

Extreme Femdom Shorts #1: 
Castrated By The Bartender

By Alyce Impelled
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If you want to hear more about my happy kinky life you can follow me on twitter @alyceimpelled, or you can email me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com  If you do please say hi, I love to interact with the people who read my writing and if you ask extra nicely I might even write a story that incorporates things you ask for! As you will find by reading my stories there are very few topics I consider too taboo!

A Note About This Story

This story is a bit of an experiment for me. Most of my stories are between 7,000 and 20,000 words. This is going to be much shorter and released at a cheaper price point. If people like it I will continue to release shorts in between my longer stories. Expect much less exposition in these releases- though if I enjoy the characters they may be back either in other shorts or longer stories in the future. 
This story includes all new characters, but future shorts may include characters from previous stories either in cameo appearances or as the main figures in the story. We’ll see what happens!


“You don’t really want to be with me honey, if you were I’d have your balls in a jar.”

Ethan stared with bleary eyes at the beautiful redhead behind the bar. She had been feeding him a steady diet of old fashioneds and cruel rebukes to his flirting for the last two hours, but something about her made him enjoy it. Maybe it was the smirk on her face, or the lilt of her voice. Maybe it was the way they bantered between her barbs. Or maybe it was the gorgeous double e-cup breasts, the fiery red hair, and bright green eyes. Then again, maybe he was just drunk and lonely. In truth, he wasn’t sure.

For Stella’s part she wasn’t actually joking. She liked her men submissive, broken, and completely enthralled with her. She actually thought Ethan was cute, in a boyish sort of way, and he actually seemed kind. That was enough to make him stand out from the usual boorish nitwit that hit on her at work, but it wouldn’t be enough to save him from what she would do if they actually went beyond flirting.

Eventually Stella turned the lights on for last call. Ethan could tell that he wasn’t getting anywhere with her that night, the same as the three previous nights he had tried. There was a little voice in his head telling him to give up, another little voice telling him that she was dangerous, and a third little voice telling him she was worth it. In reality, all three were probably right and he should have just given up. Maybe he would have until she said something, right as he got up to leave.

“Hey, see you tomorrow?” She asked him.

He looked up and her smile was genuine, going all the way up to her emerald green eyes. Suddenly he had hope, and as we all know, hope can be the most dangerous thing.

“Definitely.” He replied, leaving a hundred dollar bill on the bar for his tab and exiting with a renewed bounce in his step.

Stella picked up the bill, happy that after paying his tab it was quite a generous tip. As the rest of the patrons left and she began cleaning up her thoughts turned back to the sweet boy who just couldn’t take a hint. Maybe there was something to him, if he could handle the real her. Almost nobody could though.

The next night he walked in right around 10pm. She figured that he was getting off a second shift job. She played it cool, but somewhere in the night her fantasies had turned to him directly and she made a decision, if he let her she was going to claim him. There was no way for him to know what that meant now, but she wasn’t an evil person, she would explain it to him and let him decide.

She let him stew at the bar for a solid ten minutes, it was busy enough that she could pretend it was just taking that long to get to him, but in reality she wanted to let the anticipation build. Rather than ask him what he wanted she just made an old fashioned and walked it over to him, placing it in front of him.

“Thanks,” he smiled. “I guess I am officially a regular now.”

“Something like that,” she purred.

“Maybe something more?” He asked, winking at her.

As usual she just rolled her eyes at his attempt to flirt, but then her answer surprised him.

“Look, Ethan right?” She leaned over the bar, putting her two giant globes of flesh directly in his face. “I have told you at least three times that you can’t handle what I would put you through. I said I would put your balls in a jar, and I wasn’t joking. But if you think you can handle it, if you really want to try I will give you a chance.”

He felt his dick stirring as she talked, and took a sip of his old fashioned. His head was buzzing and he couldn’t really think anything other than amazement that he really had a chance with this bombshell.

“I do. I really want a chance with you. Please.” He stammered.

“Tell me my name, and you can have your chance.” She figured she should at least make sure he had paid some attention.

“Stella, of course!” Ethan replied instantly, “look, I know fuckboys probably hit on you all the time but that isn’t me. I am seriously interested.”

“Good.” She took the hand that wasn’t holding his drink and held it tightly. “If you mean it, that will be your only drink tonight. You will finish it, you will leave, and you will come back right at closing time. Got it?”

He gulped, she wasn’t joking about being demanding. “Got it.”

“And no drinking anywhere else, you will be sober when you get back. After we talk more there will be plenty of time for drinking.”

“I understand.”

“Excellent,” she leaned back over the bar pushing her breasts into his face once more. “See you later tonight then cutie.”

He watched as she sauntered away, quickly finished his drink and then left the bar, intent on not screwing up a chance with his absolute dream girl.

Not wanting to go home, Ethan found himself sitting in his car. At first he tried to read a book he carried with him for slow times at work, but he was too distracted for that. Then he turned his attention to social media, he found Stella on a couple of sites but did not send any friend requests, he did not want to be creepy stalker guy. The more he saw of her though, the more he liked what he was seeing. She seemed deeply intellectual, and appeared to be studying psychology in a graduate program at the local university.

The time on his phone said he still had an hour to kill before he went back in, so he started browsing the internet more randomly. On a whim, he searched for the phrase she put my balls in a jar. Most of what he found was guys complaining about controlling exes, but then he started finding things about liking control.

The more he read the more interested it became. He knew, vaguely, about the world of kink but had never seriously considered it. He found himself wondering if that was the sort of stuff Stella was into. He found himself getting hard again and considered rubbing one out in the car, but realized it would be kind of gross, kind of messy, and worst of all could get him in trouble. If he got arrested for public indecency he certainly would lose his chance with that gorgeous redhead.

At 1:15 Stella looked at the clock and wondered how long he would wait before coming back in. She had surmised during her break that he was waiting in the car. She took that as a good sign, he could follow directions and was eager enough to sit in his car for several hours just for a shot with her. She wondered if she could really go through with what she had planned though, even more than that she wondered if he would let her.

At 1:45 he came back through the door. It was a little early, but she took that more as enthusiasm for her than inability to pay attention. It did give her an excuse to screw with him though, which she was glad for.

This time when she approached him it was with a glass of water. She placed it in front of him. “You’re early. Aren’t you worried about blowing it?”

“Umm… shit. I’m sorry. I mean I just-” He stammered his attempted apology and explanation but before she could get it out she stopped him.

“Shut up. Drink your water. When people start to leave you will go through the employee door by the bathroom. You will close it behind you, you will kneel on the mat there, and you will wait for me.”

“Kneel?”

“You heard me Ethan, don’t make me repeat myself.” She walked away without a word. 

Well, he thought, I guess that answers the question of if she is kinky or not. He wasn’t sure what he thought about it, or why it turned him on so much, but as blood rushed to his cock he didn’t find himself overthinking the situation. He finished the glass of water, and as the clock struck 2:00 and the remaining customers trudged towards the front door he went the other way. When he got to the area she had mentioned he slipped through the door and kneeled on the mat as she commanded.

His knees almost immediately started to burn, unaccustomed as he was to kneeling, and from where he was he could not see the bar area or the rest of the employee area, he was effectively isolated and could do nothing but wait for her. The bar continued to get quieter over several minutes and after he heard what he thought was the front door locking she appeared before him.

“Wow, you did as you were told. We are off to a good start.” She offered him a hand, “now get up. We can talk at the bar and find out if you are really up for this.”

Soon they were both at the bar, she offered him a glass of red wine which he accepted and they toasted, though to what, neither of them were sure.

Stella looked at him, taken in again by his boyish looks and his obvious naivete.

“How did kneeling for me feel?” She finally started.

He shrugged and looked down at his wine glass. “Well, um, it surprised me. I didn’t know what to think of it. But also um… for some reason you telling me what to do really turned me on.”

She nodded and took a sip of her wine. “That’s good. Look Ethan, I like you. I realized last night that I kind of like you a lot. You had been coming in here for weeks before you got up the courage to flirt with me. You clearly thought about it a lot and clearly meant it. But…I don’t think you can handle me.”

She did like him a lot, and if he let her she was going to destroy him, she wasn’t sure she wanted him to make that choice, though if he did she wasn’t going to stop it.

“You keep saying that. Why?”

“I don’t date normal people, vanilla people. I don’t even date mildly kinky people.” She sighed, “I like the extreme end of things and I don’t think you’ve ever even been flogged.”

“Okay,” He looked at her, he could see she was torn and on some level he was too. But when he thought about it deeper he realized he had never been as interested in anyone as he was in her. “Look, maybe it is crazy but I am so deeply into you. I am willing to try just about anything.”

“You are going to have to be willing to try anything, really anything, and you are going to have to be willing to be changed by me if you really want a chance at this working.”

“I do.” He nodded. “I want this, I want you, enough to try anything.”

“Okay,” she said. “Go back through the employee door, strip, and kneel again.”

He nodded and downed the rest of his wine, needing a little bit of courage to do what she was asking, but soon he was again kneeling on a dirty mat in a bar, this time naked. A few moments later she appeared before him naked as well. She looked down at him and smiled. His cock was hard, but that didn’t matter to her much, other than as a means to control him. She wasn’t joking about putting his balls in a jar.

Still, right now, his arousal would prove useful. She took a foot and pressed it against his dick. “I know this isn’t how relationships normally start, but I am not looking for a normal relationship. I want to be clear with you Ethan, by tomorrow morning you are either going to be my slave or decide to forget I ever existed. Do you understand?”

He nodded, trembling, but inwardly wondered how far she would take the slave thing.

“Good boy,” She purred, stepping back and letting his hard manhood flop in the air. “Show me how good you are at pleasuring someone with your tongue.”

For that he didn’t need to be asked twice. He moved forward and gently licked at the outside of her beautiful shaved pussy before delving into it more deeply. He licked and sucked as he probed with his tongue until she opened like a flower, and he found her clit. Her juices coated his face and he thought she tasted better than anyone he had ever been with.

All of this only encouraged him further and soon he was pressing into her with reckless abandon, sucking hard at her clit and rolling his tongue over it repeatedly. Already aroused from thinking about what she wanted to do with him throughout the majority of her work shift, it did not take long for an orgasm to burst out of her, coating his tongue and much of his face with her sticky sweetness.

She pulled away from him and gasped, smiling widely, “that was fucking incredible Ethan. I might just have to keep you after all.”

He gazed up at her perfect body, dumbstruck and more drunk on pussy juice than maybe he had ever been on whiskey or wine. He wanted more, he wanted all of her, he wanted to give her everything. His fate was well and truly sealed.

Eventually, her ragged breathing returning to normal, she helped him to his feet. “Okay, get dressed, boy. You are coming home with me tonight.”

Now it was his turn to smile widely as they both quickly dressed. She only gave the bar a cursory cleaning before leading him out the back door to her vehicle.

“We can worry about your vehicle tomorrow,” she said.

Stella pulled him towards an old yellow jeep, and helped him into the passenger seat, almost like she would a child. He offered no resistance and she was feeling increasingly certain that he wouldn’t be offering any in the future either. In some ways she knew she was moving too fast but she didn’t care. She thought that once it was done he would adjust to his new life quickly and the more she was around him the less chance she wanted him to have to change his mind.

Once in her apartment she made him an old fashioned and sat him down on the couch. “You sit here and drink that. I am going to get more comfortable.”

When she reappeared a few minutes later he had already finished the drink. He gasped when he saw her, covered head to toe in black latex. It only made the pale skin that was visible and her bright red hair look even more inviting. He reached towards her, only to have his hand slapped away.

She took one latex boot covered foot and used it to push him back into the couch before bringing it to rest on his groin, pressing hard against his cock, giving him just a bit of pain but nearly causing him to orgasm into his jeans right there. His breath gave it away and she laughed.

“Are you sure you want your last orgasm to be in your pants, just from being stepped on?” She taunted him.

“Last orgasm?” He looked at her, confused.

“Okay, probably not last, but last orgasm in your current state.” She smiled at him. “Remember what I said? Balls. In. Jar.”

He pressed himself against the back of the couch, equally aroused and terrified by her behavior.

“I thought that was metaphorical,” he stammered. “I looked around online and…”

“You didn’t look far enough cute-stuff,” she sneered at him. “If you had you would have found all kinds of hot, fucked up ideas. Maybe I should show you.”

“So…it wasn’t a metaphor?” Why, he wondered, was he still so fucking aroused by this woman.

She removed her foot from his groin. “No, it wasn’t, and if you can’t at least consider the idea I can just take you back to your car now.”

“That, that’s it?” He looked at her with wide eyes and a little voice in his head was telling him to run. Another, quieter, more insidious voice, was telling him that it was hot, and that he should stay put. Consciously, he tried to convince himself that she was joking.

“Yes. That’s it.” She sat down on the couch next to him, and grasped his leg, affectionately, but possessively. “I thought I was going to ease you into all this, but I can’t. I can’t start a relationship with you, build up slowly, and then have it all fall apart. It has happened too many times and it would break my heart.”

Her vulnerability shocked Ethan and, juxtaposed with her outfit and behavior, it felt even stranger. His mind was all over the place. He really liked this woman but did he like her that much?

“So what then? Either I let you castrate me right now or that’s it?” He looked at her incredulously. “I like you, like a lot, but that is not just a gamble, it is completely insane.”

She sighed and looked at him, gently touching his face. “I know it is, but that is me. Look, I can promise you three things, with me you will experience incredible pain and humiliation, I will basically take control of every part of your life, and it will be the greatest adventure of your life.”

He nodded at her trying to take it all in. His cock was still hard, and he didn’t understand why. He also didn’t understand why he was considering this at all, it was truly madness.

“I mean it, Ethan,” she continued. “It will be amazing and completely different from anything you can imagine. But to find out you have to be willing to make that sacrifice. I wasn’t going to do it this way and I am sorry but this is what I have decided. If you want to be with me you lose your balls tonight.”

For a long moment Ethan said nothing, just staring at the floor, he almost got up to leave several times, but something was holding him there. It was like he was stuck. Finally, he made a decision, and he couldn’t believe what was coming out of his mouth.

“Okay.” He said finally, “I have no idea why I am doing this and part of me thinks I will regret it in the morning, hell most of me does. But I am crazy about you. I am willing to risk it. I am willing to risk everything.”

She couldn’t believe it. She had let herself fall for this guy and it was going to cost him everything. What if it didn’t work out? It wasn’t that she didn’t care. It was just that she wanted him too much to stop herself.

“Good boy,” she cooed at him. “Strip for me.”

He stood up and she watched from the couch as he slowly removed all of his clothes for the second time that night. She liked what she saw, a smooth, toned body, and his cock was a nice size. She didn’t want to get into explaining to him the biology of what was about to happen or that he would still be able to use it, she didn’t want to confuse the situation at all. She stood up and led him to the bedroom.

He looked around, there was a king-sized bed, with what looked like a cage underneath it, a dresser, a large closet, and what looked like a giant wooden X with cuffs hanging off of it. That is where she led him. Before he could fully comprehend what was happening she cuffed one wrist and then the other two the giant cross, followed quickly by his ankles.

She smiled at him, stretched forward on tip-toes and kissed him, first his cheek and then hard on the lips. She probed his mouth with her tongue, the way he had probed her slick nether regions earlier in the evening. She could still taste herself, faintly, in his mouth.

When she pulled away she left him completely breathless. “Too late to back out now, pet.”

She went to the dresser and came back holding what looked like a strange tool, almost like a gun.

“When I do this, it is going to hurt, quite a bit, but I think it is going to turn you on anyway.” She patted his chest, and then playfully tweaked one of his nipples. “Then, the pain will subside and numbness will set in. Once the numbness sets in it is basically over. Your balls will be dead. I will cut them off, cauterize the wound, and stitch you up. You will be sore for a few days, but then life will be normal. Well, your new normal, as my slave. Do you have any questions?”

As she finished talking she took his balls and started fondling them and then pulled them away from his body slightly, his dick responded by getting even harder, which previously he wouldn’t have thought was possible.

“Is this the only way?” He asked, though even as he said it he knew the answer.

She gave the answer herself, silently, by pulling his balls further down and sliding something over them. He couldn’t see what was happening but he heard a click and when she released him and pulled the strange tool away he screamed in pain.

Even as he screamed she began to stroke his cock, which didn’t lose any of his hardness. His scream turned quickly to moans and ragged breathing as she stroked his cock excruciatingly slowly.

“This is called an elastrator, or castration bander. It put a thick, impossibly small, rubberband around your sack. It is crushing your spermatic cords and cutting off blood flow to your testes. Technically I have a few hours to take it off before you are permanently unmanned, but I want you to understand that that is not going to happen.”

He moaned wordlessly, lost in the mix of pain, terror, arousal, and outright lust he was feeling. He couldn’t believe how turned on he was, and the idea that he was losing his balls to this woman somehow turned him only more.

She continued to slowly stroke his cock, stopping only when she felt him hit the point of no return, several times. Soon he was hanging limply from the cross, ready to do anything for the orgasm she kept denying him.

“Okay Ethan, like I said earlier, this is your last chance. We can stop all of this, I can cut the band, bring you down off the cross, and we can go back to just being bartender and customer.” As she said this she continued to stroke him, and affectionately cupped his cheek with her other hand.

He looked at her with glazed eyes, knowing somewhere in the back of his mind that he could stop all of it, knowing that he should stop all of it. He couldn’t bring himself to say the words. He just shook his head.

“No. Please. Keep going.” His voice was raspy and filled with need and it only encouraged her more.

“If I keep going you are going to be my castrated pet for the rest of your life. You know that right?” she started stroking faster and he moaned loudly. “Even if you leave me, or I release you, you’ll just be a eunuch. You will wind up somebody else’s slave eventually anyway.”

Somehow as she talked every voice of reason in his head was falling silent. All he wanted was to cum, and to be hers. He didn’t care about anything else. He shook his head again.

She squeezed his cock and continued to stroke it, she heard his breathing change and knew he was getting close, she eased back just enough to make it last a few more seconds.

“Last chance pet, if you cum I am leaving you on this cross until your balls are good and dead.” She moved her other hand down to his neck and squeezed slightly, knowing it would probably push him over the edge.

“Please,” he grunted, and for a moment she thought he was going to ask to be let go. “Please make me cum. Please make me your slave. Please. Please. Please.”

He just kept repeating please over and over and she knew it was over, she knew he would be hers, and she knew just the jar she would keep his soon to be dead and useless balls in.

“Cum for me slave. Cum for me and accept your fate.” As she said it she squeezed his neck harder, cutting off blood to his brain as well.

He grunted several times as he felt his vision closing in and his orgasm fast approaching, when it came it rocked through his body like nothing he had ever felt. The explosion didn’t really stop, but just stayed steady as cum pulsed weakly from his cock. When it was finally finished he slumped forward, held only by the cuffs.

She felt his balls and they were ice cold and already deep purple, it wouldn’t be much longer until she could remove those useless pieces of him. He didn’t realize it in his post orgasmic haze, but it was probably already too late to save them from serious damage anyway.

She pressed forward and kissed him again, even more passionately than the last time. When she pulled away he looked at her again with wide glazed over eyes. He knew that he belonged to her, and somewhere in his head a voice was saying he had made the right choice. The other voices had long gone silent.

“Welcome to your new life slave,” she said, smiling at him as he hung there, seeing only her, thinking of only her. “This is where you belong now.”


I hope you enjoyed my first Extreme Femdom Short. Here are some of my longer works that you may enjoy as well 


Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet 

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

Extreme Femdom Volume 3: The Making and Breaking of Male Slaves

Extreme Femdom Volume 4: Brainwashed by Barista

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2
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