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The 5th of the Month


My phone starts ringing off the hook on the fifth of every month because every one who knows Me knows I have a very exclusive, high roller only party on that Friday night of that week!  I've been doing it for years!  In order to be invited you need to be one of two things - an exceptionally attractive female or exceptionally rich male!  My parties sell out by about 10:40 am, if they aren't sold out sooner.  

The parties started about ten years ago when I noticed I had so many clients who had more extreme tastes.  Each party has a specific theme and I change the themes monthly depending on my mood or what I'm thinking certain clients tastes will be.  This particular month I'm using one of my favorite pets, named Jamie, who's been through substantial training with me to be the one to get everything organized and provide all the special drinks, appetizers, and butler service.   

“Jamie, it looks like we'll be needing a ballroom for 150 at the Ritz this time.  Please call and arrange it as soon as possible.  Tell them I want the event to have my very own furniture delivered and I want the very best in canapes and champagnes for our guests.  This party is going to be unforgettable!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jamie swings into action arranging the party fare as well as the space.   He's a thirty-two year old attorney who decided to give up the life of law and instead be My own personal butler and legal counsel.  Isn't that sweet? 

Jamie has always felt rather burdened by the fact that he becomes incredibly hard and stiff in my presence.  He feels it is almost a debilitating issue which causes him to lose focus and concentration.  When he first told me about his condition, I laughed and said, “Darling, you suffer from MAP!” 

“MAP, Mistress?????  What's that?” he asked innocently.

“Mistress Addiction Priapism!  It's a very common ailment!  Don't worry, Darling!  I can take care of that any time you like!” I assure him.

“How, Mistress?  How?” he can hardly contain his excitement.  “I'd do just about anything to make it go away.  It drives me crazy.  To be relieved of my burden would be such a relief to me!”

“As a matter of fact, we are going to devote this month's get together to that very subject!  And, I think it is time you prove your love and devotion to me by being the volunteer for the get together.”

“Really, Mistress?  You'd allow me to be the volunteer for the event?  Could I please?  I would love to be the one you use for the event!”  His smile lit up the room at the very thought of being on display to all my beautiful female friends as well as my wealthy male friends.

“Yes, Jamie, you deserve the opportunity to be rewarded for your fine service to me and I want you to experience being free from your difficult ailment of MAP.  It must be such a burden for you to wake up each and every day and be hard and stiff and then to have to go about your duties taking care of Me and My clients and seeing all the scenes that I do.  It must be overwhelming to you at times to be so incredibly aroused at watching the clients get some of the attention you wish I would expend upon you.”

“Absolutely it is, Mistress.  I am so lucky to belong to such a worthy thoughtful beautiful perfect Mistress who understands my needs so well.  I really feel blessed to belong to you.  I hope you will keep me forever, Mistress.”  He swoons.

“It depends on how well you behave during our get together.  I am placing all of my faith and trust in you and you absolutely can not disappoint me in front of so many of my clients and so many of my esteemed colleagues.  I know you will take being on your best behavior and doing your very best to not let me down during the session you will go through in such a public exhibition.”  

“I promise, Mistress.  I will obey your every word and I will do anything you ask of me as long as I am relieved of the burden of my constant annoying debilitating erections.  My testicles get so full of sperm and ache constantly as I try to get through a day's work with out release.  It's always such an inconvenience to have to stop and release my tension so if you could make this all go away I would be forever in your debt.”

“Darling, those are exactly the words I want to hear!  Let's get going on making all the necessary arrangements.  I know we usually have two hundred people, but this time, I want a more intimate crowd.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” he bows and leaves the room to begin all of the tedious behind the scenes work of getting a party organized.

On the morning of the penultimate day before the special Event, Jamie knocked on my door with a tray of My favorite coffee and a latest list of the attendees for me to peruse.  He placed the coffee on my bedside table and immediately went to the foot of the bed where he reached under the covers and found My perfectly pedicured feet where he began licking and kissing and sucking on My toes just like a good personal alarm clock should do.  Eventually I wake from my slumber to join the world for another day.  

“You seem to be sucking my toes with more enthusiasm than usual, Jamie?  Why is this?” I inquire.

“Oh, Mistress!  I can't help it! I'm so excited about tonight!  And, I'm desperately needing to cum.  Please, Mistress, I've done everything you've asked Me to do and I can hardly think straight, I'm so very erect and excited!  I am leaking precum everywhere just thinking of how much fun it is going to be tonight.  Please Mistress, may I have permission to release myself all over your beautiful feet?  I promise I will lick the semen off of them and prepare you a lovely bath and wash you clean again.” he begs.

“Oh, Jamie, can't you just wait until tomorrow night?” I roll my eyes in annoyance.  Of all the slaves I've ever owned, this one is the most critically erect hard desperate to come always slave ever.  It's such a drag!  How on earth does he exist being hard as hell all the time.  It must be excruciatingly inconvenient to always want to masturbate.

“Please, Mistress, Please!  It'll only take a minute and I want to do a really good job tonight, but I feel like I need to release my load so that I may be a better example when you work with me tonight.  I promise I will focus better if I can just release right now this very minute.  You are so beautiful and so kind and good to allow me to be used in your exhibition.”

“How I do spoil you.  Go ahead then, blow your load!” and I lower my head back down on the pillow as I wait for him to masturbate his cock and then lick the semen off My pretty little perfectly pedicured toes.

He quickly begins his stroking as he murmurs, “Oh My God, I love serving you! You are the most beautiful Mistress on earth!  I am so lucky to be in the same room as you!  You make me so hard! I'm erect all day long!  I'm erect all week long!  I spend my entire life wanting to stroke to your perfection!”

I then turn to him and say, “Stroke it faster and I want you to blow your load for Me in My honor!”

He ejaculates his load everywhere and moans in ecstasy.

Jamie, not missing a beat, kneels down. There's a moment of hesitation before he starts to lick his cum off my feet, his actions punctuated by my soft moans of pleasure. It's a special moment between us.

I wiggle my toes at Jamie. “Make sure you get it from between the toes, too,” I tease, trying to keep the mood light. He looks up at me, his eyes twinkling with amusement and gratitude. “I will, Octavia. And thank you... for indulging me,” he says, reaching out to lightly squeeze my hand. Despite the silliness of the situation, his sincerity is touching. I can't help but smile at him, realizing that it's the little moments like these that make our friendship so special.

As Jamie continues his special task, I can't help but admit to myself that the sensation is... not entirely unpleasant. The tip of his tongue expertly navigates each toe, his nutritious cum combining with the warmth of his mouth to create a strangely soothing sensation. “I must say, Jamie,” I say, a hint of amusement in my voice, “Your tongue has a certain... finesse.” I let out a soft moan. Nothing gets me hornier than a man licking my toes! Jamie smiles up at me, licking my toes with renewed vigor. Each toe, treated with equal attention and care, leaves a tingling feeling behind - a reminder of this sweet and endearing moment.

Within approximately five minutes of licking he says, “Oh, no Mistress, I'm sporting wood again!” 

I turn and say, “Don't worry, Darling!  You are the perfect candidate for what I am going to do for you!  I promise, you will have a more satisfying peaceful life.  Tomorrow night is going to change your life!”

“Mistress, I can't even tell you how grateful I will be to be relieved of the burden of my constant nagging erections!  It's like I have them hanging over my head all the time.  It's becoming too much for me to handle my stiff penis and painful balls all the time!  I want relief from this nightmare of being kept prisoner by my penis!”

I giggle and say, “Very well then!  Be prepared to KISS YOUR BALLS GOODBYE!”

I catch Jamie's eye and stifle a chuckle. “Alright, Jamie, that's enough toe-cleaning for one day,” I say, gently pulling my foot away and setting it back on the ground. “Remember, you have your orchiectomy the day after tomorrow. You need to properly prepare.” 

Jamie groans dramatically, then sighs.

Seeing the genuine fear lined in Jamie's eyes, I can't help but reach out and offer him a comforting pat on the shoulder. “Are you afraid it's going to hurt?” I ask gently, my voice a comforting whisper. Jamie nods, his eyes big with a raw vulnerability that tugs at my heartstrings.

“I suppose... I'm very nervous about the pain,” he admits, his voice barely audible. I squeeze his shoulder reassuringly, meeting his gaze with a steady one of my own.

“Do you think you're going to need pain killers?” I inquire, ready to provide whatever support he may need in navigating this unfamiliar terrain.

Jamie swallows hard. “Octavia,” he starts, his voice shaky, “I was wondering... would it be okay... I mean, if I took some pain killers?” He doesn't meet my eyes, seeming reluctant to upset me.

I'm taken aback, knowing how I've always been against using drugs of any sort. But seeing his vulnerability, I realize that this is his journey, his pain, and his decision to make. Sometimes you have to let someone go free so they will come back to you doubly committed.

“Jamie,” I begin, ensuring my tone is gentle yet firm, “If you feel that you need to take drugs to dull your senses, then you should. I understand your apprehension. This is something entirely new and potentially quite scary for you. If painkillers are going to help you through this, then that's what you should do.”

Jamie looks up at me, a hint of surprise in his eyes that quickly fades to determination. “Mistress,” he says, his voice steadier than before, “I don't want to disappoint you. I know your stance on drugs and I respect that. But I also know that you would want me to do what's best for me.” He takes a deep breath, letting the words sink in. “I appreciate your understanding and support. I'll try not to ask for drugs unless it's absolutely necessary.”

His words hang in the air, a solemn promise made amidst the white sterile walls of the hospital room. I feel a strange mix of pride and concern, knowing that his decision isn't made lightly. But I also know that, no matter what, I'll be there to support him every step of the way.

I reach out to hold his balls, giving them a supportive squeeze. “Jamie,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper, “There something else. My friends, they… paid for this evening. They will be watching your procedure. We've seen a lot of boys go through this, and we believe that it can be done without anesthesia. We understand if you're scared, but we also believe that it's better for your experience. And we would really appreciate it if you would consider it.” I leaned back, letting him get a look at my perfect breasts. “Just think about all those days of cock and ball torture we’ve had. They hurt right?”

“Yes, Mistress, but it was necessary for my training.”

“And,” I leaned forward now, taking his chin in my fingers, “you enjoy the pain, don’t you? Removing your balls is the ultimate in CBT, right? Why would you beg me to bust them but then want drugs when I’m going to give them the ultimate hurt?”

There's a brief pause as he absorbs what I've just said. I wait, letting him process this new piece of information in his own time.

But he takes so long and I get bored so quickly.

“Jamie,” I say, my voice far from a whisper this time, “Listen to me. We've seen a lot of boys go through this, and we firmly believe that it’s better without anesthesia. I understand if you're scared, but we believe that it's also better for your recovery.” And so much more fun for us. “So,” I add, my voice becoming even more assertive now, “we would really appreciate it if you would commit to going through with your castration with no anesthesia.” I give him an extra hard squeeze. “Can you do that?”

Jamie pulls his hand away from mine and stares at me with a mixture of fear and confusion in his eyes. “Octavia,” he starts, but I quickly interrupt him.

“I know you're scared now, but I'm confident that if we can do this the right way, it will be a huge help for your recovery. Please give it some thought.” I take his balls back in my hand and squeeze them again, my voice still firm.

Jamie takes a few moments to consider my words before finally responding. “Okay,” he mumbles, his voice quiet but determined, “I'll try it.” 

I see Jamie's feeble attempt at resolve, barely noticeable in his slouched posture and the glimmer in his eyes. I know Jamie all too well, with his manic tendencies and the way his thoughts spiral, only to magnify his fears. But I also know that Jamie's feeble determination is no match for my dominance. Once I set his mind on something, he becomes a puppet, blindly following my every command. And in this moment, I revel in the knowledge that Jamie is fulfilling my desires. The road ahead may be filled with pain for him, and I relish in the power I hold over Jamie's weak strength and pitiful determination.

As I watch Jamie's resigned acceptance, an illicit thrill spirals within me. I revel in the sensation, the heady intoxication of having a formidable influence over another person. Manipulating the strings of Jamie's life like a master puppeteer, guiding his thoughts, his decisions—it gives me a sense of power that's hard to describe. It's as if I'm playing a complex, convoluted game, and I'm the one setting the rules. This control, this dominance over Jamie's vulnerability – it's intoxicating. It fills me with an exhilarating rush, a unique thrill that borders on forbidden. But I simply can’t resist. His susceptibility, his submissive nature, they're like a siren's call, luring me into this dangerous game of power and control. And despite knowing the extreme suffering and permanent change coming to Jamie, I find myself delving deeper, yearning for more of this tantalizing control.

Suddenly, my oriental friend Gabby comes into the room. I shoe Jamie away, giving him the hand signal that sends my well-trained boy to kneel in the corer. I feel my gaze shift, my eyes gleaming with a new scheme. I pull up my sundress revealing my naked snatch, wet and glistening after my little discussion with Jamie.
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Eat a Peach


“Care for a peach, Gabby?” I ask, my voice laced with an undercurrent of unspoken intent. Gabby, understanding my language of subtleties, kneels before my open legs. She runs her tongue lightly over the skin of my naked and juicy peach, her actions a clear affirmation of her complicity in whatever game I am playing. The room bristles with a new tension, the dynamic shifting even further into a realm of delicate power plays and silent understandings.

“The sweetness is truly something,” I coax, my voice practically purring with expectation as I watch Gabby examine my pussy. “Why not take a bite, Gabby?” I ask, and my heart flutters with anticipation as she licks and bites at my swollen lips. She gives me a hearty lick, my juices bursting forth and trickling down her chin in rivulets of sweet delight. Overwhelmed by the flood of flavor, she licks her lips, savoring my sweet nectar. Watching the spectacle unfold, my heart throbs with satisfaction - the sight of Gabby, a willing participant in my game, the juices of my offering smeared across her face, it was a sight to behold.

“Oh, Octavia,” Gabby moans, her voice saturated with unadulterated pleasure, “your peach...it tastes divine.” Her eyes, sparkling with delight, meet mine and I feel a surge of pre-orgasmic delight ripple through me. I watch as Gabby meticulously licks the my juices, her every move a testament to the exquisite taste of my little fruit.

“Why, Gabby,” I breathe, leaning in closer, my voice barely above a whisper, “I must say, you do have a way with your lips.” A coy smile tugs at the corners of my mouth as I watch her reaction.

The pleasure overwhelms me as I watch Gabby, lost in ecstasy, savoring each bite of my little peach with fervent delight. Her passion is contagious, fueling the intensity coursing through my veins. Every moan she releases, every sound that escapes her lips, ignites a symphony of elation within me. “Oh, Gabby,” I gasp, my voice a crescendo of pleasure, “You have an incredible talent for savoring every moment, don't you?” The question hangs in the air, a testament to the intoxicating power dynamic unfolding before us, as my moans fill the room, echoing our shared pleasure.

As Gabby licks my soaking wet pussy, a wave of euphoria washes over me. The sight of her relishing my little peach, the sound of her satisfaction, sends shivers of pleasure coursing through my body. The shivers build into a great shaking and my orgasm washes over me like a wave washing my whole body. I sink back and sigh with joy.

Gabby licks her lips one final time, a gesture that sends my heart racing. “Oh Octavia,” she sighs, “I love making you cum.” Her words are laced with contentment. I can't help but smile, the intensity of my pleasure mirroring hers.

“Jamie, dear,” I call out, my voice still tinged with the remnants of my orgasm, “Would you be a dear and retire to your room? Gabby and I need some time to... relax.” As the words leave my lips, I shift my gaze towards Gabby. Her eyes meet mine, a spark of understanding igniting between us.

As Jamie nods and retreats to his room, Gabby and I sink into the bed, our bodies settling comfortably against each other. The satisfaction from the shared experience envelops us, our bodies entwined in a tender embrace. The silence that settles between us is comforting, a testament to the intimate bond we share. As we lay there, basking in the afterglow of our shared pleasure, I can't help but think how incredibly fortunate I am to have Gabby in my life.
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The Big Day Comes!


On the morning of the special Event Day, Jamie knocked on my door with a tray of My favorite coffee and a latest list of the attendees for me to peruse.  He placed the coffee on my bedside table and immediately went to the foot of the bed where he reached under the covers and found My perfectly pedicured feet where he began licking and kissing and sucking on My toes just like a good personal alarm cuck should do.  Eventually I wake from my slumber to join the world for another day.  

“You seem to be sucking my toes with more enthusiasm than usual, Jamie?  Why is this?” I inquire.

“Oh, Mistress!  I can't help it! I'm so excited about tonight!  And, I'm desperately needing to cum.  Please, Mistress, I've done everything you've asked Me to do and I can hardly think straight, I'm so very erect and excited!  I am leaking precum everywhere just thinking of how much fun it is going to be tonight.  Please Mistress, may I have permission to release myself all over your beautiful feet?  I promise I will lick the semen off of them and prepare you a lovely bath and wash you clean again.” he begs.

“Oh, Jamie, can't you just wait until tonight?” I roll my eyes in annoyance.  Of all the slaves I've ever owned, this one is the most critically-erect-hard-desperate-to-come -always-slave ever.  It's such a drag!  How on earth does he exist being hard as hell all the time.  It must be excruciatingly inconvenient to always want to masturbate.

“Please, Mistress, Please!  It'll only take a minute and I want to do a really good job tonight, but I feel like I need to release my load so that I may be a better example when you work with me tonight.  I promise I will focus better if I can just release right now this very minute.  You are so beautiful and so kind and good to allow me to be used in tonight's exhibition.“

“How I do spoil you.  Go ahead then, blow your load!” and I lower my head back down on the pillow as I wait for him to masturbate his cock and then lick the semen off My pretty little perfectly pedicured toes.

He quickly begins his stroking as he murmurs, “Oh My Goddess, I love serving you! You are the most beautiful Mistress on earth!  I am so lucky to be in the same room as you!  You make me so hard! I'm erect all day long!  I'm erect all week long!  I spend my entire life wanting to stroke to your perfection!“

I then turn to him and say, “Stroke it faster and I want you to blow your load for Me in My honor!“

He ejaculates his load everywhere and moans in ecstasy.  Within approximately five minutes he says, “Oh, no Mistress, I'm sporting wood again!” 

I turn and say, “Don't worry, Darling!  You are the perfect candidate for what I am going to do for you tonight!  I promise, you will have a more satisfying peaceful life.  Tonight is going to change your life!“

“Mistress, I can't even tell you how grateful I will be to be relieved of the burden of my constant nagging erections!  It's like I have them hanging over my head all the time.  It's becoming too much for me to handle my stiff penis and painful balls all the time!  I want relief from this nightmare of being kept prisoner by my penis!“

I giggle and say, “Very well then!  Be prepared to KISS YOUR BALLS GOODBYE!“
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The Evening Show


At last it's the evening Jamie has been waiting for his entire life!  Finally, he will be relieved of the burden of his manhood forever!  One by one the guests arrive to celebrate the freedom of another testosterone free life.  The first guests who arrive are some of the most attractive professional mistresses in the world as well as some of my very best girlfriends, Jennifer, Sabina and of course Gabby.  As they enter our reserved Ballroom at the Ritz you can see they made every attempt to look fabulous for the party.  Their hair and makeup are done to perfection and they are sporting miniskirts revealing their long gorgeous legs in stiletto heels and beautifully colored blouses showing their ample cleavage.  The mistresses, of course, are dressed in their glossy leathers and latex and stiletto boots and look straight out of DDI Magazine. 

It's Jamie's job to open the door naked and when he does he begins to become instantaneously erect, rigid and frustrated yet again. He hangs his head in embarrassment as he leads the sensual erotic guests into the ballroom party area which has an outdoor balcony equipped with a gorgeous pool!  Several minutes later more beautiful sexy women begin to arrive and once again Jamie runs to the front door to let them in and escort them to the backyard pool area.  After about thirty minutes all of the guests have arrived and Jamie proves once again he is the perfect butler by serving every guest their favorite cocktail and enticing them with delicious hors d'oeuvres which of course include appropriately themed treats like little wieners, pecker bites, and sugar wood!  As everyone relaxes and enjoys themselves the fun really begins.

“Attention...Attention everyone and welcome!”  I smile and address the crowd.  “It's my honor to introduce my own personal butler slave, Jamie, who has been with me now for a couple of years.  I think everyone here knows or has at least met Jamie, right?”  The crowd acknowledges by smiling and clapping and Jamie smiles and waves and blows kisses at some of the very special attendees. 

“Well, tonight is the night that Jamie finally realizes something he's dreamed of for years.  You see, Jamie has been burdened by a lifetime of agony!  He's been suffering from ENDLESS Erections!  Hard ons that never seem to go away!  Stiffness that lasts even after he's ejaculated.  It's been MADDENING for Jamie!  Well, don't let me give the show away, Jamie, please explain to the crowd what kind of nightmare of a life you've been enduring!“

All eyes turn to Jamie as he reddens, clears his throat and then begins slowly speaking, “Umm....Mistress thank you for giving me the opportunity to speak.  It's true what Mistress has told you.  I suffer from MAP.  It's an affliction I wouldn't wish on anybody.  I've had a really difficult life due to my constant erections.  Sometimes they never seem to go away.  I have difficulty sleeping!  I have a hard time staying focused especially when I am serving all of you beautiful women!  Especially Mistress!  I can't seem to stop my chronic masturbation.  It's difficult to get anything done!“

“Excuse me,” says Sabrina, “What's MAP?”  She looks perplexed as she turns to the crowd and says, “Is anyone else lost here?” 

“MAP is Mistress Addiction Priapism, Sabrina, and I'm afflicted with it as many others in the world may be,” answers Jamie.  

The show has everyone's attention, but a man in the front row catches my eye. With an air of excitement that is almost tangible, he sits there, looking prosperous and a bit chubby. Round cheeks, flushed with anticipation are framed by a receding hairline that unveils a bald patch at the crown of his head. Sweat beads catch the light, giving his balding pate a glow.

His stubby fingers, slightly pudgy and reddened at the tips, keep fiddling with his dress shirt collar. The fabric, once crisp and smart, is now crumpled and slightly damp with perspiration. He pulls at it nervously, attempting to let in some air and assuage the heat that his excitement and the crowded room have generated.

His eyes, however, are wide with enthusiastic anticipation, twinkling like stars caught in the glow of the stage lights. Every time Jamie speaks, Chubby Guy’s fingers freeze momentarily, and his eyes widen a fraction more. This may be a familiar scene for the other dominatrixes here, but for him, this balding man in the front row, it feels like the first time. I make a mental note to connect with Chubby after the show. He will be my next victim!

Jamie continues, “You see, I've suffered from it since before I can even remember.  Every time I see a beautiful dominant woman, I become flustered, hard stiff, weak.  It's torture.  The sight of a Mistress makes me completely lose control and my erection begins throbbing, growing, leaking.  It's incredibly debilitating!” Jamie sighs in agony.

My hand quickly goes to Jamie's shoulder and I assure him, “It's alright.  You are so brave.  Tonight!  Together!  We will all help by encouraging Jamie on his journey to freedom at last!  It's at this time that I would like to introduce to our guests the magnificent Nurse Jillian, who specializes in helping MAP afflicted individuals to heal from their surgeries quickly.” 

I turn and motion for my friend to join me and say, “A round of applause for Nurse Jillian please!”  A brunette of tall stature takes the stage and stands next to me in her tailored nurses uniform with white stockings and white pumps.  She has a voluptuous figure with a very defined and slender waist.  She smiles and waves and says it is her pleasure to assist in aiding the afflicted as she opens up her doctor's bag of equipment and removes her scalpel and cauterizing devices and sets them out neatly in order.

“Now Jamie, it's time for you to tell everyone what you want more than anything else in this life,” I smile and turn to him.  He hesitates and then I assure him, “It's ok, be brave!  You just BE you!”  

He smiles at Me in adoration and I see his tremendous erection raging forth.  He shouts in exhilaration, “To KISS MY BALLS GOODBYE!”  The crowd is stunned.  

One of my regular clients says in disbelief, “Did he just say he wants to get his nuts removed?”  

“Yes, Yes, I do,” Jamie responds.  “I want Mistress to be the owner of my family jewels for now and forever!  I want to be free of being addicted to PORN, addicted to JERKING off, addicted to being weak and showing up late for everything because I had to shoot my load before I left the house!” he shouts in pride.  “I want MISTRESS to CASTRATE ME!“

“Good boy, Jamie,” I smile, “Are you sure you won't change your mind?  You won't have any regrets?  I could just take ONE ball and see how you do.  Believe it or not, I do sometimes remove just one for those who aren't quite certain this is the right thing for them.“

“No Mistress, PLEASE take both My TESTICLES, please relieve me of having to go home tonight and jerk off until I have cum so many times I can finally go to sleep.“

“What if I allow you to be milked here and now as many times as we can possibly get you to orgasm before I take my deer knife and castrate you?”  

“Mistress, really, I am sincere in begging you to take my nuts,” he pleads.

“Jamie, Dear, it will hurt you so much more if we milk you good before I begin the procedure.  You want Me to be aroused, don't you?” 

Doe-eyed with lust, my slave nods in agreement.

“Who would like to volunteer to join us on the stage to masturbate Jamie because these are the last few times Jamie will ever get to experience an orgasm.  Who would like to give Jamie the ultimate sending off for his manhood?”

My good oriental friend, Gabby's hand shoots up as high as she can get it on her lovely little arm. I say, “Come on up here, Gabby and show us what you can do to relieve Jamie of his testosterone.”

“There you go, Gabby. Now, rub his little cock gently,” I instruct, watching as my lover puts lube on her hands and rubs them together, giggling. Her laughter is infectious and it's hard not to join in. “Just go with it, okay? Trust me on this one.“

Gabby, always the sport, plays along. “Okay, Octavia. Anything for you,” she jests. Jamie’s rigid cock shifts in her hand. He moans loudly as she explores it like she's trying to grasp its structure solely through touch. I'm fascinated by her exploration, her fingers tracing the contour of the dick in her hand.

“Tell me what you feel,” I insist, observing her response intently.

“It's different,” she admits, her voice filled with curiosity. “Knowing this is the last time he will be so hard.”

“Correct,” I say. I love to pass on my knowledge of this fascinating subject! “Many men can still get an erection after being fixed, but it’s never as hard as it once was.”

“Jamie, do you understand this? Even this extreme modification to your body may not fix your erection problem one hundred percent.”

“I understand, Mistress,” he whispers. With Gabby’s fingers playing with his aching cock, he’s deep in subspace now and ready to do anything I say.

The anticipation is building; I can see the excitement dancing in Gabby’s eyes. She wants to make him cum fast, but I want her to immerse herself in the process.

“Gabby, the preparation of the nuts is just as important as the harvesting,” I remind her. “The feel of his one last full orgasm, that's all part of the experience. It’s about appreciating what you're about to take.” I open my arms to the crowd. “What we’re all about to take, what Jamie is about to give us. It's not just about consumption, it's about connection.“

Chubby Front-Row Guy’s mouth hangs open now, and I see his hard little dick right through his tight beige trousers.

Gabby laughs, but I see understanding dawn in her expression. “I get it, Octavia. This is... fun!“

After she gently strokes moaning-Jamie’s hard little dick for a few minutes, I give her the nod to finish.

With her lovely manicured brown hand she begins vigorously wanking his penis and it takes about 45 seconds before Jamie blows his first load in front of the crowd.  

Of course, he's a little embarrassed and says, “Ummmm....I’m sorry I came so fast.”  

I pat him on the head again and say, “Don't worry, Gabby's so delightful with her long black hair and big brown eyes who could resist.  Who's next in stroking off our Jamie?“

Sabrina smiles and says, “I'll do it!” and rushes up on the stage and says, “Jamie, I love how brave you are in tackling your MAP!  I never knew anyone who was so willing to go the extra mile in relieving themselves of the source of their misery.  Kudos to you!” as she grabs hold of his cock and begins stroking it as Jamie stares at her in pure ecstasy.  About two minutes later he ejaculates into the palm of her hand in a heavy sigh of pleasure.

Unwilling to sit there and do nothing my friend Jennifer exclaims, “I want to do my part and help Jamie too!” as she comes up on the stage Jamie gets an eyeful of her huge DDD breasts bouncing as she grabs hold of dick and says, “Sweetie, you are so brave!  Let's get you fixed!”Jennifer rubs her soft huge pillows in Jamie’s face as she strokes Jamie’s hard little rod until he blows another hot load of semen.

Just then Nylon Lynn, my favorite crossdresser who has a body and face just like Marilyn Monroe says, “Angel, I'm going to give you one of my world's famous blow jobs and you are going to explode for your special last send off!” Nylon kneels down and takes Jamie's throbbing hard cock in her mouth and begins deep throating him until Jamie soon explodes down her throat.

I know that even cum-factory Jamie, after blowing so many loads, will lose enthusiasm for the main event if I let my ladies keep getting him off. Time to move things along!

“Ok, Jamie, we could go on all night or we can get to business.  Are you ready?“

He smiles and turns to me, “I'm ready to be your EUNUCH, Butler, Servant for ever Mistress!  Please take My nuts!” he begs.

Gathering the attention of the other ladies at the meeting, I share our latest triumph. “Ladies, we have a new addition to our team, this former man named Jamie. He's not just a willing to lose his nuts for us, he's a powerhouse, a go-getter.” Xxx I pause, letting the words sink in. “Jamie is the kind of individual who revels in hard work, who thrives in challenges. He's the type of person who doesn't just dedicate his time and some money to us, no he immerses himself completely. And he's thrilled to be here with us.” I see the curiosity spark in their eyes. Like me, they want to see if he will really go all the way through with this life-changing procedure. “Jamie doesn't view his role as a mere part-time slave, no this is a personal mission for him - he's committed, body and soul. It's not just about slaving away, it's about the fulfillment he derives from contributing to our shared goals. And we, in turn, get to reap the benefits of his dedication. I anticipate wonderful things ahead with Jamie onboard.“

I turn my gaze on Jamie and bless him with my most seductive stare.

“This is your very last chance to change your mind!“

“No, Mistress, I want to be relieved of MY AFFLICTION!“

“Tell them all,” I wave at the eager assembly of Dommes, slaves, and the curious who signed up for our little show.

Jamie stands, his eyes gleaming with anticipation and determination. “Everyone,” he begins, his voice filled with excitement, “I want you all to know that I'm not just thrilled to be here, I'm downright ecstatic. I am wholly committed to this operation to remove my balls! I willingly give up my personal freedom because I genuinely believe I will be better able to serve you all without this constant distraction.”

He points to his raging erection and hangs his head with his hands behind his back. There's a pause, the room filled with a palpable sense of expectation. “I am here just to make you all happy, to fulfill the desires you have. I am ready to commit, to dive in headfirst, and to give you my balls!”

“Then let us begin!” I shout. I wave Jamie to the medical table he previously set up in the center of the room.

He hauls his naked form up on the table and puts his arms and legs to the sides. Gabby and I strap his wrists and ankles in, securing him tightly so he can’t mess up our operation by moving around.
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The Final Cut!


With Nurse Jillian standing by, I reach for one of the sterile knives under her care. I grab his testicles and pull them as far away from his pelvis as I possibly can. Jamie’s eyes go wide with terror.

I smile lovingly at him. I really do love any guy who lets me cut his nuts off, so I just let my true feelings beam through.

As the tension builds, Jamie stares at me and speaks, his voice barely a whisper. “Octavia, I'm... I'm scared,” he admits. I look down at him, not that surprised, and then I chuckle softly.

“Jamie,” I say, looking around at the women surrounding us, some of them gripping their popcorn tubs tightly. “You're here with all of my girlfriends, some of the best women I know. And you've agreed with me that it’s time for this procedure. Come on, show us all how brave you really are!“

Jamie licks his lips and nods at me. He’s ready.

With one fell swoop I slash my knife and cut his right testicle right off. 

Jamie's eyes widen in fear. He lets out a blood-curdling scream. I grab his hand tightly and reassures him, “It will be alright, Jamie! We're in this together!“

My girl Gabby holds up his bleeding ball triumphantly. “One to go,” she exults. The other ladies and some of the men are rubbing their crotches frantically, with several of the men sporting wet stains on their pants already. I catch Chubby’s eye and wink. His tentpole is still rigidly pushing out his shorts. I can tell he’s just about ready to blow his load.

In the midst of the heart-pounding moment, I can't help but squeal with delight. The adrenaline rushes through my veins as I am completely captivated by the thrilling scene unfolding in this special place, due to Jamie’s special sacrifice.

I look down at Jamie, his face pale under the red light. “Jamie,” I whisper, “Do you want to stop? You have one ball left”

He blinks at me, tears still clinging to his eyelashes, and shakes his head. “No, I can... I can take it.” He insists, voice shaky but firm. I study his face for a moment, recall the many cock and ball torture scenes we’ve done together, but this one…of course this one is the most painful yet. I squeeze his hand, looking him dead in the eye. “You're braver than you think, Jamie,” I tell him, my voice steady. “And I am incredibly proud of you.“

Just as I finish speaking, I raise my bloody knife. Gabby reaches over and interlaces her fingers with Jamie’s, giving him courage. Jamie's grip on our hands tightens, his breath hitching in his chest. I slash the knife down, severing his last ball.

He lets out another prolonged scream. This one goes on and on lick the howl of a wolf mixed with the squeal of a pig. I promptly grab his other hand, the terror evident in his wide eyes mirroring my own. The other girls lean forward, crying out as they cum wildly. The rest of the men do too. I catch Chubby’s eye and point my knife at him, mouthing the words, “You’re next.”

Jamie faints straight away. Jillian checks his pulse and gives me a thumbs up. He’s just passed out, not dead.

Now that I have severed the jewels I turn him over to Nurse Jillian who begins the tedious task of cauterizing his wound and stitching him up.  Thank heavens she is so incredibly thorough as she tends to him.  Soon he wakes up and stares down at lovely Jillian’s lovely cleavage as she mops up his wounds.

Of course, he cries in agony until she finishes but I lean over with My luscious cleavage and HOLD his TESTICLES up over My head and say, “YOUR family JEWELS are NOW MINE!  ALL MINE!!! I will dip these in bronze so that I can keep them on My Mantle and every day you serve Me you and I will walk over to My mantle and I will remind you that I was the MISTRESS who took your balls from you and forced you into BEING MY EUNUCH and servant for the rest of your natural born life. To which you will always thank me for relieving you of the heavy burden of being a man which you could not handle.  I now OWN your FAMILY JEWELS!“

The crowd goes wild with excitement at seeing Jamie finally free from his addiction!  I wonder what our next meeting should cover. Certainly lots of licking of feet!  I smile with delight as I hear clinking champagne glasses as everyone toasts Jamie's new found freedom from manhood and the party continues into the night.

[image: ]


If you like this book, you will love the sweet and scary Mistress Octavia Taylor, who can be found at the goddess mistress dot com or on Twitter @TGMtaylor.

P.S. Comments, feedback, and love/hate mail always welcome! You can contact me at goddessmistresstaylor@gmail.com
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