

Extreme Femdom Shorts #6: Caught by the Campus Castratrix
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My name is Alyce and I am a long time author of erotic fiction or, as I prefer, smut! I have lived a fair bit of the life I write about, which mostly revolves around hypnosis, sissification diapers, chastity, and even castration! If it is kinky, perverse, and taboo, I love it! My stories are often about shy submissive men and the women who capture their hearts, minds, and bodies. I like to mix the dark, extreme, and hardcore, with elements of romance, love, and even levity.

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!


Part I

I had seen him watching me, sometimes in class, sometimes in the cafeteria, sometimes I would be walking across campus and catch his eye. If he was feeling brave on a particular day he might give me a half smile. It was cute. The truth is that he was cute. Just my type really. It was really difficult not to march right up to him and ask him on a date. I knew he was too shy to do it. I also knew that he had to come to me. It wouldn’t work otherwise. He had to want me bad enough to give in, that is just how I did things.

I am actually amazed that word hadn’t gotten out about me. Then again, I had only done it twice since starting medical school, the first time it wasn’t even one of my classmates. It was a server at the local diner. He had waited on me a few times and I knew he wanted me. Finally he got up the nerve to ask me on a date. I said yes. I always do. He took me to dinner and a movie. Probably more than he could afford really, though I doubt he even thought about the money after what the date had really cost him.

He was so eager when I strapped him down to the surgical bed. I edged him slowly for close to an hour then I gave him a simple choice. Go home with blue balls or I would give him the best orgasm of his life and he would go home without balls. It is so funny how the build up of lust and desire makes men willing to do such foolish things. Then again, I think it turns them on when I tell them what I have planned for them. Only a couple have asked to leave. I always let them go. I am not a monster, afterall.

Now everytime I go into that diner he sees me and blushes. Whenever he waits on me I leave him a nice tip too. He has never said anything to me but I think he still likes being close to me. It is interesting. I don’t think many of the men I have deballed have ever regretted it.

The other one was a little more complicated. He was actually one of our instructors. I had heard he was engaged but somehow I wasn’t surprised when he asked me out. I turned him down the first time, and the second. I don’t go out with men who are spoken for. By the time he asked me the third time though, I wondered if I would be doing his fiance a favor.

I fully expected him to say want out, but just like so many others, the thought of my warm, wet, pussy, was too much for him. When I lowered myself onto him I leaned close and whispered, “was this worth losing your balls for?”

He exploded inside me right then and there, I didn’t even have to move. After I was finished I told him that it was pathetic how much he was turned on by his own castration. He wept, and then begged me to see him again. He resigned from the medical school two days later. I felt a little bad about that but I am sure he landed on his feet.

This new boy though, he was something special. I could tell he was sweet and shy. I almost hoped he wouldn’t muster up the courage to ask me out. I knew how it would end, him on my gurney, accepting his fate. There was just no way he would be able to turn me down, especially since I would bet even money that I would be his first; I would be his last too if it ever came to that.

He was very cute though, average height and build, with sandy brown hair and hazel eyes. He looked younger than he was and had the sort of androgynous features that would make him attractive as either gender. In truth he would have looked even better as a girl and probably dealt with less crap. The ‘real men’ always tortured the soft, sweet, ones and I knew it. He probably had not had much fun in high school, or college.


Part II

I was in my first year at medical school and was having trouble getting my feet under me. Undergrad had been so easy for me, but medical school was much harder than I had expected, just being smart wasn’t enough to get by; everyone here was smart. I was studying twice as much as I ever had before and realizing quickly that I didn’t fit in, and I hated it.

I hadn’t fit in anywhere in the past really either. Not masculine enough, not tall enough, and more interested in books and quiet conversation than drinking, loud music, and casual sex. I had had three girlfriends, and none of them had lasted more than a couple of months. I kept telling myself that once I got through school and became a doctor a woman would see my worth, but I don’t know that I really believed it.

I had also developed strange interests over time. Maybe it was just spending too much time on the internet, or maybe it was always ingrained in me. But the truth was I kind of liked it when women were mean to me. Not really mean, but when they put me in my place, got aggressive with me, and took the lead…I had to admit that I enjoyed it. Not many women seemed to feel the same way though.

I had found some communities online and even tried online dating, but I quickly found that most dominant women wanted to be paid for their time. I was a broke student, hoping I could make it through med school, I couldn’t afford to spoil a woman, as they so often called it. 

The one bright spot through it all was her. It had taken me a couple of weeks to figure out who she was, a second year student named Aubrey Richardson. She was near the top of her class, and was going to get an MD and PhD before it was all done. She was a hundred miles out of my league and I knew it. But she was tall and beautiful with long auburn hair, incredible curves, and always smartly dressed.

I didn’t exactly go out of my way to run into her but whenever I saw her I would linger, maybe a little longer than I should. Sometimes I would smile at her, but I would almost always want to run away afterwards. I wanted to disappear entirely the times she smiled back at me. I had heard some rumors that people thought she was strange. She didn’t seem to date really and nobody seemed to know what she did with her spare time.

The only exception to that rule was that she would be at the local diner with a couple of other students every Friday night, and sometimes other nights during the week. They would study there, or talk about books, or just make small talk. It was the only socializing anyone I knew had seen or heard of her doing.

It took every ounce of courage I had but one Friday night I decided to go to the diner and hang out, see for myself, and maybe get a chance to talk to her, though that would be too much to ask for. I got myself seated around 9pm and ordered some chicken fingers and fries. I had brought a book with me so I wouldn’t look too creepy and sat there for a while eating a late dinner and reading what had turned out to be a truly wretched piece of sci-fi.

Aubrey, and two other second year students came in about twenty minutes after I did and were seated a couple of booths away. When she sat down she was looking directly at me. She smiled and gave me a slight wave. I could immediately feel my cheeks burning and knew that I was blushing deeply enough for her to notice. If I could have dissolved into the booth I would have. Instead I buried myself deeply in the terrible book, and soon blocked out the sounds and everything around me. Courage would have to wait for another time.

All of a sudden I heard a voice from somewhere above give a loud “ahem.”

I looked up and she was standing there, looking down at me. I felt tiny. It was the first time I had been this close to her, she was easily four inches taller than me but there was more than that. Her aura was beyond powerful. I felt myself stiffen in my pants.

“You look sad sitting here by yourself, and the ending of that book is awful. You should come join us.” She motioned to her booth, with her friends.

I looked up at her dumbfounded, I couldn’t believe she was talking to me. The connection between my mouth and my brain stopped working, so instead I just opened my mouth and shut it again, which probably only made me look dumber.

“Well?” She put her hands on her hips, “get your drink and come on over.”


Part III

I don’t know what had come over me. I don’t approach boys. I let them come to me. But I couldn’t just let him sit there all by himself either. If I am being fully honest though it wasn’t pity, it was curiosity. I wanted to find out who this boy was, and see how he would react. I knew he wanted me. But would he make a move? I still wasn’t sure what I was hoping for.

His name was Kyle. He was a first year student and he wasn’t enjoying himself. He was, as anyone could tell, shy and a bit of a nerd. I learned all that while he sat with me and my friends. They eventually had to leave. He tried to get up to leave too.

“Wait,” I put out my hand to stop him. “There isn’t any class tomorrow. Stay awhile longer.”

He looked at me with the same stupefied expression he had when I invited him over. He wasn’t dumb, he was just shocked that anyone was paying attention to him. I got it. I knew his type. He sat back down though.

We made small talk for about another half an hour. We both like sci-fi, so we wound up talking about that a bit. I was beginning to be glad that he didn’t have the courage to ask me out. Maybe we could be friends. I had never really had male friends. I still had to push it though. I just couldn’t help myself.

“So why haven’t you asked me out?” I eventually asked him.

He looked down at the plate of half eaten pie in front of him, his cheeks started turning red for what must’ve been the twentieth time that night. He was perpetually blushing.

“I am not good at that,” he said finally. “Besides, you are, like, the most attractive person on campus. Why would you go out with someone like me?”

“I normally wouldn’t,” I admitted. “And not because I don’t like you. I do. And I think you are cute too. I don’t really date though. I am more of a one night only kind of girl.”

He tilted his head at that, surprised. “Why is that?”

“Well,” I lied, “I am really focused on my career. I don’t know where I will end up after med school and don’t want a relationship messing with that.”

The truth was I didn’t want a relationship getting in the way of my series of one night stands followed by castrations. It was what did it for me. I was not sure anything else would. I had thought about it, but never really found anything.

“Oh,” he said quietly, letting it hang in the air.

“Oh?” I asked.

He just shrugged. I guess he was trying to figure out how he felt about that, or maybe just working up some courage.

“I like you too. I would be sad if we only had one date though. I guess it wouldn’t be so bad though, especially if we could remain friends after.”

I doubted he would want to remain friends after what I had in mind for him. I guess stranger things have happened though. But as I looked at him in that moment, I saw the innocence in his eyes and thought about how that would belong to me, and only me, forever if I took him. I had to have him.

“Ya never know.” I shrugged. “It might work out great. A night of fun and a lifelong friendship. Or you might hate me after.”

“Maybe it's worth the risk?” He looked at me with a sheepish grin.

This wasn’t how I did things but I just had to have him.

“Let’s go back to my place and find out.” I smiled deviously and stood up. I’ll pay the tab, meet me outside.


Part IV

I stood outside and waited for her, shivering in the cool night air. She came bouncing out the door a moment later and took me by the arm.

“Did you drive?” she asked.

“Nope, walked.”

She started pulling me towards a white sports car. “Good, don’t have to worry about your car then.”

She opened the door to the passenger side of the car for me, in a strange juxtaposition of what should be happening on a date, and I got in, giggling slightly. I was feeling giddy and surprised about all of it. I never thought I would get to talk to her, let alone whatever this was. She joined me in the car and we sped off. A few minutes later we were walking into a townhouse not far from campus.

“I thought these were mostly faculty,” I said, as she welcomed me into her home.

“They are, I lucked out though and was able to rent one from a family friend.”

She led me up the stairs to the main floor. Her living room had a small couch, a recliner, and a big screen television. All of that was normal. The strange part was that there was also what looked like a surgical bed set up and pushed to the side of the room. Not a normal piece of living room furniture at all.

We quickly collapsed onto the couch and soon she was kissing me forcefully. Everything about this felt like it was the opposite of what a normal date would be, so of course I loved it. In the back of my mind though I was remembering this was a one night only thing, and that kept me from throwing myself fully into it.

Despite my reservations she soon had me throbbing in my pants and was pawing at my clothes.

“Strip,” she commanded, “let me see what I am working with.”

I was feeling lustful enough that her giving orders pushed me over the edge and I did as I was told. Soon I was standing in front of her, my cock standing out, red and throbbing. She grabbed it and began stroking it gently.

“This is nice. Bigger than I expected.” She cooed at me, stroking me slowly.

I didn’t know what to think of the backhanded compliment. But as long as she kept touching me I didn’t really need to think much anyway.

“Hey, how do you feel about bondage?” She asked me, grinning.

My cock throbbed in her hand, which may have been all the answer she needed. “I am intrigued, but have never had the experience.”

She pulled me, gently, by my penis over to the surgical bed. “Well, here is your chance!”

She patted the bed. “Hop on up and I’ll strap you down. It will be an experience you will never forget.”

I knew she was right about that, and despite my lack of experience I didn’t need to be asked twice. Before I knew what had happened I was tied down. Nearly immobile.

She stood over me, looking down into my eyes and slowly stroked my cock. She brought me to the edge over and over, somehow knowing, probably by the way my breath would catch in my throat, when to stop, or slow down, only to work me back up again.

Soon I was begging for release, for the chance to cum, and she only laughed.

“Please, anything. I’ll be your slave. Anything. Please.” I was mumbling, barely coherent, my cock straining in her hand and my entire body begging for orgasm.

“My slave?” She chuckled. “Nobody has ever offered that before. Do you mean it?”

I thought about all of the stories I had read online about BDSM and Mistresses and their slaves. I nodded.

“Yes, please Aubrey, anything.” I had never begged like this in my life, and the fact that I was begging turned me on even more.

She brought me to the edge again, we both watched as a bead of precum oozed from the tip of my manhood. She plucked it from me with a finger and then held it to my lips.

“Taste it, slave.” She ordered, sternly, before breaking into a giggle.

I tentatively stuck my tongue out to lick her finger. It didn’t taste bad, it was kind of interesting actually.

“Okay, here is the deal Kyle.” She took a step back and began disrobing, removing both leggings and panties. “I have had a lot of men in your position and only a couple have made the right choice. Let’s see if you do.”

She grabbed my cock again and brought me rapidly to the edge, shutting down the impending orgasm by squeezing hard, and then working me back up again with the slow strokes she had been using previously. I was moaning and thrashing in my bindings, but I was effectively trapped until she let me out.

“What choice?” I managed to whimper, through the moans.

“Simple. I can undo you right now, you can get dressed and walk home. Our night ends now. Maybe I will see you at the diner again, maybe not, but your one night with me in this way ends here.” She paused and sighed. “Or, I can climb on top of you and give you the pleasure you really want, really crave, but it comes at a cost.”

“A cost?” I looked up at her confused, thinking for a moment she meant money, but nowhere near brave enough to say so out loud and risk insulting her.

“Yes, a grave cost.” She smirked, and stroked me slowly once again.

“It can’t be that bad, what is it?” I was confused and more aroused than I had ever been.

“I want to take your balls.” She said, “I want to castrate you.”

“What?” I nearly screamed. “Castrate me?”

“Yes, like many before you. I want to castrate you. And I think you are going to let me.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My mind was a mess of emotions and terror and lust. She began stroking me again and everything was fuzzy. Nobody had ever made me feel like she had. She brought me to the edge again, my cock was straining, harder than it had ever been.

“I think you like the idea,” she taunted me. “Your dick certainly does. Have you ever been this hard?”

I whined and tried to get away from her grasp but was helpless.

“No,” I finally answered, defeated.

“That’s what I thought,” she whispered, leaning down and breathing into my ear. “You want this don’t you.”

I whined more, but admitted I did. “Yes, I think it is hot. I don’t know why.”

“So many do,” she laughed. “I think you do even more than most though. Just say yes. Say yes, and I will climb on top of you and give you everything you’ve dreamed of.”

She was twisting her hand as she stroked my cock and the sensations were unreal. I had never needed to cum so badly, and the idea of being inside her was more than a dream. My rational brain was completely shut down by her ministrations and her words, and by my own nature. Finally I gave in.

“Yes. Please. Yes.” I cried out.

She didn’t say anything else. She climbed up on the surgical bed and positioned herself over my straining, rockhard member. She slid the tip inside her, and locked eyes with me.

“Am I your first?” She asked me.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“And your last,” she breathed. “That is so exciting.”

She lowered herself down on me and slowly began to undulate, it was unlike any sensation I had ever experienced and I felt the orgasm building inside me. She began bouncing up and down on top of me and it only took a moment before I exploded, arching my back and moaning loudly. The orgasm went on for what felt like minutes but could not have been that long.

All through it I thought about the heat of her tight pussy wrapped around me. Only as it subsided did I realize what was going to happen next, and with some amount of clarity began to thrash against her.

“Let me go. Please.” I cried. “Let me go.”

She put a finger to my lips, quieting me. My cock was still inside her and had not completely softened. She squeezed it inside her causing me to moan again. “A deal is a deal,” she said. “Besides, I think you want this.”

Amazingly, I felt my cock start to grow hard again and she started pumping up and down on me slowly. Soon I was back to full stiffness. She locked eyes with me again and slowly, so slowly, rode me. My body felt like it was on fire with desire, the first orgasm did not lessen my lust for her at all. Soon she was moaning as she plunged down on me over and over again, her fingernails digging into my chest as she held on for balance.

Finally she plunged down hard on me and held herself there, her muscles tight around me. She moaned loudly and bent forward. I can’t say for sure that she orgasmed, but in that moment I felt myself spurting into her a second time and hoped that she had achieved orgasm as well. As the moment ended I let my head lean back, completely spent. I felt myself drifting on the edge of consciousness.


Part V

I pulled myself off of him and straightened myself out. When I looked down into his glazed eyes I knew that he would accept what was coming now easily. I had never given any of my dates a second orgasm, but he seemed like he deserved it. He moaned quietly but didn’t say anything as I walked away, coming back a few moments later with the necessary tools.

Before he could say anything, though he was still barely conscious, I injected a local anesthetic into his groin and began to disinfect the area. I think the rapid numbing of his cock and balls made him aware, once again, of what was coming. He looked down at where I was working and I saw a tear form in his eye. If I was the sort to feel guilty about this that might have gotten me.

“Do you want to watch?” I asked him.

I was surprised when he nodded yes. I grabbed a pillow and reset the bed slightly so he could see where I was working, then I went back down between his legs.

I nicked his scrotum, creating a small opening, and squeezed the first testicle out through it, the skin stretched and the ball popped out. He gasped, but when I looked up he was watching, seemingly fascinated with the destruction of his own manhood. Once the testicle was out I took a pair of clamps, and wrapped the cord around it once before clamping closed. This stretched the cord, made it easier to sever, and easier to knot afterwards to facilitate healing.

I picked up a scalpel and smiled at him, he closed his eyes, but I think he reopened them before I made the slice. He gasped quietly again as I removed his first testicle. I then made sure the spermatic cord was properly stitched and knotted before squeezing the second testicle out of his sack.

“This is it.” I looked up at him. “After this you will be a eunuch. Was it worth it?”

He closed his eyes and sobbed quietly. “I don’t know, I don’t know.”

It didn’t matter. It was going to be done anyway. I repeated the procedure with the second testicle, and placed them both in a jar, I would dispose of them later. For now though, my sadistic urges were taking over.

I held the jar up close to this face. “Your manhood belongs to me now. No matter what you do in life, this part of you, this part of your life will always belong to me and only me. I think you are my favorite castration.”

He cried quietly but didn’t say anything about it. I wondered how he would feel about it in the coming days.

I returned to his scrotum and stitched it up, the nick was small but I wanted to make sure he healed properly. With that finished I undid the bonds holding him to the hospital bed.

“Thank you for a lovely night Kyle. It is late and I need to get some sleep.” I patted his chest, almost affectionately. “You should lay there for a while and get your bearings. When you are ready, you should get yourself home.”

He looked up at me with giant eyes. It looked like he had a thousand things to say but only nodded to me. It was normal for them to be emotional once it was done. They agreed to it to fulfill their lust but once it was finished reality came crashing down hard.

I went up the stairs to the bedroom and locked my door. I doubted it was necessary but I liked to take precautions. Usually I saw them out, but I felt like he might need a little more time to compose himself. I drifted off to sleep behind the locked bedroom door without waiting to hear him leave.

When I woke up, sunlight was coming in my bedroom window and birds were chirping outside. I stood up and stretched, and found a pair of sweatpants to throw on. I planned on going to the diner for breakfast, and then maybe for a walk. When I threw open my bedroom door the smell of bacon hit my nose immediately, surprising me. Even more surprising was the sound of someone moving around downstairs.

I reached for the first weapon I could find, though I doubt a tennis racket would have been very effective and walked slowly down the stairs. I could not have been more shocked by what I found there.

Standing in my kitchen, with his back to me, was Kyle, wearing my apron and cooking breakfast.

“What are you still doing here?” I practically shrieked.

He turned around shocked and put his hands up in the air. “I’m sorry. I know I should have left. Please let me explain.”

I was holding the tennis racket between us as I finished coming down the stairs. “Okay, explain.”

“Well, breakfast is almost done. So, maybe over breakfast?” He looked completely sheepish.

I shook my head and dropped the tennis racket. “Fine.”

I had no idea what to think, I had tied him down, fucked him, and cut his balls off the night before, and now he was standing in my kitchen cooking breakfast. I should have seen him out like I had all the others.

Finally, he brought two plates over to the small dining table I had. It was a basic breakfast, bacon, eggs, and toast, but smelled good. He sat one of the plates in front of me and then stood with the other.

“Well, you made it. Sit down and eat, and explain yourself.” I took a bite of bacon, it really was perfectly cooked.

He took a deep breath. “Okay. I have never imagined what happened last night, but I have imagined a woman like you, who would do what she wanted with me, and take control. I have imagined that for years. I never thought it was possible.”

“What’s your point?” I glowered at him, mostly to hide my confusion.

“Well,” he paused and took a big deep breath. “When you told me last night that that part of me would always be yours it was really intense and I was kind of freaking out, but it was also really hot…and true.”

He stopped for a moment and took a bite of toast. It seemed like it was mostly to gather his thoughts. “I had gotten up, even gotten dressed, and was ready to leave. I was feeling sad, and angry, but I kept coming back to that moment. Then I thought about all the things I had read online, and the idea popped into my head…what if that wasn’t the only part of me, part of my life, that was yours?”

“Like what, a slave?” I asked incredulously.

“Well, yeah, more or less.” He looked at me, his face serious. “You used that word last night anyway.”

I had called him a slave the night before. That wasn’t part of my normal routine. None of this was how I normally did things. Maybe there was a reason for that?

“So you want to be my slave?” I asked him, not even sure such a thing was really possible.

“I do. I really do Aubrey.” His eyes were pleading with me, and I thought about how cute I found him and how much I really did like him. Maybe it was possible?

“Okay then, slave. Let me finish my breakfast in silence. Then you can clean up. Then we can talk about what that might actually mean.” I looked at him, waiting for an answer.

He nodded. “Yes, Miss Aubrey.”

I didn’t know it at the time, but that was the beginning of a new life for us both. He dropped out of med school at the end of the semester and we were married three months after that. Kyle became Kylie, my perfect housewife and slave, and best of all she became my assistant for all future castrations. You didn’t think I would stop did you?
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