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About The Author

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.

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


Author’s Note

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book

Castration as an act of submission to the divine feminine is a story that goes back to ancient myth. There’s an overtly sexual aspect to these myths, one of female domination and male submission. I wanted to give this topic a modern twist. The result is this collection of stories, each a castration fantasy.

If you’ve read my work, you’ll know I write erotic thrillers and have little interest in blood and gore. So, these stories do not depict castration in a realistic manner at all. They treat it as if it were a wicked, taboo, sexual act performed by dominant women. These stories are pure fantasy, entirely for entertainment purposes only.




Enjoy! Vx




P.S. Here’s a list if you’re still unclear.




These stories do not contain: blood, gore, penectomy or strong language.




They do contain: castration fantasies, BDSM, orgasm control and denial, sexual addiction, small penis humiliation (SPH), shaving fetishes, panty fetishes, cock and balls torture (CBT), spanking, explicit sex, taboo relationships, and a few other minor kinks and fetishes here and there because… well, after this list, why not?




If these topics are not for you, then please don’t purchase this book.




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


A Simple Cure

Doctor Diana Quinn flipped open a Manilla file and read the notes about her next patient, the last one for the day.

Name: Jimmy Watson

Age: Twenty-eight

In the section covering the sexual issues he wanted to discuss, he’d checked the box labelled ‘other.’

She pressed a fingertip to her lips. Most men were happy to give her advanced warning of the subject they wanted to discuss: too much libido, not enough, performance anxiety, premature ejaculation, inability to reach orgasm… the reasons were many.

‘Other’ was a good sign a man was having disturbing or distressing sexual thoughts, or that he had developed an unwanted sexual fetish. Sometimes, it was both.

It had been a long day, and she had to admit she was feeling a little pent up herself. Talking about sex all day was good for her patients, but nobody ever considered the needs of the therapist. It was demanding work, and she also needed an outlet for her tension.

Perhaps talking to Jimmy about his undisclosed condition would provide the change of pace she badly needed right now.

She wondered what it could be. Men were such complex creatures with their sexuality. Their mental and emotional desires were at constant war with the physical need to ejaculate.

She sighed with wonder. Fancy having your head and heart at the mercy of a pair of balls.

That dichotomy was the reason she had specialised as a sex therapist for men. She was exceptionally good at it too.

Although, despite her impeccable success rate with her clients, she wasn’t popular with other members of the fraternity. A few had even called her an ‘arsonist in a fire station.’ She knew it was nothing more than petty jealousy. They disliked her because she was sexy as hell. Why should she feel bad about being blessed with incredible feminine assets?

More to the point, why was it considered wrong for a sex therapist to be sexy too? She saw it as an advantage. If you put a shy man in a safe environment with a pretty girl, he’ll talk. He’ll tell her his innermost secrets without a moment’s hesitation. As she dealt only with men, she needed them to open up about their sexual issues, especially if the subject was awkward or considered taboo.

She never took advantage of her looks or made any effort to flaunt them at work. Her dress code was strictly professional. She wore her chocolate brown hair pinned up in a bun, a pair of tinted cosmetic glasses to mute the impact of her dazzling baby blue eyes, a tasteful amount of make-up, a lab coat, a black pencil skirt and sensible shoes. The lab coat helped to conceal her mouth-watering figure. Naked, she looked like a group of horny teenage boys had designed their perfect vision for a woman.

She could have made a lot more money than she did now if she had chosen a different career that took advantage of her devastating looks, but she preferred being a sex therapist. It was deeply fulfilling work, and she doubted she would find any other career so rewarding.

There was a gentle rap on the door. She stood up, straightened her coat and opened it.

Jimmy was a tall man with sandy hair and brown eyes that would make a girl’s heart melt like an ice cream sundae in the Sahara. He was what people described as ‘dreamy.’ Doctor Quinn decided this session wouldn’t be so bad after all, especially if she had a nice man to look at while she worked. It would be purely professional appreciation of course.

“Jimmy, welcome,” she said, inviting him into her office.

He looked about the room, seeing there were different areas partitioned off by privacy curtains or strategically positioned furniture. He thanked her and looked a little lost.

“Where would you feel most comfortable?” she asked. “You’re welcome to take the leather chair at my desk. Or we can go traditional and you can use the recliner.”

“What’s behind the curtains?” he asked.

“A medical bed. There’s a reason the sign on my door reads ‘Doctor Diana Quinn.’ I’m a fully qualified medical practitioner, not an amateur who took a ten-week course on learning how to talk to people. It’s also the reason I’m so good at what I do, as well as being incredibly modest.”

It was an old joke, but it never failed to put a patient at ease. “Often, a patient needs medical treatment to help them overcome their problem. Rather than writing a referral, I can treat people here immediately.”

She watched his shoulders slump with visible relief. Clearly, he didn’t want to have to discuss his problem with any more people than necessary.

“I’ll use the recliner,” he said.

Gently touching his upper arm, she guided him to the recliner and asked him to remove his shoes. She gathered her notebook and sat off to one side in the non-confrontational pose adopted by many practitioners in her field, while he got comfortable.

“I don’t know where to start,” he said, fingers fidgeting with a shirt button.

She handed him a small pillow to hold. He gratefully accepted it and held it to his chest. She allowed herself a small smile. If she were to give a man a soft toy to cuddle, he would likely storm out of the room, but a small cushion? They never even blinked an eye.

“It’s okay. You’re here to talk and I’m here to help. Let’s start with your sexual orientation.”

“I’m straight.”

“Have you ever had thoughts about men?”

He shook his head.

Doctor Quinn ticked off the answers to her normal opening questions. “Have you had intimate relations with women?”

He nodded.

“Are you in a relationship now?”

“No. Just casual dates. They never become serious.”

“Do any result in sexual relations?”

“Sometimes.”

She scratched some notes on the pad. “Are you looking for a relationship?”

He blew out a slow breath. “I’m on my way to thirty and I still haven’t had a steady girlfriend. Not one.”

“Jimmy, there’s obviously an issue getting in the way. You’re a very good-looking man. I wouldn’t think you would have any problems meeting women. Aren’t they throwing themselves at you?”

He shook his head. “Well, they do at first, then…”

She took a moment to look at him. “It’s okay, Jimmy. I’m here to help.”

He sighed like a man who has carried a heavy burden for much too long. “Ah… it’s hard to describe.”

“What happens when you have sex?”

“Well, I have difficulty getting aroused. It’s all me, not the girls. Hell, I’ve developed an appreciation for the efforts a woman will go to get a man hard, but if it’s not happening, there’s not much they can do. I can’t blame them for giving up. Of course, they think I’m strange, or worse, that there’s something wrong with them. And that just makes it worse.”

She nodded. “Yes, it’s a downward spiral. Do you smoke?”

“No.”

“Drink heavily?”

“No.”

“I can see you’re not overweight. In fact, you look in excellent physical shape.”

“I work out every day.”

“How’s your diet?”

“Plenty of the good stuff, very little of the bad. I try to look after my body.”

She scribbled more notes. “Erectile Dysfunction is extremely rare in young men unless there’s some kind of physical injury or underlying condition. Can you take off your pants?”

His mouth fell open.

She sighed. “Jimmy, I am a doctor. I’m just going to give you a very standard physical examination.”

“Yes, of course,” he said, standing up to unzip his pants.

She turned to face him once he was naked from the waist down. Her concern that he was blessed with good looks and otherwise cursed with a tiny penis vanished. He had a magnificent specimen of manhood, a long cock that would be well above average length and girth when erect, and two large, heavy balls.

She explained she needed to test his nerve responses. He gave her permission to proceed. She gently nipped his cock with her long fingernails. He flinched and did the same when she tested the sensitivity of his balls.

“Thank you, Jimmy. Take a seat. There’s no need to put your pants back on yet,” she said, while making notes.

He had no nerve damage of any kind. He was very sensitive and shouldn’t have any issues getting an erection. It was time to take a different approach.

“Why did you come to see me in particular?”

He cleared his throat. “I understand you have a speciality… in helping men with fantasies about… castration.”

She nodded slowly. “How long have you been having these fantasies?”

“Years,” he said.

“How does it affect you?”

He bowed his head. “I… can’t get turned on unless I feel like I’m about to have them cut off.”

“We’re complex creatures, Jimmy. While you may feel this isn’t normal, I can assure you it is perfectly normal. The human brain experiences pleasure and pain in the same part of the neocortex. It’s not uncommon for these feelings to merge and become associated with one another. It’s likely that your trigger to become aroused has been associated with the fear of losing your balls. Perhaps we should try some practical therapy.”

She put down her notepad and slipped behind the curtains. She returned with an elastrator tool and fitted it with a small thick rubber band.

“Spread your legs, Jimmy. I promise this won’t hurt a bit.”

She carefully fitted the castration band over his balls, forming a tight package.

As soon as she had it in place, his cock swelled, going from flaccid to fully engorged in moments. It told her what she needed to know, but it was important to encourage him to talk.

“How does this make you feel?”

“It’s like I’m afraid and really turned on at the same time.”

“Can you elaborate?”

“Well… y’know how they cook a last meal for people on death row? It’s kinda like that. When I feel like I’m about to lose my balls, it makes me want to cum really hard, as if it will be the last time.”

She nodded and made more notes on her pad.

“C’mon, Doc. You’re one hell of a sexy lady, but I couldn’t get it up until you banded me.”

She appreciated the compliment but didn’t acknowledge it, instead writing more notes. “How about when you’re with a partner? What happens in the bedroom when you take a girl home?”

He hung his head for a moment. “Yeah, that’s when it becomes a real problem. Like I said, when I take a girl to bed, it doesn’t matter how pretty she is or how hard she tries, I can’t get hard unless I’m wearing a band. So I’ve become sneaky in my lovemaking. I give her all the attention and while I’m sucking her clit, I slip on a band.”

“And then you can make love?”

He nodded. “But they always find out. A wandering hand usually. And then… they think I’m a pervert…”

“Yes, most women wouldn’t view wearing a castration band as a healthy obsession.”

“Most?”

“Well, I can’t provide details for confidentiality reasons, but men aren’t the only ones to have castration fantasies. Some women have them too.”

“Really? But why would they want to have their clitoris cut?”

She laughed. “No, no. They fantasise about doing the trimming, about taking out a man’s balls and turning him into a eunuch.”

He blew out a slow breath. “Wow! I never knew.”

“Most women only fantasise about it. Very few actually act out those fantasies and rarely more than once.” She saw his breath quicken as she spoke about it. “Does it arouse you further to know this?”

She didn’t need to ask. His cock was a solid rod, and he was dripping pre-cum.

He swallowed hard and nodded. “You said, ‘rarely more than once’?”

“Oh, well, yes, it’s very rare indeed, but some women crave it. They’ll snip a man just for the pure pleasure of doing it.”

She crossed her legs.

He did too.

“But this isn’t about other people’s fantasies. We’re trying to understand your condition. Do you think you have these fantasies because, in secret, you actually want to be castrated?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never really thought it through.”

“Then are you turned on by the idea of being so completely dominated by a woman that you will surrender your balls to her?”

“I suppose so… yes.”

“Your balls are, of course, the essence of your sexuality as a man.” She continued to write notes. “In this fantasy, can you visualise the woman who performs the act?”

“Yes, well… I can never make out her face, but… I don’t know if I should go into detail here.”

“It’s okay. You can tell me anything. I’m here to help, not to judge.”

He swallowed. “She’s very beautiful, with long hair down to her waist. Her big, round breasts are full of milk and perky as a virgin. She has a curvaceous figure that would make men weep and long legs you’d die to have wrapped around your waist as you penetrate her—”

“Clothing?”

“Sometimes. Not often. But she always wears a small pair of silver scissors on a chain around her neck.”

Doctor Quinn paused. They were making excellent progress. “What about her sex? You’ve neglected to mention that part of her body. I sense it’s important. Please describe it.”

He drew a shuddering breath mixed with excitement and apprehension. “Well, it’s perfect, just as she embodies feminine perfection. It’s everything I could dream of, totally exposed, hairless and smooth. That’s the part which makes me climax. She spreads her legs for me and shows me her tight little hole. Then I hear the snip, snip of the scissors and she says, ‘You’ll never enjoy my perfect pussy clenching your cock, Jimmy, because it’s time to open you up and trim off your balls.’ And that’s when I cum, because it feels like it’ll be the last time.”

Doctor Quinn nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, I see. You’ll be relieved to know this issue is more common in men than you’d expect. The woman in your fantasy is essentially the unobtainable goddess, representing your ideal of womanhood. The price of her love is symbolised by her taking your manhood, which she does while baring the symbols of her femininity. By the nature of our sex organs, a man entering a woman is a normal part of having sex. A woman must submit her body and allow a man to penetrate her in order for their coupling to take place. You’re experiencing this in reverse, the idea of submitting your sex organs to a woman, by allowing her to penetrate you. Does that sound like we’re getting somewhere?”

He nodded. “It’s weird. I know.”

“The word ‘weird’ doesn’t exist in this room. It’s a submission fantasy and actually quite beautiful. You’re likely submissive by nature and craving the need to be sexually dominated by a woman. The removal of your balls is the ultimate expression of sexual domination. So, in reality, when you take a woman to bed, she can’t fulfil your need to submit. So you’re supplementing the desire by wearing a castration band. How often do you have satisfying orgasms?”

Jimmy’s face scrunched up in thought. “I can’t remember the last time. It has been a while.”

Doctor Quinn took a slow breath. “You’re aching with the need, aren’t you? Every day.”

He nodded once.

“You’re a remarkable young man, Jimmy. Most men take many sessions to arrive at this understanding. You’ve made a quantum leap in yourself. By understanding your need to surrender your sexuality to the divine feminine, you are bringing yourself into balance. From here, treatment is straightforward and you’ll be able to live a normal life.”

“There’s a treatment?”

“Absolutely! It has a very high success rate too.”

“How high?”

Doctor Quinn tried not to look too pleased with herself as she recited her statistics. “Well, I currently have a perfect success rate. I can’t speak for other practitioners.”

Jimmy blew out his breath. “What does it cost?”

She looked at him, the worry lines creasing his handsome face. “I can see this is causing you serious problems, ruining your life.”

“It is,” he said.

“I want to help,” she said. “It’s my job to help. We can include the cost of the treatment in the consultation fee, which you have already paid. I can administer it now if you like.”

“How long does it take?”

“Only a few minutes.”

“I’ll take it,” he said without hesitation.

She retrieved a clipboard from her desk and passed it to him. “Sign this waiver and we can proceed immediately.”

His eyes flicked over the fine print. She knew he was making the appearance of reading it, but wasn’t taking anything in. He was just looking for the box where he could sign his name. Nobody ever read the fine print. They were all too desperate for a cure.

He signed his name and returned the clipboard.

She pointed at his erection. “We’ll need Mr Wonderful to calm down before we can begin.”

“I think the only way is if I jerk off,” he said, going red in the face.

“I understand. Go behind the screen. There are tissues there. Let me know when you’re done.”

He did as she asked. She could hear him furiously jerking himself without success.

She sighed, cleared her throat softly and purred in her sexiest voice. “You’ll never feel my perfect pussy clenching your cock, Jimmy, because it’s time to open you up and cut off your balls.”

He grunted several times as he achieved his release. She gave him a moment to clean up before she passed through the curtains. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking flushed. She gave him a pill and a glass of water to swallow it. He did so.

“Now lie back and relax,” she said, helping him to get comfortable. “This will help you sleep.”

The pill took only a few minutes to knock him out. While he was going under, she sterilised her hands, dried them and peeled on a pair of latex gloves. She fanned her face with her hand and blew out a breath. She had become rather hot and bothered herself after the discussion.

Jimmy was fast asleep now. It wouldn’t breach the code of ethics if she took off a few clothes. After slipping off her lab coat, she knew it wouldn’t be enough to cool her down. Once she’d taken off her blouse and skirt, there was no reason to keep her bra and panties on either. It felt good to free her full breasts from her bra, and appropriate too, for they were the symbols of the divine feminine.

Now she was completely naked, apart from latex gloves and a pair of sensible shoes, she was ready to proceed.

She had to force herself to breathe slowly and evenly. The practical aspects of her work gave her the greatest personal satisfaction. She could really help men to get better. They were their own worst enemies. Thankfully, there was a simple cure.

She removed the rubber band from his balls and prepared to shave his groin, lathering it all over with a thick layer of cream. It wasn’t necessary to shave him completely, but she enjoyed it. Men looked so sexy when they were clean-shaven. Just like women, it entirely exposed their sex.

Now hairless, she cleaned him off with a warm, wet towel. She took a moment to admire his manhood. He had a very sexy cock and such big, round balls.

With a scalpel, she made a small, neat incision in his sac. With a gentle squeeze, she removed a testicle and withdrew the cord until there was a sufficient length exposed to make it easy to snip.

Taking her small, silver scissors, she cut the cord and dropped the severed testicle into a glass jar filled with formaldehyde. His second testicle went the way of the first a few seconds later. She sealed the incisions with a few stitches and her work was done.

She sighed with satisfaction, knowing she had cured another patient. He no longer had his troublesome balls. Now, he’d never have a castration fantasy ever again.

She chuckled to herself. And her competitors wondered why she had a perfect success rate. If it were possible with all her patients, she would happily bypass the diagnosis and counselling and proceed straight to the cure. Snipping off their balls was the cure for all their various conditions, from excessive libido to depraved fetishes.

And she just loved castrating men. That’s why they all came to her, regardless of their problem. That’s why they all signed the waiver without reading the fine print. Like Jimmy, she knew deep down they all harboured one secret desire: to have their manhood plucked by an unobtainable goddess.

She sighed and sealed the lid of the jar, admiring the two large testicles beginning their journey to a state of pristine preservation. She stored all her professional trophies in a large storage cupboard at the back of her office. Soon enough, she would have to buy a larger one. It was getting quite full.

But for now, she placed the jar between his legs where she could admire his big, beautiful balls, next to his tight, empty sac. Men liked to look at naked women. She liked to look at naked balls, as naked as they came fresh out of the sac.

“Oh, Jimmy,” she moaned, already well on her way to having a long, hard, sustained orgasm. “Look at your gorgeous, snipped balls! They’re perfect!”

She sat down and pulled the clip from her hair, letting the long tresses spill down her shoulders and back. Hoisting her legs over the armrests of her chair, she reached down to touch her pussy, which was already soaking wet with her juices.

Looking at Jimmy’s delicious balls floating in the jar, it only took her a moment to cum. Her orgasm was deep and strong, her juices drenching the seat of the chair. She cried out and shuddered as ecstatic waves of pleasure flowed through her body.

As she slumped back into the chair panting for breath, she was thankful for being so lucky in her choice of work. If she ever had to see a sex therapist herself, she would have to confess that trimming men’s balls not only relieved her tension, it was now the only thing that could make her cum. And she liked to cum. As often as possible.


The Model Husband

Every year, Samuel Downs threw one hell of a Christmas party for his employees. Each one had been better than the last. It was his way of saying thanks for their hard work throughout the year—along with a fat bonus cheque, of course—because without them, he wouldn’t have become such a success.

Only in his early thirties, he owned a software development company with more than a hundred employees and an eight figure annual turnover. That too was growing every year, along with the flamboyance of the annual party.

This year, he had rented out the entire floor of the local casino. He gave every employee a thousand dollars with the instructions to keep it, lose it or make some more. There was an open bar with beautiful women and hunky men, who wore very little as they served the food and drinks. There was music, dancing and, of course, the heat of the action at the gambling tables to round out the evening’s entertainment.

Samuel was quite content to sit by himself and watch his crew let their hair down. He wore a plain shirt and jeans and slowly sipped a neat bourbon on the rocks. Naturally, people wanted to thank him for such a grand party, but he politely ushered them away, telling them to go and have a good time.

For all his wealth and success, he was a man of simple tastes at heart. He was happy to sip his drink and let his thoughts carry him away. At this moment, they were erring more towards a daydream with the soothing warmth of the bourbon sliding down his throat.

When a woman coughed politely, he snapped out of his reverie. He looked up and saw Denise, one of the young interns he’d taken on earlier in the year. She had dolled herself up to the nines and was wearing a black cocktail dress with silver sequins.

Beside her was the most ravishing woman he’d ever seen in his life. She had big brown eyes, accentuated by long dark lashes and meticulously groomed eyebrows. Her lips were plump and eminently kissable. Framing her face were long tresses of luscious, glossy black hair spilling down to her lower back.

She had packaged her devastating figure in a burnt orange form-fitting dress that showed just enough of her full bust to make men desperate to see more. With her golden skin, she looked exotic, mysterious and utterly captivating.

“Awesome party, Mr Downs. Thanks for inviting me,” said Denise.

“For the last time, please, just call me Sam. You’re part of the team, and ‘Mr Downs’ makes me feel much older than I am.”

She returned an embarrassed smile.

“Who’s your enchanting friend?” he asked, trying to put both women at ease.

“This is Chloe. She’s my plus one. I don’t have a boyfriend at the moment, so I hope you don’t mind me bringing a friend.”

Samuel shook his head and chuckled. “You can bring anyone you like. Delightful to meet you, Chloe.”

He held out his hand for a delicate shake. Chloe’s smile produced a feeling of warmth in him that had nothing to do with the bourbon.

“This is Samuel Downs?” she said, taking his hand. She bit her lower lip and gave Denise a wide-eyed stare. “You never told me he was so cute!”

She said it as a stage whisper, evidently wanting him to hear. Samuel blew out a breath at the compliment. He knew he wasn’t eye candy for women, but he hardly thought anyone would describe him as ‘cute.’

“And where is Mrs Downs tonight?” said Chloe, rising on her tiptoes to survey the room.

“There is no Mrs Downs,” hissed Denise to her friend. “Please don’t get me in trouble.”

Samuel raised his palms to restore the peace. “Nobody is getting into any trouble tonight. We’re here for some good old-fashioned fun. Ladies, please enjoy yourselves and thank you for the compliment, Chloe.”

Chloe leaned toward him, showing more of her seductive cleavage. She shielded her mouth with her hand so Denise couldn’t hear what she said.

“I cannot believe there is no Mrs Downs!” she said, looking him straight in the eye.

Leaving him with that thought to ponder, she swivelled about, gave him a mischievous wink and followed Denise into the crowd.

Samuel took a deep breath and an even longer pull on his drink until the ice rattled against his teeth. He’d never had much time for romantic relationships, but the man in him itched for a chance to be with a woman like Chloe. He knew it would never happen though. She was ultra glamorous, a party girl who could have any man she desired. He doubted he was even remotely likely to be her type.

Just as he was planning to slip away and leave his revellers to themselves for the night, Chloe reappeared, gliding onto the seat beside him. She didn’t seem bothered that her skirt rode up as she did so, giving him a delicious view of her long, shapely legs.

“So, Mr Downs,” she said, emphasising ‘mister,’ “why is there no Mrs Downs?”

The directness of her question took him aback, but he liked it. “Well, I haven’t met the right woman yet,” he replied. “Although, I don’t do myself any favours in that regard. All work and no play.”

She giggled. “I always wanted the opposite, no work and all play. Sadly, that hasn’t happened yet.”

“What do you do for a crust?” he asked, immediately annoying himself with the reminder he wasn’t a great conversationalist, especially with women. He wanted to tell her he thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. Was it considered bad manners to make such a remark?

“I work for a pharmaceutical company. Drug development. It’s all very hush-hush and, to be honest, rather dull. But let’s talk about you. Isn’t it lonely working all the hours of the day and night and coming home to an empty bed?”

“Well, I have my work to keep me company,” he said. Hell, he could kick himself for being such a bore. Why was she even bothering to talk to him anyway?

She picked up her purse. He expected she was about to remove herself politely from his company. Instead, she pulled out a small black notebook and a pencil. She opened it to a particular page and put a tick against an item on a list.

He thought it would be rude to ask her what it was, so he did something that was completely out of character for him instead.

“Chloe, would you like to have dinner with me tomorrow night?” he asked.

She gently bit one of her long fingernails between two perfect rows of white teeth.

“I was wondering if you were going to ask me at all.”

* * *

Samuel booked dinner at one of the more exclusive restaurants in town, which had private dining rooms. He made more effort with his personal presentation, but he wasn’t into wearing fancy clothes or expensive cologne. He had a perfectly adequate bottle of Calvin Klein Man that smelled good. Plus, he liked the name. It was simple and straightforward, just like him. He settled on his usual attire, a shirt and dress pants.

He ordered a bourbon on the rocks to steady his nerves and waited for Chloe at the bar.

When she arrived, she looked like she’d just come from the set of a glamour photography shoot. She was wearing a dark grey silk dress with a matching chiffon shawl. There wasn’t much to the neckline of the dress and his mouth went dry. It also had a slash up one side, which gave him glimpses of her legs as she walked. He wanted to pinch himself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming.

They exchanged pleasantries, and he nervously followed her into the main dining area where the Maître D’ waited to show them to their private room.

It was a classic five star setup: white linen on the table, silverware, crystal glasses and fresh-cut flowers. Flowers! He wondered if he should have brought her some. Was it done on a first date? There was also an open fire and soft music playing. He hoped it was romantic enough, but not too romantic in case she thought he was just after sex. In all honesty, that was part of the idea, if things worked out between them, but he hardly expected it would happen tonight or any time soon.

“This is lovely,” she said, taking her seat. “I’m so glad there’s a fire.” She slipped off her shawl. “Now I don’t have to wear this.”

Samuel was also glad he was sitting down because he got an instant erection. The dress was what women called a ‘strappy number,’ which basically meant she had a lot of cleavage on display. Damn, she was blessed in that department! ‘Well-endowed’ didn’t do justice to the perfect round globes that rose and fell with each breath. She wasn’t wearing a bra either, so he could see her nipples making peaks in the silky fabric. Hell, it was lucky she had such a pretty face, and such captivating brown eyes, otherwise there was no way he would get through the evening without staring at her chest.

They ordered drinks and indulged in more chitchat, the usual getting to know one another kind of talk. After a few more drinks and the entrée, Samuel felt himself relax into her company. She was a real catch! How had he got so lucky?

“I have one of your apps on my phone,” she said. “It’s really good. No wonder you’ve become such a success. Just how successful is your company, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Well, it’s not publicly listed, so nobody knows what we earn other than my accountant, who charges me a lot for the privilege of keeping that fact a secret. Let’s just say, if I sold up now, I could afford to retire.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“On the Moon,” he added.

She giggled.

“I’m serious,” he said. “I know it’s not done these days, but I hope you’ll let me pay for dinner. Believe me, this place is expensive, but I can afford it.”

At that, she picked up her purse, retrieved the notebook and put another tick against a list.

“If you don’t mind me asking… what’s in your notebook?” he asked.

“It’s just a list. Every girl has a list.”

He shrugged. “A list of what?”

“Their criteria for a model husband.” She smiled.

Samuel’s heart fluttered. This was going surprisingly well for a first date! He wondered what was on the list and how many criteria she had. Regardless, he’d now earned two ticks. And that was much better than two crosses.

* * *

They had a second date the following weekend. Chloe arrived in a high-neckline, primary red dress with a skirt so short Samuel had trouble speaking for several minutes without stuttering.

He calmed down after a few drinks and managed to make conversation. He allowed himself to get lost in her soft, brown eyes and realised after only seeing her three times, he was utterly besotted.

After the meal, he took her home in a cab.

“Come in for five minutes,” she said.

He told the cab driver to wait and gave him a healthy tip for the privilege. Chloe took his hand and led him up the stairs. She lived in a narrow two-storey terrace house and had tastefully decorated it in the latest fashion colours. She clearly had an eye for expensive furnishings too.

It felt so odd. He had more money than she could dream of, yet if she saw his place, she’d think he earned a middle management salary.

“Thank you for dinner,” she said, lacing her fingers around his neck.

Without thinking, his hands went to the gorgeous, wide curves of her hips. She immediately took his hands away.

“You can look, but not touch,” she said.

“Er, okay,” he replied. What woman didn’t like to be touched? It was strange, but he had to respect her wishes. Who knew her reasons? Maybe she was a virgin. Perhaps it would be different once they’d gotten to know one another better. He hoped they were going to make it that far.

“I’m allowed to touch you though,” she said, with her hand at his nape to draw him in for a kiss.

She didn’t kiss him like she was a virgin. She kissed him like a woman who knew how to drive men wild in bed. Her tongue probed his mouth as if searching for lost treasure. She savoured every part of it, from the corners of his lips to as deep as her tongue could reach.

Then he felt her hand on his crotch, cupping his balls and moving up to his swollen erection. It only took a few rubs to make him cum. He couldn’t conceal his orgasm and let out a deep moan. She let out a short satisfied laugh and held his lower lip between her teeth as he shot his load into his pants.

“If I didn’t know better, I’d suggest you’re beginning to like me,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he said, looking down with shame. “It has been quite a long time since I’ve been with a woman.”

“Don’t be sorry,” she answered. “I’m beginning to like you too, Mr Downs.”

* * *

After that night, Samuel couldn’t wait to see Chloe again. She was all he could think about. His libido had cranked up a few gears too, and he was masturbating once or twice a day, always with her pictured in his mind, remembering her kiss and delicate touch.

However, she made him wait a full week to see her again. He invited her to his apartment for dinner. Naturally, he had hired a professional chef and catering company to arrange everything, including the cleaning and the washing up.

Although his apartment was tidier than he usually kept it, he wanted her to see him for who he really was, a simple man, not living the lifestyle of the rich.

Although nobody would describe Chloe as a modest dresser, she took the invitation to his home as an excuse to look more devastating than ever. She wore a tiny black satin strapless dress that made her breasts look like they could pop out at any moment. It was so short it barely covered her panties.

“It’s very… modest,” she said, looking around his apartment.

He felt the need to justify himself. “Just because I’m rich—”

“There’s no need to explain,” she said. “I like this about you. Men can become very funny with money.”

As he had observed twice before, she took out her notebook, found the same page and put a big tick against an item on a list. Curiosity might have tempted him to take a peek, but he used the break in eye contact to look at the delicious valley between her breasts and her long, bare legs. She didn’t say he wasn’t allowed to look, even if he wasn’t allowed to touch.

For Samuel, dinner and drinks weren’t romantic. It was more of an extreme test of his resolve not to break her rule. How the hell could any man restrain himself from ripping off her flimsy dress and taking her straight away?

He knew the answer, in his case at least. He realised he had to admit it to himself. Although he barely knew her, he was head over heels in love. And if he were to have any hope of winning her love in return, he would have to soothe his savage desires, no matter how much she tempted him.

Perhaps she was testing his integrity as a man. Whatever the reason, he hoped the ‘no touching rule’ wouldn’t last too long.

At the end of the evening, she looked up at him with a longing in her eyes that made his heart soften and his cock go hard as a rock.

“Samuel, would it be all right if I kissed you again?”

He swallowed hard, went over to his armchair and sat on his hands.

“Yes, it would be much better than all right if you did.”

She let out a small laugh. “What on earth are you doing?”

He tugged at his arms. “This is the only way I can keep my hands off you, short of you tying me up.”

“Now there’s a delicious thought! And I do like a man who’s a quick study,” she said, once again taking out her notebook to place a tick on her list.

Then she sauntered across the room, her wide hips swaying in the most delightful manner.

“Quick studies get lucky,” she said, sitting on his lap as if she were riding a horse sidesaddle.

Hell, it was tormenting to be so close to her. She filled his vision, her perfume tantalised his nose and now he also felt the warmth of her beautiful round bottom on his legs. Her skirt, what there was of it, had ridden up enough for him to see she was wearing matching black silk panties, the tiny triangle of fabric barely enough to cover her pussy.

Then, he was only aware of her lips. She gave him soft, sweet little kisses at first, making him desperately hungry for more. Her hand went to his crotch, again cupping his balls before rubbing his shaft. The moment filled him with so much suppressed lust, it was all too much, and he immediately came in his pants.

As before, at the moment of release, she bit his lip and giggled until he had finished. As quickly as it had all happened, it was over. She collected her purse and bid him goodnight.

* * *

She made him cum in moments at the end of their next date too. He berated himself for cumming so soon. She was driving him crazy with lust, yet he had to hold everything back because he was resolute about not breaking her rule. At least she touched and kissed him, albeit briefly.

As much as it was frustrating, he knew he couldn’t complain. That was, until she didn’t sit on his lap the following week, or the week after that. His hormones went into overdrive, and he was jerking himself off like an adolescent every day over her.

He felt he couldn’t ask her to touch him. Men and women were wired differently with sexual gratification. To expect it would be wrong. He had to wait for her to touch him freely again, or she would think he was a pervert.

While he felt it was strange, some people had no physical contact at all until they were married. In some parts of the world, the first time some men and women met was on their wedding day.

He gasped as all the pieces of an idea came together. As it took root, he knew what he had to do.

At their next date at his apartment, he asked her to sit down. She looked typically ravishing in a white, crushed silk dress. It was long in the skirt but showed plenty of cleavage.

He took it as a sign he was taking the right course of action. He got down on one knee and presented her with a small square box.

“Chloe, I’m not a man of many words. I want you to know I love you and I’d be honoured if you would be my wife.” As he opened the box, he silently added, ‘if I meet all the criteria on your list.’

As she looked at the enormous diamond that would cost the average person a year’s salary, she gently bit one of her long fingernails between her perfect teeth.

“I was wondering if you were going to ask me at all.”

“Is that a ‘yes’?” he said, unable to keep his voice steady.

“Here’s your answer,” she said.

With surprising ease, she found her panties through her dress and worked them down her legs. Slipping them off, she put them back up under her dress as she opened her legs.

Samuel watched, transfixed, as she appeared to rub them against her pussy. She let out a small moan as if she were in pain.

“It’s just so tight in there. It takes a bit of effort to push them all the way in.”

Samuel breathed slowly, trying to calm his racing heart. She’d taken off her panties and pushed them into her pussy? He watched as she rubbed herself for a few minutes until she was panting and moaning. He wished she had at least lifted her skirt so he could see, but his imagination was doing an adequate job of picturing what was happening under there.

Finally, she pulled out her panties, stood up and tucked them into his shirt pocket. Then she took the ring and slipped it onto the third finger of her left hand.

* * *

Samuel dined out on her panties for three days, holding them to his nose as he jerked himself off. They smelled divine, deliciously buttery and sweet. He slept with them under his pillow, guarding them jealously, as if they might somehow get lost. When the scent of her sweet pussy faded, he reminded himself she had said ‘yes,’ in her own peculiar but incredibly sexy way. On their wedding night, he would have her at last.

It all happened in a whirlwind. With an unlimited budget, Chloe simply organised her perfect wedding day with no need for compromises. He didn’t care. The wedding day was the bride’s chance to shine. As long as she was happy, he couldn’t care less what she did.

On the day of the wedding, he only had eyes for her. He couldn’t have imagined a more beautiful bride. She wore a classic wedding dress with a veil and a long, elegant skirt. It showed just enough cleavage to carry the promise of a special night ahead.

Finally, the moment arrived when they could leave the reception and make their way to the penthouse suite at the top of the hotel. Chloe looked radiant as he presented her with his gift, a diamond necklace with a single teardrop pendant that was worth more than a new European car. As he fitted it around her neck, feeling that he had at last claimed his perfect bride, a thought suddenly occurred to him.

“Now that we’re married, can I ask what criteria you had on your notebook list?”

She appeared to float over to the bar, where a bottle of Champagne Bollinger waited in an ice bucket. She popped the cork, poured two glasses and offered him one.

“A toast first, then I’ll tell you,” she said.

“To you!” he said, raising his glass and draining it in one gulp.

She sipped hers and put it on the expansive solid oak coffee table. Fetching her purse, she rummaged around for her notebook. Samuel’s vision blurred a little. The champagne seemed to have gone straight to his head. Then his legs threatened to give way. He flopped onto the luxurious leather couch and tried to clear his head. Chloe sat beside him and opened her notebook.

“Well, being rich is obviously at the top of the list. You certainly got a tick for that. Then there was ‘hard worker.’ That was the one I ticked the night we met. There’s also ‘cute’ but that’s optional. You got a tick anyway. And you got two ticks on our third date. One for ‘not flamboyant’ and one for ‘no touching’.”

“Is that all?” he asked, feeling much more numbed by the champagne than he liked. He hoped he had the stamina for sex. That would definitely be his one and only glass.

“No, there’s one more item and I haven’t ticked it yet.”

She held out the notebook so he could read the list. The only item unchecked on her list read: snipped.

His head was too foggy to make sense of it. What did that mean? She slid off the couch onto the carpet and spread his legs. Even though he couldn’t offer any resistance, he didn’t want to either.

“The problem with being a normal trophy wife is that a girl is obliged to keep her husband happy in bed. I don’t want to be obliged to have sex with you to keep you happy. That’s just going to make you frustrated because I know you’ll want to put your cock in me as often as possible.”

She struck a pose, with her magnificent breasts thrust out. “What man wouldn’t want this as often as he could get it?”

She undid his belt and zipper and slid off his pants so he was naked from the waist down. Taking what looked like a manicure set from her purse, she opened it and tied what looked like a tourniquet to his ball sac. He wanted to ask her what she was doing, but he was having trouble speaking.

“I have two favourite pastimes,” she continued. “They’re both based on give and take. The first is spending a man’s money and getting him to shower me with attention and gifts. It goes hand in hand with my other hobby. You see, I like to find lonely men and get them totally infatuated with me. I flirt and tease them with glimpses of my gorgeous body, not too much, just enough to make them want to see more. Over time, I get them so worked up, their cocks are just aching to have sex and they can’t stop jerking themselves off over me.”

She stroked his thigh with her fingertips. “Don’t worry, darling. I know you were too. Who could blame you? And believe me, you’ve been luckier than any other man, getting my sweet kisses and special rubs. Anyway, once I know a man is so desperate that he’s losing his wits with lust, I let him think we’re finally going to have sex. He can’t wait to find out what it’s going to be like, but you see, I like leading men on. And I like being mean. It gets me so wet! When a man finally realises this, it’s too late, because I slip him a little pill, just like the one I’ve slipped you. It leaves you wide awake and fully aware, but utterly helpless.”

She mimed scissors opening and closing with her forefingers. “And that’s when I get out my special scissors and snip off his balls.”

“They… you… what?” said Samuel groggily, barely finding his voice. Had he heard her right?

“It’s a give and take thing. They have two lovely balls to give, and I love to take them.” Her mood softened, and she raised herself up to give him a gentle kiss on the tip of his nose.

“The best part is when I’ve finished, when I get to show him his balls floating in my preserving jar. That’s when I tease him about the fact his pee-pee is going to shrivel. And I adore the look on his face when I get to tell him he’s never going to cum… ever… again.”

She let out a sigh. “Honestly, working a nine to five doesn’t leave a girl much time for her hobbies, so that’s why I need a sugar daddy to look after me. But, darling, I’m afraid you have to be snipped too.”

She stood up and unzipped her dress. “Don’t worry, darling. I won’t be so mean to you. You’ll get to see what you’ll be missing while I snip you. No other man gets to be that lucky. It’s my wedding present to you.”

With the grace and precision of a professional dancer, she slipped out of her dress. Underneath, she had packaged her mouthwatering curves in the sexiest white lingerie: a satin corset that hugged her slim waist and pushed up her breasts, tiny panties that barely covered her mound and wrapped around her thigh was a lace garter. The corset went next. As she undid the clips, her breasts sprang free like two wondrous balloons that once released, swelled to full size and sighed with relief as they stood up proud.

All Samuel could think about was how magnificent they were and how she would never let him touch them.

She picked up a pair of small silver scissors and made two small snips, one to each of the bands holding her panties in place. They fell away, treating him to the view of her naked pussy. It was totally hairless and smooth, groomed to perfection, completely exposing her sex.

“Two snips for me, and now two snips for you,” she said. “It’s time to transform my ideal man into my model husband.”

Dressed only in her veil and the garter, she went to work on his sac. “Something old, something new…” she said, while she worked. “… something borrowed, something blue… and a nice big pair of juicy balls to snip. Oh, I know the last line doesn’t rhyme, but who wants a sixpence in your shoe when you can trim a man instead?”

He couldn’t see what she was doing until he saw her lift a small white gland attached to a slender cord from between his legs. She gave him the same mischievous wink as she had done on the first night they had met, making sure she gave him a clear view of the scissors, positioned on the cord as she snipped it.

She let out a contented sigh and worked on the next one. With the drugs flooding his body, he couldn’t do anything but watch as she withdrew the last piece of his manhood. He closed his eyes and heard the scissors snipping the cord.

“What a perfect wedding day,” she purred, threading a needle with a fine nylon suture. She hummed The Wedding March while she sealed his incisions. When she had finished, she gave him a sweet smile and lay down beside him.

Wrapping her arm over his chest, she whispered in his ear. “Oh darling, I can’t describe how perfectly happy I am right now.”

She gave him a playful press on his cheek with the tip of her nose. “You’ll come to accept that it’s best this way. I’m sure you know the old saying… happy wife, happy life!”


An Overactive Imagination

Jasmine had seen the tall, dark and handsome man seven times now. He always boarded the train at Central Station and always sat in the facing seat on the opposite side of the carriage.

It was perfect and very deliberate positioning. From there, he could look at her when he thought she didn’t know he was doing so. Although, he quickly turned his head away and pretended as if he were looking elsewhere if they made eye contact.

How could such a hunk be so shy? Surely women were falling over themselves to have him! Judging by his suit, which fitted him much too well to be anything other than a made-to-measure, he had a healthy bank account too. And no wedding ring.

Handsome, wealthy and eligible. What wasn’t there to like about him?

When another passenger asked him for the time, he looked them squarely in the eye and spoke with a confident tone as he gave the answer. He wasn’t shy at all, only with her.

Without being modest, she knew she did more than stir men’s loins. Her exotic bloodline had afforded her stunning looks: long, thick and straight jet black hair, bright green eyes and golden skin. All she needed was a liberal amount of mascara applied to her long eyelashes and a generous amount of lip gloss to make men go weak at the knees.

On top of this, she had a petite, but curvaceous body and long, slender legs. Who could blame the handsome man for being shy? But didn’t he know it worked both ways?

While he might be nursing a throbbing cock, her pussy was much wetter than she would have preferred while on public transport. Anticipating she would see him again, she’d taken the precaution of wearing two sanitary pads, but she could still feel the moisture building between her thighs.

Damn, he was sexy! As she undressed him in her head, she could imagine his hard, muscular body, his big, powerful cock and two juicy balls. Well, she hoped he had a big, thick cock. It was always hard to tell when undressing a man in her mind, but she had a good imagination.

Maybe she would have to make the first move. It was certainly more acceptable these days for a woman to make the first move on a man. What on earth would she say? What brings you here? Yes, that was safe, but on a train the answer was somewhat obvious.

Excuse me, sir, I’m conducting a random survey of men’s abs. Would you mind if I looked at yours?

Jasmine let out a long, slow sigh. Ah, there was no easy way to meet a stranger without being taken for a stalker. She closed her eyes and listened to the rhythmic clatter of the wheels on the tracks while she gave it more thought.

* * *

“So, what brings you here?” The man’s voice was deep, rich and smooth.

Jasmine looked up. It was him! He’d changed seats and was now sitting opposite her, still looking nervous but now getting them under control.

“Um… I’m heading home,” she said.

Damn! She’d given the obvious question the deserved answer. He might think she was trying to give him an immediate brush off. What could she say to get this opportunity back on track?

“Hi, I’m Barrett,” he said.

His charcoal eyes made her pussy burn with longing. “J—Jasmine,” she said. Making words was extraordinarily difficult.

“Look, it’s never easy to start a conversation without looking like a stalker, so I’ll just take the risk and say I’ve noticed you every time I’ve been on the train. Would you like to grab a coffee with me sometime?”

A coffee?! If they weren’t surrounded by other people, or on a moving vehicle, but that was less relevant, she would’ve liked to go straight to the part where she straddled him and stuck her tongue in his mouth.

“That would be…”

She quickly thought it through. Great? No, too eager. Men didn’t go for too eager, even if they were already keen. Nice? Hell, no! Vanilla ice cream is nice. A bird singing in a tree is nice. A hot sexy man asking you out on a date—even if it’s just coffee—is awesome!

“Acceptable?” he said, offering a word to finish her sentence.

She nodded and smiled. Not with teeth though. Her teeth were dazzling, but she was still stuck on trying not to seem too eager. Oh, how her pussy disagreed with her head though! It was fine with being eager. The faster his big cock could be inside it, the better!

“There’s a new French patisserie I’ve been meaning to try close to the next station.”

“What’s stopped you?”

“Haven’t had the right company,” he replied, making her pussy ache even more.

“You want to go now?”

“Sure!” Her pussy was definitely speaking for her now. But she was okay with that.

They got off at the next station and Barrett led the way to the patisserie. He walked with such a smooth, confident stride, Jasmine couldn’t take her eyes off him. Damn, he had such a cute butt too!

They exchanged the usual ‘get to know you’ information. He was a successful commercial lawyer. Why he needed to commute on the train was beyond her. He probably owned at least three luxury cars.

She explained she was a vet. As she told him this, he nodded as if he already knew.

The patisserie was flamboyantly French, with accordion music, pictures of the Eiffel Tower and servers dressed in striped shirts and black berets. They picked a quiet corner, ordered coffee and a light snack.

“I have a confession,” he said. “I’ve been doing more than watching you since I first saw you on the train.”

“I know,” she said. Was it too soon to admit the same? No. She could play a little hard to get for at least another thirty seconds.

“I have the connections to find out things about people. Unfortunately, that comes across like I’m a stalker, so that’s why I’ve been so nervous about approaching you. I hope that’s not off-putting?”

Hell, she could get herself off in minutes just listening to his voice alone. But now he was working for it, there was no harm in making him work harder.

She cocked an eyebrow. “That’s why you already knew my name and what I did for a job,” she said, deliberately as a statement, not a question.

“Yes. I want to be completely honest with you. Sometimes people meet by chance. Sometimes it’s fate. This was fate.”

If his cock was nice and thick, she was fine with chance or fate.

“I understand why you were nervous,” she said, realising that this was an admission she had been watching him too.

He didn’t appear to notice, as he was building himself up, the way lawyers do, when they’re about to make a proclamation. “I have another confession to make,” he said, with eyes downcast. “I hope you don’t hate me when I tell you.”

“No, never!” she said.

What could be so important? Did he have a dark past? No, that couldn’t be possible if he was a lawyer. They had to have a totally clean record, at least on paper anyway. What was he afraid to tell her? It wasn’t like they were lovers, although she hoped that was going to change, and soon.

“The reason I wanted to meet you was to fulfil a dream.”

Jasmine looked at him sideways. Okay, important sounding, kind of flattering, but very obscure.

“Elaborate,” she said, reaching across the table and placing her finger under his chin to meet his gaze.

He looked at her with such passion burning in his eyes, her panties got damp again. She’d have to remind herself to leave the house with several pairs if they were going to see each other regularly.

“I’ll just come straight out with it,” he said. “I’ve always wanted to be castrated.”

Jasmine swallowed. Had she heard him right? Did he say ‘castrated’? She asked him as much.

He nodded. “But not by just anyone, not like an operation. I’ve always wanted to have it done in the most intimate way, by a beautiful woman at the height of sexual ecstasy.”

“Wow!” she said. “Now that’s something a girl doesn’t hear every day!”

Strange sense of humour? Entirely possible. Up to this point, he had been too good to be true. This character flaw made him human, which was good, because she still wanted to have sex with him. Lots of sex, especially if his cock was as thick as she imagined. She could play along with his joke.

“Um… do you mind if I ask why?”

Barrett cleared his throat. “I think, deep down, every man harbours the desire to surrender his sex to a goddess. I’m thirty-five and the most virile I’ll ever be in my life, at the peak of my sexual power. Sure, I could go on having sex with women, but I’m not interested in the gradual decline, losing enthusiasm for it, or the ability to perform. I want to go out with the biggest bang a man can get, having a woman take me to the brink of orgasm, then penetrate me and pluck them out as I cum.”

She looked him in the face, waiting for a smirk, a twitch or even a twinkle in his eye.

He looked right back at her, calm and assured.

“Hell, you’re actually serious!” she gasped.

He answered her with a single nod.

“I mean… well… no, I don’t really know what I mean,” she stammered.

This time, he gently touched her arm to make her look him in the eye. “I’ve done my research, checked the facts. When it’s done at the moment of orgasm, it gives a man sublime pleasure beyond anything he can experience having normal sex. Sure, it’s a onetime thing, but I want to experience it while I’m at my sexual peak.”

“But… then… you won’t be able—”

He presented his palms. “One man I spoke to described it as ‘divine’.”

“… divine?” she whispered, as the sincerity of his request sank in.

“Yes. He told me he never regretted it for a moment. In fact, his parting comment was that he wished he’d done it sooner.”

“I’m lost for words,” she said, feeling her lip quiver as she spoke. She mopped her flushed cheeks with a tissue. “So, how do I fit in?” As she asked the question, she knew the answer. “You want me to be the woman to do it?”

He nodded. “If you’re willing. I know you’re a vet, so I’m sure it’s a procedure you do almost every day.”

“Well, yes, it’s basically the same procedure for any male mammal—”

He ignored her protest and continued to state his case. “And you’re stunningly beautiful—”

“But I’ve never done it to a man before,” she added quickly.

“I know it’s a lot to ask. I’ll pay you extremely well for it, whatever you want.”

Jasmine decided to test his conviction. Maybe this was an elaborate practical joke after all. “Okay, a million dollars!”

He pulled his cheque book from his inner lapel pocket and started to fill it in. “I’ll get the paperwork prepared. In case anyone asks, it’ll prove this was my choice and that I asked you to do it with a sound mind and of my own free will. I’ll also make sure the money is determined to be a gift and not a fee for services. There’s no reason you should lose a cent to the tax man.”

Jasmine blew out a breath. Good grief! He was a lawyer through and through.

“Wait! That was just a test, to find out if you were serious. It’s quite a big thing you’ve asked of me. You’ll have to let me think it over.”

He put his cheque book back in his pocket. “I understand,” he said, holding out his hand to assist her from her chair. He planted a soft kiss on her forehead. “You’re a truly special woman, Jasmine. Whatever you decide, it has been a privilege to meet you at last.”

For the next three days, as she expected, Barrett did not catch the train. He had no need. It had all been a means to meet her and make his most unusual request.

She stewed on it, unable to decide what she wanted to do. She couldn’t remove a man’s balls… could she? Of course she could! She removed them from dogs, cats, rabbits, Guinea pigs and many other animals every day.

But a man was different. He was different. He was six plus feet of male sex appeal in a suit. She wanted his balls slapping against her inner thighs as he pounded her pussy, not floating in a preserving jar… or whatever he planned to do with them.

She played their conversation over and over in her mind, unable to form a conclusion either way. Then she remembered the moment he had said, “Every man harbours the desire to surrender his sex to a goddess.”

He didn’t simply see her as an opportunity to get himself neutered. He saw her as a goddess, his goddess. Her pussy tingled and grew warm and wet the more she considered it. She’d been thinking about it as a vet, not as a woman. She’d been thinking about it as an operation, not as a sexual act.

Now the idea had shifted from the former to the latter in her mind, she saw it in an altogether different light. Having sex was wonderful, but sex culminating in a man surrendering his manhood was an incredible privilege, especially if he had chosen her to be the recipient of his most precious gift. It was much more than a wild romp. It was a celebration of sexuality, a beginning, not an end.

She called him and told him she had decided. They arranged to meet at her house on Saturday night to go through with it.

Saturday night seemed to arrive in the blink of an eye. Jasmine was nervous but excited. She washed, did her make-up and slipped into a green silk robe that matched her eyes.

Then she readied the house, turning off all the lights and lighting dozens of candles of all shapes and sizes, so the room was a sea of soft light and gently wavering flames. She also lit an oil burner, and soon there was the subtle scent of ginger and roses in the air.

Finally, she poured two glasses of wine, simply to take the edge off their nerves. She wanted a clear head for the night of pleasures ahead.

When Barrett arrived, he also appeared to be feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. He’d dressed in a simple shirt with dress pants and looked utterly delectable. She welcomed him inside.

“I like what you’ve done with your place,” he said, “almost as much as what you’ve done with yourself.”

She took him to the couch, where they sat side by side and enjoyed the wine.

“Thank you again,” he said. “This can’t have been easy for you.”

She touched his leg. “Once I’d got my head around it, I understood what a beautiful experience it would be. I should be the one thanking you.”

“You’re much too kind,” he replied, getting out his cheque book.

“Stop! I can’t take your money. Or rather, I won’t take your money.”

He looked up, worry lines creasing his forehead. She took the cheque book from his hands and set it on the coffee table.

“This is one of the most special moments of your life. The woman who gives it to you should do it freely, with her whole heart.”

She reached up and took him by the nape of his neck and pulled him to her for a soft, tender kiss. “And with passion,” she finished.

She allowed her kisses to let him know just how passionate she was feeling at this moment, probing his mouth with her tongue. He tasted deliciously of man, like dark chocolate and spice.

When they both came up for air, she suggested they move to the bedroom. She’d prepared her bedroom the same as the lounge, with dozens of candles and a romantic scent in the air.

“Allow me to lead,” she said, untying her robe and letting it slip from her shoulders to the floor. “We should be completely naked, just a man and a woman in a celebration of our sexuality.”

He followed suit, removing his clothes and setting them aside. Jasmine bit her lower lip. He was a superb specimen of masculinity, athletic and strong, with sharply defined muscles.

“Let me admire you,” she said, running her fingers over his hard chest and down his rippling abdomen. His cock was superb, already swollen and ready, and his balls were large, round and heavy in her hand.

She spread two towels on the bed, one for each of them to sit on.

“I want us to share every part of this experience together,” she said, spreading her legs before him to give him a full view of her sex. “When I say completely naked, that means down here too.”

She dabbed shaving cream on her small triangle of hair. It was a brief exercise to shave herself bare as she always kept herself well-groomed. With a wipe of a hot towel, her sex was fully exposed.

His eyes remained transfixed on her pussy and she felt certain that if circumstances were different, he would be on his knees, tonguing her until she creamed in his mouth, which would take about thirty seconds in her current mood.

“Now it’s your turn,” she said, squatting between his legs.

She buzzed off his pubic hair, leaving only a fine covering. Then she applied shaving cream all over. With one hand holding his cock, giving it long, slow, sensuous strokes, she shaved him bare. Starting at the base of his cock, she removed all the hair from his pubic mound, saving his balls for last.

“This is better than I imagined,” he whispered. “You’re amazing!”

“You’re just saying that because I showed you my pussy,” she teased.

“No, I mean it,” he said. “Although you do have a very sexy pussy.”

“Well, you’re going to get to know it much better soon,” she said, finishing the shave with the hot towel.

She took his cock in one hand, stroking it once more. She took his balls in the other and gently rolled them through her fingers.

“You have a big, manly cock and beautiful balls,” she purred. “It’s not too late to change your mind. A girl could get quite used to having a cock like this around when she’s feeling horny.”

“I want to go through with it. I’m just so happy you’re going to be the one.” He took her hands in his and held them to his bare chest. “Surely, now, you understand…”

She kissed him tenderly. “I think so. Losing your virginity was the first time. This… will be the last.”

He nodded. “I don’t know what it was like for you the first time. For me, it was more awkward and embarrassing than exciting. I’d barely got it inside and the sensation made me cum straight away.”

She slipped her hands free and ran her fingertips over his freshly shaved groin. He gasped with pleasure at her touch.

“Not tonight,” she said. “I’m going to make you last as long as possible. First, I want to worship your balls.”

She positioned him face down on the bed with his face on a pillow and his ass in the air with his legs spread. She oiled the tight button of his asshole and knelt down.

She started with gentle kisses, then began to suck, working his balls into her mouth one at a time. They tasted wonderful, and she savoured each one in her mouth for many minutes. While she pleasured his balls, she slid her middle finger into his ass until she found the small, soft dome of his prostate.

He moaned softly as she massaged it, easing more cum into his balls. Turning over, she eased her head underneath him so she could take his cock into her mouth. There was already a delicious treat waiting for her, and she licked the glistening drop of pre-cum from the head of his cock with the tip of her tongue.

Still massaging his prostate, she licked his head like a lollipop, working her tongue into the slit, eager for more of his salty juices. Listening to his throaty moans, she made sure she didn’t let his pleasure build too fast, easing back to small kisses and nibbles along the length of his shaft before returning to his head for more sensual sucking.

Feeling his balls were now hard and full, she urged him to roll over onto his back. His cock was twitching, and she was itching to have it inside her.

Straddling his hips, she took his throbbing shaft and guided it to her entrance, feeling her pussy lips stretch to fit it inside. Damn, he was so thick too! If she wasn’t so wet, she would need a lot of lube to take such a thick cock inside her.

She slowly eased herself down on him, feeling him go deep inside her, making her pussy ache with the pleasure of being filled. Riding him was pure joy. She planted her hands on his rock-hard chest and took her time easing him in and out of her pussy, making each stroke last as long as she could.

Soon, the pressure of each thrust was driving her wild as she worked herself up and down on his cock. The walls of her pussy tightened around him, burning with pleasure and flowing outward through her body to her fingertips and toes. She shuddered, her inner walls clenching as her orgasm came on hard. She felt his hands on her hips, holding his cock deep inside her as she moaned with pleasure.

“I’m close,” he said, his voice husky with the build-up of his own orgasm.

She eased herself off him, her pussy sore from the ride, but in all the right ways. Her heart fluttered at the idea of what came next, but she was determined to go through with it.

Her hands went to work with the practised ease of having performed a task many hundreds of times. He lay down with his legs apart, slowly massaging his shaft to maintain his readiness, offering himself to her in sublime submission.

The ecstasy swelled in her, making her pussy throb with desire, building rapidly with such intense pleasure like she’d never known before. She readied him for the climax, making a small, neat incision to each side of his sac.

One by one, she eased each testicle out, giving herself several inches of cord. Then she took over from him to stroke his cock, circling the tip with her thumb. He was throbbing in her hand and let out a deep groan as he climaxed. His cock pulsed as he began to empty himself.

Her pussy burned as she readied the scissors to snip the first cord. She could feel her juices running down her inner thighs as she made the cut. It was so simple, so sweet. But the second cut was euphoric.

Barrett’s moans of pleasure changed from animal release to deep satisfaction. His cock continued to pulse and pump as if he were still shooting out jets of cum. He gasped and groaned long past the time it normally took a man to enjoy his release.

Jasmine wasn’t going to miss out. She quickly hopped back on top of him and took him into her pussy. It was even harder and thicker than before, and twitched inside her as his orgasm continued without pause.

She came immediately, feeling the juices flood between her legs. Collapsing onto his chest, they held one another while they experienced pleasure and fulfilment that was nothing short of divine.

People fixated on losing their virginity as being the defining sexual moment of their lives, but the first time could never equal the last. It was a perfect moment and the single greatest sexual experience of her life.

* * *

As a sizeable woman flopped into the chair beside her, Jasmine opened her eyes. She let out a long sigh as her daydream slipped away. The train continued to rattle over the tracks as it took her home.

Amazingly, they had only passed two stations in the time she had imagined having the beautiful experience with Barrett… if that was even his name.

She really had an overactive imagination and hoped she hadn’t wet the seat. She laughed softly at herself. As if that scenario could actually happen! And even if it did, what were the odds it would happen to her?

First and foremost, she wasn’t even a vet. She was a hairdresser who worked at the boutique shopping strip in the Eastern Suburbs. The man sitting diagonally opposite her didn’t want her to conduct a deeply intimate ceremony where she would snip off his balls.

Sure, she had read somewhere that some men fantasised about it, but actually wanting to get it done was an entirely different prospect. She felt certain he was quite attached to his manhood and didn’t want to be deprived of his sexual power.

Fantasies aside, in reality, he was very good looking and it would be a waste to let him go without even trying to get to know him. Sometimes it was up to the girl to take the initiative.

She rose from her seat, crossed the aisle and sat down opposite him.

“So, what brings you here?” she said.

He looked up, evidently surprised. “Er… commuting?” he said.

“Hi, I’m Jasmine,” she said, offering him her hand. “I’ve seen you on this route several times now.”

“Grayson,” he said, taking her hand and gently shaking it. “Um… yeah, I’ve noticed you too.”

Jasmine gave him her sweetest smile, the one that put a lump in a man’s throat and his pants. “Would you like to get a coffee with me? There’s a new French patisserie close to the next station.”

“Yeah, that sounds—”

“Acceptable?” she said, finishing his sentence.

“Most acceptable!” he said.

Gosh, he was delicious, even if his name was Grayson and not Barrett. She hadn’t even come close to imagining his actual name! It was just a silly daydream, an idle fantasy, all made up… except for one detail.

To be a good hairdresser, one had to enjoy the art of cutting. But she wasn’t a good hairdresser, she was an exceptional hairdresser, well-versed in the art of trimming a man up top with her big scissors… and down below with her little ones. She licked her lips. And giving him two naughty snips was so much more enjoyable when he didn’t know it was coming.


Happy Anniversary

Kurt rolled over and smelled the delicate, sweet vanilla scent of Brittany’s hair. He cautiously slid his arm around her to nestle into her back.

She stirred and wriggled into him, neatly planting his firm cock between her butt cheeks. He eased his arm up her waist to get a handful of her breast. She had such lovely breasts, so round and full. In almost ten years of marriage, he hadn’t once tired of the sight, touch or taste of them.

Nor had his cock, which was now hard as a rod and raring to go. Why did it have to be pointed right at her ass? There wasn’t much that was off limits in their lovemaking, but that was one position they’d never fully explored.

They’d tried once because Brittany knew he wanted it. As soon as he had worked it inside her, he knew she wasn’t enjoying it at all. He’d hoped she might take to it. Some women were supposed to really enjoy anal sex, but not his Brittany. What had started as a thrilling new adventure in their lovemaking quickly fizzled out and died.

Now, to satisfy that urge, he had to resort to his right hand and porn videos. He especially liked the ones where the woman lay on her back on an elevated surface, so the man could enter her ass and still play with her breasts. That was the ultimate tits and ass experience as far as Kurt was concerned, and he was 100% a tits and ass man.

So, he contented himself with the first 50% and gently squeezed her soft breasts, hoping he might wake her in the right mood for a little more energetic activity. She stirred and linked her fingers through his, but instead of encouraging him to explore further, she pulled his hand away.

“There’s no sex for you, mister. Not for another two weeks,” she said, with a sly tone in her voice.

He pressed his erection into the warm cleft of her butt cheeks. No sex? Not likely! He repositioned his hand on her thigh, where he could slide it into her panties. Brittany could be a tease if she wanted, but he knew just how to push her button to get her going. His cock was aching and his balls were hard. He wanted to be inside her now. She wriggled her firm, round bottom free from his probing cock and smacked his hand.

“I’m serious, Kurt!”

He went for it, pulling her back to him, sliding his hand into her panties and finding her clitoris.

“Don’t you dare, you bastard!” she said with an appreciative moan. “I’m not getting any for two weeks either.”

He didn’t understand what she was talking about, but then again, his mind was on another matter, the subject of warming up her pussy and sliding his cock inside her as quickly as he could.

“We’re both getting some now,” he said, smothering her shoulder with kisses.

She pushed him off, rolled over and gave him her ‘don’t mess with me’ stare. “Listen to me, Kurt! We’re not having sex for two weeks because I have made special arrangements for us.”

Kurt did some maths, which he didn’t enjoy doing at the best of times, but especially not when he had an erection that needed satisfaction. It was Friday. Their tenth anniversary was fifteen days away, not fourteen.

“Two weeks exactly?” he said.

She blinked to affirm his question.

“But that’s the night before our anniversary… I don’t get it.”

She stroked his cheek with her fingertips. “It’s lucky I didn’t marry you for your brains or your memory,” she said.

Kurt was feeling really confused now. “So, why are we waiting until the night before?”

“Do you remember when we got engaged, we agreed that if we lasted ten years, we would celebrate by fulfilling one forbidden fantasy, to get it out of our system.”

Kurt laughed nervously. “Yeah, but I kinda thought that was just pillow talk, the random promises lovers say to one another in the heat of the moment.”

Brittany looked deadly serious. “Allowing one another to fulfil that fantasy is an act of commitment. It means, I love you, I trust you and I don’t want you to have any regrets about anything.”

“Sacrifices are part of the deal,” said Kurt.

She kissed him tenderly. “Some sacrifices, but not all. I know you still fantasise about having anal sex,” she said. “You don’t delete your browser history.”

Kurt sputtered excuses.

“It’s okay, honey. I know we tried and it didn’t work out. I don’t blame you for being curious.” She gave him a cheeky grin. “Some of those videos are pretty wild!”

Kurt couldn’t believe his ears. “You watched them?”

“Sure. I may not have enjoyed it myself, but that doesn’t mean I’m not curious about what turns you on.”

Kurt gave her a playful slap on the backside. “C’mon, if we’re not having sex, at least we could have some coffee.”

He rolled out of bed, slipped into a robe and trotted downstairs to put on a brew. Brittany emerged a few minutes later, looking much too seductive in her robe, which revealed the deep crease of her generous cleavage and flashes of her long legs as she walked. She sat down at the kitchen table opposite, sipped her coffee and pulled a face. She slid the cup across the table to him.

“Ugh, you’ve mixed them up again. That’s your one, with sugar.”

Kurt swallowed a mouthful, grateful for the burn as it travelled down his throat, taking his mind off his twitching erection. “So, tell me about these arrangements,” he said.

Brittany’s big green eyes twinkled as she met his gaze. “I’ve booked us into a very exclusive establishment. You’re seeing Lady Natasha, who promises to service you thoroughly, the full pornstar experience, finishing with the grand finale, which I understand is her speciality.”

Kurt swallowed. He was thrilled and excited about the idea. At the same time, it felt weird. He hadn’t slept with any woman other than Brittany for over twelve years. He took another gulp of coffee and tried to straighten out his jumbled thoughts, which was difficult now he had a better view of Brittany’s breasts.

“But why can’t we have sex in the meantime?”

“Extra gas in the tank,” she replied. “If you cum too soon and it leaves you spent, you won’t make it to the grand finale. If you’re pumped full, you’ll be able to cum more than once without needing to take a break.”

He thought about it for a minute. Two weeks was a long time and he was ready to cum now.

As if she could read his mind, Brittany said, “We’ll stay dry together. Then, on the night of our anniversary, I want to hear every dirty detail at the restaurant, right before you take me up to our hotel room and screw me senseless.”

“Okay,” he said. “That’ll be worth it then.”

He topped up his coffee and added two sugars. There was still something missing though. Then it occurred to him. Their forbidden fantasy had to be something they couldn’t do for each other. The idea there was some way he couldn’t please her sexually was daunting, but he had to know.

“Um… so what fantasy will you be playing out?”

Brittany bit her lip. “It’s the one thing you can’t do for me,” she said, her voice husky with desire, “because you’re not a girl…”

Kurt’s eyes widened. “You’re—”

She nodded. “I’ve always wanted to know what it’s like to have a woman lick me to orgasm. Supposedly, a woman knows how to do it much better than a man because she knows every erogenous zone and how to tease them with her tongue.”

Kurt swallowed. Damn, he didn’t want to miss out on the chance to see that happen to Brittany! Imagining that scenario also wasn’t helping him to get off to a good start at staying dry for two weeks. His boner was ready to explode now.

“So, I’m getting pampered,” continued Brittany. “A massage, beauty treatment, a full wax…” She raised her eyebrows. “Everywhere… and then a gorgeous woman who specialises in cunnilingus is going to lick my pussy until I squirt. Do you want to know what else we’re doing?”

Kurt nodded, while his pulse went up another two gears.

“I’m going to have it filmed so you can watch later.”

Kurt pinched the back of his wrist as hard as he could, hoping the pain would take his mind off the vision that was driving his cock wild. “Ah, Brit, now you’ve put that idea in my head, I won’t last two weeks.”

She stood up, circled the table and sat down on his knee. “Does it turn you on? Do you like the idea of watching another woman licking my smooth, waxed pussy until I squirt?” She reached into his robe and gripped his erection. “Well, seeing as it’s technically just over two weeks, perhaps I can give you one for the road.”

She stroked his aching cock. “I know you like it when I get my pussy waxed,” she whispered in his ear, while she nibbled the lobe. “It’s so smooth and exposed, showing every detail of my pussy lips.”

Kurt groaned.

“Now think about the other woman, teasing my clit with the tip of her tongue—”

Brittany didn’t need to go on. She let out a mischievous giggle and licked his cum from her fingers.

“Mm… you have the yummiest spunk. Now, that is definitely the last time for two weeks. Don’t you go having any naughty thoughts in the meantime. If I find out you’ve let your idle hands go wandering, you’ll have to wait another ten years before you get any action.”

* * *

The first week was bearable. They didn’t cuddle in bed, Brittany made sure she kept the bathroom door closed when she was having a shower, and Kurt resisted taking sneaky looks at porn.

When he felt the build-up of cum kick in, he found it increasingly hard to concentrate on anything other than the thought of having anal sex with Lady Natasha, Brittany getting her pussy licked and making love to her on the night of their anniversary.

While Brittany was taking hot showers, he had to turn the temperature down to keep his mounting libido under control. However, he was determined to make it to the finish line because the reward would be worth it.

As the week went on, he became so preoccupied with the forthcoming celebration, he parked his car on the neighbour’s drive after work and wondered why his key wouldn’t unlock the front door.

By this time, his balls were so loaded up and ready to go, they ached. He could feel how heavy they had become as he walked. It was like having two bowling balls dangling between his legs.

As Friday approached, he’d taken to giving himself ice pack treatments, hoping he could induce some kind of temporary cryogenic freeze. It felt like he was at war with his libido, constantly having to outmanoeuvre it or stop it from making advances.

When he developed an uncontrollable raging erection, he even tried rubbing the head with a fresh cut chilli. An hour after the pain had worn off, and he had stopped seeing red, he congratulated himself for warding off an orgasm.

* * *

Friday arrived at last. Both Kurt and Brittany took the day off work. They slept late, ate a casual brunch and discreetly prepared for the evening ahead so as not to intrude on one another.

Kurt was relaxed in his preparations. He showered and shaved, put on a dark blue shirt and a pair of jeans and watched some television to keep his mind distracted. Brittany came downstairs in an ankle-length raincoat, without make-up, and with her hair tied up in a ponytail.

Even dressed like this, she looked amazing. While he was looking forward to the special treat she had planned for them both, he wanted to make love to her right now. He took a deep breath. He could do that tomorrow night and many, many nights afterwards.

For now, she’d given him the chance to fulfil a dream, and he was going to make the most of it. They took a cab to the ‘exclusive establishment,’ as Brittany had described it. It was in one of the better suburbs of the city, where the housing was densely packed in terraces. There was no sign on the glossy, black door, just a button for a bell. Brittany pushed it. She smiled at him and squeezed his hand.

Their host opened it and introduced herself as The Madame, a glamorous woman, likely in her forties. But she had a seductive aura most young women only dream of having. She led them through a plush foyer, with dark wooden floors, crimson velvet drapes and ornate furniture. They exchanged pleasantries, she told them their room numbers and wished them a very pleasant evening.

“Happy anniversary,” said Brittany, giving him a small kiss on the lips. “I can’t wait to hear all about it.”

“Ah, which way do I go?” he asked The Madame.

“Take the stairs to the second floor and follow the corridor to the right. Room 12. It’s unlocked and ready for you now.”

He nodded, gave Brittany a parting smile and headed for the stairwell. Now the moment had arrived, he felt too excited and nervous to think clearly, and the two aching bowling balls between his legs weren’t helping either.

He found his room and tried the door. It swung open. Inside, the bedroom was decorated in the same splendour as the rest of the establishment, with a plush black leather lounge suite, a fully stocked bar, huge flat screen television on the wall—although he had no intention of using that—and a super king fourposter bed.

Lying on the bed in a dangerously seductive pose was Lady Natasha. She lay on her side with her head propped on one arm and one leg folded upwards in a triangle. Kurt swallowed. Brittany knew him much too well. Every inch of Lady Natasha spoke to male sexual desire. She had glorious thick chocolate brown hair, piercing blue eyes with long dark lashes, and full pink lips that eased into a smile, telling him she liked what she saw.

“You’re early,” she said, with a voice as soft as velvet.

Kurt removed his jacket and hung it on a hook on the back of the door. Her face was beautiful, but her body was positively dangerous, especially for a man walking around with a fortnight of cum buildup in his balls.

She was slim and athletic, with long, toned legs that were made for the black thigh-high stockings she wore. Her hips were curvaceous, her bottom well-rounded and her large breasts looked like they were as full as his balls. She wore a black, lacy baby-doll that highlighted all the delicious curves of her body without quite revealing anything fully.

“Oh, my!” she purred. “They said you were a devil, but I didn’t know you’d be such a handsome devil.”

She slid off the bed and approached him, looking him up and down with an appreciative gaze. Kurt felt as nervous as the first time he’d ever asked a girl out on a date.

“H—hi—I’m—”

She pressed a finger over his lips, and he smelled her perfume. It was fruity with a hint of spice, like blackberries and cinnamon.

“Shh, I know who you are. Why don’t we head over to the lounge suite and get more comfortable?”

She phrased it as a question, but her insistent hand under his arm wouldn’t take no for an answer. Kurt was happy to let her take the lead. She sat on one side of the couch and patted the seat where she wanted him to sit. He did so with his hands on his lap, not knowing what to say or do.

“There’s no need to feel uncomfortable,” she said, gently taking his hands aside so she could run hers up his inner thigh. “I understand you never need much warming up.”

She unzipped his jeans and reached through to grab hold of his cock. Bursting at the seams, his cock sprang up, ready for action even if his head wasn’t operating properly. He felt drunk with the cocktail of confusion and lust.

He wondered if Brittany was feeling the same sense of mixed emotions. No, she was the sensible one in the relationship, always picking up after his mistakes. No doubt she was easing into the moment, preparing to get selfishly pleasured without having to lift a finger for a change. Kurt decided he should probably do the same.

“Why don’t we take these annoying clothes off?” said Lady Natasha.

She unbuckled his belt and helped him out of his jeans and boxers. Then she put one arm over his shoulders, drawing his head to her generous breasts while she stroked him with her other hand.

“We’ll start with a little entrée,” she said, “ease some of the tension from your balls before we get to the grand finale.”

Kurt mumbled an approval. He was enjoying himself more now, even if it would be strange to describe everything to Brittany later on. Lady Natasha was clearly very experienced in handling a man. She teased him slowly, letting his sense of pleasure gradually build, while easing back if it surged ahead too soon.

“Just a small cum to start,” she purred. “We don’t want to let it all out too soon. We have to make sure you have plenty for later.”

Her technique felt incredible. It amazed Kurt how much control she had over his body. As she brought him to a climax, it wasn’t a huge, shuddering release. It was pleasurable, but left him wanting more, much more. He didn’t even feel his cock soften post ejaculation. It stayed hard and ready for what she had planned for him next.

She kissed him and sighed. She was a woman who took pleasure from having control over his orgasms, knowing she could make him cum and still leave him hard and aching for release.

“Let’s go over to the bed,” she said with the same insistence as before.

Kurt lay on the cream duvet with his head propped up on two luxurious pillows. Lady Natasha told him she needed to remove a few items of clothing. She began with her panties, turning her back, sliding them slowly down her legs, and stepping out of them as only a woman can do in high heels.

Bent over, Kurt got a tantalising view of her bottom. He drew a sharp breath. She was wearing rosebud jewellery, a sparkling diamond to highlight the small plug in her ass.

Turning back to face him, the black lace of her baby-doll fell over her pussy like a curtain, but the brief flash revealed it was clean-shaven. His cock twitched with anticipation, ready for more. So much more!

She raised her panties and waved them under her nose as if she were sampling perfume. “Mm,” she said and smiled.

She sat on the bed beside him and slid off one of her stockings. Like her panties, she put it to her pert nose to breathe in the scent with an appreciative sigh.

“This one is for your hands,” she said, taking Kurt’s wrists and binding them securely.

She tied the ends to the headboard so his arms were above his head. Then she took off her other stocking as slowly and seductively as the first, cupping it in her hand as she savoured its scent.

“We’ll tie this one here,” she said, pressing her finger to his erection. “Have you ever worn a cock harness before?”

Kurt shook his head.

“Oh, they’re very stimulating! I know you’re going to enjoy wearing it through the grand finale.” She gave him a knowing smile. “I know I will too.”

She wrapped the stocking tightly around the base of his erection and underneath his balls, making them project out. She tied the ring in place and then used the ends to make a second ring around his balls, tying them into a neat package.

“There… doesn’t that look so delicious? There’s only one thing missing now. Where did I put it?”

She hopped off the bed and began searching through the sideboard drawers. Kurt was trembling with excitement. This was it! He didn’t care if they weren’t positioned like the couples in the videos. This was so much more kinky, being tied up so she could ride him.

If she was even a fraction as good at controlling his orgasm as she had been before, it would be better if she set the pace and controlled the rhythm and pressure of each penetration. His cock was so ready it was throbbing and dripping pre-cum.

Lady Natasha returned to the bed with a small black rectangular case. She unzipped and opened it. Kurt glanced at the contents. It looked like a woman’s travelling manicure kit. Lady Natasha pulled a cloth mask from the case. As she unfolded it, he saw it was a thick, padded muzzle, which fitted under the chin and over the mouth, preventing its wearer from speaking.

“This way you can make as much noise as you want,” she said.

“Okay!” said Kurt breathlessly. He was absolutely fine with the idea. He fully intended to whoop his way to orgasm as loud as he could.

She gave him an appreciative smile as she fitted it securely onto his face. It felt tight, but comfortable, not restricting his ability to breathe at all. She smiled, adjusted the muzzle for the best fit and stroked his face with her fingertip.

“Now, Roger,” she said, “I know you’ve been a very naughty boy!”

Roger? Who the hell was Roger?

“Denise knows you’ve been cheating on her. She knows what really happens when you’re away on those ‘business’ trips. She knows about your regular visits to our little establishment. And she’s not very pleased about it.”

Denise? Who the hell was Denise?

Kurt yelled out that he wasn’t Roger, but it came out as, “Mmph, mmph, mm-ph!”

Lady Natasha blinked slowly. “Yes, Denise said you’d complain.”

She reached into the case and withdrew a small pair of manicure scissors with two short, stout, pointed blades. She positioned them between her thumb and forefinger and let him hear the clean scrape of the blades opening and closing.

“Even though you’ve been a good customer, she has paid us very well to let you know just how displeased she is with you. That’s why I get the chance to do some very naughty snipping,” she said, licking her lips with anticipation. “It’s amazing how versatile a pair of nail scissors can be. I think women actually designed them this way, so they always had something in their handbag to snip balls.”

Kurt yelled again, trying to let her know he wasn’t Roger and that he didn’t know anyone called Denise. It came out the same way as his first attempt.

Lady Natasha put down the scissors in favour of a small syringe. “I’m not cruel, Roger,” she said, as he felt the brief, bright pain of the needle entering his sac. “It’s not going to hurt. You might be a little sore for a few days once the anaesthetic has worn off, but the only thing that will really hurt will be your pride.”

Kurt furiously shook his head and struggled against his bonds, but Lady Natasha had secured his wrists with expert knots. What the hell was she planning to do to him? Clearly, the grand finale wasn’t the one he had expected, and he very much doubted she planned to give him a manicure or a pedicure instead.

Balls? Did she say balls?

Lady Natasha propped herself on her knees with her legs spread, so he had a view of her glistening pussy and the sparkling diamond in her ass.

“You see how wet this is making me?” she said.

Kurt tried to protest, but he realised there was nothing he could do but resign himself to the inevitable.

“Denise wanted you to see my wet pussy and tight little ass to remind you what you’ll be missing from now on.”

She pinched the skin of his sac and made a minor cut with the scissors. Kurt squeezed his eyes shut. She was opening him up! As much as he didn’t want to look, his eyes involuntarily opened again. He saw she had eased one of his testicles out of his sac and had it firmly grasped between her long black fingernails, stretching the cord taut.

Snip!

She let out a long sigh of satisfaction and put the organ into a small glass jar that had been labelled ‘Roger.’

Kurt hoped and prayed she would stop there, but Lady Natasha was far from finished with her little scissors. She held his gaze as she cut the other side, removed his testicle and held it up, ready for cutting.

Kurt furiously shook his head. She gave him a resigned shrug.

Snip!

“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?” she said, as she threaded a needle and stitched him up. “You can keep my stockings as a souvenir of all the fun we’ve had together. I’m going to take your balls as my keepsake,” she said, screwing a cap onto the jar containing his former testicles.

She leaned between his legs and planted a soft kiss on his emptied sac. “Goodbye, Roger. It was an absolute pleasure! For me anyway.”

With that, she zipped up her case, flung open the door and was gone. Kurt watched her go, then stared into the corridor.

As his vision came back into focus, he looked at the door. The plaque read: Room 21. Not Room 12, where the actual Lady Natasha would be wondering why her client was late.

If only Brittany had been with him to help him find the right room! His evening would have had a significantly different outcome. He sighed, hoping Brittany really enjoyed getting her pussy licked, because that was all she would have to look forward to tomorrow night now the woman in black had stolen his nuts.


Meeting The Parents

It was Harlow’s first day at University and he felt as shy as his first day at school. The campus was unfamiliar, and as he’d moved across the country, he didn’t know anyone or have any friends. It felt like he was starting over again at the bottom of the heap.

As the day progressed, his shyness soon disappeared. Every first year was in the same boat, more or less, and most were eager to make friends. He struck up a conversation with a young man who lived locally and they soon became fast friends. His name was Curtis. They were in several classes together, so they ended up hanging out with one another as often as possible.

As Harlow settled into his new routine, he felt pretty good about life. After all, everyone had said this would be one of the best times of his life, where he’d get the chance to live it up, party and meet girls. It was his chance to enjoy the few short years that remained before he had to get a job and join the rat race.

To be sure, there were plenty of girls on campus, but Harlow had never been very confident about asking girls out.

He was eating lunch with Curtis on the park-sized lawns out the front of the campus when he saw a young woman who literally took his breath away. It helped that she was wearing a very short skirt to show off her beautiful, long legs. Damn, she was living proof that not all legs were made equal! Hers were perfectly proportioned, athletic without being too muscular, flowing down from her gorgeous round bottom to her small, pretty feet.

“Dude, close your mouth before you attract flies,” said Curtis, giving him a firm poke with his elbow.

“Wow! She’s hot!” said Harlow, trying not to shout.

The girl was picture perfect from the waist up too. Prising his eyes away from her legs, he admired her pert breasts, defying gravity in her tight cashmere sweater. Her long ash blond hair swayed in the breeze like she’d just stepped out of a shampoo commercial. And her face was dreamy, with big hazel eyes, a button nose and small, but pouty lips.

“How does a guy get a date with a girl like that?”

“Depends if you want to date a girl like that,” said Curtis. “Her name is Tabitha Taylor. Doesn’t seem to keep her boyfriends for very long. They date her a few times and then bail.”

“Wow, really? How come?”

Curtis shrugged. “Dunno. Apparently, she’s a bit kooky.”

“Dude, all girls are kooky. It goes with them being the opposite sex.”

“Well, some are more kooky than others. It’s weird. Guys just date her and then lose interest. If you want my advice—”

“Not really.”

“—just stay away from her,” Curtis finished.

That was easier said than done, when Harlow found out Tabitha Taylor was in his English Literature tutorial group. He sat opposite her in the circle, but off to one side to look at her without looking like he was being creepy.

She was even prettier up close, with a few cute freckles dotted over her nose. He barely took in a word of the tutorial discussion and certainly didn’t raise his hand to answer questions. If he had, the first words out of his mouth would have been, “I don’t know, Miss. That girl over there is so hot I haven’t heard a word you’ve been saying.”

After the tutorial, he went to the fountain to sit at the edge and soak his feet in the cool water. He picked up the book they were supposed to have read and forced himself to read a few pages, although he remained both preoccupied by the vision of such a pretty girl and bothered by the fact she could evoke such a strong reaction in him simply at the sight of her.

A splash of water hit him in the shins as another person joined him in the simple pleasure of soaking their feet. He kept his nose in his book, not wanting any further distractions.

“I saw you peeking at me,” said a girl with a soft, high-pitched voice.

He looked over and started. Tabitha Taylor was sitting an arm’s length away with her luscious long legs in the fountain, soaking her feet.

“And don’t deny it,” she said with a wide-eyed accusatory stare.

Oh hell! She’d seen him. Great, now she was bound to give him some sass for being the new pervert on the block.

“Are you dumb?” she said.

Harlow blinked in disbelief. Had she just accused him of being stupid for looking at her?

“Like, as in a mute. Why don’t you say anything?”

“Er… dunno what to say…” he said, feeling like an idiot anyway.

“Well, normal people say something like, ‘Hi, my name is blah-de-blah, and yeah I was checking you out because you’re cute’.”

Harlow repeated what she’d said, inserting his own name into the sentence.

“I knew it!” she said. “I haven’t seen you round here before, Harlow. My name is—”

“Tabitha,” he said, as if his mouth had a will of its own.

She shot him a wry smile. “Ah, so you’ve been doing more than just staring at my legs,” she said.

“You are wearing a very short skirt,” he replied.

Suddenly her hazel eyes went as dark as a sky brewing a thunderstorm.

“And you have very nice legs,” he added quickly.

Her frown softened. “Thank you! And you’re kinda cute too. Do you wanna get a coffee or a soda?”

Harlow froze. Had she just asked him out on a date, albeit a very casual ‘don’t read anything into it’ date? Curtis’s warning echoed in his mind. Kooky. Just stay away from her. Okay, she was assertive and a little demanding, but she seemed normal enough. And when the hell was he ever going to get another chance to talk to such a pretty girl without wetting his pants from nerves when he asked her out? She’d saved him from that embarrassment, so the least he could do was give her a shot.

They went to the drinks kiosk, bought sodas and returned to the fountain to soak their feet. While they sipped the cold drinks, they swapped personal information.

Tabitha was a local girl, the only daughter of wealthy parents who Harlow deduced were influential members of the community. Damn, she was so pretty! But the way she talked so openly about everything was also refreshing and set him at ease. Kooky? If this was kooky, he’d take it any day of the week.

“So, have you had many girlfriends?” she asked, as if she were talking about a much more mundane topic.

“Uh… a few,” Harlow replied.

“And what about sex? And I’m not talking about just kissing or fooling around.”

Harlow let out a polite cough. Hell, that was the worst question ever! Guys were supposed to know how to treat a girl well in bed. How could he tell her he didn’t know what it was like to go beyond kissing and heavy petting? He hadn’t even got naked with a girl yet.

“It’s okay,” she said, putting a hand on his knee. “I’m a virgin too.”

Harlow felt uncomfortable with her hand there, not because he didn’t like it, but because he did and it was making his cock swell with excitement. He tried to focus on the conversation.

“Are you waiting for the right guy? Or to get married or something?”

She giggled. “The first one, I suppose.” Her fingers lightly massaged his leg above the knee as if she were lost in thought. “My parents… well, Mommy… is quite insistent that my first time is with the right man. So, I kind of need her approval.”

Harlow watched her fingers absentmindedly playing across his leg. “Isn’t it your choice?”

“Oh, of course!” she said with wide eyes. “It’s more like an endorsement thing. Y’know, she just wants the best for me, so I’m happy.”

Harlow shrugged. He guessed it kind of made sense, but if he were in her shoes, he wouldn’t want to discuss his sex life with his parents at all. It was bad enough just thinking about them… doing it!

Tabitha shuffled closer to him. “I’m feeling a bit cold,” she said. “Do you mind if I sit on your knee?”

Harlow swallowed hard. “Uh—uh—sure. I guess.”

She hopped out of the fountain and sat sidesaddle on his lap with one arm crooked over his shoulder. She was warm and soft, and her cashmere sweater tickled his skin. He tried not to breathe deeply as her honeyed scent filled his nose.

Wow, he hadn’t been this close to a girl in ages, let alone such a pretty girl in a short skirt and a tight top. University was looking up, much like his cock. How could she not notice he had an erection when her thigh was pressing against it?

“Mm, this is nice,” she said. “I wish I could stay longer, but I have to get to class.” She gave him a tiny peck on the cheek and slid off. “See you round?”

Harlow nodded. “You bet!”

He watched her with hungry eyes as she slipped on her shoes and trotted off, her cute round bottom swaying so seductively as she walked. He allowed himself to breathe again once she disappeared into the throng of students making their way between classes.

“Hey! What the hell did I tell you, man?”

Harlow started for a second time that afternoon. Curtis was standing behind him with his hands on his hips and a dark look on his face.

“How long have you been there?” he said, feeling like Curtis had caught him with his hand in the cookie jar.

“Through all of it. I told you to stay away from her!”

“We were just talking,” said Harlow. He now felt annoyed. Why should he feel bad about talking to Tabitha? And what right did Curtis have to tell him what he could or couldn’t do?

“Talking! With her sitting on your knee?” He shook his head. “Just stay away from her!”

It occurred to Harlow that Curtis didn’t have one reason to warn him off Tabitha except for the suggestion she was kooky. She seemed normal enough, even if she was bolder than the average girl. In truth, he liked that about her.

He shot Curtis a fiery look. “Hey, man, she seems to like me. A true friend would be happy about that.”

Curtis grunted with disgust. “Whatever! Just don’t say you weren’t warned.”

For the next few days, Curtis avoided him, sitting as far away from him as possible in class and keeping his distance during breaks. Harlow guessed he would cool off eventually. And he was preoccupied with other matters, like when he would get to see Tabitha again.

The tutorial they shared happened weekly, so he would have to wait several more days to see her there. He took up a position on a park bench under an old oak tree where he could see students passing in and out of the main gate. He skipped several classes, hoping he would get a chance to see her.

His patience paid off as he spotted her in the crowd. She was hard to miss, especially as she was wearing a tight blue cashmere sweater with a matching miniskirt. He didn’t need to call out, as she seemed to know where he was, zeroing in on his position.

“Hey, cutie,” she said, sitting on his lap as she had done before, but this time without asking or waiting to be invited.

“Hey,” he said, feeling intoxicated by her closeness and subtle, sweet perfume.

“I’ve been thinking about you since we met,” she said, gently touching the tips of their noses. “How about you?”

“Same,” he said, with his heart stepping up three gears all at once.

“Well, what do you think we should do about that?” she asked with a cheeky grin, her lip gloss sparkling in the sunlight.

“Uh… get to know each other better?”

She wriggled her bottom on his lap as if teasing his erection. She had to know it was there. “That’s what I was thinking too,” she said.

At that moment, Harlow noticed Curtis standing under another tree, glowering at them.

“Ah, hell!” he said.

Tabitha looked up. “Oh, don’t worry about Curtis,” she said. “He’s bound to be jealous.”

“You know him?”

“We dated a few times. He wasn’t my type, so it didn’t work out. You, on the other hand, are shaping up nicely.”

Harlow pursed his lips. So Curtis had warned him off because he was jealous! The nerve of it!

“C’mon, let’s go somewhere more private,” said Tabitha.

She didn’t wait for him to reply, simply stood up and took his hand to lead him away. Harlow didn’t resist or object. She took him behind the gymnasium, which had private little nooks in amongst the bushes and trees. They found a seat and assumed their former position, with her sitting on his lap. This time she let him know he had an erection, as her hand stroked it through his pants.

“Would you like to touch me too?” she said, her breath hot on his ear.

He nodded, trying not to look too enthusiastic and failing miserably. She peeled up her skirt. She was wearing pale blue lace panties.

“I hope you don’t like hairy girls,” she said. “I don’t think having a hairy pussy is sexy at all!”

She peeled down her panties so he could see her pubic mound, pausing before she exposed her lips. She was absolutely smooth and bare.

“I started shaving as soon as I grew hair, but it just grew back, so mommy paid for me to have it permanently removed. Go on, touch it!”

He ran his fingers over her perfect soft skin, his heart racing, his cock straining against his pants.

“Do you think it’s pretty?” she said, her head drawing closer to his in anticipation of a kiss.

“It’s the prettiest I’ve ever seen,” he whispered to cover his shaking voice.

She kissed him, alternating between his upper and lower lips with soft, little kisses. She tasted sweet as nectar, and he ran his fingers over her smooth pussy while she rubbed his cock through his pants. It only took a few seconds before he felt the warm rush of cum, but she continued to kiss and rub him. In another few minutes, she made him cum again.

“Mm… twice in three minutes,” she said. “I guess you must like me after all.”

“I do,” he said with ragged breath.

“I like you too, Harlow. I think I want to get naked and spread my legs for you. Shall we go back to my place?”

Harlow didn’t need any convincing.

“You’ll just have to meet my mommy first. If she approves of you, we can go up to my room and you can enjoy my tight virgin pussy all to yourself.”

Harlow thought about it for a moment. Having to meet Tabitha’s mother first felt a touch odd, but she had mentioned this the other day. What did he have to lose?

They caught a cab and tried to keep their hands off one another during the ride back to the Taylor family home. It was a large colonial villa, the kind once occupied by a much larger family than two parents and a child. Tucked away in the countryside, it oozed old world charm, which only made Harlow feel even more excited. He felt like he’d been transported into some fantasy world where he would get to have sex with the prettiest girl he’d ever met.

If the old axiom about judging how a girl will mature by looking at her mother was true, then Harlow knew where Tabitha got all her looks. Mrs Evelyn Taylor greeted them as they entered the stately lounge. Harlow’s breath caught in his throat as he ran his eyes over her. It was hard not to look when she had so much of her body exposed.

Mrs Taylor was a platinum blond and drop dead sexy for a mature woman. She was long-legged and curvy like her daughter, but with a much larger and fuller bust, which she proudly displayed in her low-cut black negligee dress. He could see the outline of her body through the sheer fabric.

Hell, she was a pool boy’s fantasy: a voluptuous, glamorous older married woman, the kind of woman who would be very experienced in bed and know how to pleasure a man over and over again. Harlow would clean her pool for free if she were sunbathing nearby.

Tabitha made the introductions, and Mrs Taylor offered Harlow her hand. He shook it politely. She even smelled amazing, like musky roses, as if she were ready to have sex right now.

Harlow tried to get his head together. How did Mr Taylor cope in the company of two such heavenly women? He was just grateful Tabitha had made him cum twice already or he would have trouble suppressing an erection.

Mrs Taylor invited him to take a seat. She returned moments later with a tray of tea and biscuits and sat opposite. Tabitha perched on a stool off to one side, like a referee at a tennis match. She had her legs crossed in such a way he could see a slip of her blue panties.

“Where’s Mr Taylor?” said Harlow, trying to make polite conversation and not think about Tabitha’s pussy or Mrs Taylor’s breasts.

“Oh, he’s a little tied up right now,” Mrs Taylor replied.

She leaned across the coffee table and gave him a conspiratorial wink. Harlow tried to keep his eyes on her face and not the wonderful view of her cleavage.

She fixed him with a deadly serious stare. “I’ll untie him and let him out of his room when he’s learned his lesson.”

Harlow swallowed, then let out a nervous laugh. “Ah, nice one, Mrs Taylor. You had me going there for a moment.”

Mrs Taylor sipped her tea with one eyebrow cocked. “So, you like my daughter and want to take her to bed?”

Harlow blinked. Hell, she was direct!

“Er… yeah,” he said.

Mrs Taylor rested her cup on its saucer. “I hope you understand that I just want the best for my daughter, so we’ll have to see how you measure up.”

Harlow quickly gave her a rundown of his background, of what he was studying and what he hoped to do for a career.

Mrs Taylor coughed politely to interrupt. “I meant ‘measure up’ literally. I need to know if you’re adequate for my daughter. Take off your pants and let me see it!”

Tabitha gave him an encouraging nod. Harlow took a deep breath, stood up and removed his pants and boxers.

Mrs Taylor leaned across and lifted his shirt tails. “Hmm,” she said. It was neither approving nor disapproving. She took a small set of scales from the table and rested it under his balls. “Thirty-five grams,” she said, glancing at Tabitha, who shrugged.

“Come over here,” said Mrs Taylor, patting the seat beside her. He did so and was shocked when she took his cock in her hand and began to stroke it. What was even more surprising was how indifferent Tabitha appeared to be about it. Naturally, in the presence of two sexy women, his cock was happy to get hard again, no matter what was happening in his head.

“That’s better,” said Mrs Taylor, as he reached full hardness.

She stopped stroking, picked up a measuring tape and placed it against the length of his erection.

“Five and a half,” she said to Tabitha, who shrugged again.

Mrs Taylor measured his girth. “Four and three quarters,” she said. “Well, he’s borderline, Tabitha. I’m not sure I approve, but I’ll let you decide.” She patted the chair to invite Tabitha over to the couch.

Tabitha slid off the stool and sat beside Harlow, sandwiching him between them.

She puckered her lips. “I think I want one a bit bigger,” she said at last.

Mrs Taylor ran the back of her fingers down Harlow’s cheek. “Are you sure, darling? He’s quite cute.”

Tabitha gave her a firm nod.

“Ah, don’t take it personally, Harlow. Too big… too small… my little girl is quite particular about a man being just the right size. Would you believe we haven’t had one boy approved yet?” Mrs Taylor sighed. “I swear she’ll remain a virgin for the rest of her life at the rate she’s going.”

“Are you going to snip him now, Mommy?” asked Tabitha.

“Well, that depends,” said Mrs Taylor. She paused and looked at her daughter askance. “You showed him your pussy, didn’t you.”

Tabitha lowered her head and gave her a small nod.

“Well, now I have no choice. Now he’s seen it—”

“And touched it,” added Tabitha.

“—and touched it! Well, he’ll never be able to get over his lust for it.” She looked at Harlow and winked. “It’s such a pretty pussy, isn’t it?”

“Can I watch, mommy?”

“Of course, sweetie!” She looked Harlow in the eyes. “Isn’t she such a good girl? And so polite! She’ll have to snip her own husband one day, after he’s given her a girl, of course. And when she meets her daughter’s boyfriends, if they don’t measure up, she’ll have to snip off their balls too. She knows she’s allowed to watch, but she still asks my permission every time. Ah, it fills my bosom with pride to know I’ve raised such a fine young woman.”

Harlow took his eyes from her huge, round breasts, which were both bursting with pride and close to bursting free from her scanty negligee. “Uh… snip… what?”

Tabitha wrapped one arm over his shoulder and took his balls in the other hand. She planted several small kisses on the corner of his mouth. “Mommy is going to snip off your balls. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Uh… you’re speaking metaphorically, right?”

Mrs Taylor put her arm over his other shoulder and took his cock in her hand, stroking it back to hardness. She put her full lips to his ear and nibbled it. “I’m afraid Tabitha isn’t very good with metaphors. That’s why she’s studying English literature.”

Tabitha kissed him again. “And so I can meet cute virgins like you, Harlow. I know virgins secretly love to be trimmed, almost as much as mommy loves to do it. And I know they love to get their pretty little sacs emptied, almost as much as I love to watch.”

Harlow squirmed to get free, but the two women had him firmly in their grasp. “Ah, where are my pants? I think it’s time I should go.”

Mrs Taylor kissed the other side of his mouth. Her lips were so soft and warm and she tasted like cinnamon. Hell, why did his cock have to be so hard in her hand?

“Why go when I can treat you to the once in a lifetime opportunity to be snipped?” she said, teasing the head of his cock with his pre-cum. “Mm… look how excited and ready you are! Come, Tabitha!”

They scooped him up, each woman taking his arm, and led him from the lounge to an adjoining room. Before he knew what was happening, they forced him onto what looked like a hospital bed and secured his arms and body with tight Velcro straps.

Tabitha clapped her hands with glee as Mrs Taylor spread his legs and secured them in place in short stirrups.

Harlow struggled against his bonds. “Please let me go! I don’t want you to do anything to me.”

Tabitha nursed his hard, aching cock in her hand. “But, Harlow, you’re positively dripping with excitement!”

Mrs Taylor gave her daughter an affectionate smile. “That’s right, Tabitha. They always say no, but they don’t really mean it. What is it men always say about women? No means yes?”

She reached up under her skirt, slid off her panties, a matching sheer see-through black pair, and poked them into Harlow’s open mouth.

“Tabitha, panties!”

Tabitha slid off her own skimpy blue pair.

Mrs Taylor took them and waved them under her nose. “Mm… it looks like Harlow isn’t the only one here who’s excited about him getting a trim.”

Tabitha’s panties also went into Harlow’s mouth. Both pairs tasted of the sweet and buttery juices of their wearers.

“Now, we’ll just put on a little bit of tape to keep those panties safe,” said Mrs Taylor, tearing off a large strip of duct tape.

She pressed it over Harlow’s lips, followed by a strip above, below, across the middle again and then two more to form a cross from chin to cheek. By the time she was finished, he could barely move his face, let alone speak.

“Now, we won’t have you making any more excuses,” said Mrs Taylor. “And if you try to misbehave, Tabitha will have to do this…”

She told Tabitha to give Harlow a demonstration. Tabitha raised her thumb and forefinger, smiled and pinched Harlow’s nostrils closed. Panic set in as he struggled to breathe. Tabitha continued to smile sweetly and hold his nose, waiting until he was becoming light-headed and desperate for air.

In the meantime, Mrs Taylor readied a syringe and injected his sac. As the brief, bright pain hit his balls, Tabitha let him go. While his balls slowly went numb, Mrs Taylor resumed stroking his cock, which was happy for the attention even if the rest of Harlow was not.

“Such a nice cock,” she mused. “If you weren’t a virgin, I might have had a little ride on it myself. Mr Taylor isn’t up for much these days.”

As Mrs Taylor readied a small pair of scissors, Tabitha perched on a stool to watch. Harlow caught full sight of her pussy as she spread her legs. Damn, it was beautiful! So smooth, exposed and deliciously tight.

Tabitha pressed the tip of her finger to her clitoris and rubbed it slowly. She was so wet, Harlow could see a small puddle of her juices forming on the vinyl cushion.

Mrs Taylor started cutting, not that he felt anything. His cock ached terribly, like he was so desperate to cum, he couldn’t distinguish between pleasure or pain any more.

Soon she had one of his balls in her hand, pulling on it to tighten the cord until it was taut. With one small snip of her scissors, she took it off. The intensity of the ache in his cock doubled as she made the cut.

It didn’t diminish as she cut into the other side to remove his second testicle, but grew steadily stronger, taking him to the edge of orgasm.

Tabitha was vigorously rubbing herself now, her juices flooding the seat. Mrs Taylor pulled the cord tight and snipped off his second ball. As she did so, Harlow felt the tightness in his crotch like the onset of ejaculation, but aside from some residual pre-cum, nothing came out.

Mrs Taylor rubbed him again, sustaining his aching, straining need to push. “Yes,” she purred. “Virgins always cum the hardest at the moment they’ve had their balls clipped. Such an exquisite moment!”

Even though Harlow’s cock was furiously pumping like he was having the biggest orgasm of his life, it didn’t have the splendid sense of euphoria that came with release. As the pumping ceased, all he had was the hollow disappointment of denial.

Meanwhile, Tabitha was biting her lip and moaning, her juices dripping onto the floor. Her whole body convulsed, and she arched her hips as she squirted from a sudden huge orgasm.

Why hadn’t he listened to Curtis’s warning? If poor Curtis had dated Tabitha too, he would also be missing his sex organs, no doubt along with many other young men. But who would own up to such a thing after the shame of being plucked?

Mrs Taylor stitched up his sac and when she had finished, gently toyed with the loose flap of skin. “Don’t worry, Harlow. Even though you thought you were going to lose your virginity today, rather than your manhood, you’ve still made me and my little girl very happy indeed! Thank you, darling boy!”

Mrs Taylor licked her full lips, leaned between his legs and planted warm, sensual kisses on his now empty sac.


The Uncontrollable Ache

The morning after his thirtieth birthday, Ethan Wright wasn’t feeling too good. This wasn’t unexpected, given how much he’d had to drink the night before. It had been one hell of a party. All his friends had been there, all to remind him— and not too kindly for the most part— about the milestone he had reached.

They’d said things like:

“Time to put you out to pasture, Ethan.”

“Your number’s up, old man.” And so forth.

He wandered into the bathroom to scour the taste of stale beer from his mouth. His wife Rebecca was also cleaning her teeth, although she hadn’t had nearly as much to drink. She’d got up and showered already and was wearing a fluffy cotton robe with her hair wrapped up in a towel.

Even with a hangover, she was ravishing. She looked back at him from her reflection in the mirror with her big brown eyes and gave him an adorable frothy toothpaste smile.

“How’s the head, mister?” she asked, once she had rinsed.

“Not great, but better now I’ve seen you,” he said.

Damn, what had he done to be so lucky to win her affection and love? She could have had any man she wanted and yet somehow, against the odds, she’d chosen him. Underneath the cotton robe was a body teenage boys fantasised about while they jerked off. Also, thirty-year-old men, even after they’d had sex. Sometimes several times.

“Maybe you shouldn’t have had quite as much to drink. I missed out on giving you the best present of the evening after we got home.”

He squeezed toothpaste onto his brush. “Any chance I can get a make up?” he asked, before furiously scrubbing his teeth.

She gave him a firm slap on the bottom. “Depends whether you’re still up for it, old man.”

“With you, always!”

“It was going to be a very special birthday gift. And hangover sex is never good.”

She rose on her tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek, then went back to the bedroom to get dressed. As his cock rose in his pants, he noticed a dull ache in his balls. They felt heavier than normal. Maybe taking a rain check on sex was for the best.

He carefully weighed them in the cup of his hand. They felt as sensitive as if he were touching his eyeball. He shook his head, sure he was just imagining it. After a night of booze and non-stop ribbing at the hands of his friends, he was bound to feel like old age was catching up with him at last. But hell, why his balls? Why not a few grey hairs or the onset of a wrinkle or two?

He picked up Rebecca’s cocoa butter moisturising cream, squirted a bit on his hand and rubbed it into his balls. If it kept her looking flawless, maybe it would help him too. It was soothing and seemed to do the trick.

However, he felt uncomfortable on and off throughout the day, which made him question if it was all in his head or not.

After dinner, Rebecca looked concerned. She asked him if he was all right. He said he hadn’t been completely able to shake off the effects of his hangover.

“Let me make you some tea. It’s an old family recipe. Guaranteed to help you sleep.”

He agreed, and she went to the kitchen to put on the kettle. A few minutes later, she returned with a steaming mug that smelled leafy and pungent, similar to sage. He took a sip and screwed up his face.

“I know it tastes bad, but it’ll help you sleep,” she said, stroking his hand.

He shrugged, took a deep breath and downed the contents. It only took a moment to take effect and he yawned. She led him upstairs, helped him undress and put him to bed.

The following morning, Ethan awoke to feel Rebecca’s body against his, the swell of her breasts on his chest, her hard nipples poking him through the gauzy fabric of her nightdress. It was the short one that barely went below her pussy, not that it made any difference, as it was translucent and he could see her naked body through the fabric.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” she said, reaching into his boxers to find his cock. “I think it’s time for your present.”

He pulled him to her and their lips locked, with tongues eager to do the same.

“Mm…” she said, as he went hard in her hand. “Somebody is already wide awake.”

She stroked him gently and reached down to squeeze his balls. She didn’t squeeze hard, but he started from sudden pain. It felt like a bee had stung him. He swore and sat up.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

“Damn, my balls are sore!” he replied, touching them gingerly.

He wasn’t sure if he was imagining it or not, but they felt tender and swollen, like he’d recently received an unwanted knee to the groin. She threw off the covers and helped him pull off his boxers. She carefully lifted his balls in her hand. He winced, feeling the pain again.

“They look fine,” she said. “I can’t see anything wrong. Maybe take a hot shower and see if that helps.”

He shook his head and sighed. “Any chance I can get a second rain check on that present?”

She held his face between her hands and kissed him tenderly on the lips. “You can have as many rain checks as you like.”

Damn, what bad timing! She looked so incredibly sexy with her delectable curves on display, her waxed pussy so inviting and ready. She’d had that done the day of his birthday and he still had got nowhere near it. What the hell was wrong with his balls?

The hot shower soothed them somewhat, but they still ached. He doused them with more of Rebecca’s cocoa butter moisturising cream and that helped a little too. But by the time he thought he could get it together to head back to bed, Rebecca had got dressed and moved on with her day.

He checked the time and saw he would be pushing it to even sneak in a quickie before having to get ready for work. With a resigned sigh, he got dressed.

Throughout the day, he was reminded of the ache whenever he moved about, so he tried to stay at his desk as much as he could. His balls also ached every time his mind wandered to the vision of how good she had looked that morning. No matter what he did, he couldn’t seem to catch a break. What a great birthday thirty was turning out to be!

Rebecca immediately looked worried again when he arrived home.

He raised a hand to dismiss her concern. “I’m okay. It’s all in my head. I dunno… it’s a turning thirty thing, I guess.”

“Oh, you poor dear,” she said. “I’ll make you more tea tonight, so you get a good night’s sleep. That should fix you up.”

The next morning, he felt suitably refreshed from the extra sleep, but his balls felt worse than ever. They felt like they had weights tied to them. He had to take another rain check for his birthday present, which added to his growing disappointment, as Rebecca woke him up in nothing but a black satin corset that made her already pert, full breasts look heavenly.

“If they don’t feel better by tomorrow,” he said that night, as she sipped his tea, “I promise I’ll go see the doctor.”

He secured an appointment later in the day with his doctor. Having the balding, middle-aged man prod and poke his testicles was humiliating, and more so because they were so sore.

“Aside from some minor skin irritation, I can’t find anything wrong,” said his doctor. “Have you been doing anything different, like using a new brand of soap?”

Ethan thought about the cocoa butter moisturising cream. Damn, he didn’t want to mention that to his doctor, so he kept quiet and swore not to put any more on.

“I’ll prescribe you some painkillers, but there’s not much more I can do. If it persists, we can run a few tests, but I’d like you to consider that it could be psychological.”

Ethan blew out a breath. “Yeah, I’ve kinda let the whole turning thirty get to me more than it should.”

His doctor gave him a tight-lipped smile. “Just wait until you’re my age. Then you’ll really have something to complain about.”

“Know any good therapists?”

“Plenty. I’ll write you a referral.”

Two days and two more rain checks later, Ethan booked a session with a therapist. It was getting too much. His balls were sore as hell, and Rebecca was looking sexier than ever. She had woken him each morning in one stunning outfit after another. First, it was a bright red teddy. She had unclipped the buttons to bare her pussy just as he had opened his eyes. What a way to wake up! But with the continuing ache in his balls, he couldn’t do a thing about it.

Next, she had worn two silver ribbons tied up in bows: one around her breasts and the other over her pussy. He’d managed to take them off before having to give up. Hell, he hoped the therapist could help.

He lay back on the therapist’s firm, but comfortable recliner. The therapist wasn’t much older than Ethan, an Indian man with a soothing, soft voice. They discussed his sex life, his feelings leading up to this thirtieth birthday, the party and the ensuing ache he had developed in his balls since.

The therapist nodded a lot and took pages of notes. Ethan wondered if therapists were any good at curing these conditions at all. Perhaps he should have seen a specialist for male sexual issues.

“You’ll be pleased to know that what you’re experiencing is perfectly normal,” said the therapist at last.

Ethan felt a wave of relief pass over him.

“Although, I must point out, it normally happens to men much later in life. You’re still in your prime.”

“So, is it all in my head or not?”

The therapist put down his notebook and laced his fingers over his chest. “A bit of both. The mind is a very powerful tool, Ethan. When it is determined to believe something is true, it can manifest that idea and make it real.”

Ethan frowned. “Perhaps I should have told my doctor about the cocoa butter moisturising cream I’ve been rubbing on my balls.”

The therapist gave him a polite smile. “I can assure you it has nothing to do with moisturiser. What you’re experiencing, albeit a little prematurely, is a transition from being a virile young man to an older man who no longer feels the need to sire children. Essentially, it’s a loss of sexual drive. Subconsciously, you’re coming to realise your sex organs will become redundant one day for the purpose of getting a woman pregnant.”

“I see,” said Ethan, although he wasn’t completely sure what the therapist meant.

“It is a most curious way to come to this point of self-awareness, especially for a married man who described his wife as…” He flipped back through his notes. “… ‘a teenage boy’s wet dream’.”

Ethan nodded. It was accurate. Although Rebecca loved dressing in sexy lingerie, she didn’t need it. She could wear a rubbish bag and still give a man an instant hard on.

“So, now we have brought this idea to your conscious mind, you can make the ache go away all by yourself. Go home, get a good night’s sleep and wake up a new man.”

Although Ethan’s balls still felt tender as he climbed out of the recliner, he felt better. He did as the therapist had instructed.

“It has all been in my head,” he told Rebecca. She raised an eyebrow. “So mix me up a batch of that tea you make. I’m going to get a good night’s sleep and then I want to cash in my rain check.”

She made him tea without saying much. He put it to his lips, preparing for the unpleasant bitter taste, but it was sweeter and much more palatable.

“Even the tea tastes better,” he said, giving her a longing kiss on the lips before taking himself to bed.

That night he had delightful dreams, all about having sex with beautiful, busty women in different positions. When he stirred from his slumber, he realised he had a raging erection. It felt wonderful.

Opening his eyes, the first thing he saw was Rebecca’s face, her big brown eyes watching him intently.

“Good morning, birthday boy,” she breathed. “Are you ready for your present?”

He went to answer and realised he couldn’t open his mouth. She must have taped it shut. As he tried to remove it, he realised she had tied his hands behind his back. Ah, so Rebecca wanted to have bondage sex! He loved it when she was in a kinky mood. He smiled, even though there was so much tape on his face he could barely move his cheeks.

Rebecca was wearing a white stain corset with small embroidered flowers and a lace trim. As her breasts swelled with each breath, he could see the edges of her pink areolae rising above the lace. She slowly unclipped the top three hooks at the front of her corset to show him more. Then she removed her matching white panties and took in their scent.

“Mm… so sweet…” she said, putting them under his nose.

They were wet and fragrant with the heady, musky perfume of her juices. His cock twitched, eager to experience her pussy too.

“Before we begin, I have a little confession to make,” she said, tossing her panties aside. “The ache in your balls hasn’t been in your head. I put it there.”

Ethan frowned. She said it was her doing? After the trip to the doctor and then the therapist, he didn’t know why they ached any more.

“I slipped a little something in your tea to help you sleep, and to make sure you didn’t wake up when I put you in this.”

She reached under her pillow and drew out a small metal device.

“Every night since your birthday, I’ve been putting you in this. It’s a special ball stretcher.”

She held it close to his face so he could see it better. It had two small, smooth metal rings connected by a miniature scissor jack. She turned the dial and the rings separated.

“It works like this,” she said. “I clamp it to your balls and night after night, slowly stretch them a little more. That’s why you’ve been feeling like something has been pulling at your balls. It was me. Let’s try it on while you’re awake.”

She opened the rings, gathered his aching balls into a package and clipped the device in place. As she turned the dial, one ring pressed into the flesh below his cock and the other pulled at his balls, elongating his sac. The ache intensified, like overused muscles after an unfamiliar workout.

“I also put a little extra pill in your tea to help you with this,” she said, taking his pulsing cock in her hand.

It was a confusing sensation, the pleasure of her stroking his cock combined with the stretching ache of the device.

“Oh, I’m sure you’re wondering why I would do such a thing,” she said, cuddling in beside him. “It helps to prepare your balls for my pleasure. It stretches the ‘carrying-away ducts,’ as the name translates from Latin. They’re the cords that connect your balls to your cock. The stretching elongates them, which makes it much easier for me to take them out and snip them off.”

She nibbled his ear while she ran her fingers over his chest. “Oh, honey, I tried to give it up, really I did. I thought getting married would help, but it has been so long since I’ve been able to do any naughty ball snipping. And the longer I’ve denied myself that pleasure, the more I’ve been wanting to do it again. You know I’d never cheat on you with another man, so it has to be you that gets snipped. And because I love you so much, I wanted to make it last for as long as possible. I wanted to give you an uncontrollable ache to match my uncontrollable urge. Just think how much better we’ll both feel when I take out your balls and cut those poor, aching cords.”

As if he needed reminding, she reached down and tightened the device so his balls were straining against his elongated sac. Then she stroked his engorged cock again. The combination of the intense arousal with the aching pain completely addled his brain.

“For any other man, I’d choose the traditional method of taking them out before I mount you. But for my beautiful husband, I have a special treat planned.” She nibbled at his arm like a cat in heat. “Oh, I’m so wet I can’t wait anymore.”

She took a jar of Lidocaine from the bedside table and swabbed the length of his stretched out sac. The numbness brought partial relief from the grinding ache, but was she really going to do what she said? Hell, he knew Rebecca had some kinky obsessions and fetishes, but this was on an entirely different level. His darling, loving wife got off on castrating men!

He realised she was serious about now doing it to him too. He pleaded with her to stop, but with so much tape over his mouth, his muffled cries made no sense.

“Don’t worry, honey. It’s only a pair of balls. Once they’re off, we’ll share the most exquisite pleasure imaginable!” She raised her tiny scissors. “And for you, my sweet, I’m going to snip them while they’re still inside.”

She teased the stretched skin until she found a cord. Then she made the smallest cut with her scissors to expose it. Easing it between the blades, she drew deep breaths, her breasts heaving with excitement and anticipation. As the blades did their work, she groaned with satisfaction.

Ethan felt the sudden release of tension in the cord as she made the cut. She found his second cord and worked it to the tiny cut she’d made, exposing it for trimming.

“The second one is always the best,” she said, lingering with the cord between the blades.

All Ethan could think about was his throbbing cock as she cut his second ball free. With two snips, the ache vanished. She removed the device and took his cock in one hand, stroking it up and down, while she took his balls in the other.

It was a surreal sensation to feel them rolling about free in his sac, but the way she was pleasuring his cock prevented him from focusing on his balls for more than a moment.

“It’s time for you to experience a different ache,” she said, straddling him, positioning his cock to her lips for entry.

Then she was sliding down his shaft, the walls of her pussy clenching him tightly, the heat of her sex enraging his desire. She took him in as deep as he could go, then withdrew until only his head was inside her so she could plunge down onto him again.

“How do you like having snipped balls? Can you feel the ache in your cock with the growing need to cum?”

She groaned with pleasure as she thrust his length into her, over and over again. Despite all that had happened, she felt divine. Her pussy was hot, tight and wetter than she had ever been before. He’d never felt so aroused, never felt an orgasm building with such intensity that it felt like he was aching with pleasure.

It swelled relentlessly, the euphoria flowing from the head of his cock right through his body, making him strain in anticipation of release. It was driving Rebecca towards her climax too and she ran her hands wildly through her hair as she rode him, increasing the pressure and speed of each thrust. All the time she watched him, keeping her eyes locked on him as if she could experience everything he felt.

“That desperate need to cum is such a delicious ache, isn’t it!” she said, between moans. “It’s so much better with snipped balls, holding you at the edge of release, at the height of pleasure!”

The strain of not being able to achieve release had made his cock grow so hard he felt like he had grown an extra inch. If he could cum, it would all be over, but she had trapped him in this state of sweet torture for as long as she wanted it to last.

He needed to cum so much he begged her to stop, but she kept riding him, the pleasure she was taking from each thrust surging through her body like a blood lust. She let out a throaty groan as she climaxed. The walls of her pussy clenched his cock tighter, her juices spraying over his groin and wetting the sheets. The raging heat of her pussy only tormented him further. He could feel every muscle in his body straining to attain the release that she had denied him.

As she climbed off, it was a merciful relief as she once again took up the scissors, widening the cut. One at a time, she eased his severed balls from their sac and put them in a glass beside the bed.

“That was easily the best sex we’ve ever had,” she said as she stitched him up. “I told you I wanted to make it last as long as possible. So we’ll do it again, this time with your balls out.”

She straddled him again and eased the tip of his cock between her lips. The desperate aching need to cum returned as he felt the hot, wet clench of her pussy. Rebecca was going to cum again, perhaps many times. And now she had removed his balls, he couldn’t. She had given him a far more terrible ache than she ever could with her device, and she was going to make it last a long time, just as she had promised.

With her arms around his neck and her hot breath on his ear, she whispered, “This is heaven! I wish I’d snipped you sooner!”
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