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About The Author

Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of fear fetish erotica,’ Violet Reigns enjoys writing stories that explore the darker side of erotic literature. But she describes herself as a woman of simple tastes and pleasures. She lives on a small rural property with her husband of many years, where they enjoy the beauty of nature and a peaceful lifestyle. Occasionally, however, she is required to do practical research for her books.

Thank you for purchasing this book. You can find more of Violet’s books at her Amazon author page.
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From the author

WARNING

These stories contain cock and ball torture. They do not represent the practice in a realistic manner. All my stories are pure fantasy written for entertainment purposes only. If you do not enjoy CBT as subject matter, please do not buy or read this book.

Otherwise, enjoy!

Vx




This collection contains the following kinks and fetishes: castration (chemical and banding), cock and ball torture (CBT), small penis humiliation (SPH), spanking, orgasm control and denial, male chastity, cuckolding, pegging, water sports… and a few other minor fetishes and kinks. After all, a ball buster has to earn her title.

This book is strictly for readers 18 years of age or older.


Prologue: Dommes

A domme is not a bitch and you should never call her one.

A bitch seeks to belittle you for her own gratification. A bitch will slap you, but if you challenge her, she will run away like a scared little girl.

A domme will also belittle you for her own gratification, but let’s be clear about the distinction. She will slap you because you deserve it, and slap you again so you remember what you did wrong.

And she will do it again and again, because you want her to punish you with her perfect hand. You will beg her to do it. And afterwards, you will thank her for the privilege of feeling the sting of her palm on your cheek, or your butt, or your balls.

Never call a domme a bitch. She is not a bitch. She is a goddess.


1: Last Hurrah

Jack’s Bedroom, The Present

Until Trixie said three soul-destroying words, Jack thought his night was going as well as it could. While she had insisted on handcuffing him to his bed before they had sex, he was happy to indulge her desire for kinky bondage play. This was because guys like him didn’t land girls like Trixie.

Looking back on his life, his one-night stands had been few and far between, and never with a girl as hot as Trixie. His record for a long-term relationship stood at thirty-nine days. He didn’t have the looks, bad boy magnetism or confidence to approach girls outside his weight class, which was the vast majority of women worldwide.

In looks, he was right down the middle of the Mr Average graph, as average as a man could get. He made an effort to look after himself, but there wasn’t a lot he could do about his weathered face, receding hairline or weak jaw.

He told himself he made up for it with brains. Few people climbed to the top of the ladder as aeronautical engineers. And few guys with average sized cocks ever got to enjoy the clench of a tight pussy in the throes of passion. But it was his lucky night. And Trixie’s pussy was so tight, he felt like a stallion buried balls deep in her hot pulsing sex.

At the start of the evening, he’d never expected it would end this way. But the surprises kept coming, unlike his aching cock, which was ready to cum and only needed a few more thrusts. But when she lifted her gorgeous, wide hips, leaving his cock twitching in nothing but air, he realised something was wrong.

“You’re boring me,” she said, climbing off him.

Jack had heard some ego-crushing remarks from women over the years. Remarks like…

It’s not about you, it’s me… right before she found a reason to leave.

Does that tadpole have a larger friend… at the onset of a mysterious headache.

And once, the worst of all… Is it in yet? When it was. All the way.

But boring her?! In three words, she crushed, burned and trampled what remained of his masculine pride to ashes. His heart sank so hard, it felt like it had fallen through the floor.

The night had started so well. How had it come to this?

* * *

Eastside Avionics Convention, The Present

Jack had never enjoyed work conferences. The keynote speaker had made some good points about helicopter design, but it was really an excuse for sales teams to get leads and then get drunk.

He was considering excuses to leave the social function when he found a reason to stay. Ted, a colleague from work, introduced him to Trixie Valentine, a senior aeronautical engineer from a competitive firm. Jack said little as Ted made the introductions, as Trixie made his mouth go so dry, he didn’t think he could form words. She was so hot, he felt as if he would need surgery to part his lips.

A senior aeronautical engineer? She looked way too young to hold that position, but it was always difficult to tell a woman’s age. They had certain advantages over men in that regard. Either way, she was hotter than a glamour model. From the top of her milk chocolate and honey streaked hair to her dainty feet, she was sizzling. And damn, what a pair of tits! They had the soft jiggle a man could get lost in and never hope to find his way out.

His sudden lust wasn’t only because she was as hot as hell. She had the feminine magnetism that was irresistible to men. As he gathered his wits, he could see the effect she was having on other men too. Their faces had the strained look a man gets when his balls get hard and heavy. Ted had it too, even though he was playing it cool in her company.

“You can go now,” she said to Ted. “I want to find out if Jack can say anything more than ‘h—h—hello’.”

Trixie did a perfect impersonation of the way Jack had stumbled over the word like he was speaking a foreign language. His ego shrivelled at the authority of her tone. Ted’s expression looked like he’d wet his pants in public and he stuttered a reason to excuse himself.

Trixie fixed Jack with her piercing blue gaze. Her eyes were like neon sapphires, bright and brilliant, with a twinkle that suggested there was much more to her than what appeared on the surface. It was a very pleasant surface though. Jack could imagine himself exploring every inch. In detail. Over a period of many years. A man had to be thorough about such things.

“I’ve heard of you,” she said. “I believe you’re my counterpart at Aeroworx.”

Jack’s title was Senior Aeronautical Engineer, but he ran operations. He was a manager, one step down from running the company.

“You manage the teams?” he said, speaking before considering the implication of his remark.

Her eyes narrowed. He realised he’d put his foot in it.

“I run the company. Does that surprise you?”

He stuttered, searching for an excuse where there wasn’t one.

“I’ll tell you why,” she continued. “You took one look at me and decided I was too pretty to hold that kind of position. You thought I was a graduate, or some manager’s PA, or a secretary who got invited to the conference to flash some cleavage. I dare you to tell me I’m wrong.”

Jack wished a hole would open beneath his feet and send him hurtling to the ground floor of the hotel.

“You look way too young to have that role,” he said in a tiny voice.

“I’m twenty-two, the youngest ever,” she said. “I skipped all that internship, junior engineering nonsense. When I applied for a job, my boss gave it to me and promoted me to the senior position five minutes into the interview.”

Jack looked across the room. Her boss was Mad Dog McGuffie, one of the most fearsome tyrants in the industry. The man’s motto was: fire people first and don’t ask questions later.

“Mad Dog! How?!” he said. He’d spent ten years as a junior before his manager had even considered promoting him.

Trixie giggled. “That’s between him and me. He’s actually a big puppy… in the right hands.”

Trixie looked across the convention hall and gave Mad Dog McGuffie a cute wave. Mad Dog looked uncomfortable and straightened his tie. Jack blinked, trying to work out how any of this was possible. Even if Mad Dog had given her the job in a fit of mad lust, there was no way she could hold it without proving herself. It was a male dominated industry, with many power-hungry and ambitious individuals who were happy to fight dirty to get ahead.

“You must be exceptionally smart,” he said.

She gave him an approving smile. With one flash of her perfect white teeth, he felt like Superman.

“Some girls actually do have it all… beauty, brains… and boobs. Yes, I noticed you were looking at them too. No doubt appreciating their aerodynamic properties, right? All uplift and no drag with plenty of thrust for jet propulsion.”

She laughed. It was a glorious sound, like a tinkling bell. Damn, she was incredible. A dream come true. And somehow, at this moment, she only had eyes for him.

“Why is a girl like you stuck in a job with a bunch of nerdy engineers?” he said.

“Doesn’t every girl want to ride a rocket to heaven and back?”

He fell over his tongue, babbling like an idiot.

“Relax, Jack. I’m messing with you. You strike me as a guy who lacks confidence with pretty girls.”

He lacked confidence with all girls, not just pretty ones. She leaned close to whisper in his ear, and he took his first breath of her scent. It was creamy and floral with a hint of feminine musk. His heart pounded and his balls tightened.

“I’ll let you in on a secret. I don’t bite. But if biting is your thing, I can introduce you to a friend of mine who really gets off on it.”

He mopped his brow. “No, biting isn’t my thing.”

She leaned close enough so he could feel her hot breath on his neck. “Good. Because I’m not looking for Mr Right. I’m looking for Mr Right Now. So how about we ditch this party?”

“Okay,” he said, breaking into a light sweat from nerves.

“Good. I want to go for a ride on the pocket rocket in your pants.”

* * *

You’re boring me. Until she had spoken those three agonising words, the evening had been incredible. Jack could handle the insults about the size of his cock, but no man ever wanted to hear a woman tell him he was useless in bed.

He pulled at his restraints. “There’s not much I can do with these on,” he said.

She hovered over him like a cat toying with a frightened mouse. Damn, she smelled wonderful! If anyone could capture her scent, they would have sex in a bottle.

He felt her nipples drag across his chest like two bullets, reminding him he wouldn’t get his hands on them. Her hot breath on his face and neck made his cock throb with the desire to return to her molten, creamy sex.

“I know I have a tight pussy, but your cock just isn’t doing it for me at all.”

“I’m small? I always thought I was average.”

This was crushing news for a man who thought he knew where he sat on the scale of masculine sex appeal. He knew he wasn’t big, but he never thought he was small.

Trixie took his throbbing cock in her warm hand and jacked it, keeping him hard. “I have cocks down to a science. You’re small.”

Adding further disappointment, she stopped stroking him just as it was feeling good. If he couldn’t enjoy her pussy, her hand would be fine. And her technique was superb.

Trixie reached into her handbag and collected a measuring tape. She extended it, pressed the end to the base of his cock and took the measurement at the tip.

“Average is 5.16 inches. With Swedish rounding you’re a four.”

With Swedish rounding? Jack was now feeling completely inadequate. That would mean he was anywhere in the mid to late three inch mark. Trixie wrapped the tape around his cock at the base where his girth was thickest.

“The average girth is 3.66 inches. You’re a little light there too.”

“How light?”

She patted him on the cheek and put her tape back in her bag. “Best you don’t know, sweetie. As I’m so tight, I like small cocks. My perfect man would be exactly five by three inches, still below average, so size isn’t your problem. Or rather, size isn’t an excuse. A girl feels the most pleasure in the first three inches of her pussy. You have enough to hit the right spots, but you lack technique. You don’t know how to please a woman.”

Jack swallowed hard. His entire world was crashing down. Why hadn’t anyone told him this before? He was smart. He could learn.

Trixie let out a heavy sigh. “I suppose I should snip you. For your own good.”

“Snip me? What do you mean?”

She smiled and licked her lips. “If you’re no use to a woman in bed, she might as well snip off your balls. That way, you won’t disappoint any woman ever again.” She took his balls in her hand and gave them a sharp squeeze. “Oh yes, they’re good and ready to come off.”

Jack winced and let out a pained chuckle. “You’re joking, right? You can’t just cut them off like they’re plums dangling from a tree.”

“What an interesting metaphor,” she said. “But yes, you can. I learned to do it at university years ago. It’s quite easy. More girls should learn to trim their men. If a guy can’t perform, it’s snip, snip, goodbye balls and another win for womankind.”

She squeezed them harder, sending shooting pain down his thighs. “How do you want it done? With a castration band, so it’s agonisingly slow? Should I pop them out and snip them quickly? Or should we enjoy my favourite technique?”

“What’s that?” said Jack. His voice was now little more than a squeak.

Trixie moaned like she was getting very aroused. “I make one tiny cut and snip the cords while they’re still inside your sac. Then I stroke your cock and squeeze them hard, so you feel incredible pleasure but can’t cum. That way, I can torture your precious manhood for hours. And when you eventually soften, you’ll stay tiny and limp forever. Oh, I’m sure you’ll try to jerk it back to hardness. And sometimes you might get a moment of pleasure, but never much. And then it’ll revert to a useless little noodle again. Sounds fun, don’t you think?”

Jack shook his head, but refused to give his answer aloud. “Isn’t there another way?”

“No, you’re too much of a disappointment in bed. I’m doing the women of the world a favour by cutting them off as soon as possible.”

Jack felt tears welling. This was a disaster. And while she crushed his balls and stroked his cock, it was also very confusing.

“Wait! Can I have a last request before the end?”

She sat back and regarded him as she toyed with his cock and rolled his balls through her fingers.

“I have my kit in my handbag. I think these need to come off as soon as possible. If all your ex-girlfriends were in the room, I’m sure they’d be falling over themselves to cut the cords.”

Jack took a shuddering breath. “Am I really that bad in bed?”

Trixie shook her head piteously. “I’ve had some lousy lovers in my time, but you’re easily the worst.”

“The worst?”

She nodded. “By a long way. The others didn’t even come close.”

Jack sniffled, fighting back further tears. He couldn’t cry in front of her, and he didn’t want to lose his balls. Without them, he’d never orgasm again.

“But… I’m feeling charitable,” said Trixie. “I’ll let you have one last hurrah, but only because I like you, even though you’re a terrible lover.”

Jack expected Trixie would continue to rub salt and acid into the open wound of his masculine ego. It was taking a beating. Instead, she climbed over him, bringing her incredible pussy close to his face. It was smooth, with tiny, perfect lips leading to her juicy entrance. She smelled like orange blossoms, and even though he felt humiliated beyond measure, his mouth watered against his will.

“Enjoy it,” she purred. “This is the last time you’ll feel pleasure while licking a girl’s pussy.” She lowered herself onto his face. “Ah… such a good fit. I love a man with a weak jaw. It leaves little to get in the way of his lips and tongue.”

Jack opened his mouth to receive the first kiss from the wet lips of her sex. She tasted heavenly, like salted caramel and cream. He licked between the folds, searching for her clitoris.

“Don’t disappoint me again, Jack, or I’ll make your snipping last for hours.”

She rolled her hips, arching his neck and forcing his tongue deeper into her pussy. He lapped furiously, imagining himself as a cat with a bowl of cream. She pinched his nostrils, stopping him from breathing.

“Work your tongue harder! I want it sore for days from the licking!”

Without air, Jack licked and sucked hard. It seemed to have the desired effect, as he tasted a rush of her sweet juices. But if she didn’t let him breathe soon, he would pass out. Trixie released his nose, allowing him to catch his breath, then pinched it shut again. He struggled, which only seemed to enhance the work he was putting into pleasuring her pussy. He sucked and licked and tried to pull his mouth free, but she countered every move he made, keeping her feminine treasure locked over his mouth.

“Make me cum, Jack, or you’ll regret it!”

She tortured him for what felt like an eternity, giving him brief respites to catch his breath before depriving him of it again. He felt like a smothered rodeo bull, with the sexiest cowgirl riding him for her pleasure alone. He focused on keeping his tongue busy, hoping he could bring her to a happy climax before she rode him to an early grave.

“Oh, yes! That’s hitting the spot now! I’m going to cum! And pee! You lucky man!”

He tasted the first flood of her climax, the sweet juices of her sex, which flowed into his mouth like hot Chantilly cream. She released his nose and gripped the headboard while she shuddered and bucked her hips to grind her pussy onto his face.

Her pee followed, filling his mouth with astringent, sharp and sweet liquid. As it mixed with her pussy cream, she made the most delightful moans.

“Drink it down!” she gasped.

He gulped and swallowed as her stream filled his mouth. Even though she was using his mouth as a toilet, it was strangely pleasurable. And even though he was about to lose his manhood, he heard the sweetest music. It was the sound of Trixie whimpering with pleasure as she squirted cum and pee over his face.

Trixie rolled her generous, wide hips one last time as her orgasm melted into a blissful aftermath. He watched her wilt with such grace, it brought a tear of joy to his eye. Then he remembered what was going to happen next. His balls had never felt so vulnerable.

Trixie sighed and lay down beside him. She had a dreamy look in her eyes. “I like you, Jack. I’m going to let you keep your balls. This time. I can’t promise anything next time though.”

Hope swelled in his chest. She was going to let him keep them? As he processed her words, he realised this wasn’t a one-night stand.

“Next time?” he said in a tiny voice.

She ran her fingernails across his chest, letting him feel the drag and subtle burn. “Oh, yes! You’re my new plaything. I want to enjoy you for as long as it pleases me.”

He swallowed hard, not wanting to ask the question, but he had to know. “And after that?”

“Say goodbye to your balls.” She wiped her finger through the mess on his face and licked it clean. “Mm… that’s yummy! You lucky boy. How did you enjoy having a girl give you a facial?”

“It… it…” He contemplated his words. She still had him tied up and could do whatever she wanted to his balls. “It was divine,” he said.

She let out a contented sigh. “Men like you want a woman to dominate them, Jack. Because men like you are naughty little boys who secretly want a mistress to punish their balls. And you, Jack, are naughty and very little. Say it!”

In his compromised position, he didn’t need to think about it for long.

“I’m a naughty boy with a tiny dick.”

She purred into his ear. “A tiny dick and blue balls, how I like my men best. Now, what do you say?”

“Thank you, Trixie.”

She gave his balls another sharp squeeze, making him wince. “Good boy, Jack. Now you know why my pets call me the ball buster.”


2: A Little Secret

SuperAero Head Office, Trixie aged 21

Trixie checked herself in the reflection of the revolving door as she walked into the foyer of SuperAero. She thought she rated eleven out of ten on the hot babe scale, and the looks she got from the male employees confirmed it.

Her outfit for her job interview was a cropped black jacket with a hip-hugging miniskirt, a cream silk blouse and glossy black pumps. No stockings. No panties. And she’d left the top two buttons of her blouse undone to show the edges of her flimsy lace bra. It was sexy and professional, and she felt sure it would have the desired effect on SuperAero’s Chief Executive Officer, Mad Dog McGuffie.

Her heels clicked on the tiles as she crossed the foyer to reception. She had done her homework on SuperAero and knew the company had mostly male employees. There wasn’t another woman in sight. They all looked lonely and unlucky in love, with short-sleeved shirts buttoned at the collar, no wedding rings, and a look of fear in their eyes at the sight of a pretty woman. It was a den of nerds with an overload of testosterone, a shameful throwback to the male chauvinist dominated workplaces of the last century. Trixie felt like she’d walked into heaven, and all their hungry eyes were getting her warm and wet between the legs. It had definitely been a smart move not to wear any panties.

She eyeballed the receptionist. The young man was shaking. “You can tell Mr McGuffie I’ve arrived and am ready to see him,” she said.

She drummed her fingernails on the counter as the receptionist put through the call. The poor young thing couldn’t string two words together without stammering. She jiggled her tits and gave him a flash of her cleavage to settle his nerves. It didn’t calm him at all, and judging from the rise in his pants, he would soon need to jerk off. Damn, she was going to enjoy working here!

“M—Mr McGuffie said he’ll b—be ready soon.”

Trixie giggled. “He’s ready now. He just doesn’t know it yet. Take me to his office.”

The young man grabbed a clipboard to cover his crotch. She hadn’t enjoyed herself this much since university. How would she get any work done?

He showed her through the offices, where work collectively stopped, along with the ability of the workers to breathe. She put an extra swing in her hips as she walked, making sure the men took full account of her assets. As engineers, she wanted them to appreciate her personal traits. She had plenty of thrust in her engine room up top, and curvature in her propulsion system below, with wide hips, a round bottom and long, shapely legs.

When a girl applied for a job, it was important to get to know the crew. Soon, these men would have a goddess to worship. The sooner they got aching erections and felt desperate to jerk off whenever she entered the room, the better.

That left her with only one man in the building to conquer: Mad Dog McGuffie. He had an unparalleled reputation in the aeronautics industry as a tyrant, slave driver and all-round bastard. Everyone feared him, not only the employees of SuperAero. He was the reason the gender makeup of the employees was predominantly men. Most women had more self-respect than to work for a complete asshole.

Trixie marched into his office without knocking. McGuffie looked up. He was a fearsome individual, with wild black eyes, feral sideburns and a solid physique. He looked like a professional wrestler in a charcoal three-piece suit.

“Mr McGuffie? Can I call you Mad Dog?” she said, walking up to his expansive oak desk.

Nobody called him Mad Dog to his face. Trixie knew this, and she wanted to get him in the right mood.

“I’m Trixie Valentine and I’m ready for my job interview.”

McGuffie growled at the back of his throat and looked her over. Trixie wondered if she should have opened a third button of her blouse to hasten the effect she usually had on men.

“Don’t get many women applying for a junior engineer position,” he said.

“Actually, you don’t get any women applying for any jobs here. But that’s about to change.”

He gave her a crooked smile. “We’ll see about that. Take a seat.”

Trixie put her handbag on his desk, circled it, and sat on his lap, wiggling her round bottom to make herself comfortable. McGuffie was so taken aback by her brazen attitude, he was speechless. That was fine with Trixie, as she intended to do most of the talking. Plus, the intimate contact would fill his nose with her perfume, breaking his will and reducing his ego to rubble.

“You’re very lucky, Mad Dog. I’m available immediately,” she said. “And I want to make quite a few changes to the way we do business.”

McGuffie opened his mouth to speak. Trixie pressed her finger over his lips and shushed him.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak yet, Mad Dog.” She sighed thoughtfully. “You know, I don’t like that name. I think I’ll call you ‘Puppy’ instead.”

McGuffie blinked furiously and sputtered, but she shushed him again, more forcefully this time.

“I know, I know, you’re a big man with a big reputation, and I’m just an engineering graduate. But we both know I qualified higher than any other graduate in my year. I could get a superb job at any firm in the country. The only reason you’re giving me an interview is to find out if I can handle myself with the big boys. Only… some boys aren’t so big… are they?”

McGuffie stopped squirming and sat dead still, looking at her with fear in his big, black eyes.

“I’m very thorough, Puppy. I do my homework, I come prepared, and I always get what I want.” She gave him a moment to process this information. “That’s right. I know all about your little secret.”

She pressed her advantage and leaned close to his ear, so he felt her hot breath on his neck. It would also give him a spectacular view of her cleavage, not that she needed to do anything else to get him aroused.

“I’m talking about the little secret you keep in your trousers,” she said, grabbing hold of his erection. “You’re three and three-quarters… on a good day. We won’t go into your girth. But we both know your tyrannical reputation is compensating hard for the little guy. I’m sure that’s a secret you’d prefer to keep between you and me.” He looked like he was about to wet his pants. “You can speak now, Puppy.”

“You’re blackmailing me to get a job?”

“No. I’m bypassing a lot of unnecessary time wasting. You’re feeling humiliated now, but you’ll soon see this is the best decision of your entire career.”

“Fine. You can have the job,” he said.

“I don’t want it,” she said, giving his cock a playful rub. “I want the senior role. I’m smarter than anyone else in this building and can make you a lot of money. So, I’ll write the salary I want on your big, blank blotter, and you can draw up the contract.”

Trixie wrote the figure in large numbers so there could be no confusion about it. McGuffie’s eyes watered at the number of zeros in the number and the absence of a decimal point. He didn’t object though. She gave him a small kiss on the cheek, as she was feeling rather good about herself. How many graduates walked straight into a great job with a seven-figure salary?

“That’s a good boy. Now, I’m going to choose my office, while you take a trip to the little boy’s room.” She leaned close to his ear again. “And your boy is very little. Have fun squeezing a few drops of cum out of it while you fantasise about me.”

She got off his lap, collected her handbag and walked to the door.

“Wait!” he said. “If you could work anywhere in the country, why did you choose SuperAero?”

Trixie smiled sweetly. “People say you can’t mix business with pleasure. I couldn’t find a better company in which to prove them wrong.”


3: Popping Cherries

Bradenworth Private University, Trixie aged 18

Trixie let out a dreamy sigh. She loved snuggling up in her dormitory bed for a naughty fingering session. She had the tip of her left index finger resting on her love button, gently teasing it to a deep, aching orgasm. With her right index finger, she slowly stroked her tiny hymen. Her virgin shield was still intact. It was very sensitive and she loved touching it, feeling her pussy cream slowly weeping through as she orgasmed. But unlike that bitch Charlotte Kennedy, her pseudo-sister and arch rival, Trixie intended to lose her virginity soon.

Ever since Trixie had won a scholarship to the same private high school, Charlotte had been out to get her. Charlotte’s father funded the scholarship, and she resented the fact that Trixie had won it over her ‘more deserving’ friends. Her jealousy was so intense, she treated Trixie like a sibling usurper.

It started the war between Charlotte, the nubile, hazel-eyed blonde, and Trixie, the busty blue-eyed brunette. Charlotte had the wholesome girl-next-door look, but Trixie oozed sex appeal. Charlotte claimed she was prettier because she got voted prom queen in their final year at high school. As Charlotte’s parents were wealthy tycoons, Trixie had little doubt that Charlotte had bribed the right people to secure the crown for the prom. She behaved like she was a princess and the crown was her birthright.

Their war motivated Trixie to win the scholarship for university, which was also funded by Charlotte’s father. She did, adding fuel to Charlotte’s disgust.

Charlotte was a Catholic, or at least, her parents were Catholics. So was her boyfriend, Gareth, so sex was completely off the menu for them until they got married. And Charlotte was fanatical about preserving the token of her virginity until her wedding night.

Trixie knew this because she had set up a camera in Charlotte’s bathroom. She had hoped to capture some embarrassing footage of Charlotte peeing, which she could leak on the university intranet. Instead, she made a very interesting discovery about the measures Charlotte took to protect her precious hymen.

Charlotte’s pussy was beautifully bald from laser treatment. Trixie got her pussy done too after seeing Charlotte’s sweet peach. She wouldn’t come second to Charlotte in anything. While it looked sexy as hell, Charlotte had done it so she could seal her pussy lips with a wide strip of surgical tape when she had finished peeing. Trixie had watched with great interest as Charlotte had peeled a strip as long as her finger to carefully seal her pussy. It was like she worried that if she tripped over a boy, she might hit the ground with his cock between her legs.

Instead of using the video against Charlotte as a humiliating prank, Trixie decided to store the information away. It was bound to be useful at some point to bring the rich bitch down to size.

And right now, Trixie didn’t want to think about Charlotte as she enjoyed the cum trickling through her hymen. She would lose her virginity and then tell Charlotte how sex was amazing to make her even more jealous. Charlotte probably didn’t even masturbate because she was so fearful of breaking her hymen. She had to be more frustrated than a hooker in heat wearing a chastity belt.

But Trixie had several problems to solve before she could lose her virginity. First, she needed a boy. There was no way she would go through such an important rite of passage with a dildo. Men made such a big deal about losing their virginity, but for a woman it really was a rite of passage, as she opened her sex for intercourse. And right now, Trixie didn’t have a boyfriend.

Second, she felt certain she was going to need a boy with a fairly small cock. While she couldn’t push her fingers inside herself yet, she was sure she was tight. She had a tiny entrance and her hymen wasn’t much bigger than a fingernail. Breaking it would hurt, so there was no sense in sitting on a big cock that would hurt even more. A girl only needed three inches to hit her G-spot, so she needed to find a nice young boy with a wee stubby in his pants.

And finally, she didn’t think it was fair that her first time would hurt, while the boy enjoyed himself. It should hurt for him too. If they were going to share her rite of passage, he would need to remember the pleasure and the pain.

Ever since her sexual urges had awakened, Trixie knew she wasn’t like other girls. She would never let a man dominate her and never become a slave to his balls. She saw how boys treated girls. They wanted to pump them full of cum as often as they could. This was the reason she had learned to perform an orchiectomy, to take that desire away from him.

Up to now, she had only performed the operation on animals. She thought snipping a boy’s balls would be the perfect way to celebrate losing her virginity. If she had to lose her hymen, he could lose his balls. That way, he would never forget losing his virginity. It seemed fair. But the procedure was painless, so taking his balls wouldn’t work. It needed to hurt during sex, not crush his ego afterwards.

To cap it all off, there were no suitable boyfriend candidates at medical school. She didn’t know why she continued to study medicine anyway. Now she knew how to snip balls, there was nothing left to learn. There were plenty of perfect candidates in the faculty of engineering though.

And she’d already proven she had an aptitude for spatial dynamics with her study of male genitalia. Unless a man was wearing very loose pants, she could work out the size of his erection by eye, even if he was limp. It was simply a matter of doing the calculations, as men gained a 42.9% increase in size when they got hard. She could work that out in seconds.

She rubbed her love button and enjoyed the deep, pleasurable heat in her pelvis. Yes, it was time to make a move to a different career path. She wanted to surround herself with unlucky, desperate men hiding tiny secrets in their pants. One engineering student was going to get so lucky when they lost their virginity together.

* * *

From her first day in engineering, Trixie knew she had made the best decision of her life. Not only was engineering fascinating, there were plenty of eligible young men in her classes. As she worked her way through the room, checking each of them below the waistline, she couldn’t find a single boy with an above average cock. They all had small secrets in their pants. It was heaven!

She narrowed the suitable candidates down to three boys: Joe, Tim and Scott. They were all first year engineering students and all packing four by two and a half inch cocks. She considered a few boys who were in the three inch zone, but decided four was a good median between average and tiny. While she didn’t want a cock that would hurt too much, she still wanted to feel something inside her.

The three boys were undoubtedly virgins too. She could tell because they couldn’t look her in the eye. They each had a nervous stammer, and they stuffed their hands in their pockets to hide their small secrets. And little did they know that one of them would claim bragging rights to have been her first, if any of them mentioned anything about it to anyone at all. The price of taking her virginity wouldn’t come cheap.

She found Joe studying in the library. He was poring over a copy of Engineering Fundamentals and didn’t hear her approaching. She slid into the chair opposite, propped her chin on her palm and gave him her most devastating smile.

After a second, he realised she was watching him and he nearly fell out of his chair from the surprise.

“Hiya, Joe. How’s the study going?”

He blinked several times, clearly wondering why Trixie was talking to him, and why she was smiling.

“Uh… it’s hard,” he said.

“The study or your stubby?”

“Pardon?”

“You wait until you get to Advanced Engineering Mathematics. That one is a lot of fun.”

“That’s a third year text,” he said.

Trixie sighed. “I know. The others were too easy. Listen, I’ve already finished my assignments and I have time on my hands, so I thought I’d use it to lose my virginity.”

Joe blinked again. “Uh… okay.”

“And I’ve decided you’ll be my boyfriend, if you measure up.”

She watched as Joe pinched himself on the arm until his eyes watered. Then he looked over his shoulder as if expecting to see a crowd of people laughing at him. “Me?”

“Yes! You’re cute and you have all the right attributes.” She winked and wiggled her little finger at him.

The smile on his face made her heart melt. He looked overjoyed, like he had dreamed of this moment all his life. She didn’t need the reassurance that she was one hell of a catch, but it was good to have it anyway.

“C’mon,” she said. “We have to find out if you measure up. And if you do, you’re going to get so lucky!”

He needed no more convincing and followed obediently as she took him by the hand and headed straight for the biology section. As most students did their study online, the library was a good place to get some privacy. And it was totally appropriate that she took him to the human anatomy section for their first date. Plus, the bookcases were modular with metal frames, which suited her needs for the occasion.

Trixie checked the classifications and pushed him up against the shelves marked QM401-421 Urinary and Reproductive Organs. He was breathless with excitement, but clearly didn’t know what to do.

She pulled a short black rope from her jacket pocket. “Put your hands behind your back so I can tie them to the shelves,” she said.

“Why?”

She rolled her eyes at him. “Do you know anything about sex?”

“Uh… yes?”

“Then you’ll know the girl has to tie up the boy nice and tight, so he can’t get away.”

He reluctantly put his hands behind his back. She tied them at the wrists around the framing and then rewarded him with a sweet smile. He returned it, even though he looked nervous.

He got hard as she unzipped his pants and pulled them down his legs. She pulled out her measuring tape and positioned it at the base of his cock. It was the moment of truth, even though she didn’t doubt her calculations. She licked her lips and smiled as she measured him. He was, as expected, exactly four inches in length by two and a half in girth.

“So small,” she said.

His excitement evaporated. “I’m small?”

She rewarded him with a few gentle strokes. “Yes! Just the way I like them! Now, I’m going to put my hand over your mouth in case you make a noise, okay?”

“I can keep quiet.”

Trixie gripped his cock and looked each way over her shoulders. “We don’t want the librarian to hear. She’s a tyrant!”

“Uh… okay then.”

She nodded and made him spread his legs wider. “Are you ready?”

She didn’t need to ask. From the way his cock twitched and throbbed in her hand, it wouldn’t take much effort to make him cum. She pressed her free hand over his mouth and readied herself. He closed his eyes like he was on the verge of pumping his balls dry.

Trixie gripped his cock and drove her knee into his balls. His legs buckled and the breath exploded from his lungs, but her hand suppressed his outburst. She gave him a moment to recover from the shock, while her heart raced with excitement and her pussy grew hot and wet.

This was a tremendous discovery! For so long, she had thought the best way to dominate a man was to steal his balls. But his balls were the key, and if she wanted to dominate a man over and over again, he needed to keep them. If she controlled his desperate need to cum, she could reward him when he was good, or punish him when he disobeyed her. Although, the threat of an orchiectomy was still very useful if she wanted to crush a man’s ego to dust.

“How was that?” she said.

“W—why?” he whimpered.

“I need to know if you’re man enough to take a little punishment,” she said. “Ready to go again?”

She returned her hand to his mouth as she rammed her knee into his balls again. Then she had to brace him with all her weight to stop him from falling as she listened to his muffled keening. Joe wasn’t shaping up to be a hopeful prospect. Once he had caught his breath, she put her finger to his chin to look him in the eye.

“I really like you, Joe. But I have an overwhelming desire to dominate men’s balls. You can take a little more, can’t you?”

He was past words and only shook his head.

“Think about my pussy sliding down your cock. C’mon, one more. Do it for me?”

He shook his head again, much to her disappointment. She sniffed, as if trying to hold back tears. There were tears welling in her eyes, but only from disappointment. She had hoped he might like it, so she could get his balls nice and sore. Then he would be ready to have sex. This was an unfortunate delay in her plan to lose her virginity.

“Oh, Joe! I thought we were so good together. And after all the fun we’ve had, I never thought it would come to this. I’m sorry, but I think we have to break up. Look, it’s not about you, it’s me.”

She let him absorb this information. He clearly wasn’t thinking straight, given the pain in his balls. But she couldn’t lie to him either.

“Actually, it is about you. I was just trying to be nice.”

She gave him a third knee to the balls instead of a parting kiss. The gaping expression Joe gave her in response told her she had achieved a different result this time. She fondled his sac and discovered it was loose and empty. She’d managed to jam his balls right up into his pelvis. They were lodged in so tight, it would take them ages to come out.

“Wow, I didn’t know a girl could actually kick a guy’s nuts in,” she said, feeling rather hot and bothered between the legs.

This was an exciting development and she was determined to master the technique. She would remember Joe forever for teaching her this skill. It was good he had jammed balls because she wanted him to have something to remember her by too. After all, he had been her first boyfriend, even if they had never made it to the bedroom.

She had thought losing her virginity would be straightforward, but after this unfortunate turn of events, she would have to move things along at a rapid pace with Tim. Kneeing Joe in the balls had given her an ache deep in her cervix which needed the relief of an orgasm.

It didn’t take her long to find Tim. She let herself into his dorm room and pressed the door closed behind her. He looked up in shock, firstly because someone had let themselves into his room unannounced, and secondly because that someone was a hot girl. He was sitting on his bed with his laptop open, and must have been working on an assignment, as his cock was still in his pants.

“Tr—Trixie?”

She wiggled her bottom. “The one and only.”

“You’re not allowed in here.”

“I know, but I have more important needs right now. Listen, Tim. I’m ready to lose my virginity, and things didn’t work out with my last boyfriend, so that responsibility now falls to you.”

He shook his head as if there were flies buzzing nearby. “Your boyfriend?”

“Yes. I need to see if you measure up, then we can have sex.”

He blew out his breath. “I can’t, Trixie. If the night patrol catches you… us… we’ll get into a lot of trouble. And I’ve got an assignment to finish.”

Trixie planted her hands on her hips and tapped her foot. Boys! Here she was, ready to treat him to the night of his life, and he was worried about getting into trouble.

“Listen, Tim. You’re a B grade student at best. Working harder on your assignment won’t change that outcome. But… if you work harder on being my boyfriend, I might give you an A!”

She could tell the idea was taking hold, as there was some action happening in his pants.

“What do you want me to do?” he said.

She sat beside him on the bed. “Take off your pants and let me play with you.”

He took off his pants as if they were on fire. She congratulated herself on her prowess at identifying the size of men’s cocks.

“Kneel for me with your legs spread and put your hands behind your back so I can tie you up,” she said, fetching a rope from her pocket. “And before you ask, girls always tie up boys before sex. Get used to it.”

Tim’s small head had taken over responsibility for his decision making, so he obliged her. She bound his wrists to the headboard, then fetched her measuring tape. Sure enough, he was also a perfect four by two and a half. She slipped off her panties, much to his pleasure, even though she didn’t let him see her pussy. She rolled them into a ball and stuffed them into his mouth.

“Now, the night patrol is an issue, so I’ll need you to focus on enjoying the sweet juices on my panties and not making a noise. Okay?”

He nodded.

“Good boy.”

She stroked his cock to reward him for his obedience. Then she took a small paddle from her pocket and gave him a good hard slap on the balls. He made a squeaking sound and his eyes watered. It was a beautiful sight and made her pussy wet, so she paddled him again, making his balls bounce up and down with each slap. She felt convinced that if she could paddle him for a while, it would make her cum.

“Oh, Tim! This is wonderful! Are you enjoying yourself?”

Tim was crying and shook his head. Trixie huffed. What was wrong with boys? They were hopeless. She was about to get her poor hymen torn open by one of their cocks. Why couldn’t they take a little punishment too? The sight of him snivelling completely ruined the moment and dulled the fire between her thighs.

“If we’re going to have sex, you need very sore balls,” she said. “It’s only fair. Don’t you want to have sex with me?”

He pushed her panties out of his mouth with his tongue. His voice was barely more than a squeak. “Please let me go, Trixie. I’m sorry about all the times I jerked off thinking about you.”

Trixie suppressed a smile as she realised he thought she was punishing him for being his jerk-off fantasy. She rather liked that idea. In fact, it was an idea worth cultivating. Imagine having dozens… no hundreds, if not thousands of men daydreaming about her whenever they jerked their tiny cocks.

She flashed him her pussy and enjoyed the way his eyes popped. “No, Tim. You carry on jerking off while you think about me, because you’re not getting anywhere near this! And if you stop thinking about me when you jerk off, I’ll come back and give you a full orchiectomy.”

He nodded, and she gave him another firm slap with the paddle to let him know she meant it.

“What’s an orch-a-ma-thingy?”

She gathered her things and walked to the door. “Look it up. I’m busy and have to get myself a new boyfriend.”

* * *

Trixie rarely experienced nerves, but she had a flutter in her stomach now that Scott was her only hope of losing her virginity. And she had to lose it in a manner befitting a woman destined to dominate men. She found him sitting outside the gymnasium and immediately felt sorry for him. No doubt he knew what happened behind the gymnasium and daydreamed about having a girlfriend who would take him there to play with his cock.

“Hiya, Scott. Perhaps today is your lucky day,” she said.

“Tr—Trixie?”

She shook her head. Why couldn’t these hopeless boys believe she was actually talking to them? She sat beside him and put her hand on his inner thigh. It had the desired effect as she saw him pitch a small tent in his pants.

“Let me get straight to the point,” she said. “Things didn’t work out between me and Joe or Tim, so you’re now my boyfriend.”

“I am?” he said, carefully trying to cover his swelling erection.

She pulled his hands away. “Yes. And I want to lose my virginity, so you have to be a wonderful boyfriend. Do you want to go behind the gymnasium and have some sex practice?”

He didn’t need any convincing. She took his hand and led him around the back to hide in the bushes. She made him sit on his hands and then she sat on his lap.

“We’ll practice every day, and if you’re very good, we’ll have sex in one week. Full penetration. No condom. Okay?”

He was beyond making sentences, so she took it as confirmation. She unzipped his pants and pulled down his briefs to measure his cock.

“Three from three,” she said, slipping her tape back into her pocket.

While she was there, she fetched another toy which she had been aching to use on a boy for ages. She held it up for him to see. He frowned.

“All you have to do is wear this for the week. Then you’ll get your reward.”

“W—what is it?”

“A cock cage. It stops you from getting an erection. I want your balls loaded with cum, and I’m certain after all the sex practice we’re going to do that you’ll want to jerk off five times a day.”

“Um… okay.”

“Good boy. Now let me get rid of this erection so I can put it on.”

He closed his eyes and grinned, but it didn’t last long. She didn’t jerk him off as he had expected, but squeezed his balls until he lost his erection from the pain. Then she locked up his cock and tucked the key into her bra.

Scott turned out to be a very good boyfriend, and she wished she had picked him from the start. They spent as much time as they could together between classes. She helped him with his homework and assignments, so he had more time to make out behind the gymnasium.

Each time, she made him sit on his hands before she sat on his lap and unzipped his pants. It was such a turn-on to play with his balls and his caged cock as she kissed him. She expressly forbade him to kiss her back, as she wanted to dominate his mouth with her tongue, pushing it deep, often so hard she left him breathless. She also put her teeth to work, marking his neck with small bruises and biting his lower lip so it got swollen.

Once she could see his cock straining in its cage, she straddled him and rubbed her clitoris on it to make herself cum. It was excellent sex practice, and she had plenty of delicious orgasms. When she did his pants up again, her juices left a nice wet patch on the front. That was the best time to take him for a walk around the campus, so all the other girls knew from his markings that she owned him.

After a week, she was sure he had a very sore cock. The way he winced whenever she touched his cage was a good sign that he was ready to lose his virginity too. He wasn’t very good at creeping around at night, so she decided to do the deed in his dorm room.

After stripping him naked and tying him to the bed, with his hands to the headboard and ankles together, she enjoyed the moment of removing the cage. His poor little penis was so sore he couldn’t get it up without help. She gagged him with her panties and taped his mouth shut, so he couldn’t make any noise.

“What a lovely sore cock,” she said. “Not only will it stop you from having an orgasm too soon, if sex is going to hurt for me, it will hurt for you too.”

His eyes widened as she gently stroked his cock to coax an erection. Even though it hurt, a man could still get hard with a week’s worth of cum in his balls. Before he got too excited and lost his payload, she showed him her final set of toys.

She had discovered she was very good at all aspects of engineering and had made several devices to fit to his balls so it hurt when they had sex. When squeezed hard, balls got sore fast, which was the reason she needed to find out which one of these boys could take it.

The first prototype was quite clever, two metal plates she could fit to a boy’s balls as a vice. But once they got to the act, she didn’t want to have to tighten it all the time. This was her moment, and she wanted to enjoy it. She made others too, but in the end, she realised engineering worked best when she focused on simplicity in the design.

She modelled the final devices on nipple clamps. If men enjoyed causing women pain by clamping those vicious clips to their nipples, all she had to do was make a larger version designed to fit balls. Each had four curved prongs with a steel spring for tension.

At first, he would feel the grip like the tightness a man feels in his balls before he ejaculates. But as they continued to apply pressure, it would become a dull ache. In minutes, he would feel like they were about to burst.

“These are my cherry poppers,” she said. “I bet you never thought you’d get your cherry popped quite like this.”

She fitted a cherry popper to each of his balls and enjoyed the look of discomfort in his eyes. Then she gathered her skirt and straddled him. This was their big moment, but he didn’t deserve to see her naked. The pleasure of her pussy sliding down his cock was a sufficient reward for his good behaviour.

She guided his tip to the entrance of her sex and felt the pressure on her hymen. The look of pain on his face assured her it was hurting him too. She pushed with her hips and felt her virgin shield part. She winced, feeling a brief flash of pain.

“Oh, it hurts!” she moaned.

But the pain was momentary and soon became pleasure. It was odd at first, feeling a hard cock inside her, filling her up and stretching her open. She was glad she had erred on the smaller side of her expectations for a cock, as his four inches were more than enough.

She whimpered as she pushed him all the way inside her. If he was a bit bigger, she would feel his head hitting her cervix.

“It hurts so much! Does it hurt for you too?”

Scott gave her a pathetic nod. He looked like he was on the verge of tears.

“But it hurts in all the right ways!” she moaned.

Rolling her hips, she clamped his cock with her pelvic muscles and enjoyed the burning friction from driving him in and out of her pussy. Even though she had experienced an orgasm before, this was different. This time, she had a man inside her, but knowing each thrust made his cock hurt as she took pleasure made it better. And knowing his balls would hurt for days from her cruel clamps was heaven itself.

Her pleasure came first. Every man needed to learn this. No man would ever use her like a slut and then cast her aside once he had filled her with cum.

She squeezed Scott’s cock harder and increased the speed and force of her thrusts. Her pussy was on fire, but in all the right ways, and the only way could put it out was with an orgasm that would drench the sheets.

It hit her with blinding force. She bucked like a wild animal, feeling her insides tighten with each spasm of pleasure, twisting Scott’s cock as if she could suck the cum from his balls or break it in two. It left her lightheaded and breathless, and she collapsed onto him as she bathed in the blissful afterglow. She had done it! And now she was ready for more. So much more.

After a moment, she checked the sheets. She had soaked them through! But poor Scott hadn’t even got an orgasm out of it. She ran her hands over his chest.

“Ah, well, never mind. At least you got your cherry popped,” she said.

She left him tied up and wearing the ball clamps for a while longer. Now she had lost her virginity, she had a new problem to ponder. How would she brag to Charlotte about it? As they hated each other with a passion, they weren’t on speaking terms. And she needed to let her know that this time, she hadn’t come second. She wanted to rub it in and let Charlotte know what she was missing with her precious commitment to her hymen.

Trixie sighed. Perhaps it was time they became friends.


4: Performance Issues

SuperAero Head Office, Trixie aged 21

When Trixie summoned Earnest for a meeting about performance issues, he didn’t know how the situation could get any worse. First, she had commandeered his office, moving him down to the third floor with the junior engineers. He’d done his time as a junior, earned his position as a senior, and now he felt like he was back where he had started.

Second, he resented the fact that he now reported to her too. She was ten years his junior, fresh out of university, and had somehow bypassed years of hard work to gain her position. What made it worse was she was very good at her job.

And to cap it all off, he had a maddening crush on her too. Hell, he was jerking off two or three times a day while he fantasised about her. She looked like a sex doll, smelled like hot sex, and had a wickedly sexy twinkle in her bright blue eyes.

So, while on his way to the meeting, he was feeling aroused, confused, irate and more than a little worried. Why had she called him to his… or rather, her office… to discuss problems with his work?

He knocked on the door, waited for her to call him in, and wiped the sheen of sweat from his brow. His heart was racing like he was a teenager again, called to the Principal’s office for some misdemeanour.

“Come!” she said.

The command made his balls tighten. He felt like she owned his libido, as if by saying that word, she could make him ejaculate. Hell, a woman with the power to make a man cum on command could lead to some very humiliating situations.

He opened the door, plastered a smile onto his face and stepped inside. “You wanted to see me, Trixie?”

“Close the door behind you,” she said, without looking up from her work.

She had completely transformed his… her office past the point of recognition. She had a large ebony-topped workbench instead of a desk for her computer and drafting tools, a minibar, black leather lounge suite and complementary furnishings. It looked like an Italian fashion designer had swept through her office with a limitless budget. He wondered why a woman needed so many things at work. All he needed was an empty drawer in his desk for his lunch.

She looked up at him, her piercing gaze making him go weak at the knees. Hell, how could she make his cock ache from just a look? It didn’t help that she wore cropped jackets, hip-hugging miniskirts and satin blouses that showed off her magnificent breasts. Today, she was wearing bright red, with matching glossy high heels. Damn, he needed a girlfriend! If only there was a girl who needed a nerdy boyfriend just as much. And Trixie was off the list. Mad Dog had a strict policy about workplace relationships. It was ironic, given there were only a handful of women amongst hundreds of heterosexual men.

“I’ve been checking your modelling for the new T-75 wing design,” she said. Her tone was as cold as her ice-blue eyes. “It’s lucky I did. You made seventeen errors.”

“Errors?”

“Yes. Seventeen.” She tut-tutted softly. “You’re lucky Mad Dog put me in charge of your discipline. He would give you your marching orders for such sloppy work.”

Earnest winced internally at the thought. He had seen what Mad Dog did when he fired an employee. If they were lucky, he marched them to the foyer by the scruff of their neck and booted them up the ass into the revolving doors to eject them from the building.

Trixie circled her workbench with feline grace, made her way to the leather couch and sat with her legs together. Goddamn, she had great legs too! Who was the lucky man who got to part them and plunder her pussy? As far as everyone knew, she was single, but a girl that hot couldn’t be without a man. She could have any man she wanted.

“Come over here and take off your pants.”

She used the same tone as if she’d asked to borrow his stapler. His immediate thought was that she was going to give him a blow job given she was sitting and he was standing. But she’d said ‘discipline,’ and blow jobs didn’t fall into that category.

“My—my pants?!”

“Yes. Now hurry up! You’re only making this worse for yourself.”

He unbuckled his belt and dropped them to the floor, pausing only to step out of them as he made his way to the couch.

“Briefs too,” she said, tapping her foot.

“Is this allowed?” he said, feeling more self-conscious than he ever had in his life.

“If you have a problem with my methods, you can take it up with Mad Dog,” she said.

Earnest pulled down his briefs and felt the warm air tickle his naked cock and balls.

“Come closer,” said Trixie.

She motioned him to the spot where she wanted him like an airport marshaller parking a 747. He felt her scrutiny on his cock with every thumping beat of his heart.

“Here’s how good I am at modelling,” she said. “I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt that you’re still completely limp. You have a 2.75 inch penis with a 2.5 inch girth, which means when you’re fully erect, you’re 3.85 inches long with a 3.25 inch girth. I have cock sizes down to a science. Yours is pretty small. And that’s giving you the benefit of the doubt.”

Like a magician pulling a rabbit from a hat, she produced a measuring tape from nowhere. “Want me to check?”

Earnest was so humiliated, he felt his cock shrivelling back to its normal size. He’d measured himself several times and knew she was being generous with the benefit of the doubt. He went to turn away, not wanting to suffer the indignity of her knowing his actual size. As fast as a rattlesnake, she reached out and nipped his cock between her long fingernails. He let out a high-pitched squeal.

“Where are you going?” she said. “I haven’t finished with you yet. In fact, I’m just getting started.”

The shooting pain brought tears to his eyes. Her fingernails felt like fangs as she pulled him close, but her hot breath addled his mind as he imagined sinking his cock between her lips.

“From now on, I want you to get waxed every week,” she said. “Or even better, get laser hair removal like me, so you’re super smooth. A man with a cock this small should show it off. For most men, it helps to make their cocks look bigger, but in your case, it’ll look even smaller.”

He ground his teeth, hoping she would let him go. If she squeezed any harder, he’d have welts and a bruised cock for days. It would hurt so much, there would be no way he could jerk off to relieve his balls. And then the build-up of cum would give him involuntary erections, which would hurt even more.

She shifted her grip, taking his cock between the pads of her fingers, relieving the pain. “Ah, it’s so small I could jerk you off with a pair of tweezers,” she said, with a longing sigh.

He couldn’t believe it. Was she getting turned on by his tiny penis? But there was no doubt about it. He could smell the sweet musk as her scent changed with her arousal. His cock immediately hardened. As it did, she gave it a series of tugs to help him achieve a full erection.

“Yes, far too much benefit of the doubt,” she said. “It’s tiny!”

Her lips were tantalisingly close to the head of his cock. He could easily fit the entire length into her hot, wet mouth without reaching the back of her throat. He squeezed his eyes shut, praying that his fantasy would come true.

Instead, she pulled him onto the couch, made him lie over her lap and lodged his throbbing cock between her thighs. If he could slide it half a foot higher, he would feel the heat of her sex.

She caressed each of his butt cheeks as if admiring the contours. Several women had told him he had a very feminine ass. He didn’t know if that was a compliment, but Trixie seemed to enjoy herself as she touched him. And his cock felt wonderful pressed between her warm thighs.

When he felt the first lash of her hand on his butt, that was as long as his pleasure lasted. He let out a very feminine squeal. Hell, she was strong for a woman with such slender arms. She spanked him again, making his butt sting like a hornet was using it for target practice. He clenched his teeth, trying not to cry out as she mercilessly reddened one cheek. The office walls weren’t so thick that they would block out the sound.

Once she had peppered him with blow after blow of her open palm, his butt cheek felt like it was on fire. He couldn’t hold his voice back and whimpered as she started on the other cheek. She worked it over with the same cruel thoroughness, leaving no patch of skin untouched. His poor cock shrivelled between her thighs. There was only the pain of her hand, which now felt like a branding iron. But through it all, she was moaning softly, making the sweet sounds unique to a woman when she’s about to cum.

She paused and he took a shuddering breath, hoping it was over. Then she eased his legs apart with the same sensual caresses as before, running her fingers between his cheeks to find the rosette of his ass. Her finger lingered there, probing the tight button lightly as if she wanted to penetrate him. She traced it with her fingernail, making him feel painfully vulnerable under her touch.

Her fingers travelled lower, finding his balls. She cupped them on her palm and rolled them through her fingers as if weighing them like fruit. With his ass on fire, the pleasure of her touch scattered his wits.

Then he felt the sting of her palm again as she punished his balls, spanking them as hard as his butt cheeks. After each spank, he felt the deep, dull ache through his stomach and down his thighs. It was too much. He whimpered and groaned, no longer caring about his dignity or if anyone could hear Trixie spanking him. She added her voice to his groans as moans of pleasure. He felt her shudder and realised she was having an orgasm as she made him wish he’d never been born with balls.

“Oh, I just adore handling performance issues!” she said, as the punishment finally ended.

She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him from her lap, making him kneel on the floor. He looked up. She was radiant and terrifyingly beautiful. Even though she had spanked his ass and balls so hard he wondered if he would ever walk straight again, he adored her even more.

She arched his head to make him open his mouth and raised her skirt. His cock twitched, even though he was too sore to get an erection, as she wasn’t wearing any panties.

He considered himself somewhat of an expert in female anatomy, even though he’d rarely seen many pussies in real life, and hers was exceptional. As she’d said, her pussy was smooth and bare from laser hair removal, exposing her tiny entrance. His mouth went dry. She was a dream come true for a man like him, so tight he would feel like a stallion between her cum-drenched thighs.

“Open wide, Earnest. I need to pee,” she said.

Her hot stream splashed onto his face and into his mouth. It dripped from his chin and onto his shirt as she made him drink it down. It tasted like hot lemonade with a touch of salt. She didn’t seem to care where she sprayed it as long as it hit him. He gulped it for all he was worth, trying to avoid getting his shirt soaked through. It felt like she was scent-marking him like a cat, laying claim to him as part of her territory to warn off rival females.

“Oh, what a good boy. Look at you swallowing it all down. I’d say you’ve learned your lesson.”

She let go of his hair and went to a set of drawers. He pulled himself to his feet, feeling the fire in his ass and the nagging ache in his balls. She returned with a pair of panties. It was a pink satin G-string.

“Put these on and get back to work,” she said. “No more mistakes, Earnest. Seventeen errors are seventeen reasons for an aircraft to have mechanical failures. I don’t tolerate failure in anything.”

“Th—those are girl’s panties,” he said.

“I know. From now on, that’s what you’ll wear every day you come to work. With a cock that small, I want you in the sexiest panties money can buy. Don’t let me catch you wearing briefs at panties inspection, or I won’t go so easy on you when I spank you.”

He swallowed hard. She’d gone easy on him? He slipped on the G-string as fast as he could, along with his pants.

“Panties inspection?”

She nodded. “I’ll be checking more than your work from now on. Don’t disappoint me again.”

* * *

Trixie admired Earnest’s waddle as he left her office. Was there anything sexier than a freshly spanked man, with his tiny, gorgeous cock in a pair of pink panties? Ever since she had made her boyfriend at university wear girl’s clothes, she adored the sight of a dominated and feminised man. It proved a girl could mix business with pleasure. And since she had taken charge of discipline, efficiency was up thirty-seven percent.

The sight of his spanked, feminine ass got her aroused again. The other men in the office would know exactly what had happened and what he was now wearing under his beige pants. Damn, she loved her job!

Although she had an inkling that he’d enjoyed getting a spanking much more than he should. And he had definitely been enthusiastic about drinking her pee. But of course he would enjoy that! What man wouldn’t open his mouth for her sweet stream? It wasn’t punishment, it was a privilege.

She pursed her lips. It was important to set a high standard when dealing with performance issues, and she wouldn’t allow these men to enjoy any part of it. She made a note on her calendar for his next appraisal to order the asparagus salad for lunch.


5: Catagelophobia

Bradenworth Private University, Trixie aged 19

Living on the western side of town, Tommy never entered the university grounds through the main gate. He always used the side entrance, which took him behind the gymnasium on his way to the faculty of engineering. There were various nooks among the bushes and trees, and he often got a sneak peek at couples getting a unique form of exercise. It wasn’t uncommon to see girls practising their ball handling skills with their boyfriends, or getting a tongue workout. As a guy who didn’t have a girlfriend, he was curious to see what he was missing. Having a girl take him behind the gymnasium to put her hand down his pants was a dream come true.

It was quieter than usual, but as Tommy reached the edge of a hedge, he heard two girls talking. They sounded excited and were giggling a lot. For a moment, Tommy thought he was going to see two girls making out. His cock twitched in anticipation. Damn, he would love to see that!

As he peered around the side of a hedge, he saw the girls weren’t making out, but he wasn’t disappointed, as they were the two hottest girls on campus.

The first was Charlotte Kennedy, daughter of a billionaire business tycoon. She was a honey-haired bombshell with a petite figure that looked great in anything. The few times he’d looked into her dreamy hazel eyes, he’d felt like he was about to fall in love. Despite being born to wealth, he thought she was the nicest girl a young man could hope to meet. She was a true modern day princess.

However, she was already in a long-term relationship with Gareth Bridges, the son of another wealthy tycoon. Their marriage seemed inevitable. Rumour had it that their parents had arranged the union and told the pair they would lose their inheritance if they refused to go through with it. It didn’t matter though, as they seemed to be happy together.

The identity of the second girl was a surprise. Her name was Trixie Valentine, the only girl studying engineering. Trixie was a fox. She had hair like glossy milk chocolate and the most captivating blue eyes. He’d spent hours staring at her in lectures, getting lost in fantasies of having her as his girlfriend. If he didn’t freeze up in her presence, he wanted to ask her out. It would be worth it to have her attention for as long as it took her to reject him.

As far as he knew, Charlotte and Trixie hated each other’s guts. Charlotte seemed to have a mission in life to see Trixie come second to her in everything. The most recent, according to rumour, was that Charlotte had rigged the vote for the high school prom queen to nudge Trixie out of the race.

But now, it seemed, they had become friends, and seeing them together was doing wonderful things for his cock. It was feeling plump and happy. He crept closer, hiding behind the bushes to overhear their conversation.

“So, what’s he like in bed?” said Trixie.

Now Tommy was spying on them from another angle, he could see Trixie had her fist clenched behind her back. She looked like she was restraining herself from knocking the stuffing out of Charlotte. Friends? Or still enemies? It was too hard to be sure. Trixie sure was a firecracker. He couldn’t imagine what it would be like to take her to bed.

“We haven’t done it yet,” said Charlotte. “Our parents are strict Catholics and have told us to wait until we’re married.”

“Oh, damn! That’s such a shame, Charlotte! Sex is so good! Now I’ve started, the floodgates have burst. Literally. Don’t you want to orgasm like that?”

Charlotte pursed her lips. “I have to wait.”

“But doesn’t it bother you that you’ll only ever have one boyfriend and you won’t even know if he’s any good in bed until your wedding night?”

Charlotte shrugged. “Not really. He’s utterly gorgeous. I’m sure he’ll be wonderful.”

Trixie shuffled her feet. “Have you seen it?”

“What?”

“You know… his pee-pee?”

Charlotte’s eyes widened with concern. Trixie had her on the back foot. “No. Is that important?”

“Absolutely,” said Trixie. “Check out his gear before he proposes. It’s very important that you’re the right fit for one another. If you know what I mean.”

Tommy chewed his lip. Was Trixie trying to cast doubt over the inevitable marriage?

Trixie gave her a reassuring squeeze on the arm. “You should sleep with him before it’s too late to escape. Honestly, girlfriend, you don’t want to be horny and frustrated for the rest of your life.”

Charlotte looked about as if she had a sixth sense that Tommy was nearby. She leaned close to Trixie and lowered her voice. “I… I want to… but I can’t. Girls can’t pretend they’re still virgins. You know… my hymen. Once it’s broken, you can never go back.”

Trixie gave her the sweetest smile. “Who’s going to check? Nobody will know except for you and Gareth.”

Tommy chewed his lip. Nobody would know… except for the two lovers… and Trixie… and now him too. He pieced together Trixie’s plan. She was going to get them to sleep together and then blow the whistle. It might not stop the marriage from going ahead, but it would cause Charlotte and Gareth a serious amount of shame and cost them their inheritance.

Now he knew what Trixie was doing, he had a choice to make. Do nothing, or tip Charlotte off. But would she believe him? She might be more annoyed that he’d eavesdropped on their conversation. It could backfire badly for him. Besides, her virginity wasn’t his problem. His own virginity was a greater concern, and he wanted to lose it as soon as possible.

“Oh, God! You’re so right,” said Charlotte. “I could make the biggest mistake of my life. It’s my body and my choice, right?” She let out an enormous sigh. “I’m so glad we’re finally friends and have put that silly rivalry behind us. I’m might have to change my mind about who I ask to be my maid of honour.”

“I’m flattered, but don’t get ahead of yourself, girlfriend,” said Trixie. “That will only happen if you decide to marry him. You deserve a man who can give you a ride to heaven and back. Find out if he’s the right one.”

Charlotte gave her a quick hug. “You’re the best, Trixie! I’ll let you know how everything goes.”

Looking about again, Charlotte disappeared around the side of the gymnasium.

“I’m counting on it,” said Trixie.

Now she was no longer focused on Charlotte, Trixie must have sensed him watching from his hiding place, as she turned in his direction. “Is someone there?”

She moved in his direction. He had to act fast, or she would know he’d been snooping. He pulled one shoelace open and pretended he’d stopped to retie it. Then he looked up and feigned surprise to see Trixie standing over him with her hands planted on her gorgeous wide hips. Damn, he loved her hips! And her round butt… and everything else about her.

“Hiya, Tommy! Tripping over your shoelaces again?” she said.

She knew his name? This was a marvellous revelation. Up to this moment, he thought she didn’t know he even existed. He was so overwhelmed, he couldn’t think straight.

“Uh… uh…”

She frowned. “I didn’t know you had a speech impediment.”

“I… ah…”

She grabbed him by the arm, led him over to the gymnasium wall, and pinned him in place with her hand against his shoulder. He couldn’t resist and didn’t want to either. It was amazing to be so close to her, to have her touch him, to smell her sweet perfume. He didn’t know she smelled so wonderful. Her perfume was like an alchemical mix of temptation and seduction. It was floral, with a touch of sweet wood and feminine musk. He could drown in it forever.

“I’ve been meaning to talk to you,” she said. “Little Tommy, hiding in the shadows like a mouse. Always afraid of a crowd.”

“You have?” He felt pleased with himself that he could finally make words.

“Sure. I’ve seen you staring at me.”

His heart raced. This was another revelation, and an unwelcome one. Nobody wanted to get caught staring. “It’s just… that you’re the only girl in engineering,” he said, saying the first thing that came to his head. “Why are you taking engineering anyway?”

Her lovely blue eyes narrowed as she sized him up. “I needed a challenge. I started in medicine, so I could learn how to perform an orchiectomy. It was too easy, so I moved to engineering so I could mingle with my kind of crowd.”

She wanted to hang out with a bunch of nerds? She was becoming more mysterious by the minute.

“Still, medicine wasn’t a waste of time. Every girl should know how to perform an orchiectomy.”

“What’s… an orchiectomy?” he said.

With her free hand, she grabbed him by the balls. He drew a sharp breath and let out a rather girlish yelp.

“It’s the procedure for removing a man’s balls,” she said. “Hell, do you even have any?”

She squeezed harder, making him squeal again. “Y—yes!”

“They’re small, just like your pee-pee. It wouldn’t take me long to whip them off.”

Hell, she knew about the size of his penis too? He asked her how in a tiny voice.

“I have it down to a science,” she said. “I wanted to make it my project for the science fair at high school, but my teacher didn’t approve. Probably because he was four and a half and didn’t want anyone to know.”

She squeezed his balls harder, making him go weak at the knees with the dull pain.

“But your cock is only three and a half inches. Tiny… just the way I like them.”

She gave him a squeeze that made him feel like she wanted to burst his precious nuts.

“Did you overhear anything… when you shouldn’t have been listening?”

The pain brought tears to Tommy’s eyes. He blurted out what he’d overheard.

Trixie held his balls in her iron grip until he was shaking. “You won’t repeat any of it to anyone, will you, Tommy?”

“No,” he whimpered.

She let go of his aching nuts. In a moment of rash inspiration, he had an idea.

“Unless…”

She stared at him askance. Clearly, she expected all men to bow to her authority and not answer back. “Unless… what?”

He felt her fingers glide over his tender balls, shaping to grip them again.

“Unless you become my girlfriend—”

He was going to finish his sentence with ‘for a day,’ but couldn’t as she crushed his balls in her fist.

“I choose my boyfriends, not the other way around.” She smiled, enjoying his whimpering pleas for mercy. “But I’m between boyfriends right now and I like you, Tommy. If I decide I want to be your girlfriend, you won’t say a word?”

He nodded. The pain was unbearable.

“It’s a commitment I take seriously, Tommy. I try very hard to be a good girlfriend. Are you willing to try your best too? Are you willing to stick with it, through the good times—” She twisted his sac, adding a new level of pain to her hold. “—and the not so good times?”

He nodded furiously, desperate for her to release his sore, swollen balls.

“If you go back on your word, I’ll give you a very intimate demonstration of how I like to give a man an orchiectomy. I’ve thought of several creative ways to make it last for ages.”

“I promise!” he said.

“Okay, I’ll be your girlfriend,” she said, sliding her other hand into his pants. “And this is what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? A girlfriend who’ll give you a nice hand job behind the gymnasium. Now… where is he? Where’s the little guy hiding?”

He felt her warm, soft fingers on his cock. Despite his aching balls, he quickly developed an erection.

“Oh, he’s so tiny!” said Trixie. “I only need my thumb and finger. And I have small hands. It’s like a little button.”

She stroked him with one hand and continued to squeeze his balls with the other. It was a confusing sensation, the pain and the pleasure hitting him all at once.

“Please… my balls…” he whimpered.

“No, no,” she said. “This is how a good girlfriend does it. She should squeeze all the cum out of your balls so you feel completely fulfilled. Come on, you can take it.”

As a man who had only experienced self-inflicted hand jobs, the novelty of having a sexy girl do it was enough to make him cum in seconds. As soon as she felt him pump his load, she squeezed his balls so hard, she extinguished all the pleasure of his orgasm.

“Yes, let’s get all that cum out,” she purred, continuing to squeeze him hard after he had finished.

Before he could clear his head, she took his arm and led him around the building into the crowds of students on their way to various classes.

“You should remember to wear dark-coloured pants, not beige,” she said. “Everyone can see the wet stain.” She let out a very mischievous giggle.

Tommy felt the shame well in his stomach. Everyone could see what had happened. Everyone would know. This was it… catagelophobia, the fear of ridicule in public. Trixie paraded him around the campus until he wanted to curl up into a ball and die. His dream had come true. Trixie Valentine was his girlfriend. And she was going to make him regret every minute of it.

* * *

Now Tommy had a girlfriend, it wasn’t living up to his expectations. And his expectations weren’t high in that regard. Other couples held hands and went for walks along the beach, or went out for coffee together, or snuggled up to watch a movie on the couch. Trixie wasn’t interested in doing any of those things.

She also didn’t make out like other girls, not that Tommy had any practical frame of reference, but he’d seen couples kissing and touching one another. Trixie wouldn’t kiss him at all. She also wouldn’t let him touch her. She did all the touching, on her terms and in her own unique way.

This involved smuggling him into her dorm room and handcuffing his wrists to his ankles behind his back in a kneeling position. Then she unzipped his pants and pulled them down to his knees so she could fiddle with his cock. She had a laser hair removal machine and enjoyed herself as she made his crotch as smooth as a baby’s bottom. She told him afterwards that it wouldn’t grow back.

He found this playtime very humiliating, especially when she went on about how his cock was so small. She seemed to want to study it, to find the fastest way to make him cum in the least enjoyable way. He couldn’t accuse her of any lack of creativity. She did it in ways like tying a piece of string to the base of his cock, so she could tug it to jerk him off as if she were leading a puppy by a leash.

And she especially enjoyed squeezing his balls. She did it as often as possible, so they were always tender and swollen. It made ejaculating quite painful. And every time he pleaded for mercy, she reminded him what would happen if he went back on his word. He rued his lost opportunity to say ‘for one day.’ If only she wasn’t so dangerously desirable. No matter what she did, he couldn’t resist her.

“I would love to snip you,” she said, as she toyed with his penis. “Then your cock would get even smaller. It makes me so horny thinking about it. I can imagine you trying to jack it, constantly frustrated because it’s always tiny and limp. You’d jack it and jack it and all you’d get for the effort was a tiny, sore pee-pee.” She looked up at him and licked her lips. “I should do it now. Then I’ll be the best girlfriend you’ll ever have in your life, because you’ll never have another.”

“You are the best girlfriend, Trixie,” he said.

He watched as she leaned over to the bedside table and took something from the drawer.

“And because I’m the best girlfriend, it’s time I gave you a ring,” she said, holding up the object for him to see.

He swallowed. It was a small metal cage shaped like a cock, with a tight ring that fitted under his ball sac to lock the device in place. She fitted it to his cock and let out a satisfied sigh. The cage was cold and heavy, and the ring under his balls reminded him how swollen and tender they were after all the squeezing.

“I would have got you one sooner,” said Trixie. “But do you know how hard it is to find one that small? Near impossible! All the others were big enough for you to get an erection with room to spare! And we can’t have that happening anymore.”

“Why not?” he said.

“Because we have to start your ejaculation training.” She reached under her skirt and between her legs. “Damn, I’m so wet! I’m going to have to give myself a really good fingering later on.”

She raised her hand to his face. Her finger was glistening with the cream of her sex. “Smell me, Tommy. I want you to know how sweet and juicy I get when I’m turned on.”

She smelled delicious, like orange candy and cream. The scent made his cock swell, but the malicious grip of the cage prevented him from getting hard.

Trixie licked her finger. “Mm… so sweet. I bet you’d like some, wouldn’t you, Tommy?”

He nodded furiously. Licking her pussy would more than make up for all the painful hand jobs she’d been giving him for the past week.

“Then be a good boy with your ejaculation training, and I might let you have some.”

Trixie kept him locked in the cage for three days. While in handcuffs, she made him watch her masturbate. He never saw her pussy, as she always put her hand up her skirt at an angle where he couldn’t see it. His poor cock throbbed and ached in its cage, desperate to get hard, but unable to do so.

After three days, Trixie let him out of his cage. He watched her finger herself, listened to her whimpering moans and breathed in the sweet scent of her sex. Out of his cage, his cock got rock hard, throbbed and leaked pre-cum. Trixie tormented him by painting his lips with her finger, giving him tiny tastes of her sweet pussy cream. She giggled while she did it, enjoying his desperation.

Then she fixed him with her bright eyes and leaned close, so he could almost taste her raspberry lips. She took a glass from the bedside table and held it up to his cock.

“Cum!” she whispered.

He couldn’t hold back or stop it from happening. His cock twitched and he emptied his balls into the glass. At that moment, he realised she had control of his libido. He was no longer the master of his own body. Without laying a finger on him, she had made him cum on command. When he softened, she put him back in his cage.

This continued day after day. She paraded him around the university campus like he was her pet. He felt like everyone knew she had his cock locked up in a cage. He was the boyfriend of the prettiest girl on campus, and it was utterly humiliating.

In the evening, they went to her dorm room to continue his training. Sometimes she teased him with the sweet taste and scent of her sex to make him cum on command. Other times she whispered in his ear, telling him how hot, tight and juicy she was between the legs. Every single time, he ejaculated on command.

Then, out of the blue, Trixie let him go home without his cage. He assumed she had forgotten, and while he thought it might be better to remind her, it was a mercy to be free of it for one night.

The next day, Trixie looked overjoyed to see him. She said nothing about the cage, gave him a lovely kiss on the cheek and walked him to their engineering lecture. They took their seats in the auditorium. Trixie sat closer to him than she normally did, so he could feel her warm thigh against his leg.

As the professor launched into the lecture, he felt her hand on his inner thigh. She drew slow circles with her fingertip, slowly working her way up to his crotch. Without his cage, he got an instant erection. He lost focus on the lecture. All he could feel was her warm leg and naughty fingers, driving him crazy.

She leaned over and whispered in his ear. “Cum!”

He couldn’t stop it and grunted loudly as he exploded in his pants. The professor stopped speaking and stared straight at him. In a heartbeat, Tommy was the centre of attention.

The professor didn’t like interruptions, and he wasn’t afraid to make an example of anyone who disturbed his flow.

His voice boomed through the lecture hall. “Tommy? Is there a problem?”

Tommy shook his head furiously. Still in the throes of ejaculation, he couldn’t speak.

“If I’m boring you, perhaps you’d like to explain Gerhard Pohl and Wolfgang Beitz’s Theory of Systematic Engineering Design to the class.”

The professor beckoned him to come and stand at the front of the class. Tommy had no choice. He pulled himself to his feet and walked to the podium. As he turned about, every student in the auditorium was staring at his crotch. He looked down. There was a very visible wet patch on his pants.

Trixie bit her lip, trying to hold in her giggles. She’d done it to him again.

* * *

As Trixie sorted through her keyring to find the one that unlocked Tommy’s chastity cage, he prepared himself for what he had to do to solve his problem. While he adored Trixie, he couldn’t take anymore forced orgasms, ball punishment or humiliating episodes in public.

He hated himself as he spoke the words he never thought he’d hear himself say to any girl, let alone one as sexy as Trixie.

“Trixie, I think we should break up.”

Trixie stopped in her tracks. She slowly placed the keys on the bedside table and looked him straight in the eye. “Break up? But we’re having such a lovely time together. I’ve never been happier,” she said.

“It’s not about you, it’s me,” he blurted.

Trixie pursed her lips and shook her head. “You know what this means, Tommy. I’m the best girlfriend you’ve ever had, and I want it to stay that way.”

Trixie was the only girlfriend he’d ever had, but he didn’t want to admit it.

“If I see you with another girl, I won’t know how to take it,” she continued. “I’ll be so distraught I’ll cry for days. You wouldn’t do that to me, would you, Tommy?”

The wounded look in her eyes made him feel guilty to his core. “No, Trixie. Never.”

Her lower lip quivered and tears welled in her eyes. “So I’ll have to snip off your balls to make sure you never want another girl again.”

She opened her drawer and removed a small black case that looked like a manicure kit. As she opened the zip, he saw a hypodermic needle, surgical scissors and a needle and sutures.

“I told you I take relationships seriously, Tommy, so I have to give you an orchiectomy. It’s for your own good. That way, I’ll always be the best girlfriend you ever had. And you won’t have any regrets about breaking up with me, because you won’t be able to have sex with any other girls.”

He steeled himself. He loved his balls, even though Trixie seemed determined to make him regret having them, and made the only play he had left.

“If you give me an orch—a—thingamy, I’ll tell Charlotte what I overheard. I’ll tell her what you were planning to do to get her into trouble.”

Trixie smiled. It made him nervous. “Oh, she chickened out straight away. She’s so hung up on keeping her hymen intact, it’s an obsession. Did you know she carries a roll of surgical suture in her handbag, so she can tape up her pussy to protect it after she’s had a pee? I swear her daddy must check it every morning to make sure she’s still a virgin. I would have told you, but I’ve been having too much fun.”

Tommy realised what had happened between them as Trixie spoke the soul-destroying words.

“You didn’t blackmail me, Tommy. I chose you. So, if we’re breaking up, there’s no reason for me to let you keep your balls.”

Tommy’s heart rate went into overdrive as he watched Trixie remove the hypodermic needle from the case and prime the plunger.

“We start with a little prick. And when we finish, you’ll have a little prick… forever. It’s already small, but after I snip off your balls, it’ll become tiny.”

“Please, there has to be some alternative,” he pleaded.

“This is my reputation we’re talking about,” she said, pointing the tip of the needle at his ball sac. “What will people think if they find out you broke up with me? No one has even broken up with me. I do the breaking up!”

“I’ll tell no one,” he said, as he felt the sting of the needle against his sore, swollen balls.

“I can’t trust you anymore, Tommy. You’ve tried to blackmail me once already. Who says you won’t try again?”

She licked her lips. He squeezed his eyes shut and gritted his teeth, waiting for her to pierce his skin and press the plunger.

“Unless…” she said.

He gasped as he realised there was a shred of hope. “Yes?”

“Has anyone ever said you’re pretty enough to be a girl?”

He shook his head furiously.

“Well, you are. You have a slim waist, a feminine bottom and lovely long legs. If we break up, you’ll dress as a girl from now on… to save my reputation. You’ll tell everyone you really want to be a girl and find a nice man who will treat you just right. I want you looking so pretty, men will lust after you. I want to see them look at you like they can’t wait to fill you with cum. You’ll wear pretty panties, stockings, high heels, a miniskirt and sexy low-cut tops. If I catch you wearing anything else, your balls are mine.”

Tommy winced and nodded. He suspected Trixie wasn’t concerned about her reputation. She had him by the balls. It was going to be hell on earth. Every day would be a lesson in humiliation.

But as he thought about it, he realised Trixie really was the best girlfriend he could ever have. In her own wicked way, she was giving him the best therapy a guy with catagelophobia could get. Because he was going to have to learn to get over the fear of public humiliation soon, or let Trixie turn him into a girl for real.


6: Kiss The Bride

Kennedy Family Manor, The Present

Charlotte handed Trixie the roll of suture tape she had kept in her handbag for years. It was only hours before the ceremony and she looked radiant in her designer wedding dress. It would have cost a fortune and she would only wear it once. Trixie didn’t think of herself as the marrying type, or the long-term relationship type, but she felt envious. It was a hard road for a ball buster to find her Mr Right. If he existed at all. But her envy wasn’t a coincidence. There was no doubt in her mind that Charlotte had planned it from the start.

She reminded herself of the famous quote: Keep your friends close, but keep your enemies closer. This was more than a wedding for Charlotte. It was also her grand statement to put Trixie in her place, to make sure she always lived in Charlotte’s shadow. And what better way than to make Trixie her maid of honour? Trixie had to watch Charlotte live like a princess for a day, while Charlotte ordered her around like a servant.

“I know it’s an odd gift,” said Charlotte, “but I want you to have this. After the ceremony, I’ll never need it again. And you’re the only person who knows why I needed it, the only person I truly trust. You’re almost a sister to me, Trixie.”

Almost a sister, but not quite. Charlotte no longer realised she was being so blatant about belittling Trixie.

Trixie took the roll of tape. It was the thick, white gauze tape used to seal incisions. Charlotte had used it for many years to protect her pussy, taping her lips together in the fear she might pierce her hymen before her wedding day.

“Well, I hope Gareth lives up to your dreams,” she said. “In two hours, you’ll be husband and wife.”

Charlotte bit her lower lip to suppress a smile. “C’mon, Trixie! Do you know how long I’ve been waiting to lose my virginity? It has been such a burden. And you keep telling me how sex feels amazing, while I’ve had to wait.”

“Well, you won’t have to wait much longer,” said Trixie. “But before that, you need to get your hair and make-up done. As the bride, you can be fashionably late, but if you don’t get started now, you’ll look like a mop in a designer dress when you walk down the aisle.”

Charlotte nodded. “You’re right. Is the stylist ready?”

Trixie rolled her eyes. “She’s been waiting for over an hour already.”

“Send her in.”

Charlotte loved giving Trixie orders without a word of thanks. Trixie ground her teeth, but as much as she detested being subservient, her duties as maid of honour wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’ll check on Gareth. You’re allowed to be late, but he isn’t.”

Charlotte waved her hand as if dismissing Trixie from the room. Once outside, she took a moment to breathe before smiling at the stylist and letting her know Charlotte was ready to have her hair and make-up done. She considered showing the stylist a photo of a clown as a guide, but the poor woman had to put up with Charlotte in a good mood, and that was bad enough.

She felt odd as she made her way through the halls of Kennedy Manor. Everywhere she looked, she saw family portraits going back generations. Despite earning similar privileges to Charlotte in her education, Trixie was not part of this family. Charlotte had assumed the role of the jealous sibling, not her. And Trixie had never been welcome in their home until now, not that she had ever wanted it. Until Charlotte had made her the maid of honour, she had never even met Charlotte’s father, the benefactor of her scholarships.

Gareth’s groomsmen were too busy playing poker and enjoying the free booze to notice Trixie as she slipped past them and into Gareth’s room. He was ready, but looked like a lost puppy. It was adorable. Charlotte didn’t know what kind of man she was about to marry. Trixie already knew what he had in his pants.

“Did you ever consider a career in engineering?” she said, as she closed the door and pressed the button to lock it.

Gareth looked up. “Trixie? Ah… no. Why do you ask?”

She sighed. “Oh, no reason. Charlotte sent me to find out if you’re ready.”

He stood up and presented himself for inspection as if challenging her to find fault. He looked handsome in his tuxedo, even if there wasn’t much to fill out his briefs.

She gave him a disapproving scowl. “You’re not wearing cologne,” she said.

As a reflex, he smelled himself. She went to the dressing table and selected a bottle. As she returned, she slipped an atomiser from her sleeve.

“Here, let me do it. A woman knows how much a man should wear.”

She lifted his chin on her finger to bare his neck, but instead of using the cologne, she held her breath and puffed the atomiser. He screwed up his face, as it clearly wasn’t the scent he expected. She held her breath until she saw his eyes roll and his body sway. Then she guided his fall as he collapsed onto the settee.

“I really need a catchy name for this stuff,” she said. “Scopolamine doesn’t roll off the tongue so well.”

Scopolamine was the key ingredient of the spray, the same drug used in truth serum, but she had refined the recipe so it made a man compliant. It slowed the rate of communication between the brain and the central nervous system. After a few puffs, a man was putty in her hands.

While Gareth tried to work out what had happened to him, Trixie gathered what she needed from her handbag. Then she put her phone on the dresser facing the couch.

First, she peeled open the roll of suture tape Charlotte had given her. It was a much more thoughtful gift than Charlotte could ever know. She tore off several strips and taped Gareth’s mouth shut. As it bonded well to skin, it made a most effective muzzle. She wondered why she hadn’t thought to use it instead of duct tape on all the men she had muzzled before. Then she unzipped his pants and pulled them down around his ankles.

“Oh, Charlotte, do you see what you’re marrying? Look at his tiny, limp penis. It’s a teeny one, a three and a quarter. I’m sure your pussy isn’t that tight that his little noodle will get you off. I tried to warn you. If only you’d listened.”

She helped Gareth to his feet and put him face first over the armrest of the leather settee with his butt in the air. The dose of her spray was wearing off and he was coming to his senses. She gathered his wrists and wrapped them with the tape, sighing in wonder at how effective it was for binding a man too.

“Tonight is the night you get to pop your cherry. Although, I’m going to pop his other cherry first,” she said.

And for such an occasion, as was appropriate, he would have to wear her cherry poppers. Even though his balls were smaller than average, her stainless steel clamps would be quite painful. She parted his legs, and he winced as she fitted them to his balls.

“The worst part won’t be the pain. It’s the fact he’s going to cum against his will.”

She hiked up her dress. The folds of the fabric had done a good job of hiding the short, stainless steel strap-on dildo she wore underneath.

“Look at my shiny girlcock. It’s one of a kind. I designed it to stimulate a man’s prostate to milk it fast. Who said engineering isn’t fun?”

Gareth grunted and struggled with his bonds. He would feel the pressure from the clamps on his balls now. It never took long for the ache to spread through a man’s thighs. When the pain set in, he wouldn’t have any strength to resist her.

“Let’s prepare your tight little hole,” she said, as she applied a generous amount of lube to his forbidden entrance.

She enjoyed working it into his butt, feeling his rosette loosen and part as she probed it with her finger.

“Oh, Charlotte, I’m teasing his little butt hole and I think he’s enjoying it. Are you sure this is the man you want to marry?”

In moments, he was loose and ready for her dildo. She powered it up and it vibrated against her pussy, getting her hot and wet. There was no reason she shouldn’t enjoy this too. She drizzled a generous amount of lube over her dildo and positioned it at the entrance to his butt.

“Say goodbye to your virginity, Gareth.” She waited for a reaction, then remembered how much tape she had plastered to his face.

Thrusting her hips, she pushed the dildo inside him. He tensed up. It was understandable. It wasn’t a big dildo, but it would feel huge inside him.

“Ah, look at that. Look at my girlcock disappearing inside him. Mm… now I can pound the special little sweet spot deep in his butt and make him cum like a girl.”

With her cherry poppers on his balls, it would hurt too much for him to get an erection if he enjoyed the pegging. She worked the dildo in and out, making sure he felt every thrust in his butt. Although she wouldn’t tell him, this was her first time pegging a man, and she surprised herself with how much she was enjoying it. With the dildo vibrating on her clitoris and teasing it with each thrust, she realised she was well on her way to having an orgasm too. Revenge had never felt so sweet.

Meanwhile, the dildo would wreak havoc with his prostate. Male biological engineering was simple and easy to manipulate. His prostate made the fluid for his balls to carry his semen when he ejaculated. It was like a small factory that made cum. If stimulated, it forced more cum into his balls. And if properly stimulated, as she was doing now, he would have a prostate orgasm.

Normally, a man would get an erection at this point and cum like a fire hose. But with her cherry poppers crushing his balls, he would stay lovely and limp, and still cum anyway. Was there a better way to deny a man his orgasm than by making him cum with no sense of pleasure at all?

She felt him shudder from his involuntary orgasm, and it set hers off too. She slammed the dildo into his butt as a furnace ignited between her thighs.

“So many firsts!” she moaned.

She had to finish him off properly, so she grabbed him by the hair, forcing him to his knees before her. With the delicious burn still raging between her thighs, she ripped the tape from his face and stuffed the dildo into his mouth.

“Look at him. He’s so submissive. I always knew he was the type of man who would enjoy a good pegging. This is the man you’re marrying, Charlotte.”

She filled his mouth with the dildo, making sure she drove it to the back of his throat to make him gag.

“And look at him now, licking me clean after I pounded his butt. I think he secretly enjoyed it.”

She let go, and he collapsed onto the floor gasping for breath. Trixie let down her skirts again to conceal the silver toy.

“That was great for me. How was it for you, Gareth?”

He looked up at her with glazed eyes. “Who were you talking to?” he said.

She leaned on the dresser and showed him her phone, propped up against her handbag. “Why Charlotte, of course. Although, there’s a brief delay in the live stream. She should get it any minute now.”

Gareth buried his head in his hands. Trixie faced her camera. She couldn’t resist one parting shot before she packed up her gear and disappeared from Charlotte’s life forever.

“I hope you enjoyed the show, Charlotte. This was all for you, because you wanted me to live in your shadow. Well, darling, now you’ll always live in my shadow. It won’t matter how many times Gareth washes his face or cleans his teeth. When the minister says, ‘You may now kiss the bride,’ you’ll know exactly where his mouth has been. Oh, and Charlotte, I don’t think he’ll be in any shape to pierce your hymen tonight. Congratulations, darling!”


7: Five By Three

The Seychelles, The Present

Aubrey watched the red-hot brunette apply sunscreen to her generous round breasts. She lay on a recliner facing an unbroken view of the Indian Ocean and sky above. The way she slipped her hand under the triangles of her primary blue bikini was a dangerously arousing spectacle. He wondered if her nipples were hard, if she knew he was watching her, if she cared, or if she was doing it on purpose to tease him.

He swore under his breath, feeling excited and frustrated it wasn’t his hands applying the lotion to her breasts. It was torture to watch her do it. He’d taken this holiday to get away from women, not ogle them in tiny bikinis on the beach. His love life was one long string of disasters. It was always the same. He met a woman, they got on, but when the relationship became romantic, the fire went out. Then he had to listen to the excuses.

It’s not about you, it’s me.

You’re way too good for me.

Our star signs aren’t compatible.

But whatever the excuse, each woman delivered it soon after she saw his cock. He knew he wasn’t as large as the average man, but not by much. Wasn’t technique more important than size? He felt sure that he had all the right moves, but he never got the chance to try them out. Why were women so hung up on size?

He forced himself to look at the view. It was dangerous to indulge the idea he had the tiniest chance with the girl in the bikini. It would only lead him to another broken heart.

He saw her again at dinner, sitting across the restaurant by the artificial waterfall. She wore a black strapless, form-fitting evening dress with satin opera gloves. A single diamond bracelet sparkled at her wrist as she sipped a glass of white wine. He waited to see if a man, or indeed a woman, would join her. Surely, a girl that gorgeous hadn’t taken a holiday alone.

Despite his caution earlier in the day, he allowed himself to get lost in her beauty. Her eyes were bright blue and shone as if they had a light of their own. In a foolish, whimsical moment, he saw his life flash before his eyes, moments of pure joy spent in her company. They danced on the beach in the moonlight. She dabbed his nose with a paintbrush as they painted a white picket fence together. He sank to one knee as he offered her a diamond ring.

As a waiter cleared his throat to get Aubrey’s attention, he snapped out of his reverie. He felt foolish and hoped the girl hadn’t seen him staring. The situation was so embarrassing, he wanted to crawl under his table and hide.

The waiter offered him a folded slip of paper. “From the lady by the waterfall,” he said.

Aubrey felt his heart sink to his stomach. Every relationship turned into a car crash. And now he’d messed up with the brunette without ever exchanging a word.

He unfolded the note. It read: Join me at my table. That way, you won’t have to pretend you’re not staring.

He took a moment to gather his wits. She’d seen him staring? This was a disaster. But then he read the first line of her note again. Taking a deep breath, he straightened his jacket and crossed the courtyard to her table. She looked him up and down as he approached and a small smile appeared on her perfect pink pout.

They exchanged names and pleasantries, and he sat down. He took an immediate liking to her and not because she was gorgeous. Trixie. The name suited her, as she had a knowing twinkle in her eye.

“So, Trixie, what’s a girl like you doing alone on a tropical island off the coast of East Africa?”

Aubrey had never had a talent for pickup lines, but technically, she had picked him up, so it didn’t matter.

“I’m taking a break from work. What’s a well-proportioned man like you doing alone?”

Well-proportioned? It was a curious compliment, but he would take it anyway. From the gleam in her eye, he could tell her choice of words was deliberate, albeit mysterious. And now they had made a connection, he didn’t want to tell her he was taking a break from women and relationships.

“Same,” he said. “What line of work are you in?”

“Rocket science.”

She gave her answer with a naughty smile at the corner of her lips. Was she teasing him? Perhaps she didn’t want to tell him what she really did for a living. She could be a model, or a celebrity who wanted to keep her identity secret. Trixie probably wasn’t even her real name.

“So, you’re a rocket scientist by day, and at night you become?”

She kept a straight face as she spoke. “A ball buster.”

A ball buster. He nodded. She was definitely teasing him, but he could humour her and play along.

“Actually, I bust balls during the day too. I enjoy mixing business with pleasure.”

She leaned across the table, propped her chin on her palm and smiled at him. It was devastating and made his balls tighten.

“Have you ever tried it?” she said.

“Getting my balls busted?”

It was an unusual way to open a conversation, and although he felt sure she was teasing him, she looked deadly serious.

He laughed uncomfortably. “I don’t think I’m that kind of guy.”

She licked her lips. “All men are that kind of guy. Most simply don’t know it yet.”

“Call me the exception to the rule,” he said. “I’m not excited by the idea of getting my balls trampled by a girl in high heels.”

She giggled, but didn’t look away. “That’s only for girls with little imagination. And it doesn’t have to hurt. In fact, getting your balls busted can be a very pleasurable experience.”

Hell, he had only known Trixie for a few minutes and they were talking about fetish sex as if they had known each other for years. Perhaps it was the wine, or the sea air, but he found her utterly compelling in a way he couldn’t fathom. As his heart thumped in his chest, he knew he wanted to find out why.

Trixie sipped her wine. “You think I’ve been teasing you, but everything I’ve told you is the truth,” she said. “I’m not a regular girl, Aubrey. I’m not interested in the social dance of dating or romantic entanglements. So why don’t we cut to the chase? I know you’re attracted to me, and I know what you have in your pants.”

He sniffed a laugh. If she knew what he had in his pants, she probably wouldn’t want to know him at all. It was a miracle they had exchanged a dozen sentences, no matter how unusual the conversation.

“There’s no need to be coy about it. I want to see it,” she said.

“You… you want to look at my cock?”

Her eyes widened. “Do you keep something else in your pants?”

She had him completely on the back foot. “N—no.”

“Then let’s go back to my room for dessert.”

If anyone asked Aubrey how he imagined he would spend his first night on holiday, the last answer he would give was the situation he found himself in now. Trixie was irresistible. He followed her back to her room like a lost puppy. He obediently removed his pants when she demanded it, even though he expected she would laugh at his cock. As he looked at her in her elegant evening dress, it became hard and twitched between his legs.

She didn’t laugh, but gasped in wonder instead. The evening was full of surprises. There were so many, none seemed unusual anymore. As she took a tape from her handbag to measure him, it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

She placed her tape at the base of his cock to measure the length, then wrapped it around to measure the girth.

“Oh, my god!” she said. “I’ll have to check it in metric, just to make sure.”

He waited for the cutting remark as she looked up at him with her sapphire gaze.

“Five by three. Exactly,” she whispered in awe. “I’ve never seen one before.”

He couldn’t gauge her reaction. “I guess you’re used to much bigger men. I’m sorry if it disappoints you.”

“No, not at all. It’s perfect in every way. So, Aubrey, we have a problem.”

He swallowed. “A problem?”

“Yes. You have a perfect cock. So, what are we going to do about it?”

He winced inside as he answered. “Are you saying you want to have sex with me?”

At that point, she giggled. “Oh, Aubrey, I told you I’m not a regular girl. I’m a ball buster. If you want to have sex, we have to do it my way.”

She lowered her head to get a closer look at his twitching cock. A light sweat broke out across his forehead as he felt her hot breath caress it.

“You want to bust my balls?”

“Yes, in the most pleasurable way.”

He still had the image of Trixie in stiletto high heels using his balls for target practice. “Is there an alternative?”

She sighed. “Yes, we can lie on the beach together, read books and get hopelessly bored. You’ll spend more time looking at my breasts than reading and go home wondering what you missed.”

“Do I get any clues about what’s involved?”

She stood up, collected two items from her handbag and held them up for him to see. The first was a black chastity cage. The other was a silver dollar, with an eagle on one side and the head of liberty on the other.

“I’ll give you more than a clue. These are the rules. You’ll spend the rest of the holiday in this chastity cage,” she said. “Every night, I’ll let you out and treat you to incredible pleasure. Then I’ll toss my lucky silver dollar. Heads, you get to cum. Tails, I lock you up again without an orgasm.”

If this was her idea of busting his balls, it sounded acceptable. He could wear a chastity cage for those odds. “I’d be a fool to turn down one night with you, no matter the terms,” he said.

She looked up at him and ran her hands across his chest as she suppressed a smile. “I like you, Aubrey. I like you a lot! Why do I feel like I know you? Are you an engineer?”

He felt the pull of her gaze tugging at his heartstrings as if they were star-crossed lovers. The moment passed as she gathered more items from her handbag. He chided himself for indulging in fantasies again. She was a kinky girl on holiday looking for some fun. Nothing more.

“Strip for me and kneel at the headboard with your legs spread, so I can tie you up.”

He did as she asked. While a small voice at the back of his head told him he should think twice about letting a strange girl tie him up, he trusted her. He felt like he’d known her for years too, not a single night.

She had lengths of soft black rope and bound his wrists together through the headboard. Then she secured his ankles to each bedpost.

“Am I supposed to call you Mistress?” he said, as he pulled at his bonds.

She knew what she was doing and had bound him securely without cutting off the circulation to his hands and feet.

She sighed with deep longing. “A girl loves it when a man submits to his mistress, but I would never demand the title from any man. Forcing a man to call you mistress isn’t sincere. It’s like giving a girl an engagement ring so you can have sex, not because you want to spend your life with her.”

He didn’t understand the distinction.

“A man has to learn that his pleasure comes from giving his mistress pleasure. He must put her happiness first. He must surrender his cock, balls and his desire to orgasm of his own free will. Never by force. I want a man to call me mistress because he has accepted that I own him. That’s true submission.”

“Wow! That’s some commitment!”

She looked at him, and for a moment, he saw a flash of aching desire in her eyes. “It’s greater than marriage, more powerful than love.”

The moment passed as she put more items on the bed. There was lube, the chastity cage, a packet of tiny rubber bands and what looked like a pair of black pliers.

“How did you get those through airport security?” he said.

“They’re carbon fibre. It’s lightweight and five times stronger than steel. A girl can’t go on holiday without her favourite toys.”

So, she was as brilliant as she was beautiful, and as terrifying as she was adorable. He realised every word she had spoken was the truth.

“You are a rocket scientist. I’m sorry. I never would’ve guessed.”

She gripped his cock and squeezed it as if she were testing the ripeness of fruit. It throbbed in her hand, already needing to cum. She cupped his balls in her other hand. Her satin gloves were smooth and tickled.

“I’m also a ball buster with you in my grasp.” She gave his balls a gentle squeeze. “Don’t worry, Aubrey. I told you the truth about that too. No pain. Only pleasure.”

She peeled the gloves from her arms. It had the same hypnotic, seductive quality as a woman removing thigh-high stockings. Although her dress gave him a fine view of her impressive cleavage, the sight of her naked shoulders and arms was all she allowed him to see of her body. He began to understand what he had agreed to.

“Technically, I’m an aeronautical engineer, not a rocket scientist,” she said. “You might wonder why an engineer enjoys busting balls. The two things are more closely related than you’d think.”

She picked up the lube and squirted a generous blob onto her fingertips. Then she reached beneath his balls. He felt the cold gel on his butt as she massaged it into his entrance.

“I started in medicine, thinking that was the key to my desires. But after I had learned what I needed to know, I got bored. So, I moved into engineering. There I discovered the thing that really gets me wet. Medicine and engineering… specifically, male biological engineering. It’s all hanging out, just begging for a girl to play with it.”

He felt her index finger slide into his ass. It was a shock at first, but not unpleasant. Even though she only had one finger inside him, he felt full. She probed him until she was two knuckles deep with the pad of her finger on his prostate.

Now she had found her mark, she knelt before him to mirror his pose and leaned close to his ear. Her hot breath kissed his neck as she spoke.

“Engineering is best when it’s simple,” she said, massaging his prostate.

He felt the effects immediately and lost his erection as the focus of stimulation shifted from his cock to his ass. He could feel his prostate surrender to her touch.

“Male engineering is very simple. Your prostate is like a little pump making cum to fill your balls. With stimulation, a girl can power it up and make it release more. If she drains all the cum, it makes more, ready to fill your balls again. And so she can keep going, pumping more and more into your balls, overloading them with cum.”

He could feel the effects of the massage inside him. His pelvis felt tight, like he needed to pee and his balls felt heavy. Her lips brushed his ear as she took the smallest bite of his lobe. It made him gasp.

Then he felt her lips against his own. She kissed him forcefully while she continued to milk his prostate with her finger. The sensation left him feeling stunned and he couldn’t kiss her back. She was penetrating him in every way she could, with her finger in his ass and her tongue in his mouth. She didn’t need to tie him up for this. With one finger and her tongue, she had full control of his body. And the way she massaged his prostate made him shudder helplessly. He felt so vulnerable under her control as she used his body for her pleasure.

“Mm… that’s enough for now,” she said, squeezing his balls.

They felt tight and hard. It was a weird sensation. He really needed to cum, but his cock remained limp for now.

She picked up the tool that looked like a pair of pliers. “And once you have all that cum in your balls, you need an orgasm to get it out.” She fitted a tiny rubber band to the prongs on the pliers and stretched it wide. “But if I put this castration band on your balls, it closes your tubes and prevents the cum from escaping.”

She showed him what she meant by scooping his balls into a pouch and fitting the band. It didn’t hurt, but he could feel the band strangling his balls. They felt heavier and tighter than ever.

“And then I can have my fun,” she said, sinking to her hands and knees.

As her hot breath flowed over his cock, it sprang to attention. Damn, he needed to cum! It was torture. She breathed on him for a while. The sensation made his cock become so hard it ached with the strain. Then she extended her tongue and flicked his head with tiny licks. They sent spasms through his body like electric shocks. He was so sensitive, his cock felt like a naked eyeball. He tried to escape her, if only to get a brief respite from the intensity of the sensation, but tied up, he couldn’t move away.

Then she looked up at him and parted her lips. She wasn’t shy about it and took his entire length inside her hot mouth. He groaned as several sensations hit him all at once. There was the wet heat of her mouth, her tongue along the length of his cock, at the tight passage at the back of her throat. She simply looked at him with a gleam in her eye as she slurped on him.

“Hell, Trixie! This is torture!” he groaned.

She smiled and sucked him harder, her cheeks becoming concave from the draw of her mouth. He shuddered as he felt his orgasm mounting like a bomb ready to explode. She slurped and sucked, intensifying his pleasure by the second. Then he felt the strain of his orgasm as his muscles clenched to pump out his load. But the band on his balls prevented release, snuffing out his orgasm at the height of pleasure.

She moaned as if she could taste his denial and continued to suck him like a lollipop. He shuddered and groaned, but couldn’t do anything to find release.

“Trixie, please!” he begged.

She paused for a moment. “Do you need to cum?”

“Of course,” he said, breathlessly.

“Okay.”

She picked up her lucky coin and flicked it into the air. Catching it on her palm, she flipped it onto the back of her other hand. Raising it to his face, she revealed the toss.

He groaned. “Tails!”

“Better luck next time,” she said.

She carefully removed the castration band from his balls, snipping it off with a small pair of scissors. Then she slipped her finger into his butt again, finding his prostate. The sensation made him lose his erection and he went limp in moments. She fitted his cock into the carbon fibre chastity cage, locking it in place with the tight ring under his balls. Then she took his face in her hands and pressed her nose to his.

Her voice was a ragged whisper. “All men need a woman to own them. Submissive girls are never enough. They always leave a man wondering if there’s more for him out there. And so he strays, even when he has pledged his undying love to her.”

She kissed him again, more tenderly this time, and he felt his cock swell in the cage. In a heartbeat, he understood why chastity cages were so effective. His cock hurt and went limp again.

“But you’re lucky, Aubrey. You’ll get to experience the joy of ownership, if only for a short time.” She gave his balls a gentle squeeze. He winced. They were hard and sensitive from the prostate milking. “Because for the rest of the week, your cock and balls belong to me.”

* * *

Aubrey squirmed to find a position on the beach recliner which didn’t put pressure on his balls. If he pressed his legs together, the chastity cage reminded him of how full they felt. As much as he tried, he couldn’t get his mind off Trixie. It didn’t help that she was lying beside him in a bikini with her nose in a book.

“Stop staring at my tits,” she said.

“I’m not staring at them.”

She turned over and looked at him over the top of her sunglasses. “Why not? I have lovely tits.”

“Well, there’s the certain matter of the cage you put on my cock,” he said, desperately trying not to look at her tits. They were lovely and made his cock swell. Then the cage reminded him why looking at them was a bad idea.

She giggled. “I love you in your swimming shorts with your cage on. It makes it look like you have a big cock, but I know the truth. Have you seen the looks you’re getting from girls walking along the beach? They see the big bulge in your shorts and think you must have a long, thick cock. You’re like a girl who pads her bra to make it look like she has bigger tits.”

In one day, he had shared more with Trixie than any girl ever. She was haughty and spoke her mind, but it was liberating to spend time with such a girl. There were none of the cat and mouse games that had accompanied his previous relationships.

“Why are big cocks so important to girls, anyway?” he said.

“They aren’t,” she replied. “Most girls don’t need a cock much larger than average. Who wants to feel like they’re getting a freight train rammed between their legs? All a girl needs is a cock, which is a nice, snug fit and a man who knows how to use it.”

Aubrey recalled the women who had seen his cock and the look of disappointment on their faces. The only exception was Trixie.

“Size is relative,” continued Trixie. “If girls have said your cock is much too small for them, you must have dated women with windsocks between their legs.”

At that moment, Aubrey didn’t want to be anywhere else than in her company, no matter what they did together. They spent a blissful day relaxing by the sea. Over dinner, they talked about everything and nothing, and laughed until they cried. Afterwards, she wanted to go dancing and sip cocktails. He showed her why he had two left feet. She didn’t care and danced with him anyway. As the night wore on, he saw the hunger in her eyes before she took him back to her room.

She tied him to the bed as before, on his knees with his legs spread. Without removing the cage, she milked his prostate again while she plundered his mouth with her tongue. He couldn’t get an erection while she fingered him, so the cage didn’t hurt, but his balls felt heavier and fuller than ever before. When she was happy his prostate had nothing left to give, she removed the cage and banded his balls so he couldn’t cum. The thought of having his cock in her mouth again felt worth it.

But she didn’t suck him as she had done the night before. She used her teeth to excite him to a raging erection, nibbling the length of his shaft and dotting it with small red marks. Once he was twitching and aching to cum, she took his head between her teeth to grip it. Then she drove the point of her tongue into his urethra like she wanted to penetrate him.

The intensity of her teeth and tongue made him shudder. His balls felt so heavy he needed the release of an orgasm, but every time he felt his muscles contract, it came to nothing. She smiled at him as she saw him straining to find release. He realised his denial was giving her pleasure. After she had tormented him for an hour, he lost the coin toss again. She removed the band and locked him back in his cage.

The next night, after milking his prostate again, she only licked him. His balls now felt so full they had a continuous dull ache. The kitten licks along the length of his cock and the way she wrapped her tongue around his head drove him mad with the need to cum. And his luck didn’t change, leaving him back in his cage with the fullest balls of his life.

Relaxing on the beach in her company took his mind off his aching balls, but he wondered how much longer he could take it. He had survived three nights without an orgasm. They had three more nights together before they were both due to fly home, so he felt sure the odds had to start falling in his favour.

His fourth milking made his balls feel like lead weights. She then spent an hour kissing his cock, dotting it with little pecks between long smooches on his throbbing head. While the pleasure of her mouth made him feel incredible, his need for an orgasm was torture. As she announced the result of the toss, he knew he would have to survive another day with overloaded balls.

The next night, she simply caressed his aching cock with her breath. After five milking sessions and no orgasm, he felt like he had bowling balls between his legs. Her hot breath along the length of his cock was enough to make him desperate to cum.

“What would it take for you to have regular sex?” he panted, as he strained to cum without success.

She paused and let out a breathy giggle. “I’d need a man who knows how to do me right. He would have to tease me until I ache for an orgasm, then hold back and make me want it more, until I can’t take it and just cum non-stop until I’ve got nothing left.”

He realised there was more to getting his balls busted than her tormenting him and leaving him unsatisfied. She was teaching him how she wanted to feel, teased mercilessly until her orgasm hit her as an eruption of pleasure.

“Most men only want to jam their cocks in a girl and pump her hard until they cum. I want a man who puts my pleasure before his own, a man who enjoys making me cum so much, that’s enough for him.”

“Toss the coin,” he said.

She did, flicking it into the air and letting it land on the carpet. No matter how desperate he was for an orgasm, for the first time, he felt grateful when she showed him the result was tails.

Their last night together came much too fast. She tied him up in a different position, stretched out on her bed, banded him and removed the cage.

“I think those balls are full enough,” she said, as he traced the lines of his body with her fingers.

“If they were any fuller, they would explode,” he said, staring at her in wonder.

“And that’s how you bust a man’s balls with pleasure. After five nights of foreplay, are you ready to go all the way?”

His eyes widened as she reached behind her back to unzip her dress. Even though he had seen her in a bikini, he had never seen her naked. She always pleasured his cock fully clothed. The little black dress fell away and he saw she wore nothing beneath.

Then she straddled him, bringing his aching cock to the entrance of her sex. Her breasts brushed his face, and he wished he could reach out and touch them. Without a word said between them, she lowered her hips onto his cock and he felt her tight, wet heat as he slid inside.

He knew he should find it maddening to have his balls pumped full of cum and then feel the perfect pleasure of her pussy. But the sight of her riding him pushed his need for an orgasm aside. He simply looked at her as she rolled her hips, moaned and ran her hands through her hair. Her breasts swayed with each thrust, and he felt her get hotter and wetter by the second.

Then she clenched him as she gushed. He smiled and listened to the sweetest music he had ever heard, the whimpering moans of her orgasm. There was no need for a castration band on his balls anymore. He was happy not to orgasm if he could gaze upon the vision of his goddess dancing on his cock in a daze of pleasure. It was the most beautiful sight a man could behold.

“There’s no need to toss the coin tonight,” he said, as she lay on his chest in the afterglow of her orgasms. “You can put me back in my cage.”

She kissed him tenderly on the cheek. “Five by three, the perfect fit.”

* * *

Trixie held Aubrey’s hand in the last minutes before he had to board his flight. They embraced and kissed, and he realised it was the first time he could kiss her back. She couldn’t resist giving his balls one last squeeze, making him wince.

She let out a breathy giggle. “Get a big handful of tissues when you get home. It’ll be the biggest load of your life.”

He looked into her eyes. Although she was smiling at him, he thought he saw a pang of sorrow beyond her sapphire irises.

“Think of me when you do it,” she said.

“I wouldn’t think of anyone else,” he replied. “Trixie… is there some way we—”

She pressed her finger over his lips. “I’ll miss you terribly, Aubrey. But I’m not a regular girl and not made for romance. It was a wonderful holiday, full of memories I’ll treasure forever.”

He blew out his breath. He had taken the holiday to get over failed relationships, and now all he had to show for it was another one.

She kissed him one last time and slipped her lucky silver dollar into his lapel pocket. “Something to remember me by,” she said.

“I’ll never forget you.”

She gave him a playful slap of the butt. “Get on your plane, Aubrey. I don’t like goodbyes.”

He nodded, collected his bag and headed for the departure gate. Looking back, she was gone, as if she had never been there at all. With heavy balls and an even heavier heart, he took his seat on the plane.

Well into the flight, he continued to stare out the window, as if hoping he would see her again. But it was only a fool’s hope. He had let her go without a fight. He’d known from the start it was dangerous to indulge the idea he ever had a chance with a girl like Trixie. And now he had proved himself right.

He sighed and reached into his pocket to collect her coin, hoping it might bring him much needed luck. As he looked at the familiar sight of the eagle on the tails side of the coin, he realised he had never seen the head of liberty on the other side. It was ironic. Although Trixie had locked him in a chastity cage, he had never felt more liberated in his life. He turned the coin over and stared at it. Then he let out a long, slow breath.

“Well played… very well played, Mistress,” he said.


8: Rocket Queen

SuperAero Head Office, The Present

Mad Dog McGuffie’s weekly meeting with Trixie was always an interesting affair. Unlike other operational meetings, they were never the same. The only consistent aspect was they held the meeting behind closed doors with Trixie sitting on his lap. Sometimes she tormented him by whispering in his ear, talking about his tiny cock like some kind of twisted ASMR. Other times she toyed with it, making him desperate to cum while she talked about business. In both cases, he never got a word in edgeways.

Today was different. She had a healthy, radiant glow and didn’t appear to be in the mood to remind him of her power over him. She was fiddling with his erection, which felt rather good, but on the negative side, she appeared to have lost her edge.

That was the single reason he didn’t care what she did to him in these meetings. She was damned good at her job, kept the engineers in line and made the company a ton of money. Even though she used unorthodox methods, in one year, she had transformed SuperAero into an industry powerhouse. People were already calling her the ‘Rocket Queen.’

“You seem quite… relaxed… after your holiday,” he said.

She let out a sigh filled with longing. “Oh, Puppy, I had such a good time. I expected I would sit on a beach, read books and get hopelessly bored. But instead, I spent all week on my hands and knees sucking cock. I tell you, I’ve never sucked so much cock in my life!”

She had spent a week sucking men off? This was completely out of character. Trixie didn’t submit to anyone. Perhaps she was losing her edge altogether. If so, it was a terrible state of affairs.

“You? Sucking cocks?”

She fluttered her long eyelashes at him. “Of course! I’m very good at it. And I know many techniques.”

Mad Dog swallowed hard. He had imagined Trixie on her hands and knees sucking his cock, but never thought she would actually do it for any man. She was singular in her desire to dominate men. That was why company efficiency was up thirty-seven percent. No one dared to cross her, including him, and not because she knew his embarrassing secret.

“When I get a cock in my mouth, I’m like a greedy little girl wanting her salty treats,” Trixie continued. “And I just love taking it deep into my throat until I’m drooling all over a man’s balls.”

Mad Dog got worried. She had a dreamy, faraway look in her eyes, like she was drunk on the memory of sucking cocks. He couldn’t have his number one employee off her game. If productivity suffered, the shareholders would ask questions. Hard questions. Questions he didn’t want to answer, like why he had employed a graduate and let her run the company.

“You should have heard me moan,” said Trixie. “Night after night. So much cock. It was almost more than a girl can take. It’s a wonder I didn’t come home with an aching jaw.”

Mad Dog noticed the distinct odour of feminine arousal, like musky red roses. It made his cock throb and elevated his blood pressure for all the wrong reasons. He didn’t need to feel stressed and aroused right now. He needed to know why his star engineer appeared to have come back from her holiday a different person.

“Anyway, I can’t sit here all day talking about how much cock got rammed down my throat. I’m sure you have work to do,” said Trixie, as she slid off his knee.

Mad Dog tried to keep his tone casual. Whatever had happened, Trixie was still a smart girl and would see through any political manoeuvring. “And how about you? Are you doing your regular round of performance appraisals?”

She sighed and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Oh, not today. I’m in much too good a mood. I want to bask in all those wonderful memories of getting my mouth used by a hard, horny cock.”

As she left his office, she sighed and swooned, making his pulse pound in his temples. He waited for his erection and his blood pressure to calm down. Then he poured himself a very stiff scotch and paced the office, trying to work out what to do about this dire situation.

He needed some way to get her back on track. He downed his scotch and poured another. There was one way, but Trixie wouldn’t like it one bit. The Rocket Queen needed a rival, a usurping king to keep her in line.

He sat at his desk and opened a file on his computer. It was the resume of Dean Summers, a man with a reputation for taking no nonsense at work. He had turned Dean down for a job once already, as he knew Trixie would have his balls for making the appointment.

Dean Summers was an arrogant, cocky bully, completely unlike the vast majority of employees at SuperAero. But he had a reputation for getting results. Mad Dog didn’t want a man like Dean Summers muscling in on his own reputation, but giving Trixie a rival seemed like the only way to get her back to her old self.

He took a large mouthful of his scotch and enjoyed the burn as it slid down his throat. There was only the issue of how to explain the appointment to Trixie, so she didn’t return to her old self and take it out on him instead. She had him by the balls and she knew it.

He picked up his phone and called Dean Summers. They talked. He was currently in a senior position at Aeroworx. Mad Dog made Dean an offer that made his balls shrink back inside his body as he thought about breaking the news to Trixie.

When he ended the call, he knew she was going to be pissed, no matter how happy she was after sucking cocks in The Seychelles for a week. The thought of her wrath made him break out in a sweat. But he had dealt with tough problems before and knew exactly how any self-respecting man should approach this predicament: lie his ass off.


9: Brought Down To Size

SuperAero Head Office, The Present

Trixie had an excellent nose for trouble. It had a distinct odour, like the iodine scent in a sea breeze. And ever since Mad Dog had hired a new Senior Aeronautical Engineer—without consulting her first—the air in the office had been ripe with it. She planned to have a ‘chat’ with Mad Dog about his decision, even though he claimed the new hire was the nephew of a shareholder and that he had no choice about it.

The new hire was a man named Dean Summers, and right now, her priority was to find out as much as she could about him. There was something wrong with him, but she couldn’t put her finger on what it was yet. He was tall, blonde, handsome, powerfully built and had a cock that was much too big for an engineer. It was a nine-inch monster, and no man with a cock that big was trustworthy.

She would also have to get the company’s employment policy altered to include penis measurements as part of the aptitude test. She didn’t want any man with an above average penis impeding progress.

But Dean’s looks and the size of his manhood weren’t what concerned her about him. It was the subtle power games he played. He enjoyed his height advantage, towering over her so he could look down her top. And wherever possible, he looked for ways to undermine her work, as if he wanted to discredit her for holding a senior position at such a young age. It had to stop before anyone else got funny ideas.

She saw him in the staff room talking with Earnest, the senior engineer she had replaced. She slipped off her heels so she could eavesdrop without making a noise. They stood by the water cooler, sipping coffee and talking like conspirators. It surprised her to discover that Dean had lured Earnest into his web of deceit. Ever since his performance appraisal, Earnest’s work had been excellent, as well as his adherence to wearing panties. On the bright side, if his loyalty was in question, at least it would give her the opportunity to spank his balls again.

“C’mon, Earnest. Spill it. Why does everyone treat Trixie like she’s the alpha female around here?”

Earnest was sweating and mopped his forehead on his sleeve. “Don’t mess with her, Dean. She might not look it, but she’s a real ball buster. Even Mad Dog doesn’t cross her. If you know what’s good for you, keep your nose clean and stay out of her way.”

Trixie smiled. It was a lovely compliment. She didn’t know Earnest could be so sweet.

Dean snorted a laugh. “It’s like I’m working with a bunch of guys wearing panties,” he said.

Earnest looked at him wide-eyed.

Dean knuckled him on the shoulder. “Harden up, Earnest. It’s about time you all started behaving like men. This is a business, not a little girl’s playground.”

Trixie had heard enough. She slipped on her shoes and let the click of her heels announce her presence.

“Well, well. You know what they say about conversations around the water cooler,” she said, keeping her tone light.

Earnest excused himself like he had just wet his pants and scuttled away. Trixie took a bottle of orange juice from the fridge. Dean leaned on it so he could look down her top.

“The troops need a pep talk every now and again.” His grin revealed he liked what he saw. And it was the grin of a man hungry for more. “We should get together sometime too.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “For a pep talk?”

“If you like. Mad Dog said I should get more involved in the figures.”

One skill Dean lacked was subtlety. As his eyes raked her body, she knew he wasn’t referring to the financials.

“I’m not much for talk,” she said. “I prefer taking action.”

“Then it’s a date,” he said.

She rolled her eyes at him and left. Not only was he undermining her authority, he was now openly flirting with her too, coming at her from every angle to assert his dominance. She had to find out how far his influence had spread, so she arranged meetings with key people from each department.

Since Charlotte and Gareth’s wedding, she had also refined her scopolamine spray. One puff made a man relax and loosened his tongue. A stronger dose made a man feel like his body was drunk while his mind remained sober. She measured her dose carefully, applying it to a glass of water for each man. She undid a fourth button on her blouse to show more cleavage than normal, knowing it would give each man a dry mouth. The water quickly disappeared down their throats.

As the afternoon wore on, she built a comprehensive picture of what Dean was doing. His actions were much more than a new employee making his mark. It was like the board had given him a mandate to put her in her place. Although she couldn’t prove it. Yet.

Later, a rap at her office door interrupted her work. She looked up. It was already past eight o’clock, all the lights were off and everyone had gone home. Everyone except Dean Summers, who stood in her doorway with a smug grin on his face.

“Working late?” he said.

He had a bottle of wine and two glasses, and let himself into her office without asking permission.

“I’m analysing company efficiency,” she replied. “It has dropped over the past few weeks.”

She felt sure he understood the reference. He was the only change to the company in that time.

He took a seat on the couch. “You know what they say about all work and no play. Wine? It’s a very good merlot and it’d be a shame not to share.”

She turned her attention back to her computer. He popped the cork and poured two glasses, pushing one to the armchair opposite the couch.

“C’mon, Trixie. We haven’t got to know each other yet and I hope we haven’t got off on the wrong foot.”

She considered his offer for a moment. What was the harm? She might learn more about his power play. And she had never met a man she couldn’t handle. He had balls like all the others. She straightened her skirt and took the armchair opposite. The wine was rich, full-bodied and smooth, and slid down her throat.

They talked shop for a few minutes. Trixie felt like they were playing a game of cat and mouse, but she couldn’t work out who was taking which role. Perhaps it was the wine, but her patience for games soon wore thin, and she felt compelled to confront him about it.

“What do you want from me, Dean? Stop beating around the bush.”

He snorted a laugh and rested his glass on the table. “Interesting choice of words. We, as in you and I, actually need to start beating around the bush. Your bush.”

For the first time in her life, Trixie felt completely stumped by his remark. Her head felt foggy too. Even on an empty stomach, half a glass of wine wouldn’t have this effect. But she definitely felt intoxicated.

“What do you mean?” she said, hearing her voice slur.

“Word around the office is you’re some kind of domme. The men, if you can call them that, say you’re a ball buster. I heard the same at Aeroworx when I worked with Jack, your ex-boyfriend. Remember him?”

How could she forget Jack? He had been a terrible lover until she had threatened to part him from his balls. Afterwards, he became an expert and devoted pussy licker. She had enjoyed his tongue many times, but some men never learned. Some men couldn’t give up their addiction to emptying their balls. She couldn’t serve the lesson on a silver platter for these men. They needed to learn it for themselves, so she had let him go.

Dean’s eyes narrowed. “He said you were a cock tease who got her kicks from giving men blue balls. But do you know what I think?”

She felt sure he would tell her anyway, but she couldn’t make her mouth work. Her glass fell from her hand, spilling red wine across the cream carpet. She tried to move, but her arms and legs felt numb. Dean didn’t comment. He only looked at her with a cruel smile on his lips.

“I think you’re a bitch. You flounce around with your big tits and short skirts, and these idiots fall over themselves to please you. What you need is a man who knows how to give a bitch what she deserves.”

He looked at her askance as she tried to respond. She should have recognised what was happening to her sooner, as the disconnect between her brain and her body was all too familiar.

Dean placed her atomiser containing her scopolamine blend onto the coffee table. “Having trouble moving, Trixie? That sure is potent stuff. No wonder everyone around the office had loose tongues today after you slipped it into their drinks. How does it feel to have the tables turned?”

She couldn’t respond or fight back as he stood up and lifted her from the chair. He laid her on the couch, ripped open her blouse and hiked her skirt up. His greedy eyes raked her body, lingering on her breasts and her exposed pussy.

“You’re no ball buster.”

He unzipped his pants and pulled out his monster cock, which was fast swelling to full hardness.

She forced out a word. “No!”

He grinned. “When a bitch says ‘no,’ we both know she really means ‘yes.’ You’ve been gagging for my cock since you laid eyes on me. I’ve seen you looking at it. Well, now you’re going to get it.”

He knelt on the couch and forced her legs apart. She tried to push him away, but her head was groggy and she couldn’t get her arms to cooperate. Feeling her resistance, he slapped her hard across the cheek. She felt the sting, then the burn.

“And I’ve been looking forward to slapping you around like a bitch.”

She heard her voice as if someone else was talking. “I’m going to snip—”

He slapped her again, making her other cheek burn. “No, you’re going to spread your legs for me and prove I’m right.”

She struggled, but in her condition, she was no match for his size or strength. She felt his cock at the entrance to her sex, pushing, trying to force it inside.

“Damn! That’s one tight pussy!”

He pulled back and reached for her handbag, emptying the contents across the coffee table. Sorting through the pile, he found her lube and a pair of handcuffs. With an evil chuckle, he took pleasure in cuffing her hands behind her back. Then he emptied the entire tube of lubricant into her pussy.

Even with the lubrication, he had to push hard to force his cock inside her. It was too big. Much too big. Five by three was her perfect size. He was nearly twice that size. As she cried out, he clamped his hand over her mouth.

“Dammit! So tight!” he said, forcing his cock inside her.

She lost her voice as she felt it stretch her open. Every inch hurt as he pushed it in. It felt like he was driving a freight train into her sex. He couldn’t get his full length inside her before he hit her cervix. Then he was thrusting hard, pummeling her inside, going at her with the ferocity of a jackhammer. He pounded her senseless, using his massive cock like a battering ram as if he wanted to tenderise her from the inside out.

“Yeah, that’s what you’ve wanted, isn’t it? A real man who knows how to bring a bitch down to size.”

Trixie had a high tolerance for pain, but he pushed her to her limit as he hammered his cock into her pussy like a piston. Every thrust felt like he was splitting her apart. Each time his cock hit her cervix, she felt like he was rearranging her insides. He was rough and cruel, and used her pussy without mercy, like it was a punching bag for his cock. The pain jarred through her entire body as he smashed it into her again and again. The only saving grace was he couldn’t stop himself from reaching an orgasm.

He pulled his cock free and dug his fingers into her cheeks to pry her mouth open. Then he grunted and swore as he pumped her mouth full of his hot, salty spunk. Before she could spit it out, he clamped his hand over her mouth and pinched her nostrils so she couldn’t breathe. With the lack of air, her body betrayed her and she swallowed his cum.

He zipped up his pants. “You can finish the wine. I imagine you’ll need a glass to wash that down.”

* * *

In one evening, Dean undid everything Trixie had achieved at SuperAero. It was humiliating to return to the office the next morning. Her poor pussy was so sore from the punishment, she couldn’t walk straight. She didn’t need to see the look in the men’s eyes to know Dean Summers had spread the word of his conquest. They now looked at her as if they also wanted a shot at taming the ball buster.

Everything changed fast. Mad Dog cancelled their weekly meeting, choosing to have it with Dean instead. He promoted Dean to her former role to oversee the departments and current projects.

Whenever she crossed paths with Dean, he looked at her with hunger in his eyes. She didn’t give him a chance to get her alone again. He was cunning and would take advantage of her if he could. One session with his cock tearing her poor pussy apart was more than enough for a lifetime.

She found the hidden cameras he had planted in her office. It explained how he knew about her scopolamine spray. Rather than removing them, she resigned her office to Earnest and worked in the open plan area with the other engineers. Even though she had to put up with the leering, it made it difficult for Dean to get her alone.

But he found ways to corner her. He demanded she make his coffee and deliver it to his office three times a day. The first time, he made her sit and wait while he took a mouthful.

“I thought you might try to slip some of your magic potion in it,” he said. “But I see you don’t have the courage to fight for your position here. I was right about you. You know why? Because if you slap a bitch, she runs away like a scared little girl. You can run all you like. I’ll catch you, and when I do, I’ll enjoy that tight pussy again as much as I want.”

Then he made her stand up, so he could grope her breast and spank her on the butt to dismiss her. He didn’t care who saw him manhandling her, and he happily did it as often as he could, even when there were other men present. She didn’t fight back. He outmatched her physically and was on his guard. And now Dean had turned all the men against her, she had no allies.

Over the following weeks, productivity fell in painfully slow increments, like a glacier melting by a millimetre each day. Trixie knew she couldn’t avoid Dean forever, but there was no way she would wave a white flag and surrender her job. She hoped Mad Dog would come to his senses, but there was no sign of that happening at all.

When she received a memo from Dean demanding she stay late, she knew she was in a world of trouble. Mad Dog had given him the authority to do her performance appraisals, and he wanted to hold the first one after all the other engineers had gone home.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he said, as she entered his office.

She lowered her gaze to the floor, adopting a submissive stance as she recalled the sting of his hand on her cheek. “I’ve been busy.”

He chuckled. “I knew there was nothing more to you than a cock tease. And you’re still doing it now, by avoiding me. You’re my bitch now. I own you. And if you want to keep your job here, you better start showing me more respect.”

He stood up, and she could see he held a pair of handcuffs. There was no point in trying to fight him off. He was too strong for her. Dean handcuffed her wrists behind her back.

“Lie on the couch and spread your legs. I want more of that tight pussy of yours.”

With her head hung, she obeyed. Dean unzipped his pants and pulled his cock from his briefs. He grinned and let out a cruel chuckle as he jacked himself to encourage an erection. It remained limp in his hand. He worked harder, pumping his cock without luck. Trixie waited. He swore and increased his speed.

“Something wrong?” she said, sitting up.

He swore again.

“You can keep jacking it all you like, but you won’t get it up.” She got to her feet and faced him. “Unlike you, I’m not stupid enough to try the same trick twice. I didn’t put scopolamine into your coffee. I put androgen synthesis inhibitors in it instead.”

He looked daggers at her. “What the f—”

“Castration pills, Dean. Three times a day for weeks. I have a background in medicine and know the exact dose required to give you a limp pee-pee… permanently.”

He reached out to grab her. She gave him a swift knee in the balls, the Trixie special that jammed a man’s balls right up into his pelvis. He doubled over.

“I’ve never wanted to give a man an orchiectomy like I’ve wanted to give you one,” she said, as he doubled up on the floor. “But you’ve made me realise it’s better to let a man keep his balls.”

She freed herself from the handcuffs. He was a fool and hadn’t thought to check her hands when he had put the cuffs on her. She was a gifted engineer. The charm bracelet on her wrist had a skeleton key for handcuffs among the tiny trinkets. Before he could recover from the knee to the balls, she handcuffed him. Then she dragged him to the couch by his hair, pulled down his pants and put him over her knee.

It was wonderful to have his cock between her legs again, this time limp and useless. The chemical castration drugs had made it shrink too. There was no way he could take advantage of any woman for a very long time.

But that wasn’t punishment enough for a man like Dean Summers. She gave him a spanking he would never forget, making his butt look like two beetroots while she waited for his balls to dislodge themselves. They were perfectly swollen when they emerged, but she didn’t spare him the lash of her hand. He begged her for mercy, but since he had shown her none, she returned the favour. Allowing him to keep his balls would remind him how much she could make him regret having them.

“A domme is not a bitch, and you should never call her one,” she said, as she landed a blow that made him weep. It was satisfying to reduce him to tears. “I dare you to call me a bitch again. I’ll enjoy making you regret you were ever born a man.”

She removed his cuffs and pushed him onto the floor. She didn’t need to fear retaliation. He was beyond it. She collected his pants and fed them into the document shredder.

“You can leave. Tomorrow morning, I’ll expect a glowing performance appraisal, your resignation and a memo from Mad Dog restoring my former privileges.”

He struggled to his feet, cupping his balls. “What about my pants?”

“What about them?”

“I can’t go outside like this!”

Trixie shrugged and pushed him out the door. “That’s not my problem.”


Epilogue: Tales or Tails

Trixie reclined in her office chair and put her feet up on the desk. It was good to have everything back to normal again. After a little discipline between the legs, her engineers were back in line and hard at work.

Mad Dog was rueing the day he had ever employed Dean Summers. Trixie had cancelled his masturbation privileges and locked his cock in a cage. She was still undecided about when she would let him out after his little stunt. He was the Chief Executive Officer, but she was the boss.

And Dean Summers would never cross her again either. He was probably jacking himself off to see if he could ever get his cock hard again. That was if his balls had recovered from the spanking she had given them. She had spanked them until they were swollen like two tennis balls. The only thing that disappointed her about his rapid departure from SuperAero was that she wouldn’t get to spank him again.

As she gazed out the window, admiring the panoramic view over the cityscape to the ocean in the distance, she let out a wistful sigh. Yes, everything was back to normal, but she couldn’t help feeling that something still wasn’t right in the world.

A knock at her office door broke her moment of reverie.

“Come,” she said, lowering her feet from her desk.

She could see the man at the door was a courier, and given she wasn’t wearing any panties, she decided it was better not to distract him from doing his job.

The courier had a small parcel. She signed for it, dismissed him and sat with it for a moment. The label read: Private and personal. She wondered who would send her a personal parcel at work, especially one so small.

“Surprises… surprises…” she said, slicing open the seal.

Inside was a small, square jewellery case. It was the wrong shape for a ring or earrings, and necklaces usually came in thin, rectangular boxes. She opened it, wondering what it could contain.

As she pulled the red satin cover aside, her hands shook. She stared at the object. At a glance, she felt excited, nervous and overjoyed all at once. It was her lucky coin, the one with an eagle on each face to guarantee the result of the toss. There was a small handwritten note with it, which read:

Can I try my luck again?

Please, Mistress?

Five By Three

He had written his phone number at the bottom. She read the note again and again. It filled her with a dreamy warmth. But as she digested the information, she got butterflies in her stomach. Then she felt excited like she wanted to dance around the office naked. And hell, her pussy was tingling like it was wired to the mains! What the hell was wrong with her? Was she sick?

They had to talk about this. No man had ever caused her to feel this way. She dialled his number. He answered.

“How did you find me?” she said, trying to control the cocktail of emotions flooding her system. “I never gave you my last name, my phone number or told you where I lived.”

“There’s only one rocket scientist in the world named Trixie. It helped to narrow down the search,” he replied. “But even so, I would have searched the ends of the earth until I found you, Mistress.”

Mistress.

Trixie felt a prolonged tingle run down her spine. He used the title as if it were her name. He said it with sincerity, passion and humility. Her heart skipped a beat.

“Listen, Aubrey. About what I said at the airport. Perhaps I was wrong about myself. Perhaps I have room in my heart to be a regular girl after all. I know I can try… for the right man… a man with a cock that’s a perfect snug fit for my pussy.”

He drew a shuddering breath. “You can?”

The hope in his voice filled her body with a joyous warmth like the sublime afterglow of an incredible orgasm. “Yes, I can. But only outside the bedroom. I may be the only rocket scientist named Trixie, but I still love busting balls.”
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