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This is a work of fiction. Do not attempt any activity described herein. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over the age of eighteen.


Introduction

So I was having lunch with a girlfriend of mine, who we will call Layna (because that’s her name). We were at this little café that we both love, sitting at a little table outside.

“What’s your favorite sexual activity?” Layna inquired during a conversation about my writing (because Layna asks questions like that).

“Having a guy go down on me,” I responded, and she interrupted.

“No, I mean, like, what’s your favorite sexual activity that isn’t actually sexual. Like, it doesn’t fit the definition of having sex,” she tried to clarify.

“Oh, you mean like, I don’t know, fetish, or kinky whatever?”

“Yeah, kinky whatever.”

“Oh. Well, then that would be ballbusting. Hands down.”

Now, Layna isn’t into that, and she doesn’t really understand it, but she is a good friend, and she doesn’t judge.

“OK, write about that.”

“I do write about that,” I protested. “I mean, a guy gets his balls busted in pretty much all of my books.”

“No, I mean, write about you. Write about what it feels like for you, and what your experiences are and all of that. I don’t know, write, like, a manifesto.”

“A ballbusting manifesto?” I reply, laughing. “That sounds kind of militant. I mean, it’s totally dominant, and it sounds cool, but I don’t know.”

“Oh, whatever, you don’t have to call it a manifesto. You can call it “I like to punch guys in the balls,” or “Kiss your nuts goodbye,” I mean, I’m sure you’ll come up with a title.”

At this point, I was laughing at a level of volume that was kind of embarrassing, because people started looking at us, but I couldn’t help it.

“These titles are brilliant, Layna!” I exclaim. “I should hire you to come up with titles for my books.”

She is laughing at herself now as well.

“OK, call it something better, but you get the idea.”

A few weeks later, with the idea percolating in the back of my mind, I began to write some notes, and decided that maybe I should write about my experience with ballbusting and my thoughts about the subject.

And so here we are. Now, there are some of you reading this, who, like me, have no idea what it feels like to get kicked in the balls, because you were born without them. Hello, welcome, you are my sisters, I see you, and I hope you enjoy my thoughts on this subject with which we share a fascination. And I hope that my thoughts on the subject give you some inspiration, or motivation, or clarification, or whatever it is that you are looking for.

But let’s turn our attention, shall we, to those in the audience who do, in fact, know what it feels like to be kicked in the balls. If you have a pair of balls between your legs, then, well, we all know why you are reading this. You have come to the realization that you should probably, no, definitely, get kicked in the balls. Which, personally, I think is hilarious. I mean, good for you, being man enough to admit it. That being said, there is absolutely no way that you are man enough to take it as hard as you probably deserve. I know because I have seen it. The look on a man’s face when he realizes he is going to get what he deserves, and he is going to get it good, and it’s going to be hard, well, I know this look. He gets scared. I love this look. It makes me wet. I can get off on this all day long. But until you are in that situation, you will never know if you could actually man up. You probably can’t. Which is OK, it’s fun to make a man beg. I can come listening to a man beg for me to stop punishing his balls.

But anyway, hands up if you have a pair of balls! Don’t be shy, there’s nothing to be worried about. Just because you are in an audience that has a number of women who are interested in ballbusting, there’s nothing to be scared of. Just kidding, you should be terrified.

But more importantly, you should be proud of yourself. If you are reading this book, and you have a pair of balls, then at the very least, you have come to the realization that you should probably (definitely) have your balls busted from time-to-time (all the time). And that just means that you are able to admit it to yourself, and I can appreciate that. I can’t imagine what it takes for a man to get to that point, but I have been on the receiving end of that process, and I can’t tell you what it’s like to have a man before you who has come to grips with the fact that he should submit to having his balls busted. Or rather, I can tell you what it’s like. That is the purpose of this book. I will do my best to tell you exactly what it is like, what I have experienced, and what I expect when I bring a man to his knees.


All About Me

Men are visual creatures, so perhaps you want an image in your mind. Ultimately, you should be thinking, obsessing, and fantasizing about the next woman who enters your life (or perhaps she is already in it), who will be personally administering what you deserve. But anyway, for those that are curious about such things, here’s a bit about me.

I have what I call dirty blond hair. It has, at times, been everything from platinum to black, but most often I leave it as it is. And it’s a mess. I tend to always look like I’ve been riding around in a convertible all day. I have permanent bedhead. A girlfriend of mine (oh my God, you know her! It’s Layna) calls it fuckhair, because she thinks it looks like I have just gotten out of bed after fucking all night (oh no, she knows my secret).

My eyes look sleepy. Boys have kindly referred to them as “bedroom eyes,” like I am all sultry and stuff, but I have always thought that they just make me look bored. They do give me a really good dominant look when I have my arms crossed, like I am impatient to see some fucking obedience, so there’s that. And hey, I am pretty cute. I am shameless in making that claim.

My body is fairly petite, but not tiny. I am on the bigger end of petite, maybe. I am 5’4,” but I like to wear heels. And I am not rail thin, because I do have hips. My boobs are pretty medium size, like a B or C cup depending. I will say that my nipples are, um, prominent. As in, even when I am wearing a bra underneath, there aren’t many situations where I can wear just a cotton T-shirt. That tends to look a bit obscene on me.

Because I am fairly petite, my hands are kind of small as well, but they aren’t tiny. My fingers are actually fairly strong, due in part to the fact that my dad had those hand grip strengthening devices (I don’t really know what they are called), and I was kind of obsessed with them when I was young. Not that my hands need to be that strong to handle a pair balls, which you already know if you have a pair. As I have learned, they’re pretty sensitive. While I am on the topic of my hands, I will add that I have heard a number of times that a cock looks huge in my hands. Maybe I tend to date guys with big hands, and mine just look smaller in comparison, or maybe it’s just the way that I place my hands on a dick, I don’t know.

My butt looks like what you would expect from a youth spent riding my bike pretty much everywhere, followed by a decades-long obsession with the Stairmaster. As in, that is about the only thing I use in the gym. My legs are nice, but they aren’t like super-glamorous, because I’m not that tall. But they’re in good shape, due in part to the above-mentioned physical activity. Lastly, my feet are the right size for my body, so they aren’t too big or too small. And as you might imagine, my feet are going to come up a number of times in this book (They are going to come up fast, with remarkable accuracy!).

Oh, what? You want to know about the part that I didn’t mention? Right. Well, suffice it to say that my pussy is fucking amazing. I wouldn’t be telling you that if I hadn’t heard it a few times before (all the time). And though the surrounding hair is trimmed (I am a lady, mind you), a boyfriend of mine once said that shaving it completely “would be criminal.” Now, that made me laugh, because I can’t imagine what law I would be in violation of. But I leave a nice, cute, bush of hair, and the cops can check it out if they need to, because I am in compliance.


Preferences

I have about one thousand little quirks associated with what I like and don’t like regarding men. That would take all day, so let’s narrow our focus.

I don’t actually have a set preference for body hair on a man. I appreciate the way that a man looks when he is completely shaved smooth, but I find that it completely depends on the man in question. Some guys look good with nice, well-trimmed hair, and some simply look better completely shaved. And then there are some guys who are really embarrassed by being completely shaved, in which case its required. At any rate, his balls are shaved clean. Without question, I want his balls made pretty for me, and his ass too. But I can go either way on him having well-groomed pubic hair.

As far as the size of a man’s dick is concerned, I would absolutely say that size matters, but probably not in the way that you might think. I am a fairly petite girl, as I have mentioned, so seven inches is pretty fucking huge. However, size matters to me because in spite of what is comfortable for sex, because it’s a lot of fun to see a guy with a truly gigantic cock. And if the guy has a big set of balls, well, there is something really amazing about planting my little foot between his legs, and crushing his big balls while his ginormous cock flies upward and slaps against his stomach. Alternatively, I have a deep affection for tiny dick. They can be so cute to look at and entertaining to pinch and flick, and teasing a guy about the size of his penis is, well, hilarious. I don’t have a lot of experience with this, but making a guy endure humiliation about his tiny penis while I bust his balls is more fun than it should be.

And since we are on the subject, I am going to state here that I love cock. I know it’s kind of off-topic, but I don’t care, because I want to talk about my love of cock. So deal with it.

I use the word “penis,” “dick,” and “cock” kind of interchangeably, but they do mean different things. “Penis” sounds diminutive, and so I love it, because humiliating men about something so personal is really entertaining. “Dick” is sort-of multi-purpose, and it works whether they are soft or hard, big or small. And “cock” is a term that is necessary to describe a truly, impressively, gigantic penis.

All of the various varieties are endlessly fascinating to me. The shaft, the veins, the thick, round, bulbous head with that adorable little slit in the end, just the thought of them makes me shiver. When I have a hard dick in my hand, I can momentarily forget that there is a guy attached to it, because I am so into the way that it feels under my fingertips. Which is surprising, because most of the time, all I’m thinking about is the guy attached to it, and his dick is just a handle, a joystick I’m using to manipulate what he is feeling.

Now, if you have one of these so-called dicks, you might be interested to know that the head is called the glans, which is not a great word, but the rim of the glans is called the corona, which is a great word, or at least it used to be before it began being repurposed to mean other things. The corona of the head of the cock is so fucking spectacular that it really should have its own word, and everyone keep your hands off it. The word, I mean. The thing itself, that beautiful, swerving, pronounced rim, that little shelf, so crimson and defiant, it needs hands on it. Hands sliding over it, exciting it, driving its owner out of his mind. Even better, a slick, wet, pair of lips endlessly caressing and sucking it in and out, bringing it to the edge of ecstasy and keeping it there.

Ahem. Where were we? Oh, right. Playing with a man’s penis while simultaneously busting his balls. Damn.


Hunting My Prey

I love the hunt. I can spot my victim from a mile away. I am an apex predator, and I love hunting my prey. I have learned to detect the tiniest signs, the subtlest indications, the subconscious tells. Men don’t even realize that they are giving off these obvious signals, these dead giveaways. I see them all the time. In the aisle of the grocery store, between the bookshelves in the library, along the bar at a nightclub, I see men who seem to have no idea that they might as well have a sign on their chest that reads, “Ballbusting victim.”

The thing is, although I love the hunt, and I love seeing a man who is entirely unsure of what I am about to do (all he is sure of is that he is in trouble), I also love going deep. And by that, I mean getting my hands on one man in particular, and finding the very edge of the metaphorical cliff with him. The cliff that drops off the edge of the territory where he is comfortable and sure of himself. The border that defines the difference between what he knows about himself, and what he has yet to learn. Then I like to push him off that cliff, and listen to the sweet, pretty sounds he makes all the way down. And then I come and collect him, picking him up from where he landed, lying crumpled into a heap. Then we go off and find another cliff, and I push him off of that. Have I mentioned that it’s fun to torture boys?

I actually have a tight, black, T-shirt that reads “I (heart) Torturing Boys” across my tits in big, white letters. So, hey, if my T-shirt says it, then it must be true. Also, I like to wear it, occasionally wearing nothing else aside from a pair of black, high-heeled shoes. I don’t know why I am mentioning this here, but I was reminded of it, and it’s a really impressive outfit, I think. And if I am wearing it, then I am definitely, actively involved in some boy torture.

There are so many ways to drive a man to the point where he thinks he might lose his mind, and most are really enjoyable. But without question, one of the most effective for me is to casually mention that I am a ballbuster. I can watch his eyes glaze over. It’s almost as if I can see his balls try to contract into his body. He begins to fidget, crossing his legs, not knowing what to do with his arms. He swallows hard, and he tries to look casual, but there are fine beads of sweat on his upper lip. He tries to avoid my direct gaze, which is why I laser-focus on him. If he dares to meet my stare, he will likely find himself feeling like he is paralyzed. Similar to the way that predators will immobilize their prey by mesmerizing them, terrifying them into submission. I do that. Ideally, we are in public, just hanging out at a beachside café, or in a crowded bar at night, and suddenly he feels like his head is spinning.

Oh no, be careful! You might fall down. Don’t worry, I will catch you! By the balls. I will catch you from falling by grabbing onto your balls. I’m just waiting for the right opportunity. Don’t worry, you’re just totally fucked right now. Because I’m a ballbuster, like I told you.

I almost always tell a man exactly what I am and at least give him an idea of what I am going to do. It’s so much better that way. He can sit and think about it, anticipate it, dwell upon it. He can experience a feeling of dread. That is sexy, I think, when a guy is experiencing a feeling of dread. A man is always more attractive when he is feeling vulnerable, in spite of how big and tough he might think he is.

I am an afficionado, an expert, at reading body language. I can see when a man is afraid of me, when he has respect for me, and when he wants to offer himself to me for whatever purpose I desire. I read all of these things, and I can see the subtle differences as he learns his place, as he submits to my will, and when he is being truthful, and authentic in how he offers himself to me. I love to see all of these things, but even more, I love to see the progression as he learns things about himself that he never realized. Often, I realize these things about him before he does, and I love to witness his gradual acceptance that he is profoundly subservient to me and willing to do anything I ask of him. And then, willing to do what I have yet to ask of him. Perfect.


Anticipation

The only thing I don’t like about landing my foot on a pair of balls is that the anticipation is over, for the moment. And the only thing I don’t like about anticipation is that it has to end, or it’s not really anticipation. Because anticipation is one of life’s more extreme pleasures.

When I have a man alone to myself, and he knows, or at least, has some idea of what is going to happen, he begins to fixate upon it. I can see it in his eyes. I can read it in his body language. And I want it to build, and build, like an enormously tall tower of plates and dishes, that remains precariously balanced, teetering, waiting for the moment that a quick, simple movement on my part causes it to crash to the floor, causing a miniature explosion.

The long, slow, tease is effective, but so is the intermittent tease, where he never gets a sense of when, or if, something is going to happen. Sometimes I like to pull the veil back on the whole process, and explain to him in precise detail what is going to happen. What makes this so devastating for him is that he wants to know, so that he can be prepared, but at the same time, he knows that the moment I say it, it is inevitable that it will happen, and there will be nothing that he can do to stop it.

The Ballbusting Erection

Something that I don’t see talked about much, is what I call the ballbusting erection. In conversation with men, it appears that guys aren’t even aware of it. It doesn’t happen with every guy, but I’ve seen quite a few men in this situation, and it does happen with most. What it is, is like a semi-hard-on, where the head of the dick is pretty much full-sized, or fully erect. It’s big, and thick, yet the shaft is still kind of semi-erect. When a guy is aware that he is going to get his balls busted, and he is taking off his pants, he is often in this in-between state. I think it’s that the guy’s balls are contracted, because they are scared of what is going to happen to them, so the balls sack is tight, and that contraction is keeping the shaft from getting fully hard right away. Also, he is both excited because he is going to be naked with a girl, but also terrified, because she is about to own his balls.

I have come to absolutely adore the sight of a ballbusting erection. It is simultaneously really embarrassing for the guy, and really revealing to me. It tells me that he is excited, and it tells me that he is scared, which are two things I love to see. Usually, a ballbusting erection will eventually become fully erect. I have always been fascinated with the fact that a man will have an erection while I am busting his balls. At first, it seemed crazy to me. Like, dude, do you not know what I am about to do to you? Why is your dick so hard? But I have come to appreciate it for what it is. I always love it when a guy gets hard for me, regardless of the reason. If nothing else, it makes his balls more exposed, which is convenient. But mentally, knowing that he is hard for me in spite of what I am about to do is really satisfying for me. I had to suppress the urge to laugh about it at first. Now I just openly laugh, because I don’t think I should attempt to restrain myself, and also, laughing just adds to his humiliation, which is a positive.


Humiliation

Here’s the thing about men. We all know that women love confident men. Men who are self-assured. And we hate arrogant, over-confident assholes. But here’s the thing. I don’t mind if a man is a little bit arrogant, or over-confidant, because that just means that he needs to be put in his place. He needs to be taken down a peg or two (or pegged, but that’s an entirely different book altogether). There is nothing quite like taking a man who is cute, smart, funny and nice and all that shit, but just a little bit too arrogant, and busting his balls. I mean absolutely wrecking him, until he’s on his knees and he’s not even trying to protect his balls because he’s afraid he’ll accidentally brush against them and they’re too sensitive for that, and watching him look up at you with this really meek, compliant attitude. That is so deeply satisfying, and it really is doing him a favor, because it helps keep him in check. Makes him maybe be a bit less arrogant, a little more respectful.

Clearly, I have a thing about dominating men. I don’t want them to be, as I see sometimes in femdom erotica, “lowly little worms,” or shit like that. Why would I want that? Now, I might use a term like that if it is effective in humiliating a particular man, but usually not. I would rather have a man who knows enough about himself to know what he has to offer, and what he is worth, and I like to have him deliver it into my hand, so I can see the look on his face when I crush it, mercilessly. Ideally, he is enough of a man to truly appreciate what it means to be completely humiliated, to be reduced to begging on his knees. Because that makes me wet.

There is something deeply romantic about watching a man go through this experience. He offers himself to you, he anticipates what might happen, but in the moment, as he contends with the actual sensation of having his balls busted, he wordlessly confesses something so primal, so elemental, something he wasn’t even aware of himself. And seeing him reveal this when he is so naked, so vulnerable, is exhilarating, and it’s addictive.

Without exception, every single guy has eventually come to thank me for busting his balls. Every single one. Sometimes it came years later, once they were man enough to admit it, first to themselves, and then to me. More often it occurred directly following, and occasionally it happened the very first time. But ultimately, and I credit myself for being talented enough to not just make his balls hurt, but make him realize that I have done him a favor in allowing him to experience his total emasculation. He realizes that he will be built up stronger than before, and will be better for it, and showing gratitude is the first step in that process.

Most men are (understandably) reluctant to have their balls busted. This does not particularly bother me. I actually get a lot of enjoyment out of talking a man into it. I can tell when a man is slowly giving in, and will eventually come to see it from my point of view (OK, he will never quite see it from my point of view, but at least he might see it as something inevitable, or unavoidable). I love working with that initial hesitation, breaking him down, and bringing him to an understanding that what I am proposing is truly in his best interest. I have seen men who were really reluctant, even to the point that they refused at first, begin this transition, and over time, come to deeply appreciate what I have helped them understand. It generally comes when they are on their knees, naked, busted, and likely crying. They look up at me, and I am standing over them looking absolutely victorious, probably laughing at having taken them down and owned them so completely. And they have this look of respect, and reverence, because I have just completely stripped and humiliated them, and they feel compelled to show their gratitude. Which is deeply gratifying for me to see.

Alternatively, there are men who are already on board, so to speak, and they require nothing more than mere suggestion. I have no idea why there are men who are willing, and even excited to have their balls busted, but I really appreciate the fact that they exist. That initial little hump to get over is so much more easily accomplished. Either way, reluctant or enthusiastic, we get to the same place. I do enjoy not having to work for it, and the way a man will begin trembling with a peculiar excitement as soon as I mention the fact that I am a ballbuster, even the way that he reacts to the word itself, lets me know is he is one of those guys that is just really excited and willing to offer himself to me. What he doesn’t know, is that while he may be excited, initially, his excitement just makes me bust his balls so much harder. He thinks it will be fun, inexplicably, and it will be, for me. But not for him.

It not something that I fully understand, as it has always been involuntary, but busting a guy’s balls has always made me laugh uncontrollably. As in the true meaning of the word “hilarious.” To begin with, and maybe it’s just my juvenile sense of humor, but I’ve always thought that seeing a guy get kicked in the balls is one of the funniest things ever. Growing up, I saw lots of images, or scenes on television, or even in real life, where I man is getting kicked, or punched, or he’s landing on a railing, and it always kind of made me laugh, though I wasn’t sure why. It wasn’t until I experienced it for myself, when I first intentionally kicked a boy between the legs, that I felt that amazingly powerful rush, and realized that I couldn’t stop laughing. I reasoned that it was due to the wound-up energy, the built-up anticipation that is finally released that compels me to laugh in response. So it is funny to begin with, and the tension of the moment causes a release, and then the thing that really makes it unstoppable is that obviously, it is really humiliating for the guy. This so puts me over the edge. Having just been owned by a girl, his balls having gotten what they had coming to them, and now he’s on his knees, naked and totally humiliated to begin with, and now I’m standing over him laughing at the whole thing. Like, laughing hard, and he probably thinks that I’m simply laughing at him at this point. Which I am, but it’s so much deeper than that. Because this is just one of the points in the journey, on the way to the place I am taking him to, where he feels totally humiliated and his balls hurt really bad. This is where he just needs to trust me, that it will be so worth it to him if he just stays in the moment, and feels every bit of this pain and humiliation. He should be very mindful of the fact that it is because of me, and that not only am I the cause of it, but I am laughing at the fact that he finds himself in this situation. This is one of the important moments for him to experience. Trust me. It’s worth it.


Methods

The technique I use to bust a guy’s balls is unique to the situation, to the guy I am with, and how I feel about any given situation. It can change based on my mood at any moment. Or how the guy reacts, or what I think will get the best reaction. Some men have certain fears about it that are fun to explore, to exploit, and there is a process involved in discovering all of that.

Now, I don’t actually think about any of this when I am in the moment. I just play with his balls, and I certainly don’t attempt to name anything I am doing. It just sort of comes naturally, without thinking about it. But for our purposes here, I will attempt to name each specific action so that I can establish an understanding of exactly what happens when I am doing whatever I want to do in the moment.

The Slow Squeeze

The first, and gentlest approach, is the slow squeeze. This is when you find out how a guy is going to react, in general. If I am dating someone new, and I don’t know yet how he is going to react to me and what I want to (eventually) do to his balls, I place my hands between his legs and wrap my fingers gently around his balls. Maybe we are just kissing, touching each other, feeling out the situation. I begin slowly squeezing his balls, kneading them, and I listen to his breathing. Does it quicken? Does his mouth open in a sharp inhalation? Or does he exhale forcefully? All of these sounds turn me on, because they let me know that I have him. He will be mine, and his balls will be mine. And I will have my way with them.

The Grab and Squeeze

If he reacts the way that I want when I slowly squeeze him, I release my grip, and then I grip him again, firmly. I guess this is almost a grab, which is where I would begin once I have established some ownership. Grabbing and squeezing his balls is pointedly more overt, more obvious, unlike the surreptitious slow squeeze. I deeply appreciate having an understanding with any man that I am with, such that I can just walk up to him and start by grabbing his balls while I kiss him. I find that my hand is restless, and I continually want to reposition and grab him over and over. Oh my God I love doing that. Not every guy is the same, but generally, I absolutely love the way that a pair of balls feels in my hand. They are so defenseless, so sensitive, and they allow me so much control.

The Pinch

Pinching each of his balls, one after the other, is one of the most basic games to play with a guy. When grabbing him and squeezing him, I am going to want to kiss him deeply, and passionately, but when I just want to play with him, I sit back and start pinching his balls. This can begin quite innocently, just giving him little tweaks, then escalate to where I take one of his balls between my thumb and forefinger and squeeze it until it pops out from between my fingers. This is delicious to watch, as the reaction to it is really pronounced. His eyes will suddenly be very wide, and he will gasp, or moan in that disarmingly attractive way that men do.

The Flick

Flicking him on the balls is similar. I draw my middle finger back with my thumb, nice and hard, then bring it between his legs and position it, lining it up with whichever ball I want to target. Throughout these little games, I maintain eye contact, excepting, of course, when I am aiming. I release my middle finger, which makes a little “flick!” sound when it lands. Again, the expression on a guy’s face when I do this is adorable. Watching a man’s naked hips squirm while I am teasing him turns me on to no end.

At some point, I transition to a two-handed technique. This is because, one, I want both of my hands on him, two, I want to isolate his balls and hold them in place for what I am going to do next. I cup his balls and pull them toward me, wrapping my thumb and forefinger around his ball sack above his balls, right below his dick, and use my other hand to begin teasing him in a more, shall we say, aggressive manner. Pinching, tweaking and flicking all have a greater impact once I have his balls in position, cradled in my left hand. And then come the slaps.

The Slap

Beginning by stroking the silky, soft, surface of his skin, feeling the roundness, and the valley between his twin testes, I study the look on his face. I bring my hand back for a little play slap, and watch as he registers what is coming next. A session of slapping him across the balls makes my hips start to gyrate, because it turns me on. It starts to hurt for real now, and his attitude adjusts to the new reality. This is when he realizes that he is in for it. If he felt some butterflies in his stomach when he learned that I am a ballbuster, now he is straight-up scared. I slap his balls methodically, continually adjusting the direction of approach, and making each slap a bit more pronounced by increasing the distance between where I begin and where I end, flicking my wrist a little more at the moment of impact, and moving from just the tips of my fingers to using the flat of my palm.

At this point, his skin is taking on a lovely pinkish-red hue. This is deliriously attractive on a man. Bringing a nice blush to his ball sack is a reward unto itself. I might just decide to fuck him at this point, since I am definitely going to be really turned on.

The Punch

The next step in succession toward the full ballbusting experience is to punch him in the balls. I don’t hate this, but it is not my favorite. While it definitely has the power sufficient to make a guy scream in pain, curl up in a fetal position and even start to cry, it doesn’t have the same level of intimacy that I love. For one, the contact is to the back of my hand, which denies me the direct touch that the previous methods afford. And it kind of escalates too quickly, if that makes sense. I mean, there’s no point in punching a guy in the balls unless you are really going to do it, and put your arm into it. And so he can end up being put over the top before I’ve really gotten a chance to fully enjoy the process as much as I like to.


The Knee

Much harder, of course, but so personal, and so intimate, that I feel that it’s by far the most romantic of any technique, is the knee to the balls. I love this so much, and I take my time with it, because every little bit of it makes me wet. This is only accomplished in very close contact, and I feel that it shows a guy that I really mean it. I really do care about making him ache in a way that he will credit solely to me, like a love letter that I have written to him and signed it by stamping my name across his balls.

With a guy in the standing position, with his arms up and his hands behind his head, preferably up against the wall, I place my hands on his neck. This is generally after I have been making out with him, caressing his body, feeling his arms, his chest, his shoulders, then slipping my hands around the back of his neck. I am breathing heavily, my pupils are dilated, my hips move about because this turns me on so much that I kind of start dancing. I tend to bite my lower lip when I am really turned on. I might begin testing my position by slowly bringing my knee up between his legs, pressing gently against his balls, then repeating this. Of course, if he didn’t know already, he now knows exactly what is coming, which can make it so much better. The anticipation is what I am getting off on at this point. I try to draw it out as much as possible to really savor the terror he is experiencing. And I love it when he is really projecting what he is feeling at this moment, when I can really tell how frightened he is of me.

In spite of the fact that I love the anticipation, depending on the circumstances, I might just slam my knee into his balls with no warning whatsoever. Both approaches have their rewards, and ultimately, they both end the same way. Almost invariably, he is on his knees, and I am so turned on that I am about to come.

The Kick

As far as all the various methods go, nothing tops the fireworks of a kick in the balls. It’s the grand motherfucker of ballbusting, the undisputed queen of the kingdom. It must be respected, and it must be obeyed. You see it coming, and you know you can’t stop it. It will have its way with you, it will force you into submission, and it will put you on your knees, as it teaches you a new level of respect.

What I like most about the kick is the length of time a guy has to think about it. Regardless of the length of time I have played with him, allowing his anticipation to build, inevitably I take a step forward and swing my leg forward toward his balls. I have heard men describe this moment, and they all say the same thing: time slows down. For me, it’s pretty quick, just a step and a kick, a crunch and a drop. But apparently, it’s not the same for the boys. They describe the moment I begin to step forward, and the sudden acceleration of my movement, as setting their awareness at such a finely tuned level that things begin to move in slow motion. They see my foot leave the floor, swinging backward at the knee for just a moment before rocketing forward, flying upward between their legs. I have heard the muscles in my thighs described in breathtaking detail all from an observation made in this fleeting moment. And at least one time, when I was wearing a very short, summer dress with nothing underneath, the guy watched as the hem of my dress flew upward from the movement of my leg and he said that he felt that it was at least a minute while he could see my naked pussy while my foot was pile-driving into his balls. It almost makes me sad that I don’t experience it that way, but then, that’s what the slow-motion function in video is for. It definitely not the same, but shooting video while I kick a man in the balls and watching it in slow-motion later is pretty fantastic. You get to enjoy all of those moments that just go by in a rush in real time.

Footwear

Wearing a pair of boots, or high-heeled shoes, or even a cute pair of sneakers is OK, and there are reasons for all of these things, but in general, nothing is as good (as far as I’m concerned) as skin-on-skin contact. I want to feel, in my hands, across my knee, on the top of my foot, or under my heel, the silky soft skin of the guy whose balls I am busting. Nothing can match the feeling of intimacy provided by direct contact. I want to make it personal, so that the guy knows that this is a gift from me for him to experience, and I want him to feel the surface of my bare skin against his body. I don’t want anything to come between us, to dampen the effect. And I want to be able to feel each millisecond, and every bit of his reaction as I crush him.

Using an Implement

As I mentioned, skin-on-skin contact is really important to me. That being said, the occasional use of an object, and implement, is useful. For one, I might be primarily doing something else, like using a wooden paddle to turn his butt fire-red. There is something so incredibly adorable about the sight of a naked boy with a well-spanked ass. But then, since I already have this paddle in my hand, why not bring it up between his legs? This makes for a very rapid attitude adjustment. If he thought he was being dominated by having his ass seared with the paddle, he now is confronted with what it could do to his balls. Checkmate.

A flogger is nice, mostly because it can be kind of random. He never quite knows how the tails of the flogger are going to lick his balls, or wrap around them at the moment of impact.

I have had, for as long as I can remember, a ruler that I think my grandfather had used when he was alive. Like a lot of things that are old, since they didn’t have plastic back then, it is made of a really heavy hardwood. It was, apparently, cut down from what would have been a yardstick which probably broke (which is kind of improbable because it is a really durable object). Therefore, it is an unusual length of sixteen inches. At some point, when I first had an opportunity to measure a dick, I used this ruler. I kind of have a fascination with measuring dicks. Again, size matters, but not whether it’s big or small, but rather, what is the exact measurement? Is it big, or small, or average? Because I want to know. And when I talk to a guy about his dick, I like to have the exact measurement in mind.

When I first measured my boyfriend with this ruler, since I already had it between his legs, I started tapping it along the side of his dick. It made a nice sound, and I liked how alarmed my boyfriend looked when I did it. I slapped it hard across the head of his cock, which got a nice reaction, so clearly, the next step was to slap his balls with it. So the ruler became this multi-purpose tool to measure and punish, which is pretty perfect.

Devices/Restraints

This is a topic that is close to my heart. The first time I entered an adult bookstore/sex shop, out of curiosity, I was lucky in that it was a really good adult bookstore/sex shop. As in, it had really high-quality stuff, rather than the super-cheap, use-it-once-and-throw-it-away novelty crap that some stores sell. I was fascinated with all of the things that people were planning to do to each other, as evidenced by the things one could buy to do them. I ended up buying a cock-and-ball-harness, because it had an attachment for a leash, and I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more than to have my boyfriend’s balls on a leash. C’mere, boy! You wanna go for a walk? It had a leather strap that fit around the base of his penis, attached to another strap that fit around his balls, with a third strap that went between his balls, so that they were isolated one to each side. That third strap is where the attachment for the leash was. It was brilliant.

I tried it on my boyfriend a few days later, and it looked really good on him. Each of the straps could be adjusted for tightness, which was really clever on the part of whomever had made it. And by putting it on when he was soft, I could make it fit so that when he got hard, the whole thing would get tighter. His balls looked spectacular bound in leather, and having them on one end of a leash was just perfect.

The sex shop also had a device I had never seen before, and it led to my love affair with “the humbler.” This is two pieces of a hardwood like maple or oak, sculpted into a shape such that each piece clamps down around the top of the ball sack on the back of the thighs. The two pieces can be locked in place, and they not only pull the balls down between the legs, they make it impossible for the guy to fully stand up. I think that if you own a pair of balls, then you should also own a humbler. And if you are a woman, and you own a man’s balls, then you should also own a humbler.

The style that I like most is the kind that I had a boyfriend make for me. It’s just two thick, straight, wooden dowel rods, with holes drilled at each end for a metal pin to connect them and a padlock. Locking the padlock is my favorite part. So is watching him crawl when he is wearing it. So is making him try to stand up. And now that I’ve said all of that, no, my favorite part is busting his balls when he is wearing the humbler. They are isolated and forced into a really vulnerable position, which is how I like them to be.

Another device that I should mention is the ball crusher. Don’t let the name fool you, its worse than it sounds. If you have balls, that is. If you don’t, then it’s more fun than it sounds. There are a lot of different devices that all achieve the same thing. As I mentioned to a boyfriend who accompanied me to a sex shop one day, “If balls weren’t meant to be tortured, then why would they have all of these devices?” The central attribute of the ball crusher is a screw-type device, which allows the user to adjust the degree to which a guy’s balls get crushed between two opposing parts. Ideally, the pressure can be controlled really gradually, because the most entertaining part of it is slowly turning the screw, making it tighter and tighter. I enjoy playing the game of “Which direction should I turn the screw?”

The last device I will mention is the spiked metal cock and ball cage. It is made of high-quality surgical steel, and the two parts fit neatly together around both the cock and balls. The spikes can be traded out (dull/sharp), and adjusted in length (beginner/advanced). Mine closes with a screw that takes an Allen key. This part amuses me. Hi, naked boy, you don’t happen to have an Allen key on you, do you? No? Because I do, so I guess you’ll be wearing this until I feel like taking it off.

The first time I used this device, I had my boyfriend tied to a chair. First, I showed it to him, and the look on his face was adorable. He looked so naked, and so scared, that it made me wet. I put it on him when he wasn’t hard (this is what makes it good), and then I slowly slid my panties off in front of him. Then I started playing with my pussy right in front of his face. He wanted to watch, but watching made him hard, and as he got hard, the spikes did their job. I couldn’t help but laugh at the fact that I’d never seen him get as hard as he was then, at the exact point in time when getting hard would be the thing that would torture him. I knelt down in front of him, really amazed at the size and intensity of his erection. I watched the look on his face as I got close enough that he could feel the heat of my breath on the head of his cock. I slowly extended the tip of my tongue, and when I touched him, he started to come. I held his cock on my tongue as he came in my mouth, and I could see that it was painful and pleasurable in equal measure. And that wins for least amount of work I’ve had to do to make a guy come.

The bottom line is that no matter the method, what is important is that I am enjoying myself, and that the guy learns his lesson. Whatever it takes to bring him to the point where he recognizes that he’s been busted by a girl, and I have owned him, and humiliated him in a way that he cannot deny, it’s worth it no matter how we got there.


Positions

While the method of busting his balls is entirely up to me, and is what I bring to the table, the position he is in (which is also entirely up to me) is what he has to offer.

Standing

The position I think about most is standing, legs spread a bit wider than shoulder-width, arms up, and fingers interlaced behind the head. I love the sight of a man in this position, at attention, naked, and slightly terrified of what I am about to do to him. Approximately 99 per cent of the time he spends in this position will be spent with me toying with him, teasing him, kissing him, and otherwise just enjoying the anticipation as it builds. The look on his face as I touch him, caress him, grip his balls firmly, and play with his dick is priceless. My motivations shift between kissing him, biting and raking my nails across his tender skin, and wanting to watch him drop to his knees. I generally don’t make up my mind about what I am going to do, so that even I am unsure of what is going to happen next. When I stand close to him, he is on edge because my knee might, at any moment, suddenly smash into his balls, and when I step back to observe him, he becomes very attuned to what my feet are about to do. And my hands on his body put him on edge as well, since a gentle caress can become a full-handed slap at any moment.


Kneeling

While a guy usually ends up on his knees at some point, it can be really adorable to see him begin in that position. I feel that it shows respect, although I do miss the fun of seeing him drop to his knees involuntarily. The way that I approach him is altered as well, as my target is in an entirely different place. As opposed to standing, where I am aiming at the top of the swing of my leg, or the upward height of my knee, I am now going to aim for a few inches off the floor.

Kneeling Back

Kneeling back is similar, but oh-so-nice. I have him lean back, placing his hands on the floor behind him, and spread his knees wide. He should have his hips rotated forward, like he is offering his balls to be beaten (which he is). This is a really attractive pose as long as the guy has enough confidence to really put himself out there, and the entirety of his pose shows off his commitment, and a willingness to surrender control to me.

I do enjoy sitting in a chair, or on the couch, and having him kneel before me. To make things easier, I extend my leg to where it is comfortable for me, and then have him kneel so that his balls are pressed against my foot. This puts him in the right frame of mind almost immediately. I find that I can expect a really sweet, submissive and obedient man when he knows that I have placed him precisely where it’s convenient for me to give him a swift little kick.


Presenting

A deliriously sexy, and really beautiful position is one that I refer to as “presenting.” This is, essentially, when I have a man on his knees and elbows, his palms flat upon the floor, his knees slightly wider than shoulder-width, and a lovely arch to his back. His face is just inches from the floor and his hips are rotated so that his ass up in the air. This effectively presents his balls to me, and it does so with his body in a genuflecting position. I love this so much, the only down-side is that I can’t see the look on his face when he gets his balls pounded. So the trade-off depends upon him really nailing this pose, and showing me how accepting he is of his place. He also needs to be able to hold this pose for a long period of time, because if I can’t see the expression on his face, then I am going to need to see the attitude projected by his body.

Tied Up

Regardless of the position I have him in, there remains the question of whether I have him tied up or not. Lucky for me, I’m the kind of girl who doesn’t have to choose, because there are things that work for me either way. And over the course of an evening, it may even be both.

When I meet a guy, the first hurdle is when he learns that I am a ballbuster. There is a level of fear, of unknowing what he will have to contend with. And then, the realization will come that we aren’t just talking about a few little play slaps, or something like that. I like to go hard. He is in for it. I’m for real. And then, he needs to deal with all of his insecurities, like is he really man enough to offer me the submission I require? Can he voluntarily maintain the position, knowing what I am going to do to him? Or even better, not quite knowing what I might do, since it’s up to me, and I won’t necessarily warn him when I’m in that kind of mood. He’ll need to figure that out for himself. And it is at this point that the fact that he isn’t tied up will almost be a form of torture for him. I will expect him to be able to remain as I have positioned him, or assume the position from memory, and he will be left to overcome his fear. His reward will be the pride he can feel for having mastered his own body, and assigned its use to me. And his reward will also be my estimation of him. Did he cry like a little bitch? That’s OK, that can be really satisfying to observe. But did he flinch? Oh, fuck you, you get two for flinching. You have to learn to remain still. When a man is unable to remain in place without moving, I have a hard time not losing my patience. I can get mad. And that’s generally not good.

When a man has shown me that he is able to offer himself to me, and takes what he’s got coming without trying to wriggle out of it, I start considering tying him up, because that is a whole new level to appreciate. Mentally, though he has shown me that he knows his place, the fact that he is now unable to defy me, and has no choice but to endure whatever I am in the mood to do to him, is profoundly satisfying. And once he has experienced what happens when I get a man tied up, and he knows just how terrifying a proposition that is, the next time he offers his hands for bondage is even more rewarding for him.

The bottom line for me, however, is that I just love the way a man looks when he is naked and tied up in about a hundred different ways. So I tend to focus on the process that any individual man is going through to determine how I should approach the question of whether I should have him tied up for me or not. As I mentioned, it’s a good thing that I love both, and appreciate either one for different reasons.


The First Time

The first time I learned what it felt like to kick a boy between the legs, I was actually pretty young (For the purposes of this book, I will say that I was eighteen). It was one of those hot, summer nights, and all the kids in the neighborhood were out and about, playing games, screaming our heads off.

One night in particular, I ended up alone with Josh and Dylan. Josh, I didn’t care about, but Dylan was really cute, and I had a crush on him. I don’t know what got into me, but I suddenly announced that I was going to kick them both between the legs. I suppose it just seemed like a fun game, and proposing it was effective, because both Josh and Dylan took off running. So I chased them. We wound our way around through the backyards, and though I almost cornered each of them at different points, they always seemed to find a way to escape. The more I chased them, the more I actually wanted to capture one of them and have my way. Finally, however, I ended up frustrated, so I went home for the night. They called out to me, like they were up for continuing the game, but I replied, not unless you are tied up and you can’t get away. Weirdly enough, I realized that I meant it, I really did want them tied up. Well, I wanted Dylan that way. I was already kind of obsessed with the idea of having a boy tied up.

A few days later, having mostly put the event of that evening in the back of my mind, I was surprised when Dylan came up to me and handed me a piece of paper that had been neatly folded up into a small square.

“Read this when you are alone,” he said, not making eye contact, and then rode away on his bike.

I was unbelievably turned on by the whole thing. The nervous energy that he was putting off, the fact that he handed me a note, clearly hand-written, and the note itself, so neatly folded, as though some really secret information was printed on it. I quickly got myself to the privacy of my bedroom, where I carefully unfolded the note, and read it:

Dear Ava,

I want to apologize for the other night. Josh and I were acting really childish, and though I can’t speak for Josh, I am embarrassed to have acted like that. I hope that you will forgive me, and I will do anything you want to make it up to you.

Sincerely,

Dylan

My hands were shaking as I read this a few more times. Was he saying what I was thinking he was saying? Could that possibly be? I read the line “… I will do anything you want …” over and over, because at that point in my life, that was the most romantic thing I had ever read. But what was “anything” I want? And could I really do anything I want?

A few days after that, I had Dylan over to my house. The basement of my house was always a place where I could have some degree of privacy, since it was mostly an unfinished space, with storage shelves and old stuff, and little reason to be down there. So I took Dylan down to the basement. It was summer, so we had shorts and T-shirts on, and we had a “no shoes” policy in the house, so we both had bare feet.

He was nervous, and he had this scared look on his face, but it occurred to me that I liked that look. It was really attractive on a boy, I thought. I asked him what it meant that he wrote that he would do anything I want, and he shrugged his shoulders.

“Anything, I guess,” he mumbled.

His fear, and his anxiousness gave me a feeling that I was in control, which I liked. I squared up on him and stared directly at him. He was too nervous to make eye contact, but that didn’t stop me.

“Stand up against the wall and spread your legs,” I said, and I surprised myself by saying it without faltering.

Dylan hemmed and hawed, hesitating, and I actually didn’t mind the fact that he was openly procrastinating. In fact, it made it better. He’s scared, I thought to myself. He knows what’s coming, and he is making a futile attempt to avoid the inevitable by putting it off. But he eventually came to accept that his fate had been sealed the moment he entered my basement.

He stood against the wall, and spread his legs apart. I watched him do it, and I could feel the heat of my body intensifying. My face was warm, and my stomach was churning. I was worried that he would attempt to protect himself, so I told him to put his arms up, with his hands behind his head. I suppose that I was copying the way that the police would have men pose when they were apprehended. At any rate, he did assume this pose, and it instantly struck me that this was, perhaps, the most attractive pose I could imagine.

Dylan stood motionless, against the wall, with his legs spread and his hands behind his head, and he waited. At this point, he might have thought that I was procrastinating, but I wasn’t. I was enjoying it. I was savoring every last delicious moment of anticipation. I kind of didn’t want this part of it to end. I knew what was coming, he knew what was coming, and perhaps more importantly, he knew there was no way for him to stop it. And every second that ticked by brought him closer to the thing he was most afraid of. What began to dawn on me as this anticipation grew, was that I was in complete control of everything. I controlled when it was going to happen, and he had no other option but to wait. He was in a predicament, as well. He certainly wasn’t going to tell me to hurry up, to get on with it. And so we both stood there, locked in this stand-off.

I suppose that since I had never done this before, I might have wanted to work out how far it was from where I was standing to where he was. But I didn’t think that far ahead. Instead, I just took a step forward, and swung my leg up between his, and as luck would have it, nailed him directly in the balls with my bare foot. That alone caused this rush of sensation which was more powerful and unlike anything I had felt before. And then Dylan crumpled to the floor, landing on his knees, and I had a second sensation, different from, and maybe even stronger than the first. And then a third, overwhelming sensation hit me, which was a compulsion to laugh. I had never experienced anything like it, and it was both the fact that it was funny to me, and also that I felt this incredible release of tension. I laughed, uncontrollably, and I took in the sight of Dylan on his knees from the pain of having his balls pounded by my bare foot. And I was hooked.

I stopped laughing long enough to say, “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to kick you so hard,” and a lot of things like that, but I was aware that I didn’t really mean it. I think he knew I didn’t mean in either, it was really just an excuse for him to say, “No, that’s OK, you had every right,” and a lot of things like that. When I helped him up onto his feet, I kissed him, which is when I discovered that kissing a boy whose balls you just wrecked is so much hotter than regular kissing. And moments later, he was up the stairs and out of the house, leaving me to wonder about all that had just happened.

As it would turn out, I would have another chance at Dylan, and another after that. The second time was very much like the first, except that now we both knew how it was going to go. But this didn’t diminish it, it actually heightened it. He was more afraid, and I was more excited, so I prolonged the build-up, the anticipation even more. And he made a slightly different sound than the first time, which intrigued me, since I absolutely loved the sound he made, so I really focused on it. When I asked him later, while we were kissing, he blushed furiously. He hesitated, like he didn’t want to tell me, so I had to pry it out of him.

“When you kicked me,” he revealed at last, “you not only got my balls, but … you got the tip of my penis as well.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at this amazing piece of information. I kissed him, then asked him to describe what it felt like. He had no words for it, and I couldn’t help but think that I was kind of frustrated that I couldn’t have seen it happen.

I found myself obsessing over this in a way that I couldn’t have anticipated. He had a penis, a mysterious and elusive property I could only imagine at that point, and at the very moment my foot made contact with his balls, I had unknowingly pressed my foot against the very tip of it. This thought whirled around my brain, unable to let it go.

The last time was bittersweet. At the end of that summer, his family packed up to move, because his father had taken a job in another state, or something like that, and so he was going to be gone from my life. It was devastating, as I felt that we had only just begun to explore what we had together.

The day before they moved, he came over to see me one last time. He looked miserable, and his face looked like he had been crying. It broke my little heart. We talked, and we kissed, and held each other close, promising to write to each other, to stay in contact, since at that point, we were certain that we would end up married one day.

When the inevitable had become unavoidable, and he had only a short time left with me, he suddenly got this look on his face. It was a curious expression, as it had every emotion in it simultaneously. He looked like he might be sick, he might be in love, he definitely adored me, and he was terrified all at the same time. He had bare feet as always, standing in the basement of my house, and a T-shirt and a pair of shorts. He looked at me, a totally unique look of fear on his face, as he placed his hands on the waistband of his shorts and slowly started to pull them downward. I stared, my eyes wide, looking back and forth from what he was doing to the expression on his face. I took a step back to watch as he stepped out of his shorts, then returned to a standing position and placed his hands on the waistband of his underwear. I sucked in air, and my throat felt dry. I could hardly believe what I was seeing, and I didn’t want to miss a moment of it. He repeated the action from before, sliding his underwear down his legs and stepping out of them. Then he returned to a standing position, and came to rest, watching me closely as I observed him half-naked. He had what I would come to refer to as a ballbusting erection, and I thought his penis looked huge. It was an exhilarating feeling. It instilled in me a bravery that led me to demand more.

“Take off your shirt,” I said in a whisper.

He didn’t even hesitate. He simply placed his hands on the hem of his shirt, pulled it up over his head, and he was completely naked. I stepped forward and kissed him, and I could feel his penis pressing firmly against my belly. It was amazing. I took a step back. Our eyes were locked, as we silently communicated to each other our thoughts about what was going to happen. Without prompting, he raised his arms and placed his hands behind his head. The look of fear on his face that I had come to love so much was more pronounced. I could almost taste it. I was enthralled with this new sensation of extraordinary power that I had over him, but I was touched as well by how willingly he placed himself into my hands. How he seemed to be confessing to me that he recognized that I had this power and that he wanted me to have it. He was surrendering. He was willingly, purposefully surrendering to me, and he was doing it naked. I hadn’t even gotten to the thought that I would, for the first time, see what I was doing. I was going to be able to watch what happened when my foot made contact. I was going to witness the moment of impact, and observe the entirety of his body react. This would become a defining moment. I would savor this memory, and revisit it for many, many years.

I took a step forward and kicked him in the balls, my bare foot feeling the impact, feeling his balls being crushed between the top of my foot and his body. I could see his erect penis bounce. I watched as he fell to his knees, and I stepped back, laughing victoriously, feeling the intense rush that I had felt before, but more pronounced, more meaningful now that he was naked. I tried to soak up every moment, drinking in the sight of him kneeling in pain, still erect, and so exposed in every way.

He slowly got to his feet, and then something even more remarkable happened. He looked into my eyes, deeply, and I could see the reverence and respect and adoration that he had for me. Without saying anything, he raised his arms again and placed his hands behind his head. I had never seen anything so beautiful. Watching him surrender to me again, placing himself in position for me was heartbreaking in its fearlessness and bravery. And it wasn’t as though he was unafraid, I could tell that he was terrified to do what he was doing, but he was doing it for me. And so I took my time. I looked him up and down, slowly. I stared at his erect penis. I stared at his balls. Those are mine, I thought to myself. He is offering them to me. What a magnificent gift, I thought, because he knows what I am going to do to them.

I was about to kick him in the balls again, when something made me stop, and approach him. I wanted to touch him, so I placed my hands on his chest. I could feel the heat rising off of his body. I kissed him, and I placed my hands on his shoulders, then around his neck. I held him close to me. Then, I rammed my knee into his balls. I could feel his balls take the impact as my knee slammed into them. It surprised him, and it was effective. He dropped to his knees as before, and I took a step back, laughing, as before, but the look of wonder on his face, like he couldn’t have imagined having an even deeper respect for me, was new.

I kissed him one last time, and then he put his clothes back on and he was gone. As it would turn out, I never saw Dylan again, but I will never forget him. The image that I have of him, on his knees in the basement, naked and ballbusted, will always be somewhere in the back of my mind. I know that I taught him a lesson, but he taught me something as well. For one, and this was perhaps the most important part, before he left, in fact, before he put his clothes back on, he thanked me. This was unexpected, and it really got to me. Hearing him confess to me that he was grateful, and having the presence of mind to express that was impressive.

Thanking me for busting his balls is one of the most beautiful, thoughtful things a guy can do. I love hearing it. And hearing it for the first time was a bit overwhelming, but since then, almost every guy will come to thank me at some point.

And then one more thing. I would never have a guy be anything but completely naked after that last time with Dylan. Because that was perfect.


My First Boyfriend

My first boyfriend was a boy named Daniel (still eighteen!). I was kind of nervous about the things that I was realizing about myself. I didn’t think that there was going to be the possibility that this was going to be anything other than a “vanilla” relationship, which was OK with me at the time. Daniel was cute, and sweet, and nice, and he cared about me, and everything was all fucking rainbows. But the thing that makes me the way that I am could only be restrained for so long.

We lived in the same neighborhood, so we would go for walks at night, sometimes, and end up in different places, just talking and stuff. We would make out, touching each other kind of innocently while we kissed, but nothing more than that. However. One night we were sitting on a picnic table in the park. It was dark, the place was empty, and peaceful, and when I leaned over to kiss him, my hand ended up on his thigh. It seemed harmless at first, but I leaned into it, making sure that he knew it wasn’t unintentional. And then my hand began sliding upward, toward him, my fingers on his inner thigh. Suddenly I felt something that wasn’t his leg, and it was extending outward from between his legs, and it was hard. And he was clearly, extremely receptive to me touching him there. And I was equally interested in, well, really just full-on molesting him, but as I began to get more excited, something else was competing for my attention. I wanted to place my hand farther up between his legs. So I did. And when I could feel the base of his dick, I slid my hand downward until it was resting against his balls. He didn’t object, so I began to gently massage him there. And the thing is, he may have been less interested at this point, but I might not have noticed, because I was getting more and more turned on by what I could feel might be possible with Daniel, and he was still really hard, which I knew because I could feel it against the inside of my wrist, so without warning, my hand clamped down, squeezing his balls tightly in my grip. I was kissing him, and I was so aroused, that it surprised me when he yelped in pain with his lips still against mine. This was a bit of a shock to me, but Daniel was apparently even more shocked by what I had just done, and as soon as I released him from my grip, he leapt up off of the picnic table and took a few steps back.

“What was that?!” he exclaimed.

Calm down, I thought to myself. I can do a lot worse than that.

“Oh my God, I am so sorry, I, uh, didn’t realize …”

“Didn’t realize? Didn’t realize what? That I’m really sensitive there?”

I totally knew you were really sensitive there, Daniel. That’s why I did it.

“No, I mean, I’m sorry, I just got excited, and didn’t know what I was doing!”

“You clearly didn’t know what you were doing!” Daniel yelled.

Totally knew what I was doing, Daniel. Come back, I can show you more of what I know how to do.

But unfortunately, Daniel didn’t come back. Instead he left, and then didn’t even have the maturity to actually break up with me. So he just avoided me until I got the picture. Even better (worse), he then apparently told a friend of his about what happened, who told a friend, who told a friend. And so the story got out that I was a ballbuster. Which is fucking hilarious, because, yeah. Nailed it. But what that meant was that any of the boys who might have wanted to date me would have to endure being made fun of by all the other boys in school, because he would be dating a girl who was known to be a ballbuster. Super.


My Second Boyfriend

James was the coolest boy I had ever met. He was well-built, he was good-looking (almost disturbingly so), and even though he was the “new kid,” having recently relocated with his family, he immediately had the attention of all of the girls (and some boys). I didn’t really pursue him, instead I just hung out and talked to him whenever the opportunity arose. And what struck me right away was that he was way more interesting that any other guy I knew. He actually had thoughts about stuff. He listened and he asked questions. He was interested in everything. And at some point, it became clear that he was interested in me.

He had this little convertible MG, and he took me for a ride in it one evening. It was just around sunset, so the sky was a fantastical orange and pink color. We were driving on this long, winding, tree-lined road, that was situated between the lake and a large woodland area. It was kind of romantic. Except for the part where I realized that when you’re riding in a car that small, your feet are basically in the engine, so the footwell is basically like a little oven. My feet were really hot, my hair was whipping around my face, and the little engine was kind of loud. Other than that, like I said, it was kind of romantic.

Things had progressed to the point that I was really starting to like this guy, and it was more than just a flirtatious, infatuated sort of way. I had begun to develop real feelings about him, and I wanted a relationship with him. I looked over at him, and he glanced at me, but otherwise he kept his eyes on the road. He smiled, and I sat there for a moment just admiring his profile. I was nervous, as I had something I wanted to say to him, and I didn’t know what his reaction was going to be. But I thought it was better to lay all my cards on the table at the risk of him backing away, rather than going any further with him and having him break my heart. I guess I needed to know if he could accept me the way I am.

“I need to tell you something, and you might not like it,” I mustered the courage to say.

He glanced over at me again, a look of mild concern on his face, but then he shook it off.

“What is it?” he asked, in a way that sounded reassuring.

“Well, there is a rumor about me, I don’t know if you have heard it,” I began, approaching the subject cautiously.

“I tend not to listen to rumors,” he replied. “I take people as they present themselves to be, not what others might say about them.”

I didn’t know if this was good or bad, but then he was taking me out for a drive in his car, so whatever he might have heard hadn’t dissuaded him.

“Well, this particular rumor has some truth to it,” I continued, hesitantly. “There are guys who have decided to steer clear of me because of it.”

“That would be a mistake on their part, I think,” he stated, and flashed his brilliant smile at me.

The wind was whipping tendrils of hair all about my face, despite my futile efforts to tuck the strands of hair behind my ear. Finally, I decided to just take the plunge.

“I’m a ballbuster,” I said, and braced myself for his response.

He paused, considering what I had said, and it seemed like a long time before he said anything.

“I know,” he said at last.

If you’ve ever seen The Empire Strikes Back, there’s this seen where Princess Leia says to Han Solo, “I love you,” and he replies, “I know.” His response is widely seen as the most romantic fucking thing he could have said at that moment, because it speaks to his heart, and where he is at emotionally. His antenna is up, he is aware, and her love for him is important enough that he is present in the moment, and doesn’t need to say something dumb, like, “I love you too, baby. Now watch me get frozen in this carbonite.”

When James said, “I know,” I could hear my heart pounding, and it was deafening. I wanted to slide out of my clothes and into his lap, wrapping my arms around him and kissing him until the car ran off the road and into the lake.

“Well, fuck me,” I murmured.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t hear you, what was that?” James said above the sound of the car’s engine.

“I said you’re fucking awesome,” I replied, being entirely truthful with my little lie.

He pulled off onto a side road, that seemed to disappear into the woods. He apparently knew where he was going. This was one of those points where I was grateful that I have a pretty strict code regarding being alone with a guy. Basically, anything involving being in a car requires that the guy has previously passed the highest possible bar of trustworthiness. If I don’t feel that I can trust a man with my life, then I don’t get into the car. And at this moment, James was clearly driving to a place where there would be no one around for miles.

He pulled the car over where the road ended in a little cul-de-sac, which was clearly a place to turn the car around because the road isn’t going any farther in this direction. He turned the engine off and turned toward me.

“I hope you don’t mind a short hike,” he said with a smile.

I was wearing a summer dress, with a pair of sandals, so I replied that as long as “short” was the operative word, I would be fine. He grabbed what looked like a canvas bag with a handle, which I would soon find out was a picnic blanket. Within about five minutes, we arrived at this lookout point, where we had looped around and had a view overlooking the lake. There was a clearing, and he unzipped and unfolded the canvas bag that turned into a blanket, and spread it neatly on the ground. He sat down and gestured for me to join him. I took his hand and settled next to him, then took off my sandals.

“This is really beautiful,” I commented. “Thank you for …”

At this point he had his arms around me, and he was kissing me, and I just sort of melted into him. We had been allowing this erotic tension to build, steadily, and it had gotten to a point that it felt exhilarating to release it in a no-holds-barred make-out session. We desperately pulled each other’s clothes off, and within moments we were almost completely naked. I say almost, because I was still wearing a pair of panties, and he was wearing this tight pair of Calvin Klein boxer briefs. When he took of my bra, he made this little sound in the back of his throat, this breathy sound that boys generally make when they see me without a bra on for the first time. Then he got a little distracted. I was a bit distracted myself, because he looked like he could have been the model for the pair of underwear he was wearing. At this point, I realized that I had been thinking that he probably didn’t have a super-big dick, because he was so good-looking, he had an amazing body, and he was a really cool guy, and there are really only so many boxes a guy can tick off. So he had to be somewhat modest in some measurement, I reasoned. But what I was seeing with regard to his boxer briefs was beginning to make me question this line of thinking. He had this remarkably pronounced bulge, straining against the fabric, arcing out from his body. The waistband was pulling away from his body, providing an irresistible opening for me to exploit. I slid my fingers down the front of his body and felt this incredibly thick, hard, (I always though “rod” was a stupid word for a dick, but it felt like a rod) magnificent cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and pulled it out, freeing it from its imprisonment, and it showed its gratitude by immediately becoming fully erect in my hand. James voiced his gratitude as well, with a low, gravelly moan that made my breath quicken. We were in the middle of a searingly hot kiss, but my curiosity demanded that I look at this fantastic new sex toy that James had been hiding from me all this time. And I noticed that one, it was absolutely gorgeous, and magnificently proportioned, and two, that it was uncircumcised. I think that this was how I developed a thing for uncircumcised cocks. I appreciate them either way, but I had never seen one before James, and I was fascinated with how the foreskin slid back and forth. His cock was simultaneously hard, like a steel rod, and soft, like he was wrapped in silk.

“James, you neglected to tell me that you have an enormous cock,” I observed, my eyes clouded with lust.

“Really? That’s usually the first thing I say when I meet a girl,” he replied, facetiously.

I laughed, partly because I was so turned on, I didn’t know what to do. So I slid my hand down his shaft to the base of his cock, and then farther down until I could wrap my fingers around his balls.

“Woah, these are, um, really big,” I said out loud, and then felt stupid for making such an obvious comment. But the thing was, my hands are fairly small, and when I held his balls in my hand and gave them a squeeze, about one third of their size bulged out on either side of my hand. He made a soft, groaning sound as I pressed them between my fingers and the palm of my hand, which caused me to sit up and put my other hand on his chest, pushing him down onto the blanket. I had just entered a new level of fascination. I stared at the stunning sight of his balls spilling out of my grip, and thrilled at how amazing they felt in my hand. They were, like his cock, simultaneously firm, and incredibly soft to the touch. I began rhythmically squeezing them, bearing down then releasing, a technique that I would continue to practice from that day forward. I was essentially kneading his balls, and it was apparently effective, because he began making these beautiful sounds as he observed me with a look of lust and admiration. I locked my eyes on his, drinking in every little nuance of his reaction to what was happening. His expression betrayed how aroused, and how excited, yet slightly wary he was, clearly turned on by what I was doing to him, but unsure of what I might do next.

“So,” I began softly, “you already knew what might happen if you were alone with me, but you decided to find out for yourself?”

His eyes fluttered, and his chest rose and fell with his breathing.

“Yes,” he replied, his voice low and intense. “I wanted to learn what it meant, that you were … um … ”

“A ballbuster?” I suggested, trying to be helpful.

“Yes,” he replied, sounding relieved.

“Do you want to know what a ballbuster does?” I asked, sounding hopeful.

He hesitated, which was really sweet and so attractive to me, it was like an aphrodisiac.

“Yes,” he said at last.

I felt victorious. I hadn’t even really started and already, I felt this rush, this exhilaration. I know that I had this huge smile on my face, which dissipated as I transitioned to what was coming next. It was going to get really serious, really quick. I kept my hand on his balls, and I kept my eyes locked on his, as I used my other hand to spread his legs farther apart. Then I released his balls from my hand, and I was rewarded with the sound of him exhaling forcefully. I gently stroked his inner thighs as I positioned myself.

“Are you ready, James?”

“Yes,” he said in a voice that didn’t sound like he had any idea if he was ready or not.”

“Are you sure? Because I’m about to make your balls hurt,” I said, kind of impressed with myself for sounding so confident.

He swallowed hard, and made a small sound in the back of his throat. I was so wet at this point, seeing the look of fear on his face. It was so adorable, seeing James’s handsome face displaying a look of genuine terror at what was about to happen. I continued to gently stroke his inner thighs, all the way up to his balls, then down to his knees. Then I placed both of my hands on his chest.

“Get ready, James. Here we go.”

I drew my knee back, slowly, keeping my eyes on his face. He couldn’t decide if he should be watching the look on my face, or what was going to happen between his legs. I paused, for a moment, then lurched forward, and slammed my knee into his balls. His reaction was spectacular. His head flew back, his mouth flew open, his eyes were closed, and his back arched in this incredibly sexy display. He let me see everything he was feeling, and the intensity of pain I had delivered. Every delicious sensation was fully available to me to witness, and he simply couldn’t have looked more naked than he did at that moment. I emitted the same joyful laugh that I would come to find was irrepressible, and involuntary. He opened his eyes and looked at me with this expression of newfound respect, and I leaned down and kissed him.

Kissing a guy is hot. Kissing a guy who’s balls I am about to crush is hotter. Kissing a guy I’ve just ballbusted is absolutely the hottest thing ever. But at some point, I felt restless, and propped myself back up with my hands on his chest.

“What did you think about that, James?”

“I don’t know how to answer that question,” he replied, his head still fogged with arousal, and now a throbbing ache. “Do you mean, like, on a scale of one-to-ten?”

I have noticed that guys sometimes try to be funny when I am busting their balls. I think that it’s a defense mechanism.

“Yeah, James, from one to ten,” I humored him.

“Definitely an eight,” he decided.

That was a mistake. I drew my knee back and slammed it into his balls again, harder this time.

“How about that one?” I asked, making my voice sound sweet.

He would have crumpled into a ball, curling into the fetal position if I hadn’t had my hands on his chest, holding him in place. He offered up the same, if not better display of brilliant, beautiful humiliation and pain, and watching it almost made me come.

“That was a ten,” he offered, his teeth clenched.

I kissed him.

When he had recovered a bit, I took his hand and guided it between my legs. He slipped his fingers into my panties and what he lacked in technique, was made up for by how turned on I was from pounding him with my knee. I wrapped my fingers around his now super-sensitive balls, and he gasped at the sensation, but kept circling my clit with his fingers. I began rhythmically gripping him, which was surprisingly more effective since he had already gotten busted, and more satisfying to observe. Within minutes, I was having my first orgasm with James. His commitment to making me come was evident in that while my hand was squeezing him relentlessly, he nonetheless maintained the same, gentle movement of his fingers until I placed my hand on his wrist and pulled him away. I get too sensitive right after I come, so I need a moment to come back down to earth.

I slowly opened my eyes, and saw James looking up at me with a dreamy look on his face.

“You made me come, James,” I said in a soft voice. “So if you don’t mind,” I began as I resituated myself between his thighs, “I will return the favor.”

He wordlessly signaled his approval of my plan, as I began to slide my hand slowly up and down the shaft of his cock. My other hand, of course, kept massaging his balls. I had my eyes locked on his again, and watched in deep fascination as he began to writhe in pleasure and pain, his hips undulating as he got closer and closer to orgasm.

I was somewhat inexperienced at this point, and while I had thoughts about what I might like to do, I didn’t have the experience of confidence necessary to know what I was doing. If this had occurred some years later, I might have taken my hand off of his cock the moment he started to come, and begin slapping him across the balls. But again, I was uncertain of how he might react, so I continued to stroke him until his body locked into a thrust of his hips, and his cock spurted cum in an arc that shot upward a surprising distance, then landed on his chest (by the way, making a man cum on his own body is, like, the best).

Eventually, it did break my heart when James and I parted. He and I would end up on opposite sides of the country, and ultimately, I think, we would have ended up growing apart anyway. I have a lot of really fond memories, and some emotionally painful ones as well. Our intimacy was a little problematic, because his enormous cock always left me sore after sex, and so most often he would go down on me. His talent at licking me to orgasm grew exponentially, which was amazing to experience. Straddling his face in reverse was by far my favorite, as it allowed me to watch how incredibly hard he would get, and hold his balls in my hand at the same time. We developed a synchronicity, where I could ride his tongue and direct him by applying pressure to his balls. If I squeezed him firmly, that meant lick my pussy, James, and if I squeezed him harder, that meant keep licking my pussy, James.


First Live-in Boyfriend

When I moved into my own apartment, I started dating this guy who would become my first live-in boyfriend. At first, Jack would be over at my place all the time, until he got rid of his apartment, moved in, and then he was at my place all the time. Except now it was our place, which took a bit of negotiation.

Since we were living together, I could try a lot of things I had been curious about. One of these things was a device called a humbler. I described it earlier. What I wanted seemed simple enough that I described it to Jack, and asked him to make it for me. He actually did a really good job, and the result was a pretty attractive-looking device. It was made of two thick, wooden rods, that he had sanded really smooth and applied a lacquer, or whatever it is that makes wood appear dark and glossy on the surface. The two rods were joined at either end by metal pins, which locked by way of two small padlocks. He went above and beyond by gift-wrapping it, which I thought was kind of romantic. I told him to strip naked, then I put it on him, locked the padlocks, and placed the key on a silver chain necklace I wore around my neck. The mental fuckery of seeing the key hanging between my breasts was its own kind of torture. I had him crawl on his hands and knees for me, the two long, wooden rods keeping his balls pulled backward between his legs. I made him try to stand up, but the device pulled too tightly for him to end up in anything more than a semi-crouched position. I laughed, encouraging him to keep trying. Then I threatened him with a whipping across the balls, but he simply couldn’t stand up straight. So I confronted him about his failure, and ultimately, he agreed that a whipping across the balls was not only fair, but that he owed it to me. I used his leather belt, and yes, he wore the humbler during his punishment.

Since I could take advantage of the privacy our apartment afforded, I had him screw an eyebolt into the floor in the living room. I could use it to attach a short leash to the cock and ball harness I bought for him, essentially keeping him on his knees. I enjoyed having him tied up like this, the most entertaining use being to place a chair a few feet away and sit down on the chair, just out of reach. I could spread my thighs open, and pull my panties to one side, teasing him with the sight of me playing with my pussy. I would encourage him to try to lick me, but I had placed the chair such that he could get close, but the leash would draw tight on his balls. He would strain against it, which made his balls hurt, and he could get the tip of his tongue so close he could taste me, but no more. I would encourage him, spreading my lips open to him with my fingers, then putting my fingers in his mouth. His frustration was deliriously fun to observe.

And then I broke my fucking toe on the eyebolt and had to wear a boot on my foot for a couple of months. That completely sucked. I had told him that the bolt had to be exchanged for a metal plate that would sit flush with the floor, but he hadn’t gotten around to it. When I got the boot on my foot, he made a stupid joke about how at least he wouldn’t get kicked in the balls anytime soon, which pissed me off. So I tied him down to our bed and started spanking his balls with a long, thin, wooden paddle. I held them in place with my left hand, presenting them to the paddle as I beat them, relentlessly.

“Please, stop!” he cried out.

That really pissed me off, so I placed the end of the paddle under his chin and pushed his head back.

“Don’t ever tell me to stop,” I growled at him. “You can say “please,” but don’t ever say the word, “stop.” I will stop when I want to. However, I’ll make you a deal,” I said, softening my voice. “I’ll stop as soon as you’ve made me come.”

“But, I’m tied up,” he said, stupidly.

Oh, Jack. You’re so dumb.

“Uh-huh,” I agreed.

Then I threw my leg over, the one that didn’t have a boot on it, and straddled him, and stuck my asshole in his face. I knew he loved that because he would talk about my ass a lot. He began to lick my pussy, and I resumed paddling his balls, but I was a little more lenient on him because I was a little more distracted. But he was able to make me come, and I was true to my word.

Like in all relationships, we had fights, disagreements, and differences of opinion. After one particularly nasty fight (over something so stupid and forgettable that I have since forgotten it), where we had ended up screaming at each other to the point that we both had to walk away (but the apartment was so small that we couldn’t do much more than take a couple of steps in the opposite direction), I suddenly had a thought, and turned to reengage him. He had a look on his face, like, “I don’t want to fight about this anymore,” but I diffused that by blurting out, “Take off your pants.” And hey, that shut him up. He gave me a curious look, unsure if I was serious, but I had my arms crossed in that “I am fucking serious” pose. So he looked down at the floor, and I noticed that his hands were trembling a bit when he raised them to unbutton his pants. Is he actually scared of me right now? I wondered. I mean, he should be, but this was a little different than how he generally was when I signaled that it was take-off-your-pants time.

He stood before me, naked from the waist down, and he had this really dopey, puppy-dog look in his eyes. I told him to take off his shirt as kind of an afterthought, since completely naked is always better. When he had complied, I stood there, arms still crossed, and glowered at him. I was wearing a T-shirt and panties, and my feet were bare.

“Get on your knees,” I demanded. “We are going to settle this argument with a kick in the balls, and I want you on your knees for it.”

I noticed that my anger caused him to have a hard-on. I really was pissed off, and I was in no mood for sex, so I laughed at the fact that he was hard. He was average in size, but I took the opportunity to tell him that his tiny dick was nothing more than an indication that he needed a brutal kick in the balls. He looked like he might cry, which was deeply satisfying.

“Spread your knees wide, push your hips forward, and place your hands on the floor behind you,” I directed.

I had never kicked a man in the balls out of anger, and there was something alluring about it. It was like a forbidden fruit, tantalizing me with its ripeness, dangling within reach. All I had to do was reach up, wrap my fingers around it, pluck it from the branch, and sink my teeth into its soft, tender flesh. This made me a bit nervous, because I didn’t know what it would do to me.

Ballbusting had, up to this point, been something I did when motivated by a sexual desire. It was an intimate connection, something that brought me closer to a guy in an emotional and physical way. What would it do to me if I did it out of anger? Would it change it in my eyes? Would I begin to see it differently? I was uncertain, and I was concerned, but I was already in motion.

I took a step back, which caused Jack’s eyes to widen in fear. He knew that me taking a step back meant that I was giving my leg a wider range of motion, making the impact harder. I paused, and watched him, drinking in his fear like a vintage wine. I stepped forward and hammered his balls with my bare foot, and watched his back arch as the pain coursed through his naked body.

Looking back at my relationship with Jack, I really want to just freeze-frame it right at this point. I am going to screen grab this single image, then delete the rest of it. I will keep this one moment, not as a memory, but as a reminder. I don’t want to remember anything else about him, except that precise moment when my foot had just crushed his balls, and the pain was searing into his brain.

I could illuminate the rest of it, the shit that made me cry, that made me want to punch his stupid face, that just left me depressed. But I won’t, because ultimately, he never did anything that would make the telling of that story worthwhile. And so I will wrap it up in a burlap sack and drop it into the ocean. Goodbye, Jack.

After Jack and I broke up, and he moved out and basically fucked off, I was in a mood. I felt hurt, I felt angry, and I had an extremely low tolerance for bullshit. Talking with friends of mine who knew me at that time in my life have all said that they were a bit concerned, since they wanted to make sure that I was OK, but they also wanted to give me some space. I think that I was just really not a lot of fun to be around.


A Night at the Club

There is a club that I went to fairly regularly at that time, and it was, I thought, the best dance club in town, and also just a few blocks from my house. They knew me there of course, and as it turned out; I was really safe there.

The bouncer was a guy named Brandon, who I knew from high school. I was a year older than him, and at the time, he was a really, really scrawny kid. He had braces, glasses, and a dorky laugh. So I kind of felt protective of him, because he was clearly having a hard time as it was. So when I saw some other kids bullying him one day, I stepped in. The fact that I was a girl, and a year older made them afraid of me, so they stopped, and left Brandon alone. Apparently, this happened on another occasion, but I didn’t really remember any of it. I just couldn’t stand by while a defenseless kid got bullied. And then I forgot all about it. But Brandon didn’t forget. He remembered that once upon a time, I had stuck up for him. And then, Brandon found out what a gym was. And then Brandon got huge.

I didn’t even recognize him when I saw him standing outside the club that first night. He called me by my name even before I got my ID out, which he waved away.

“I’m Brandon,” he explained. “You’re the girl who stood up for me when I was getting bullied in school when I was just a kid.”

“Oh, wow!” I exclaimed, genuinely surprised. “You are, um, huge! What happened?”

Brandon laughed, and said something about some weightlifting technique. And then he looked me in the eye, and became very serious.

“If anyone messes with you here, or anywhere, really, you tell me. Because that will be just about the last thing they ever fucking do.”

He looked like he meant every word of what he had just said, and I would not be surprised to see him throw your average-sized adult male across a city street. Then he suddenly smiled.

“So relax, and have a good time, Ava!” and he gestured for me to enter the club.

After that, I always felt incredibly safe whenever I was at the club, since Brandon made it known to all of the staff that if anyone gave me any trouble, then they would have to answer to him.

One night found me in a darker mood than usual, and I wasn’t even interested in dancing or talking to anyone, I just sat at the bar with a drink. Which happened to be bourbon, which I feel is the best “I’m too angry to be sad, and basically, fuck you, don’t talk to me” drink. Well, some guy named Rick, or Ricky, or whatever walked up to me and asked if he could buy me a drink. I stared straight ahead, silently, then just as he was about to say some other thing, I swiveled on my barstool and looked at him. Later, I would reluctantly agree that he was not a bad-looking guy. He might have even been nice, but at that moment, I didn’t care.

“Look, I am going to slam my foot into your balls so hard that you will really regret buying me a drink, but OK,” I stated, without any indication that I was joking in the slightest. And then I swiveled back.

I was almost amused when he motioned for the bartender and ordered me a drink, and even said the line, “I’ll have what she is having.” Once the drinks arrived, he started to say something, asking about how I was thinking I would do what I said I would do, but I cut him off.

“Look, Dick,” I interrupted, “this isn’t a negotiation. So I’m going to drink my drink, and then I am going to take you in the back and obliterate your balls, and then I am going to laugh at you while you cry about it.”

He went silent, and I could feel the nervous energy he was giving off as he processed what I had said. The truth is that I didn’t really care if he went through with it or not. I didn’t have any interest in him, or anyone, at that point, so I just said what was on my mind with no concern for what his reaction might be. I don’t know if he had noticed that I was wearing a pair of black, leather boots. They were what I wore when I didn’t want anyone to bother me, as they had a menacing quality to them. For me, they were comfortable and functional. For him, they were going to be devastating.

I was actually surprised that he was still standing next me when I placed the empty glass on the bar and stood up.

“Still here, Dick?” I stated flatly. “Ok, follow me.”

I led him to the back of the club, down the narrow hallway with gender-neutral bathrooms on each side. I passed both doors, aiming for another that was farther down. It was a door that had an “employees only” sign on it. It was one of those doors that just looks like it would be locked, like you wouldn’t even try to open it if you were any other customer in the place, but I knew that the little storage room was never locked, as it was used by the employees when they needed paper towels, or a mop, or whatever. I opened the door, and motioned for him to enter. I closed the door behind us, and while he took in the sight of the dingy, storage shelf-lined room, lit by a single, bare, light bulb on the ceiling, I wasted no time.

“Strip,” I commanded, my voice effortlessly humorless and authoritarian.

He turned toward me, and the effect of my presence caused him to back up against the wall. He was so nervous that he had difficulty with the simple act of taking off his shirt.

“Faster, Dick,” I growled at him.

This flustered him even more, which was annoying and funny at the same time.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” I practically yelled as he struggled to get his pants off.

He managed to take off everything but a really stupid-looking pair of underwear, and he had the nerve to look up at me, his eyes pleading with me, as though I was going to let him off the hook. I said nothing, but made a gesture, pointing at his underwear and then pointing at the floor. He understood, and slid them down. Then he stood there, up against the wall, completely naked, and had a look on his face like he might be sick to his stomach. For the first time that evening, I felt a sense of calm, like I could finally relax.

“I might just really enjoy this,” I began, crossing my arms like I was standing in judgement of him (which I was). “But that is up to you. If you do everything in your power to make this as enjoyable as possible for me, I might go easy on you,” I stated, though I had no intention of doing so. “But if you piss me off, this is going to be far more brutal that you can imagine.”

He looked like he might cry, which was a good start. In spite of this, however, he had a really pronounced ballbusting erection.

“That’s one tiny dick you have there,” I observed, and I tried to make myself laugh, to humiliate him, but I felt too pissed off and annoyed in general to do so. I probably just sounded disgusted with him.

He started to say something, which sounded like it was going to be some pathetic version of an apology or whatever, but I cut him off.

“Shut the fuck up, Dick,” I blurted out. “Just stand there with your tiny dick and think about the fact that your balls are about to get pounded. Spread your legs, and put your hands behind your head,” I ordered, and then I was annoyed that I had put him in that position, since it’s my favorite, and I didn’t want to think of him when I saw other men that way.

So I told him to put his arms straight up against the wall, spread his legs farther apart, and push his hips forward. He complied with the order, and then I was annoyed that I actually liked this position. It just looked so fucking naked. So I had to make this as humiliating as possible for him.

“Say “I have a tiny dick, and I deserve a kick in the balls,”” I demanded.

He was shaking, and he looked up at the ceiling for a moment, as though he might find some way out of it.

“I have a tiny dick, and I deserve a kick in the balls,” he managed to say at last.

He had barely finished repeating the line to me when I rammed the toe of my boot into his balls. The weight of the boot gave the kick a greater impact, and it practically lifted him off the ground. He dropped to his knees, and instead of laughing in a joyful way from the exhilaration of it, I laughed in a mean, spiteful way. I realized that my laughter sounded dirty, like I was gloating about what I had done to him, which I kind of was, and it clearly served to humiliate him.

“Stand the fuck up, Dick,” I practically shouted.

He slowly got to his feet, and I was amused to see that he assumed the position I had previously assigned him without prompting.

“Say it,” I demanded.

His eyes were watery, and I could see that he really was going to cry if I continued.

“I have a tiny dick and I deserve a kick in the balls,” he whimpered.

Except that when he said the word “balls,” his teeth were clenched, as the toe of my boot was, at that exact moment, rammed so deep into his crotch that his balls were pushed up into his body. I like thinking about the fact that the tread of the thick, rubber sole of my boot was, at that moment, imprinted on the surface of his ball sack. When I am involved with a man romantically, I tend to fixate on the way that my skin itself is, at this moment, pressed against his balls, whether it is the top of my foot, or the heel, or my knee, or the palm of my hand. It is an intimate connection, where I can feel the heat of his body, and the soft surface of his skin against mine, and it brings us closer in such a personal and emotionally charged way. But this was completely different. This was cold, and impersonal, and my boot definitely did not care about the fact that his balls were smashed tightly against its hard surface. And I didn’t care either. But it was still satisfying to watch him drop to his knees, while I laughed at him.

“Ha-ha, fuck you, Dick,” I teased as he actually started to cry. “Oh, did that hurt, asshole? Are you going to cry for me?”

He looked up at me, tears streaming down his face, as though that was going to make me feel sorry for him. Instead, it just made me laugh at how humiliating it was that I had made him cry.

“Stand up. I’m not finished with you yet,” I stated, my jaw clenched in anger.

I allowed him to take his time, as it was actually beginning to be enjoyable for me to systematically destroy this guy. I liked seeing that it was painful for him just to move, let alone stand up.

“Turn around,” I directed once he was on his feet. “Hands up against the wall.”

I could see the fear on his face. He slowly turned, and reached up and placed his palms flat against the wall.

“Spread your legs, Dick,” I said, enjoying making my voice sound as menacing as possible.

He started sobbing, as his terror had reached a level where he was having difficulty following commands, and it was all that he could do to comply with a simple order. He managed to spread his legs, and I could see that he was trembling, not knowing when I might do what. This just served to slow me down, and I relaxed into the moment. I observed him, up against the wall, naked and terrified, and I took a moment to really enjoy myself. I noticed that he actually had a nice butt, which surprised me. And then I kicked him in the balls again. Since he had his hands on the wall, he was able to maintain standing, which intrigued me. Apparently, he could keep from falling to his knees, though I could see his legs start to buckle. It amused me, that I was going to have to punish his balls a lot harder to put him on the floor. I actually had a smile on my face for the first time that evening. I then kicked him hard, three times in quick succession, which dropped him, and his crying had now given way to a frantic wailing sound, which was annoying to listen to.

“Shut the fuck up,” I told him, letting him know that the sounds he was making were pissing me off.

Since he was now facing the wall, and he was on the floor, I stepped forward and kicked his legs out to either side, getting his legs spread for me, and I planted my boot into his ball sack from behind. He tried to muffle the sound he was making, with some success. Because I didn’t have the full range of motion, due to the fact that his balls were positioned so close to the floor, I wasn’t really even kicking him that hard, but apparently, he was so sore now that pretty much anything I did was excruciating for him.

“Turn around and face me, Dick,” I said at last, having decided that I was done having fun with him, and now I just wanted him to realize just how completely I had humiliated him.

He slowly turned himself around, remaining on his knees. I took a step back to have a look at him. I had to laugh. He looked so devastated, and his balls were a shade of crimson. He looked up at me pleading, which just made me laugh harder.

“You are so busted,” I teased, laughing as he began to cry again. “Oh boo-hoo,” I said, mocking him. Then I decided that what would humiliate him the most would be to masturbate in front of me. “Play with your penis,” I demanded. “If you thank me for busting your balls, I might let you come.”

He looked so relieved as he began using his thumb and forefinger to stroke himself, which made me laugh.

“Th-thank you,” he began, trying to focus his thoughts. “Thank you for,” and then he paused, struggling to say the words out loud, “for busting my balls.”

This was the point where I really couldn’t help but laugh at him. Watching him kneel on the floor, jerking his little dick as he tried to formulate a statement of gratitude was incredibly funny, and my reaction to it was genuine laughter.

“Better,” I managed to say. “You don’t get to come unless you make it better.”

“Thank you, for, um, teaching me a lesson. I’ve never had my balls kicked so hard, and I appreciate what you have done. For me.”

“Better,” I said, encouraging him.

“No one is better than you at punishing, uh, balls,” he said, awkwardly. “I am thankful to you for allowing me to experience that. I will always be grateful to you for busting my balls.”

“Ok. Come,” I said, sounding friendly for the first time that evening.

He began jerking his dick rapidly, clearly hoping that I wouldn’t change my mind. Withing about fifteen seconds, he began squirting his cum on the floor. Watching Dick, on his knees in the filthy storeroom of a night club, completely naked, busted as fuck, and jerking his tiny dick until he squirted on the floor was the funniest thing I had ever seen. I couldn’t have restrained myself from laughing if I had wanted to. This remains one of the most humiliating things I have ever seen.

When he was finished, I turned toward the door.

“Fuck you, Dick,” I said over my shoulder as I walked out the door, leaving it wide open as I left.

As I left the club that night, I had a curious mix of emotions. I felt victorious, I felt depressed, I felt vindicated, I felt bitter, and I had a vague feeling that I might want to throw up. I went home and filled the bathtub with the hottest water I could stand.

After an hour soaking in the warm bathwater, I decided that I needed to forget everything that had happened so far, and begin making my life new again. I needed to feel hopeful about something, and I realized that the only way to feel that, would be to just feel hopeful. So I did.


The Coworker

Throughout my relationship with my boyfriend Jack, I had a coworker who was trying to date me. I told him I had a boyfriend, but he was still angling to get my attention, probably thinking that one day, I might break up with him. And then that day came, and when Liam (the coworker) got wind of that, he redoubled his efforts. Now, I didn’t have the “I have a boyfriend” line, which meant that I had to resort to “Yeah, I’m just not into you.” Which he could see wasn’t entirely true. Mostly, I just thought it was a dumb idea to try and date someone I worked with. For obvious reasons. Which is not to say that I didn’t eventually fall prey to a dumb idea. Like, really dumb, but then, hey, these things happen.

Liam was openly flirting with me at work, as he always did, while I was just trying to get myself a cup of coffee, and was wondering what crap powdered creamer I was going to use since my shitty company had nothing else on offer. Finally, on a whim, and because I just wasn’t having it that day, I turned to Liam and said something I thought would shut him up.

“Look, Liam, I’m really dominant. So unless you want me to make you cry, you should just fuck off.” And then I left the breakroom, leaving Liam speechless, with his mouth hanging open. I stupidly thought that I wouldn’t have to suffer his ridiculous flirtatiousness after that. He just didn’t seem like he was the type. But no, it actually drove him out of his mind. However, he adapted in a way that was actually kind of clever. Instead of the straight-forward, trying to get a date approach, he began being really well-mannered, practically coming to attention when I was around him, and endlessly showing deference and respect. He left a weirdly tiny envelope on my desk a few days later, which had a business card inside. It was just his name, address, and phone number printed on it, and on the back side of the card, he had written, “Your wish is my command.”

“That is fucking corny, Liam,” I said to myself, studying his handwriting. But I guess it worked. Not right away, in fact it would be over a month, but in the meantime, he had a party at his place, and invited everyone from the office. I didn’t think I should go, but it turned out that pretty much everyone else was going, so I caved.

I showed up at his address, late enough in the evening that the party was pretty full, and everyone was half-drunk. Including Liam, who was so excited to see me, that I wondered if this wasn’t a terrible idea. But I stayed, had a few drinks, and I took notice of the hardwood floor in his living room. I’ve always kind of had a thing about hardwood floors. There is something about the sight of a man’s body, especially when he is kneeling, on a shiny, smooth, wood floor. I stood there in the middle of this party, feeling a little buzzed, thinking about what I could do with a space like this. As it turned out, Liam noticed me in my little reverie, and approached me at that moment. It might have turned out differently if I had just gone home and had the weekend to think about it, but since Liam was standing right there at that moment, I said what was on my mind.

“Do you know how to present?” I asked Liam, and if I’d been sober, I would have realized that since I made up that name, of course he didn’t know what it meant.

“I, um, no. No, I don’t,” he replied.

“That’s where you are on your knees and elbows, with your palms flat upon the floor and your butt up in the air,” I explained.

I could see his eyes take on this sort of hypnotized look.

“I, I could learn that,” he said quickly, suddenly looking hopeful.

“Maybe,” I replied, sounding doubtful. “We’ll see.”

Again, I might have done differently if I has spent longer thinking about it. I left the party and got a ride home shortly after my brief interaction with Liam. But a week later, I was back at his place, having given him really specific instructions. At least, I thought, if I am going to do this, then I will do it precisely the way that I want to do it.

His front door was unlocked, as I had specified, and I closed and locked it behind me. As I entered, I slowed my walk to a saunter. I was wearing black, knee-high, patent leather, platform boots. I had bought them some years before, but hadn’t a tremendous number of occasions to wear them. When I thought about the sound they would make on a hardwood floor, I realized that this was an occasion that begged for them.

There was a side table in the entryway, upon which was a printed copy of a photo. It was an image of his dick, fully erect, with a ruler held against it. Per my instruction, he had placed it here for me. I picked it up, examined it, chuckled to myself, and then left it on the table.

I made my way down the hall from the entry way toward the living room, and couldn’t help but impress myself with the sound they made. I got to the end of the hall and wheeled around the corner, to reveal Liam, positioned exactly as I had indicated. He was completely naked, and in this nice, genuflecting pose that put his face just a few inches from the floor.

“Well, hello, Mr. Six-inch Dick,” I greeted him.

He did not reply, as I had been very clear in my instructions. I observed his posture as I entered the living room, and I noticed that the arch in his back was a bit more spectacular than I might have expected. I think he did yoga, or something, as he appeared to be pretty flexible. Actually, his body was better than I would have guessed. I said nothing, keeping him on edge as I slowly surveyed the entirety of his naked pose. He had shaved, completely, as I had directed. I was impressed with how well his balls were presented (hence, the reason I named this pose, “present”). I stood behind him and came to rest, silent for a few moments more.

“Excellent, Liam,” I offered at last. “Your balls are so vulnerable to me in this position, it would a shame if I didn’t kick the fuck out of them. I am impressed.”

His body seemed to react to what I said, without moving, and of course he remained silent, per my instructions. I slowly made my way over to the other end of his body, and extended the toe of my boot between his face and the floor.

“Kiss it, Liam,” I ordered. It amused me to have him press his lips, reverently, against the very part of my boot that was going to be pressed against his balls in a very short period of time. He kissed my boot, which made me smile due to the fact that it seemed like such an old-fashioned gesture.

“Very good, Liam. I’m sure you are very proud to have been allowed to kiss my boot, so you can show your appreciation by remaining in place while I kick you in the balls.”

I returned to position behind him. I thought about the fact that the platform heel on my boot was the width and weight of a baseball bat. He had no idea what he had coming to him, and I was looking forward to his realization that he was in for it.

The main downside to the “present” position is that I can’t see the expression on the guy’s face. I can’t really see the fear in his eyes, or the pain he experiences. The upside is how perfectly his balls are positioned for me. He knows it, which makes him incredibly vulnerable, and that is really nice to see.

I nailed Liam in the balls twelve separate times over the course of the evening. It was going to be ten, but I had him count them for me, and it took a couple of tries before he could count properly.

My advice to any guy who’s getting his balls busted, is if you have been instructed to count, make sure that you do so nice and loud. Loud enough for her to hear you, at any rate. And if she wants you to really show some appreciation for her, either just in general, or specifically, for her technique, then make sure that you don’t just go through the motions, or mumble some generic “thank you,” or whatever. Really think about it, and show your gratitude in a way that is genuine, and heartfelt. Go above and beyond, because she deserves it. If she is taking care to bust your balls really well, then show her some appreciation.

I took my time, more than is customary for me, to allow him to recover from the last one, and anticipate the next one. I had to work a bit harder than usual to critique his posture, since he was so exquisitely positioned throughout. It was really impressive, which slightly annoyed me. Taking him down, and pushing him past his ability to submit had been my goal, but he kept rising to the challenge (well, he was staying down but he kept his asshole pointed at the ceiling).

In addition to counting, I had Liam tell me what he thought of each kick to the balls. My confidence is pretty unshakeable, so I didn’t need him to critique me, but I wanted to know what he thought all the same. I had him assess each one on a scale of one to five, in three categories. He was to rate them each according to how just straight-up painful it was, how humiliating it was, and then what he thought of the technique I employed, which was essentially a rating that assessed my creativity. To avoid him giving each one a five across the board, which would have been too easy for him, I told him that any time he gave a rating of all fives, then that would earn him another one, to be delivered immediately. I was pleased to observe that he really thought about each one, and that he was honest in his responses. He seemed to be trying hard to do his best to let me know what he thought, and I could see that it was difficult for him. I was impressed when he would give an honest appraisal of painfulness that was less than five, knowing that the next one would likely be harder.

I had made it really clear to Liam that under no circumstances would I be having sex with him. I did dangle the possibility that he might be allowed to masturbate, providing that he exceeded my expectations of him, but my allowing him to come in my presence was not guaranteed. So when I was finished punishing his balls, and he had kissed my boot one last time, I allowed him to kneel before me. I sat on his couch, which was actually more comfortable than I might have expected.

“So do you think that you have exceeded my expectations, such that I should allow you to play with yourself?” I asked.

“I do not have the authority to make that judgement,” he offered.

I laughed, pleased with his response. I noticed that his eyes were lowered out of respect, and his dick was really hard.

“Lean back for me, placing your hands on the floor behind you, and thrust your hips forward, so I can get a good look at your balls, Liam,” I directed after a moment’s thought.

He did, and I was pleased to see that his balls were a beautiful, blushing rose color.

“Return to a kneeling position and place your hand on your dick.”

He did as I had told him to, and I was impressed that he didn’t immediately start playing with himself. A lot of guys get that wrong.

“Begin stroking the length of your penis, slowly, being mindful of the fact that you don’t have permission to come. You will be allowed to thank me,” I explained.

What came next was unexpected. I have heard men thank me lots of times, but Liam was so profuse in his genuine expression of gratitude that it surprised me. He went above and beyond in crediting me for allowing him to understand a level of submission he had never experienced before. I realized that he was flattering me a bit, but he came across as being truthful in what he was admitting to me.

Finally, I decided that he would be allowed to come, but since he had these nice hardwood floors, and because he was excessively neat and tidy in maintaining the cleanliness of his home, he would be required to lick up every drop that squirted out of his cock.

I ended up busting Liam’s balls on two other occasions, and each time he was really impressive, but ultimately, I just didn’t want to be with him in a romantic way. He seemed to accept this, and again, he was really gracious in crediting me with having dominated him in a way that he was really thankful for, and he promised that he would always hold me in the highest regard.


PussyKat

A unique event occurred due to a friendship that had developed with a girl who went by the name of PussyKat. She ran an event at the club I went to, and she was a force of nature. She was tall, statuesque, voluptuous, curvy and kind of intimidatingly sexy. She had long, black hair that she pulled back in this really extreme way, giving her a really fierce look. She had big boobs that spilled out over the top of the form-fitting black dress she often wore, and her dresses were short, so her long, extraordinarily shapely legs were on display. And of course, she wore really tall heels that made her even more physically imposing.

Because of her name, and the way that I have described her, she might sound like she is a professional dominatrice, but she is not. She just used her influence to have men the way that she wanted them, and that is exactly what she got. At the club, men would literally line up, waiting for an opportunity to talk to her. She casually took advantage of whoever tickled her fancy at any given moment.

PussyKat approached me one night, which was unusual, because generally, people approached her, not the other way around.

“I have a proposition for you,” she said in a curious manner.

“Do you, now,” I replied, signaling at least an interest in hearing her out.

“You have a, um, skillset,” she began, somewhat vaguely.

“Go on,” I urged her.

“I have a submissive who needs to be kicked in the balls,” she admitted, revealing her hand.

“Oh, I see,” I replied, not sure that I did see. “So, did you want me to drop him to his knees, or what were you thinking?”

“Tag-team,” she replied flatly.

PussyKat’s place was decorated in black and chrome. The walls were black, the carpet was black, the chairs and the sofa were black with chrome metal frames, and there were mirrors everywhere. I took a seat on the sofa, and placed my glass of red wine on the table off to one side. PussyKat sat in one of the chairs, and turned her attention to me.

“Feel free to call him whatever you like,” she explained, gesturing to the man standing in the center of the room. “He will address me as “Mistress,” or “Mistress PussyKat.”

His arms were folded behind his back, with a black, leather cuff around each wrist which were both connected to a leather strap that led up his back to a collar that went around his neck. Aside from that, he was naked, and the entirety of his body was shaved, hairless and smooth.

“I call him dickhead, or asshole, or whatever. I have trained him to respond to anything.”

His name was actually Darren, and I had met him really briefly some months before. He went to the club pretty regularly, and had, at some point, caught PussyKat’s eye, and had, as a result, fallen into her clutches. I thought he was a pretty cool guy, overall, and now he had his hands bound behind his back, and his head bowed out of respect. I looked at his dick, and was amused to see that he had a ballbusting erection, and it was angled to the right. His left, my right, as I was looking at him. I couldn’t yet see his balls very clearly, but it was only a matter of time until I would have a really good look at them.

The funny thing was that PussyKat was in absolutely no hurry to begin with. Darren remained standing in place for over an hour while we talked about a bunch of different stuff, and what struck me, as it did every time I had a conversation with her, was that she was really fucking cool. She didn’t try to impress anyone, and she didn’t try to be something she wasn’t. The way she dressed, and her physical appearance was clearly meant to project the way that she wanted people to see her, but in conversation, she was just Jenny. Oops. Forget that you heard me say that.

Anyway, at some point, PussyKat stood up, and straightened her dress.

“Let’s destroy this asshole’s balls, why don’t we?” she said in a sing-song way.

I couldn’t help but laugh as I stood up to join her.

“So tell me,” she began as she took a position beside him. “How do you like to start?”

It was weirdly kind of flattering to have PussyKat, who seemed so masterfully dominant, deferring to me. So I took a moment to gather my thoughts, looking Darren up and down, trying to get a sense of him and his reaction to what was happening. I placed my hand on his shoulder, and tried to adjust to the idea that I was going to be so intimately involved with this guy, who was clearly my friend’s property. I reminded myself that I was here on her invitation, and since Darren obviously had no say in the matter, I was allowed to do anything I wanted to.

“First,” I said, “I like to get a sense of his level of excitement versus fear.” I noticed that his dick was almost fully erect. “My God, that’s big,” I murmured, mostly to myself.

PussyKat laughed.

“Why, of course,” she replied. “I don’t waste my time with a guy if he isn’t really well-hung. This one is a bit small by my standard,” she added.

She indicated Darren’s cock, which looked to me to be about nine inches in length, and probably six inches in circumference. However, I have determined that I am kind of terrible at accurately determining measurements. Maybe that is why I like to measure a guy, because otherwise I will guess totally wrong. I mean, I know what I like, and I can assess a dick based on its own attributes and overall charm, but the cold, hard numbers are something else altogether. Still, it amused me to hear PussyKat refer to this really big dick as small.

“Well, then I like to place my hand on his chest, and slide my fingertips down the front of his body, getting a tactile sense of him. I want to feel if his heart is beating fast, if his breathing is elevated, all the indications that he is in a heightened state of awareness.”

I performed this action, and though Darren was aroused, he seemed oddly at ease. I wondered if he had become accustomed to PussyKat doing whatever she does to him, and had developed a sense of calm.

“And then, I am going to want to make an assessment of the situation,” I stated, giving her a wink.

I traced my fingers along Darren’s well-formed Adonis cradle, down alongside his impeccably well-shaved pubic area, then continuing between his legs, wrapping my fingers around his balls. I gathered them in my hand and pulled them forward.

“Once I have them isolated like this, I can get a better idea of what this guy has been hiding between his legs. What he has been protecting.”

I realized that Darren’s big dick was in the way, so I pressed it to one side with my index finger. PussyKat noticed the problem, and she quickly acquired a roll of shiny, black, duct tape. I wasn’t surprised by this point that she would just happen to have a roll of duct tape on hand. She peeled off a length of it, and directed me to press his cock up against his torso. I noticed that his cock extended upward past his navel. She slapped the tape across it, and onto his body on either side, securing it in this upward position.

“Problem solved,” she stated with some satisfaction.

With his cock out of the way, his balls were now more fully exposed. I had them cradled in my left hand, and now used the fingers of my right hand to begin stroking them.

“Now, I want to tease my victim,” I explained.

PussyKat laughed at my use of the word “victim.”

I drew my middle finger back with my thumb, and flicked his right testicle. PussyKat joined me by giving him a flick on the left. We began going back and forth, taking turns teasing him with the playfully sharp sensation of getting flicked.

“When do you really start to hurt him?” she asked.

“I like to let the anticipation build for a while,” I responded.

“See, that’s where I need to have more patience. I tend to want to cut to the chase, where I’m really torturing him. Isn’t that right, dickhead?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Darren replied.

I was surprised to hear him speak, since he had been silent up until this point.

“Usually, I like a man to be a bit more afraid at this point,” I observed.

“Oh, that’s easy,” PussyKat interjected. “Would you like to spend some time with King Kong?” she asked Darren.

I noticed that his body immediately stiffened.

“What does that mean?” I queried, laughing.

“Oh, right,” she said, turning her attention to me. “King Kong is my nickname for the most enormous dildo I own. It is, um, devastating. It’s about the size of my forearm,” she said as she brought her forearm up and made a fist. “I mostly threaten boys with it, but this asshole had to fuck himself with it once, and now he’s terrified of it.”

PussyKat laughed, and gave him a slap across the balls.

“Oh, sorry,” she said to me. “Are we not ready to slap him yet?”

“Not a problem, we can totally start slapping him,” I assured her.

“Oh, good,” she said as she delivered another slap. “Because that’s just good fun.”

We began taking turns, slapping him across the balls. He was reacting vocally, but in a very restrained manner, likely due to the training he had received. I actually wished that he had been a little more “disobedient,” since I couldn’t really get a good read on his level of dread. I like it when I can see that a man is terrified at being in over his head, and Darren had clearly become accustomed to it.

“Do you happen to have a paddle, or something like that?” I asked.

“I have something that I think will suit our purposes,” PussyKat replied, laughing.

She left the room for a moment, and I found myself alone with Darren. We were both silent. I began kneading his balls in my hand, watching his reaction. I wasn’t sure what the boundaries were, if any, so I began stroking the head of his cock with my fingertip.

“You’re pretty impressive, Darren,” I said softly. “I’m really looking forward to watching you endure the ballbusting you’ve got coming.”

When PussyKat returned, I expected that she would have a really sinister-looking paddle, or some terrifying device, but instead, she had two long, heavy, wooden spoons. I laughed when I saw them.

“I think these are perfect, don’t you?” she asked me.

I took one from her hand, and I had to admire it.

“Perfect may be right,” I replied.

I released Darren’s balls from my hand, and asked PussyKat if she could reposition Darren with his legs spread a little wider.

“Seven!” she barked.

Darren immediately widened his stance.

“Really?” I inquired, kind of impressed. “You have a numbered position for that?”

PussyKat looked at me like I was insane.

“Oh, honey, I have numbers for everything. It makes it so much easier to control them.”

I marveled at her use of the phrase “control them,” as it reminded me that Darren was just one of a stable of men that PussyKat amused herself with. A number of well-hung men, collectively known as “them,” whom she controlled. Magnificent, really.

I placed the long, wooden spoon, concave side up, beneath Darren’s balls. I cupped them with the spoon, and bounced them in the little bowl-shaped end of the spoon. Then I flipped the spoon over, let my arm go limp, and with a flick of my wrist I gave him a nice, hard, whack.

Darren reacted to the pain at this point, more than he had previously.

“Ooh, I think he likes that,” PussyKat observed.

She gave him slap with the wooden spoon, and then we began to trade back and forth. We got into a rhythm, and soon we were seriously nailing his balls with these ridiculous wooden spoons, and Darren was starting to lose his ability to remain standing.

“Oh, nice!” PussyKat cried out. “Now let’s really hammer his balls.”

I needed no encouragement, and after a few really brilliant, bull’s-eye strikes, Darren dropped to his knees.

“Fuck yes, that’s amazing!” PussyKat declared.

Somewhat comically, she held her hand up for a high-five, which I gamely returned, feeling a bit silly.

“On your feet, asshole,” she demanded.

Darren returned to the standing position immediately, but I could see that he was a bit more on edge than he had been before.

“Do you mind if I try something?” Pussy Kat asked me.

“Of course not,” I replied. “He’s your, um, bitch, I guess.”

She laughed, then grabbed ahold of Darren’s balls in one hand, presenting them to end of the wooden spoon, and then began striking him hard across the balls. I could see what she meant about not having a lot of patience. I would have taken probably five minutes to deliver what she gave him over a period of maybe ten seconds. She was merciless, ponding his captive balls with the spoon until he dropped to his knees again. Even worse for him was the fact that PussyKat didn’t release his balls from her hand as he dropped, but rather, his balls had to pull free of her grip, getting squeezed hard in the process. He started to cry a little at this point, still on his knees, which I found to be really adorable, but it seemed to annoy PussyKat. She slapped him hard across the face.

“Shut the fuck up,” she reprimanded him. “I’ll give you something to cry about.”

This was one of the biggest differences between us that I had identified thus far. We had many differences, for sure, but for me, seeing a boy on his knees, crying because I made his balls hurt, is one of the prettiest things I can think of. I can’t imagine being annoyed by it, and I definitely can’t imagine wanting it to stop.

Tag-teaming Darren was, well, interesting. It was educational, in some ways, and it was fun to take part in. And PussyKat remains a close friend. But it made me sad in some ways as well. I wanted more than to just take part in a fun activity. I felt that I had kind of wandered astray, and I wanted to find my way back. I was missing the intimacy and romance of a committed relationship, with a guy who I can call my own. Whose body I can possess. Whose balls are mine.


Hardball

If you have a pair of balls, and you are still reading at this point, then I am really proud of you. You are a man who clearly knows his place, and you have come to accept the fact (however begrudgingly) that men need to have their balls busted from time-to-time. Perhaps you are the kind of man who needs to have your balls busted regularly. However, up to this point, everything has been really sweet and nice. But now, things are going to take a turn for the worst as far as your balls are concerned. Now, I am going to talk about hardball.

I coined the term “hardball” when I was fantasizing about busting my boyfriend Aaron’s balls. He was so accepting of that part of me, and would go above and beyond to do anything to please me, and I had begun obsessing about it. I wanted to explore this part of our relationship in a more profound way, and come to a deeper understanding between us.

Here’s the thing: Hardball makes me come. I discovered this the first time I played it, when I introduced it to Aaron. Just watching a man endure the relentless punishment of his balls is enough to set me off, but when it starts to get really serious, I can get close to having an orgasm. It just takes a little push to send me over the edge.

Aaron looked like the kind of guy who would be loud, obnoxious, and arrogant, but he wasn’t. He spoke softly, his voice unwavering and confidant, and he made eye contact in a way that was unnerving to some people, because he seemed to be peering right through them. He was attentive, interested in what I had to say, and he could be funny in a way that wasn’t mean, or cheap. His hands were large, and powerful, but he was so gentle and restrained in his physicality that I felt safe around him. He had blue eyes, his hair was generally a mess, like mine, and he was really relaxed and easy-going. We dated for a while before I felt that I could risk living with him. I had been really wary of doing that after my first experience, which had gone so badly.

One of the really amazing things about him was how talented he was in interacting with physical stuff. What I mean is if I asked him how to do a thing, he could do it, or he could figure it out. He could set up computers, and sound systems, and IKEA furniture and all that kind of thing. And he could figure me out too. He could work my clit with his tongue in a way that led me to understand that I had never had it done properly before. Fuck.

Our apartment had a wide, arched entryway between the dining room (which was also the kitchen) and the living room (which was also the bedroom). Because the apartment was really small. I asked Aaron to put an eyebolt in the middle of the top of the arch, and one toward the floor on either side. I added that they should be mounted really securely. He accomplished that within a few minutes. I had him take off his shirt, and I wrapped a length of soft, nylon rope several times around each of his wrists, the tied them together. Then, standing on a chair, I looped the loose ends through the eyebolt at the top of the arch. I got down off of the chair, and I kissed him.

Here is the order of things I prefer when tying a man in the standing position:

1. Take off his shirt.

2. Tie up his hands.

3. Kiss him.

4. Take off his pants.

5. Lick the tip of his cock, briefly.

6. Kiss him.

7. Tie his feet in place (optional).

8. Lick the tip of his cock, briefly.

9. Kiss him.

10. Tease him about whatever else you will be doing with his naked body, now that he is tied up.

11. Begin doing whatever else you will be doing with his naked body.

I was dressed the way I generally favor, wearing a thin cotton T-shirt and a pair of panties. This particular T-shirt was a half-shirt that bared my midriff, and it was a pale pink color. It had been white until I inadvertently washed a red thong with some white clothes. Coincidently, I was also wearing a thong, but that is also my favorite kind of underwear, so that’s what I am usually wearing. This pair actually is white, and very form-fitting in the front, if you know what I mean. I wasn’t wearing a bra, so my tits were pretty visible, and my nipples were prominent, since they were unrestrained. My feet were bare, which, as I have mentioned, I prefer when I am busting a guy’s balls.

With his arms up, and his hands tied, his feet were flat on the floor, but when I had him spread his legs to tie them in place, he was now standing on the balls of his feet (I love using the words “standing” and “balls” in the same sentence). I wrapped the nylon rope around each ankle three times, tied it, then pulled the two ends through the eyebolts on either side of the archway and tied them off. I took a step back to admire my work.

The way that a man’s body looks when he is tied up this way is magnificent. There is something so proud and noble about this stance, yet spectacularly exposed and vulnerable. Having a man spread his legs for me is incredibly hot, but tying them up that way is even better.

“Push your hips forward, Aaron,” I said softly. I didn’t want my words to sound like a command, but rather a suggestion of something really sweet that he could do for me. One of the things that I really liked about Aaron was that I generally only had to tell him something once. After this, he would require no prompting, and would do his best to position his balls to my advantage. He had this really adorable way of submitting to having his balls busted. He knew how much I love it, and endeavored to make it as convenient for me as possible.

I placed my hands on his shoulders, and leaned in to whisper in his ear.

“Do you wanna play hardball?” I asked.

He could tell I was up to something, because I tend to bite my lower lip when I get really turned on. I also sort of dance around, because I find it hard to stay still when I am aroused.

“What’s hardball?” he asked in a voice that had was tinged with fear.

I love that voice.

“There’s only one way to find out,” I replied, teasing him.

He had the reaction I was hoping for, where his eyes kind of go out of focus and he inhales audibly. Men do that when they begin to comprehend just how much trouble they are in. And at this moment in particular, Aaron was in a lot of trouble, because I was in a mood.

I placed my hands behind his neck, leaned in to kiss him, then rammed my knee into his balls. He knew right away that he was in for it, since I would usually start out really gentle, just squeezing his balls or giving them a few slaps. But the fact that I was starting out with a hard knee to the balls meant that this was going to be really painful for him. He groaned, which was a really nice sound to hear. Aaron had this deep, baritone voice that reverberated in his chest, and the sounds he made when we were intimate were intoxicating.

I kissed him hungrily, and the degree to which I was aroused was terrifying for him. I slammed my knee into his balls a second time, and the look on his face showed that he was beginning to understand what I meant when I called it “hardball.” He was about to get wrecked. This was going to be so devastating for him, and he could see how much I was going to enjoy myself. A third knee to the balls and his eyes started to water.

“Oooh, that’s pretty,” I cooed, stroking his face. “Are you going to cry for me so easily? You know how much I love it when you cry,” I whispered into his ear. “Let me see you cry.”

I gave him another one with my knee, really enjoying the feel of his balls squeezed against my skin at the moment of impact. I took my hands from his neck and took a step back. He maintained eye contact, because he knew how much I love to see the pain and the fear a man is experiencing. I like a man to maintain eye contact even when I myself am looking at his balls, or his cock. Aaron’s cock was as hard as I’d ever seen it, and his balls had a nice rosy shade. His dick is a little over seven inches long, and pretty thick, and when it’s hard it points almost straight up, leaving his balls exposed, which I love. His balls are a nice size, a little larger than average, and his ball sack has a bit of hang to it, but it doesn’t sag too much. Have I mentioned that I am a connoisseur?

I took a few practice kicks, which aren’t necessary for me at this point. My aim is incredibly accurate, which is the result of practice. But the purpose of hardball is to really keep the guy on edge. I delivered the first kick to his balls, driving the top of my foot between his legs, and flexing my thigh at the moment of impact. Aaron’s reaction was so cute, and kind of irresistible. It made me have to grab him and kiss him, and I had a hard time pulling away to give him another kick in the balls. But it set up a rhythm, where I would approach him between each kick to take his balls in my hand and tease him. It was kind of like I was doing everything in reverse, where I started out hard, then started to play with his balls and tease him afterward. I had his balls in my hand when the first tear rolled down his cheek. I leaned in and licked it off his face.

“Ballbusting tears taste the best,” I whispered in his ear. “But I want more. You’ll cry some more for me, right?”

I didn’t wait for him to respond, instead I held him by the hips as I hammered him with my knee. Then I took his balls in my left hand and presented them to my right hand to start delivering a series of slaps. His balls were really sensitive at this point, and his reaction to me slapping them was really touching and sweet. He was crying at this point, and I could tell how deeply he adored me. It made me want to slap him harder.

“Do you want to start begging?” I asked, sensing that he was reaching that point.

“Please,” he said in this really soft, tender voice.

“Please what?” I interrupted. “Please make my balls hurt? Please do it harder?” I suggested, toying with him. “Ok.”

I took a step back and kicked him, then came forward with an open-handed slap. He cried out in a way that surprised me in that I was now right on the edge of having an orgasm. Another knee to his balls, followed by grabbing him and squeezing hard, and I came, holding him close to me as I applied a vice-like grip. He had made me come often enough that he could tell what was happening, in spite of the excruciating pain he was enduring for me. When I finally released him, he was breathing hard, and he was clearly really emotionally affected. I put my arms around him and began kissing him, and the level of intimacy that we were at was new and profoundly satisfying. He had always had a deep respect for me, but now he recognized in me something that he couldn’t help but worship. I pulled back from the kiss to look him in the eyes, and was rewarded by the expression of adulation on his face.

Then I disappeared from his sight for a moment, and when I reappeared, I watched his face carefully. This was the moment I had been waiting to see. His eyes scanned downward, and I could actually sense when his stomach dropped. His eyes widened in an expression of terror that I never seen before when he saw that I was holding a baseball bat.

Now, at this point, you might be wondering if I am a psychopath. Don’t worry, I am clearly not going to take a full swing of the bat and land it between his legs. I realize the damage that could do. Mostly, I wanted to scare him. And I succeeded in that.

He really started to cry at this point, and he began begging me in earnest.

“Please, please, I’ll do anything,” he cried out, his voice shaking.

I approached him slowly, savoring every moment, laughing at the sight of him so desperate, so terrified. I focused on his balls while I lifted the bat in my right hand and tapped the open palm of my left hand.

“I know you’ll do anything, Aaron,” I purred. “That’s one of the things I love about you. And right now, I want to play hardball, and, well, you have the balls, so your position is pretty clear, and I have the bat, so it looks like we are ready to play.”

“Please,” he managed to say, with tears streaming down his face.

His naked body pulled at its restraints to no effect. Well, no effect as far as making him any less vulnerable, but it had a wonderful effect as far as making me even wetter than I already was. I slipped the handle of the bat between my legs and held it out like it was an enormous dick.

“Mine’s bigger than yours,” I teased him while looking at his cock.

His erection had softened somewhat from the sheer terror of seeing me with the bat, which made me laugh.

“Oh, is your penis scared of the big bat?” I teased. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to hit you in the dick, not when you have these big balls. They are so much more inviting.”

I looked him in the eyes while I slid the bat between his legs. I was holding it at about the mid-point, to give more control, and I got close to him and straddled his leg. I began to grind my pussy against the thick, hard muscles of his thigh as I gently rolled his balls back and forth with the bat.

“Tell me I own your balls, Aaron.”

“You own my balls,” he replied, and I could tell that he was being honest.

“Tell me I can do anything I want to your balls.”

I had him tell me this on other occasions, because I like hearing it, but it required so much more of a commitment when I had a bat between his legs. He had to swallow hard, and really steel himself to say the words out loud.

“You can do, any … anything you want, to … to my balls,” he managed to say.

His bravery made me want to come again. Still grinding against his leg, I pressed upward with the bat. The visual of such a devastating weapon placed so intimately, and level of total domination it implied, was intoxicating.

“Now tell me you want it,” I said, looking him in the eyes.

I could see how difficult this was going to be for him. Begging me was easy, but asking for it? This was going to require a lot from him. I had taught him really well that I never wanted him to tell me what he thought I wanted to hear. When he was being sincere, it was obvious in his voice. And he had gotten punished for lying before, so he was really clear about the fact that I hated that. So he was now in a position where he was going to have to find a way to tell me that he wanted it, and somehow be convincing. Which meant that he was going to have to focus his every thought on me, and what he would do for me to make me happy. He had to put his fear aside, and answer that yes, he did want me to do what I wanted to, in spite of the pain it would cause him. Essentially, the reason why I am dominant in the first place. I want to see a man directly confront that which he will willingly do for me, and admit to me that he will put aside concern for himself in order to satisfy me. And so Aaron did his best to do just that.

“I want it,” he whispered softly.

Sometime later, I was lying on top of our bed, and Aaron was providing me with yet another demonstration of the magnificent talent he possessed in licking my pussy. I swear that he could read my mind when he went down on me, because the way that the tip of his tongue could surprise me is uncanny. He would tease my clit, building up these vibrations until I would think that I couldn’t take any more, and then he would take it further, keeping me right on the edge of orgasm until it’s so intense that I think I might lose my fucking mind.

While Aaron was allowing me to recover from my first orgasm, and gently kissing and licking all around my pussy, I thought about the baseball bat. In slow motion. As Aaron began working slowly toward my second orgasm, I replayed what had happened. Stepping back, I was still holding the bat between his legs, and watching the expression on his face. I stood there, not moving, just allowing him to really think about what was about to happen. I wanted him to fully process the sight of me with the bat in my hand, and all that it implied.

I placed my hands on the back of Aaron’s head while he licked me, his tongue lapping up the length of my slit. I pressed his face between my thighs as I thought about slowly lowering the bat, and watching Aaron’s eyes follow its movement. The thing that was most telling was that even though his terror was now at a level I had never seen before, the degree to which he had been required to submit to me caused his cock to become harder than I had ever seen it before. This was such a touching tribute to me, I thought, and I told him that I so appreciated seeing how hard he was at that moment.

Then, still in slow motion, I replayed the vision of swinging the bat up between his legs, and slamming it against his balls. Lying on our bed, with Aaron’s face between my thighs, I came for a second time, and quite possibly the most mind-blowing orgasm I had ever had up to that point. My body was shaking from the impact for several minutes afterward as I held Aaron’s head between my thighs.

Finally, I had Aaron come up and lie beside me, and I kissed him.

“And that, is how we play hardball,” I whispered.


Softball

Some weeks later, I was sitting on the sofa with Aaron. I was wearing a sleeveless, silvery top, and a thong. That sounds unlikely, but it was the result of having gone out that night, and then shedding my shoes and skirt the moment we got through the front door. Aaron was completely naked, which actually sounds pretty likely, since that is what I have him wearing a lot of the time at home.

We were kissing, and my hand was irresistibly drawn to his balls. I held them in my hand and began gently squeezing them, he was a bit on edge, since he knows I like to begin this way, with nothing more than a nice, gentle kneading of his balls. I looked down between his legs and admired his erection, which was absolutely upright, posed in an exceptionally inviting manner. I gave in to its irresistible charms, and within seconds I was ass-up on the couch, my face in his lap, and his cock in my mouth. I sucked his cock in the, “I am not impatient, I have all the time in the world” kind of way. Like, slow. Nice. Down deep, up, up, up. Repeat.

A while later, and I was kneeling on the floor in front of him, and I had slowed the pace even more, by licking the length of him, down to his balls. I took on ball in my mouth, then the other. Back and forth, back and forth. Then trace my tongue along the midline, up to the base of his cock, then up to the head of his cock, then around and around. I took his cock in my hand and returned my mouth to his balls. Eye contact. I bared my teeth. Stroking him in my hand while I suck his balls into my mouth and bite him softly.

Then I could feel his balls tighten up, pulling toward his body, so I took the head of his cock into my mouth. Making eye contact, I stroke the length of his shaft in my hand. His body locks into place and his hips thrust. He comes, his balls emptying into my mouth. Down my throat. One drip down the side of my chin to be licked up later. Even the fourth spurt seems like a lot. Still moving slowly, patiently, I continue to suck him until he is completely soft. And then, a little bit longer.

I climb up into his lap, and he wraps his arms around me. I kiss him, deeply, enjoying my reward for giving him such a magnificent blowjob. After a few minutes, I back off a bit to look into his eyes and stroke his face.

“So,” Aaron says after a moment. “Would that be … softball?”

I laugh, and kiss him, wrapping my arms tightly around his body.

Yes, Aaron. That would be softball.


Epilogue

The romantics might, at this point, wonder if I ended up with Aaron. And if this were a romance, I would have to answer that. As it is, that’s a story for another day. I will say that I love Aaron to this day, and he is one of my favorite people ever.

But the purpose of this “memoir,” as I have decided to call it, is to discuss, in detail, one of my favorite subjects. And this is the point at which I would like to look back and survey the landscape, envisioning every boy whose balls I’ve busted. Bringing to mind every one of them, the expressions they had on their faces, the way they looked when they were on the floor, naked and busted, some of them crying, others trying to be stoic. I hold onto these images, remembering every little nuance, every sound they emitted, every word they said. Their words were beautiful expressions of pain, delightful confessions of humiliation, and thoughtfully touching admissions of gratitude. I’ve made myself come countless times replaying some of these events, sometimes in slow motion, savoring every moment, every detail. Freezing at the moment of impact, remembering the way each one’s balls felt in my hand, or across the top of my foot, or my knee, and studying the look on their faces.

As I have said, every guy to whom I delivered a ballbusting has eventually come to thank me. These are moments I cherish, as it takes a lot for a guy to come to the realization that he is indebted to me for having shown him what it’s like to be dropped to his knees in front of a girl, begging for a kind of mercy he knows he will never receive. But the thing is, I am truly grateful for each of them as well. From the very first time, with Dylan, I have enjoyed a rich variety of experience, and it has been an extraordinarily entertaining education.

So, to everyone out there with a pair of balls, who understands what it means to surrender to a much deserved, and frankly, inevitable ballbusting, thank you. Just know that when you next receive a nice, hard, kick in the balls, you totally deserve it.


Ava Paulson is an American girl from the Midwest, now living on the west coast with her husband and two cats. She writes “fictionalized” stories, a genre in which the stories she writes are all based on personal experiences, the details of which have been changed for the purpose of telling a story. She remains endlessly fascinated by erotic literature, the male body, and detailing for her readers the very unique situations in which she has had the pleasure of participating.
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