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During a cold war in the land of the east, the torturer and her assistant entered the soundproof chamber, and locked the door behind them. The stone walled room was semicircular with a concrete floor, and bright fluorescent lights were positioned over the five cross frames. On each, a naked prisoner was firmly bound with leather straps, and the frames were tilted at a 45-degree angle, positioning their genitals at hand height. Each was fitted with a large ball gag.

"My name is Evelyn, and this is my assistant, Chloe" the torturer announced. Evelyn is a lady of Asian origin, a Filipino to be exact, in her early 30’s and has been working as the torturer for the army for years, while Chloe is a Latino girl of Mexican origin, 26 years of age and currently undergoing training as The Torturer’s Intern with Evelyn. Both are beautiful and sexy ladies.

Five terrified pairs of eyes watched her as she walked slowly around, inspecting their tightly spread out young bodies and vulnerable sex organs.

"My job is to soften you all up by indescribable pain and agony, so that our inquisitors can extract from you the information we want." Evelyn continued. "I am regarded as an expert in genital torture, and my treatment will be mainly centered on your testicles. My assistant is learning my trade, and I shall be instructing her with the various procedures I employ. She will now inject each of you with a special cocktail of drugs. This will give you the biggest hard-on of your life irrespective of the agonies you will endure, and also will prevent you from fainting from the pain."

As Chloe dispensed the drugs into the prisoners' thighs, Evelyn continued to eye up the prisoners. Only she knew which man out of the five was an intelligence officer in the enemy's land forces. The other four knew nothing of any significance, but were there to be treated to such terrifying mutilations, that the officer would tell everything he knew in order to prevent getting similar treatment. 

The other four were also chosen because of the size of their balls. Evelyn had an arrangement with a doctor in the prisoners processing room. After each man had showered, the doctor inspected him, who selected young slim smooth-skinned men with the biggest testicles, ready for Evelyn's treatment. It was just the way she liked them.

"Oh, and there's just one more thing," Evelyn said, looking around at the men, "Both I and Chloe are sadists. We thoroughly enjoy our work. In fact, seeing a man in the throws of ball torture can give us enormous orgasms, so the longer you hold out, the better we like it."

Evelyn turned to Chloe and said quietly "Leave number four to me, he's special". This was the officer.

Lying on the first cross was a young man of around 20. He was slim and tall, and because his arms were pulled out above his head on the frame, his concave stomach was tight and his ribs showed under his smooth skin. Evelyn looked at his genitals. The doctor has chosen well. His long slim penis was rigid with the effects of the drug, and lay up his stomach, gently pulsing with his heartbeat, and two enormous balls were pulling the hairless scrotum down several inches below his legs. The humidity and heat in the chamber always provided the loosest of sacs. 

Evelyn walked between his legs and lifted his heavy balls in her hand. She was always surprised by the amazing differences in the size of men's testicles. Most were average, some were pretty tiny, and a very few were huge, like these. Being a devotee of ball busting, Evelyn had read many stories on the Internet. Balls were often described as being the size of lemons, or even grapefruit. In real life, she thought, they don't come much bigger than this - around the size of large hens' eggs. Mind you, she could get them to swell to grapefruit size after a good beating.

"Chloe, have a look at this", Evelyn said. She separated one ball and squeezed it down to the bottom of his scrotum. The gossamer skin was tight and shiny, and every detail of his testis showed through. "A testicle has a sort of fibrous outer surface which has millions of nerve endings which register two different types of pain. The first is pressure, or simple squeezing, and the other is impact.          The art of prolonging the torture is to prevent rupture or broken blood vessels which will cause the scrotum to fill with liquid."  She turned the ball sideways so that the plump flatter surface was uppermost in her cupped hand. "Now most of the cords and pipes attaching this to his body are on the top edge and away from the area we will attack. By putting my thumb on the side of his ball, I can press down and cause indescribably agony without any lasting damage".

She pushed her thumb hard down into the cupped ball. His body tautened in his bonds, and his stomach rose up corded with muscles. From his throat behind the ball gag, a high screeching sound emanated. She continued to add pressure, and his ball noticeably distorted, bulging out around her thumb, and flattening in the center.

"What's the chances of it bursting?" asked Chloe.

"Minimal if you're careful. Men's testicles are amazingly tough. Whilst it's a design fault to have such tender organs on the outside of the body, it is tremendously handy for torturing sadists like us. We will be busting some balls a little later in this session. Now, you grab his other ball and squeeze it as hard as you can - I doubt if you will be able to burst it".

Evelyn let go of his scrotum and Chloe pulled the other ball into her fist and squeezed as hard a she could. The tendons on her forearm corded out under the tension, and the prisoner's squealing began to pulse in time with his breathing, his chest heaving with great gasps of air. Sweat was pouring off him, and dripping onto the floor. Evelyn looked round the room. The other four were watching with saucer eyes, also sweating in anticipation.

"I'll tell you what, Evelyn" Chloe said with a cute smile, "my fanny is pretty wet!"

"So is mine" Evelyn grinned, "great isn't it? Now, before we move onto the next man, I must show you one of my special toys."

Evelyn opened her sports bag and pulled out a chromium-plated device.

"Now this isn't an ordinary ball vice that just squeezes testicles in increasing stages" said Evelyn, showing it to her student sadist. "They will just cause the ball to eventually rupture by flattening it until the edges split. This has two curved cups made from thin bars of strong vanadium steel. But see, the bars interlink and can be screwed together so that each end of the cups move inwards as the sides come together. This means that the testicle is compressed equally in all directions and prevents it from distorting and splitting. Thus, we can create enormous pain for much longer, because once a ball bursts, it's pretty useless for further torture."

Chloe let the first man's scrotum drop onto his thigh, and his body relaxed slightly as his tortured balls were given some respite.

The next man was slightly older than the first, with dirty blond hair and a pale skinned body. A few wispy blond pubic hairs were above his thick penis, which lay hard and heavy over his substantial testes.

"Got to get this out of the way," said Evelyn, delving into her bag once more. "You can either use duct tape or super glue - I prefer super glue".

With that, she uncapped the bottle, and ran a thin line of glue along the top of his shaft, leaving the head of his penis free of glue. Taking the warm plump spongy glans in her hand, she pulled his cock up his belly and pushed it firmly down onto his smooth skin. She held it for a moment, whilst the glue set. When she lifted her hand, his cock was firmly stuck to his tummy, the head of his penis some three inches above his navel. The taught skin of his cock had lifted his huge balls up at an even more vulnerable angle. 'Well done, Doc', thought Evelyn, appreciating the sight of his large ovals of firm meaty testicles.

Opening the ball vice, she carefully inserted his left testicle and maneuvered it around to ensure the blood vessels would not be trapped by the mechanism, causing the ball to die prematurely. She pulled the two cups together, inserted the Allen key and began to wind the halves closer. The man looked down over his body and watched in increasing terror. Soon, the pressure built to a point where his breathing became labored, and his eyes began to run with tears.    He made very little noise as she continued to turn the key, but his body began to rise from the frame until he was straining at the leather belts. Gradually, the firm wall of his testicle began to increase the pressure within the organ, and the fleshy walls started to ooze between the bars of the vice. From his throat, a desperate gurgling was mixed with his frantic breathing.

"Watch the end of his cock," said Evelyn to Chloe.

Another turn on the key produced a small globule of semen. Evelyn made two further turns, the walls of his ball where compressing the inside material to a third of it's normal size. Suddenly, a large very thick squirt of semen was released, almost the consistency of toothpaste.

"Oh my God, that's the thickest cum I've ever seen" exclaimed Chloe, dipping in her finger, and tasting it.

"Squeezed right from the ball, my dear, without being diluted with emissions from the prostate" replied Evelyn. "It will taste smooth and creamy without the bitterness of ordinary ejaculate. This ball is about to go, watch!".

Chloe couldn't believe how small the huge testicle had become in the ball vice. Although a good deal of meat was being squeezed through the bars, it looked half the size of the right ball lying heavily to one side. Evelyn tightened the Allen key again. The man rose even higher in his agony, his throat behind the gag groaning deeply. Then there was an audible crunching noise from the ball vice as the contents of the gland was squeezed forcibly into the cords, the walls of his testicle collapsed and the pulverized meat squeezed out through the bars into his scrotum. The man grunted, his breath exploding from his nose, and despite the drugs, he lost consciousness.

"Shit" panted Chloe, "I've just come"

"I'm not far off" replied Evelyn, "let's try number three".

This man was next to the officer, and Evelyn wanted this to really affect his decision when asked to disclose his secrets. Although his balls were not quite as large as the previous victims, they were in a voluminous ball bag and hung tantalizingly low. Evelyn lifted his sac, pulled both testicles down into the bottom of the bag, and squeezed the loose skin of his scrotum in her fist. 

The balls gave an impression of a miniature bottom in their shiny tight bag. Evelyn balled her other fist and smashed it into his testicles. The crack of skin on skin made the other men watch fearfully. Then she hit again and again - twenty times in all. The man had not made a sound, but his face had gone purple, and he appeared to be holding his breath. Suddenly, he vomited around his ball gag, and it splashed down on his chest.

"That's loosened them up a bit" said Evelyn, "now let's see how long we can stretch them before they tear out of his body. Wrenching the cords of a man's balls is another way of increasing the agony of his already aching nuts."

She took a leather parachute harness from her bag, fitted it over his swelling balls, and connected a thin white rope to the harness. Above the cross frame was a rail with various pulleys, chains and ropes. She connected the thin rope to a pulley, and went to the wall, where a crank handle was attached to the other end. After taking up the slack, she turned the ratchet handle several clicks. The skin of his scrotum began to stretch upwards, and his body rose slightly to compensate. However, his binding prevented further movement, and as she clicked further, his skin continued to stretch until it was as tight as a guitar string. The man was screaming behind his gag, water pouring from his eyes.

"We'll leave them to stretch out nicely, whilst I change my wet knickers" Evelyn said. "Then I'll show you how to insert my special needles. Turning to the prisoners she said "back shortly, don't go away". The two girls left the chamber, and as they closed the door, the piteous groaning of their first three victims was cut off.

Evelyn and Chloe returned to the torture chamber 45 minutes later. The heat had increased, and both wore tight leather bikini tops and loose diaphanous skirts. Both had decided to abandon knickers to provide full access to each other's bodies as their passions became aroused during their torturing.

Evelyn's lean leggy body, bronzed by the sun, looked magnificent - her firm high breasts thrust upward by her bikini bra, her nipples erect under the soft leather. Chloe's long blond hair was damp with exertion, her slim body shiny with perspiration, and her cleavage glistened under the bright lights. During their break, both girls had spent most of the time writhing passionately together on the bed in Evelyn's workshop, bringing each other to multiple orgasms.

"Right" said Evelyn, "two more to get started on, but first, let's check on the others". They both moved towards the first prisoner whose testicles had swollen to twice their normal size since their earlier brutal squeezing. Although he had stopped groaning, sweat was still dripping from his body, and his terrified eyes followed them as they moved between his legs. Evelyn lifted his balls and squeezed them down to the bottom of his scrotum. The other prisoners watched in dreaded anticipation.

"This is what I call my ‘twister’, said Evelyn with a grin, "a lovely way to neuter a man. Five turns should do it."

Pulling his testicles away from his body, she turned them 180 degrees. Holding them in position with her left hand, her right hand twisted them another half turn. At three turns, his scrotal skin above his balls began to resemble a pink rope. His stomach had lifted and he began to squeak behind his gag. At three and a half turns, his eyes were tight shut, and his body began to shake. At four turns, he became rigid and silent in his incredible agony. The prisoner now realized that his manhood would not survive this onslaught.

"Now it gets difficult," said Evelyn, trying to avoid letting his balls unwind. "You have to use all your strength to get them to five turns."

She now used both hands to wrench his testicles around. Swollen from their previous treatment, they looked enormous under the tight shiny skin of his sac. As Evelyn applied even more pressure, the skin just below his cock, now reduced to the thickness of a pencil, tore open exposing the twisted cords and veins. This made it easier for Evelyn to continue her twisting, and she made two more complete turns, and as Chloe looked on in awe; she saw the cords tighten down to almost nothing before rending apart with an audible snap. In Evelyn's hand were the man's testicles, and she placed them on his chest. His eyes opened, focused on his balls, then up tilted showing the whites, and he passed into unconsciousness.

"Jesus," said Chloe, "I've just come again."

"And me" said Evelyn.

Taking some stainless steel instruments from her bag, Evelyn applied surgical clamps to the blood vessels between his legs, and stanched the main bleeding.

"He'll keep until we finished with the others," said Evelyn, moving on to the second prisoner. The second prisoner's scrotum was swollen and shiny. Blood and bodily fluids surrounded his crushed ball. As they approached the man was frantically shaking his head in a silent plea.

"As I said earlier, Chloe", instructed Evelyn, "once you've burst a ball, it makes the bag swell and the intact one is difficult to torture. To overcome this, you hold the complete scrotum in both hands like this, and squeeze together as though you are praying. The fluids in the bag will slowly travel back up into his body. Now, you remember I said it is difficult to bust a ball by squeezing alone. Let me show you how you can do it."

The man's scrotum had deflated after Evelyn's prayer squeeze, and his intact testicle showed plump and rounded through the mush of his crushed nut. Evelyn interlinked her fingers to form a large cup, pushed his remaining testicle down onto her fingers, and placed her two thumbs together with her thumbnails adjacent and pointing into the middle of the organ.

"All you do is push your thumbnails down hard into the middle of his ball meat and you will feel the wall begin to distort. Keep pushing downwards as hard as you can, and when you feel your nails penetrate and rupture the wall, pull you thumbs apart to rip open the flesh. Your nails should be blunt otherwise there is a danger of tearing the ball bag."

The prisoner began to make a strangled gurgling noise, and semen tinged with blood began to seep from the eye of his cock. Chloe watched Evelyn's thumbs sink deeply into the bulging testicle, and then she saw her pull her thumbs slowly apart. Both heard a wet tearing sound as the fibrous wall of the gland tore open and the compressed contents squelched into the sac. Her thumbs now sank almost completely through the ball as she wrenched it into two halves. Chloe was amazed that the scrotal skin had not torn. Evelyn took a metal clamp from her bag and fastened it tightly to the top of his scrotum.

"That'll stop him from internal bleeding until we have finished here," she said, as she turned to the third man.

This man's torment had not diminished at all during the girls' break, as the tension on his scrotum had remained almost constant. He was moaning gently, and dripping with perspiration.

"Now Chloe, see how his ball bag has stretched." Evelyn flicked the taught skin with her fingers. "The skin round a man's balls is amazingly strong and elastic when you consider how thin it is. Whilst we've been playing with the others, his balls have been pulled another six inches from his body. Feel the pipes inside the neck - tight as bow strings".

Chloe used her fingers to flatten out the taught skin, allowing the various veins and cords to show through.

"I'm amazed how many pipes and stuff there is connecting a man's nuts" said Chloe, twanging the cords like a harpist.

Evelyn went to the ratchet handle and clicked it four times. The prisoner's moaning turned to a long screech as the tension increased and the skin of his scrotum thinned under the pressure. Below the parachute ball harness his huge bright red testicles were straining the scrotal skin to its limit.

"We should be able to get them stretched to over a foot before we're finished" Evelyn grinned at Chloe. "Let's get stuck into the last two".

Evelyn, or course, knew that this next man was the captured enemy intelligence officer. The whole of the preceding torture session was for his benefit - to scare the man witless that he would be mutilated and emasculated like the others. Evelyn had strict orders that the torture session would leave no marks, swellings or permanent damage that could be detected by an enemy doctor. After they had extracted all the information from him, the Mind Control Department would program his brain so that he could return to his unit, telling them that he had hidden to prevent capture. The enemy would check his health and look for any signs that he had been in the hands of the opposition. Once he was cleared, his spying activities could commence.

Her job now was to give the most agonizing pain and terror without leaving a mark. Following his torture, he would be left to recover for a day, before being taken to the intelligence block. Such would be his dread of ever returning for another session, that he would almost certainly reveal all the information they wanted without resorting to further pain. Chloe was too inexperienced at this stage to be let into these secret strategies, so Evelyn needed to be a little inventive.

"To further your education in the art of torture," Evelyn announced to Chloe, "I need to show you genital electro-torture. To me, this is the most boring type of activity, because, as you know, I'm a hands-on touchy-feely girl. Zapping a guys balls with electricity means you can't touch him during the process. And you know me, there is nothing in the world like lifting and feeling a man's heavy warm testicles, gently rolling the tender orbs around his sac, then squeezing, pulling twisting and punching. Seeing a healthy strong male soldier who has be trained into a killing machine, lying spread-eagled in front of you, and brought to a squealing terrified shadow of a man who will grovel and do absolutely anything if only you'd let go of his balls. That's what gets me off, not sitting behind a black box twiddling knobs."

She walked over to the corner of the chamber and wheeled back a metal trolley. On the top were several boxes, connectors and wires, together with clamps, probes and catheters. She began to assemble various connectors, laying them out over the prisoner's legs as she untangled the cables.

"In their wisdom," Evelyn continued, our masters sometimes insist that after a session on certain prisoners, there should be absolutely no evidence that he has been tortured. You will learn later on in your training why there is sometimes the need for this requirement. For the time being, I will demonstrate on this fellow and show you how enormous agony can be applied without leaving a trace. Even a slight ball squeezing can cause them to swell, so we have to be very careful."

Evelyn opened a small plastic box. Inside there were rows of very thin needles in various lengths lying in slots.

"Fine needles have been used for years in ball torture," said Evelyn, looking into the prisoner's increasingly widening eyes. "You can push them right through a testicle, and they cause a considerable amount of pain, but the beauty is that if the needles are thin enough, the balls heal up in a day or two, and no evidence is left. 

However, the pain is rather limited, as the needle only penetrates one or two nerve endings at a time, so to provide a decent amount of agony, you need to insert fifty or so to each ball. This is time consuming, especially as you have to pull them all out again fairly quickly, as the pain wears off. But these particular needles are my own invention and they are now being used around the world. I developed these in my workshop last winter for use with electro-torture."

She picked one out of the box. It was around 3 inches long with sliver points at each end, and two grey bands along its length, with a small silver section in the middle. Evelyn held it up to Chloe's eyes.

"See those grey areas? That is insulation. Only the ends and the middle can conduct electricity. Now the trouble with conventional electro-torture is that the application of electricity to the skin leaves tiny burn marks that can take ages to fade. Crude devises like cattle prods can actually damage the scrotal skin permanently.

Now with these needles, we can apply the electricity right in the middle of the testicle - its absolutely foolproof, because no doctor inspecting a returned soldier is going to split his ball open to check for burns!"

Evelyn lifted the prisoner's scrotum, squeezed down the testicles tightly, and placed the needle against the oval end of his left ball. Using some surgical pliers, she pushed the needle into the heart of the organ. There was an explosion of air from the prisoner's lungs and then a muted scream behind the ball gag. She continued to push until the needle emerged from the other end of his testicle, and she maneuvered it so that insulated part of the shaft showed at both ends.

"Fuck me, I've just come again," said Chloe. "That was awesome to see it travel right through and out the other side."

"You do the other one," instructed Evelyn, handing her a needle and the pliers. "You need to push fairly hard to break through the walls of his ball."

The man's stomach had arched up and remained corded with tension as Chloe inserted the needle into his right testicle. Again he screamed as the needle penetrated the sensitive organ, but within a few seconds, his stomach relaxed and he dropped back onto the frame.

"See how quickly the pain wears off?" said Evelyn. "That's why in the old days they had to insert so many. Now, because we cannot leave any marks, we need to ensure that his balls will be as tender as possible without any swelling. When are a man's balls at their most tender, Chloe?"

"I suppose after he has just cum" replied Chloe.

"Absolutely right, sweetheart" grinned Evelyn, "and boy, is this baby going to cum."

She now started to connect the cables. A small steel probe was carefully pushed up his anus so that the tip lay alongside his prostate gland. Duct tape was used to hold the cable in position. She then lifted his rigid penis, still turgid and straining from the drugs administered earlier. Pulling his foreskin down hard, she fitted a thin insulated ring with a small gold pad, just below his corona so that the contact rested on the most sensitive area of his glans. Next, she fitted miniature gold crocodile clips to the end of each needle through his testicles. Lastly, she placed a metal strap over one of his big toes. Then she took a sheet of bubble wrap and placed it under his genitals and around the sides against his thighs. She then placed a smaller piece under his penis, where it lay on his tummy.

"What are those for?" asked Chloe.

"This insulates his balls from his thighs," said Evelyn, pointing between his legs, "and the bit below his cock stops it shorting out on his belly. We want the electricity to travel from the center of his balls, up through his connecting cords to the base of his cock, and then down the length of his shaft to his cock head. The one up his backside is to empty his balls of cum, and that makes a circuit with his toe. We don't want him screaming with ball agony when we drain them dry, otherwise he will not be able to cum properly."

She fitted the other ends of the cables into sockets on the rear of the controller on the trolley, and plugged in the main cord to the wall socket.

"There's been a lot of research done on this milking technique,” stated Evelyn. "I just follow the instructions because all the controls are in a computer chip in this box. Basically, it stimulates his sexual organs and simulates the electrical impulses that happen when a man has an orgasm. So there's no rubbing or friction, the signals are transmitted straight into the prostate gland and the nervous system takes over and switches on a full orgasm. The only thing is, it doesn't stop after a few seconds, as in real life. It just keeps relentlessly telling the body to continue to ejaculate. After five minutes of this, there will not be a drop of cum left in the guy, and his balls will be incredibly sensitive, just ready for our electrical games. Right, watch this."

The prisoner had been lifting his head a fraction so that he could watch the preparations. All the other prisoners watched in dreaded fascination as Evelyn stood by the trolley. Even the guy with his balls on his chest had recovered enough to turn his head and watch.

Evelyn switched on the milking program. There was a click, and a slight hum, and the prisoner's face relaxed a little as the electronics induced a pleasurable feeling in his genitals. Evelyn lifted his rigid cock and pointed it at the ceiling. It pulsed in her hand with his rapidly increasingly heartbeat. Both girls watched the eye of his cock, as his stomach began to tension, and his toes began to curl. 

A crystal clear drop of lubricating fluid appeared on the top of his glans. Evelyn felt the thick penis swell in her hand, as the glans turned from red to purple and the corona of his cockhead protruded magnificently over the shaft. Then he came. The first thick jets of cum shot into the air and fell back over Evelyn's arm and hand. He came with such ferocity, it was actually audible. Both girls looked in amazement as his semen left his cock with such force they could hear each long rope of cum squirt from his pumping flesh, followed by a wet splat as it fell onto his chest. Evelyn looked at the man's face. At the beginning of his orgasm, his face was relaxed and even had a hint of a smile. Now it was starting to look increasingly pained. The first fifteen ejaculatory pulses had been the most erotic and intense feelings that the man had ever experienced. The electricity still flowed, and his body continued to strain and pump, the squirts were reducing now, only lifting an inch or two above his cockhead. 

Now it began to hurt. His breathing became labored, and he began to moan as the stimulation continued. Wanda still held his penis upright, and both girls watched as the ejaculate slowed and became more watery. However, it hadn't stopped yet. Now his fluids were just pumping gently out of his slit and running over Evelyn's hand into his pubic hair. His head started to shake from side to side, and behind his gag, Chloe thought he was screaming 'turn it off'.

"Another minute to go," said Evelyn. "It turns off automatically.

Then we will clean him up, and start the serious zapping of his tenderized nuts."

Chloe scooped up some of the prisoner's cum from his chest and licked her fingers.

"Why not lick it all up?" said Evelyn, pulling a face.

"Oh, I love the stuff, but only straight from a man's dick. I don't like it when it gets cold" she said to Evelyn, grinning impishly.

The man was beginning to squeal as the machine finished it's five- minute cycle. His cock, still as rigid as ever, finally ceased to leak further fluids, but the meatus continued to pulse with a simulated orgasm, and the eye of his cock gaped widely with each empty pumping motion. Then the device clicked off.

"The towels are in the corner, Chloe," said Evelyn, pointing. "Chuck me one, and use one to wipe the man down. I want him nice and dry for the electrics," she said, wiping the thick ropes of semen from her arms and hands. "But first, let's have a swift cup of coffee and an orgasm, and we can continue here in five minutes."

She turned to the handle on the wall and clicked the ratchet three more clicks. The ball stretched man gurgled deeply behind his gag, as his testicles were now the furthest from his body than they had ever been in his life.  Stretching out almost 14 inches, the skin of his scrotum could take no more.  Over his taut balls, below the harness, the gossamer skin of his sac parted, and below that, the inside membrane peeled open, exposing his massive testicles.  

The skin began to slide back until it met the friction of the leather parachute harness.  Nevertheless, it slowly withdrew under the leather until it reached the top of the harness, and then sprang back like a rubber band, slapping into the base of his cock.  All his multiplicity of cords and tubes were now exposed, and relieved of their protection of the scrotal skin, now stretched out even further with the tension of the elastic rope.  Both girls watched with fascination, as the cords became impossibly thin.  

Then one broke, snapping back in each direction, then another, and another, speeding up as all the tension was transferred to the remaining cords.  Finally, with an audible snap, the final cord separated, and the rope flicked his heavy balls out of their harness and into the air, before they dropped back with a meaty thud onto the concrete floor.  Evelyn retrieved them and placed them on his chest, then clamped off the blood vessels still dangling from his body.

“Wow!” said Chloe, obviously impressed.

Evelyn then turned to the fifth prisoner who so far had remained untouched.

"I'm sorry sweetie, have we been ignoring you?" she smiled. "I know, here's something to be getting on with whilst we take a quick break."

She picked up a syringe from the bottom shelf of the trolley, lifted it to eye level and squirted a little red liquid from the needle. She then lifted the man's scrotum and stuck the needle into his ball bag, and squeezed in a tablespoonful of the liquid in the syringe. She then took hold of his scrotum and squished his testicles about ensuring an even coating of the injected fluid covered the entire contents.

The man's eyes opened widely, in disbelief and outrage. Then his chest rose as he took an enormous intake of breath before it exploded from his nose with a stifled bloodcurdling scream that penetrated his ball gag.

As the girls left the chamber, the prisoner's screeching was cut off as the heavy door clanged shut.

"What was in that syringe?" asked Chloe.

"Tabasco" said Evelyn.

The girls returned to the torture chamber dressed in white lab coats. When Chloe had questioned this, Evelyn winked at her and said that they may have visitors a little later. Their slim nubile bodies rubbed against the thin material, whilst their full breasts strained the top buttons, each exposing a hint of sweaty cleavage.

"Right", said Evelyn, "lets get number four switched on".

She disconnected the milking electrodes from his anus and big toe and checked that the needles through his testicles were in the correct position for the electro-torture.

"Chloe, will you please remove his ball gag?" asked Evelyn.

Chloe began to undo the straps around his head. "Won't he scream the place down?" she asked.

"He'll be too busy just trying to breath!" Evelyn replied. "Now, I'm going to start the ten minute torture sequence, and then I'll explain what's happening."

She threw some switches, turned a knob, and instantly the man's breathing stopped, his body arched so that only the back of his head and his heels where touching the cross frame. He made absolutely no sound for ten seconds, but his whole torso shimmered as the electricity coursed through his most vulnerable organs. The machine then switched off, his body collapsed back onto the frame, and he resumed his breathing in great panting gasps, like a man surfacing from the sea.

"Christ!" exclaimed Chloe, "that looks as though it hurts".

"Evidently it hurts more than anything we can physically do to him" explained Evelyn. "When we squeeze, pull, twist and smash his balls, we are making the nerve endings in his groin send messages to his brain that they are under attack, and the brain then turns on the excruciating pain."

The machine switched on again, his body arched as before and his breath was held, this time, for twenty seconds.

"Whilst this is boring for us sadists to administer," Evelyn continued, "what actually happens is this. The machine sends out various pulses between ten seconds and 45 seconds at predetermined levels between 350 and 750 volts. The current runs into the insulated needles, and is released right in the center of each testicle. As it radiates in every direction to the outer walls of his balls, it hits every possible nerve ending at once, with the highest-level pain factor you can imagine. It then passes up his sensitive cords, into the base of his cock and up the shaft to the frenum. 

All these areas are absolutely laden with nerve endings, so the pain is unimaginably excruciating, so much so, that it prevents the victim from breathing. Therefore, the program in the chip spaces out the pulses to allow him to breath, and gradually increases the voltage as the body begins to adjust to the pain."

Whilst she had been relating these details, the machine had continued to zap the prisoner with measured doses. Between two pulses, relieved of his ball gag so that he could breath, the man gasped "Christ, no more please, I'll do anything, it's killing me!!”

...Arrrrgh.... Up came his body as the current crashed back in.

"So," Evelyn concluded, basically, this is the ultimate pain maker. It can be used by torturers that don't get turned on like we do, and it leaves no marks or damage. However, it can cause madness in the prisoners. Years ago, they used those old telephones which you wound the handle on the side, to torture prisoners genitals in several jails. Sometimes they gave them what was called 'long distance' calls, and quite a few victims went permanently mad. So, this is set at ten minutes and is scientifically programmed to prevent blowing the man's mind."

Chloe appeared to have lost interest in Evelyn's explanations, and had been furtively looking at the fifth man. He was a slim blond youth in his late teens, with an almost effeminate face and hairless body, but blessed with enormous genitalia that any fully- grown man would envy. Chloe thought he was 'sweet and cute', and as her face softened with her thoughts, Evelyn saw her expression, and looked at her quizzically.

"Why are you ogling Mr. Spicy Meatballs, Chloe?" she asked, referring to his Tabasco'd balls that were still burning from the chili sauce.

"Well," Chloe replied, rather guiltily, "I'm assuming that we are going to emasculate him like the others, and, well, he's only a kid and really rather gorgeous, and it seems such a waste to ruin such a massive cock and a pair of balls before he's had time to get much use out of them. They appear so pink and unused."

Evelyn looked at her crossly.

"Look Chloe," she snapped, "that guy was one of several soldiers who went into one of our villages, killed the boys and old men, raped the women, and did unspeakable things to the children in front of their parents. They did things that even animals wouldn't do to their own kind. They then got drunk from looted liquor, collapsed, and our boys were able to capture the lot of them. You've got a lot to learn, Chloe, but nobody who enters this chamber is an innocent little boy. I take my job seriously. That's why I patch my victims up after a session to prevent them dying in here, and I ship them off to the hospital wing to get them stitched up. I am a torturer, not an assassin. I don't murder these prisoners like they murdered our people. 

After treatment, to heal their wounds, I want them back in the prisoner-of-war camps. The other prisoners see their ruined manhoods and learn about the agonizing tortures we perform. This keeps them compliant and well behaved to avoid getting similar treatment. It also leaks out to enemy forces and they know what to expect if they are caught committing savage acts. If my activities here prevent just one atrocity to our people, my job is fully justified."

"Err, fine," said Chloe, somewhat taken aback by the tirade of justification. "But can I ask a favor?"

Her sweet elfin face melted Evelyn's hard resolve. "Try me", she said.

"Well," said Chloe, "whilst you’re finishing off Mr. Electroballs, could I connect up the milking wires and give Spicy Meat Balls here his last orgasm of all time? You know I'm partial to man cream, and I feel in the need of a protein drink."

"You're a bloody cum junky!" Evelyn retorted. "Yes, go on, you know how to connect it up."

Chloe smiled her thanks. She inserted the metal probe into his backside, fitted the connector to his big toe and indicated to Evelyn to switch on. The machine hummed and Chloe lifted his long thick penis and took the fat flared cock-head into her warm mouth.

Using long slow strokes, she began to slide her mouth up and down his turgid penis. Evelyn was impressed with how much of his long cock Chloe could take into her delicate little mouth and throat, and judging by the look on the prisoner's face, so was he.

With Chloe’s ministrations and the effects of the milking machine, it took no time at all to induce an orgasm into a youth in his prime of sexual life. His stomach tautened, his testicles moved up tightly under his cock, and his toes curled. His whole body strained and the semen raced through his long penis, as Chloe's mouth moved deeply down on his shaft. With several inches of rigid man flesh deep in her mouth, Chloe was taken by surprise with the enormous first ejaculation of cum that burst into her throat. 

With her eyes like saucers with amazement, two copious jets of semen squirted from her nostrils onto the mat of blond hair at the base of his spasming cock. She moved quickly up his shaft, and clamped her lips tightly round the ridge of his corona as his body continued to pump huge ropes of thick sperm into her mouth. She held her lips there for a full minute, swallowing frequently, before releasing his still pulsing organ. It flopped back onto his tummy, jetting small dollops of almost colourless ejaculate, as the milking machine drained him dry.

"Fucking hell!" exclaimed Chloe, licking her lips and wiping her cum drenched nose, "that was a first! Chilli flavoured cum! That Tabasco marinade worked a treat!"

"Right, disconnect him," said Evelyn, grinning at her. "I'm finished here for the time being".

She looked menacingly at the officer who was still panting from his ordeal, as she removed the various wires. Then she picked up the pliers and pulled out the needles imbedded in his testicles. He jumped at the sudden pain, but said nothing. Still looking him in the eyes, she said "We'll come back to you in a minute, my friend."

She moved over to the last prisoner who was still breathing heavily from the most explosive orgasm of his life.

"Chloe, you've given him as taste of heaven, now I want you to give him total hell and destroy those empty balls."

She released the catch on the cross frame and swung it up so that the victim was in an upright position. His huge balls hung heavily between his widespread thighs. She took hold of the hot fleshy cock- head, still sticky from his ejaculation, and stretched it up over his tummy to expose his testicles and bring them forward.

"Use your knee, Chloe", she instructed, "and as hard as you possibly can."

Chloe pulled up her lab coat to bare her leg, and with a force unexpected in one so feminine and delicate, she delivered a frightening slam into his testicles. The impact of flesh against flesh made a hearty crack, as her bony knee crashed into his sensitive organs. He made a deep-throated gurgle, his youthful face was a mask of total agony. Chloe’s knee came up again, and again, smashing into his dangling balls every few seconds. After twenty hits, Evelyn stopped her, and took his testicles into her hand. She felt the rapidly swelling nuts and found them to be still intact.

"These balls are tough bastards" said Evelyn. "Take off your shoe and kick him."

Evelyn pulled his penis hard up again, as Chloe swung her long shapely leg and smashed the top of her foot hard into his swinging testicles. His head was beginning to loll on his chest, but he was still conscience, as Chloe continued to kick him. After ten more kicks, Evelyn stopped her, and again felt his balls.

"Ah," she said, "you've smashed his left nut, here - feel".

Chloe took his sac into her hands and felt the huge swelling of his right ball, and behind it, small hard fragments of the remains of the testicular wall of the other. Within the thin pliancy of his scrotum, she could feel the strange spaghetti-like contents of the burst testicle, and she squished it about and panted, as another orgasm racked her body. 

Then she took his remaining gland in her hand, and remembering how Evelyn had cracked one of the other prisoner's nuts, she pushed it down into her interlinked fingers, placed her thumb nails together on the side of his testicle and bore down with all her strength. The previous treatment of his testicle has swollen and softened the fibrous shell, and her thumbs broke through like bursting a peach. She then prised the softened shell apart and squeezed out the contents of his ruined nut to join the mush of his other ball. 

The prisoner's head was rolling from side to side in his agony, spittle pouring from around the ball gag, and his body soaked in sweat. Amazingly, his long thick penis was still rigid and pulsing with his heartbeat, and pointing upwards several inches past his navel, due to his drug induced erection. Evelyn walked around to the back of the frame, put her hand between his legs, reached up and grasped the end of his turgid shaft. 

With a swift yank, she wrenched his cock down between his legs and right up behind his arse. There was a soft sound of tearing tissue as the erectile meatus of his cock was torn asunder at this sudden vicious bending of the rigid shaft. As she let go, his cock swung back to its original position, but with a distinct bend near the base. Blood was already pouring from the internal fissure, and Evelyn took a steel clamp from her bag, pushed it over his broken penis and tightened it at the base until she had stopped the blood flow.

"Oooh," said Chloe, "I've just come again."

Evelyn returned to the officer on the adjacent frame, and addressed him. "Now you, my friend," she began, "have had the worst deal of the lot today. I needed to show Chloe here how to torture a man without leaving marks or damage, and you got elected. This means that you have already suffered more pain than any of the others, yet you are still a whole man. And nobody leaves my torture chamber with their wedding tackle intact. So I am going to ask my student here to choose the method of your emasculation."

Turning to Chloe, she said "Now you've seen my techniques in torture on the others here today, and I would like you to choose the method of this man's sexual destruction.”

The officer started to plead with her. "No more, please, I'll do anything...”

Chloe interrupted. "I fancy using your special ball crusher on one of his testicles, and then I'd like to employ your 'twister' and remove his complete scrotum. And then perhaps, I could bust his cock?"

"No, pleeeese..." the prisoner began, but he was interrupted by a sharp rap on the chamber door. Evelyn winked at Chloe, and walked over and opened the door.

Two smart soldiers stood there, and the first spoke.

"Sergeant Branco from the special interrogation unit, ma'am. I believe you have a Lieutenant Marcos here?"

Evelyn made a show of looking at her papers on the desk, and then said, "That's him over there," and pointed at the officer. "But we haven't finished with him yet."

"We think he has some information we need," said the Sergeant, and I wish to remove him immediately. If he fails to tell us all we want to know, you can have him back to finish him off."

"Help yourself," said Evelyn, and the two soldiers started to undo the restraints on the Lieutenant. Within a couple of minutes, dressed in a lab coat, he was led away.

"Be seeing you," said Chloe brightly.

As the door closed behind the soldiers, Evelyn said to Chloe, "You'll not see him again. After his experiences in here, he will tell them absolutely everything. They will then brainwash him and send him back to the enemy as a spy. That was a good day's work, Chloe, well done. Now we'll get the hospital boys over here to collect these eunuchs, and then we can go for a shower and a few beers. Then I'll show you some of the special torturing equipment I've got in my workshop, and I'll introduce you to James, who's a masochist, and has the biggest balls you've ever seen in your life. 

I try things out on him, and he loves it, but I'm careful not to bust them. Over the last two years, my experimental tortures on his testicles have caused them to grow to enormous proportions, and they can take huge amounts of punishment. He also ejaculates more cum from his monster nuts than even spicy meatballs here, so you will never go thirsty!" Chloe’s eyes widened in anticipation. "Sod the beers," she grinned,

"Lead me to him!"

She was beginning to enjoy her job as the Torturer's Intern.

The End.

"Kyle was a divorced, middle-aged business man who wanted a sensual massage from some beautiful women. Perhaps he could negotiate a little more than just a massage, but these ""call girls"" had a hidden agenda of their own and a big surprise for Kyle!"


This story is entirely fictional. Any resemblance to real people, places, or organizations is purely coincidental.


ORDINARY WOMEN UNSPEAKABLE ACTS – THE MASSEUSE


Part One of Two


Kyle sat in his car outside the convenience store waiting. A light mist was beginning to fall from the February sky. This was crazy, he thought. It's getting dark and only a fool would sit alone in a parking lot in this part of town. However, he had to admit this was more exciting than anything he had done in years. He hadn't patronized a prostitute since he was in the military, over twenty five years ago. He was forty seven now; had a relatively prestigious job with a software company; divorced for two years; his kids were grown and gone; and life had become rather uneventful. He would have no trouble finding another partner, but he didn't want the hassle of a relationship and commitment right now. But he was horny as hell and thought a prostitute would be just his ticket.


He still had no idea who put that note in his gym bag last week. He had made a couple of idle comments in the locker room and out on the floor too, about how it was too bad the health club didn't have a good-looking female masseuse instead of the masseur, Big Eric. He had nothing against Eric, it was just that he couldn't relax and enjoy a massage if a man was rubbing him down. He didn't consider himself homophobic; it was just a personal preference.


Last Friday he found a note stuck in his gym bag. It said, "For a great sensual massage ask for Jennifer," there was a phone number and nothing more. Kyle called the number and a young woman identified herself as Jennifer. She was obviously expecting his call and addressed him by name before he even had a chance to introduce himself.


"You must be Kyle," she said, "Kyle Dobbins?"


"Yes, but how... how did you...?"


She just giggled. "I've been watching you, Kyle. I think you would be a perfect client for our little business. We'll go over every inch of your body. Our full body massages are very relaxing, Kyle."


"You said, ‘we,' there are two?"


Jennifer giggled again. "At least," she said seductively. "Sometimes there are more. The girls on our staff love their work, Kyle. They take pride in making you feel good. I think you're our type, Kyle. You'll love the way we play."


"Well, just how far do you go? I mean I don't just want to be teased."


"Kyle, you're a dirty-minded boy," she said, with a mischievous giggle. "You'll climax for sure, probably more than once, that is, if you're able. And beyond that, anything is negotiable."


"I want to have two girls. Can you arrange that?"


"Of course, Kyle, but I'm disappointed," she said, in a voice filled with playful, mock disdain. "I was planning on maybe having more than two, but if you insist on having only two..."


"No, no!" Kyle replied, almost frantically. "More than two will be fine. But nothing kinky now; I'm not into that stuff."


Jennifer laughed before replying. "Kyle, you're such an inhibited boy. You need to relax and not worry so much, we'll take care of you, Kyle; that's our specialty. You'll forget all your worries and think of nothing but the pleasure we're giving you. Sound like something you can handle?" She giggled again.


Kyle was literally slavering with lustful anticipation now. He readily accepted Jennifer's terms and closed the deal. This little scene would cost him five hundred dollars, two hundred fifty per hour with a two-hour minimum, but that seemed like a bargain. He would not be allowed to have real sexual intercourse with the girls, but the thought of two or more beautiful girls massaging and masturbating him to climax was very erotic, and in its own way, somehow more captivating than the thought of actual coitus.


Kyle's thoughts snapped back to the present as a large, black Lincoln with dark tented windows pulled along side him in the parking lot. A tall brunette wearing high heels and a tight, red satin dress got out of the back and walked briskly up to Kyle's window. The tight satin dress, that slunk over her body, caressing her curvaceous figure as she walked, was split high up one side so as to flash a peek at one of her shapely legs each time she took a step. Kyle recognized her from the club, but he had never learned her name. He saw her about once a week with another girl, a full figured buxom blonde who was very cute. The girls were always together.


The brunette looked in at Kyle and playfully knocked on his window.


"Can you come out and play?" he heard her voice call, muffled by the window glass.


"You must be Jennifer," he asserted, as he opened the door and got out.


"No, I'm Stacy," she said, opening the back door of the Lincoln and motioning him in. "Come on, let's go. We can talk on the way."


Kyle slid along the plush velour seat and into the dark interior of the Lincoln. His eyes were not yet accustomed to the darkness as Stacy slid in behind him and closed the door. He felt himself pressed against another warm body and he smelled a very pleasant perfumed fragrance, different from the one Stacy was wearing. His hand jerked back reflexively in a gesture that was almost apologetic as he felt his hand touch the bare thigh of another girl.


"Hi, I'm Jennifer!" she said, giggling. "It's okay to touch me. I won't break!"


"But she does bite," Stacy quipped.


"Oh don't scare him, Stacy. I don't bite very hard!" Both girls giggled as Jennifer pulled Kyle's hand back down to her thigh and pressed down with her own.


Kyle recognized Jennifer as Stacy's blonde companion from the health club. She was wearing a pair of gold tights with shiny little sequins embedded in the material. They looked like something a circus performer or a figure skater would wear when she performed. Jennifer wasn't wearing leotards or hose and her bare skin felt velvety to Kyle's touch. He was especially impressed with the firmness of her muscles.


"My god! You're solid as a rock!"


Jennifer giggled. "Lot's of people think I'm fat until they feel of me. But I'm all muscle, baby!" Grabbing him by the ears, she held his face close to hers, stared at him with her baby blue eyes and spoke in a sexy seductive voice. "Honey, I could draw the marrow out of your back bone and you would die the happiest man in the world. You would only regret that you had but one back bone to give for your Mama!" She threw her head back and laughed naughtily.


"I hate to interrupt the fun," Stacy said, "but we had a deal, remember?" She held out her hand in anticipation.


"Of course," Kyle said, nervously reaching for his wallet.


All the while the car was speeding away into the night. The chauffeur appeared to be a young man, slight of frame. He was as silent as a sphinx, apparently oblivious to the scene in the back seat. Wedged between these two beauties from the health club, Kyle was in a kind of reality warp. Since his divorce, masturbation was his primary means of release and these two vixens had played heavily in his fantasies for many weeks. He had never even known their names, until tonight. He couldn't believe this was really happening. One of his wildest erotic fantasies was coming true!


Stacy and Jennifer began unbuttoning Kyle's clothes and undressing him right in the car. Not expecting to undress until they reached their destination, Kyle was mildly shocked and resisted at first. Stacy and Jennifer only giggled at his awkward protests and they easily prevailed. Soon he was completely naked and the girls rubbed and pinched, and teased him, while making flattering comments about his muscles and male anatomy. He felt very vulnerable and exposed, but mesmerized as he was, the feeling only added to his arousal.


"Are we having fun yet?" Jennifer giggled.


"Oh yes, b... but I really don't like doing this in front of... you know, a man."


"You mean Toppy, our chauffeur?" "Never mind him. He pays no attention to this at all. It doesn't interest him."


"He's a eunuch!" Stacy said, with a naughty rasp in her voice. "Toppy, has Madam Veronica given you a testosterone shot lately?"


"No ma'am, not in over three months," he answered flatly, maintaining his professional, aloof demeanor.


"See there," Jennifer said. "He's not interested in what's going on back here at all. He's totally harmless."


This sent a surge of erotic excitement through Kyle's gut, intensifying his arousal and combining it with a feeling of shock and even a little fear. This group might be more kinky than he had bargained for. His belly growled from the sensations he was having and he involuntarily let a big fart. Toppy lowered one of the rear windows to let out any unwanted fumes and the girls both giggled. "Ooohoo!" Stacy exclaimed in a naughty guttural tone. "Does thinking about that kind of stuff make your guts clobber?"


Jennifer reached between Kyle's legs, pinching a testicle and causing a dull queasy pain to shoot through his guts. This elicited another fart and the girls continued giggling.


"How... how did he...?"


"Loose his nuts?" Jennifer replied. "Madam Veronica demands that all men on her staff be castrated. They're much more controllable that way. She controls any testosterone they might be allowed to have, and that's usually not much. Really, they're all just big pets."


"But don't worry," Stacy assured. "You're a client, and that's where the money comes from."


There was now an undercurrent of fear and uncertainty that caused Kyle to have a hollow feeling in his stomach. However, he found the element of danger to be very arousing. Awareness of poor Toppy's plight drove home the frightening reality of how easily manhood could be lost, and how irrevocably different his life could become. His vulnerable nakedness and the sexy sensations he was feeling, wedged between these giggling, teasing, playful girls, made his masculinity seem all the more precious and fragile. These thoughts were scary, but he had never been more turned on in his life!


Oblivious to the outside world, Kyle had no idea where he was, or even what part of the city he was in. He hardly noticed when the big Lincoln entered a garage through an automatic door. The garage was not a small residential garage, but rather a large warehouse. Brown boxes were neatly staked in rows and a fork truck was parked near a small office at one end. Toppy parked the car by the office and the girls led Kyle through a door beneath a flight of stairs. They had placed his clothes and belongings in a plastic bag and had given them to Toppy for safe keeping. Naked, lost, and vulnerable, Kyle was totally dependent on Stacy and Jennifer. He was forced to trust them. Kyle had never been in a situation like this before, and strangely, he found the sensation devastatingly erotic.


They wound through some short hallways and a couple more doors before entering a large room that looked like it might be the dressing room of a health spa. The floor was tiled, as was the wall up to about four feet. There were a number of lockers along one wall with a couple of long wooden benches in front of them. A couple of massage tables were located in middle of the room and Kyle could see a large arch leading into a room with some showers. A hot tub was located near the arch, its jets silent as it quietly awaited its next patrons.


"Hop up here," Jennifer said, gesturing to the nearest massage table. "Now lay down on your stomach and... oops! There's something in the way, isn't there, baby."


The girls both laughed naughtily and Kyle's face turned red. Jennifer shamelessly took Kyle's erect member in her hand and pointed it up toward his navel so it would no longer present an obstruction to laying on his stomach.


"There you go. It'll soften up once you relax and it won't be a problem anymore."


"I'll bet it doesn't stay soft once we flip him over," Stacy said, giggling.


"Yeah, no shit," Jennifer laughed. "He's the horniest toad we've had in here in several weeks!"


Jennifer began massaging the tense muscles in Kyle's back and shoulders, allowing him to watch as Stacy slithered out of her red satin dress. She was wearing matching black lace panties and bra. After hanging her dress in one of the lockers, Stacy dimmed the lights before coming over to assist Jennifer with the massage.


"I'm afraid I may have some disappointing news, Kyle," Jennifer said, as she continued massaging his back. All the other girls on our staff have other clients tonight, so you will have put up with Stacy and me tonight. I'm afraid we have you all to ourselves. Of course I never promised you would have more girls, I only said there might be more. Can you live with that?"


"Emmm hmmm," Kyle moaned softly. "Yes, oh yes. This is so wonderful."


Stacy climbed onto the table and sat on Kyle's shoulders while she massaged his scalp and temples.


"There is one thing you might like though," Stacy said. "Jennifer and I don't have any other gigs tonight so we can go all night if you want."


"And that will cost me...?" Kyle asked in a matter-of-fact, almost listless voice. He was becoming very relaxed now.


"Oh let's see," Stacy mused, reflectively, "at two-fifty an hour, eight hours would come to two grand. You'll owe us another fifteen hundred; or, after two hours, you can put your clothes on and we'll take you back to your car. That was the original deal, right? You can think about it, Kyle. There's no hurry."


Stacy climbed down from Kyle's shoulders and began massaging his neck, shoulders, and scalp with an electric vibrator that she strapped onto her hand. Meanwhile Jennifer produced a large professional massage vibrator, one that had to be held with both hands. She plugged it into a wall socket and began applying it to Kyle's back, buttocks, and legs. 


They kept this up for about an hour, but Kyle was so mesmerized that he practically lost all perception of time. His body felt like a quivering, amorphous mass of jelly, free of all restraints of the physical world. He felt as though he were suspended weightless, in a fog of erotic bliss and tranquility. Glimpses of Jennifer's firm, muscular, full-figured body in her golden tights with the shimmering sequins and Stacy’s tall, lithe figures in her black lace panties and bra dominated his senses. All his workaday worries and inhibitions flowed away as he allowed the warm sensuality of his beautiful masseuses to permeate his body and his mind.


The girls finally turned off the electric vibrators and began using their hands on him again. Kyle felt like he was suspended in a cloud above the floor. He had never been this relaxed in his life. Jennifer massaged his inner thighs and gently began massaging his crotch near the base of his scrotum. She took his sack in her hands and gently squeezed it. Kyle reflexively spread his legs a little in response.


"Ooh, you liked that, didn't you, baby." "Do you like to have your balls messed with, hmmm?"


"Oh yes, yes," he gasped, in a mesmerized whisper.


Jennifer took his cords between her thumbs and forefingers, gently kneading them as she worked her way down to his testicles. Massaging and kneading his testicles with her practiced fingers, she would occasionally squeeze or pinch just hard enough to send a shiver of queasy ecstasy through Kyle.


"Did you know that a good nut massage is the most relaxing thing you can do to a man?" Jennifer cooed to him in a soft seductive voice. "But you've really got to trust the woman because she has you by the balls, like I have you now, and you don't even know me!" Jennifer emitted a little giggle that was really a series of short excited squeaks.


"Did you know that some men can't stand to be touched down there?" she continued. "And that's such a shame, because it feels so good. I'm glad you don't have that problem. You say you're glad too?" Jennifer giggled and Kyle only moaned with intoxicated contentment.


"Oh, Kyle's two hours are almost up," Stacy interrupted. I'd better go get his clothes."


"No, no," Kyle moaned. "I want to go all night. It's okay, I'll pay; I'll pay."


Jennifer cupped Kyle's testicles in her palms and squeezed gently. "Oh, him's such a happy boy, him don't want to stop!"


"That's great, Kyle," Stacy replied. "I'm glad you decided to stay and play with us, but I'll need you to sign something first." She placed some kind of form, attached to a clipboard, on the table near his head.


A look of groggy surprise crossed Kyle's face as he propped himself up on one elbow and tried to focus on the form.


"Don't worry," Stacy assured him. "It's just a disclaimer. It's standard procedure with businesses like ours. Everything we do is consensual, but we have to protect ourselves."


Kyle hesitated for a moment, then visions of all the sensuous pleasures these girls might have in store for him tonight overwhelmed his judgment. This was the most erotic and sexually provocative experience he had had in years, perhaps in his whole life. He wasn't about to get up and walk out. He reached for the pen Stacy offered him and signed where she indicated. The form was mostly a blur in his field of vision. He couldn't keep his eyes off Stacy's beautiful thighs and midriff, and those tight black lace panties outlining the altar of her womanhood.


"That's a sweetheart," Stacy said as she put away the clipboard. "I have some good news for you now. Just like we have a two hour minimum, we have an eight hour maximum. Any time you spend over eight hours is on the house."


"That means," said Jennifer, "that if we wear ourselves out tonight and we all wake up in bed together tomorrow afternoon, there's no extra charge."


"And the way things are going," Stacy added, "that's a very real possibility!"


An expression of pure delight came across Kyle's face. How could he have been so lucky as to stumble into something like this? He gave a deep sigh and totally relaxed once more.


"I've got something I want to try on you," Stacy said, showing Kyle an object in her hand; "it's an anal probe vibrator."


"Ah, I'm not really anal," he mumbled, looking a little embarrassed.


"I know, but I just want to try this," she said. "This little probe isn't much larger than a pencil, but I think you'll like the way it feels. If it starts to hurt, or you just don't like it, I'll stop, okay?"


Kyle gave a sigh of resignation as he acquiesced to Stacy's wishes.


"Kyle, I think I told you earlier that you were a very inhibited boy," Jennifer said, as she began massaging his testicles once more. "You've got to loosen up and play a little. You'll find that we may push your limits just a little, but that's where the fun is; out on the edge, away from the boring middle. Trust us, Kyle; we're experts. Just put yourself in our hands and we'll take you to paradise if you will let us."


Stacy squirted some lubricant out of a tube onto her fingers and then onto the probe. She very cautiously began to flick her finger into the crack between Kyle's buttocks and finally she began playing her lubricated finger around his rectal opening. Probing very shallowly at first, then gradually deeper, she gently pressed her finger against the resistance of Kyle's tight sphincter, gently massaging him in circular motion. All the while, Jennifer continued massaging his testicles and cords. Suddenly Kyle emitted a gasp of mesmerized surrender and Stacy's finger slipped past his relaxed sphincter and into his bowel.


Kyle never noticed when Stacy exchanged her finger with the probe. She continued gently massaging him in a circular motion pressing ever more firmly against his prostate gland as she did so. Kyle emitted a gasp of pure ecstasy when Stacy switched on the vibrator.


The pleasurable sensations running through Kyle were subtle, but steadily building, driving his mind into a state of blissful suspension. His thoughts were fixed on beauty and tenderness of his two masseuses, and the giddy, helpless sensation emanating from his rectum and testicles. He had never felt anything like this before, and even in his twenty five years of married life he had never been so turned on sexually.


After several minutes of this ecstasy, his body began to tremble and he began to babble incoherent nonsense and he looked like he was having a convulsion. He quivered and jerked and babbled for well over a minute before these sensations began to settle down. Stacy switched off the vibrator and removed it from Kyle's rectum.


"See there, that wasn't so bad, was it?" she said, as she wiped his crack with a damp cloth.


Kyle only gasped and panted.


"You just had a prostate orgasm," she continued. "I'll bet you never had one of those before."


"N... no," Kyle mumbled weakly, "I didn't even know you could have such a thing."


"Well, we can't," Stacy giggled. "Girls don't have prostate glands."


"Yeah, and I'm jealous!" Jennifer exclaimed facetiously, giving his balls one last squish before releasing them. "Come on; time for you to turn over. We haven't even started on the front side yet."


Kyle turned over and laid on his back and the girls began playing their fingers teasingly over his chest, stomach and thighs.          Kyle's member was only turgid now, not erect. He felt very strange. He had just had an orgasm and didn't even cum. Hell, he hadn't even been erect! How could this be?


"You work out a lot, don't you, Kyle?" Stacy remarked as she explored his pecs and abs. "You're in pretty good shape for an older guy."


Jennifer saw Kyle wince slightly at Stacy's comment.


"Stacy, that wasn't a nice thing to say," she admonished. "I kind of like mature men myself. "


"Well, I didn't say I didn't like older guys. I meant it for a complement. So many guys over forty just let themselves go. He does have a cute little tummy though."


Both girls giggled. In spite of Kyle's frequent workouts and diet, he couldn't completely get rid of that little tummy; his age was taking its toll.


For the next several minutes the girls worked Kyle over with the big electric vibrators. Kyle loved laying on his back because he could maintain a better view of his beautiful masseuses. Also, his penis was no longer pinned beneath him. It alternated between turgid and erect as the girls massaged him.


Putting away the vibrators, the girls began teasing and pinching his nipples, then slowly worked their way down to his crotch. They playfully tugged at the sensitive skin around the base of his penis and scrotum, pinching it between their fingernails causing a mild, prickly "ouch!" sensation. Soon all seven inches of him was rock hard and ready to burst.


"Oooho, I love my job!" Stacy exclaimed as she played her fingers over Kyle's erect cock.


She pressed it between her thumb and forefinger, lightly massaging the area just below the glans. Jennifer's fingers followed Stacy's and both girls now gripped Kyle's cock, gently kneading and stroking it. Both girls put their faces down near his cock and eyed it hungrily. They moistened their lips with their tongues, outlining their mouths in a circular motion as though they could go down on him at any moment. It looked as though there might even be a competition between the girls as to who would get to take him in her mouth first. Kyle's jaws and lips began to quiver and it appeared that his orgasm was eminent.


"I'll bet we could we could give him five or six good pumps right now and he would spot the ceiling," Jennifer remarked, in sexy whisper. She turned toward Stacy, their noses almost touching. "Do we want to let him do it now?"


"Hmmm," Stacy mused. "I don't know, Jen... Maybe...? No, why don't we play a little more first and get him REALLY excited!"


Jennifer giggled. "It works for me!"


The girls immediately released their grip on Kyle's penis. The expression on Kyle's face betrayed his frustration. Stacy's long black hair briefly brushed against Kyle's bursting member as she got up, almost causing him to lose his load.


Jennifer looked down at Kyle with an expression that was halfway between amusement and sympathy. "Poor baby, him wanted to cum, didn't he?"


"Awe," Stacy said, "we don't want to tease you too much, but it's only nine o' clock and we have time to do lots of fun stuff yet!"


Still looking down at Kyle, Jennifer placed her thumb under the hem of her tights and ran it along her crotch. "Have you noticed anything special about me, Kyle? Hmmm?


"W... well, I don't know. You're very beautiful. I noticed that."


"You haven't noticed that I'm shaved? Look!" She pulled back the material in the crotch of her tights enough to show Kyle that she was smooth and hairless.


"Me too!" Stacy exclaimed, pulling aside the crotch of her black lace panties. "Not a hair on it!"


"Being hairless in a whole new sensation, Kyle," Jennifer said. "It makes you feel so sexy and sensitive. I wouldn't want to be any other way."


"But you know what's really neat, Kyle?" Stacy said. "It's when both partners are slick. You can't go at it too fast or you'll rub yourselves raw. You have to take it very slow and easy. It forces you to slow down and enjoy every inch of every thrust. It'll make you want to cum so badly that you think you'll go crazy. Then when you finally cum, you just about pass out. In fact, I have passed out a couple of times."


"Kyle, have you ever thought about getting shaved?" Jennifer asked, smiling down at him enthusiastically.


"N... no, now wait a minute, I'm not into anything like that."


Jennifer giggled. "It's like I told you before, you're an inhibited boy, Kyle. You don't know what you're missing. We could fix you up in just a few minutes, make you slick as a mole!"


"Oh please, Kyle, do it, do it!" Stacy begged, jumping up and down like a kid.


"W... well, what would I do in public places like the locker room at the club or if I went to the doctor or something? What would I say?"


"I know of at least three guys at the club who are slick," Stacy replied. "They just throw a towel around themselves when they come out of the shower and no one notices. And if someone does notice, so what? Just tell them it's for your girlfriend and it makes sex a lot better. They'll be jealous then, Kyle."


"And you'd be telling the truth too," Jennifer added. "It really does make sex better."


"Well, what about the doctor's office?" Kyle asked, his voice still full of apprehension.


"Same thing," Stacy said. "Tell him you did it to improve your sex life, but he probably won't even ask. It's not as uncommon as you think, Kyle."


"You really are an inhibited boy, Kyle," Jennifer said, giggling.


"Well, what about girlfriends? What would I tell her?"


"I didn't think you had a girlfriend, Kyle. And if you do, you're really cheating on her tonight, aren't you?"


"N... no, I don't have a girlfriend and I'm not cheating, but I can have a girlfriend any time I want. So what would I tell her when she saw that I - you know - didn't have any hair down there?"


Stacy laughed. "Kyle, it'll grow back in a few weeks if you don't like it. Besides, who do you think will be more fun to play with, some sexually inhibited girlfriend, or us? Huh?"


"And we can come out and play every week if you like," Jennifer added.


"Well, I don't know. This is crazy!"


"And crazy is where the fun's at!" Jennifer bubbled enthusiastically. Both girls smiled broadly as they saw Kyle's resolve begin to weaken.


"Think of it like this, Kyle," Stacy reasoned, "it's just one of those wild, crazy things a guy has to do once in a while to make life more exciting. It's a little like some soldiers or sailors getting drunk and going down a getting a tattoo."


"And don't forget," said Jennifer, "this just goes away if you get tired of it. It's no different than shaving a beard, and certainly no more unnatural."


Stacy and Jennifer began fondling Kyle's thick bush, uncoiling the curls and tugging on them.


"Think about it, Kyle," Stacy said. "We are!"


Kyle's erection, which had all but disappeared during their conversation, had now returned in full glory. Whoever these girls were, they sure as hell knew what they were doing. In spite of his inhibitions and reservations, he was hornier than he had ever been in his life!


"Okay," he said, uneasily, "you win. I'll go along with it."


The girls' faces lit up and they squealed with sheer delight.


"This is going to be fun!" Stacy exclaimed. "I'll go get the stuff."


Jennifer bent over quickly and kissed Kyle right on the head of his penis, which was dripping with pre-cum.


"Emmm," she said, swishing her tongue around inside her mouth, "that tastes good! I'm going to have to go back for more of that a little later."


"You'll have to save some for me," Stacy said, lightheartedly as she returned with a kit box containing a set of electric hair clippers and a few other tools.


"I don't think you need to worry," Jennifer replied. "I'll bet this boy has at least two loads in him, probably more."


Jennifer pulled Kyle's arms over his head started attaching some nylon wrist straps.


"Hey, w... wait. W... what's this for?"


"Kyle, Kyle, you inhibited boy! You're about to have the experience of your life and you're worried about details. Details are our job, Kyle. We're professionals, remember? So just relax and enjoy your experience."


"A little light bondage really makes this scene click," Stacy said, chuckling as she fastened straps on Kyle's legs. "It'll really be fun; you'll see."


"Light... bondage?" Kyle asked. He was too confused and blinded by lustful anticipation to struggle. He just laid there stupidly and watched while Jennifer and Stacy securely strapped his arms and legs.


Stacy threw back her head and cackled. "Yes, Kyle, LIGHT bondage!"


"You haven't seen heavy bondage, baby," said Jennifer, "you know, suspension, mummification and that sort of thing, but don't worry, we're not going to do any of that."


"Actually, there's a good reason for this," Stacy said, as she secured Kyle's abdomen with an eight-inch wide strap. When we shave you we don't want you accidentally jerking around and getting cut."


Stacy passed the clippers to Jennifer who quickly removed Kyle's manly thicket. Stacy followed up with a small, hand-held vacuum to pick up the hair while Jennifer brought up a tray-cart with a pan of hot water and some washcloths. She soaked Kyle's remaining stubble with a hot damp cloth before liberally applying shaving cream to his crotch.


"Well, Kyle," said Stacy, opening a straight razor with a six-inch blade, "this is it! We promised to make you slick as a mole, so here goes."


She noticed Kyle's expression of fear and apprehension as he eyed the long steel blade of the razor.


"Oh, don't worry," she chuckled. "I'm a licensed cosmetologist; I'm really good with one of these things. But you'll need to hold REAL still."


Kyle's legs were secured to a set of movable arms at the end of the table and Jennifer cranked these out so Kyle's legs would be spread as widely as possible. The shave proceeded in almost complete silence, only occasionally interspersed by the girl's comments and giggles.


"Oooh, watch out!" said Jennifer. "Don't cut that off."


"I'm trying to be careful," Stacy replied. "I can't afford to get nervous here, unless you'd like a new coin purse."


Jennifer giggled.


Kyle was overwhelmed by a sense of fear, helplessness, and total surrender. These two beautiful girls, total strangers until tonight, now held his most priceless jewels in their hands. They could alter his identity and his destiny at a mere whim. "They are so beautiful!" he thought, as he lay there in mesmerized bliss. The realization that he was securely strapped to the table impressed itself frighteningly on his muddled consciousness. He couldn't escape now, even if he wanted to, but why would he want to escape? He never knew fear and ecstasy could blend so nicely.


Finally, Stacy wiped the last residue from the razor and folded it, while Jennifer cleaned him up with a hot, damp washcloth. Stacy cranked up the head of the adjustable massage table so Kyle could see her and Jennifer's handiwork.


Kyle gasped with astonishment as he looked down on his denuded    crotch. He felt more naked than ever, more vulnerable and more helpless. The cosmetic effect of the transition was more shocking than he had anticipated. He felt now, too late, that he shouldn't have gone through with it. More of his identity was bound up in that little patch of woolly growth between his legs than he had previously thought possible. He had an intense moment of regret, and felt really stupid. However, his misgivings about what he had gotten himself into began to subside as he looked up into the smiling, satisfied faces of Stacy and Jennifer.


"My, you look different!" Stacy exclaimed, giggling.


"It's like we told you," said Jennifer, "you're slick as a mole."


The girls began gently fingering his newly bared flesh and pinching the soft skin near the base of his penis. They were looking down on him like they might look at a new puppy or a baby. The girls had themselves a new toy and they were delighted. Kyle's penis became so engorged with blood that it was almost painful. He was dying for release.


"Say, you girls can take these straps off now. The shave's all over."


"Oh yeah, I almost forgot," Stacy said, stepping back and smiling at him mischievously. She reached down and took hold of one of the buckles, then paused.


"But you know, you're kind of cute all trussed up like that. It's not every day that a girl gets to play with a man who is completely helpless; at least one that claims to be vanilla. I think we ought to play with you a little more and maybe let you shoot off a couple of times before we take off the straps. You won't mind that too much, will you?"


Kyle could only look up at her in mesmerized helplessness. He had given up resisting anything these girls suggested. But the thought of allowing him to shoot his semen was pure heaven. He had been brought to the brink so many times tonight he was about to burst.


Jennifer lifted one leg and rubbed her soft inner thigh against Kyle's denuded genitals.


"You know what I'm going to do to you? Hmmm?" she cooed. "Remember, back in the car, I told you I could draw the marrow out of your back bone...?"


"Jennifer, you can't do that!" Stacy admonished, teasingly. "That's against house rules. It's poor etiquette and bad customer relations."


"Awe, Stacy, I thought this one was kind of special. I don't think Madam Veronica would mind, do you?"


Well, probably not," Stacy replied. "And what about you, Kyle? Do you mind...? I didn't think so!


"Well, Jen, he's all yours."


Jennifer slid her leg off Kyle's genitals, walked up to the head of the massage table, and looked down on him with her big blue eyes, smiling.


"Kyle," she said, "do you know what PC muscles are?"


"Well, yeah...ah sort of," Kyle stammered. "They're up inside a girl... you know, between her legs..."


Jennifer started laughing. "Yeah, they're right here," she said, running her fingers inside the crotch of her tights. "I'd let you feel, but you're all tied up. Baby, these are the most powerful little PC muscles you'll ever feel in your life, and you're about to feel ‘em where it counts!. When I get that nice big cock of yours inside me you'll think it's clamped in a vice. 


Then I'll start milking you down, pulling out that marrow. The feeling will start in your lower back and start working its way up your spine." "Finally," she said, placing her fingers on the back of his neck," it'll get right here. It'll feel just like your brains are running out of you head, into your backbone, and out through your cock and into me. That's what you'll feel just before you pass out!"


"And when you wake up," Stacy said, "it'll be my turn!"


Jennifer eyed Kyle hungrily and started slipping out of her tights. She dropped her right shoulder strap and pulled her arm out, exposing a beautiful round grapefruit-sized breast in the process. Just as she started to drop the left shoulder strap they heard footsteps approaching from the darkened end of the room, heels clicking loudly on the hard tile floor.
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Jennifer stopped undressing and quickly replaced her right shoulder strap, covering her breast once more.

Stepping into the light was a tall, shapely brunette with sharp, penetrating brown eyes. Her wicked-looking black leather bodysuit, worn over dark panty hose, was cut high on the sides with a very revealing decolletage. High heeled black leather boots came up over her knees and she carried a riding crop with a little leather flap on the end. 

Obviously a person of some authority, she appeared considerably older than Stacy and Jennifer, but she was very attractive and had a perfect figure. Stacy and Jennifer both backed away from the massage table as she approached and stood facing her.

"Madam Veronica," Jennifer said, "This is Kyle Dobbins."

"So I see," she said. "Such a nice little prize too, all trussed up and helpless." She played the tip of her riding crop over his body, sizing him up as though he were a piece of merchandise.

"We weren't expecting you for over an hour yet," Stacy said, looking at her watch.

"Oh I know, but we were working with a client who is into mummification and we, shall we say, got things wrapped up a little sooner than expected. Mary and Juanita are looking after him now."

Kyle was frustrated at the interruption just as he was about to receive the fuck of his life from Jennifer. However, he had to admit that Madam Veronica was very beautiful, herself, and she probably had even more delicious sexual pleasures in store for him. Surely repeat business was important to her. 

Unsatisfied customers didn't come back so they couldn't make any money pissing off their customers. Kyle just relaxed and resolved to go accept with whatever she had in mind without complaint, even if it was a little kinky. But there was something strange about Madam Veronica, she seemed somehow familiar, like he had met her before. 

He reasoned that he had probably seen her at the club a couple of times. Well, whatever, as long as she didn't get too carried away with that dominatrix role playing thing.

"That's a beautiful shave," Madam Veronica said, teasing Kyle's genitals with the end of her riding crop. "Is that your handiwork, Stacy?"

"Yes, but Jennifer helped a lot. She used the electric clippers on him and she stretched and tugged his things while I shaved off his hair."

All three women chuckled.

"Very well, yes, very well," Madam Veronica continued. "And Kyle, you've kept yourself in pretty good shape. You have put on a bit of a tummy though." She walked up and grabbed him just below the navel, causing a giddy, ticklish tingle to run through him.

Kyle was thinking hard now. This woman seemed to know him, but who was she? She couldn't just be someone he had seen at the club. He tried to remember back before he had that tummy.

"You don't remember me, do you, Kyle? You're hurting my feelings. Remember those nut massages I used to give you. You liked them so much! You revealed a lot more about your inner personality than you would have believed at the time.

"Come on, Kyle, you remember me. Think! Think back, Kyle. Think back seventeen years."

"V... Veronica? Oh God! Veronica!"

Veronica smiled broadly and chuckled. "You should remember! I was all you had on your mind at that time, or so you told me."

"It's... it's been so long," he stammered.

"Yes, Kyle, I was only twenty five then, and you were thirty. You were the department manager at Coastal Technologies and I was a secretary; never mind that I had the more advanced degree. The way you pursued me would be called sexual harassment today, but in those days men could get away with about anything. But I was a single mom and I needed the work badly, so I had to play along, even sleeping with you on several occasions."

"B... but Veronica, I really did love..."

"Kyle, don't try to lie to me. I'm not your little secretary anymore, who depended on you for a job and livelihood. You were an asshole, Kyle. You were cheating on your wife and forcing me to go along. Fortunately I met Zach about that time and married him. And I must admit that I mostly married Zach to get away from you."

Kyle was getting very nervous now. He pulled against his restraints and found himself to be quite immobile. He remembered that he really had flipped out over Veronica back then. She was the sexist girl he had ever met. He wanted to keep his wife at home to raise his kids and keep house and keep Veronica on the payroll as his personal secretary and companion on those frequent business trips. 

He had offered to put her up in a very posh apartment, on company money of course. Then this Zach guy, some rich old goat, came along and fucked things up. Yes, he remembered now, all too well.

"I will admit something truthfully, though," said Veronica, "I thought you were a rather handsome hunk and I really did have the hots for you. That's all that made capitulating to your sexual advances bearable. Had you not been a married man I would have gone along with your scheme completely, but I just couldn't get involved like that with a married man. 

I had to wonder what kind of man would do that to his wife, the mother of his children. If he would do that to his wife he would do that to me. He would really have to be a bastard, wouldn't he, Kyle?"

"B... but, Veronica, you were so beautiful, I... I couldn't help it."

"No, Kyle, you couldn't help it. I didn't understand back then, but I understand all too well now. No man can help his lustful feelings. They are slaves to them. Those little testosterone factories between their legs just keep pumping out their hormones and the poor men keep lusting after the flesh. 

That's what causes men's lying, cheating, underhanded nature; not to mention their violence, shiftlessness and unreliability. I know. That's why all the men in my life now are castrated. That simple little procedure clears up all these problems wonderfully!"

That comment sent a wave of terror through Kyle and he pulled helplessly against his restraints. A queasy feeling welled up from deep inside his stomach and he let a big fart.

"Oooh, something's made his guts clabber again," Stacy remarked. "Poor baby!"

The women laughed.

"Kyle," Madam Veronica continued, "I lost Zach about five years ago. He was really a pretty nice man, as men go. But you know he was an older man, Kyle, older than you. He developed prostate cancer and we didn't discover it in time. 

He only lived about a year after his diagnosis. His doctors said if we had only detected it earlier, they could have performed a double orchiectomy followed up with estrogen treatment, and he would have had better than a ninety five percent chance of survival.

"After that, I began to study the subject in detail and discovered that the main culprit in prostate cancer is testosterone. I made a vow at that time to never lose another man to prostate cancer. I would require all my lovers to become eunuchs! Kyle, did you know that hard medical statistics show that men who are castrated before age fifty live an average of fourteen years longer than others?"

"Why... why are you telling me all this, Veronica?"

"Kyle, Kyle," she laughed, "are you really that dense or is it just wishful thinking? You used to be a pretty bright boy, if my memory serves me correctly. Look at you, all trussed up in those restraints like a horse in gelding stocks. What do you think is going to happen, huh? I'll give you three guesses, Kyle, and the first two don't count!"

"But... but you can't be serious. Look, I don't care if we used to know each other. I'm just a paying customer now, and this little fantasy is going too far. I just want to shoot my load and go home!"

"Fantasy, Kyle? What makes you think this is a fantasy?"

"Look! You can't do this, it's not legal. I demand... Oooahh!"

Madam Veronica hit him smartly on the testicles with the riding crop, causing him gasp with pain. His scrotum felt like it was being stung by a thousand bees and queasy agony shot through his guts."

"You're in no position to demand anything, my little man," she said, brandishing the crop, threatening a second blow. "You're going to have to learn to settle down and hold your tongue. You wanted me to be your mistress, Kyle. Back when we worked at Coastal you practically begged me to be your mistress. Well, now your going to get your wish; I'm going to be your mistress for the rest of your life, but I don't think I'll be the kind of mistress you had in mind then. Get used to it, Kyle. I'm your dominant mistress; the kind of mistress that must be obeyed!"

"Look, Veronica, please...Ooooahoo!" Kyle gasped in agony as the heavy leather pad on the end of the crop caught him squarely in the balls again, only much harder this time.

"Never address me by my familiar name again, Kyle. To you, I am Mistress or Madam Veronica, never just Veronica. Is that clear, Kyle?

"Y... yes, M... Mistress Veronica.

"Never again, Kyle, will you address any woman by her common or given name. From now on, you will address all women with whom you associate as Mistress or Madam. Women are a superior species, Kyle. Men are inferior beasts. Are we clear?

"Yes, Mistress Veronica."

Kyle was very scared now, quivering in agony from the last blow Madam Veronica struck to his balls. The leather pad had delivered a vicious sting to his scrotum and was heavy enough to send that sickening queasy feeling through his guts. He still treasured the small hope that this was all really just a kinky little game. He had heard that these S&M places could play pretty rough. Looking down at his crotch, he was surprised to see he still had a throbbing erection!

"Kyle, my late husband, Zach, left me a vast fortune. Part of that fortune is Primrose Island, just off the coast in the Pacific Northwest. Primrose Island covers twelve thousand forested acres and has its own quaint little fishing village. I've set up a feminist compound there about two miles from the village. That's our headquarters. I spend about half my time there; it's a very lovely place. 

That's where I'm sending you, Kyle, as soon as you're snipped. You'll likely spend the rest of your life in the compound, but you shouldn't mind. After a man is castrated he looses his wanderlust; that thing that makes him want to know what's around the next curve or over the next hill; the thing that makes commitment so difficult for him. That will go away, just like your sex drive and your aggression. You'll be just like a little yard dog that never wants to leave the yard. I'm going to make you a household eunuch, they don't work too hard."

"Yeah, they mostly take care of beautiful women," Stacy giggled "Me and Jennifer spend about two months a year there. We'll be seeing a lot of you in the future."

"Oh yes," said Madam Veronica, "since you're going to be family there's something I need to tell you. Do you remember the little girl I had when I worked at Coastal? I'm sure you saw her several times when you visited my apartment. She was just five years old then; she's twenty two now. I think she's grown up to be quite an attractive young woman. Do you remember her name, Kyle?"

"No... ah... M... Mistress Veronica."

"Does the name ‘Stacy' ring a bell with you, Kyle?"

Stacy smiled at Kyle. "Hi!"

"Oh my god!" Kyle exclaimed. "You... you're Stacy... ah... Mistress Stacy."

"Very good, Kyle," said Madam Veronica, "for a new slave that is. You remembered to say it right. But the expression is ‘Oh my goddess,' not ‘Oh my god.' You'll learn though, Kyle. You'll learn.

"Oh, Stacy. Do you have something for me? A piece of paper?"

"Sure, Mom," she said, handing her the clipboard and paper that Kyle had signed earlier.

"Thank you, dear. This makes everything I'm about to do with Kyle perfectly legal.

"Kyle, you didn't read this before you signed it, did you?"

"No, Mistress Veronica."

"When you signed this paper, like most men, you were letting your balls do your thinking for you, but you won't ever do that again because you just signed your balls away! In a nutshell, Kyle, this document gives me power of attorney over all your property and holdings, while absolving me any and all liability for what I choose to do to your physical person. This document is as close as you can come, in a Western democracy, to selling yourself into slavery. Essentially, Kyle, I own you!"

Panic surged through Kyle as he remembered the paper he had signed. He had almost forgotten about it. It seemed so routine and so innocuous at the time; just a precaution in case of an accident. But now he realized this whole scene had been planned in detail by Veronica. Stacy and Jennifer had been the bait and now the trap was securely closed on him. He began to cry.

"It won't really be such a bad life, once you get used to it," said Madam Veronica. "Primrose Island is a beautiful place and our compound looks like the campus of a small college. Many men would actually envy you, Kyle. You will be guaranteed security and companionship for the rest of your life, and according to medical statistics, you're going to live several years longer than a regular man. 

All the really heavy work will be performed by mundanes brought in from the village or the mainland. Like Stacy said, most of your work will involve taking care of beautiful women. It's like being in a sultan's harem, only there's no sultan, just women and eunuchs, like yourself. And as an added bonus you will be given testosterone from time to time and allowed to play."

Kyle was still choking back tears as the reality of his predicament soaked in on him. However, the strangest feeling of all was the realization that part of him actually found the prospect of what Madam Veronica was planning for him attractive. It was as though his very soul had been split into two parts. The old macho man was still there, but another personality that had been suppressed and hidden all his life was now being allowed to surface. 

The old Kyle was hoping against hope that this was all just a kinky game and a bad joke; that Veronica would let him shoot his load and release him. However, the new personality that had been released would be terribly disappointed if he had to put on his clothes and return to the workaday world. The new personality was enraptured with the thought of living forever on an island of beautiful women; living as a docile obedient eunuch in a harem without a sultan.

"Kyle, you're crying," observed Madam Veronica. "I hate to see you cry, on what should be the happiest day of your life. But maybe those are tears of joy, hmmm? That big boner of yours tells me that you must be enjoying something about this, doesn't it?" She lightly tickled Kyle's erect penis with the tip of her riding crop, once more making him desperate for release.

"Kyle," she continued, "I won't do this to you, not without your consent. Of all the eunuchs on my staff and in our organization, none of them was forced into the lifestyle completely against his will. What would be the purpose otherwise? We like domestic tranquility and harmony, and we want our family to be happy.    Forcing another person into submission and servitude is man's way, not our way. We only want to show you a path to a better world, and let you choose. Those who are worthy will see the truth and choose wisely. Those who are not worthy will turn from us and choose to live in the world of man, and not among us. None should serve the sisterhood, save those who serve in love and willing submission."

Madam Veronica held up the signed document and waved it before Kyle.

"Kyle, I can tear this up, give you your clothes, take you back to your car, and you can pretend that this was all a dream. You can go back to your mundane world, where you are quite successful by man's standards, and pretend this never happened. Or, you can willingly accept the sisterhood as your new family. The choice is yours, Kyle. What will it be?"

Tears were running down Kyle's face now. The old Kyle, Kyle the macho man, was screaming, ‘here's your chance! Tell Madam Veronica that she has made her point and you want out now. Apologize to her. Tell her you're sorry, anything. Just save your manhood! Save your balls!' But there was a new voice in Kyle's head now; a new Kyle who was submissive and worshipful. The new Kyle wanted only to worship femininity and womanhood as a superior force and entity in the universe. To the new Kyle, Primrose Island was a vision of paradise on Earth!

"Talk to me, Kyle." said Madam Veronica, as she played the tip of the riding crop teasingly, almost lovingly, over his naked body. You're only jabbering, Kyle. Can't you speak?"

Kyle's thoughts were like colored rocks in a kaleidoscope, turning and tumbling, forming a myriad of disjunct unintelligible patterns. He couldn't focus; he couldn't articulate; he couldn't even speak. He had never had an experience like this before in his life!

"Kyle, those tears are telling me you want out of this; that you've had enough. They tell me you want to return to that prestigious office Monday morning where you have power and authority. But that big boner of yours is telling me something entirely different. It tells me that the future I am offering you is much more desirable than your previous life in the mundane world. It tells me you want, more than anything else, to go to Primrose Island and live as a eunuch in the service of women. You must speak, Kyle. I must know your decision."

Kyle could only yell and babble, his mind was literally emulsified by the overpowering ambivalence.

"Your tears are voting one way and your cock is voting another. Only your mouth can break the tie. If you can't speak, I must help you, Kyle!" Madam Veronica took her riding crop and came down with a devastating blow to his balls.

"Oohooo, woe, woe, woe," he bawled "Pl... please, please."

"Please what? You must talk to me! Please what, Kyle?" Madam Veronica came down once again with a devastating blow to his balls.

"Oohoooo Pw...pweeze, Mistress Veronica. Yes, yes, yes!"

"Yes? Yes what, Kyle?" she said, delivering a third blow to his balls.

"Oowooah ahaaaa! Yes, I w... will, I will, I will go!"

"Go where, Kyle?"

Kyle winced as he braced for another blow from the crop, but Madam Veronica mercifully spared him and just continued her interrogation.

"Go to your car, Kyle? Go back to your world? Is that where you want to go?"

"I... ah... n... no, no," he blubbered, his face contorted with anguish, not so much from the pain of the crop as from the agony of the battling personalities inside his head.

"Do you want to go to Primrose Island, Kyle? Do you want to be a harmless, docile eunuch, and dedicate your life to the service of women?"

"Oh... oh, yes, yes, Mistress Veronica. That is what I want," he managed to blurt out through the tears and the anguish. He was crying like a baby now.

"Thank you, Kyle," said Madam Veronica, with a very satisfied smile on her face. "Thank you for your honest answer."

Jennifer's eyes were blurred with tears and a tear rolled down Stacy's cheek.

"That was a pretty heavy scene, Mom," Stacy said.

"I know, dear. He was difficult. He had a real struggle inside his mind, but his answer came from his soul and not his balls. It is a very traumatic moment when a man gets in touch with his higher self and voluntarily surrenders his manhood to the service of femininity. I felt he was worthy or I would never have set up this scene. I can see now I was right."

"Bless his heart," Jennifer said, as she wiped the perspiration from Kyle's forehead with a damp cloth.

Kyle jerked and trembled with queasy anguish, but he felt a great relief. A burden had been lifted from him. A feeling of great serenity and passivity came over his mind.

"Well," said Madam Veronica, "we must get on with business. Stacy, put a gag in his mouth before he changes his mind. I don't want to push my luck and ruin a beautiful scene. But watch him closely in case he vomits. I don't want him to strangle."

The women chuckled, lightening the mood a bit. Stacy looked around for something to use for a gag, then smiled broadly."

"I guess this will work," she giggled, as she slipped out of her panties, wadded them up and stuffed them into Kyle's mouth. Kyle opened his mouth compliantly and offered no resistance. Stacy then removed her bra and used it to secure the gag. Stacy had secreted heavily during the recent scene and the crotch of her panties was soaked. Kyle savored the taste of her precious juices as he feasted his eyes on her total nakedness; the smooth, shaved symmetry of her plump labia majora, and her pouting breasts, curved slightly upward near the nipples.

"It's no fair, Stacy," said Jennifer, as she slipped out of her tights. "If you get to be naked then so do I."

Kyle just laid there in passive appreciation as Jennifer bared herself before him. Her large round breasts were much larger than Stacy's, but her labia majora were smaller, almost flat; her tiny pink slit was exposed and deliciously inviting. He thought wistfully of how, only minutes ago, she had prepared to take him inside her and ‘draw the marrow out of his back bone.' Perhaps this was still on the agenda. Maybe she would give him one, wonderful last time before he became a eunuch.

"May I finish letting him cum, Madam Veronica?" Jennifer asked. "He was just about to explode a while ago."

"Yeah, Mom," Stacy chimed in, "we want his last time to be the most wonderful thing he ever remembers!"

"Well," said Madam Veronica, "I don't see why not. Since he's going to be a household eunuch he won't get to keep his penis, so this will truly be his last time."

Kyle's eyes bulged with terror and he squealed into his panty gag. He hadn't expected to lose his penis!

"Oh it's not so bad," Jennifer said, in a consoling tone. "You'll get to keep a couple of inches to play with. You just won't get to keep the whole thing, that's all."

Stacy and Jennifer began massaging Kyle's tummy and abdomen. I spite of the sickening ache that started between his legs and permeated his whole body, Kyle's erection was throbbing again and he was looking forward to his ejaculation, his last real one ever, with joyous anticipation. Jennifer played her fingers gently over his throbbing cock, tickling and teasing as she worked back and forth between the base and the tip. Kyle watched the powerful muscles in Jennifer's shapely legs flex and ripple as she climbed up on the table and squatted above his manhood, preparing to engulf him. His last moments as a man would be pure heaven!

Kyle even had another fleeting thought that this whole thing might still be a joke or a game and that they would release him without castrating him. He also felt a strong sense of disappointment when he thought about it. His submissive self had won the mental battle. More than ever, he wanted this to be real!

"Wait!" Madam Veronica called, with caution in her voice. "Have you girls been taking your birth control pills?"

Jennifer and Stacy both looked at Madam Veronica with sheepish expressions.

"Fes up now, and tell me the truth. Have you?"

"Well," said Stacy, "not exactly."

"Not - EXACTLY?" Madam Veronica said in a stern voice. "Now just what is that supposed to mean? Either you have or haven't. You know girls, ‘not exactly' is a good way to wind up a LITTLE BIT pregnant.

"Jennifer, get down from the table! You girls know better than this."

"Mom, I've got some condoms over in the locker," Stacy said. "I'll just..."

"NO! You'll do nothing of the kind. You girls almost did a very foolish thing and I won't let it go unpunished. You can forget about giving Kyle his last time, so maybe next time you'll remember this and behave more responsibly."

"But Mom, what about poor Kyle? This is his last time!"

"A man's last time is a gift and a privilege, not a right. You girls can just consider yourselves responsible for Kyle forfeiting his. You've been playing with the eunuchs so long that you've forgotten just how dangerous a virile man can be."

Jennifer and Stacy looked down on Kyle with sympathy and regret. Kyle's frustration was evident in his pleading eyes, and he whined into his panty gag like a puppy.

"I'll swear!" Madam Veronica exclaimed, looking at Kyle with exasperation. "Kids today! If I didn't stay right on them they would be waddling around here pregnant as ducks!"

"Oh look, Mom," Stacy said. "Look how this is swollen; I think he's ruptured. We couldn't have let him cum anyway."

"Yes, yes, I do believe you're right, dear," Madam Veronica said, examining Kyle's scrotum and testicles. "I showed him no mercy with the crop. It does look like a rupture. It is excruciatingly painful when a ruptured man ejaculates. If we weren't getting rid of those anyway, I'd have to send him to the hospital. We need to get those off.

"Jennifer, dear. Bring my tools, please"

Jennifer left the room briefly and returned with a small cart, similar to a tray cart, with several drawers underneath.

"Jennifer," Madam Veronica continued, "I'm letting you do the honors with the Elastrator this time. Let's see; how many castrations does this make for you so far?"

"This will be my third, Madam Veronica," she answered.

Jennifer lubricated a small rubber donut and slipped it over the fingers of the Elastrator, then holding the device in one hand, she carefully lifted Kyle's wounded balls with the other. Kyle felt the dull queasy pain and the burning sensation emanating from his rupture; she was trying to be gentle. He realized now that ejaculation would be extremely painful and he could not enjoy a last time, even had Madam Veronica permitted it. Jennifer expanded the band and slipped his balls through it. Their eyes met momentarily and Kyle could see sympathy in Jennifer's expression. Then he heard a snap. There was no pain, only a sensation confirming the presence of the band.

"That's beautiful, Jennifer," Madam Veronica said, examining her handiwork. "This will start to burn a little in a few minutes, so I'm going to keep you inject you with local anesthetic. Don't worry, you'll be asleep when we actually cut them off. You won't feel a thing. "

Madam Veronica took a syringe from the cart, filled it with something from a small vial and injected it in several places around the base of Kyle's scrotum. "I'm not really sure the pain is ever that great," she said. "Farm animals pay no attention to the bands whatsoever when they are castrated. But with human males, I think its just the thought of what's happening to them that is painful. Until it's all over, a man still thinks about backing out and saving his manhood. Any discomfort down there is translated into pain, just from the thought of it."

Kyle was only vaguely aware of the band, but the injections of anesthetic felt like tiny bee stings, making him wince. Strangely, although tears were streaming down his face, he felt a sense of well- being and relief, rather than regret.

"We've got to get rid of that boner," Madam Veronica said, exchanging the syringe of anesthetic for a different one. She slipped the needle under Kyle's skin near the base of his penis and injected about four CCs of some brown liquid. Kyle began losing his erection immediately and a flood of pre-cum oozed down his wilting shaft.

"Your turn, Stacy," said Madam Veronica.

Stacy took a foley catheter from the cart and lubricated it liberally with some kind of jelly. Taking Kyle's now flaccid member in her hand, she inserted the catheter through the meatus and into his urethra. 

Kyle gasped in submissive acceptance, trying to relax to make the insertion easier, as Stacy forced the big rubber tube deeper and deeper, finally penetrating his bladder. Kyle felt an extreme sense of violation and helplessness as Stacy skewered his member on the huge plastic shish kebab. She then inflated the little balloon that keeps it in place.

"Here you go, Stacy" Jennifer said, as she passed the Elastrator and another tiny rubber donut.

After lubricating the band in Kyle's own pre-cum, Stacy slipped it onto the fingers of the Elastrator. Squeezing the handles and expanding the band, she brought it over the rubber catheter, which had not yet been connected to the foley bag, and moved it down near the base of Kyle's skewered member.

"Now remember, Stacy," Madam Veronica said, "be careful to..."

"Oops!" Stacy exclaimed. "I'm afraid it slipped off before I meant for it to."

"Oh my!" said Madam Veronica, as she inspected the little accident. "It's right around the base, next to his abdomen. I'm afraid he's not going to have any penis left at all."

"Mom, can't we just cut the band off and start over? I didn't mean for it to jump off there, I really didn't."

"No, Stacy, it's hard to cut them off once they're in place without cutting the skin and making a bloody mess. I don't want to risk infection. Besides, I'm kind of superstitious about things like that. If that's where that band wanted to go, that's where it should stay. Kyle will just have a cute little button instead of a nub, that's all. Don't blame yourself, dear; it is karma."

"Well, bummer!" Stacy whined.

Kyle's eyes were bulging and he was squealing something into his panty gag.

"Don't worry, Kyle," Jennifer said, smiling sympathetically and wiping perspiration from his forehead once more. "We'll love you just as much with a button as with a nub. But I'm really sorry about your last time. I wanted to make it something you would remember."

"Yeah, me too," said Stacy. "I really am sorry about that, Kyle."

Stacy hooked some clear tubing to Kyle's catheter and attached the bag. "There you go," she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "All done. All we gotta do now is wait."

Madam Veronica removed the gag from Kyle's mouth and Jennifer brought him some ice water in a plastic canister with a straw, the same kind they have in hospitals. Kyle hadn't realized he was so thirsty. He finished off that glass and most of a second one. As his bladder filled, a golden stream began to flow through the clear tubing, past his dying, purple penis, and into the foley bag.

"Kyle," said Madam Veronica, "I'm going to give you a sedative to help you sleep. You shouldn't wake up until it's over, but just a precaution, I'm going to leave the restraints on you until we're ready trim everything off. That's for your own protection, should you wake up. Some men panic and try to remove the bands after gangrene has already set in. That can be dangerous, even fatal.

Smiling with satisfaction, Madam Veronica took yet another syringe from a drawer on the cart and injected something into Kyle's left buttock, causing him to wince from the pain. "We'll take care of business while you're asleep, Kyle. When you awake, you won't be a man any more; You'll be a eunuch - a nutless, dickless eunuch. Sweet dreams, Kyle."

THE END

Thank you so much for your support..

Love, Matilda Odell Shields.
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