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"I don't quite understand why you're pissed off."

Olivia protested in an irritated tone as she clutched her clipboard defensively against her open bloused white medical coat. Prudence curled her grey-haired upper lip in a sneer. Her grizzled appearance came from many years of bitterness and anger. Prudence squinted her one remaining, icy-grey eye at the young (and arguably insubordinate) nurse. Prudence hated everything about her, the curly blonde hair with trimmed fringe across the front, the way she stood with her hip jutting out, the makeup, and especially the attitude. Around them, medical machinery beeped and dripped in the dim room as they stood next to a comatose patient.

Olivia pointed towards the patient in the bed saying, "I’m quite getting my work done. I've checked the charts, administered the medicines…"

"I'm not talking about here in Queen's Hospital Floor." Prudence growled out. She pointed down the hallway saying, "I'm talking about your evening rounds down in Clinic. I've heard you be grafting with those bloody creatures that come in to be fixed."

Olivia snorted and replied, "they're called 'men' and they’re humans just like us. It's not like they are here to be punished. Just fixed so they don't feel rage and lust anymore. I see no reason to be mean about it."

"There's quite no reason to be taking the piss about it, either. You have no idea how dangerous they can be." Prudence grumbled. Olivia scoffed, "men? Dangerous? Go on then."

Prudence, who still wore a drab-green set of old military scrubs which matched her camouflaged eyepatch hissed angrily, "Quite dangerous! I suppose young ones like you don't remember the war. You have no idea what it is to stare down a field full of men with their testicles and penises fully intact."

"Sounds like a dream come true." Olivia muttered to herself.

Prudence snapped at her, "and young women like yourself know nothing of what the foremothers sacrificed for a better world. One free of hate and lust. A world where the population register be in proper order and men are made inert as soon as possible. You know nothing of the dangers of murder, war, famine, and rape!"

Olivia pushed the chart back into the slot at the base of the bed saying. "Of course, I know about it. Do you think I'm a twit?  It's not like I slept through history class completely. I also know about the technologies we lost in the chaos, the societies rent to shreds, even beyond our island home, and the labor shortages caused by our foremothers killing so many people."

"You mean creatures, and maybe a few weak-minded women who made the choice to protect them."

"I mean people. You should probably know that I'm married to a bloke."

Prudence gasped and replied, "why would a pretty young woman like yourself throw away her happiness marrying a man when there are so many handsome women available?"

Olivia continued, "I could never make it with a bird. I've also petitioned a reproduction license and received one this year past."

Prudence shook her head saying, "so many mistakes."

"You don't have to quite agree with me lifestyle, but I would appreciate if you didn't refer to blokes as 'creatures.' Many my mates in school be boys. The sex wars were fifty years ago now.  It's a new age and I'm allowed to be nice to the men who come here to get fixed."

Prudence snorted and said, "being nice to men isn't quite your job." Olivia shrugged apathetically and said, "and suppose you gave me the sack. How many months or years will it take you to find a trained nurse to replace me? You speak of keeping population in register is true, but I can count on my one hand the babies born to maternity this month. I quite consider that more the problem than famine and your old fairy tales of rape."

Prudence scowled angrily at Olivia and said, "there's a difference between being nice and pitching woo. Make sure you keep your disgusting habits with men at home. In Queen's clinic, all you're allowed to do is cut them."

Low-heeled shoes clacked against the concrete floor as Olivia strode down the hallway.

"'In Queen's clinic, all you're allowed to do is cut them'" Olivia muttered bitterly to herself in a falsetto parody of Prudence's warning as she walked down the empty hallway from the main hospital to the Castration Clinic. "Angry old slag, just because she hates men doesn't mean we all have to. There's no way my Chuck is a creature driven mad with desire." Olivia entered the elevator and closed the accordion doorway behind her. She cranked the handle to the elevator downward to close the electrical contacts as she watched the floors slowly go by. Olivia sighed and mused to herself, "although some days I wish he was more like the men of the past. At least then he would desire me as badly as I desire him."

She reached the clinics ground floor and swung the metal handle opening the contacts and stopping the lift.

She stepped into a wildly different world from the healing hospital above as a prison-like hallway opened before her. The concrete floor and walls lay bare of any adornment save for a splash of matte white paint along the walls stained slightly brownish red in places with old blood. At intervals, iron rings were bolted into the wall for points to tie men down. She walked past several elevated holding chambers barred off with iron. Each bore long iron benches featuring open slots at strategic intervals and manacle joints to match. By design, each these could be accessed easily by the hallway via a series of arm holes just about shoulder height which gave access to the space beneath the iron benches. Olivia hugged herself as she walked by these feeling grateful that the years when men would be brought in dozens at a time on the back of a lorry and chained to those benches were gone. She remembered hearing about how gravity would cause their manhood to naturally fall between the slots of the benches where their testicles could be surgically removed from behind by nurses working along the hallway. Olivia couldn't even imagine walking along those dreadful slots, surgically removing testicles from hundreds of men every day while listening to their unanesthetized screams and howls where they sat helplessly chained and unable to escape the scalpel blade reaching up from beneath the bench that they sat on to cut away the very essence of their sex. She imagined what terror would fill the minds of the men sitting there, watching each man in turn to his side scream in agony as nurses working the halls would walk casually along slitting scrotums as they went. The poor bloke would have no choice but to sit there and wait for small fingers to cup his testicles and hold them still briefly before the nurse would slide the icy steel cold blade through his family jewels taking small, meaty trophies with her as she went.

"Why did we hate them so much?" Olivia groaned sadly as she frowned at the now empty and dilapidated slots.

She didn't even look up as she passed by the VIP room, equipped with lights, cameras and audio all centered around a miniature guillotine mounted at hip height. At the height of the war, this had been used by the new provisional United Queendom Government to make an example of particularly notable captures, such as military officers and politicians from the men's side. Olivia knew that this cut the line, quite literally, between hospital and torture chamber as the live shows of the men screaming and begging to be let go as their genitalia are clamped in place under the heavy blade would be broadcast to friend and foe alike for the purposes of propaganda. Olivia remembered watching recordings of the bleeding stump pulling free from the bloke grimly in history class and she grimaced at the thought that Prudence was old enough to have watched this back when the broadcast was fresh. Olivia squinted angrily as she contemplated that Prudence almost certainly cheered. The number of men who lost their manhood in this way was rather small, as it was mostly used as psychological warfare to demoralize the enemy forces. However, the crudely nicknamed "Peckertine" remained the most well-known method of castration method to date.

Olivia breathed a sigh of relief as she stepped into the modern part of the Castration Clinic. A rather bland looking wood-paneled office alongside a waiting room with a few settees in it presented itself. Off along one side sat a series of small-scale surgery theatres equipped only for the one operation they existed for. "Hello Corporal Stagmer." Olivia muttered a little nervously to a tall, young brunette in military scrubs who sat at a typewriter on the desk filling in official paperwork.  The soldier stopped typing and looked up at Olivia. A broad smile spread across her face, and she chuckled lightly saying, "it’s quite odd how many times I have to tell you that you can just call me Becky. Only men and other soldiers have to refer to me by rank." Olivia nodded sheepishly. Becky squinted at this and asked, "do I make you quite nervous?" Olivia stammered not sure how to answer that question. Becky turned to her and said, "Olivia, we've worked together for at least four months now and you've hardly ever spoken beyond professional decorum. Is it the uniform? You know I only wear it because the odious requirement of a soldier on hand for state-mandated castrations."

"I don't know, Corporal… er… Becky. I just got yelled at by Prudence and it has me rattled a bit." Becky harumphed saying, "Prudence is as high-strung as my old Sargent back in training. Droning on about the superiority of women and the evils of men. As if we didn't already all know that. I don't know what it is about the old women that makes them so angry. But enough of that. Have you thought anymore about my offer of Friday supper at The Black Sparrow? I sure as hell wouldn't wear this bloody rubbish, if that's what you be fearing. I have both a spiffy black tuxedo as well as a sequined cocktail dress. Since I'm the one asking, you get to pick what you would like to see me in."

Olivia gritted her teeth and said, "I'm not sure how to tell you this."

Becky shrugged casually and replied, "you can pick either, though I rather fancy the idea of squeezing my body into a revealing cocktail dress for you."

Olivia shook her head and replied, "No, Becky. It’s… well… I'm married."

Becky’s face fell. Olivia blew out a sigh and said, “I’m sorry, Becky. When you asked me yesterday, it was all so fast, and I just didn’t know how to tell you.”

Becky’s face turned sour as she began banging away angrily at the typewriter. Olivia stepped in close and said, “please, don’t be angry. I’m sure you’ll meet a nice young woman out there who will make you very happy.” Becky grumbled, “Scarcely. Though, are you quite in a closed relationship with her? I mean, it’s quite common to share pleasure between three people.”

Olivia clenched her teeth. Despite having legal license to marry a man, it was still quite a bit controversial to do so. She did not feel up to having such an awkward and difficult conversation with Becky, a military soldier with a crush on herself. The situation warranted a little white lie on the exact gender of Olivia’s spouse.

“Quite, yes, her…” Olivia stammered for a bit before continuing, “I don’t think my… uh… wife is quite up for an open relationship, if you understand what I mean.”

Becky flashed a cocky smile and replied, “perhaps she doesn’t need to know about it, if you understand what I mean.”

Olivia frowned slightly at this. She reviewed Becky and the thought of a soldier trained and willing to kill for Queen and Country gave Olivia a bit of chill down her spine. To Olivia’s dismay, this same thought caused a trickle of wet desire between her legs. Becky seemed so strong, so powerful, so commanding that Olivia both dreaded and simultaneously wanted for the soldier-girl to take control of her.

Becky turned to Olivia in her chair and said, “come here.” She patted her lap gently and held out her arm inviting Olivia to sit on her lap. Olivia’s heart pounded in her chest as she whispered, “I don’t think I should do this…” even as her body instinctively moved to follow the orders of the soldier. She hesitantly took a perch on Becky’s thigh with her smooth, uncovered legs nestled in place between Becky’s warm camouflage pants. “I… I…” Olivia began protesting as her body trembled.

“Shhh…” Becky replied. “I think deep down in your heart, you want to be a good girl. Is that it?”

Fear stopped Olivia from admitting to Becky that she was right.

Becky reached up and softly rested her warm hand on Olivia’s knee. Olivia felt powerless to stop her as she began slowly sliding her hand upward along Olivia’s inner thigh sending tickles and shimmers of unwanted pleasure along with her trickling fingers. Becky’s powerful fingers slowly slid right up the bottom hem of Olivia’s short nursing skirt. Olivia closed her eyes not wanting to watch as she felt those probing fingers draw ever closer to the tiny, thin strip of cloth along the bottom of her panties. This tiny strip of cloth protected her delicate little vagina from the outside world and soon a soldier would be assaulting that tiny little strip in ways that Olivia knew would soon give Becky full access to Olivia’s womanhood. Olivia didn’t want to watch, but at the same time, some primal part of her didn’t want Becky to stop. Still, thoughts of Chuck drove Olivia’s mouth as she pleaded, “I want to be good for my spouse. Can you understand that? Please.”

Becky stared directly into her face for a bit. She pulled her hand back slightly muttering, “so gorgeous. So beautiful. So sad.” Becky muttered as Olivia looked back weakly feeling like a child being chastised on a parent’s lap, despite Becky being a few years her junior. Becky sighed and stroked downward slightly across Olivia’s leg saying sadly, “It’s not fair for a woman to lock you up in monogamy and keep all this angelic pleasure for herself. Though, if I had you for a wife, I too would be insane with jealousy knowing every girl on the planet would drop her jaw in awe at your beauty.”

Becky retracted her hand fully and rested it on Olivia’s knee saying, “I suppose if I quite forced my sex upon you, I wouldn’t be any better than the wretched animals we drag into here to be fixed.  Would I?”
 

Olivia shook her head silently while starring off into space with a tremble.

Becky nodded and said, “Olivia, you still seem scared. I’m not going to hurt you. Do you quite understand?”

Olivia whimpered out, “I know that.”

Becky raised her hand and brushed a small curl of hair back from Olivia’s face saying, “Had I been a man, I would already be skewered balls-deep inside your gorgeous body. But I’m a woman, so you don’t need to be scared. Just because I’m soaking with desire for you, doesn’t mean I can’t quite control myself. I’m going to let you go now, but just know that, at any point, if you or your wife becomes open to new partners, I would be honored if you would consider me.”

Olivia smiled submissively at Becky and whispered, “thanks.” Becky beamed back and held out a hand letting Olivia help herself back to her feet. Becky continued with a lustful stare along Olivia’s bare legs and her plunging partially buttoned V-neck of her medical coat and smiled saying, “I do like how you dress so modern in that mid-20th century renaissance style. God knows the only thing worse than enshrining that gorgeous body in the curse of monogamy would be encasing it in those dreadful, old-fashioned, shapeless scrubs.”

Olivia nodded lightly and silently. Becky turned her attention back to typing with occasional glances over the typewriter over at Olivia. For her part, Olivia grabbed up the first clip board on the front desk and stepped out into the waiting room.

“Michael Lumbar?” she called out. There were two young men waiting there, both of which bore on their jacket lapel the small red oblong warning badge of a loaded male.  Olivia looked up at them and shuddered. For a moment she thought her husband sat there, as one of the men looked so much like him that she feared he had somehow managed to arrange for his own castration. She studied the man’s face briefly and blew out a sigh of relief. The man bore a similar visage to her husband but key, subtle differences let her know it was someone else altogether. As she stared at the man who looked like her husband, the other young man, a slender youth with thin build and soft brown locks of hair, silently rose to his feet. Olivia smiled at him sweetly and said, “My name is Olivia Jolie. I’m glad you could join us today.”

He grumbled something softly that was incomprehensible as he trembled lightly.

She expected him to be less enthusiastic about the procedure than she was.

“It’s quite all right to be nervous.” She said to him as she led him back towards surgical suite number one.

“Are you going to put me in the peckertine?” he whimpered sullenly.

“Oh, heavens no. That contraption hasn’t been used in decades.” Olivia chuckled. They entered a small medical suite bearing a rolling stool, a small countertop and cabinetry set, a few small chairs along one side, and a reclined medical table bearing restraints and stirrups. Michael looked at the table and shuddered.

“I bet you’re excited to get that red badge taken off.” Olivia said to him trying to get the young man to see the positive in the situation.

“I suppose. Does it hurt much?” Michael asked, sheepishly.

Olivia said, “have a seat.”

Michael edged towards the medical table, but Olivia gestured towards one of the normal chairs saying “no, no, here. We have a few formalities to take care of first.”

Slightly relieved, Michael took a seat on one of the common chairs. Olivia perched on the stool and began writing notes on his clipboard. As she did this, Michael couldn’t help but stare down her plunging neckline of her medical jacket which served as her only top. He licked his lips as he reviewed the beauty of her soft breasts squeezed together to form a curvaceous line of cleavage.

“Do you mind me saying something?”

Olivia looked up from her notes and said, “go ahead.”

“You’re quite lovely.”

She smiled and replied, “thank you.”

“It’s too bad I can’t…”

“Oi, don’t worry.” Olivia said as she leaned over towards Michael. She placed a warm hand on his shoulder, but his eyes could not be pried away from her warm breasts. She grabbed his chin and gently lifted it, so he looked at her face. They were intimately close, and she whispered, “I see you like my breasts.”

His face blushed as he stammered, “Please… don’t…”

“Shhh… it’s not your fault. You only stare because your balls make you stare. That’s the part of you we’re going to fix today. Understand?”

He nodded silently.

She smiled and replied, “I’m not angry like some other people are. I’m not doing this because I hate men. I actually quite like men. You were just born with a pair of organs which put out way to much testosterone and this has negative effects on your mind. Think of this like getting an appendix removed. It’s an extra part you don’t need and are just making trouble for you. Here. I’ll demonstrate. Go ahead and take a nice long look at my breasts.”

Olivia unbuttoned her jacket one button letting her cleavage lay out more prominently. Already the fringe of her lacy blue bra protruded slightly around the corners as well as the thin little strip of plastic and cloth which clasped between the cups of her bra. She said “when you look at my breasts now, you feel frustration and a yearning beyond your wildest imagination. Like being a crack addict staring at a fresh rock or a starving man at a buffet. Am I right?”

Michael swallowed hard and nodded. Olivia smiled and said, “now the exciting part. After today, the next time you look at a woman’s breasts, you won’t feel any of those things. You’ll be free of that frustration and desire because I’ll be removing a couple of useless organs from you.  Can you imagine? No more agonized cravings, no more lonely nights crying out in want, no more desperation… what I will do to you today will be better than satisfying your sexual desire.”

She leaned in close and gave a reassuring smile as she continued, “I’ll make your sexual desire disappear completely.”

Michael smiled back at her weakly.

“That’s something to look forward to. As well as getting rid of that red badge. I’m sure the girls will be much nicer to you after its gone.” Michael stammered and said “maybe. I don’t know. I’ve never spoken to a girl before. It’s umm… well…”

Olivia shrugged and said, “I suppose that answers my required question on sexual activity.”

Michael shook his head emphatically saying, “No, no, I never…”

Olivia smiled and replied, “I already marked in ‘none.’ You’re fully compliant with the law. Just curious, have you experienced an orgasm at all?”

Michael shivered slightly in fear.

Olivia said, “you can tell me. It’s quite fine if you have.” 

Michael replied, “I haven’t.”

Olivia blinked in surprise, “haven’t?”

Michael shivered and said, “well… no. I mean. I thought it was illegal, so I never did.”

Olivia nodded and marked down the appropriate part on her form saying, “oh no. There’s nothing illegal about being a tosser.”

“Can I?”

“Can you what?”

“Experience an orgasm. I mean… maybe you can give me a few minutes to wank while you take care of the other guy, and then come back. I just want to know what one feels like while I still can. Properly, that is.”

Olivia took this in thoughtfully. She stared at the young man. Although Prudence’s accusations and warnings burned within her mind, the youth in front of her hardly looked to be any kind of threat. The hours of mind-numbing labor upstairs coupled with the cold nights spent waiting for Chuck to come home began to writhe about within her mind. This crashed into the appearance of the other young man, the spitting image of her beloved Chuck. She knew she couldn’t quite control herself in her current state around such a man. Olivia’s thoughts shifted to Becky. Once both men had been disposed of, Olivia would have quite little else to do other than endure Becky’s sexual attention. Olivia pondered how long it would be before she caved to the desires of the handsome soldier girl. Olivia frowned for a second. She didn’t like the idea of cheating on Chuck, but she did know of a way to alleviate at least a bit of her burning desire without technically cheating, in the traditional sense of the word. She had done this a few times before and no man had ever complained about it.

“How about I give you one?”

Michael gasped, “no, you can’t. I would get in so much trouble if…”

Olivia held up the form saying, “I already marked you down as a virgin so officially any sexual activity which takes place between the filling out of this form and the taking of your testicles never legally happened.”

Michael’s mouth sat open in shock, “you would… do that? For me? Really?” His face turned skeptical as he continued, “No. This has got to be quite the prank. You are just making up fancy stories.”

Olivia stood up and went over to the counters opening a drawer to pull out a small plastic screw-top jar.

“At intervals, I am expected to collect sperm samples from men who might prove fertile for future breeding programs, as deemed necessary. As a virgin who has never orgasmed you would have quite a bit to donate. Most importantly, there is no actual requirements regarding ‘how’ I collect the sperm.”

Olivia turned back to Michael and said, “so I take your sperm the old-fashioned way before I take your balls. This will give you the once in a lifetime opportunity to experience an orgasm as a whole man. This is just an idea, though, not a requirement. If you would prefer, I’m perfectly fine to harvest the sperm surgically after castration.” 

“No!” Michael almost shouted.

Olivia cocked an eyebrow as he continued more softly, “no. I would like to experience an orgasm.”

Olivia smiled and said “sounds like a plan. Strip off your clothes and hop up on my table.”

Awkwardly, Michael began to unfasten his belt and pry off his shoes with his toes. “You’re the first girl to ever see me naked, save for my mum, I suppose.” He said to Olivia as he looked down at his pants.

“Don’t worry. I’ve seen quite a few sets of manhood in my time. You won’t offend me.” Olivia said as she busily collected the requisite surgical equipment. “Scalpel, hemostat, sponge, clamps, four-O monofilament, six-O silk, razo…” She stopped and turned back to look at Michael as his pants fell.

“Did you shave your testicles quite well before coming, right?” Olivia asked. Michael had instinctively cupped his hands over his manhood. Olivia gently grabbed his wrist and began to pull his hands away saying, “I just need to see how well you shaved.”

He clenched his jaw nervously as he let her pull his hands away. His purple tipped cock sprung up as he was already rock-hard with lusty erection. Olivia grasped his cock lightly with her fingertips and lifted it gently to check his scrotum underneath. “Lovely. You shaved quite well.”

She released hold of his cock and turned back to her supplies returning the razor to its case as she said “you would be surprised at the number of men who do an absolute rubbish job on the mandatory pre-shave. Quite comical, really, as the absolute last thing you would ever want is to have a pubic hair surgically implanted in you by accident.”

“Should I shave again?” Michael asked. 
 

“No, you did a lovely job. Go ahead and have a seat on my table here.” Olivia motioned towards the surgical table as she pulled her tray of medical instruments close. Michael sat on the table clearly dangling on the edge of terror and ecstasy. “Lean back.” Olivia instructed and he followed what she told him.

“Quite well, let’s have your foot then.” She lifted his left foot and put it into the stirrup. She wrapped the thick banded nylon straps around his ankle locking it into place.

“Do you have to strap me in?” Michael asked.

“Required procedure, I’m afraid.” Olivia said as she lifted his right foot into place.

“A bit outdated if you ask me, but I don’t make the rules. Give me your hand up here, then.” Olivia said as she stepped around to the other side of Michael.

Olivia stood up on a small stool alongside the table and took Michael’s left hand strapping it into place over his head.

“Is this how they used to have to castrate men?” Michael asked.

“Aye, yes, back when they would fight and scream their way into here. Those were our parent’s days. However, I feel things have gotten much better. Would you agree?”

“Yes, quite.” Michael said as she strapped in his right hand.

He now sat partially upright with his legs extended into strapped stirrups and his arms locked in place over his head. Noticeably, his manhood hung out exposed and unprotected making Michael feel incredibly vulnerable. A wave of terror passed through him, and his cock shrunk back a little in fear.

“You know, I don’t want to get in any trouble here. Maybe we should just skip that orgasm and get this over with quickly.” Michael offered up.

“It’s a bit scary, I know. Being completely at someone else’s mercy.” Olivia said as she stepped around in front of him. She gently took his cock in her hand and began massaging the smooth head with her thumb watching him cringe in desire and terror as she did so. “don’t be afraid. I’m very nice.” Olivia said reassuringly.

Michael began to pant lightly as fear still blended with whatever desire he had tainting it away from its full power. Olivia stepped in close and cupped her other hand underneath feeling his perfectly smooth pair of shaved bullocks fall into her palm as she said “I’ll take care of you. Then I’ll make sure you never need taken care of again.”

As Olivia held his warm, firm cock in her left hand, she began unbuttoning her jacket with her right making sure to do so slowly as to let him see her body as it grew to be unveiled. She watched his face and felt his surging pulse in the veins of his cock as she did this. It always amazed her how powerful, how magical this transition was, and also how she could so easily cause it.  Despite being considered a lost and somewhat useless art, the fact that Olivia had the ability to seduce and arouse men never ceased to amaze her. Even under the current circumstances, with his body restrained in a frame and with full knowledge that she would soon be cutting his testicles off, Michael’s breath grew ragged with lust and his cock pulsed in tempo to the brushing of Olivia’s thumb. She undid her final button revealing her lace bra fully and her thin little miniskirt.

He groaned as she swung her jacket off and casually tossed it onto the nearby chair. It would be hard to explain the presence of any potential protein-stains on her clothing to Becky or Prudence, given that she had been in the presence of a loaded man. She licked her lips as she stared at the incredibly smooth purple tip to the young man’s throbbing, hot penis. With her foot she pulled up her rolling stool and took a seat upon it with his manhood directly in front of her face. Already a glistening little drip of precum danced along his pouty little bell end. Olivia salivated at this and the thought of eating one of the rarest of salty snacks in the country. She technically had a job to do, and the bulk of his semen had to go into the jar, rather than her stomach, but she could still have a little slurp of the precum with no major problems. She glanced up at him as he stared down at her not sure what she was going to do next. She pulled his tip towards her face and licked the precum up with her tongue briefly before kissing the cute little lips of his urethra with her own.

“No, I’ll get in trouble for making you do oral sex.” Michael protested lightly.

“Don’t worry. This isn’t something you’re doing to me. It’s something I’m doing to you.” Olivia replied.
 

She tilted her head lightly to the side and kissed him gently once more along the little ripple of flesh running along his foreskin. She continued “it’s something I want to do to you.”

“Really?” he asked in shock.

Olivia nodded and replied, “your sex is tasty”

Michael blinked at her and replied softly, “Sex is something men do to women which is wrong.”  He recited early-education pamphlets word-for-word.

Olivia nodded and said, “I suppose maybe that’s true for someone else, but not here. Besides, you’re strapped in. You couldn’t do anything to me even if you wanted to. Right?”

Michael nodded.

Olivia continued, “then I’m free to get sperm from you using whatever method I like, and it’s not your fault if I chose to do it creatively.”

“I suppose not.”  

“You have a pretty cock. I want to feel it in my mouth. The warmth of it. The smooth tip. The warm veins along the side. I want to taste it. Will you let me?”

Michael silently nodded.

Olivia knelt in close and pulled his throbbing cock into her warm, moist mouth. She felt the smooth tip slide over her tongue and brush up against the roof of her mouth. Something about having it inside her mouth felt infinitely satisfying, like it just fit perfectly. Also, having a man fill her mouth made other parts of her body quiver and grow wet with envy. She knew she could not, however, for Michael was still a loaded man and could very much so get her pregnant. Assuming the child be quite influenced by Michael’s pedigree, then explaining such a baby to her husband would be problematic to say the least.

Michael groaned and gasped, “oh my god.”  As Olivia silently suckled away at his cock. She looked up to check on him and he looked down at her briefly saying, “that feels fantastic.”

She chortled slightly in joy, unable to truly elocute her feelings with her mouth full. She fell into a steady state of bobbing her head back and forth simulating thrusting on the head of his cock as it plunged deeper in towards the back of her throat and then retracted before plunging in again. The meaty, musky scent of his warm manhood filled her nostrils, and a strange sense of primal joy filled her mind with fantasies of submitting her own body to his desire rather than slurping away at his last load at the castration clinic.

For his part, Michael shuddered uncontrollably while repeating in an almost mindless chant “oh my god” for a few minutes before whispering down to Olivia “I never knew I could feel that.”

Olivia let go briefly and gently ran her lithe fingers along his shaft toying with the smooth purple tip with her thumb as she asked, “does it feel good?”

Michael nodded and whispered “very.”

“I want you to describe it for me.” Olivia whispered to him. She leaned in and gave a little lick along the underside of his cock. “What does it feel like when I run my tongue along your frenulum?”

Michael shuddered and asked, “why do you want me to describe it?”

“Personal research, I suppose. I’ve always wondered what it’s like inside the mind of an intact man.”

Olivia smiled considering how much pleasure Chuck had derived from her personal research. Indeed, her ability to make a man melt into puddy with pleasure at even the slightest circular motion of her thumb came from many clandestine experiments such as the one she conducted with Michael presently.

“Your mouth feels wet and incredibly warm. I feel my… balls pulse… I guess like they are more alive than ever. I don’t know how to describe it. It’s like my cock is hungry and you’re feeding it by taking it into your mouth, but it’s more than just satiation, it’s a sensation that I’ve dreamed of a few times. It’s like my body is on fire and you’re dousing it with water that both cools and incites with every touch.”

Olivia kissed the tip of his cock as she rubbed her thumb along his underside. “Well described. Shortly I’m going to make your body’s fire explode.”

“Will it hurt?”

“No, quite the opposite. Are you ready?”

Michael swallowed hard and nodded.

Olivia tipped her head down and brought him into her mouth more fully than before. She wrapped one hand around his shaft and began pulsing sensually her hand and her mouth in concert to fully provide the sensation of full penetration thrusts. The young man groaned in ecstasy at this and panted even more thoroughly. It didn’t take long in his enthusiasm for his cock to swell enormously. Olivia sensed he was getting close, so she grasped hold of his balls with her left hand to gauge how close he was. She felt the skin around them tighten and pull them up into ‘firing’ position as she continued bobbing her head even faster now. A bit of saltiness taste flushed through her mouth and Michael groaned loudly. His whole body shuddered violently as she quickly let go with her mouth and redirected the tip of his cock into the plastic jar. Olivia continued pleasuring him with her hand as she wiggled her jaw back and forth, stretching out her sore mouth muscles from their recent exercise as hot, sticky cum filled the unfeeling plastic cup. Michael shuddered and gasped groaning, “oh my god, I had no idea…”

Olivia smiled sadly feeling a strange wave of envy towards a plastic cup wash over her. How come did it get to hold all the cum? Surely her body could have been a lovely host for the young man’s final load.  There was nothing to be done for it, however, as she massaged out the last few bits with her fingers milking what remained of his semen into the plastic before capping it off with the screw cap and labelling it for cold storage.

“I could have never imagined that feeling.” Michael said as Olivia gently set the cup of his manly juices aside. “I thought you would like that.” She murmured to him with a near purring sound to her voice.

She slid her long fingers into a sterile glove followed by fitting on another.

“Is it possible to experience that again?” Michael asked her.

“No. You get to experience that precisely once in your life.” Olivia said as she licked a few drips of the early cum from her lips and attached a blade to the scalpel.

“Oh… well… I’m glad I got to experience it with you.” Michael said to her with a smile. Olivia smiled back and said “Happy to help. Time to get these balls off you, though.”

Michael shivered and asked, “will it hurt?”

“No more than a jab and a plaster for now. See…” Olivia pulled up a syringe and showed it to him. “Lidocaine to numb your bullocks. There might be some phantom itching sensations. Also, other sensations later, some men describe it as feeling like being tickled from the inside. That’s just your body adapting to a lack of testosterone. It’s completely normal.”

“I don’t think I want to do this anymore.” Michael protested with his eyes wide.

“Doesn’t matter now whether you do or not. Your only choice at this stage is whether you want to watch or look away.” Olivia said this as she donned a surgical mask. She pulled up a bottle of alcohol and applied it liberally to both her gloves and to Michael’s groin causing him to flinch for a moment making her look up at him. “I haven’t even started yet.”

“Just… cold…” Michael muttered.

Olivia nodded and replied, “the choice to watch or not really is up to you. Honestly, I kind of hope you do. Many men find watching to be quite an education on their own anatomy and I would like to explore it with you. If you’re feeling green already, I suppose I can apply a drape.”

“No. I’m quite fine to watch. I…” Michael swallowed hard and continued, “knew this was going to happen.”

Olivia gently lifted his balls and cock, now growing slightly flaccid after having peaked in orgasm, off to the left to reach in with the syringe underneath. She said, “slight pinch from the jab.” She slid the thin needle in next to his nerve and depressed the plunger filling the sensitive bits that she had just been pleasuring mere moments before with numbing agent.

Michael cringed and then blew out a breath.

“There you go. That’s the worst of it. Other side is not so bad.” Olivia murmured helpfully as she shifted his manhood about and injected fresh lidocaine in there as well. She watched as the scrotum briefly tightened and then fell limp as his cock dropped completely flaccid.

She collected up a bit of flesh from his sac and pinched it delicately between her fingers “Feel that?”

“no.”

She let go and then used her middle finger to flick the testicles hard and sharp. Michael gasped but then relaxed, “feel that?”

“No. Just, scared I guess.”

“It’s quite fine to be scared. I’ll be with you the whole way though.”

Olivia grabbed up the scalpel and began to make a “C” shaped incision along the side of his left scrotum. Bright red blood puddled from the wound which she wiped away with a piece of sterile gauze. She looked up briefly to see that Michael was watching with intense curiosity.

“A few weeks or so into my job here I came to realize that for me this is routine, but for every single one of you men that sit in my chair, this is your first time. I’m not like the old women who think men should be castrated as a punishment. I rather consider it a service to help you integrate into society. After this, you get to be an adult. Not a father, but an adult. Honestly, I think this should be done with more fanfare. If we treated it like the graduation party that it really is, then that would be more appropriate.” Olivia talked as she gently extended the incision bit by bit, carefully watching the blood before wiping it away to make sure it was puddling rather than squirting from the accidental incision of an artery.

“What? You mean like a party with cake and teas?” Michael asked.

Olivia shrugged and replied, “Something like that. I mean. After I take these off, you will be an adult, unloaded man. Girls will know you are safe to be around and start being nice to you.”

Michael chuckled mirthlessly and replied, “not quite any good to me for the girls to be nice after I can’t do anything about it.”

Olivia replied, “girls will be nice to you because you can’t do anything about it.”

She glanced up at him and smiled briefly. She knew he couldn’t see the smile through her mask, but she hoped it would show up in the corner of her cheeks under her eyes.

“Here we go.” Olivia said as the testicle started to expel through the incision under the scrotum’s own tension. She squeezed Michael’s scrotum from the very bottom working her way up slowly wriggling the testicle out bit-by-bit as it slid out through the incision along the side.

“My god, it’s like shelling a peanut.” Michael groaned.

“Quite.” Olivia replied.

“Is that all there is to it? Removing my manhood is nothing more than a slit and a slide?” Michael asked. His testicle now hung outside his scrotum. Although it initially came out covered in blood, Olivia’s constant mopping with sterile sponges and gauze cleaned it up beautifully.

“Well, one more step.” Olivia said as she pulled up the clamping hemostat and tightened it about the spermatic cord extending from the now loose testicle. She pulled up a small pair of scissors and cut cleanly through the cord releasing the reproductive organ from its former owner.

“Slit, slide, snip.” Olivia said with a small chuckle. She used fine suture to close the tip of the cord and released the hemostat letting it slide back into the body under its own tension. She said, “one more side and you’re almost done. You’re doing quite well.”

“Thanks. I feel quite queer. It’s not quite pain so much as just feeling, well, hollow.”

“Completely normal to feel a bit hollow as you are a bit hollow.” Olivia replied.

She sutured the incision and then turned her attention to the other side as she repeated the process once more for his right testicle. In short order, she had a pair of shiny and damp masses of flesh resting on her tray with little stubs of spermatic cord extending from each of them. While Michael sported a fresh pair of gauze bandages wrapped over incisions on either side of his scrotum.

“What happens to them now? Are you going to toss them in the skip out back for the garbage man to haul away?”

Olivia shrugged and said, “Well, yes, same as any other medical waste.”

“Can I keep them?”

Olivia scoffed, “No. I just cut them out.”

“I mean like in a jar or something.”

Olivia nodded and replied, “oh, that’s a fairly common request. Here.”

She took off her mask, rolled her seat over to the cabinetry and pulled out another plastic jar. She transferred the testicles into it and filled it with alcohol. As she transferred them in, she said, “you’re lucky you had me. The older women don’t fulfill special requests like this.”

“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

Olivia began loosening the bands around Michael’s wrists and ankles in turn. She said, “I suppose you want to keep them as something to remember your manhood by.”

Michael replied, “I want to keep them as something to remember you by.”

Olivia smiled and said, “aww… that’s sweet.”

“Speaking of women being nicer to me. Now that I’m unloaded, is there any chance you’re free Friday night?”

“Sorry, a little too married for that.”

“You’re married?”

“Rings damage gloves so I can’t quite flash my gemstones as you, but I am quite married.”

“But you just…”

Olivia gave a casual shrug and replied, “What? Helped you donate sperm for future banking in a mildly more creative way than that prescribed by the medical manuals?”

She finished the last band and Michael leaned forward rubbing his wrists slightly and gently padding at the bandaging she had placed around his scrotum.

“But I thought we had something special.” Michael grumbled.

Olivia stood up and grabbed his chin forcing him to look up at her. She stared down at him. She now wore nothing but a bra and miniskirt while his testicles floated in a small jar of alcohol next to him. It felt like a natural time for him to be educated by the scantily clad older woman.

“Michael, you did get to experience something special, but now it’s over. The choice you have is whether to be resentful that it can’t continue or be grateful for the time you did get. You got to experience an orgasm as a fully loaded man, possibly one of the most intense experiences any human ever gets to feel. That is something special and something to be grateful for.”

His gaze softened lightly, and she released hold of his chin. He grabbed up the jar of his testicles and replied, “I suppose you’re right. Thanks for letting me experience that.”

She patted his shoulder and smiled saying, “That’s the better attitude to have. Now…” She reached over and grabbed up his jacket tearing the red badge off the lapel saying, “how about you ask a girl at school if she would like to go on a date with you next Friday, instead of pining after this married, old woman.”

“One would date me?”

Olivia held up the red badge in her hand and said, “one will now.”

Olivia stepped back out into the waiting room as behind her Michael awkwardly stumbled out with his legs spread wide in a bow-legged cowboy stance. “Thank you.” He whispered to her as he left. She smiled prettily and replied, “you’re quite welcome.”

Having castrated Michael, Olivia returned to the office where Becky sat. She had finished up her typing and now sipped tea from a small ceramic cup. “That took quite the minute.” Becky said judgmentally. Her eyes narrowed as she continued, “what do you do with the men back there?”

“I cut their balls off. What else is there to say?” Olivia protested.

Becky set the cup down on her oaken desk and stood up. She stepped around it and pressed in ominously close to Olivia. Becky stood several inches taller than Olivia and the masculine military outfit made her seem even more domineering.

“Prudence was asking about you.” Becky said.

Olivia’s face drained of color as a terrified look came over her face. Becky placed a calming hand on Olivia’s shoulder and said, “I told her about John Paul who got dragged in here, no paperwork to speak of and aggravating as all get out. I told her you gruffly chopped his testicles off, and I felt grateful that the rooms be soundproof as I felt sure he screamed bloody murder the entire time. That is why you took longer with Michael.”

“John Paul? Who’s John Paul?” Olivia asked in confusion.

Becky replied “I’m not good at lying under pressure, so I just started naming Beatles. Prudence bought it completely and said she was happy to learn about how you were conducting yourself better down here than what had been reported in the past. Afterwards, she told me something incredible. Do you know what it is?”

Olivia shook her head still feeling trepidatious.

“A proper castration takes barely the space of ten minutes.”

Olivia shook her head and said, “not if you want to do it well. It’s not just about the…”

“So, what do you do with the men down here?”

Olivia bit her lower lip.

“My very-married girl, tell me, what do you do with the fully-loaded men down here when you’re locked alone with them in those sound-proof rooms.”

A trickle of a tear drop began to form along the edge of Olivia’s eye.

Becky’s tone turned more consolatory “Shhh… you don’t want to tell me, that’s quite your business.”

Olivia dropped her head as Becky continued, “I suppose you do quite the job. I can tell by the way that those former blokes hobble out of here that their ghoulies are locked up tight in a jar. I suppose all the extra time is merely a bit of fun?”

“Please… don’t.” Olivia stammered on the edge of sobbing.

Olivia looked up at the tall, powerful woman and she smiled back at Olivia wiping away her tears. Becky continued softly, “I suppose if I had a job of staring at dangly bits all day, a girl would eventually get curious. I mean, once you get over all the wretched fairytales of our mums, a girl might start to wonder what a bit of hanky-panky with an uncut man really feels like. Quite sensible, if you ask me.”

“It’s not allowed, so it couldn’t have happened.” Olivia protested.

“Nothing is allowed anymore.” Becky replied with a slight chuckle.

Olivia hung her head, but Becky pulled her in and wrapped her arms around Olivia’s shoulders. Becky whispered into Olivia’s ear, “I’m not going to turn you in.”

“It’s your job. You have to.”

“My job is to protect the Queendom from enemies, not lock up the most beautiful woman I have ever laid eyes on for a wee bit of snogging before snitching a bloke’s family jewels.”

Olivia leaned back and studied Becky’s face. Becky continued, “I am quite capable of keeping a blind eye on your romps and lying to that ogre Prudence if playing with the men will make you happy.”

“Really? Thank you, Becky.”

“It will cost you though.”

Olivia cringed and asked, “how much? I mean, I suppose I got some quid on me…”

Becky chuckled and said, “you and I both know that I’m not talking about money.”

Olivia sighed.

Becky continued, “earlier you played well the role of the good spouse. Truly, it was an award-winning performance. I felt so randy and yet I could not bring myself to hurt you, since I figured you spoke in earnest. I quite planned the long-cold shower following this shift for myself.”

“I uhh…” Olivia started to speak but Becky cut her off saying, “I know my thoughts of taking you to a nice restaurant for a sparkling evening remain quite the fantasy, however a clandestine relationship down here in the dungeon could serve to quell at least part of my desire. You scarcely stand a chance of puttering lies of proprietary behavior now having spent nearly half an hour alone in a room with an uncut bloke.”

Olivia shivered lightly. Becky continued, “I offer a simple proposition. No matter your choice, I won’t say anything about what has happened so far. I do that because my heart swells when you are near, and I truly do not desire to hurt you. However, if you want to keep playing with the men, then you had better let me play with you. Otherwise, I’ll set quite the Swiss alarm clock on your clients from here on out and notify Prudence the moment the hand clicks over ten minutes. However, let me play with that beautiful little body of yours, and I’ll break the clock when Prudence comes stomping around asking how much time you spent. Do we have a bargain?”

Olivia thought about this.

Her goal of not falling into Becky’s clutches by tasting Michael had come to naught. Olivia doubted she could truly live up to the theoretical timetable of a castration that was developed during a time period of brutal, rapid, forced cuttings. Olivia technically could do this if she really did follow Prudence’s guidance to only cut the men. In a way Olivia felt trapped but, at the same time, she felt as if she had been given a second chance. She could not deny the curiosity within her mind as to what would happen had she simply let Becky’s fingers continue their trajectory as she sat on Becky’s knee earlier. A part of Olivia started to think of Chuck, but she internally countered this considering if it would really be cheating if it was with a woman? Besides, with all Chuck’s late nights and time away, would she really be a horrible person for just letting her body be the plaything of a bored soldier? That old urge, the primal desire to submit, surged within Olivia once more. Her mind had justified away the decision and she felt ready to give Becky what she wanted. Still, Olivia felt nervous around soldiers and so she asked, “Do you promise not to hurt me?” Becky gently stroked Olivia’s cheek and said “Of course I won’t hurt you. That’s the last thing on my mind.”

Olivia closed her eyes and said, “we have a deal.”

She felt Becky’s strong hand drop from her cheek and slide as smoothly and firmly as a muscular eel right up the inner part of her thigh. Firm, powerful fingers wriggled gently pressing Olivia’s little panties aside as if they were not even there. Olivia gasped as Becky’s fingers expertly found her clitoris with a glancing brush. Olivia instinctively cringed and clamped her legs together in fear.

“Shhh… I won’t break your womanhood, if that’s what you’re afraid of. I want to enjoy it. I’m also hoping you enjoy this so much that you forget all about those dirty men.” Becky whispered to her intimately.

Olivia looked up into Becky’s face with a gape look of fear.

“Give your womanhood to me. I’ll take care of it.” Becky said to Olivia firmly. Olivia relaxed her legs and let Becky’s hand gain further access to her pussy. Sweetly and tenderly, Becky began massaging her lips and opening letting Olivia get acclimated to the sensation of being touched while receiving little snippets of pleasure which sent tiny shockwaves across her abdomen.

“Good girl. My god, the way you’re reacting it’s like you’ve never been properly loved by a woman before. Too bad your wife is so terrible at sex.”

“Please don’t talk about my hus… er… wife.” Olivia protested weakly.

Becky smiled and said “I see that it is a sore point in your life. So, I won’t poke at it. Your pussy, on the other hand, is desperately in need of a good poking.” Becky plunged her middle two fingers deep into Olivia’s warm, wet womanhood. Olivia felt the incredible sensation of being filled when not previously feeling empty and at the same time the submissive terror of sensing Becky casually wiggle her fingers deep inside of Olivia’s own body.  Then Becky lowered her thumb down across Olivia’s clitoris and began massaging it at the same time. Olivia couldn’t stand anymore as her knees failed to obey her rather now finding a new master in the powerful bolts of sexual pleasure coursing through Olivia’s body at Becky’s touch.

Becky wrapped her other arm tighter around Olivia’s back to support her as Olivia began to breath in tempo to the throbbing pulse of Becky’s thumb.

“Good girl. Now give me a kiss.” Becky murmured softly.

Without thinking, Olivia turned to Becky and puckered. Had Becky suggested this earlier, Olivia might have found a way to politely decline. But now Olivia’s bodily instincts were in charge and her sex-addled mind was growing increasingly suggestable. Becky caught Olivia’s lips with her own and Olivia felt her soul sink into that warm, sensual kiss. Olivia’s chest collapsed in a panting breath which turned into a hoarse, whispering moan of pleasure as Becky released the kiss.

“I don’t think you can stay quiet much longer, can you?” Becky asked.

Olivia shook her head as her body quivered with pleasure.

“That’s too bad. Can’t have you shouting and moaning. Because of that bastard up front, we’ll have to stop for now.” Becky whispered into Olivia’s ear as she slowly retracted her fingers out from Olivia’s pussy.

Olivia whimpered, but Becky said, "Go cut his balls off then bring your gorgeous, tight, little body back here so I can play with my toy some more."

Olivia nodded silently.

Instead of heading straight out to the waiting room, Olivia headed to the bathroom first. She didn't need to pee, rather she got up in front of the mirror and splashed little bits of cold water on her cheeks to quell the blushing sexuality they betrayed. Olivia rubbed her face and then looked up at her messy appearance. Despite lacking muscle to move, her hair had decided to explode into a tangle of post-coital madness. She pulled out the clips and let her hair fall before smoothing it out and putting it back up in clips again. "Don't think it. Don't think it…" Olivia muttered to herself. She frowned as the memory of Becky's tongue playing about her lips and Becky's fingers probing her pussy came back to her. Something about the way Becky commanded her had forced Olivia to shut down in the presence of the stronger woman and merely obey. This sensation both terrified and attracted Olivia. “Why do I let her do that to me?” Olivia muttered. She pouted for a bit before fessing up to her own reflection the question which was the answer, “Why do I enjoy it?”

Something about the way in which Becky adored Olivia’s body in ways Chuck simply seemed to take for granted gave Olivia’s flesh a quiver of desire. Never one to particularly desire girls, Olivia had taken up rejection as first response to all proposals from the multitude of classmates and other women who had been attracted to her. Her pussy still buzzed lightly from the ministrations of Becky’s fingers and yet also ached in unfulfillment as these ministrations had been halted halfway leaving Olivia still unsatisfied. The thought of abandoning her body over to Becky for a plaything thrilled Olivia deeply and yet terrified her. It was well known that soldiers were neigh close to above the law and if Becky opted to do something terrible to Olivia there would be little recourse. The fact that someone so powerful had taken an interest in Olivia felt sexy as hell. Such buzzing electrical sexuality made focusing on her marriage even more difficult than normal.

Olivia sighed, “is that it now? Am I just a typical lesbian whose been living in denial?”

Olivia reached down and smoothed out the front of her skirt as well as awkwardly shifted her hips to get her panties back into place. A strange tickle fluttered in her abdomen, and she remembered the faint pink line on the ovulation test that morning. Olivia frowned. Playtime with Becky could be fun, but it ultimately wouldn’t satisfy her true desire to feel the fresh pulse of new life growing within her body. The fact that Chuck was already scheduled to work late tonight meant another month will come and go with no miracle to remember it by.

At this rate, would her marriage even survive long enough to have a baby?
 

The men she occasionally played with served as little threat. Sure, every once in a while, she would dole out a toying little hand-job or tasty blowjob just to make the day less mundane for herself. However, given their gelded status and lack of relationship to her overall, none of them really stood a chance to supplant Chuck. Becky, on the other hand, well…

…what if she ordered Olivia to divorce Chuck?

Could Olivia manage to refuse?

Olivia turned sideways and viewed her form in the mirror. She even went so far as to try and slump a little to push out her abdomen a bit and pretended what it would be like to be gloriously pregnant. Being pregnant with a man’s baby would be a great way to make herself less interesting to Becky who would find the concept alone revulsive while also serve as a wonderful gift to present to her beloved Chuck. Olivia smiled thinking of Chuck as a father and felt confident that he would be a natural at it.

She sighed as she stopped flexing her belly and it fell back to flat. Most women would have been happy with this feat of abdominal fitness, but Olivia frowned.

She had the egg.

She had the father.

All she needed was the sperm.

"Jason Manus" Olivia called out a bit grumpily. The name was moot point as only one young man sat in the waiting room. He had broad, friendly face as well as a burly build to him. His firm chin and deep hazel eyes looked so much like her husband’s that Olivia glanced at him several times and then back down at the form.

He rose to his feet saying “oi, that’s me.”

“Follow me please.” Olivia said.

He quietly followed her down the hallway back to the castration rooms.

Olivia began flipping through the form. She pouted as a queer idea glinted in her mind. She glanced over her shoulder at Jason as he silently followed her.

“On your medical history you marked no allergies, no genetic defects, and no congenital defects.”

“Aye, yeah, I be healthy overall I suppose.” Jason grumbled back in a stilted Northern accent.

“You’re Jason Manus, son of Garvin Manus and Jill Jolie?”

He furrowed his brow and nodded saying “Them me parents.”

“Do you know a Chuck Jolie?”

“Chuck? Chuck? I think me mum mentioned her brother’s boy be a Charles. Never met the bloke though.”

“Hmmm.” Olivia quietly mused to herself. The fact that he looked so much like Chuck started to make sense. Olivia internalized this unique development and a twisted idea started forming in her mind. An idea to salvage this month’s fertile period for the sake of herself and her Chuck started percolating about. It felt dangerous and partially illegal. Luckily, she was in the right place.

They entered the castration room and Jason asked, “Do ye mind me asking, what be the point of these questions?”

Olivia replied, “Oh, nothing, just standard medical and all. That’s it. Are you quite well today?”

Jason shrugged saying, “as good as anyone at a clinic, I suppose.”

“Oh, yes, that…” Olivia said with a sigh.

“Aye, that.” Jason replied gruffly.

Olivia smiled lightly at him and said, “you seem less fearful than most young men are when they come in for castration.”

Jason shrugged saying, “I suppose most be quite blue about flunking their fatherhood tests. I never took one so nothing to surprise me for it. Not much for babies myself. Does it hurt much?”

“No more than a jab and a plaster” replied Olivia automatically.

“I suppose I should prepare then.” Jason said.

“Hold on.” Olivia protested.

Jason blinked at her in confusion.

Olivia’s body shook as her mind quaked on the edge of terror and desire. She felt like a little girl standing on the edge of a deep ocean ready to jump in. Only problem was, she had to push a man into it along with her.

“Before I cut your balls off, do you mind if I make use of them.”

“How?”

Olivia clenched her jaw briefly. She pondered her next move and eventually opted to go with the truth.

She replied, “I’m the wife of Chuck Jolie, your cousin. We’ve been trying to have a child now for quite a while. We have not been successful. You’re healthy and share a great deal of your genetic traits with my husband.”

“You want me sperm for an in-vitro? But I thought those be illegal now?”

“Yes, fertilization and other medical alternatives for improved procreation are illegal as forms of woman enslavement. I was thinking of something much simpler. Much more straightforward.”

Jason lowered a quizzical eyebrow.

Olivia continued nervously, “I tested myself this morning. I am ovulating today. I’m very fertile right now.”

Jason twisted up his lips and asked, “and… ye need a boff?”

Olivia blew out a breath. She had never requested something so crude and asinine from a man before in her life, and it felt weirdly unnatural to be having this surreally lopsided conversation.

“Yes.”

“When and where?”

“Here, before I castrate you.”

“Will be quite the knee trembler.”

Olivia glanced around the room. True to Jason’s crude slang, they would likely need to have sex standing up as there wasn’t really a satisfactory place to lay down properly.

“Quite.” Olivia replied quietly.

Jason stepped in close to her. She could smell his faint, manly cologne wafting slightly off his warm body. Just like Chuck, he seemed to tower over her small frame.

“I suppose I should see what the fuss is all about, eh?”

Olivia smiled lightly and said, “if you don’t mind.”

“Not at all. How can I deny a pretty girl her chance to get a leg up? Well, let’s get your knickers dropped and your cute little body bent over that chair then. Soon enough I’ll have you good and pregnant.”

Olivia blinked in surprise as Jason started to guide her over to the chair.

“Have you had sex with a girl before?” She stutteringly asked.

“No.”

Olivia submissively let his firm hands guide by her arms over to the chair as he pushed her forward, so she leaned over it with her supple buttocks and vulnerable crotch upwards and exposed in the air. She felt the warmth of him press in from behind her and even through the cloth of his trousers and her miniskirt, she could feel his warm, firm cock growing hot within. She stared surreally at the bland wall and cabinetry set ahead of her as she felt his warm fingers slide up her thighs dragging along her miniskirt with them. She sighed.

Why even bother wearing clothing at all since all anyone ever does is strip it off her?

For the second time that day, she felt strong fingers take hold of her panties. Instead of pushing them off to the side, Jason simply pulled them straight down her legs letting them drop listlessly about her ankles having failed in any imagination at their goal of providing privacy and protection to her womanhood.

She turned to say something to him, but before she could even speak his hot, throbbing cock pressed deep inside her. Mercifully, her experience with Becky had left her soaking wet and slippery as Jason took none of the precautions and preparations normally necessary for a woman to enjoy the experience of penetration. Olivia gasped as she felt his firm, warm hands wrap around the bend of her thighs so he could get better grip to pull her body down onto his cock which skewered her deliciously deep. This forced all intelligible speech from her mouth as she moaned in ecstasy not only at the incredible sensation of that first feeling of a man entering her but at the final feeding of her vagina rendered ravenously hungry by her tasting of Michael and the teasing of Becky. She finally got a man’s cock deep inside her pussy and the sensation forced all pleasant memories of Becky’s teasing fingers out of her mind.

Olivia’s face contorted with the conflicted emotions, but Jason patted her back, still clad with her white nursing jacket, gently and said to her “there, there, if it helps you don’t have to watch. You can just close your eyes and think of your husband. Tis a shame that women don’t enjoy sex with men, as they said in my health class, for to me this feels incredible. I hope it doesn’t pain you too much.”

Olivia swallowed hard trying to hold back her words. She mentally “knew” she couldn’t technically enjoy sex with men, as it had long ago been scientifically established that women only enjoy the pleasure of sex when they participate in it with other women. Still, the throbbing sensation of submissive pleasure which coursed through her body could be described with no other word than ‘pleasure’ same as it had been before on occasion with Chuck. Olivia could not conjure words to express such complicated thoughts to Jason, overwhelmed with a sensation which could not be ‘pleasure’ such as she was, and so she followed his advice and turned her head back forward and closed her eyes deciding to let Jason do what loaded men do best and unload himself deep inside her womb.

Jason began thrusting and the strange sensation of warm, firm, intact testicles slapping lightly across the sensitive front of her vagina made Olivia tense up for a moment before leaning back even further and spreading her hips as wide as she could to welcome another incoming slap. It came striking soft flesh deliciously along her sensitive crevasse sending tickling shivers across her abdomen.

“Holy shit this is amazing.” Jason grunted as he continued thrusting into her really putting his weight and force into it now such that Olivia needed to brace her body even more steadily against the chair under the desirous onslaught of his thrusting.

“I think I’m going to fill you up.” Jason groaned. Olivia didn’t dare want to waste any of his precious sperm. Also, she was curious what a pair of testicles were like when they were in action, rather than floating in a jar. Unable to truly ‘see’ his manhood, she opted to feel it instead and reached down with a slender hand and wrapped her fingers around his testicles feeling they had grown incredibly tight and hard-pressed against his body. She had to hold them loosely and let her hand slide back and forth a bit as he still thrusted for a few seconds before grunting loudly in orgasm. Olivia grasped his testicles and pulled them up bringing him deeper inside. She felt powerful, muscular pulsations emanating from the underside of his testicle which matched pulses of fluid warmth spraying about inside her.

“Good boy. Give me all your sperm.” Olivia muttered desirously as Jason’s legs shivered and he shoved as deep within her body as he could go. Olivia sighed and smiled both from the pleasure as well as from the maternal thoughts already floating around in her head. After a few more moments, Jason sighed heavily and collapsed across her panting slightly “I could have never imagined it would be like that.”

“Are you sure you’ve never had sex with a girl before?”

Jason chuckled lightly and said, “I told you, no, I haven’t had sex with a girl before. Why do you ask?”

Olivia replied, “because you’re incredibly good at it.”

Jason grunted slightly and said, “well, it feels incredibly good.”

He panted for a few moments before sliding out of her.

“Are you sure you’re quite all right?” Jason asked.

“Quite.” Olivia sighed dreamily as she righted herself again.

“Before you take my balls, can I do one more thing with them?”

“What?”

“Give you a nice and proper poke up here on this contraption of yours.”

Olivia turned around and blinked in surprise.

“I… uhh…” she stammered.

Jason looked somewhat foolish with his shirt and coat still on while his pants hung about his ankles. He gestured passively saying “if it’s not allowed, I respect that. Just this is a once in a lifetime event for me and you are quite beautiful. I would like to look at you while helping you get a baby for me cousin.”

Olivia glanced down at his cock. Despite his recent activity, it was already starting to swell up again. She bit her lower lip coyly for a second and said, “it is allowed.”

“Can you be fully naked?” Jason asked.

Olivia glanced at the door. This bit of naughtiness was definitely costing her from the sexy time she had spent with Becky earlier, but why purchase the time if she wasn’t going to use it. Becky hardly had a Swiss watch on the situation now with her own pussy aching for Olivia’s touch.

“Yes, but remember afterwards I castrate you, understand? That’s not an option.”

“Of course. I know why I’m here.” Jason said.

He stepped in towards Olivia and began unbuttoning her jacket sliding it open and revealing more of her bosom. “To get my balls chopped by a pretty young woman. But you hardly seem busy and since you’re urgent to be pregnant anyhow, perhaps check a few marks off this old boy’s bucket list while you’re at it.”

“Such as?”
 

“Things I’ve always wanted to do with a woman’s body that are extremely illegal.” He raised a finger and continued “but not harmful.”

“Such as?” Olivia pressed as he slid her jacket off and set it off on top of the chair she had just been skewered on top of.

“In this case, I want to have you completely naked and tied up in this contraption of yours, exposed and vulnerable. Then I want to slide my cock inside of you and make good and sure that you’re fully pregnant.”

Olivia gasped and shivered lightly but Jason was already turning her around and began unlatching her bra. She caught it as it began to fall from her breasts, and she held it in place for a moment before he turned her back around and gently took it from her arms clutched around her breasts. Despite losing her bra, she held her arms tight around her nipples to shield them.

“I just want to see you.” Jason said as he began slowly unfolding her arms.

Olivia looked into his face. She saw no hint of malice or anger. Rather curiosity and sexual arousal, the same kind she still felt. She pondered the crude oddity of fearing for him to see her breasts when he had just been balls deep inside of her vagina. As the incredulousness of this unfounded fear clashed with the warm, good-natured look of his face, she found her arms grow soft in their resistance and she passively allowed him to unfold them. Still unnerved by some unseen terror, she turned her head away and closed her eyes, not daring to look at him as he stared at her bare chest.

“Beautiful.” He spoke in a hushed tone of awe.

He placed a warm hand on her shoulder which brought her attention back to him. He stared intimately into her face as he said “thank you, so much, for letting me experience this before losing the ability to enjoy it. I can never tell you how much it means to me.”

This brought a small smile to Olivia’s face.

“You’re welcome.” She whispered.

“I suppose a fitting present will be a bouncy baby for you and my cousin to enjoy. I hope this works and you get nicely pregnant like you’re expecting.”

Olivia nodded and replied, “I hope so to.”

“Shall I have the rest of it then?” Jason asked as he motioned towards her miniskirt and began unbuttoning his own shirt.

“Of course. Here. I’ll show you myself.” Olivia spoke slightly tripping over the odd phrasing and unusual sensibilities of it.

She slid down her thin white miniskirt revealing her thighs and the trimmed little landing strip of pubic hair she bore. “You’re body looks incredible. Surprise you’re a nurse and not an actress or something of that sort.” Jason replied as he stripped off his shirt and jacket revealing his youthful, muscular frame.

“Let’s get you up and in. Then we’ll get me up and in as well.” He said as he stripped off the last of his clothing and pressed Olivia up to the castration table. A moment of panic filled her mind as she knew what happened to the men who mounted on such a device, and yet she truly had nothing to fear even from that fantastical thought as she lacked any dangly bits to cut off. He hoisted her with surprising ease which made her feel weak and small in his presence. His hands ran smoothly along her arms finding the cloth and plastic manacles easily and locking her arms firmly in place over her head. This awkward position forced Olivia to arch her back slightly presenting her chest even more prominently. Jason smiled at her new posture before giving her a soft and delicious kiss across her left nipple. He then moved down to her legs gently clamping her ankles into the straps set aside for use on men such that she soon dangled as precariously spread open as the men she constantly emasculated.

Olivia shivered lightly at the cold and a bit of fear in her heart. If Jason wanted to, he could just walk out of there balls intact and no amount of lying could explain how Olivia ended up naked and bound to the device. To Olivia’s relief, he didn’t leave, but rather stepped in between her spread legs. The warmth of his body felt like a tropical paradise compared to the sterile chill of the clinic.

He tilted his head to the side and said, “I’ve never kissed a girl before, either.” Olivia didn’t even need properly asked by this point. She just puckered lightly, and he leaned in giving her a warm, delicious kiss across her lips. As he kissed her, she felt his member lightly brush against her inner thigh. She wanted to guide him, but the bindings did not let her move. He released the kiss and let his mouth trail eloquently along her cheek planting tiny kisses as he went until he came to her neck. Something primal and submissive filled her soul as he clamped his mouth around her throat. Some forgotten cave-woman part of her noted that this meant she was dead, for once a predator has your throat the end is near. However, he did not kill her, rather seductively running his warm, wet tongue along the sensitive line of her jugular as he kissed her. This made her moan. Something deep inside her knew that this meant he had spared her life for the bigger things that he had in store for her, but now she was completely under his control. Her thinking mind, however, knew this was not the case. One scream to Becky followed by a gunshot and a weak apology would end both the young man’s life and Olivia’s career. This, however, would not serve any of Olivia’s desires.

His warm hands ran smoothly along her inner thighs pressing delicious warm thumbs up to her pussy as she sat bound and powerless to stop him. He continued his kisses downward across her chest as his busy thumbs delicately massaged her womanhood sending shivers of pleasure up her spine. She did the only thing she could do and watch appreciatively as he took her nipple into his mouth and begun eagerly suckling away at it.

“This is like a dream come true.” He muttered as he left her tit and pressed into her. She watched from an uncomfortably close distance as he carefully positioned his cock and thrust it up inside her. The pressure jolted her head back and she released a stifled gasp into the air as he groaned in pleasure.

“Oh, you feel even better from the front than you do from the back.” Jason muttered softly.

Olivia brought her head back down to look at him and saw him standing there deliciously inside her body with a broad smile across his face. “Thank you so much for sharing your body with me.” He said in earnest appreciation. Olivia wanted to say ‘my pleasure’ but such a phrase would complicate things which were to come.

“I still have to cut your testicle off after this.” She spoke trying to keep the plan of action straight in her own head.

“I know. I know.” Jason said as he gently began to thrust. He held onto her side with one hand while his other hand cupped up a puddle of her soft breast so that his thumb could toy with her sensitive little nipple. He leaned in close to her as his thrusting grew more concentrated and eager. Feeling him press deep inside her made Olivia desire to arch her back and welcome him in which she did unleashing a torrent of her own pleasure as she did so. Their gaze met and they stared with passionate pleasure while the world disappeared around them. There, in the bowels of the dungeon-like castration clinic, Olivia and Jason found a paradise only shared between the two of them. It did not last long as, like a wave upon the shore, Jason crashed onto her moaning and groaning in orgasm. Down below she felt him grow incredulously large inside her and begin flexing as he squeezed precious sperm deep inside her womb. She groaned in pleasure at this sensation as he collapsed against her chest resting his head against her shoulder panting. She yearned to wrap her arms around him, but they remained tethered to the restraints leaving her no choice but to sit there and wait. It seemed odd for her to be holding him up supportively while she also felt the restraints and tethers holding her splayed in a forcibly vulnerable position.

He wrapped his arms around her frame and whispered, “thank you.” In her ear.

“My pleasure.” Olivia whispered back.

“Really?” Jason asked in surprise.

Olivia clenched her jaw. It was the very thing she had avoided saying earlier but now it was out and she could not put it back in. She sighed and said “it did feel a little bit good, I mean, for a man doing it. I do appreciate you helping me get pregnant.”

“Happy I could help.” Jason said dreamily as he slowly began righting himself.

One by one, he undid Olivia’s tethers returning control of her body back to her. She frowned as she rubbed her wrists. Sadly, with control returned she would now have no choice but to destroy the very thing she had just enjoyed.

“I suppose losing them after I’ve drained them fully into you won’t be so bad.” Jason chuckled lightly.

Olivia smiled as she regained her footing. The fact that Jason was completely compliant and agreeable to castration helped counter-act the rising doubts within her mind as to castrating him at all. Still, a job was a job and so she gestured for him to get up into her medical bed.

“At least you kept it warm for me.” Jason laughed as she locked him into place. His good humor felt infectious as she could not resist a chuckle herself. She didn’t bother to put her clothes back on after their sexual session given that it somehow felt strangely unnecessary after the intimacy they had shared and almost blasphemous to cover her desirable body in front of his eyes.

As she mounted on his left wrist her breast swung slightly over his crotch and brushed over the top of his cock which now extended slightly at half-erect and half-flaccid. A bit of the wetness which covered it, most of it caused by her own womanly juices, splattered slightly on the underside of her breast making her rub it off slightly with her hand and he murmured “Oh, that feels good.”

“Oh, my god you are like some kind of machine.” Olivia said with a laugh.

“How so?”


“After sex most men go limp and need some time to reset.” 

“Aye, ye should meet my boyfriend.” Jason chuckled.

“Boyfriend!?” Olivia gasped in surprise.

Jason gave her an odd look and said “Well, yeah, of course.”

“But we just…” Olivia gestured lightly with a cringe.

“Ye angry about me having a boyfriend?” Jason squinted at her skeptically.

“No, no, I’m not angry so much as… well… quite surprised. I thought you said you never had sex before.”

“You asked if I had sex with a girl before. Xavier’s a bloke like me.”

Olivia’s eyes widened. It all made more sense.

“That’s why you were so confident.”

Jason chuckled “Quite. I mean, sex with you was spectacular and I really enjoyed it. If I could keep me bullocks, I might have ended up with a bird, for I quite like both. But Xavier, well, Xavier, we quite discussed it. He’s the one who kept me courage up for this. Kept talking about what I can be for him after my surgery. We be talking all sorts of plans and the thought of him making love to me once I’ve lost my dangly bits is why I’m so calm. We be talking about getting me more girly like for him with silicones and hormones. Just talk, for now, but I kind of like the idea. I like the thought of becoming what he wants me to be. Some men, you’ll just do anything for them to adore you.”

Olivia looked off thoughtfully for a moment before musing, “same as I want to become pregnant for my husband.”

Jason cocked his head off slightly to the side saying, “I suppose you know how I feel then. That’s why I’m not scared of the cut, rather looking forward to showing off my new smooth parts for me boyfriend afterwards.”

Olivia withdrew her tray of tools and set it up. “I guess I don’t need to ask, then.”

“Ask what?”

“If you’re brave enough to watch.”

“Oi, bloody hell no.”

“What?”

“Aye, ye heard me. Do what ye need to do to get me less boyish, but don’t get me involved. I’m only interested in the aftermath.”

Olivia sighed as she pulled out a drape cloth saying, “that’s too bad.”

Olivia worked in silence for a few minutes underneath the drape which separated her visually from Jason. Joylessly, she set about slicing open and draining the blood out of the very testicles which had just been slapping against her

“So, ye think you’re pregnant?” Jason asked.

Olivia scoffed as she put a lump of flesh into the collection pan saying, “I hope so. Not much you can do for it now. This here’s your left testicle, by the way.”

“Aye the reason girls hate men. That’s part of what made me fall in love with Xavier in the first place. Twas’ early secondary school and three big girls had me cornered. They were beating me mercilessly. Kept kicking me in the crotch and laughing about how they would break my dangly bits before they could be cut off. That was when Xavier came in. Straight with a haymaker to the big girl’s left cheek. While she spat out her teeth, he dragged me away to safety. How could I not fall in love after that?”

Olivia’s hand slipped and she cut deeper than she planned on the incision on his right testicle.

“Shit.”

“Shit? What do you mean shit? Our love is quite real.”

“No, not that. I slipped. This will need an extra stitch or two.”

“Oh, sorry if I distracted you.”

“You didn’t. I was just thinking about how I met Chuck.”

“Did he rescue you from big girls as well?”

Olivia chuckled and said, “No. Nothing so dramatic as fisticuffs. It took me a long time to work up the nerve to ask him to date me and it took even longer to prove to him that I was serious. I ponder what it would have been like for us to have such a story as you and Xavier, but rather ours is more a tale of me begging him to be with me and him reluctantly accepting. To this day, I suppose, he still thinks of me as a girl. A dangerous and powerful creature that men fear and mistrust, rather than love. Maybe that’s why he’s not quite keen on me.”

“Or maybe its because you cut men’s balls off for a living.”

Olivia peered over the drape at Jason and said, “I suppose you’re right. I do my best to do it in a nice way, though. I mean, never as nice as what I did with you, but nice. You know what I mean?”

“I suppose.”


“Ahh… I have it.” 

“You do?

“Yes.” Olivia reached up forceps with another bloody mass and said proudly, “your right testicle. Now you can be a good girl for your boyfriend.”

Jason beamed and replied, “Thanks, doc. I can’t wait to heal up for him. To imagine this be quite the punishment inflicted on me. Maybe that be the key to happiness in life. Take ye punishment and make it work for ye.”

“Quite.” Said Olivia as her thoughts wandered off to consider her punishments in life.

As Jason left the clinic, Olivia warmly patted him on the shoulder, and he gave her a final smile. Olivia turned around to see Becky standing there at the doorway to the office with an irate look on her face. 
 

“Bloody hell, Olivia. That was almost an hour!”

Olivia decided to take Jason’s advice. She pulled open her medical jacket to reveal that she wore nothing underneath it at all. Olivia’s smile turned languid as she let her soft, curvaceous body communicate her intentions clearly.

Becky’s mouth fell open in shock.

“How can you stay mad at a girl like me?” Olivia purred out seductively.

She sashayed lightly as she stepped up towards Becky who stood there dumbfounded.

“…but… an hour…”

Olivia leaned in close and looked up at Becky sensually saying, “how about I take you back into one of these soundproofed castration rooms and show you exactly what I do to the men before I castrate them?”

Becky passively let Olivia take her by the wrist and guide her back to the castration room.

“Don’t worry, Becky, you don’t even have any dangly bits for me to slice off.” Olivia said soothingly.

Becky muttered “I must be dreaming” as Olivia shut the door to the castration room and wrapped her arms around Becky’s broad shoulders.

“Then don’t wake up.” Olivia replied with a light giggle. The feeling of Becky’s coarse camouflage against Olivia’s bare skin both irritated her flesh and titillated her soul. Olivia shifted her shoulders and let go of Becky briefly letting her medical jacket fall to the floor revealing her slender, nude body in its entirety.

“Well, Rebecca Stagmer, welcome to the castration clinic. But before we get your balls off, I suppose you would like to have a little fun with them.”

Becky rolled her eyes and said with a laugh “you and I both know that I don’t have any balls.”

“Then we can just skip to the fun. Get your clothing off and hop up on my table here.”

Becky didn’t need told twice. Camouflage fatigues, belts, shirts, and a pair of regulation-looking drag-green underwear seemed to explode from her muscular frame. Becky panted the entire time she was stripping saying “I can’t believe this is happening.” By the time she had finished Olivia got a chance to see Becky naked for the first time. Suddenly, the young and eager soldier looked a great deal less terrifying with her cute nipples dangling lightly from her ample bosom and the inviting curves of her hips and waist hiding her potentially lethal nature. Surprisingly, despite her rustic exterior, hardly a hair could be found on any of Becky’s body. Olivia blew out a whistle as she beheld her and gently ran a lithe hand down to Becky’s smooth crotch cupping her pussy and strumming her middle finger across it lightly.

“You shaved quite well, soldier” Olivia whispered deviously. “If I didn’t know better, I would have assumed you knew I was going to castrate you tonight.”

Becky swallowed hard and replied “I uhh… try to be ready for anything. Hair can be a problem.”

“I believe that.” Olivia replied. She nodded to the medical table and said, “let’s get you up and in, then.”

Slightly hesitantly Becky slowly clambered into the stirrups of the medical bed.

“Whoa, whoa, wait!” Becky protested as Olivia began latching down the restraints. “This is standard procedure. I told you I was going to show you what I do to the men before I castrate them.”

“But you don’t have to tie me down.”

“It’s not about needing too. It’s about giving you the full experience.” Olivia countered.

Becky’s chest shook lightly as she panted fearfully “you’re not actually going to… uh… castrate me. Right?”

Olivia smiled back and replied, “how could I?”

Becky started, “Well…”

“Relax, your ovaries are safely tucked away deep inside your body.” Olivia replied gently running her hands over Becky’s abdomen reassuring the young soldier that her female parts would be safe.

“I bring the men back here.” Olivia said as she leaned in close to Becky. Hot flesh nearly touched hot flesh as Olivia stared directly into the eyes of the young soldier, their bodies softly closing in on one another.

“I get them tied up in my medical bed.” Olivia continued. She began to feel the sides of Becky’s thighs brush against her hips as she stood in between Becky’s forcibly spread legs. Her nipples felt contact with the underside of Becky’s breasts and Olivia pondered glancing down in a fit of jealous curiosity to see whether her chest or Becky’s was more prominent. She resisted this urge as she knew she would soon enough get a chance to be up close and intimate with young Becky’s breasts.

“And I give them…” Olivia said as she tilted her head to the side lightly. Becky puckered and they shared a warm kiss. Now Olivia felt Becky’s warm body pressed up against her own lining up sensually in a tangle of soft curves and smooth flesh.

Olivia released the kiss and Becky groaned desirously as Olivia gently kissed her way along Becky’s neck.

“A nice,” Olivia said as she left Becky’s neck. Fear melted away from Olivia as the powerful young soldier now tied up and helpless to do anything but enjoy the ministrations of Olivia’s mouth arched her back lightly giving Olivia better access to her nipples. Olivia took one of Becky’s soft nipples into her mouth and suckled at it enjoying to oddly soothing feeling of closing her mouth around such soft and sensual flesh. For her part, Becky groaned and whispered “oh.”

“warm,” Olivia left Becky’s breast behind and began kissing her way down across Becky’s stomach leaving a trail of butterfly kisses as she went slowly making her way down to Becky’s exposed and vulnerable crotch.

“blowjob.” Olivia said as she reached Becky’s crotch. Olivia gently parted the folds of Becky’s flesh and ran her tongue along the young soldier’s clit making Becky gasp and whimper in the castration room.

“Make as much noise as you like back here in this soundproof room.” Olivia instructed as she dove in with gusto lapping and licking at Becky’s soft pussy. Olivia soon found Becky’s warm and flush clit and wrapped her lips around it suckling at the sensitive piece of flesh. The transformation in Becky seemed nearly magical as her body shook and trembled with unspeakable pleasure while she gasped and screamed in ecstasy.

Olivia employed her fingers as well, gently reaching them inside the soft, wet flesh of the soldier feeling deep into the girl’s core and massaging it lightly with her middle two fingers. Becky could withstand the onslaught no further and gasped and screamed “Oh Olivia, oh Olivia, oh Olivia, don’t stop!”

A few more licks pushed the young woman over the edge and Olivia held onto the bound and writhing Becky by her pussy while Becky peaked over the edge of orgasm shaking and screaming violently in her restraints. After a brief stint in absolute paradise, Becky collapsed panting and moaning leaning against the restraints which held her body in place.

“That was incredible.” Becky moaned.

“And next time Prudence asks you how I handle the men back here, what do you say?”

“That you know exactly what you are doing with them.”

Olivia smiled. She gave a parting kiss to Becky’s pussy making her whimper as an aftershock tremor from the powerful orgasm flushed through her body.

Olivia winked seductively at Becky from between her legs and said, “good girl.”
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