

Extreme Femdom Shorts #5: From Chastity to Castration

By Alyce Impelled


About The Author

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 {I will never call it X, yuck!} @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!

About The Story

This is my first Femdom short in a while. I hope you enjoy it! As a reminder these are shorter stories with more of a focus on the scene and the “red meat” so to speak. I hope you will give my other stories a look as well! This story includes characters from Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 9: Convention Castration. Give it a look if you enjoy this story!


Part 1

I was foolish, I see that now. I thought I could just keep floating through relationships, getting what I wanted from them, and there would never be any repercussions for my actions. I thought I could indulge in my fetishes when I wanted, and how I wanted, and there would be no consequences. Now I know that consequences were what I needed most of all, but learning that cost me everything.

Since college I had been meeting dominant women online but I realized early on most of them were not all that serious about things, which was fine because neither was I. We liked pretending to be serious because it was what got our rocks off but at the end of the day it was all a game and one or both of us would move on quickly to the next quick fix for our fetishes. No harm, no foul, was the way I saw it.

I met Alicia in my late twenties and was really into her but always wanted her to indulge my edgier interests. She was really happy playing with chastity, some feminization, and having me serve her here and there. It always ended with the chastity device coming off for some mind blowing sex and I was never locked up for more than a couple of days at a time. That all changed when she had to travel for work for about a month and decided she wanted me to be locked up the entire time.

I argued with her, she won, I lost. Or at least that is how I wanted to play it. Losing was part of the fun after all but I didn’t intend to actually go five weeks without orgasm, let alone sex. She bought these plastic locks with individual numbers on them. She told me that she would let me Funlock for cleaning while she was gone but only under supervision during our occasional video calls while she was away.

What she didn’t know, or so I thought, was that it was very easy to make it seem as if those locks were locked even when they weren’t, which was what I planned to do for the time she was away. I saw it as a win-win, she would get the enjoyment of me being locked up, I would get the enjoyment of the game, and I would also get playtime at least with myself if not with other people. Everyone gets what they want, everyone is happy, and the game continues. Like I said, I was a fool.

For the first couple of days she was gone I didn’t do much. She asked me for a photograph of my locked up cock and I sent her one, then certain she wouldn’t worry about it for a day or two. I took it off and edged while looking at femdom ads online for a while. Eventually I decided to finish and go to bed. I cleaned up my mess, certainly not the way Alicia would have expected me to though, and went to bed.

The next day was Friday and I decided that afterwork I was going to go to the local dungeon and at least see what people were up to. Knowing I shouldn’t go without telling Alicia I let her know my plans. Her response was that I could go but she wanted a picture of me in the bathroom at the dungeon, so she could make sure I was still locked up. I quickly agreed and a few hours later got myself ready to go to the dungeon. Little did I know I was also heading towards my fate.

I dressed up wearing loose black dress pants and a mesh black shirt with a pink t-shirt over top; I finished off the look with iridescent doc martens. It wasn’t my best outfit but it was fine and it at least nodded towards the androgyny I wanted to be my aesthetic.

Once I got to the club I slipped past the play area to the bathrooms and found an open stall where I sent the appropriate picture to Alicia. There was no way for her to tell that I had shaved down the plastic lock so it could be released easily but I still felt nervous about actually enacting my plan. I texted her and asked if it was okay to have an impact scene with someone and she didn’t respond for a few minutes.

Finally, a text came through. “Fine. Only impact though.”

I thanked her for that and then carefully slipped off the chastity device and reassembled it all before placing it in the pocket of my hoodie. I breathed a sigh of relief almost as soon as I took it off and was excited for the possibilities of the evening.

I went from the bathroom to the kitchen and social area, deciding to slowly ease into the party. I stood off to the side drinking a bottle of water and taking in the sights of the dungeon, it was still early and there wasn’t much going on. There was one impact scene, a male dominant lightly flogging his partner against a St. Andrew’s Cross but otherwise it was still relatively quiet. I was just about to go for a walk around to see if anyone I knew was there when I caught the eye of an old play partner.

Vanessa was a bit more extreme than most of the local scene and had recently formed something of a triad with a couple that moved to town with her. The guy was a pup, almost always in full gear, and the woman was short, adorable and athletic, and definitely a switch. She was completely devoted to Vanessa though and it was one of the cutest dynamics I had ever seen, and something out of character for Vanessa.

She first nodded at me and then waved for me to come over and soon I was sitting in a circle with her and her new partners. She introduced the girl as Sandy and the boy as just “Pup, he doesn’t really need a name.”

He whined at that but didn’t really argue. Sandy just giggled.

“So where is Alicia tonight?” Vanessa asked. “It is unusual to see you without her.”

I nodded. “She is out of town for about a month for work. I am on my own and you know how lonely I get.” I winked at her as I said it.

She chuckled. “Well maybe we can help with that. Are you allowed to play?”

I nodded. “I am. You know Alicia isn’t all that possessive.”

Vanessa hummed quietly, “you never know when that can change though. You should ask the pup how possessive Sandy and I are.”

I raised one of my eyebrows at that and looked over at the pup, whose only response was to look down at the floor and whine a little.

“Interesting,” I mused, finding myself aroused by how complete his surrender seemed. “You really have him in his place, lucky boy.”

“You have no idea,” Sandy piped up, “just how in his place he is.”

“Well, I wouldn’t mind finding out.” I flirted back at her.

“Maybe later, Bradley boy.” Vanessa shut the conversation down. “For now let’s get you out of those clothes and up on a spanking bench. Since you are allowed to play, I am going to use you to teach Sandy some things.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I stood up and saluted her jokingly before carefully removing my clothing and waiting for them to show me where they wanted me.

Soon I found myself sprawled out over a spanking bench with Sandy on one side of me and Vanessa on the other. Vanessa had laid out of a series of implements ranging from floggers to canes and everything in between.

“I hope you are up for this,” she smirked down at me. “Sandy has a lot to learn and you are such a perfect victim to train her on.”

I could only gulp at that, and nod. I hadn’t played with Vanessa in awhile, but she played hard and I well remembered the bruises I carried for quite awhile the last time we had played. I did my best to relax my body against the spanking bench, letting my arms and legs go limp and allow the cuffs to hold them up. I took a deep breath and just as I released it the first blow fell against my ass.

It was much harder than I expected and I let out a loud yelp, but it was also exactly what I needed. All of the mental and emotional stress I had been carrying left me almost instantly and after that I just grunted with every hard smack of another implement. Somewhere in the background I could hear Vanessa explaining to Sandy where to hit me, and how, with each implement. But it was passing through me without me paying it any attention.

I don’t know how long it had gone on. I grunted with every strike, went through a period of arousal and then, after minutes of caning from both of them the arousal was replaced by cathartic tears I didn’t know I needed. I was struggling with something I couldn’t quite explain but being worked over by these two lovely women was somehow making it okay. Eventually, Vanessa appears before my blurry eyes.

“Are you alright Brad?” She looked concerned and touched my cheek with affection, “do you need to stop?”

I shook my head weakly, “no, Mistress Vanessa, I am alright.”

She nodded and I could tell she was considering the situation though I didn’t have thoughts to share that would sway her in either direction. “Water, then.”

She nodded again and stood up, the beating stopped for a few minutes though I remained strapped to the bench. When she reappeared she was holding one of those small bottles of water like you might find in some hotel rooms.

“Drink this,” she commanded me as she tilted the bottle towards my mouth, I opened wide and gulped down half of the small bottle before she pulled it away. “Okay, now for the grand finale. We are using whips. You will count each stroke for us.”

It had been ages since I had been whipped and I wondered if I could take it, but I didn’t want to chicken out now. I nodded my agreement and Vanessa once again disappeared from view. Just as I started to relax back into the spanking bench I heard a whoosh of air and then the loud crack of a whip just above my head.

“Good job Sandy, that got his attention.” I could hear the mirth in Vanessa’s voice. “Now, this is how you actually use the whip to get more than his attention.”

I have never whipped anyone so I don’t know how she did it, but this time there was no woosh of air and I felt the crack, hard, against my exposed ass almost before I heard it. I grunted loudly and grit my teeth, not wanting to scream. The interesting thing was I felt my cock begin to harden almost immediately. There was intense pain, but nowhere near as bad as I thought it was going to be. Somehow the combination of everything that was happening turned me on exponentially.

Vanessa continued to advise Sandy on where and how to stand, how to strike, as well as demonstrating herself. Each movement, from either of them, resulted in the whip cracking against my ass, or my legs, or my back. It was like floating on a sea of pain and arousal, my head was practically empty of anything. When it finally ended my whole body was pleasantly tingling, incredibly sore, and fully aroused. Then Vanessa floated into my vision once more.

“I don’t think you should be alone after all that, and I think we can have more fun at my place, so we are taking you home.” It was not a question, or even a command, it was a simple statement of fact, and I was in no mental state to argue.

I nodded, mostly understanding what was happening, and soon Vanessa and Sandy were helping me to my feet, and then helping me get dressed again. Somewhere behind us their pup was cleaning up from the scene. I don’t think I spoke a word the entire time, only half listening as Vanessa and Sandy discussed their plans for home, which included showing me some of what they had done to the pup. I heard something about my future but didn’t comprehend what was being said.

“We’ll come back for your car in the morning,” Vanessa told me, and I let them lead me to the car they had come in.

I snapped back to reality enough by then to chuckle when they loaded the pup into a cage in the trunk, he whined slightly, but I was familiar enough with such things to know it was a playful whine, as much as anything else. Despite me being somewhat back from subspace I let them help me into the backseat and soon we were speeding back to Vanessa’s house, which is a place I had not visited in some time.


Part 2

Before long I was being led through the garage and almost immediately down to the basement, which I knew from experience was where Vanessa kept her impressive dungeon and was sat down in a comfortable chair, and offered a bottle of water.

“Thank you,” I mumbled, as I opened the bottle.

Vanessa crouched down next to the chair. “I have a couple of things to show you. This should be a lot of fun,” she said.

“What sort of things?” I looked over at her, my body was still tingling and everything was a little disjointed from the impressive beating they had given me. I had enough of my faculties though to know that she was up to something.

“Just watch,” she told me, pushing my chin to look forward.

Sandy was attacking the pups arms to a chain which hung from the ceiling, and once she was content that he was sufficiently helpless she began to move his clothes. Soon he was completely naked in front of us except for the puppy mask.

“See anything interesting?” Vanessa whispered in my ear, blowing on it softly afterwards.

It took me a moment to realize what I was supposed to be noticing but when I did I sat upright in shock. The pup’s cock was mostly hard and sticking straight out, and I realized there was nothing underneath, no balls, not even an empty scrotum, just smooth skin, a light scar, and a tattoo of a heart with a V and S in it.

“You castrated him?” I am sure my pupils were widely dilated. I was stunned and somewhere between terrified and fascinated. Okay, mostly fascinated.

“Sandy, why don’t you practice your whipping while Bradley and I wait for his next surprise.” Vanessa chortled and then turned to me. “Tonight is going to be very exciting for you, why don’t you let me make you more comfortable?”

I wasn’t sure what she meant, but before I could fully process that the night had been fully planned out ahead of time, and what that might mean, I felt her securing my wrists and then ankles in soft leather cuffs. It was as if even the chair had been prepared for me.

The first whip fell against the pup's back as the final cuff was fitted into place for me, and I became a helpless voyeur while I waited to find out what else these two had planned for me. Soon the pup was leaking a clear fluid that I don’t think can be called precum if there is no cum to follow it. He clearly was, or had been trained into, an absolute masochist. I had almost completely lost myself in watching, watching the whip fall and watching with fascination his dripping cock, while knowing he had been fixed by these two lovely women.

My reverie was interrupted by the sound of a phone ringing saying “Ah! There is the other surprise,” as she answered the phone.

“Yes, he is here.” she said, a few seconds later, “yes, he has seen what we did to the pup.”

I was trying to figure out who she was talking to and why they were talking about me, but her next sentence clicked everything into place. “No, it was like you said, he slipped off his chastity device at some point. Sandy found it in his jacket pocket.”

She was talking to Alicia.

“Okay, A, I will put you on video now, this should be exciting.” She clicked something on the phone and suddenly I was staring into my girlfriend’s face.

“I am sorry Alicia, I shouldn’t have done that. I am so-” I was interrupted by her laughter.

“Stop apologizing. I knew what you were going to do.” She sighed and looked away for a second. “Look, it is late, so I am going to make this fast. I planned out tonight with you for Vanessa because we aren’t working and I think you know that.”

“Alicia, don’t say that. I know we can work things out. Please-” I was suddenly desperate, and scared, and yet somehow still aroused.

“Shut up.” She took a deep breath. “This was happening anyway, I am just glad you took off the chastity device because in a way it makes doing this easier. I am not on a work trip. I am visiting my new boyfriend. I am not into all this stuff and you are, and so is Vanessa.”

I took a deep breath. New boyfriend? She was cheating on me? Not into this? “What do you mean new boyfriend?”

“I mean that I am moving out. I mean that I can’t handle your interests. I have been talking to Vanessa about it and she and I came to an understanding. She is going to keep you, you are going to be hers, and I am going to watch her castrate you tonight. That is what I get for putting up with all this nonsense.” She sighed. “It isn’t like I hate you Brad, it's just that we are not a good match, you are made for something else and I think we all know that.”

I looked away from the phone to Vanessa who was smiling with excitement. “I have had my eye on you for years Brad. I thought we were going to get together awhile back and then you fell for Alicia and I had to back away. I couldn’t believe it when she came to me.”

“Look, I don’t know what to think of all this but I am not letting you castrate me.” I looked back to the phone. “How can you think this is a good idea?”

“Of course you are going to let me castrate you Bradley boy. I saw the way you looked at the pup. How excited you are by it all.” Vanessa gently ran her fingers through my hair. “You want this all just as bad as I do.”

“Bradley, it is over between you and I. It has been for a while.” Alicia looked bored and annoyed through the phone. “This is a good solution. You can’t afford that apartment by yourself. You shouldn’t be alone, and Vanessa will give you everything you actually want. Or you can go back to being the lonely loser that hit on me at the bar.”

I just nodded. I couldn’t believe what the night had become. These women had planned out the rest of my life it seemed and I could either accept it, or not. Finally I nodded again, defeated. 
 

“I did want to be yours way back then, you know?” I looked at Vanessa. “I was terrified of you though. Seems like that was not entirely uncalled for.”

“I know, and now you get to be mine. Just say yes, slave.” She smiled down at me. “Say yes, be mine.”

Something about the word slave reverberated in my mind. I knew this was happening. I knew it was supposed to happen. “Yes, Mistress Vanessa. Please castrate me and make me yours.”

I couldn’t believe the words that had come out of my mouth, and neither could Alicia, who actually looked upset over the phone.

“I actually thought you’d fight a little harder than that Brad. What the hell?” She looked like she was about to cry, but she didn’t. “At least I get to watch them snip your useless balls off.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. Finally there was a bit of spark in me, a bit of fight, a bit of rage. “You cheated on me Alicia, you don’t get to be mad about me not fighting for you. You certainly didn’t fight for me.”

“That’s enough,” Vanessa’s voice was soft but firm. “Stop talking.”

I don’t know why but it was enough to silence me, maybe it was her natural dominance, or maybe it was me knowing I had said enough, or maybe it was that I knew she was going to be in charge going forward and I just accepted it.

“I changed my mind about the other thing though, Alicia.” Vanessa took the phone and looked at my now ex-girlfriend.

“What do you mean?” I could hear the confusion in her voice. “Don’t tell me you aren’t going to nut him.”

Vanessa chuckled. “Oh, I am definitely going to do that. I don’t let my slaves keep their balls. But you didn’t tell me you were cheating on him. He deserved better than that. You don’t get to watch.”

With that she ended the call and threw the phone to the side. I didn’t notice it but somewhere during the conversation the whipping had stopped and Sandy appeared at my side with a bag of tools. Without a word she began cutting away my pants, and then my boxers, leaving me completely exposed. Then she slid a small table up to the chair, set at the perfect height to slide under me, and soon my cock and balls were practically on display.

“Should we give him one last normal orgasm?” Sandy looked to Mistress Vanessa.

“Alicia wanted us not to, but I think we should, he has been good.” She turned to look at me. “You can back out of this if you want, I know it is a lot and very unexpected. But I want you to think about it first. I think this is what you really want. I think you will be happy here. I also want you to know I had no idea that Alicia was cheating on you. She told me she knew you were crushing on me before you and her got together and she thought you would be happier with what I could give you.”

I looked down, trying to process everything that had happened. I looked back up at her only a moment later though. “I do want this. I should have been yours years ago.”

“Maybe,” she laughed. “But think about all the sex and orgasms you would have missed out on.”

As if to make her point she picked up a scalpel and waved it at me. “You don’t deserve what she did to you. In a way you don’t deserve this either, but it isn’t about that. It is about you sacrificing for me, and me making you the way I want. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I practically croaked.

“Good,” Sandy, “why don’t you give him his reward for being so good, unless you want pup to do it?”

Sandy bounced up, “I think that is a great idea!”

When she came back she was leading the pup by the hand, although instead of the pup mask I now saw a cute, almost feminine guy, probably a few years younger than myself. “He’s been practicing,” she said to me excitedly.

I didn’t know what that meant until he moved the table out of the way, took my cock in his hands, and guided it into his mouth. I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say, I just looked up at Vanessa, who was watching us both beaming.

“This is good, you two are going to be playing together a lot!” I thought about her words and closed my eyes, leaning back into the chair.

He was good, which somehow surprised me and it only took a few moments until I was on the edge of orgasm. He seemed to be able to sense it and leaned up over my cock, engulfing it even deeper in his mouth and started sucking hard. It was one of the most intensely pleasurable blowjobs I had ever received and it was over almost as quickly as it began.

The combination of his tongue rolling up and down my shaft and the intense suction he was creating pushed me over the edge and I exploded into his mouth. I thought he would pull away but he didn’t. If anything he sucked even harder, as he was licking me clean. By the time he was done I was spent, the beating, the breakup, and then that left me without any will to move left. I went completely limp in the chair basking in the afterglow of the orgasm, and the strange emotional rollercoaster I had been on.

I didn’t notice the table had been rolled back into place and only sort of noticed the cool feeling of being cleaned, and then completely shaven, down there. It was only the sharp prick of a needle just under my balls that made me lift my head and look at what was happening. Almost as quickly though I felt the creeping numbness of what must have been local anesthetic. Soon the tingling of the orgasm and every other feeling I could have was gone. I wouldn’t have known my balls, or my cock, were there at all if I didn’t see them in front of me.

“You might faint at this, boy,” Mistress Vanessa looked down at me, “but I want you to watch until you do. I want you to see the moment any pretense of being a man is taken from you, and you become my good, perfect, slave, forever.”

The enormity of her words hit me hard, and I did my best to watch, before I had even fully processed what she had said though Sandy had sliced a neat little hole in my scrotum, and carefully popped out one of my testes. The fact that everything was completely numb only made it more surreal. I watched with strange fascination as she took forceps and carefully looped the cord attaching my ball to my body around twice before clamping it. I could feel none of it.

Vanessa then joined her at the table. I did feel a dull pain, but it might have been psychological as Vanessa did the honors, slicing cleanly through the cord and severing my ball from my body. I almost felt the urge to vomit, but it passed quickly, and I realized I was fascinated, and somehow aroused by what was happening.

Sandy repeated the process, popping my other testicle out of the scrotum and exposing it to the world, and ultimately to the scalpel that was about to relieve me of my manhood. She carefully looped the cord around the forceps again, carefully clamped it off and then Vanessa came in with the scalpel once again.

“Say goodbye to your balls Bradley boy. You are now forever a eunuch slave. I know this isn’t the night you imagined, but it is the one you needed, slave.” I watched as she severed my second testicle, but could not handle the feelings of the moment any longer, and did faint.

As I receded into darkness I heard Sandy giggle, “he is going to fit right in.”

Even if I could have thought of a response it wouldn’t have mattered because darkness swallowed me. I did not see or feel them finish stitching me up, or cleaning me up, and to this day I don’t know what happened to my balls. I guess they were probably just thrown away.

I woke up the next day bound lightly in a soft bed. I looked to the side and saw that there was a baby monitor next to me. I guess they wanted to make sure I was okay. I didn’t think I made any noise but almost instantly Sandy and Mistress Vanessa appeared in the bedroom.

“How are you feeling, pet?” Mistress Vanessa asked me.

I searched myself for an answer and finally looked up at her and smiled weakly. “I am a little sore, and a little freaked out. But I think I am happier than I have been in a while.”  

“Good.” She nodded. “Welcome home, slave. This is where you belong now.”

I didn’t have to search myself at all to know that she was right.


I hope you have enjoyed Extreme Femdom Shorts #5. Please tell me what you think over at alyceimpelled@gmail.com . If you want to read the first four shorts pick up Extreme Femdom Collection #1
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