less terrifying than glancing at them mere moments before.

“I quite suppose my right side is growing jealous now.” Emily said as she shifted her back and shoulders pulling one nipple out from Tom’s mouth only to press another one in shortly thereafter. Tom did the same to the right as he did to the left and any concern he had as to whether he was doing it properly or not faded as Emily groaned sensually and remarked, “Ohh… this is my sensitive side and you’re making full use of it. I love it.”

He suckled away until she kissed the top of his head and said “time to move on, sweet Tom. Your Queen needs the services of your deliciously firm tongue. We have some time and I want to cherish every second of this indiscretion. I’m going to stand up slowly. I want you to kiss your way across my chest and belly until you reach my aching and lonely pussy. I then want you to press your tongue against me as beautifully as you can. I want you to lick and to not stop until I tell you that you can. Is that clear?”

Tom tried to speak but his mouth was full, so he simply nodded lightly.

“Good boy.” Emily said. Tom watched as the background remained the same elegant dining room that they had always been in. In the foreground, however, Emily’s breasts began to rise slowly up over his head coming to her smooth, small belly which tapered down towards her crotch in an effeminate triangle supported by wide and powerful-looking hips. Obedient to her wishes, he planted kisses across this new and fantastic landscape. Every inch of her body felt softer and more deliciously sensual than the last. Knowledge that he was not only permitted, but commanded, to touch, feel, and explore this forbidden territory quelled the terror in his heart. At long last, he came to the thin little ripple of flesh and found that it tucked out from between a pair of fleshy lips. He had, in a way, felt these parts of Bambi earlier, when he penetrated her, but did not quite occupy a clear presence of mind to focus on their details at the time.

Tom ran his tongue up along the ripple feeling ridges and clefts. A strange, sexual aroma wafted from the opening and the taste was not particularly pleasant in any way other than generally tasting the way women tend to smell. Tom could not quite find words for the taste other than being like some strange mix of honey and raw meat.  Tom’s mouth tensed as he wondered if he would have the stomach for this. He forced bravery into his soul as he lapped his tongue against her flesh.

In that moment, the most miraculous thing occurred. The powerful Queen, leader of the land, glorious owner of the throne, a person who was stronger, smarter, and better than him in any way, doubled over and clung to the back of his headrest with her hands to retain her waning balance as she whimpered.

“Oh, God, Tom, that felt incredible. Do it again. I’m begging you.”

Tom felt a strange pride well up in his heart.

The Queen …

…was begging…

Tom.

He licked again and a high-pitched soft howl escaped from her lips as it emanated from a primal place beyond humanity. He continued licking ignoring the strange flavor and the creepy texture rather focused on the effects of his efforts and the sense of accomplishment it brought on as the Queen pressed her hips closer to his mouth in desperate longing for him to continue. Her pleadings and whispered admirations soon devolved into subhuman growls and fought-back screams against which she forced her hand across her own lips against making too much noise. Anytime he slacked, she begged him to continue and so continue he did until her shivering legs could stand no more and she collapsed with a muffled howl down onto his lap straddling right over the cock she had just consumed.

Weakly, she fell forward and rested her head on his shoulder. He felt her warm, soft body press against his chest as she quivered and panted in exhaustion where she lay sprawled over him too pleasured to even move.

After a while, he heard a “thank you, Tom.”

The queen whispered this into his ear hoarsely as her body shook from the aftershock tremors of her orgasm.  She placed her hands on either side of his shoulders to hold him in as much of a hug as his bindings would allow. She leaned her body back and Tom saw that her eyes roved about slightly for a moment before settling back onto him.

She smiled down at him and said, “that was incredible beyond my imagination.”

She collected herself a moment and continued with a smile, “Tom Richards, you have been the best lunch I’ve ever had in my entire life.”

OEBPS/image_rsrcHP.jpg
COOKED

COCK FOR
THE QUEEN

Ll &
A S

RILEY ROSE





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcHR.jpg





